CHAPTER EIGHTY-FIVE
AUSTROVA 

COREN RE MYDALA’S OFFICE


Coren lowered the pad he was reading and looked at Dutkne. “You are certain about these individuals?” He asked.


Dutkne nodded his head. “I’m certain.” He answered. “Drey and I haven’t been able to ascertain just how they are involved, but they are.”


“Two of these men are part of your government Dutkne.” Coren stated.


Dutkne nodded. “Yes they are.” He replied. “And I will make examples of them all.”


Coren got to his feet and moved to the counter pouring himself a glass of wine. “Wine?” He asked Dutkne.


Dutkne shook his head. “No. Thank you though.”


Coren turned and looked at him once more, sipping the wine before speaking. “As much as I struggle with everything I have thought and felt for your people Dutkne… I can’t help but see just how wrong I may have been all these years. I watched every single bit of the interview Androcles did you know. He is a supremely complex young man.”


Dutkne nodded. “That he is.”


“Why would he do such a thing? Over three hours they took questions.” Coren asked. “It was obvious to me that this Icho character was attempting to impugn that somehow Sadi Leonidas was not what she truly is. Revealing what was involved in her past was not something they needed to do.”


“He knows there are people within the Union government who do not like his father and mothers or they change they have brought.” Dutkne spoke. “Better to face the problem head on and make it something they can’t use. Icho was trying to inject suspicion about Sadi. He may have succeeded in some fashion, but addressing it as they did eliminates all those who are not fanatics.” Dutkne looked at him. “We have not been on the best of terms Regent Re Mydala… I will be the first to admit that… but my people as a whole are not enemies of the Vanari. It may seem that Androcles is harsh and cruel… but you must remember what the Lycavorians of the Union endured for so many years. In many ways it is similar to what the Vanari have endured over the decades and centuries. Slavery is abhorrent to my people, more so to those within the Union. This mentality has carried over to the vast majority of the species within the Union, many of whom have been with them since the very beginning. The Spartan way of life was embraced by many more who are not Lycavorian.”


Coren looked at him. “His father is the same way?” Coren asked.


Dutkne nodded. “If what my grandfather has told me is true, very much so.” Dutkne got up and moved across the room to stand in front of Coren. “Coren… you will not lose your children. The virus within our blood that changes a person can not be transferred to a Vanari. That is a medical fact and you know that. Our ability to Mindvoice can be passed to a Vanari if they are touched by a Lycavorian strong enough within Mindvoice to make a connection. You’ve seen that already with Caliria. We treasure our wives and mates Coren. They are the future. Do you honestly think Andro cares that any child he and Caliria may have will look like her and not him?”


“What?” Coren asked.


Dutkne nodded. “I had a long talk with Eliani after we rescued Caliria. The virus in our blood can’t change a Vanari, and any child born of a Lycavorian and Vanari union would carry the Vanari pigmentation in their skin. They may be half Lycavorian, have our added strength and endurance and skills, but they will look like a Vanari.”


“And this… this would not bother you?” Coren asked.


Dutkne laughed softly. “Our children are sacred to us as well… second only to those who give us those children. It would not make a lick of difference. Caliria, Arduri, even Naesta… they are still your daughters and will always remain so. Meaning no disrespect sir… perhaps now is the time to fully let go of what you have believed up until now and start being more open minded. Let our actions and beliefs show you that everything you have believed is false. At least for the vast majority of our people.”

Coren looked at him. “That you admit there are those among your people who act as I have always believed tells me that you are sincere Dutkne.”



“I hope that is a good thing sir.” Dutkne spoke. “We would be far better friends and allies than enemies.”

Coren nodded. “Yes… I’m seeing that. However… it appears that there are others within the Board of Regents who have latched onto my way of thinking and pushed it even further to advance their own goals.”


“Have you identified anyone suspect?” Dutkne threw the question out there not really expecting Coren Re Mydala to answer him. Coren’s answer surprised him to say the least.


“Seven that I am certain are involved.” Coren answered returning to his chair now. “Two of them on the SBR… including Ardan.”


Dutkne was silent knowing the relationship between the two men and how far it went back. After a moment he met Coren’s eyes. “You are sure?”


Coren nodded. “Yes. As much as it pains me to say that.” He answered. “Caliria also contacted me and told me the Eridiani human male she was seeing before she was taken has magically reappeared. He said he was forced to return to the Eridiani homeworld when his father realized that he was seeing Caliria. He swears he had nothing to do with her being taken by the OSG. She met him for lunch and he gave her a pad with several Lycavorian names.” He lifted the pad and handed it to him. 

Dutkne took the pad. “I take it you don’t trust him from the tone of your voice.”


Coren snorted. “I trust the Eridiani even less than I did the Lycavorians before all of this happened.” He spoke. 


Dutkne looked at the pad. “Did she reveal anything to him?” Dutkne asked. “About what we are doing?”


Coren shook his head quickly. “She may have had feelings for him before, but she is very wary of him now. I don’t think she trusts him in the least. That is the sense I got from her anyway. She is head strong and will do things her way, but earning her trust now would be an infinitely hard thing to do.” He answered. “And surprisingly… he didn’t ask.”


“He didn’t ask?” Dutkne said moving back to his own chair. “Why does that not bestow a whole lot of trust in me?”


Coren smiled. “Yes… I said the same thing.” He told him.


“This is a lot deeper than we first realized Coren… you do see that?” Dutkne asked.


Coren nodded. “Very much so.” He answered him. “I suppose it should not surprise me considering how long it has been going on. The SBR keeps coming up with excuses to not meet with Denali as well. They are stalling for time.”


Dutkne nodded his head. “They realize that Androcles will do exactly as he says he will by severing all ties to the Vanari.”


Coren looked at him. “The loss of our many trading contracts with the Protectorate would cost us billions in annual revenue.” He said. “We would not be able to make that up in other ways without a retooling of many of our industries. That would take years and force us to open talks with several species that we do not usually associate with. It frightens them. Androcles frightens them.”


“Yeah… he does that to a lot of people.” Dutkne said with a smile. “It can be a hindrance at times.

“Interacting with these other species would not benefit our people. We would have to open up Vanari space to their use, allow them to land on our planets and colonies. That is not something that the SBR wants to do.”  Coren said. “All of them at one point or another have tried to take what they want by force or coercion. They failed.”

Dutkne nodded. “Because most of them consider the Alkay the Vanari secrete a valuable tool of espionage and they want it for their own purposes. Or they don’t trust your people because of it.”


Coren nodded slightly surprised as he looked at Dutkne. “Yes.” He said.


Dutkne saw the look on his face and smiled. “I may have hated my duties as Director General… but that doesn’t mean I didn’t know them to the best of my abilities sir.”


Coren nodded with a small smile. “Of course.”


“We need to catch them red handed sir.” Dutkne spoke. “Your people won’t believe it otherwise.”


“I agree.” Coren said. “The question remains… how do we do that?”


“Ardan has told no one that the Union developed a counteragent to the OSG chemical?” Dutkne asked.


Coren nodded. “Which to me is the biggest sign of his involvement.”


“Has he approached you about it?” Dutkne asked.


Coren shook his head. “No. And I doubt he will. I believe he is waiting for Denali or Lisisa to reveal this publicly, and then he will have all the ammunition he needs to prove that the Lycavorians are guilty of conspiring to enslave us. He would turn the entire board against you, all the while protecting himself and those others who are selling our people.”


“Could he be doing that right now… behind closed doors?” Dutkne asked.


Coren shook his head. “No. I would hear about it. I have built relationships with these men and women while I neglected my family and pushed my daughter away because of the color of her hair. They know me… they trust me. Any one of them would come to me before giving their support to Ardan in dismissing the Protectorate and now the Union. I know it.”


“I will trust you in that regard sir… all I ask is that you take precautions.” Dutkne spoke. “Ardan, if he is involved as deeply as both of us believe, he would not hesitate to have the OSG or the Lycavorians working with him to stage some sort of attack against you to show we can not be trusted.”


Coren nodded. “I have thought of that as well. I know Denali has some of your people watching me from the shadows. I have not seen them as I move about so I can only assume those who are watching me are some of the vampires within your ranks that are so adept at using the shadows and moving abut unseen.”

“They are there to protect you Coren.” Dutkne said. “That was Andro’s order.”


Coren met his eyes. “He ordered me protected? Even after what he believes I feel about him and his people?”


Dutkne nodded. “That ought to tell you what kind of man he is.”


Coren nodded. “Indeed it does.” He said. “If Ardan moves against me he will employ Lycavorians, of that I am sure.” He said. “It would be another example of why we can not trust your people.”


“Why not the OSG?” Dutkne asked.


“The Eridiani here on Austrova are constantly watched by Vanari Intelligence.” Coren answered. “Anything out of the ordinary that they do immediately gets sent up the chain. That goes directly to the VI Director. A man who I happen to be excellent friends with.”


“And you trust him?” Dutkne asked.


“I should… he is my brother’s oldest son.” Coren answered. “No… Ardan would not use OSG people for this. He is trying to insure the selling of my people continues. He will use your people. In this way he can put forth to the board that we need to reach out to others to…” Coren stopped talking. “That’s it.” He said coming to his feet.


Dutkne looked at him. “Sir.”


“If Ardan can prove to the SBR and the entire Vanari Board of Regents that Lycavorians are the enemy he can get them to void our trade contracts with the Protectorate himself!” Coren gasped.


“Wait! You just said that would be a bad thing.” Dutkne said. “Why would he want to do that?”


Coren looked at him. “Then it forces us to do exactly what we don’t want to do! It forces us to open our borders to species we don’t want to deal with because of their past transgressions towards our females.” Coren answered. “And it gives him an avenue to further his wealth by having other buyers for our females.” Coren’s eyes grew wider. “And it puts him in a position to dispose Alrerin Sha Harael as First Regent! Ardan is next in line!”


Dutkne’s eyes grew a little wider as well now. “He wants to take over the government?” He gasped.


“It has to be!” Coren hissed. “Why else go through all of this and take such a long time developing it all? He must have been planning this for years!”


“This… Coren if what you say is true… this changes things a great deal.” Dutkne spoke. 


“Indeed it does.” Coren spoke looking at him. “I must speak with Denali Leonidas. As soon as possible Dutkne.”

Dutkne got to his feet. “Let’s go.”

DEIA’S OFFICE
SPARTA

“… Bold move Andro.” Deia told him as she finished pouring him a mug of his mother’s coffee. Her temporary office was crowded with six people in addition to her and Androcles, two of whom were not human. Avi and 341 stood to one side of the room, while Shiria and Resumar occupied the two chairs closest to them. It seemed that wherever Resumar went now, one of the hulking avatars was beside him.
 Thr'won sat on the small couch with Panos.

Andro accepted the mug from his aunt and nodded. “He’s a nubous traitor Tenna.” He told her. “This way I have put him on the defensive. I don’t know how long he has been helping the Kavalians and Laustinos, but long enough to influence many others and turn them to his way of thinking. Since I can not move against him without direct proof, I used the provisions of Spartan Law to dictate military logistics. It was a sound move all around to be honest.”


Deia looked at him. “Ulana?”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders and they all could see he was truly at a loss when it came to discussing her. “I don’t know Tenna. I think Ulana is motivated by something else. She truly believes herself superior to Sadi. She’s acting stupid and I need to avoid her as best I am able.”


“There is an old saying from here on earth.” Thr'won spoke softly smiling at Andro’s obvious ignorance of what was motivating Ulana. “There is nothing more dangerous than a woman scorned.”


Andro looked at her. “I acted honorably with her Val'istar.” He spoke softly. “I never disrespected her in any way.”

Thr'won shook her head. She had never been able to break him of the habit of referring to her as Val'istar. He had always held her in great regard and this was his way of showing her just how important she was to the overall scheme of things. While Thr'won was not as powerful as say Helen or himself, her Mindvoice abilities were quite superior to most others. She had spent nearly a decade learning all she could from Helen, and now she was the second most influential graduate of the School of the Mages behind only Helen herself. When Thr'won spoke, men and women listened. Her mate of nearly a thousand years had turned her long ago and she had fallen hopelessly in love with the much older Spartan. Now after six hundred years together and three children, Thr'won was the Senior Mage of Sparta, a feat that was a first of its kind in Sparta’s long history.

Deia looked at Panos and a flicker of understanding passed between them. [He has no idea does he?] She reached out to Panos.


Panos shook his head minutely. [I don’t believe he does.] He answered. [Even I do not understand the nuances of the females of our species Deia. As my mate tells me so often.]

[She’s obsessed with him.] Deia spoke. [He doesn’t know what kind of draw he has over women but he is just like his father. Women would slaughter and maim over them. I once heard Anja threaten to sew a female’s opening shut with fifty year old leather dipped in feces if she kept pursuing Martin. I don’t know what it is that makes their women so devoted but it is far more than normal. It will come to blows Panos.]


[Then so be it Deia.] Panos answered.


[Sadi will kill her you know.] Deia spoke. [I’ve seen the way she looks at Andro. They way they all look at him. If Ulana steps across that line she is towing right now, Sadi will end her in a very vicious fashion.]


[There is nothing we can do there.] Panos spoke. [The instincts of our people are strong Deia and there are times when we need to let them out. If Ulana pushes Sadi too far, then we just need to step back and let nature take its course.]


Deia nodded. [You are right.] She said softly. [I just hope it’s not too bloody.]


“I understand that Andro.” Thr'won answered bringing them back into the main part of the conversation. “No one believes otherwise no matter what Ulana says. I’m just telling you how Ulana is thinking. You left her for another woman. For Sadi. Ulana is arrogant to the extreme. She is wealthy, beautiful and she believes she is better than everyone else. She truly can not understand what you see in Sadi that makes her better.”


“That’s an understatement.” Resumar snorted. “She’s a real uppity upaee.”


Thr'won chuckled and nodded her head. She had been part of the birth of every Leonidas child up until Dorian, and she knew each of them well. “That is a most accurate description Res.” She told him. “That is also what makes her dangerous. She will not let this go. She has it in her mind that you belong to her Andro. She will not let this go until it comes to blows with Sadi I’m afraid.”


Andro sipped his coffee and looked at her. “That would be a singularly stupid thing for her to do.” He said. “I only found this out a few days ago, Sadi and Ne'Veha both felt they wanted to know more after seeing what happen with my mother. Lu'ria and Carisia have been instructing them in the finer points of hand to hand combat. They are working out nearly every day.”


Panos laughed now and shook his head. “Then they will be just as deadly as they are beautiful.” He stated. “Oh… I wish to be there for that confrontation.”


Deia sat down. “They didn’t tell you?” She asked.


Andro shook his head. “No.”


“Drow trained Princesses?” Thr'won spoke softly. “A lethal mix if I do say so myself. And one that I would not want to be on the receiving end of.”

“Better check under your pillow every night fervon.” Resumar told him with a laugh. “And be very careful you don’t piss them off.”


Andro smiled. “Tell me about it.” He said. He turned back to Deia now. “What is it you wanted to see us all for Tenna?”


“Shiria and I have put together a plan.” Deia said as she too sat back down gingerly in her chair. She still used her hover chair for long periods of time but she was getting stronger by the day and moving around more and more under her own power.


Shiria leaned forward now and spoke for the first time. “We believe that we have found a suitable way to detect anyone who may carry the Paladin gene whether it be active or dormant. It is a medical gene and therefore we can scan for it from orbit of a planet with one of the Pralor long range corvettes that SPARTA'S WRATH carries. I spoke with Eliani and she has localized and centered the systems on two corvettes with Avi and 341’s help to detect and focus on this particular gene.”


Androcles nodded. “Ok… why did you need to see me?”


“I want to begin recruiting them Androcles.” Shiria said.

“You?” Andro gasped. “No way! Absolutely not!” His voice carried considerable heat in it and this surprised Shiria and she sat back.


“And why not may I ask?” Shiria spoke finally.


“Who you are is beginning to spread Val'istar! It may be of my doing but it would have begun sooner or later!” Andro told her. “Hell… you can’t miss that SPARTA'S WRATH is in orbit! How can anyone miss a ship that is seven kilometers long and unlike anything we have ever built! That we did not build that ship is obvious, and sooner or later they will put two and two together! They will know you are from the species that built that ship! Who you are is beginning to spread Shiria and I will not risk you for some silly undertaking!”


“I am perfectly capable of taking care of myself Androcles Leonidas.” Shiria spoke very defensively. “And this is not a silly undertaking!”

Andro shook his head. “That is not what I meant and you know it!” He snapped. “Once Keleru discovers who you are and that you are the one who encouraged Athani to defect, that it was you all of these years, that you were hiding SPARTA’S WRATH from him, he will make capturing you a priority! He will want the secrets you have in your head and he will come after them!” Andro told her. “It’s what I would do! We do not know the full extent of those who sympathized with Icho and his ilk. We…” Andro stopped talking for a moment as if something had just occurred to him and got to his feet. He set his coffee on the table and moved to the window that provided a beautiful background of the Evrotas River as it wound its way through Sparta. 
Shiria was about to open her mouth and respond but felt Resumar and Thr'won both rested their hands on her arms. Thr'won shook her head quickly indicating that she should say nothing. Andro looked at his hands as he held them up in front of him. He could feel the Etheric power surging through him. He had felt it for years now, just as his father had and like his father he had tried to pass it off as advanced Mindvoice abilities. It filled him with strength and confidence and purpose. It was a power that he did not truly understand until he began reading the Tomes of his Pralor grandfather. A power gifted to him and his father and now he knew so few others. A power that could help him protect and serve those who looked to him. Those that looked to his father and their family. He had only caught a few fleeting images and sounds from his grandfather Sumar’s memories that he gotten from his father’s own memories, but he knew that his father could see more. What he had seen, it had frightened Androcles. It frightened him right down to his core because it made Alba Tau look like a picnic in comparison. Andro turned back and looked not at Shiria but Avi and 341. 
“Avi… can you and 341 integrate Shroud Mark Nine Shields into the Pralor Corvettes?” Andro asked.


-Easily Androcles Leonidas-


“The ships are armed as well?” Andro asked.


It was 341 who answered. –They carry a standard complement of weapons for a Pralor Corvette. Ten batteries and four torpedo bays-


“What is the crew complement?” Andro asked.


-Eighty-three standard- 341 answered. 


“How many does SPARTA'S WRATH carry?” Andro asked.


-Seven that are fully functional. Two that had their power cores removed to enhance the PILLAR OF FAITH- Avi answered.

Andro nodded. “Avi… I want two of them configured with Mark Nine Shrouds and any additional weapons you and 341 think could supplement what they have. Scan the service records of the Durcunusaan and the Drow. Assigned an additional twenty to each ship. Small unit operations experience a must. Preferably those who have seen combat. I already know who will command them and I will give you their names.”

Avi nodded his head. –I will see to the modifications-

“341… you will be accompanying SPARTA'S WRATH to Dreamland. My Uncle Ben is looking forward to meeting and working with you.” Andro said. 


-I am to be removed from combat- 341 asked surprising everyone with the tone of his voice. It almost sounded as if he was hurt.

Andro shook his head. “Only for the short term.” He answered. “You are more familiar with SPARTA'S WRATH and her systems. I need you to help Uncle Ben disseminate what you learned in the Farnuri Expanse, and then I want you to help him in finding ways to augment our normal systems with Pralor technology that can be done quickly. Or something to that effect. During the same time you will be picking and training members to bring SPARTA'S WRATH to a full crew complement. You will have access to the entire Union database of personnel. I will leave it up to you to choose who you think best suits the tasks in running her. The next time you go into battle I want you worrying about the weapons systems and leaving the rest to others. It’s your ship.”


341 blinked several times as he processed what Andro said. –Forgive me if my inquiry is incorrect Androcles Leonidas… but it processes within my neural systems that you are placing me in command of SPARTA'S WRATH-


Andro nodded. “I suppose I am in a way. Can you think of someone better for the job at this time?”


-Processing- 341 spoke. –Analysis complete. You are correct-


Andro smiled. “I do get some thing rights once in a while.” He said looking at Shiria. “You will have your ships Val'istar. Anything you need you will have. Tenna Deia will be here on Earth coordinating your efforts. You are too important for us to risk Val'istar. Understand I will give you free reign until you act recklessly. Then I will order you back here.”


Shiria came to her feet. “I am perfectly capable of taking care of myself!” She snapped.


“I don’t question that.” Andro said. “What you need to understand is that you are the only pure Pralor left alive. I will not put you in harm’s way for any reason. My father would not allow this, and neither will I. You will not fight me on this or I will lock you within a villa in Gytheio under guard.”


“You wouldn’t dare!” Shiria snapped as she came to her feet. “I am not helpless young man! I am…”


Andro lifted his hand and suddenly Shiria was lifted into the air, encased in a light blue aura. Her eyes grew wide at this and she realized that she couldn’t move. She glared daggers at Androcles which bounced harmlessly off him, but that glare contained a fair amount of respect as well now. Andro stepped closer to her, looking at her as he held her within the Etheric field. “You are not helpless Val'istar… no. But you are also not a warrior. You are a scientist and we need you. Now more than ever with what is coming. What those of us in this room know is coming. You have a reckless streak within you Val'istar, so please do not fight me on this. You will not win no matter what you do.”


Shiria glared at him knowing he spoke the truth. He could easily overpower her no matter what she did simply by the dominance of the blood of Sumar in his veins. “I… I need to do this Androcles.” She managed to finally stammer. “I sat back… I was sent away while my people died! I need to do this!”


Androcles nodded and released her, gently lowering her back to the floor. “I know. That is why I’m going to give you the means to be reckless Val'istar. Only it won’t be you actually doing it.”


Shiria looked at him puzzled. “I don’t understand.”


“You will.” He said. “You will. Those who you find are not to be told why they are being selected. At least not yet. When you find them, have they assigned to your command. A Secret training mission. They will be sent to the Dragon Brigade facility to wait. When you have all of them then my father or I will talk with them. They must know what it is they are being chosen for and given the option to accept it or not.” He turned to Resumar. “Once Avi and 341 have done the refits… you and Athani are to take one of the corvettes and return Mican, Pian and Jalersi to the Val'istar’s fortress. From there you and Pian will coordinate the rebels with Mican. Uncle Isra will remain with you to command the section of the Dragon Brigade but Tenna Tarifa needs to remain here and begin acting in her role as Governor of Sparta or the Kavalians will begin to wonder. As will others. Her absence will be a liability we can not afford.”


Resumar nodded. “I understand.” He said. “The PILLAR OF FAITH’S Strike Group?”


“It is your Strike Group fervon. They go where you go. I’m also assigning two OMEN ships to your command. Keep them apart from the Kavalian forces but give Pian full access to their abilities.” Andro said. “Establish a supply list that has whatever you can use before you depart.”


“Uncle Vonis?” Resumar asked.


“I have plans for Uncle Vonis.” Andro spoke. “At the moment I do not want to reveal too much for they are not fully formulated.”

Resumar nodded. “Works for me.” He said.


“Avi… you will go to Dreamland as well for the time being.” Andro said.


-My mission?-

Andro looked at him a moment. “Our shipbuilding capabilities are no where near what the Kavalians have because of their clones. I want you to find a way to create more of the Worker Drones to help us in building our own ships and merging the Pralor technology into them. Is that possible?”


Avi nodded his head, his red eyes blinking several times. He looked at Andro. –It would require access to the power core of SPARTA'S WRATH for a short time, but yes I believe it can be done-


“Then do it.” Andro said. 


-This will not take much time Androcles- Avi said. –The Worker Drones are fairly easy to replicate. What am I to do after?-


Andro looked at him. “Five city ships crashed with yours Avi.” Andro said. “We know the fate of four of them. I need you to find the fifth. I need you to find that fifth ship and then we will pray it is reasonably intact.”

RICOT FOUR

THE WILDS
   


Am'uur lowered the body of the Kochab mercenary silently to the ground, his throat neatly sliced from side to side. He held the foul smell mercenary in his death throes, before driving his Drow combat blade deep into his lower back, twisting the blade up to insure he died. The body was cooling quickly as all Kochab did when life left them. Am'uur lifted his hand with a clenched fist and raised two fingers. Two more Drow appeared from the shadows behind him and dashed forward with only the brushing of fabric on the ground to indicate any sound. Am'uur turned when his father settled beside him clutching the silenced version of the venerable HK74 that the Drow had adopted for these types of operations. The former SEAL Team Twelve weapon was perfect for them as it combined excellent stopping power and near silent slide action. All of the Drow in Am'uur’s team were equipped with them, as well as silenced K14 Magnums and their personal assortment of knives.


There were seven of them assigned for this operation. The first of three such operations they would conduct before returning to Earth. They had been meticulously planned, each of Am'uur’s Drow warriors knowing exactly what they were doing. His father had come because he was just as skilled as the younger warriors and he had vowed to Daba and his daughter that he would have retribution for what had happened to their people. Daba had wept as he held her and gave him her blessing only telling him to return to her safely. She and Ceneia needed him to return. Androcles had granted them their retribution and his as well Teya thought. To return to his beautiful Daba and her new elven lover would be worth remaining alive. 


The Evolli they were after right now had sold information to the Kavalians in regards to two of the Drow outposts destroyed. He had done business with the Drow before and though they had always treated him fairly and with respect even after the Evolli war, he had chosen to betray them.


“That is guard four.” Teya spoke in barely a whisper. 

Am'uur nodded to his father. “There should only be two more between us and the Evolli in his chambers.”


Teya grinned. “Do not be so quick to launch yourself into the fray my son.” He spoke with a grin flashing his white teeth. “I am too old to die for something stupid. If you would be so kind as to confirm with the lovely blue skinned Vanari woman you have taken as your wife I would appreciate it.”


“You don’t trust me?” Am'uur asked with a grin.


Teya shook his head. “Not at all my son. I just trust her more.”


Am'uur shook his head and tapped his jaw. “Tastia?” He spoke softly. “What is our status now?”


“Thermal and motion sensors are detecting only the two remaining roving guards Am'uur my love.” Tastia answered. She had refused to be left behind after discovering what being with the ebony skinned Drow elf had meant to her. Tastia had never imagined she would discover such a man in her lifetime. Now that she had… she wasn't about to let anything happen to him. Her decision to remain had angered Coren immensely, but he knew as well as she did that their time together was long over. Tastia’s skills in piloting and manipulating sensors were incredible to say the least and she fit in perfectly with the two Drow pilots of their corvette.


“Explain to me again how you got her to fall for you Am'uur my son? She is far more refined than you.” Teya asked his son.


“I heard that Teya.” Tastia’s voice echoed softly.


Teya smiled when Am'uur’s chest swelled with pride. “I am only asking a question.” He said.


“Perhaps it is because he makes me shudder in his arms when he makes love to me. Or it could be that he tastes delicious and the difference in the color of our skin is divine.” Tastia spoke. “Or the fact that his ears are so…”


“Enough!” Teya announced softly shaking his head in amusement. “I do not need the intimate details Tastia!”


“You asked.” Tastia answered him matter-of-factly from the Drow Interceptor Corvette in orbit. “Vanari are not shy about our sexuality Teya. Especially when we discover a man such as your son.”


“Yes… I am beginning to see that.” Teya spoke. “A fine Drow wife you will make Tastia of the Vanari.”


“Thank you.” Tastia said. “Now shall we continue with our task?”


“Indeed.” Teya spoke. “Time to deliver our message.”


“Renin and Itelli have eliminated the two remaining roving guards Am'uur.” Tastia spoke. “You are clear all the way into his chamber.”


“How many inside with him?” Am'uur asked.


“Three.” Tastia answered immediately. 

“Very well. Stand by to pick us up at the LZ.” Am'uur told her. He looked at his father. “Shall we Ilharn?” (Father)


Teya grinned. “We shall ussta dalharuk.” He answered. (My son)

The Evolli they were speaking of was currently eating his dinner with three of his trusted lieutenants. He had come far since the Evolli War, barely escaping with his life. He had started up his business shortly after the war, choosing the life of an information trader and enterprising entrepreneur. He never dealt with Lycavorians or their allies because he still held a substantial amount of hate and distrust of them for their actions during the war. He completely discounted the fact that the Evolli were the ones who started the war after they felt they were slighted, or the fact that they killed thousands of innocent Lycavorian Union citizens and forced even more into brutal labor camps. He had built his organization from the ground up, and was doing quite good for himself when the Kavalians approached him about the Drow within The Wilds and what he knew of them. He knew from his experience in the war that Drow rarely left Earth, and the majority of them were almost fanatically loyal the Lycavorian King. He always suspected the Drow within The Wilds to be more than they appeared and this is the information he had given to the Kavalians at substantial profit.


His sins would catch up to him this night.


His eyes lifted as both doors to his chamber opened at the same time and he saw a rush of shimmering white hair and dark skin. His lieutenants were the best he could find, two other Evolli and a Kochab mercenary. They were ruthless and totally loyal to him because he paid so well. They did not come close to the seven black clad apparitions that rushed into his chamber with all the inbred speed of the elven species. He saw the tall for an elf Drow male step up to him and he could not avoid the butt stroke from the strange but wicked looking rifle as it connected with his jaw and sent him tumbling backwards out of his chair, pain registering all through his brain. He briefly thought about how they had gotten past his guards, but then Am'uur was grabbing his collar and yanking him to his feet dazed. He was shoved back into the chair and his eyes saw his three men with weapons jammed into their faces and chests. His beady yellow eyes cut to the doorway as the older Drow male walked in. He thought it strange that no females were among the team of Drow and did not understand the significance of that.


“What is this?” He roared finally getting his mind working again. “Do you know who I am?”


Am'uur hit him with an open palm slap hard enough to rock his head painfully to the left and sending pain lancing through his neck. “Shut up scum!” He snarled.


Teya smiled as he walked up to the Evolli in the chair. His son’s men impressed him. He had not seen such precision since he had fought in the Battle for Earth with the King’s forces. He looked at the Evolli in the chair and stopped two feet from where he sat.


“You are the Evolli fool called Sdunn.” Teya asked.


“Fuck you Drow!” Sdunn spat at him. “You’ll pay for this! This is The Wilds! You can’t come here!”


Teya smiled at the man as he drew out the long bladed Drow fighting knife. “You are wrong Evolli.” He spoke with a deathly calm. “You sold information to the Kavalian dogs that allowed them to kill and rape and butcher our people. That was an infinitely unintelligent thing to do!”


“It was business!” Sdunn shouted his eyes wide in fear now as he realized what was going to happen. “Information is my business! It wasn’t personal!” 


Teya looked at him. “It is personal to Soul Slayer and he does not agree.” He spoke in a soft voice.


Sdunn’s eyes grew wide. “Soul Slayer?” He gasped in horror.


Teya smiled then. “Yes. It is good you remember that name fool. This is not business to us Evolli scum. This… what we are about to do… this is personal. To Soul Slayer and to us. It is deeply personal. A pity for you.”


“You can’t do this!” Sdunn screamed.


“Oh… but we can. And the other two traders of information that betrayed the Drow and Soul Slayer. They will suffer the same fate as you… have no worries. You just happened to be the closest.” Teya spoke. “Soul Slayer sends his regards by the way.” Teya spoke as he stepped closer. Sdunn struggled against Am'uur’s powerful grip holding him in the chair. “You may scream if you wish.” Teya spoke. “It will not matter.”

“No!” Sdunn roared. “No I…”


Teya lifted his blade and the screams of agony began.

LENTANI 
ROTHRYN HOMEWORLD


She guided Sehri easily through the throngs of men and women crowding the streets going about their daily lives of shopping or work. Lentani was a planet slightly larger than Earth, but much more heavily populated. Oceans only took up half of the planet and allowed for more development than the planet the Rothryn had originally come from nearly fifty thousand years ago. Their original planet had become the largest colony world of the Rothryn now, while Lentani was their government and population center. Sehri allowed her to maneuver them through the groups of men and women and children into the clothing store and into the rear of the building. They moved into a small storage room with no exit and Sehri watched as she lifted her arm and called her SensorTool from Flatspace.
She typed a code into the holographic tool and a small section of wall activated, lifting up into the ceiling to reveal a staircase that spiraled down. They entered immediately and the section of wall fell back into place seamlessly.


Ilossa looked at Sehri as they began to descend the stairs and she smiled. The soft spoken young woman was calm and confident in her actions, just as all her instructors had said she was. She was supremely intelligent and her surreal beauty was completely devastating. Coupled with her lush body, which was encased in a form fitting dress wrap under the cloak and cowl, Ilossa wondered how her father and mother kept the young men at bay when it came to her. Her glaucous colored blue eyes were enrapturing, and filled with wisdom. Very little rattled her and she had no desire for male companionship at this time it appeared. That would change in time Ilossa knew, especially if the right man came along who stirred her female aura in that way. It was enough for a Shaman of such a young age to hold such control over her natural instincts, but combined with her obvious Etheric abilities, it was overly impressive as far as Ilossa was concerned. 
Sehri had been brought to their organization by Praetor Dyack himself. It had frightened the members of their group until they realized that Dyack and his mate Aleatia believed as they did. The Rothryn Academy had become nothing more than a means for powerful old men to exert their control over men and women who showed more promise than they did when it came to Etheric abilities. When Sehri began to show signs of such advanced abilities at so young an age, the Praetor had brought her to them immediately to keep her out of the clutches of the Rothryn Academy. She was incredibly gifted and surpassed even several of the Shaman Masters in raw Etheric power. Ilossa had no doubts she would ascend to Shaman Master far sooner than any before her. Ilossa turned her head back forward as she led her down the stairs into the secret complex. At the bottom of the stairs they were greeted by a short corridor leading to another door. This one was steel reinforced and appeared very heavy. Ilossa walked right up to it and once more called her SensorTool from Flatspace, entering in another code. The door clicked once and began to swing open. She and Sehri waited until it was fully open and they were looking at two men and a women dressed as they were in long cloaks and cowls. Behind them stood an additional three young men armed to the teeth.

“Cleric Mother.” The older of the three men spoke holding out his hands.

Ilossa smiled as she took those hands. “Shaman Master Lassim.” Ilossa spoke with a smile. “It is so very good to see you.” 

The tall Rothryn smiled as she squeezed his hands. “It has been some time Ilossa.” He spoke. 

“Nearly a year.” Ilossa told him looking at the other man and woman. “Shaman Master Harira. Shaman Master Shael.”

The woman smiled. “It is an honor to be among you again Cleric Mother.” Harira spoke warmly.

Ilossa smiled. “It is an honor to be among all of you.” She turned to Sehri. “I present Shaman Sehri… daughter to Praetor Dyack and Aleatia. It is she who has set our course in action.”

Harira stepped forward and took Sehri’s hands. “Our blessings to you child.” She spoke just as warmly.

Sehri bowed her head. “It is a true honor Shaman Master Harira.”

Harira reached up and ran her fingers across Sehri’s cheek with an affectionate smile. “I see the claims of your beauty do not do you justice young lady.” She spoke. “The young males must drool at your feet.”

Sehri smiled. “It is unbecoming of them Shaman Master.”

Harira laughed. “And you possess a sharp wit and tongue!” She spoke squeezing Sehri’s hands tighter. “Oh child… that is refreshing.”

The second man leaned over and planted a soft kiss on Ilossa’s cheek. “We have been monitoring Vanari Communications grandmother.” He spoke with respect. “There has been another transmission from the Alpha Quadrant.”
Ilossa looked keenly at her oldest son’s first born child. “Unsecured Shael?” She asked surprised.

“It apparently was something of a spectacle within Union space. Since arriving in Vanari space the Union ships have been feeding public news broadcasts to the Vanari with the SBR’s permission. Unencrypted and using QCR tech. It was fascinating. The SBR agreed to this which was a surprise, but we believe it is only so they can use it against them in the end. We have been cataloging the transmission into sections for easy access.”
Ilossa looked at him and then the others. “What do you mean it was a spectacle?” She asked.

“It appears that Shaman Sehri was correct Ilossa.” Lassim told her. “The intercepted communications was some sort of interview or conference the Union Prince was giving. Sehri was correct. It is the Prophecy.”

“Show us!” Ilossa gasped.

Lassim motioned with his arm and they moved down another corridor into a massive room with a very advanced QCR system built into the center of the control core. Half a dozen Shaman apprentices operated the three different control panels.

“Apprentice Shatar… replay the first section.” Lassim spoke.

The entire room lit up with the activation of the holo generators and suddenly they were standing among what appeared to be hundreds of men and women that were seated in neat rows all facing the elevated podium where the young man sat with four equally stunning females, two on either side of him. Ilossa heard Sehri gasp and she turned to look at her. 

“Sehri?”

“That’s… that’s him Cleric Mother!” She hissed softly staring at those mesmerizing azure blue eyes. “The one I saw in my mind. It’s all of them. Minus the Vanari Caliria.”

“He has taken a Vanari as one of his mates?” Lassim gasped.

Sehri nodded. “As has his brother Denali. Yes. Both of them daughters to Regent Re Mydala.”

“Regent Re Mydala? He is one of the most powerful and influential members of the SBR.” Shael spoke. 

Lassim nodded. “Indeed he is.” He spoke turning back to the transmission. “From what we have seen so far of this Prince, he is having to fight elements within his own government and people who do not believe as he does. This took place a day ago. He just appeared at this function, something that he apparently does not do very often if the commentary of the reporters is accurate. Based on the channel and frequency modulation of this transmission we have been able to tune one of our QCR relays to monitor this traffic from Union space ourselves.”

“The Union ships around Austrova did not try to stop the transmission?” Ilossa asked.

Lassim shook his head. “No. They were beaming it to the planet in fact. Apparently they are trying to make inroads with the Vanari as a whole. We have compared the transmission Sehri sent to us with other transmissions from this frequency and everything is as she said it was. This Lycavorian Union has declared war against a species called the Kavalians. A feline like species like the one that was killed.”

Ilossa looked at him. “The manner of his death?”

Lassim looked at Sehri and then back to her. “For lack of a better description Cleric Mother… this Prince Androcles… he crushed him within the grips of Etheric power unlike anything I have ever seen before. It was…”

“Andro.” Sehri said in barely a whisper.

Ilossa looked at her once more. “Sehri?”

“He prefers to be called Andro.” Sehri spoke quickly. “No one calls him Androcles except his family and only when they are angry with something he has done. Sadi… his KertaGai... she calls him Androcles when she…” Sehri stopped talking and suddenly became very embarrassed. 

“How do you know this child?” Lassim asked.
Sehri met his eyes. “I don’t know Shaman Master… I just do.”

“KertaGai means Eternal Heart Cleric Mother.” Shael spoke. “It is the ancient language just as the Tomes spoke of.”

“Then they speak the ancient language?” Ilossa asked.

Shael nodded. “It appears many within the Union do. He referred to names in the ancient language for all of them except the dark skinned one. He used a language we are not familiar with for her. Ilythiiri Tessai he called her.”

Ilossa looked at Sehri. “Sehri?”

“It is the ancient language of the vampires of the High Coven.” Sehri answered her question. “It means Drow Blossom.”

“You understand this?” Lassim asked stunned.

“Yes Shaman Master.” Sehri spoke. 

“Cleric Mother… this is not… Sehri is not a Shaman Master.” Lassim spoke evenly to her. “How could this be? The Prophecy… it spoke of first contact being made with the Bearer of the Prophecy and a Shaman Master. Sehri… she knows things that… she knows things that she should not.”

Ilossa nodded. “Apparently the Prophecy was wrong; or slightly misinterpreted through the years.” She said. “It is only a guide to what we believe will happen Lassim. Not everything is set in stone. There is a reason Sehri is seeing these… visions if you will. A reason she can sense him… all of them on so deep a level.”

“I was there Shaman Master!” Sehri urged him. “I was there for a fleeting moment awash within the minds and auras of him… all of them. I know what I felt and saw Shaman Master Lassim.”

Lassim nodded his head moving over next to her and placing his hand on her arm. “I do not question your visions or your feelings Sehri.” He spoke to her quickly. “Your skills and abilities are well known to all of us. You are much more attuned to the ebb and flow of Etheric power than many Shaman Masters double your age from all accounts. Do not mistake my questions for doubt of you.”

Sehri dropped her eyes quickly. “Forgive me.” She said.

“There is nothing to forgive child.” He spoke.

“We are certain this is Etheric power we are seeing?” Ilossa asked. “There is no mistake here?”
“It can be nothing else grandmother.” Shael spoke.

“It was gruesome.” Harira spoke softly. “He didn’t blink… he didn’t pause. He simply went ahead and crushed this man.”

“What is more important is during this briefing he mentions the Ancient Ones several times.” Lassim spoke again moving to stand beside her. “And he puts a name to them Ilossa! He called them Pralors. If what he said is to believed then it is as we originally feared, the Ancient Ones, these Pralor, they are extinct now. But their blood and DNA lives on within many of those Lycavorians inside the Union. And so do the miracles of their technology. He spoke of a ship designed and built by these Pralors that orbits his planet. And how they have derived much of their own technology from this.”

“So the Prophecy is true to its design.” Ilossa whispered softly. “He has the blood of the Ancient Ones within him. This means all of his family does.” She looked at Lassim. “All we have hoped for is true. They are us and we are them! The Prophecy that we would one day be reunited with them is coming true.”

Lassim nodded his head. “After all these millennia we have finally found them.” He said softly.
Ilossa turned to Sehri. “You must return to your father and tell him this Sehri.” She said. “Tell him the Prophecy is true. And the Bearer of the Prophecy has made himself known to us. Through you.”

Sehri stepped closer to her. “The Rothryn Scientific Academy will denounce this as soon as it goes public Cleric Mother.” She said. “They have dismissed the Prophecy for centuries. They will not change their minds easily, if at all. They will denounce this fervently.”

“Then we will keep the knowledge within our ranks and your father until the time is right. Sehri you must ask your father to obtain a sample of their DNA. Preferably from this Androcles.” Ilossa spoke. “He appears to be the strongest that we have seen so far. His DNA will tell us the truth of everything.”
Lassim nodded. “His father is off world somewhere he will not reveal. He only told these news people that he is doing something that needs to be done to secure the future of their Union and its people. He did not go into specifics. A sample of his father’s DNA would be the best as he is King and would have the closest ties to the Ancient’s bloodlines, but this Andro will do for now. Their own broadcasts have said he is the strongest behind only his father.”

Sehri looked at him. “What about from the brother who is on Austrova? Denali is his name.” She asked.

Ilossa nodded. “We can use that as a barometer but what we need is his DNA.” She spoke motioning to the frozen image of Androcles. 

Sehri looked at her. “Cleric Mother… the only way to do that without causing an incident is to tell them the Prophecy. You have seen bits of his personality through what I have shown you. He will not just hand over his DNA or that of any of his family. He won’t.” She said. “My father is already concerned that Anroth will inform Barnak of what they have discovered up until now. He is wary that Barnak will attempt some misguided action to try and obtain what he wants. What he has always wanted.”
Ilossa nodded. “The ability to manifest Etheric power into the physical realm. To use it as a weapon as this Androcles has shown can be done. In order to use it and push his family to rebel against your father’s rule and claim the leadership of our people himself.”

“Yes Cleric Mother.” Sehri said.

“Barnak is a fool and that is why your father leads us. Barnak may attempt something in regards to her once it is realized she is the conduit to this Androcles.” Harira spoke. “Cleric Mother I request that I accompany Sehri back to Austrova. It is obvious to all of us that the Bearer of the Prophecy has touched her, at least in some manner, and he may well again in the future. Perhaps my skills will be better suited in helping her to try and establish a more definitive connection to him as well as be added protection for her.”

Ilossa looked at Sehri. “The decision is yours child.” She spoke. “I will not force you to move this forward if you choose not to.”

Sehri shook her head quickly. “I want to Cleric Mother.” She answered quickly. “I…” Sehri paused for a long moment embarrassed by the flush that coursed through her or saying anything in front of Lassim and Shael.

Harira took her hand causing Sehri to look at her. [He stirs you child? Doesn’t he?] She asked.

Sehri nodded instantly. [In so many ways Shaman Master. They all do. I want… I want them all. But… but then I don’t. Does that make sense?]

Harira nodded. [Indeed it does.] She turned to Ilossa. “Cleric Mother?” She asked.

Ilossa nodded. “See to your transportation back.” She said. “Try to get Praetor Dyack to grant you a meeting with this Denali Leonidas. According to Sehri’s earlier report, his brother is coming here to the Beta Quadrant at some point in the near future to finalize the merger of the Protectorate into the Lycavorian Union.”

“They are merging?” Lassim gasped.

Ilossa nodded. “Yes… I was surprised as well.”

“We have never had good relations with the Protectorate Cleric Mother.” Shael said.

“For reasons which we never understood.” Ilossa answered. “Now we do. The Bearer of the Prophecy was never among them as we thought. He was among these Lycavorians from the Alpha Quadrant. Their merging is not a surprise to me.”

“And the Vanari?” Shael asked her. “They have never really cared for those in the Protectorate.”

“The Vanari are arrogant fools.” Ilossa spoke. “Their Board of Regents sells their own people into slavery. At least quite a few of them know of it anyway. The OSG is no threat to us, and the Eridiani know not to play games with your father Sehri. He has already showed them the error of their ways once.” Sehri looked at her confused and she smiled. “Ask him about it sometime. It happened many years ago, long before Kelelm was even born.”

“Andro has threatened to void all of their trade contracts with the Vanari.” Sehri spoke.

Ilossa looked at her. “Truly? For what purpose?”

Sehri shrugged. “I do not know. My father has asked about it but the Vanari are being very closed mouth about it.”

“That is a very large portion of their annual income.” Lassim spoke. “I could try and find out with my contacts among the Vanari.”

Ilossa nodded. “Be discrete Lassim.” She spoke. “That information will not be public knowledge just yet. And to know why he has threatened this would be interesting. The more we discover about this young man the more I like him.” She said with a smile. “He has a certain backbone about him that is lacking among many of our own kind and the Vanari.”

Harira took Sehri’s arm. “Come child… there is still time to catch the last transport to the starport and take your ship back to Austrova.”

“Sehri… report anything you believe to be relevant.” Ilossa said. “I will keep you advised of what we discover after viewing these transmissions.”

Sehri bowed her head. “As you wish Cleric Mother.” She stated.

“Go with the gods Cleric Mother.” Harira said.

“Both of you as well.” Ilossa spoke as Harira took Sehri’s hand and they began to leave. She turned back to Lassim quickly. “I want to view this entire briefing Lassim. Do we have it all recorded?”

Shael nodded. “I’ll start it from the beginning.” He said.

AUSTROVA
VANARI GUEST HOUSE

“Are you sure about this Regent Re Mydala?” Deni asked as they sat in the large main room.

Coren nodded. “There can be no other reason.” He stated. “I’ve known Ardan for the better part of a thousand years; I know what he is capable of. When it comes to politics and advancing his goals he can be ruthless.”


“Selling our people into slavery father? Ardan?” Arduri asked from the spot on the couch to Deni’s left. Lisisa sat on his right.


“Yes… selling them into slavery.” He stated. “If it ultimately gets him to the position he wants then yes... it is exactly something he would do.”


“Does the First Regent know?” Arduri asked.


Coren shook his head. “Not yet. I came here first. Alrerin Sha Harael is a fine man but he follows too closely the letter of the law as First Regent. Ardan’s actions will directly affect the status of the Lycavorian people however Denali Leonidas. All of these years I have believed one thing and I have been blind to what my own people are doing right under my own nose. It makes me sick to my stomach!”

“There are those among our people that have still wronged the Vanari Coren Re Mydala.” Dutkne spoke from the side.


Coren nodded. “Yes. But it is a tiny fraction of your people and ones who do not adhere to the values I have come to realize that the majority of your people do. I have hated your kind for so long it has blinded me to the truth!” He hissed angrily. “And it may well have doomed my people!”


“No!” Arduri exclaimed coming to her feet now. “Deni… there must be something we can do!”


“The security teams that we brought have strict rules Duri.” Denali answered using the nickname he had come to start calling her. “They are to insure your father’s safety… not actively take part in espionage against the Vanari. That is not something Andro would allow.” 


“It is not espionage if I authorize it.” Coren spoke. “We… we must stop Ardan and those who are working with him or he will lead my people to ruin Denali Leonidas. If he somehow becomes First Regent he could very well alter the balance of power within the Beta Quadrant and he would most certainly use the information we unwittingly gave to him to bolster his position against the Protectorate specifically and Lycavorians generally.” 


Denali looked at him for a long moment. “Does the Vanari Empire pose a military threat to the Protectorate?” Deni asked looking at Dutkne.

Dutkne shook his head. “Meaning no offense Coren… but no.” He answered. “They have an equal number of ships, but my people drill and train harder everyday. They have few combat experienced officers. Their ground forces are slightly larger in size, but aside from their Vanari Commandos, many of them have never seen combat in any form. Certainly never against one of us.”


Coren looked at him. “That makes a difference?” He asked.


Dutkne nodded his head. “We may have learned how to curb the more feral instincts of our species Coren, but in battle we have also learned how to harness those same instincts.”


The communications panel next to the couch chimed and Lisisa reached for it. “Yes?”


“Princess… the Rothryn Praetor and his son are here requesting an audience with Prince Denali.” The voice of the Durcunusaan trooper spoke.


Lisisa looked quickly at Deni with surprise in her eyes. “Deni?” She asked.


Denali looked at Dutkne. “This is unexpected.” He spoke.


“There is already a relationship established with Coren.” Dutkne thought quickly. “It would not look odd if he is here. You can’t refuse him as the leader of his people. It would be seen as a major slight.”


Deni looked at Lisisa and nodded. She touched the panel. “You may show them in Commander.” She spoke getting to her feet.


“Why would the Rothryn want to meet with you?” Coren asked.


Deni looked at him. “The Rothryn are Lycavorian Coren.” He answered. “The only difference between us is that they can’t shift. You must have noticed the similarities through the years?”


Coren nodded with wide eyes. “Of course… but we never thought… are you sure?”


Lisisa nodded. “Eliani can confirm it when she arrives with Andro, but we are reasonably sure that is the case. It would explain a lot of things really.”

“The dislike between the Rothryn and the Protectorate?” Coren asked looking at Dutkne.


Dutkne nodded. “We suspected for many years but never had opportunity or reason to confirm this. They were not exactly happy to see us the few times we have run across each other in the past.”


They became silent as the Durcunusaan trooper led Dyack and Kelelm into the main room where they came up surprised that Coren and Dutkne were present.


“Forgive me.” Dyack spoke. “I wasn't aware you already had guests.” He stated.


“Praetor Dyack… it’s a pleasure.” Denali spoke moving closer to him. “What brings you here?”


Dyack glanced at Coren and Dutkne before looking back at Denali. “I was hoping to discuss something of a private nature Prince Denali.” He spoke finally. “I can return at a later time if you are busy?”


Deni shook his head completely out of his realm now. “No… please stay. What can I do for you?”


Dyack met his eyes. “It is of a private nature as I said.” He stated calmly but with a tinge of anger in his voice.


Kelelm heard this and also knew from the expression on Deni’s face that he was lost. He stepped forward quickly. “You are not use to diplomatic missions are you?” He asked with a smile.


Deni met his eyes. “No. No… I am not.” He answered honestly. 


Kelelm nodded. “Neither was I.” He stated with a smile. Though he was considerably older than Denali he knew just what he was talking about. He was also a shrewd negotiator and from the looks on their faces he could decipher what it was they were talking about. “I assume that Regent Re Mydala is not here visiting his daughter?”


“We were discussing private matters as well!” Coren hissed.


“Papa!” Arduri exclaimed moving closer to him and placing her hands on his arms. He had changed in these last weeks. Slowly she could see a different man emerging from the distrustful and angry man he had been these last years. Perhaps his eyes had truly been opened with all that had happened.


Coren looked quickly to where she touched him and he could not hide the emotions that poured through him when he felt her hands on his arm. “Arduri.” He said softly looking into her stunning green eyes.


Dyack knew immediately what his son was doing and he saw an opening that could provide benefits to all of them if he played his cards right. He stepped forward closer to Denali. “I can infer from the presence of Regent Re Mydala and Director General Dutkne that you were discussing security measures and more than likely how to end the selling of Vanari females into slavery.”


They all looked at him with wide eyes and it was Kelelm who chuckled. “We are not without eyes and ears.” He said.


“You… you know?” Deni asked in shock.


Dyack nodded. “The OSG approached us many years ago about buying Vanari females.” He answered. He held up his hand when Coren began to speak. “Do not worry Regent Re Mydala, I told them exactly where to stick their offer. They were not happy to say the least. We do not believe in slavery of any kind among my people. After they departed, we did a very small investigation and came to the conclusion that someone within your government was assisting the OSG. Something that I think you may have just come to realize.” He said looking at Coren.


Coren met his eyes and nodded his head after a long moment. “It seems many more know of this than my own people.” He said.


Dyack moved closer. “Do not regret not believing members of your own people capable of such thing Regent Re Mydala. I have a similar issue among my own people…” He looked at Denali. “Which is why I have come here now.”


Deni canted his head. “Really?”


“Perhaps there is something we can do for you.” Dyack said. “And in exchange… we would want something in return.”


Denali held up his hands. “Whoa! Stop right there!” He snapped. “No way I’m making the call on this!” He moved to the COM panel. “Prince Denali to ARCHDEMON. Secure… three nine Lisisa, four one Arduri.”


“COMs secure!” The voice answered. “This is Lieutenant Hopla sire! Senior COM Duty Officer.”


“Initiate a secure QCR COM with my brother on Earth Lieutenant.” Deni spoke firmly. “Find him! Interrupt him if you have too. I need to speak with him right now!”

“Stand by Milord. Prince Androcles’s schedule is still forwarded to us in daily reports.” The voice answered. “It is 0730 on Earth Milord. He is still on Cranae Island. I’ll initiate the COM center there and connect you. Stand by.”


“… Is wrong Deni?” The deep voice echoed as the holo transmission engaged and the room they were in flickered suddenly and the figure of Andro appeared sitting on the couch in the private area of his villa. He was shirtless, for it was still early and he wore just his white pants and held a mug of their mother’s coffee in his hand, a data pad in the other. “Have you broken something already fervon?”

Deni chuckled upon seeing his brother and watched as Andro looked up and saw who was with him in the transmission. His coffee mug stopped as it was rising and he set the pad to the side. 

“Not exactly.” Deni answered.


Andro glanced at Coren. “Is it Caliria? Is something wrong with Inamarno?” He asked quickly.


Coren shook his head just as quickly, seeing the genuine concern in his face and hearing it in his voice. “No Androcles.” He stated quickly. “There is nothing wrong.” He paused for a moment. “You should contact her… I know… I know she misses all of you terribly.”


“Part of her returning with you was to discover what it was she wanted sir.” Andro answered. “Contacting her will only make matters worse as much as I want to see and talk to her.”


Coren nodded. “I understand.” He said.


Andro rose to his feet now and his azure eyes fell upon Dyack and Kelelm. “Fervon… I assume that if the Praetor of the Rothryn people and his oldest son are present, there is probably something you have not told me.”


Dyack looked at the image of the young man before him. Even within the transmission he exuded power and confidence. The black flaming bird tattooed to his abdomen only enhanced that persona, as well as the odd shaped symbol on his upper right chest that looked as if it had been burned into his skin. It was oddly shaped like one of the razor like talons he had seen on the dragons that had arrived with Denali Leonidas. Three small scars dotted his upper left chest which Dyack recognized immediately as some kind of weapons fire. He sighed an internal sigh, thankful that he was going to speak to a young man who knew about combat. A young man who could speak from experience unlike his own son Anroth who thought he was better than fellow officers even though he had never tasted combat.

“Andro… things have become more complicated than we first thought.” Deni spoke moving around next to Dyack and drawing his thoughts away from his internal observations. “Coren believes… and to be honest most of the evidence is supporting his theory… that Ardan is at the top or very close to the top of the conspiracy within the Vanari government in selling their people. He also believes Ardan is making a play for leadership of the Vanari Empire.”


Andro’s eyes went to Lisisa. “Arande… you concur with Deni?” He asked.


Lisisa stepped up beside Deni and nodded knowing that Andro only asked because they were so closely tied together. “Yes.”


“Arduri? Coren?” He asked.


Arduri nodded and Coren shook his head. “As much as it pains me to admit. Yes.”


Andro saw Dyack’s son lean close to his father and whisper something. He turned his head back to them. “Something Praetor Dyack?” He asked.


Dyack shook his head quickly. “No Prince Leonidas… Kelelm was simply telling me what Arande means. I am not as well versed in the Ancient Language as some of my children, a situation I will remedy as soon as I am able.”


Andro’s head canted slightly. “Forn echta vada allsknes nimerd of the Lycavorians?” Andro asked him surprised. (You speak the ancient language?)

Kelelm nodded his head. “The… the dialect you use is slightly different than what we have been taught… but amazingly it is almost identical. It is rarely spoken among our people now; it is too difficult to learn. Our history teachers refer to it as the Ancient Language. They never knew its origins. You are saying it is the language of your people.”


Andro nodded slowly. “Spoken over fifty thousand years ago and lost during our long years as slaves to the High Coven. Lost except for those Lycavorians born and raised in Sparta, It is rapidly making a comeback here in the Union… but you are correct… it is difficult to learn. It requires commitment and interest.”

Kelelm smiled as he looked at his father. “Another sign that what we believe is true father.” He said.

Dyack nodded. “Indeed it is.”

“Very interesting.” Andro said looking at the man. “That would imply that my brother was very correct in his initial assessment of you and your people Praetor Dyack.” Andro said softly.


“You… you have me at a disadvantage Prince Androcles.” Dyack spoke. “I do not know what your brother reported to you after our dinner. It was cut rather short once we witnessed your display.”


“You saw that?” Andro asked.


Dyack nodded his head. “An impressive feat to say the least.” He said. 


“He told me that in his opinion and given everything he has seen and smelled that the Rothryn people are not so different from my own.” Andro spoke. “And in fact we may even be gentically related after some fashion.”

Dyack nodded his head slowly. “There is a legend among my people if you will indulge me. A Prophecy if you will.” He said stepping forward. “That one day we would be reunited with those of our own kind that we were taken from so long ago. It is a legend… a myth really. Very few of my people believe it anymore. I thought it was simply a myth… at least I thought it was, until I witnessed what I did. The Prophecy of the Ancient Ones said we would one day be reunited as a whole with our brothers and sisters. And that they would return what the Ancient Ones took from us.”


“What did they take?” The female voice asked and they watched Andro turn and hold out his hand.


Dyack and Kelelm watched as Sadi came into the transmission now, Andro drawing her close and sharing a soft nibbling kiss. He held her close to him, dressed as she was in her usual robe, and looked back to Dyack. Dyack and his son were both quite taken by her almost surreal beauty and grace and Dyack was stunned at how her demeanor mirrored that of Sehri. A very confident woman not only in her movements but also her station.
“My wife, mate and Anome Praetor Dyack. Sadi Leonidas.” Andro spoke.

Dyack and Kelelm bowed their heads out of respect immediately. “Princess Sadi.” Dyack spoke softly.


“Gentlemen.” Sadi spoke turning her eyes to Coren immediately. “Regent Re Mydala? How is Inamarno?”


Coren nodded and smiled. “She is fine. She misses you. All of you.” He threw that out once more.


Sadi smiled warmly at this news and nodded to him. “Perhaps I will contact her.” She said. “I do not want to confuse her more than she already is however.”

Coren nodded. “I understand.” He told her. “But… I know she would enjoy talking to you.”

Sadi turned back to Dyack. “You said these ancient ones took something from you.” She said. “What did they take?”


“It is said they took our ability to shift as you can.” Dyack answered. “Our scientists have determined that our original homeworld was environmentally unsuitable to being able to shift our forms and somehow this ability was taken from us so that we could settle the planet. We have recovered artifacts that seem to support this that appear to have been left intentionally. So that we would find them. Unfortunately we have only the study of the Lycavorians within the Protectorate and information that our scientists have gathered through the many years to base our data on but that is the general feeling among many of them. It appears we have made the mistake of distancing ourselves from the Protectorate when we should have been embracing them. It is not an idea that is widely propagated among my people however due to other factions within my government. In fact very few of the Rothryn people believe it anymore.”


“Yet you do?” Sadi asked.


Dyack met her gaze evenly. “Let’s just say that what I have seen these last days is rapidly making me think that perhaps there is something very truthful to the old legend. My youngest daughter Sehri believes it deeply… and I trust her completely.”


“Sehri?” Sadi asked softly.


Dyack nodded his head after glancing at Kelelm in surprise. “Yes. How did you…? Sehri is my youngest of three daughters and two sons. Kelelm here is the oldest of my children.” He answered. “The Ancient Ones in our history scrolls are remarkably similar to these Pralors that you mentioned during your recent news briefing Prince Leonidas. If there is a chance that perhaps they are one and the same. It could mean a great deal to us as well.”

“The ability to admit that you believe something when most others do not is an admirable trait Praetor Dyack.” Sadi said after a long moment.


Dyack nodded his head to her. “My wife and mate has reminded me of that through the years.” He said. “Until now I always was skeptical.”

Sadi smiled at him as she turned and settled to the couch and took the coffee mug from Andro’s hand. Dyack and Kelelm were quick to take note that she was not going to be leaving the transmission and this action only proved to them that Union females were allowed far more freedoms when it came to politics than Rothryn women. It was then they saw another set of long legs enter the transmission and then Ne'Veha’s elven figure entered the transmission. She didn’t acknowledge the men and only sat on the couch next to Sadi and shared a soft kiss with her as she sipped from the mug of tea. Dyack and Kelelm had only heard of the elven species so far and seeing Ne'Veha caught them by surprise. They heard more soft voices and watched as two more females entered the room, a stunning dark skinned female elf with shimmering, pure white hair and an exotic looking raven haired female who, though shorter than all of them others, looked to be in superb physical condition. The dark skinned elf stepped up to Andro and they shared a similar kiss as to the one he had shared with Sadi. Then she too moved to the couch and curled up close to the raven haired female.

Andro looked at his brother once more, tearing his eyes from his mates and wives. He bowed his head slightly. “Forgive our attire Praetor Dyack, but it is still morning here and as you can see, our species and the elves are somewhat open about our sexuality. “Deni… you would not have initiated this transmission unless you needed something.” He said. “Speak at me fervon.”


Deni took a deep breath. “Andro… I need you to authorize our people here on Austrova to be allowed to conduct espionage duties. We need to find out what Ardan and the others within the Protectorate are up to. Right now… right now they are several steps ahead of us and we got some serious catching up to do.”

Andro met his eyes. “You realize what you are asking me to do fervon?” He asked softly. “Father would not approve of such a thing. It exposes us to too much backlash if anything should happen. Armetus would not approve either.”


“Marci would though.” Deni answered quickly. “Coren has agreed to this fervon. If we don’t discover what is going on, when you come here in seven weeks Ardan and the SBR are going to ambush you.”


“What do you mean?” Andro asked.


“If what Coren says is true and we all agree that it is…” Deni said. “Instead of you telling them we are ending the trade agreements because of their refusal to be open minded and fair in their dealings with us, they’ll end them because members of the Protectorate are selling Vanari females and it only proves what Coren has been saying for decades.”


“The merger of the Union and the Protectorate will only be seen as a way to gain further power to continue the slavery practice.” Lisisa continued. 


Dutkne stepped forward seeing the confusion on Andro’s face. “Andro, essentially Ardan will declare all Lycavorians slavers and there will be no peace or corporation between us going forward. Financially it will hurt the Vanari short term, but Ardan’s plans probably already are set to include opening their trade to species the Vanari don’t usually associate with. This will increase his ability to sell Vanari females and further weaken the Vanari as a whole. It will also impact us because we do not associate with these species for primarily the same reasons as the Vanari. Financially we would need to find someone to replace the Vanari as a trading partner. That could take years.”


“So it is a matter of money most of all?” Andro said with some disgust.


Dutkne nodded. “I’m afraid so.”


“We could find buyers for your products here in the Union.” Andro spoke.


“Yes… but it would take time and resources to get those trade goods known and then shipped to Union space.” Dutkne spoke.


Coren nodded. “As it would for the Vanari to do something similar with the species here in the Beta Quadrant.”


“Money!” Andro hissed angrily. “It always comes down to nubous money!”


Dyack looked at Kelelm after this display and he saw his son smile.


Androcles looked up. “I will speak with Marci. As it stands right now… you have my authorization.”


Deni nodded. “We’ll be careful fervon.” He said.


“You’d better brother. You have a habit of breaking things that aren’t meant to be broken.” Andro said.


“And where exactly did I acquire that skill I wonder?” Deni asked with a crooked grin.


Dyack stepped forward once more. “Prince Androcles… I believe I can offer a way to get the information you need and have it not be such a large risk.” He spoke.


Andro met his eyes in the transmission. “In return for what?”


“A sample of your brother’s DNA. A sample of your DNA and a sample of your father and mother.” Dyack spoke. “This would be kept in the strictest of confidence and only used to verify information that we have believed for centuries.”


“DNA?” Andro asked.


It was Sadi who looked up from talking with Ne'Veha. “Why exactly would you need DNA?” She asked.


“As I said… it would be used to verify information that we already have.” He replied. “We have what we believe to be remains of several Ancient Ones in Cryo Storage. These Pralors you called them. If we could compare your DNA with the samples we have collected from the remains it could go a long way to prove that the myth is not a myth at all.”

“My DNA would be no different than any citizen of the Protectorate.” Andro spoke. 

“None of us have seen any member of the Protectorate do what you have done Prince Leonidas and you have said it yourself in your news briefing… your father, you, your brother Denali… you are all descended from the strongest of those you call the Pralors.” Dyack spoke.


“You will forgive my hesitation Praetor Dyack… and please do not take this the wrong way… but that is an extraordinary request.” Andro spoke.


“Yes… I know it is.” Dyack answered.

Sadi returned to her feet and moved up next to Andro reaching out and squeezing his arm to indicate she wanted to speak. It was a simple move but one that Kelelm picked up right away because it is what his wife and mate did all the time. “We have no reason to trust you with such information Praetor Dyack.” Sadi spoke calmly making sure to keep her voice neutral. “But we have not had the best things happen to us when this kind of information is in the hands of others besides our own doctors.”
“Is your DNA sample not in a public database?” Dyack asked. “In case something may happen to you in war time?”

“No. It is listed in a separate database restricted to the Royal family and only accessible by certain individuals for the purpose you just mentioned.” Sadi answered. 

“I see.” Dyack said looking at Kelelm for a moment. He turned back to Andro in the transmission. “I would be willing to assist regardless Prince Leonidas.” He spoke. “To be honest I shouldn’t have asked to begin with. You are correct Princess Sadi… you have no reason to trust us.”

“Would you be open to a compromise?” Andro asked.

Dyack looked at him. “What did you have in mind?”

“The ARCHDEMON has the samples you wish to view on file.” Andro stated. “You could bring your samples to the lab on the ARCHDEMON and do your comparison. You could send whoever you like within reason to assist in the testing.”

“You would do this?” Dyack asked surprised.

Andro looked at Sadi and she nodded her head. He turned back to him. “In the interests of future relations… yes.”


“There… there would be one thing in the future but I believe that is best discussed when we are face to face.” Dyack answered.


“How would you help us?” Andro asked.


“It is simple really.” Dyack said. “The OSG has approached us on numerous occasions with the opportunity to purchase Vanari females to harvest their Alkay. We have always refused in the past. We have no interest in slavery of any means as I said earlier. This time we won’t.”

“How does that help us?” Andro asked.


“It will get us an inside source within the OSG and possibly a direct connection right to Ardan.” Coren said with bright eyes. “It’s perfect.”


Andro turned and looked at Sadi once more. She shrugged her shoulders. “It couldn’t hurt.” She said.


Andro nodded as he turned back. “Very well Praetor Dyack.

Dyack nodded. “I look forward to meeting you Prince Leonidas… and perhaps one day your father.” He said. “Kelelm is my oldest son and he will be in charge of making the contacts with the OSG. We can work out the details with your brother and Regent Re Mydala.”


“Deni?” Andro asked.


“Sounds like a plan.” Deni said.


“Deni… Lisisa… tnobbaf.” Andro said.


Denali and Lisisa nodded. “Avoi.” They spoke.

TALBOR SEVEN
PUMA’S PRIDE


Popal watched as the Hadarian female ran the medical scanner over Pusintin as he laid on the bed staring at her intently. Her auburn colored hair was cut shorter than shoulder length but curled around her attractive face and bright dark green eyes. Those eyes were filled with fear at what would happen in the future and had been happening for three days now. They had been taken from Talbor Seven against their will, her husband beaten down severely trying to keep them from being taken. Now her husband and their two children were being held somewhere on this ship while she treated this Lycavorian who commanded Kavalians.


Her name was Ceale and they had left Hadaria a decade ago to become part of a Hadarian Group that treated those who were not part of the Union. They had found themselves on Talbor Seven for it was the safest place within The Wilds to try raise their now fourteen year old son Danim and now eighteen year old daughter Serale. Ceale had not really wanted to leave her home on Hadaria, but her husband was adamant about it. She left with him out of the need to keep their family from being broken apart not out of any love for her husband who she had come to dislike over the years. Their marriage had been arranged by their parents for both of them were from strict upbringings. Ceale had never really been off Hadaria before and the exposure to the many different species that frequented Talbor Seven was astounding to her. And wondrous in many ways. She still missed her family on Hadaria and worried for them even more now that the Kavalians had occupied the planet. Ceale had no illusions about Buonau and her ultimate goal. Unlike her husband who adored Buonau, Ceale saw her for what she was and didn’t trust the Elder Healer and knew her motives were far more sinister than she led on. Her husband believed she did the right thing in disposing Queen Anja and this had led to an angry disagreement between them for Ceale was a staunch supporter of Queen Anja and Princess Sivana. That argument was the beginning of the end for them and Ceale knew it. It no longer bothered her anymore. Only her children mattered. 

Ceale drew the medical scanner over Pusintin’s head and then used her right hand to pass it slowly over his midsection and upper body, the soft white glow of her palm clearly visible. When her hand reached his neck she stopped and drew it back, setting the scanner back on the table. She turned her dark green eyes on his cruel face.


“It is done.” She spoke. “Your ribs are fully healed, as well as the other broken bones. They will be sore for a few days so I recommend rest. The infection you had is gone, but the damage to your lungs was severe and will require time to fully heal. I suggest you do not exert yourself more than necessary in order to speed the healing process naturally. The lacerations had already begun to heal because of your enhanced regeneration abilities. I finished healing them but you will have scars.”


“I’m not concerned about scars.” Pusintin spoke.


“If you don’t… if you don’t mind me asking now… who did this to you?” Ceale asked. “They came very close to killing you. You do know this don’t you?”


Pusintin met her eyes and smiled. “They didn’t.” He said. “That displeases you doesn’t it?”


Ceale looked at him. “It’s not my place to say.” She spoke. “I’ve done what you asked. I would like you to release me and my family now.”


Pusintin shook his head. “I’m bringing you with us doctor.” He spoke. “Your skills will be most useful.”


Ceale’s eyes grew wide. “That… your officer said you would release us when I treated you! You can’t do this!” She protested.


“I can do what the fuck I want!” Pusintin snarled as he threw his legs over the side of the bed and got to his feet. “We have many wounded onboard and you will treat them while we continue on our mission!”


“I am not a Kavalian citizen!” Ceale barked. “I am a Union citizen and you can’t just take me to…”


Pusintin moved around the end of the bed quickly and slapped her hard across the face, knocking her back and blooding her lips. “Shut your hole woman!” He growled at her. “Be lucky I don’t kill you outright! We are at war now and you just became a prisoner!”


“I… I will not help you!” Ceale snapped bravely. She was not one to back down from any man. “You can’t force me!”


Pusintin looked at her. “See… that is where you are wrong.” He snapped turning to Popal. “They are separated?”


“As you ordered Marshall Pusintin.” Popal answered.


Pusintin snapped out with his hand and grabbed a handful of Ceale’s short but thick auburn colored hair. She screamed in pain as he yanked savagely and dragged her over to the wall with several monitors on it. “Watch this Hadarian bitch!” He snarled at her. He held her head painfully, jerking it toward the monitor where she saw her husband in a small room by himself and her children in another.


Her eyes grew wide when she saw the door open and a large Kavalian soldier enter. Ceale knew what was about to happen. “NO!” She screamed. “No! Please! No! You can’t! No!”


Pusintin jerked her face close to his. “Then you will do what I tell you bitch!” He growled at her. “If you don’t… I’ll have my men dismember your fool husband and then I’ll give your pretty little daughter to my men for some extended sexual fun. Your son I’ll just vent out an airlock!”


“No!” Ceale barked. “Please! I’ll do… I’ll do anything! Don’t… don’t hurt my children!”


“That’s right you will bitch!” He snarled shoving her away and turning to Popal. “Status Popal?” He asked.


Popal moved forward quickly. “We have main power and engines restored Marshall. The crews are working double shifts with the injuries, but they are not complaining. I’ve had to force some of them to stop before their work began to hurt others. We are hurt Marshall… but everyone is pulling together. You would be proud of them!”


Pusintin nodded his head. “We hand picked most of them.” He stated. “Give me the full rundown.”


“We lost half to the task force Marshall. Thirteen ships total. Nine destroyed… four too damaged to salvage. We got most of the survivors off the crippled ships and I have integrated them into our crew in similar positions.”


“One ship did all that Popal?” Pusintin asked.


Popal nodded. “It is unlike any Union ship I have ever seen Marshall. It appeared from no where and it’s weapons were already firing before it had fully dropped its Shroud. It’s weapons were nearly four times as powerful as normal Union ships and they cycled much faster. They had missiles inbound before we had fully recognized what was happening. They launched no fighters, but the volleys they used managed to destroyed our fighters before they even got airborne. It is my fault Marshall… I was… I was taken by…”


Pusintin shook his head quickly. “My brother is a master at ambush Popal… remember that in the future. This was my fault. I underestimated him. Again. I won’t make that mistake a third time.”


“Third… third time?” Popal looked at him.


“We’re going after them Popal.” Pusintin growled.


“Marshall?” Popal asked stunned. “We… the Lycavorian Union has declared war on us! Should we not return to Cabelir to begin operations?”


“Operations against what?” Pusintin snapped. “It will take us a minimum of six months to recoup the losses my fucking nephew inflicted. We’ll be back by then and I will bring my brother’s head to give to Keleru! We can still track the Borellum Acoustic Pulse by its refractor variance?”


Popal met his eyes knowing what he intended. “In order to do that we would need a Borellum Acoustic Pulse Receiver Marshall.” He spoke. “There are only three left in existence and…”


Pusintin grinned. “One of them is on Nefoa. Send a coded transmission to Nefoa. I want a full Fleet Group and entire Division ready to depart when we arrive there. We’ll get the Pulse Receiver and install it into our sensor array. If they exited their jump anywhere within a thousand light years we’ll detect it. If they aren’t there anymore, we can track it using the remnant pulse traces.”


“It is… it is not at all precise Marshall.” Popal risked saying. “We would need to make multiple jumps in order to find…”


Pusintin looked at him. “I intend to find my brother Popal!” He snarled viciously. “I intend to find him and skewer him through with his own fucking sword! And while he is lying their dying I’m going to fuck my mate For'mya in front of him while my men have their way with his other bitches and he hears them howl! Mark my words!”


Popal wisely kept his mouth shut and nodded his head. “I will contact Nefoa and issue the orders.” He stated.


“I will join you on the bridge later Popal.” Pusintin stated turning his head and looking at Ceale. 


Popal knew exactly what his Marshall was going to do and he nodded. “As you order Marshall.” He turned quickly and exited the medical bay while Pusintin turn to face Ceale fully. He stepped up to her and glared at her frightened face. “You can begin showing just how respectful you will be right now Hadarian bitch!” He snapped. 


“You bastard!” Ceale hissed at him knowing exactly what he meant. “I… I will not! I am… I am married!”


Pusintin reached up and snagged her hair once more pulling viciously on the roots and watching her cry out in agony and try to dig her nails into his arm to stop the terrible pain. “You’ll do exactly as I say Hadarian bitch!” Pusintin growled. “Or I will make your daughter service me! Is that what you want? I’m sure she is very tight! And she looks unspoiled. That would be pleasant I’m sure!”


“You… you vile bastard!” Ceale screamed with tears in her eyes.


“Yeah… I’ve been called that before!” Pusintin snapped. “Get on your knees and show me how much you appreciate me keeping your daughter from becoming the ship whore!” He pressed down on the side on her head forcing her to her knees. “Suck me good bitch! Maybe that will be all I want!”


Ceale whimpered at the pain but reached up to Pusintin’s pants. With shaking hands she open his pants and exposed his rapidly stiffening cock. Ceale had never done anything like this before with her husband and it was… all thought of what to do was lost as Pusintin grabbed her head with both hands and violently shoved his hard cock between her lips to the sounds of her whimpering and gags.

ARC ROYAL

3000 LYs SPACEWARD OF THE PERSEUS ARM


“Anse!” For'mya exclaimed as Anja lowered the medical scanner and smiled at her as she sat on the medical bed in the ARC ROYAL’S Medical Bay
.

“For'mya… do not get upset.” Anja told her. “It will happen. Marty ain’t exactly sterile you know.”


For'mya lowered her eyes and shook her head with a shy smile. “I… I know. I was just hoping that… I was hoping that it would be because of the other night.”


Anja shook her head. “That might be pressing it lover.” She explained. “The drugs they used are still in your system. The doses they gave you were four times what they normally use. Even our advanced healing systems will need time to purge that. It also speeded up your period of being in Phase. It’s over now.”


For'mya nodded. “I sensed as much.” She said.


Anja nudged her as she sat on the bed beside her fellow Queen and lover. “Look at it this way… at least you can keep your goldar now that they are bigger! They have been a source of delight for all of us!”


For'mya reached up quickly and covered her new, enlarged breasts protectively with her hands. “Ginartas Vin!” She spoke with a laugh. “Pen bray el una inion!” (Heavens no! I like them too much!)


Anja leaned over and kissed her shoulder softly. “Don’t worry KinosaurGai… all of us have decided you will give him a daughter before any of us have anymore children. That is our promise to you.”


For'mya looked at her. “I don’t want that Anja.” She spoke. “It would not be right to…”


Anja took her hand. “It is what we want For'mya.” She said softly. “All of us have given him boys and girls. Now it is your turn. After that…” Anja shrugged with a seductive grin. “All bets are off.”


For'mya laughed and leaned into her. She became somber after a moment and lifted her eyes to Anja’s face. “We must never let this happen again Anja.” She spoke. “To any of us. It must never happen again!”


“It won’t For'mya.” Anja said confidently.


For'mya shook her head. “No! There is no guarantee Anja and you know it. The fact that we go through a Phase of heightened sexuality as purebloods or turned females makes all of us targets now. And Martin’s blood racing through us makes it all the more powerful! It was never been openly acknowledged as it was with me. And it was used against me! It will not be forgotten by our enemies!”


“For'mya you…” Anja began.


“Anja… my mind was nearly lost. I knew it was wrong Anja… but when Pusintin hit me with his aura I was very nearly overcome! As it was… the burning inside me made me crave what he did to me.” For'mya said. She turned away a little and shook her head. “It shames me how I wanted him to take me.”


Anja took her hand tightly. “You stop that do you hear me!” She hissed softly. “It could have been any of us For'mya! You know that!”


For'mya nodded. “I do… and that is why it can never happen again! It weakens him Anja my love! It weakens him inside. He is stronger when we are strong with him. Strong with our love and desire for him and him alone! That is part of his power and you know it as well as I do. I could feel the surging within him when he kissed me on the ground there. It felt so wonderful. His aura was so pure and raw I was wet within seconds.”


Anja grinned. “We did smell it you know.”


For'mya looked at her. “We will be targets now Anja. You, me, Aricia, Dysea.” For'mya said. “They will come after us thinking they can use that weakness against us. Against Martin.”


“It worked against you because you thought he was dead.” Anja said. “Because they had the static inhibitor inside you. Not being able to feel any of us within Mindvoice is what allowed that to happen For'mya.”


For'mya nodded. “This time.” She said softly. “Those who hate Martin enough will find other ways Anja. You know this.”


“She’s right.” Aricia’s voice made both of them turn and they saw Dysea, Isabella and Cirith with her.


Anja and For'mya waited while they moved closer, Cirith sitting beside For'mya on the bed while Dysea sat beside Anja. Aricia and Isabella leaned against the bed from either end and all six of Martin’s Queens were together.


“Aricia… we can’t just turn off what is now part of who we are.” Anja said. “The Phase is part of us. We’ll never get away from it. You know that better than us, you’ve battled it since puberty. We’ve only had to deal with it since we were turned.”


“I know.” Aricia said softly. “And it will only grow more intense as we get older.” She spoke evenly. “But For'mya is right… now that it is now common knowledge outside our own species… others will use it against us. Against Martin. Or try to. Just as Pusintin did with For'mya.”


“I thought Martin was crazy when he told me Pusintin was in love with me.” For'mya spoke shaking her head. “I’m beginning to think he was right. Pusintin  actually thinks I belong to him, that I love him because of the way he forced me to act. That can not be allowed to happen ever again.”


“I understand what you are saying KinosaurGai…” Dysea spoke now. “But we are Queens. We all have obligations. Nauta Melme is the strongest Alpha male of our species. While he lives no other man could affect us as he does. We would be remiss in our duties to our people and to him if we just stopped doing them because we fear our… sexual nature will be used against us. There must be something else we can do. All six of us can not remain at his side while we are in Phase. We all come into Phase at the same time now after so long together. Even Bella is oriented to our cycle because of this. Cirith will become this way as well.”


“It’s not like we can clone him.” Anja said jokingly. “Though that is a most delicious idea. Two or three Martin’s at the same time? Wow!”


“Melyanna you are such a slut.” Dysea spat playfully. 


Anja laughed with her. “I won’t deny that I love every single glorious inch of that man’s body and I could eat him every day.”


“I don’t think any of us would disagree with that sentiment.” Bella quipped with a twinkle in her eye.


“Well… if this is really a concern…” Anja began. “A way to alleviate some of the beginning portions of Phase is for us to begin travelling in pairs or trios wherever we go. At least during Phase. We can ease the fever some that way.”


“What about the last two weeks when it is the strongest?” Aricia said. “We can not give each other what we need then Anja. And if we return and the war is still going on we can not expect Martin to stop in the middle of a battle to sate our desire for him. No matter how much he would want too or we would want him too.”


Dysea looked up. “I could… I could make more casts of him.” She stated. “Like I did before Melyanna.”


Anja shook her head. “While they are extremely gratifying… they would not suffice.”


Aricia nodded. “I don’t think so either.”


“I could try and design some sort of med, but it won’t be easy suppressing part of our natural instincts.” Anja continued.


“We don’t have to figure this out now.” For'mya spoke. “Maybe it is just me being too worried. Wherever this trip takes us we have him all to ourselves now. Just us. We can worry about this later.”


“Yes we do.” Aricia spoke. “And we have all of us together for the first time in over a year.” She moved closer to For'mya, between her legs and took her hands. “I think it is the perfect time for all of us to become reacquainted as well. It has been too long.”


Dysea nodded and leaned against Anja. “Yes it has.” She said. “There is not a whole lot for six Queens to do right now.”


“Do not forget we have two children with us.” Isabella said. “Though at the rate they are growing… we won’t long be able to call them children.”


“Get dressed For'mya.” Aricia said. “We’ll have a healthy breakfast and then we will begin showing our children what they can do.”


Martin looked at the star chart once more and then turned his head to Muton. They were in the ARC ROYAL’S port landing bay which had been turned into a combination nursery and Combat Ops center because of all the dragons that were with them. The short and shrill trumpets of the dragon hatchlings as they were being schooled under Miath, Aurith and Iriral in short take offs and landings filled the opposite side of the landing bay. Arzoal and Isheeni sat on either side of  Torma behind Martin. “You are sure about the coordinates Muton?” He asked.


Muton nodded. “Yes.” He answered. “I’ve written the images down twenty different ways and it always comes out the same King Leonidas.”


“Stop with that King shit!” Martin barked at him. “You and your son saved For'mya and our children. I think that has earned you the right to call me by my name.”


Muton bowed his head slightly. “Milord.” He said.


Martin looked at Akemi. “Captain Katsumi?” He asked.


Akemi nodded her head. “My people have confirmed what he put together Milord.” She answered. “Damn fine work too considering he was doing it all from memory.”


“So what’s our plan?” Martin asked. “This is as far as any of our Long Range Probes has been out. What are we looking at?”


Akemi leaned over the star chart and pointed to the small greenish dot. “This planet Muton has marked as our ultimate destination is in the Echo Quadrant. That’s twenty-eight thousand light years away. Muton and I have plotted fourteen LSD jumps that will get us there in seven weeks.”

“Seven weeks?” Martin asked looking at her.


Akemi nodded. “We’ll be slaved together as we make each jump, but we’ll need at least three days between jumps for our people to go over each drive unit after the jumps to insure there are no problems. We have to separate to do that. Elder Mother Arzoal’s Drones will be assisting us and that will make it much faster, but I’d rather not shear off part of either ship upon exiting a jump.”


Danny chuckled. “That sounds painful.” He stated.


Akemi grinned. “It would be yes.” She said. “We also don’t have the stores to feed everyone on both ships for the entire trip. Even with the extra supplies Androcles sent, Iama says we’ll need to re-supply within a month.”


Martin looked at her. “Iama? The Kavalian girl we rescued?”


Akemi nodded her head. “I’ve spoken with her. And she submitted to a drugged session of questioning voluntarily. The hate for her own people runs deep Milord… and she has a genuine desire to stay among us and try to rediscover a life for herself. O one day find love and have children. That is what she wants. Surprisingly… she is an excellent cook and we won’t lack for expertise in that area. I’ve assigned her quarters and she has been in the main Mess Hall since coming aboard. Setting things up just how she wants them. She knows a lot about food stuffs and supplies we need. You said to use everyone and when we left Dreamland we didn’t have a full galley crew. Now we do.”


Martin nodded his head. “If she passed muster with you then I accept your decision.” He stated. “Just to be on the safe side however, let’s put weapons scanners on all the entrances to the main Mess Hall. We’ve been burned in the past by those claiming to be our friends. I don’t want to make the same mistakes.”

“As you order Milord.” Akemi said.


Wayonn stepped up to the table. “Can we use the time between jumps to search for planets that might provide suitable food?”


Akemi nodded. “That is a possibility as well Milord. Queen Anja and Iama would have the final say on whether we can ingest it though. Medically and edibility are a priority.”


Martin nodded. “Danny… you and Jules make sure teams are ready to deploy once we exit the jumps. Standard Recon Op, heavy on load.”


Danny nodded. “Expecting trouble?”


“We are moving through two different quadrants to get where we are going. Better safe than sorry. We don’t know who or what we might run into.” Martin said. He looked at Wayonn. “You moved around a lot in your travels Wayonn, ever get out this far?”


Wayonn shook his head. “I never came out this far Martin my boy.” He answered. “I was reckless… not foolish.”


Akemi shook her head slowly. “I don’t like not having a CAP Milord.” She spoke. “Our sensors are good… but we can extend the range even more if we equipped a KADEN transport with some of the Shroud generators Prince Andro sent to us. We launch that ship while we are between jumps and she does a continuous loop on the very edge of our sensor envelope. We can extend the range by twenty light years easily.”


Martin nodded. “Endy… you and Tina handle that. Put together a schedule of all pilots that we have. Including me.”


“You?” Endith exclaimed as the others who knew Martin and his history with Endith only smiled. “Shit Skipper… I wouldn’t trust you behind the wheel of Ben’s old 2021 Chevy let alone a KADEN.”


Martin chuckled at the dig and shook his head. He looked at Muton who appeared very confused. “Inside joke.” He told him. 


Muton couldn’t help but smile. “You are unlike any King I have ever known or read about in history books Martin Leonidas.” He said.


“Yeah… I get that a lot too.” He answered with a smile. “Akemi… this is your ship. You run it like your ship. Just think of all of us as hired hands.”

“Cheap labor in other words.” Julie quipped.


Akemi chuckled and nodded her head. “Thank you Milord… I don’t think that will be necessary. I have almost a full crew. I’d like to have Muton’s engineers come over here though. That ship they built is something and we would benefit by working together.”


Martin looked at Muton and he nodded. “I will see to it right away.” He stated. 


“We don’t know what we are going to find out here.” Martin spoke now. “Let’s be damn careful about everything we do. We can get support from Earth, but even with the Pralor ships they have it will be a minimum of a couple days before anything comes. We need to rely on everyone and they need to rely on us.”


We also need to consider the hatchlings Martin. Arzoal spoke now. They will need space to fly and learn to hunt. Something none of us considered before we brought them with us.

Martin nodded. “We’ll figure something out.” He answered her. He looked at Akemi. “How long until we make the first jump?”


Akemi met his eyes. “Six hours.” She answered skeptically. “Never thought I’d be jumping into the unknown. This is all very new to me.”


Danny laughed and looked at Julie. “Captain… that ain’t the half of it. With Marty here it’s not just a job…”


“It’s a fucking adventure!” Julie finished the statement.


Martin shook his head. “Assholes.” He muttered with a smile even as a swell of love and pride coursed through him that he had them here with him..

UZU OZEIB 7

YDARE
TEMPORARY HOME OF ARRARN, NARICE AND TORIA LEONIDAS

“Ahhhhhhh! Arrarn!!!!” She screamed out in rapture, reaching up with one arm to try and grasp his head.

Perhaps it was because he was half wolf and half elf and part of his very essence was the need for physical contact. Perhaps it was because what she experienced with him and Toria in their bed had been so taboo within High Coven society for so long. Perhaps it was because he simply enjoyed torturing them, but whatever the reason Narice Leonidas wished for it to never end. He could do things to her and Toria that caused them to scream and cry out for more over and over. His hands were cupping her large breasts as he drove into her from behind with power and confidence, using her breasts to assist his dominance over her. Her black hair flew back and forth as she shook her head from side to side in utter bliss. Her lips were slick with Toria’s passion, their red haired lover already nearly out of it from Narice’s ministrations, and laying in front of her with passion heavy eyelids as she came down from her orgasm. Narice could feel every wondrous pulse of life and passion from his cock as it plunged into her depths with ever increasing urgency. She felt his hand grasp her hair and twist her head around and she cried out as he covered her lips with his own. That kiss is what set them both off, and Narice moaned in surreal bliss against his lips as her orgasm struck her. She felt his cock swell in size and then he was filling her with his own passion, pushing her to greater heights of decadence. 

Arrarn pulled her tightly against him, holding her by her breasts to his chest as her hands went to his hips trying to pull him even further into her depths. Narice could feel his large balls against her ass cheeks as they emptied his seed into her and caused her to shiver in delight. His kiss deepened and she returned it with every fiber of her being as her own passion coated his pulsing manhood in her sweet fervor.
Slowly Arrarn lowered them forward, one hand leaving her breast to guide them back to the bed. Narice dragged her tongue over Toria’s delicious breasts as she settled half onto her taunt body and Arrarn remained buried within her as they found a comfortable position on the bed and their arms drew Toria close to them. His face was buried in the back of her neck, his lips and nose nuzzling her skin and the back of her ear constantly as the last vestiges of his hot passion filled her and he began to soften inside her tightness. Narice smiled in wonderful love as he made no move to remove himself from her and simply pulled her tighter against his chest as she pulled Toria in to her arms.

She cooed her delight as his lips drew across her lobe of her ear and he breathed heavily. “Son vada carians… you two will be the death of me.” He gasped warmly.

Narice and Toria both began to chuckle at his words since he could easily outlast both of them and they knew it. 
“Death by sexual pleasure.” Toria groaned as her face nestled between Narice’s breasts. “Not… not such a bad way to go.”

Narice smiled and nodded. “No… but we have many more years to experience before we need to worry about that.” She stated as her breathing began to return to normal. She groaned once more as she felt Arrarn slip from within her depths and lean forward over her shoulder. They rested for several minutes in that position thoroughly enjoying the feel of their bodies so intimately pressed together and his hands stroking their flesh.
“You two don’t move.” He spoke finally. “I’ll get us some juice.”

Toria grinned. “I don’t think I could move even if I wanted too.” She spoke. “And I don’t want to.”

“Neither do I.” Narice agreed with a smile.

Arrarn grinned, proud of himself, and rolled off the bed. The two most beautiful female creatures in all the universe as far as he was concerned and they were all his. He padded naked through the large apartment and into the kitchen area where he poured three glasses of juice while silently thanking his brother for encouraging him to pursue his feelings for them at the beginning. He reached up to gently touch the two spots on either side of his neck where both Toria and Narice had bitten him earlier and fed on his blood in the midst of their passion. Both were nearly gone but he knew from experience he needed the juice just as much, if not more than they did. Holding the tall glasses he moved back across the dark apartment and into the bedroom to find them both sitting up on the bed, neither of them bothering to cover themselves. After what they had shared over these past months and the intimate way they knew each other’s bodies it would be silly to try and hide from each other. He sat on the side of the bed and they both took a glass from him and drank down nearly half  immediately, just as he did.

Toria then leaned forward and kissed Narice’s bare shoulder. “You should tell him.” She said softly.

Arrarn looked at them his eyes moving back and forth between them. “Tell me what?”

Narice looked at him, her black hair cascading around her shoulders and exotic features. Her normally dark eyes looked at him with love and devotion. “Arrarn… I…”

Arrarn smiled. “I get it now. This is where my two delightfully naked wives and mates convince me to remain out of the spotlight. To not make any waves.”

Narice grinned. “Actually… actually it’s quite the opposite Arrarn my love.” She stated. “The Ventash’ma and I have been discussing certain items. We… we want to erase how the past government was run under my mother and father.”

“Your are the Empress Narice.” Arrarn spoke.

Narice nodded her head. “But we want to make certain changes to spread the authority out more.”

“I don’t follow.” Arrarn said.

Toria laughed softly. “Just spit it out Narice!” She exclaimed.

Narice smiled at her. “We are establishing several new positions.” She told him. “One of them is A'ni d'Sikul. General of Defense.” Narice met his eyes. “I want you to assume that role Arrarn my love.”

Arrarn looked at her with wide eyes. “Me?” He finally exclaimed. “Narice… ussta ssinssrigg I am no politician!”
“And that is why you will be perfect for the job.” Narice said. “As A’ni d’Sikul you would remain outside that realm but retain all of the power. For this to work, for me to be able to show my people that I am serious in my goals, I need to show I will be different. Appointing you as my A’ni d’Sikul is only the first step.”

“Narice I am not a general.” Arrarn said. 

“Admiral Pontal disagrees.” She said. “His words to me when I questioned him about it were very much to the point. He says you represent three things. You represent change and the commitment of the Union to Andro’s promise. He said you also think outside of the box, which is what our forces need now. Cha'talla agreed my love.”

“Narice… I’m not a citizen of the High Coven.” He said. “The Ventash’ma would never agree to it.”

“You are my Blessed Husband and that makes you a citizen.” Narice answered him. “And the Ventash’ma be damned! I will not do things as they have been done in the past. I need to be different.”

“Making me this A’ni d’Sikul isn’t going to make you any friends Nari.” Arrarn spoke moving closer to her and using his nickname for her. “I don’t have the experience and no one can deny that… and I am my father’s son. There are still those out there who don’t particularly care for Lycavorians on the whole and they positively hate my father.”

Narice nodded. “I know.” She said. “But I believe the majority will see it as part of the change I have told them I will implement. You will have Pontal behind you my love… and I intend to appoint Colonel Norris of the Union as Commander of all Coven Ground forces. He was a man that Andro and General Tareif  recommended to me.”

Arrarn nodded. “I know him. Excellent commander… very experienced… but he is a cloned soldier. Not a Pureblood.”

Narice looked at him. “Arrarn… Purebloods are part of the reason things have become so convoluted. We are almost a minority on Uzu Ozeib 7 now you know. Everyone knows it.”

Toria nodded. “The numbers establish her statements Arrarn.” She answered. “Across the entire Coven Purebloods only make up fifty-nine percent of the population.”

“Androcles… my father… they’ll never go for it.” Arrarn said. “And I will not forsake my title as prince of the Union.”

Narice reached out and took his hand. “That is something I would never ask of you Arrarn my love. And I will never forsake my title as Princess of the Union. Nor will Toria. And I have already run it by Androcles. His words to me were to do what I thought was best for I was Empress now.”

Arrarn looked at her with wide eyes. “He said that?” He asked.

Narice smiled. “He loves and trusts you more than you will ever know Arrarn Leonidas.” She said. “Regardless of what you think. This may work, it may not, but I want to try.”

Arrarn stared at her for a long moment. “A’ni d’Sikul of the High Coven huh?” He spoke finally. “That doesn’t mean I have to wear some funky uniform does it?”

Narice and Toria laughed at the look on his face. “No… no funky uniform.” Narice said bringing his hand to her cheek.

Arrarn nodded his head. “Ok… if it helps you Nari. I’ll do it.”

Narice leaned forward and kissed him with zeal. She pulled back and looked at him with dark, sultry eyes. “There is still several hours before we have to be back to work.” She spoke with a devious tinge in her voice. “Do you think you are up to showing us how much you love us?”
Arrarn’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t know… I’m pretty beat.” He said. “Maybe you should show me how much you want me to show you that I love you both.”

“So it is blackmail is it?” Toria said with a seductive grin.

Arrarn shook his head. “Blackmail is such an ugly word.” He said. “Why don’t you think of it as…”

They didn’t give him a chance to finish his statement as first Toria and then Narice fell upon him with glee, their glasses of juice falling quickly to the floor forgotten.

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


Androcles leaned back on the couch in the main room of his villa, the mass of data pads and reports spread out in front of him on the knee high table. He wore his white pants with crimson trim and an unbuttoned shirt that left his arms bare. He lifted the mug of his mother’s coffee to his lips and sipped. His face twisted up as the cold coffee hit his taste buds and he swore under his breath at letting the coffee get cold. Disgusted with himself he set the coffee back on the table and was about to get up and retrieve more when her sugar plume and spice scent filtered to him and he turned.

Sadi smiled from the patio doors and walked into the main room holding the large mug and wearing only her usual thin robe. Seeing her dressed as she was made Andro stop and realize that it was nearly two in the morning and all but the Durcunusaan guards had long since gone to bed.


“I was beginning to think that my scent no longer made you turn your head my love?” Sadi spoke as she moved up to the side of the couch and looked at him.


Andro smiled. “You know that would never be true KertaGai.” He stated holding out his hand for her.


Sadi moved seductively and stepped in front of him, lifting her long leg over his knees and settling into his lap. She was completely naked under the robe as she always was, but it remained tied at her waist and she offered the mug to him. “It went cold over an hour ago Andro.” She stated. “Even I could smell that. You need to take a break.”


Andro took the mug with his right hand while dropping his left to her hip. Sadi adjusted herself slightly and became comfortable as she stared at him. He took a long sip of the coffee and took a deep breath. “There is… there is so much to do.” He said. “Deployment reports. Logistics. Fleet Readiness Reports.” He shook his head. “I feel overwhelmed Sadi.” He looked at her. “Do you think my father felt this way during the Evolli War?”


Sadi shook her head. “No. Your father knows he has men and women who are trained to do these things better than he can and he lets them. He concentrates on his strengths and he lets others do their jobs and complement his weaknesses.”

Andro chuckled softly. “You don’t pull any punches do you KertaGai?”


Sadi reached out and traced his jaw with her finger. “You are trying to do too much Andro my love. Everyone knows it but you. You are a tactical and strategic mastermind. That is your strength and that is what you need to concentrate on. Let those who are more skilled than you in other areas do their jobs. They will not let you down.”


“Did they put you up to this?” Andro asked.


Sadi shrugged. “Jomann mentioned it but I have seen it for several days now. I wasn't going to say anything until Jomann came to me.” Sadi reached out with her hands and placed them on either side on his face leaning forward to put her cheek against his where she inhaled deeply of his lavender and minty scent. She fought back the rush of sexual energy his scent always caused within her and she rubbed her cheek against his reveling in the sensations he could invoke from her. “I know you Androcles Leonidas.” She whispered softly pulling her head back until she was staring into his azure eyes. “You do not need to impress anyone with what you know or can do. They know you are not your father Andro, and they believe in you regardless of that.”


“I’m… I’m frightened KertaGai.” He said softly. “I’m frightened of what I have had to start. This war with the Kavalians for what they have done. I’m frightened of what I… what I am supposed to be and I am frightened of the future.”

Sadi nodded. “I know my love.” She whispered to him. “I know. You have never shied from the unknown Andro. You have always faced your fears. What is different now?”

“I never had you.” He said instantly. “I never had you, or Carisia or Lu'ria or Ne'Veha. Or Caliria.” He looked down. “I don’t… I don’t want to lose any of you. And knowing that what I do could bring harm to any of you… it twists me inside.”


“What makes you think you could possibly lose any of us?” Sadi asked him. “That anything you do could hurt us?” She gripped his face tighter. “You listen to me Androcles. There is nothing living or dead that could make us love you or trust you any less than we do. Part of what we all love is the part of you that mourns every time you give an order that costs lives. You don’t think we see when your eyes are far away and you are thinking of those who were lost. You can not change who you are my love. You are a Leonidas. A leader. And no great leader in the history of any species became what they were without having to give orders that they regretted or that shamed them. You think of the greater good Andro. You always have. And so has your father. That is why people look at you differently. They see these great leaders of men… but they also see men who are normal. It is what inspires them to greatness.”


Andro stared at her jungle green eyes and reached up to stroke her cheek. “Did you ever doubt what you felt for me KertaGai?” He asked softly.


Sadi met his gaze. “Every day.” She answered him. “Right up until I saw you once more on that flight line. You were so… so handsome. You smelled delicious… and then I knew that I was truly meant to be with you. With Carisia. All of us. Each of us have felt this Saradasaar. And so has she.”


Andro shook his head. “I don’t want to talk about that now.” He said.


Sadi smiled and rubbed her nose against his. “You will accept it Andro. Just as your other wives and mates have already accepted it. Just has your father has accepted it. But I will not speak of it again right now. We will cross that bridge when we come to it. I don’t think it will be as easy as I believe.”


Andro leaned forward and set the mug on the table. He then took her face in his hands and stared at her deeply. [I love them all KertaGai. I do. But you command my soul and no one else. You always will.]


Sadi smiled brilliantly. [I know that Saradasaar.] She said. [I have known that since the day you made me your mate.]


Andro buried his face in the valley between her firm breasts and inhaled of her sweet scent deeply as her arms wrapped around his head. [Pen enyla forn KertaGai.] He whispered.


[For pen enyla forn Androcles Leonidas. With every waking breath I take my love.] She answered with a smile. “Let us contact Caliria Andro.” She said pulling his head back and looking at him.


“I do not want to pressure her.” Andro said.


“Nor do I… but ignoring her completely is too painful and we need to make sure she knows we love her as well.” Sadi said.


Andro blinked several times and finally nodded his head. “Yes we do.” He rose to his feet making Sadi cry out in surprise when his arms kept her suspended in the air. She wrapped her legs around his waist and laughed as he made his way towards the QCR COM relay.

AUSTROVA 

CALIRIA’S APARTMENT


What had she been thinking?


After all she had been through, all she had found, how could she have let this happen like this? Caliria sat in the chair in her room, the thin sheet wrapped around her lithe body, the tears rolling down her cheeks as she stared at the bed. Franklin Adams’ form was still there under the sheet and Caliria felt ashamed and guilty for what she had allowed to happen. She didn’t trust Franklin Adams when he contacted her. She didn’t trust him when he left her that message to meet him. She didn’t trust him even after meeting him and hearing what he had to tell her. That his father had found out about them and he had been left with no choice but to go home and try and smooth things over right after their last night together. So very convenient that she had been taken not two days later by the OSG and sold into slavery. 


He had been so convincing though when she met him. He even showed her proof of his travel arrangements. He told her he tried for weeks to discover where she had been taken because he was going to come after her himself. He was so very sweet and kind to her, he seemed so happy that she was back and safe. Not once in the days since she had returned had he asked about her work. That should have set her alarm bells to ringing right away for he had pestered her constantly before she had been kidnapped. Even Paga believed he was lying to her after what she had told her. Paga had become such a wonderful friend in so short a time. The Lycavorian Durcunusaan had done exactly as she had promised she would. She was a friend to Caliria in every sense of the word, not trying to steer her in any sort of direction and not even mentioning Androcles once since they had returned.


Androcles.


The tears came harder now as she thought of the most handsome man she had ever met in her entire three hundred plus years of life. He was perfection in every sense of the word; a superb specimen of a man with a physique that shamed every man she had ever been with. A man with the largest manhood she had ever seen, let alone had inside her. Their hours together had washed away every memory of any man she had ever been with. All the pain and shame she had endured, he had sucked right out of her with his passion and love for her. Those exquisite sensations she had felt within his arms had made her cry out for more over and over. And then there was Sadi and the others. Never had she so desired another woman as she desired Sadi and Carisia and Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. Lu'ria’s ebony skin and Carisia’s smooth petite figure had driven her mad with delight while Sadi’s and Ne'Veha’s sweet taste left her craving more of them. Those hours with them had been so very perfect. As if she had always belonged with them, belonged to them and they to her. 


Caliria cursed herself for not remaining with them. She began to miss them the moment the ship left orbit. And she had no one to blame but herself. Her entire life she had heard nothing but negative things about Lycavorians from her father and so many of her friends and elders. They were savages and beneath the Vanari people. They were uneducated and violent and out of control. Caliria saw the way those Lycavorians from the Protectorate were treated and even though her father shunned her she agreed with it. She agreed with it to try and make him proud of her somehow. To have him accept her because she thought like him about them. It was so simple a thing really, something she had done to try and have her father love her. It did not work as she had hoped but so many years of acting like she had made it difficult to just dismiss it. She had seen Androcles and the others fighting as they rescued her. They showed no mercy or regret for their actions. They fought savagely and took no prisoners, just as her father had always said they would.


Yet they were fighting like that to rescue her. Andro had come to save her. Something no Vanari man would have ever thought of.

It was this inner struggle that caused her to be here. Andro said he wanted her to be with them because it what was she wanted. What she desired. And thinking the way she did insured that would never work. He told her it did not matter to them in the least that she was three hundred years older than him. And as she had discovered, the memories he had within him made him far older than she was. Androcles had told her to return home and come to terms with her feelings and discover what it was she wanted for her future. She had seen the pain in his eyes doing this caused him. It was not something a Lycavorian did to a woman he considered his mate and wife. And she knew that is what Androcles considered her. His wife and mate. She was so very confused given everything that was happening and she had betrayed that love. She felt a surge of anger through her that Franklin would take advantage of her as he had, but then she had allowed him to. Caliria had allowed him to coerce her back into bed with memories of the times they had shared before. She had thought she had been in love with Franklin before all of this had happened and Caliria had allowed herself to be wooed by him to try and discover that again. Cursing herself once more Caliria knew it had been no different than before. Franklin did not even remotely come close to Androcles in bed, in either skill, size or what he made her feel. All during the act of Franklin pleasuring himself with her, Caliria felt like she was somehow betraying Androcles and Sadi and the others, but she did nothing to stop it. She even had to force her Alkay to secrete for she felt nothing for Franklin anymore and this she quickly discovered during the act.

By the Prophets how she wanted to feel his powerful arms around her once more. To feel their lips on her skin.


The chirping of her COM array drew her attention and caused Franklin to stir on the bed. She wiped her tears from her eyes and quickly rose to her feet, crossing the room in front of the large bay window where the sun was beginning to rise in the sky. She stopped in front of her terminal and assuming the transmission was from her father because he always called at this time since they had returned in order to exchange information, she stabbed her finger down on the panel and activated the array.


“Father I am rather busy at the moment!” She snapped as Franklin began to sit up in the bed. “Perhaps you could…” Caliria looked up and her green eyes flew open in shock and horror as she saw the two people within the transmission. Sadi stood just in front of Andro in the transmission, both of them smiling brightly. “Sadi! Androcles!”


“Inamarno do not be angry with us!” Sadi spoke quickly. “We only want to let you know that we are thinking of you and…” Sadi’s words died out and her jungle green eyes grew wider at what she saw, as did Andro’s beautiful azure colored orbs. 


Caliria saw those azure orbs flash through the spectrum of emotions in a fleeting instant and he moved closer to the transmission as he saw Franklin. With wide eyes Caliria tried to interpose her body in front of the monitor. “Androcles! Sadi! I can explain!” She stammered. “I can…”


“Caliria…” Franklin Adams spoke now as he came fully awake. “Who is it?”


Andro’s eyes narrowed as Caliria could not block the entire view of Franklin getting out of the bed completely naked and then looking at what Caliria was wearing. Andro was not a stupid man by far and his azure orbs centered on her. “I… I see that you have… that you have made your decision Inamarno.” His voice quivered with a combination of anger and savage pain.


“Androcles… it’s not what it appears!” Caliria felt foolish for even saying something so stupid.


“It is not what it appears?” Andro snapped. “I see it did not take you long to make your decision Caliria Re Mydala. I would have thought I had earned the right to have you tell me to my face instead of discovering it this way.”

“Androcles please… listen to me!” Caliria pleaded. “I…”


“You… you are my mate and my wife!” Andro snarled. “And this is what you are doing behind my back? Why would… why would you betray me so? Why would you… why would you hurt me like this? What have I done to deserve this Caliria?”


Andro watched as Franklin Adams came up behind Caliria still naked and slid his arms around her waist. “Good morning.” He said in a husky voice as he intentionally leaned over and kissed her neck.


Caliria twisted away from his grasp. “Franklin stop!” She snapped at him.


“Arrgghhh!” Andro screamed within the transmission and turned to walk out of the room.


“Androcles wait!” Caliria called after his image. “Let me… let me explain!”


“How… how do you explain this Inamarno?” Sadi asked softly. Her green eyes were moist with tears.


“Sadi please… I…” Caliria gasped. 


“Caliria who is this?” Franklin asked as he stepped around her and exposed himself proudly. “One of the friends you made while you were in the Union?”


Sadi’s fangs burst forth now, her jungle green eyes changing as well as she glared at Franklin. “I am not talking to you stupid little man!” She snarled. “And you are not impressive in the least so cover that tiny thing you call your cock fool or I will cut it off if I ever see you in person.”


Adams’ face changed immediately and he stepped back out of the transmission.


“Sadi please!” Caliria pleaded as she pushed Franklin out of the transmission even more. “Sadi I can… I can explain this!”


“We thought your feelings for us ran deeper than they obviously do Inamarno.” Sadi spoke harshly as she turned her eyes back on Caliria. “But to do this… without even telling us. To let Andro see you with another man before you told him your decision. That is a betrayal of the highest kind as his wife and mate.”


Caliria let the anger at herself overrule her response and her own eyes narrowed. “I did not ask to be his mate!” She screamed. “I never agreed to that!”


Sadi’s eyes were wide now. “Inamarno… how can you say that?” She gasped angrily. “You knew what… you knew how we felt for you! We do not… contrary to what your father may believe Caliria Re Mydala, we are not rutting beasts and we do not fuck everyone we see! When you came to us willing… you became our wife and mate that night! You knew that even with all the doubts in your mind! And now you have betrayed that without the simple common courtesy of telling us first!”

“Sadi please…” Caliria whined. “I… I need to…”


Sadi shook her head. “No. No more talking. You have made your decision very clear now. We have seen that.” She reached up to the transmission on her end. “We wish you all the very best in your future Caliria Re Mydala.”


“Sadi wait!” Caliria pleaded.


“Goodbye Inamarno! We will always love you… but we will never forgive you for this.” Sadi stated just before she ended the transmission and the monitor went black.


“Sadi no!” Caliria screamed out trying to get her back.


Adams stepped forward. “Forget them Caliria.” He spoke. “They are animals just like your father says. They…!”


“GET OUT!” Caliria roared as she whirled on him. “Get out of my home! Get out of my life! This is your fault!”


“Caliria… you…”

Caliria was crazed with anger now and she shoved him with all her strength. Franklin went teetering backwards and slammed into the wall painfully. He grunted and caught his balance.


“What the fuck!” He shouted. “What is your problem? After last night…”


Caliria stepped closer to him, balling her hands into fists. “Last night was a mistake!” She barked at him viciously. “I have no feelings for you Franklin! Last night was a mistake do you hear me! I love him! I love them! And I have lost them because of you!”


“I didn’t force you to jump into the rack with me!” Adams protested. “I love you Caliria! You know that!”


“You lie!” Caliria screamed. “Get out! Get out now!”


Adams took a step towards her. “Caliria I…” He froze when he felt the cold metal of a weapon placed to his head.

“She told you to leave.” Paga growled as she held the K12 to Adams’ temple wearing only her sleeping shirt and having come from across the apartment at the sound of Caliria scream not for Androcles to leave. “I suggest you do what she asks.”


“No!” Adams snapped. “I will not leave!”


Paga used her thumb to jack back the old fashioned hammer on the K12 and pressed the barrel harder to his temple. “You will leave Eridiani, or they will find what is left of the frontal lobe of your brain somewhere in the river that runs nearby. They will never find your body.”


Adams looked at her out of the corner of his eye. “Ah fuck this!” He snarled and reached for his clothes.


Paga watched as he pulled his pants on and then began walking for the exit as he pulled on his shirt. “I will call you later Caliria.” He spoke.


Paga shook her head. “Not likely.” She said.


“Just leave Franklin!” Caliria snapped. “Just leave!”


Adams grunted in disgust and stabbed his hand down on the door control panel, moving through even before it had fully opened. Paga lowered her weapon and turned to look at Caliria. “Princess?” She gasped.


Caliria looked at her as she staggered to the chair and flopped into it. “What… what have I done Paga?” Caliria asked with tear filled eyes.


Paga moved in front of her. “He saw him didn’t he?” Paga asked. 


Caliria looked at her. “I didn’t check to see who was calling me first. I didn’t check like I always do and the identifier didn’t work! Paga… I let that pig have me last night and Andro saw him get out of my bed! He saw him! The look… the look on his face was…”


Paga took her hands. “Caliria… he considered you his mate.” She said softly.


“He never… he never asked me Paga!” Caliria stammered lifting her eyes to look at her. “I…”

Paga shook her head. “When you give yourself to a Lycavorian in such a way. Physically as well as within Mindvoice… that is essentially saying yes Caliria. Yu swam within his thoughts yes?”


Caliria looked at her with wide tear filled eyes. “I… I didn’t know that! I saw so much of who he is! I…” She gasped. “By the Prophets I didn’t know that!”


Paga nodded her head. “Considering why you returned here I am not surprised.” She said softly. 


“Why… why didn’t you stop me?” Caliria gasped. “Why did you let me do…?”


“You came home to discover what it is you want in your life Caliria Re Mydala.” Paga said. “You came home to discover what you believed. It was not my place to interfere in that.”


Caliria looked at her. “I’ve… I’ve lost them Paga! I’ve lost them! The only place I… the only place I found true love and peace was in their arms. His arms. I’ve lost that now!”


Paga squeezed her hands tightly. “What does your heart want Caliria Re Mydala?” She asked.
 “What does your heart want above all else?”


Caliria looked at her with tear filled eyes. “I… I don’t… I don’t know anymore.” She sobbed.


Paga nodded and rose to her full height pulling Caliria with her. “Then let me help you.” She said.

Caliria looked at her. “What? How?”


“Get dressed.” Paga told her. “We have two people to talk to and I want to show you something.”


“Paga… I…” Caliria began.


Paga looked at her and smiled warmly. “You are my friend Caliria Re Mydala. You love Androcles Leonidas! You love all of them or you would not be acting in this way. I am going to help you see that!”


“How?” Caliria asked.


Paga smiled. “By putting your trust in me.”

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


“…after him Sadi?” Ne'Veha asked as the four of the stood on the patio and watched as Andro’s powerful form entered the waters of the Laconia Gulf and began to stroke out into the ocean.


Sadi shook her head slowly. “No.” She answered softly. “That will only make it worse.”


“We can feel the turmoil within him Sadi!” Carisia exclaimed. “We can’t just leave him like this! How could Caliria do this?”


Sadi looked at her. “I don’t know.”


“There must be something we can do!” Lu'ria asked.


“Someone is already on it.” Sadi spoke turning her head. “Someone who knows him just as well as we do. The only one who can really?” She said softly turning her head and they watched as Elynth’s sleep powerful form came screaming in over the shore and her wings carried her out over the water.


Elynth had felt Andro’s pain from ten miles away where she and Anthar had been hunting in the early morning mist. Without so much as a word to Anthar she dipped her wings and rocketed off back towards the villa. Now she sped across the surface of the water, her golden eyes focused on her Bonded Brother as he cut through the surface of the water with power and ease.


[Andro?] She called out as she swooped low above him.


[Now is not the time sister!] His voice snapped to her.


[What will you do? Swim all the way to the next continent to dull the pain you feel?] Elynth spoke as she turned lazily in the air above him.


[I saw… I saw that man in her bed!] Andro snarled. Anger fueled his strength and he cut through the water even faster now. [She laid with that man! She betrayed me!]


[Did she?] Elynth spoke softly. [Or did she just follow her heart?]


[She was my mate! My wife!] Andro growled.


[Listen to you!] Elynth exclaimed. [You speak like you owned her and that is not you!]


[Bah!] Andro snarled. [Leave me alone!]


[You will not Bah me Androcles Leonidas!] Elynth snapped at him. [And I will not leave you alone! Your emotions course through me too you fool! We are one!]


[Just leave me to my misery sister!] He growled.


[I will not!] Elynth barked out and she swooped down to the surface of the ocean and using her wickedly curved right talon she snatched Andro’s naked form out of the warm water and rose into the air holding him in her grasp.


[Put me down!] Andro barked right back at her.


[Shut up!] Elynth scolded him. [You will not act like this! I won’t allow it! I will drop you if you do not listen to me!] She snapped her jaw shut close to his face as she stared at him and her wings drew them higher into the morning air.

[You wouldn’t dare!] Andro snarled at her.

Elynth grunted and opened her talon, releasing him from a hundred and fifty meters up. She curled back through the sky as she watched him fall; bringing his legs and arms together just before he entered the water of the ocean with a slight splash. [Excuse me?] She called out. [Did you say I wouldn’t drop you?]


Andro came sputtering back to the surface of the water and shook his head, his eyes wide. [You dropped me!] He screamed. He groaned as the impact with the water finally caught up to him and his free hanging balls contracted in pain. 


[Next time wear clothes when you swim fool!] Elynth called out as she swooped down and once more scooped him into her talon and rose into the air. [Now will you listen to me? Or do I need to drop you again?]


Andro gripped her talon tightly. [Why can’t you just let me alone?] He snapped.


[You are my Bonded Brother!] Elynth barked at him. [I could never leave you alone. Just as you would never leave me alone.] She lifted her talon up to her shoulder and Andro easily scampered across her shoulder to settle onto her back where the saddle would normally be. They had flown many times with no saddle and Andro settled gingerly between her shoulders, his balls still aching in dull pain.


[That hurt sister.] Andro moaned out as he leaned forward and pressed his chest to her warm scales.


Elynth chuckled softly as she drew them away from the island. [You will live brother.] She stated. [Now you must let this go.]


[Caliria… I saw that man… I saw the way she was…] Andro said.


Elynth turned her head and looked at him. [She loves you Androcles.] Elynth spoke. [She loves all of you.]


[Then why?] Andro gasped.


[It is your fault.] Elynth told him.

[Mine?] He shouted.


[You should have never sent her away. I told you this.] Elynth spoke. [You should have never let her go back. All it did was confuse her even more than she already was. All it did was lower her ability to understand. You wanted her to know you and know all of us. What better place to learn that than here with us.]


[What… all these years of listening to Coren warped her perspective sister? Staying here would not have changed that.] Andro said.


[Rensibfla!] Elynth barked as she turned into the easterly wind. [Remaining here with you? With Sadi and the others? That is what she needed. To see the true inner world of you and your people. Of all of us. This is where the love for her would have brought balance back to her. made her stronger. Sadi is your core Androcles my Bonded Brother. I know this… I have always known that. Ever since that day on the island. But each of them make you stronger, just has your mothers make your father stronger. You love them all, and they love you. It is the center of your strength! And she will be part of it as well.]


[I don’t want to talk about that!] Andro snapped.


Elynth laughed once more as she executed a complete inverted roll, relishing in the feelings of flying with her Bonded Brother again. Just the two of them. [You can not deny it will come to be Androcles. It is your destiny. The destiny of all of you.] She righted them once more and looked at the sun as it continued to climb into the sky. [We have not done this in so long Andro. Just the two of us. It is wonderful isn’t it?]


Andro lifted his head and looked at the sun and the ocean far below. Their psychic shield activated instantly the moment they touched as it always did, but he could still feel the pressure of the air currents across his naked flesh. [What do I do now to make this right sister?] He asked softly.

Elynth turned her head once more and gazed at him with her golden eyes. [You let it run its course.] She answered. [She will return to you. To all of you. It will just be by a different path now. And you have other things to concern yourself with now. Others who look to you.]


[I’m scared Elynth.] He said finally.


Elynth nodded her huge head. [And the truth finally comes into the light.] She spoke. [Do you think you are the only one who is frightened my Bonded Brother? Do you think your father and grandfathers never felt this way? It is natural to fear Andro. As long as you don’t let that fear rule your actions.]


[And how do I keep that from happening sister?] He asked.


[The Feravomir once told your father something Andro.] Elynth said. [My grandmother told me of it many years ago. She said… she told me one day I would need to share it with you my Bonded Brother.] Elynth turned her head and looked at him as he sat up straighter on her back. [She told me to tell you… Do not be afraid to lose Androcles Leonidas my Bonded Brother, for the moment you become afraid to lose something or someone, you will become afraid to act. And when you become afraid to act… all will be lost. And the same remains true for your father.]

Andro was silent as he stared at her golden eyes for a long moment. The wind carried them easily, Elynth’s wings fully extended as she glided along with little effort. Cranae Island was far to the west now and thousands of feet below them as they flew over the ocean. Andro felt a surge of warmth through him. The warmth of love and devotion coming from Sadi and his other mates and wives as they reached for him. Everything in his life had brought him to this point. Every action, every decision, it had all been leading him to this very moment. All he and Elynth had endured, all the pain and death they had witnessed and wrought. All of it had been driving him to this exact moment. A moment where he had to make a decision. A decision that would alter his life and the lives of so many in the coming years. A decision not unlike those decisions his father had made over the course of his own life. 


Androcles Leonidas had spent so many years and so much effort trying to come out from the shadow of his father that he never realized that the shadow was of his own creation. A more than simple shadow that his own thoughts and actions had created. A test. His father had known he would come to this point in his life. He had known all along that Androcles would reach the instant where he would truly become a man and a Prince. That instant was right now.


Androcles Leonidas took a deep breath and allowed the partial change to come over him. The black ring surrounded his azure colored eyes and his dual fangs slowly extended from his gums as he felt the power within him. Within Elynth.


[I… I am Androcles Leonidas, Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union.] He stated proudly. [And I am my own man!]

Elynth released a trumpet that shattered the silence of the wind around them. [I am Elynth, daughter of Torma and Isheeni and Bonded Sister to Androcles Leonidas! I am my own person!] She bellowed into the sky.


[Let us return home sister!] Androcles announced. [I have mates to love! My mother’s planet to free! And a war to win for our people!]


[And plans to make.] Elynth stated.


Andro met her gaze. [And plans to make. For the true war that is coming.]


[We make an oath this day my Bonded Brother.] Elynth continued. [An oath to serve all those around us. To never quit. To never stop. Not until the last breath leaves our bodies and we become one with our grandfathers and those who went before us.]


Andro nodded. [An oath it is my Bonded Sister.] He spoke. 


Elynth dipped her right wing and sent them into tight turn back towards Cranae Island. [Then let us return and begin to show the Kavalians and others the error of their ways!]


 Andro smiled. [Now that sounds like an excellent idea.] He said. [May my grandfather’s spirits watch over and guide us sister.]

Elynth folded her wings back. [And pick us up if we fall.] She finished just before she lowered her head and they plummeted for the surface far below them.


The sun struck the surface of the water just then in a way that almost appeared like a rupture of light. Andro and Elynth both smiled as they plunged for the surface far below because to them it appeared as if those who had come before them were shining their lights on them from on high. It was a sign that war was coming. But it was also a sign that change was coming as well.

Never fear the unknown! Andro’s voice echoed softly. Never fear the unknown! 

