CHAPTER THREE
ULU REAPER

VANGUARD MK III INTERDICTION-CLASS CRUISER
DETACHED DUTY FROM ARCHDEMON STRIKE WING
FEBRUARY 3RD, 2575, 2226 HRS, EARTH STANDARD TIME (EST) 
ENROUTE TO EARTH WITH PRINCESS LISISA AND PRELIMINARY ROTHRYN DIPLOMATIC CONTINGENT


The last few weeks had raced past like a whirlwind in Sehri’s mind. 
From the moment they had discovered the results of the tests from the DNA samples provided to them by Denali Leonidas it had been a whirlwind. When the results were confirmed everything became second fiddle to meeting and talking with Androcles Leonidas or his father. Since they now knew his father was not available, they would be meeting with Androcles and this knowledge made Sehri weak kneed and very anxious. 


Denali Leonidas and Androcles had been true to their word just as Sehri knew deep down they would be. The Science Lab on the ARCHDEMON was made available to them two days after Androcles had talked to her father and their own scientists were allowed to test the DNA samples with the ship’s senior physician present. The results had been both conclusive and quite staggering in nature. Both brothers had over three thousand alleles that matched with the sample of the Rothryn people and nearly two thousand alleles that matched to the sample of the Ancient Ones they had recovered many hundreds of years ago. Given that result, twelve different men and women from the crew were also tested and the results were similar in every way. It could only mean one thing and that was that the Rothryn people and the Lycavorian people were without a doubt genetically related to one another. More than likely, the Rothryn scientists that had tested the samples believed that the Rothryn people were formerly Lycavorians who had their DNA altered in some way in order to be able to survive on their original homeworld. This was no doubt connected to the Ancient Ones they now knew as Pralors and the DNA match that the brothers had to them. This had come as a great surprise and revelation to her father Dyack and Sehri had witnessed with great joy as Dyack fully embraced the Prophecy more than at any other time in his life. Dyack had immediately thrown himself into helping Denali and Coren Re Mydala, honoring his word. 
Sehri didn’t know exactly how that was progressing for they had begun planning for this trip within days of discovering the results. Her father decided to send her mother and her sisters, as well as her older brother Kelelm. Accompanying them was Harira, who her father had met and liked immediately. She would represent those Shaman Master’s of the Circle who believed deeply in the prophecy. They had a small group of her brother’s personal contingent of soldiers, all of whom had seen some form of combat and another slightly larger group of scientists and doctors, including those who had confirmed the results initially. Sehri agreed to come without hesitation when asked by her father. Dyack seemed to sense her innate desire and need to come on the mission though he didn’t truly understand and since she was also a member of the Circle, it was a two fold benefit for him. Sehri was a dedicated believer in the Prophecy and the Circle of Shamans, but she was also his daughter and she reported everything to him no matter what it was. 
The crew of REAPER had treated them as guests and longtime friends from the moment they came aboard. Word had spread among the crew that the Rothryn and Lycavorian people were descended from the same genes and ancestors, so it was almost as if they were long lost Lycavorians themselves. In truth, the only thing that really separated them was their inability to shift to wolf form. The Rothryn people had similar genetic structures which granted them the enhanced sense of smell and other senses as well as the incredible healing factor so common to Lycavorians. While they weren’t allowed into the sensitive areas of the ship, Lisisa Leonidas had granted them access to just about everything else. Denali had asked her to escort them back to Earth to meet with their brother because she was a woman and Aleatia was Dyack’s wife and his representative. Lisisa had agreed reluctantly Sehri knew for she had wanted to remain with Denali and Arduri, but she was extremely pleasant and open to all of them. Lisisa knew Denali thought he was making them more comfortable by having her on board and Lisisa could not be angry with her husband and mate for trying to do the right thing. Lisisa also knew she would rejoin them soon enough and their reunion would be very sweet.
Sehri sat in the large Mess Lounge of the REAPER sipping the mug of fruit juice while her mother and sisters chatted away with Kelelm. There were perhaps two dozen other members of the crew in the lounge, as it was becoming dinner time and the lounge was filling up. Sehri was aware of the many looks of interest she was receiving from the Lycavorian men in the mess lounge. The Rothryn did not have the ability to shift their forms, but their bodies retained the scents and auras of their Lycavorian brothers and sisters as well as many of the genetic changes that Lycavorians experienced. Sehri was only twenty-one years old, and she was just beginning to experience her Coming of Age Fever, albeit on a much smaller scale. This scent was very detectable by every unmated male on the ship though she did not truly understand it or the looks she was receiving. Sehri didn’t know that her aura was radiating a simple message to the males around her and that message was that she was not willing or interested in being approached. She was trying to act indifferent towards them for reasons which were her own and this translated in the small aura she was able to project to leave her alone.
Since coming on board Sehri had immersed herself in the computer libraries available to her. She wanted to learn about the history of the Lycavorian people. What they had experienced as a people. While her sisters Osbela and Ibani were delightfully spending their time in the gym and watching the Lycavorian males train and flex their muscles, Sehri was more interested in discovering what drove them. And learning about those who she had seen within her mind and whom she felt even now within her. She wanted to know about them for the emotions and feelings were growing stronger by the hour as they drew closer. She could feel their minds within her own though they were guarded by Mindvoice shields of staggering power. Shields unlike any she had ever experienced even from the oldest of the Shaman Masters on the Circle. They called it Mindvoicing… and every Lycavorian, vampire and many elves were capable of using this skill naturally Sehri had learned. The level of their power and abilities related directly to the purity of their blood and the schooling they received. Sehri had told no one, but having them within her mind even shielded was augmenting her own abilities in many ways. Her control had grown three fold since she began to feel them within her mind and the last two days she had discovered she was able to move small objects within a simple thought or motion of her hand. It was disconcerting but it also made her feel powerful and confident. She could almost feel her Etheric power increasing within her, coursing through her body and awakening things she had never been able to do before.

“Sehri?” Her mother’s voice broke into her own thoughts and Sehri looked up at her. “Are you well?” Her mother’s question caused Harira to turn and gaze at her from her spot at the table.

Sehri smiled at her. “I’m fine mother.” She spoke. 
“You seem distant.” Aleatia asked.

“Sehri has spent all this time immersed in her computer files mother.” Ibani said with a small laugh. “She has not enjoyed herself at all on this trip.”

Sehri looked at her sister with some distain. “I prefer my computer files to the massive amounts of testosterone alive in that gym you go to.” She said.

Osbela laughed. “But it is some very handsome testosterone!” She exclaimed. “I guess that’s not something that interests you. Don’t worry sister… I’m sure that Prince Androcles has many friends that prefer bookworms.” She said and Ibani joined with her laughter. “I will be sure to introduce you to some when I am within his arms.”
“You?” Ibani exclaimed. “That will be me!”

Sehri looked at her sisters and shook her head. Osbela and Ibani were sluts in her eyes. All they cared about was finding the most attractive man they could and enticing them into their beds. They did not care for history or knowledge of the past or future. And they were clueless when it came to the real world.

“Sehri?” Aleatia asked her softly.

“I am fine mother.” Sehri answered. “Really.”

“Have you found anything interesting in their computer files sister?” Kelelm asked her with genuine curiosity.

Sehri looked at him and nodded her head with a smile to him. Kelelm had always treated her different. He was very protective of all his sisters but he sensed there was something about Sehri that made her different. He had always encouraged her to follow her heart and not listen to others.

“Their history is both diverse and intriguing.” Sehri replied as she perked up. “It is filled with pain and suffering but also happiness and growth. I have been reading about their King and his background most recently. His life is incredible… both before he discovered his true history and after.”
“Do the history files give you any insight to this Androcles who we will be meeting?” Aleatia asked. “We should concentrate on him since he is the one we will be meeting. I would imagine his father has complete trust in him?”

“There is very little background on Androcles outside of his military file mother.” Sehri told her. “He is a very private person and...”

Osbela chuckled now. “Sehri… you speak as if you know him so well.” She spoke in a sarcastic tone. “He is a Prince and a man… what more is there to know?”

“A delicious man.” Ibani added.

Sehri looked at her sister and was about to retort when Kelelm’s hand touched her wrist. [Ignore her Sehri.] He spoke warmly within Mindvoice. [You know as well as I that Osbela and Ibani have never truly understood the intricacies of Mindvoice. Nor do they have your skill and knowledge with this ability. You are different from them sister… ignore their remarks and be yourself.]

Sehri looked at her brother and covered his hand with hers and smiled at him again. She turned back to her mother. “He is widely regarded among the military establishment as a brilliant tactician. Superior to all but his father and a few with senior Union officers. He and his father are responsible for planning most of the final battles during their war with the species they call Evolli. He is considered by many to be one of the foremost warriors among their people behind only his father and several others.” Sehri told her. “He was decorated with the Union’s highest award during their war with this species called the Evolli when he was only twenty-two. This species gave him a nickname during their war… Soul Slayer.”

“Soul Slayer?” Harira spoke now. “Why give him such a name?”

Sehri looked at her now. “Androcles and his dragon Elynth are believed to have killed more Evolli in combat that any others, including his father. He has been working diligently to come out from under his father’s shadow and he is succeeding.”

“How do you know that Sehri?” Kelelm asked. “That can’t be in his military file.”

Sehri shrugged her slim shoulders as her sisters chuckled to themselves smugly. “I just do.” She answered him.

Aleatia leaned forward at the table. “Does his military file give any insight to his political leanings Sehri? That is what I am most interested in.”

Sehri shook her head. “Aside from a comment by an Admiral Wallace that he is known as a true Spartan of old… no mother. I believe how he is dealing with the Vanari is our best indicator there.”

“He has told the Vanari… rather bluntly if the reaction from Regent Ardan is any indicator… he will not deal with them if they do not change their views of Lycavorians as a whole.” Kelelm said. “And we know how the Vanari treat those Lycavorians from the Protectorate. Something that won’t matter once the merger is complete.”

Aleatia nodded in agreement with her oldest son. “The members of the Protectorate are extremely limited in their interaction with the Vanari people.” She said. “Many are not allowed to leave their embassy grounds without escort.” She turned to Harira. “Shaman Master Harira… is there anything you can share?”
Harira shook her head quickly. “The Circle has tried for decades to learn more of the Protectorate Lady Aleatia. Our own government’s distance from them has made that… it has made it increasingly difficult.”

Aleatia nodded. “Yes. When we should have been embracing them we were pushing them away because we did not understand them. That is why I am very glad you are here. Your insight will be invaluable.”

Harira nodded her head in respect at Aleatia’s words. Praetor Dyack’s wife was well respected within the Circle for her common sense and ability to see outside the box. She was also considered a strong and loyal supporter of the Circle of Shamans. “I don’t think we would have discovered what we have with the recent DNA tests… but we would have been much further along in discovering the history and relation we have with Lycavorians as a whole.”

“You don’t think DNA tests with members of the Protectorate would have produced the same results Harira?” Aleatia asked.

“The same genetic results that show the commonality between our people yes…” Harira answered. “Not the Etheric connection with the Ancient Ones. That connection seems to reside only within those from the Union. Granted it is possible since we have never actually done tests with individuals from the Protectorate. What we know of their history does make it very possible.”

Aleatia looked at Sehri. “And this Androcles is among the most powerful users of Etheric power Sehri?”

Sehri nodded. “Without question. You have… we have all seen some of what he can do mother. He is... he is very special. He…”

“He’s very yummy!” Osbela stated quickly. “I can’t wait to be wrapped around his body.”

“Not you sister…” Ibani stated. “Me.”

Sehri felt the surge of anger within her and she bolted to her feet quickly, her blue eyes flashing in anger. “You know nothing!” She snapped softly keeping her voice low enough so that it did not carry. “Your scents will no more entice him than a Gotri Bark Worm! You don’t understand him! You will never understand him!”

“And you do Sehri?” Osbela snapped back. “You… who have never known the pleasures of a man and will never know them? You wouldn’t know the first thing to do with a real one? We’ll see who gets him Sehri.”

Sehri laughed at her sister. “Get him?” She asked. “You’ll never get him Osbela. Not unless you are more powerful than his Anome Sadi. Or his SirsanGai Ne'Veha. His Drow Mistress Lu'ria or his Enylarcopri Carisia! You have no idea what you… what we are walking into. And you certainly will never know Androcles in that way!”

Osbela smiled at her sister. “We shall see Sehri. We shall see whose scent is on him when all is said and done. At least I know enough not to kick a man who is interested in me in the balls. Unlike you.”

“Osbela! Enough!” Aleatia snarled.

Sehri trembled in anger as she stood there and she lifted her right hand, the light blue swirl of Etheric power beginning to take substance. It was Harira who saw it first and she rose to her feet. “Sehri!” She snapped.

Her voice snapped Sehri out of her anger and the swirl of Etheric power vanished just as quickly as it had come. Sehri hissed in anger and turned suddenly, leaving those of her family behind as she exited the mess lounge.

“Sehri!” Aleatia came to her feet and glared at her other daughters before moving after her youngest.

The VANGUARD MK III INTERDICTION cruisers were built with both elevator lifts and sloped stairwells to better accommodate the dragons that they could carry. Sehri had memorized quite a bit of the ship in the three days they had been aboard and as she held back the tears that threatened to pour from her eyes she found herself making her way down the port stairwell. The downward incline didn’t faze her as she proceeded down three decks from the mess lounge and suddenly found herself in an area of the ship she had never been to before. She could hear quite a bit of activity and she followed the sounds until she came to the open metal walkway that stretched across the expanse of the huge landing bay of the REAPER. Slowly Sehri made her way out onto the walkway, her blue eyes wide as she took in the ground crews below her moving several Union fighters around and others working on different ships. Her eyes lifted when she heard the trumpet and they grew a little wider when she saw the massive form of Lisisa Leonidas’s dragon Jeth. He was reared up on his hind quarters, his huge wings extended fully to the sides as the tiny form of the Princess held a high pressure water hose and was spraying his black with bluish tinted scales. Jeth seemed to be enjoying it immensely. They were in a large pen area set to the side of the landing bay nearest to where the three STRIKER DTs were parked close together. Sehri stepped up to the railing of the walkway and simply watched as Lisisa moved that hose back and forth, spraying every exposed portion of the dragon’s scales.

“Sehri?” Her mother’s voice came to her and she turned her head quickly as Aleatia moved up beside her.


Sehri exhaled heavily. “I’m sorry mother. I…”


Aleatia shook her head immediately and took her youngest daughter into her arms. “You have nothing to apologize for.” She stated softly. She took Sehri’s face in her warm hands and leaned over to nuzzle her daughter’s cheek. “It is affecting you more than you realized isn’t it?” She asked.


Sehri nodded. “The closer we get… the closer we get the stronger it becomes.” She told her softly.


“Can you not block it?” Aleatia asked. “I have spoken at length with Harira… and she tells me you are stronger within Mindvoice than many of the older Shaman Masters.”


“I’m trying mother.” Sehri answered. “It is so strong though, especially when they are together. Even alone his aura is overwhelming… and it… it calls to me so momma.” She looked at her mother. “All of them do. It feels so wonderful but…”

“But what?” Aleatia asked her as she stroked her jaw line like she had done when Sehri was a child. Even now it still had the affect of calming and soothing her and this pleased Aleatia to no end.


“I have never… I have never felt such raw, unbridled power mother.” Sehri told her. “They… they keep it in check by force of will alone… but just being able to feel it is so very disconcerting to me.”


“It frightens you?” Aleatia asked.


Sehri nodded. “Yes.”


“We both saw what he did Sehri.” Aleatia said. “How could we not be frightened? The Etheric Academy has always kept tight control on those like you and the other Shamans. That is why the Circle broke away and remains in hiding. If the Academy knew you existed they would take you away from us.”


Sehri nodded. “I know.” She answered. She turned and looked down at where Lisisa was now stroking Jeth’s scales with a brush of some sort. “The power within him… within all of them… even her.” She motioned to Lisisa. “They wield it so casually and…”


Aleatia brought her face back around and looked at her daughter. “Tell others that if you like Sehri… but I am your mother.” She spoke. “His resonance is battering your shields and you are having a difficult time suppressing your fever aren’t you?”


Sehri didn’t speak for a moment but she had never kept anything from her mother before and she was not going to start now. She gripped her mother’s arms and nodded slowly looking up into her face. “His aura is like… it is like a burning sun within Mindvoice mother. We are… we are Rothryn! Why does it affect me so? It shouldn’t!”


“Why shouldn’t it?” Aleatia said. “As we have discovered there is very little difference between our peoples. We are essentially Lycavorian without the ability to shift. We have the same senses, the same healing ability, but we have always suppressed the baser instincts within us. Those within the Union have not. It is not wrong that you desire him Sehri.”

“It’s not just him mother!” Sehri declared. “It’s all of them! Sadi and Ne'Veha most of all!”


Aleatia looked at her for a long moment. “They are affecting you as well?” She asked finally, more than a little surprised to say the least. Same sex relationships, while not against Rothryn law, were frowned upon immensely because no children would result from such a pairing.


Sehri nodded her head. “I can… I can almost feel the beats of their hearts within me. My focus and clarity within Mindvoice is growing stronger by the hour. It’s them! As we draw closer I can feel them more and more. It makes… it makes me shudder in want.”


“And these feelings… they are making you doubt your decision to become a Shaman aren’t they?” Aleatia said.


“It is making me doubt everything.” Sehri said in reply. “I… it’s almost as if I don’t know who I am anymore.”


“This is a restricted area! Don’t move!” The male voice spoke forcefully and they both whirled around to see the pair of security officers staring at them, their weapons out but not pointed at them.


Aleatia pulled Sehri close to her. “Forgive us!” She stammered. “We did not… we did not know where we were!”

The guard who had spoken sniffed the air gently, his eyes never leaving Sehri. Aleatia took note of this and drew her daughter closer. “This area is restricted to crewmembers of this ship.” He spoke gruffly. “How did you get here?”


Sehri looked at the man and could see that he was reacting to her fever. His eyes grew narrow and his breathing became shallow as he moved closer. Her hands tightened on her mother’s arms as he stopped only a few feet from her.

“I was… I was upset and did not pay attention to where I was going.” Sehri stammered suddenly feeling very worried.


“Please…” Aleatia spoke. “We will leave. We…”


The man stared at Sehri for a long period of time saying nothing. His dark eyes appeared as if they were looking through her and into her soul. Sehri could easily feel his Mindvoice resonance and she quickly determined that he was a member of the Lycavorian Durcunusaan. She hesitated for a second and then spoke.


“You… you are Durcunusaan?” She asked softly.


The man looked at her then and straightened his stance. “You are… you are within your Coming of Age fever little one.” He spoke matter-of-factly.


Sehri glanced at her mother quickly and Aleatia’s eyes were filled with worry. Sehri turned back to the man and slowly nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered him.


The light blue eyed Durcunusaan Commander quickly put his sidearm away and the second man followed suit instantly. Aleatia breathed a small sigh of relief at this but her heart still raced with worry. They were alone and without any of Kelelm’s men to watch over them. Aleatia didn’t know what would happen but she had heard of how Lycavorian men could react around a female who was within her fever. It was one of the first things she had read about when they came on board because she knew Sehri was within her Coming of Age. They were Rothryn yes… but they were also Lycavorian and Aleatia didn’t doubt the males on this ship would smell her fever if she stopped suppressing it.


“You are suppressing it well little one…” The man spoke. “But it is getting stronger isn’t it?”


Sehri looked at him surprised and somewhat embarrassed. “How… how do you…”


The man lifted his eyes to Aleatia. “I am Commander Eotharon. Second in command of Princess Lisisa’s Durcunusaan detail Lady Aleatia. My… my youngest daughter is working through her fever even now. And you should not be ashamed of this in the least little one.” Eotharon told her looking directly at Sehri. Aleatia felt the worry begin to slip away quickly as the man moved closer to them and she watched as he looked at Sehri closely. “I have read all the reports on your people.” He spoke turning back to Aleatia. “You may be called Rothryn… but you have Lycavorian blood surging through your veins and that makes you Lycavorian whether you can shift your forms or not.” He turned back to Sehri. “You are projecting indifference with your aura little one. That is good. Many of our females are not strong enough within Mindvoice to do this at your age and it will keep the more determined fools at bay.” He removed a data pad from his utility belt and typed on it for a few moments. He held it out to Sehri. “A recipe for tea that my mate devised for our daughters. It does not suppress the fever, but it adds a very distinct flavor to your scent for a few days that will cause the males of our species to shy away from you. Those who are only interested in a casual encounter that is. It does not sit well with their nose.”


Sehri looked at Eotharon as she reached out and took the pad. “It makes them stay away from me?” She asked in surprise.


Eotharon nodded. “Only those who are attracted by your fever and wish to be with you because your scent is so sweet now.” He said. “Those with any sense will take note that your aura calls for only one and they will know it is not them. You should not suppress what you are young lady. You do yourself a disservice by such actions. Be proud of who and what you are. And you need not worry about what our males will do… all of them are taught from birth to honor and respect all women. Especially those who could without difficulty squash them within Mindvoice.”

“You… you can feel me within Mindvoice?” Sehri asked.

Eotharon smiled warmly. “Quite easily Little One. Your resonance is nearly as powerful as Princess Lisisa there… albeit somewhat unfocused at the moment because of what you are experiencing. You would be considered a very high level Tier Six Etheric user by the way we now measure our people… and you are still growing it seems.” He spoke as he stepped even closer to Sehri. “You have been touched by someone of immense power within Mindvoice. Someone who is bound to a dragon. A touch you accepted. I can feel the echo of them… of him within you. He is an Alpha wolf of great ability.” His blue eyes shimmered as they looked at her.  “There are very few within Union space that have the raw power I sense within his echo. Two to be exact. Interesting.” He lifted his head and backed away from her. “Your mother would be a Tier Five Etheric user without question. It is good to see our Lycavorian brothers who call themselves Rothryn have nurtured this skill.”

“You said my scent?” Sehri said softly. She looked at him. “What… what do I smell like?”


Eotharon shook his head quickly at her. “It would be inappropriate for me to answer that question Little One. Only the man who you decide to take as your husband and mate would dare speak of your scent publicly. It is a great insult within the Union. It is done between the males yes… but never in your presence and never so others can overhear.” He answered her quickly. “My mate and daughter accompanied me on this trip because we did not know how long we would be gone. My daughter spends most of her time in the engineering section. She has a taste for engines. Her name is Remali if you wish to seek her out and perhaps some spend time with someone who knows what you are going through.”


Aleatia looked at him. “How long have you been mated Commander?” She asked with interest.


Eotharon smiled. “Nine hundred years, eleven months and six days Lady Aleatia. The very best years of my life.” He answered proudly. “We have six strong children and my beloved wife and mate carries our seventh.”


Aleatia smiled. “Congratulations Commander.” She said warmly.


Eotharon bowed his head to her. “We will leave you to your privacy. If anyone asks, you have my permission to be here. The smell of the fuel and such keeps most casual observers away from this area. I will make adjustments to your access for the remainder of the trip when I return to my office and I will insure no males approach you.”


Sehri blinked. “But… I thought it was natural for males to act in the way they do?” She asked.


Eotharon nodded. “It is… but not with you. Be yourself Little One and you will see.” He answered.


“Why?” Aleatia asked him. 


Eotharon looked at her and smiled. “Ask your daughter Lady Aleatia.” He said.


“Thank you Commander.” Sehri spoke.


Eotharon nodded his head. “Un coi aur hador. Dalas atle forn cabret Little One. Quvor maeve gur vada leoda arvel tur bacj.” (It is my honor. Find what you seek little one. Only then will the fever truly be gone.) 


Sehri stared at him for a long moment and then nodded her head. “Pen gur.” She spoke. (I will)


Eotharon smiled and then turned with the other Durcunusaan soldier and they exited the metal walkway the way they had come. Sehri looked at her mother and smiled. Aleatia hugged her tightly.

“Come… let’s get back to our quarters and you can give this recipe a try.” Aleatia said.


Eotharon touched the arm of his junior officer as they moved back down the corridor. “Put the word out among the ship discretely Kokun. Sehri is not to be approached by any male. Not if they value their nor.”


“What did you sense Commander.” The younger man asked. “She does smell very good sir. It will not make the men happy.”


Eotharon looked at him and smiled. “There are two Alphas with the power to reach the Beta Quadrant and touch her as she has been touched within Mindvoice. Only one is close to her age and the King would never seek a female so young. It is a touch that she accepted and even now holds onto tightly.”


Kokun’s eyes grew a little wider. “Prince Androcles?” He gasped.


Eotharon nodded his head. “I could feel Princess Sadi and Ne'Veha on her as well. They seem to be more focused than either Princess Lu'ria or Princess Carisia. They must have been closest to him when he touched her. It is why I told her to be herself and allow others to sense the fever. What male in their right mind would approach her if they detected Prince Andro within her Mindvoice essence?”


Kokun nodded. “Only those with a death wish.” He said. “I see your point commander. I will pass the word this night.”


Eotharon pounded his on the back as they walked. “Inform the rest of the detail to keep their eyes on her as well. Just in case.”
FEBRUARY 4TH, 2575, 0430 HRS EST
“…miss you Lisi.” Denali spoke from within the holographic communication. “I’m kicking myself for having you go with them.”
Lisisa was inside the secure COM center, the REAPER equipped with the newest and most advanced Quantum based Holo Communications Projectors. Similar to what was standard on all of the ARIZONA-Class warships and the SCIMITAR. The images were not as clear as they could be because of the distance involved, but unknown to all but a few, the new QHCP arrays allowed for direct communication over distances previously thought impossible. The Quantum based technology sent the signals through mini worm holes formed and detectable only with special sensors. These sensors were equipped only on a handful of ships at the moment as Ben and the others at Dreamland worked out the details of mass production and installation within the thousands of Union warships. Only the Block One and Block Two ARIZONA-Class Ships, the new VANGUARD MK III INTERDICTION Cruisers and the newer MOONLANCER-B-Class Battle Cruisers were equipped with the QHCP. Outside of those ships, only the LEONIDAS IIAs assigned to the Royal Family were equipped with them. Namely the ARCHDEMON and the REAPER.   
Lisisa Leonidas smiled at Deni’s words for she could feel the emotion in them. Lisisa knew how Denali felt for her as his wife and mate and how she felt for him. They would never be the same without each other, especially with Arduri now sharing their lives and their future. Something that both of them relished.
“You have Duri to sate your desires Denali.” Lisisa sent the jab at him.

Denali rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean.” He hissed. “And Arduri isn’t too happy with me that I sent you away either.”

Lisisa smiled at his image. “I miss you both terribly. We… we have never been this far apart from each other you know.” She said.

Deni nodded. “And we won’t ever be again once you return.” He stated confidently. “Lisisa I want…”

“This was the right decision Deni and you know it.” Lisisa said. “Having me here with the Rothryn Delegation will speed their transition once we get to Earth and get them to see Andro that much more quickly. I know that my love. I figure at least three days of suitable body worshiping of me and Arduri when I return should make up for it.”

“Say a week and you have a deal.” Denali told her and Lisisa laughed.

“I’ll hold you to that.” She exclaimed with delight. Just seeing his face and hearing his voice was enough for now to chase away the loneliness she felt. Something he had been able to do from their very first moment together. Their love making the last few weeks had been incredibly intense and passionate. Denali almost never seemed to tire of her or Arduri for that matter. She had a sense of why this was and it filled her with even more love for the much younger man who was now her husband and mate. There had been times at the very beginning of their relationship when Lisisa fought within her mind at what they were doing. They were related and he was so much younger than her. Nearly five hundred years younger. Lisisa was no stranger to men, but Denali could do to her what no man ever could. His aura was so powerful and controlled he could make the wolf blood within her quiver with a simple caress of his aura on her. No Lycavorian who she had bedded since returning from Lycavore had ever been able to elicit those kinds of emotions and feelings. Denali didn’t just make love to her, her possessed her very being. And it certainly helped that his body could have been chiseled from granite and he was incredibly gifted within the cock department, not to mention that he tasted delicious. 

It took several days for Lisisa to realize that Denali, like Andro, had been imprinted with the memories of their father and mother. Though he outwardly did not show it very often and it was not as profound an imprint on him as it was on Andro, Denali was far wiser and intelligent than he let on. When Lisisa finally allowed herself to recognize all of these things about the man who had so swept her up into his embrace, that was when the true blissful pleasure and feelings of devotion came rippling forth. She had not looked back since.

“Where is Duri?” She asked finally.
“She is with Coren and Caliria at her apartment finalizing the details of Dyack’s plan with him.” Denali answered. “Hopefully it will be sufficient to bring about the results we want for when Andro arrives. You should be almost to Earth yes?”

Lisisa nodded. “We made our last HMFC jump seven hours ago. We’ll be crossing the border into Union space in forty minutes or so. Once there we can use the Gates and be to Earth by morning.”

“Lisisa… make sure to remind Andro to bring Zarah and Lucia with him when he comes.” Denali said. “Having to listen to Dutkne bellyache much more will send me into a fit of anger.”

Lisisa laughed. “He’s gotten worse I know.” She said. 

“He never stops asking me questions about them.” Deni told her. “What do they like to eat? To drink? Their favorite flower? Argh… it drives me insane!”

“Deni… he knows what…” Lisisa began to ask.

Denali nodded. “Yes. He doesn’t care. He told me he would wait for thousands of years until she was ready. And he would remain at her side regardless if she did not.”
Lisisa was impressed. “He is… he is that taken with them?”

Denali nodded. “He said he felt it long before he ever came here but he could never explain it. Then seeing them together on Earth, what they could do together as they were searching for Janae? It is more than just being taken with them Lisi… in his own way it is what I feel for you and now Arduri. What Andro feels for Sadi and the others? It is powerful and will never go away.”

Lisisa nodded. “Good.” She said softly. “Perhaps seeing this will allow our sister to be able to one day have what she so desires.”

Deni nodded “Avoi.” He said.

Lisisa’s head lifted as a voice intruded upon their communication. “Princess Lisisa please report to the bridge immediately! Princess Lisisa to the bridge immediately!” The internal ship COM sang out.

“Deni… I must go my love.” Lisisa said getting to her feet.

“Contact me from Dragon Mountain after you are settled.” He told her. “The QHCP emitters there will make our connection much clearer.”

“I love you Denali Leonidas my husband and mate.” Lisisa told him.

Deni smiled. “And I love you Lisisa Leonidas… my beautiful wife and mate.”

“I will see you soon.” Lisisa said before reaching down to the holographic table and touching the solid panel. The QHCP communication ended then and she was within the much smaller room on the REAPER. She turned quickly and headed for the bridge.


Lisisa strode onto the bridge confidently and watched the REAPER’S Captain rise from his command chair. The door to the opposite side of the bridge also opened and she watched as Aleatia, Harira, Kelelm and Sehri entered with two Durcunusaan officers. She glanced at them for a brief moment and then looked at the Elven Captain of the REAPER.

“Lunerr?” She asked as she came up next to him.


“I sent for them Princess.” He said as the Durcunusaan brought them up to where they stood.


“Why?” Lisisa asked.


“Their presence among us might affect your decision.” Lunerr told her.


“My decision on what?” Lisisa asked.


Lunerr motioned with his hand. “You should probably see this.” He spoke as he led all of them over the plot table and touched several portions of the holographic control panel. “I tapped into the SUCOM arrays when we arrived back in the Alpha Quadrant. This came over the secure Durcunusaan channel seven and a half hours ago. I just discovered it.”

Lisisa watched as Sa'sur’s face appeared. 
“…ULU SCIMITAR. I am declaring a Crimson Storm Protocol Two Five. Prince Androcles Leonidas is groundside on the Bontawillian Colony of Solmar with Prince Dorian. Kavalian ground and air forces are now in control of the planet. I am ordering an immediate deployment of the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing to my current location. This is a Level Nine Command Authority deployment. I am ordering activation of the primary Durcunusaan Ready Division and preparation of Union forces for immediate covert deployment to the region. Verify confirmation of deployment on this channel.”


“Captain Sa'sur this is Durcunusaan command.” The male voice broke in. “Confirm with Command Codes your last.”


“SCIMITAR, Gamma Alpha One four seven nine.” Sa'sur answered.


“Codes confirmed Captain.” The voice answered. “Initiating activation per your orders! Your status?”


“SCIMITAR has withdrawn at Androcles’s order to Bontawillian space. Coordinates seven three nine one two point six. Primary mission went to sibfla nine hours in. Unknown at this time mission status. Kavalian forces have occupied all settlements on Solmar and taken down the main power grid. Confirmed thirty-seven Kavalian ships entering the system as we departed. Spartan company has been deployed with our remaining STRIKERs and KADENs to Andro’s position on the surface. They appear to be attempting to set up a forward staging area. Large number of Kavalian ground forces were entering system as we departed and they will be landing by now. I estimate two divisions at least by the number of DAGGER-Class Troop ships. Are you getting this?”


“Affirmative Captain Sa'sur.” The voice answered. “Priority alert has already gone out to General Vengal and the DRF. He received your preliminary alert three hours ago and the deployment has already begun.”  


“This cannot hit the open airwaves!” Sa'sur spoke. “If the Kavalians find out Andro is on the surface they will commit everything to taking him out! I need the Durcunusaan Ready Force moving within hours. Covert deployment. General Vengal will know the drill.”
Lunerr looked at Lisisa. “By now the DRF will have begun moving to their staging areas on Earth for deployment Princess. And whatever other assets the General believes he can get off the planet without alerting the Netnews to an unscheduled deployment.”


“Sa'sur’s position is just inside the Bontawillian border.” Lisisa stated looking at the star chart. “How soon before the additional forces reach her location?”


“It is 2200 hours on Earth now. If they are able to begin moving by morning… thirty-six hours.” He answered. “Then another twelve back to Solmar. There are no Gates they can use to get them there faster and only the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing has HMFC engines.”


“Nubou!” Lisisa swore turning away for a moment as her mind shuffled through dozens of scenarios.

“Princess… we are only nine hours from Solmar.” Lunerr told her watching Lisisa turn to look at him. “We have three hundred Spartans we can put groundside along with yourself and Jeth. That would be four hundred and fifty Spartans and three dragons.” He looked at where Aleatia and the others stood. “There is a slight problem however.”

Kelelm knew immediately what he meant and he looked at his mother who still appeared somewhat confused at what was happening. “Us.” He told her.


“Us?” Aleatia asked.


“You are a Political Delegation Lady Aleatia.” Lunerr told her. “The Lycavorian Union Chapter specifically states that endangering the welfare of a Political Delegation is punishable with severe consequences.”


Sehri looked at her. “Mother… we have to help!” She declared.


Harira stepped forward. “That would not be advisable.” She stated. “With the exception of Kelelm and his detachment, none of us have seen combat. Even if we remained on this ship we would still be in danger.”


“The Kavalians would never be able to detect us with our Shrouds.” Lunerr spoke. “We could remain at a safe distance from the planet itself and simply act as a relay Princess.”


Harira looked at Lunerr. “That woman said there were upwards of two divisions on the planet. I am not completely unknowledgeable in military affairs Captain. What is the number of a… what do you call them… Kavalians. How many in one of their divisions?”


Lunerr shrugged. “Between twenty and thirty thousand depending on composition of the division.” He replied.


Harira’s eyes grew wide. “Thirty thousand!” She gasped. “Against four hundred? That is suicide!”

“Actually it would be closer to sixty thousand if there are two divisions.” Lunerr told her.


“How many civilians on Solmar?” Lisisa asked.


“The settlement has a population of nearly twenty thousand.” Lunerr answered. “Mostly Bontawillian, elven and human engineers and teraformers. According to colony logs… they were planning to begin expansion onto the southern continent next month.”


Lisisa looked at him. “The only reason Andro and Dorian would have remained is to try and help the civilians.” She stated. 


“Help them do what?” Harira stammered.


“Move as many of them to a central point for evacuation.” Lunerr answered her. “Make no mistake Lady Harira… when Sa'sur returns with Union forces… there will be a battle. We will not leave civilians to the mercies of the Kavalians for any reason. Not if there is a chance to get them out. Once the Union task force arrives, the evacuation of civilians will be their main priority.”


Sehri looked at her mother once more. “Mother… it is Andro!” She exclaimed. “We have to…”


“Sehri child… you are not thinking rationally.” Harira spoke. 


Sehri’s head snapped around. “I’m thinking completely rationally!” She barked at the Shaman Master. Harira’s eyes grew a little wider at the obvious emotion and anger within her response.


Lisisa looked at Lunerr. “Do we have enough ships to load out our Spartans and you can continue to Earth with Lady Aleatia and the others?”


Lunerr shook his head. “No. We have only three STRIKERs and one KADEN on board Princess. You wouldn’t be able to take more than two hundred and all of their gear.” 


“Then I’ll take what I can.” Lisisa answered. “You will continue on with the Rothryn Delegation to Earth.”


“No.” Aleatia spoke finally as she looked at Lisisa. 

“I can’t risk your safety.” Lisisa told her. “It would not be right… this is not your war. And my Tenna Deia would have my ass if I did. Andro too probably.”


Aleatia took a deep breath. “I believe I know what my husband and mate would do.” Aleatia spoke. “We came with you to meet your brother Androcles and discover all we could about not only our past but our future as well. If Androcles… if your brother dies on this planet then our mission will have failed in every way. I am not willing to allow that and I don’t believe Dyack would be either.”


“Lady Aleatia this is crazy!” Harira said. “His father still lives! Our mission will not have failed!”


Aleatia looked at her. “Androcles Leonidas is the one who began this odyssey for us by allowing us to compare our DNA with his and his brother Denali. He made the first overture with little knowledge of us or our people Harira. I’d say that is an incredible leap of faith.”
Harira nodded. “Yes it is.”

Aleatia turned to Lisisa. “Your brother… he obviously believes deeply in faith does he not Princess Lisisa?”


Lisisa nodded. “He doesn’t show it at times but yes… he does. Very much so.” She answered honestly.


Aleatia nodded. “Then we will do no less.” She spoke. “Something tells me when he discovers we are among you…” Aleatia looked at Sehri. “He will insure our safety as well as the civilians he is trying to save. And my son and his men are not without experience in this kind of situation either.” She turned back to Lisisa. “We will accompany you and the Rothryn people will not hold you responsible for anything that might happen Princess.”


Lisisa didn’t hesitate and she turned to Lunerr. “Plot the course and get us there as quickly as you can Lunerr.”


The elven Captain nodded. “Consider it done.” He said.


Lisisa turned to the Durcunusaan soldier closest to them. “Enomotarch… you will take…”

Kelelm looked at her. “I am a Colonel within our military Princess.” He stated.


“You will take Colonel Kelelm and his detachment and outfit them with our equipment and primary weapons.” Lisisa said. “Have Eotharon alter ship board access for Lady Aleatia and her daughters to allow them to be on the bridge once we arrive.”


“As you order Princess.” The man said.


Lisisa looked at her. “If events begin to spiral out of our control Lady Aleatia… Captain Lunerr will leave the system and bring you to Earth.”


Aleatia nodded. “I understand.” She said. 

EARTH

GYTHEIO

MOUNTAIN VILLA OF ZARAH AND LUCIA
FEBRUARY 4TH, 2575, 0545 HRS EST

Zarah Leonidas stretched her lithe body on the bed, reveling in the new sensations and emotions surging through her. Not since before the attack on her had she felt these things and she knew without question it was due to one thing. Zarah rolled over in her bed reaching for Lucia and her dark eyes grew wide when she discovered no body next to her. As her hand slid across the sheets a fleeting moment of terrifying fear and loneliness swept through her and then her eyes lifted as the door to their bedroom opened and Lucia came in carrying the small tray. That fear vanished into the wind as her eyes fell on the deliciously naked body of Lucia.


Her Lucia.


Almost six months had passed since the attack, since they had taken her innocence from her. That day also saw Lucia enter her life and the healing had begun almost immediately. Lucia had saved her life without thought; had been beside her every day since then. The attraction between them was undisputable and unmistakable. The blood they had shared building upon and reinforcing the connection that was already there, made from across the stars. It had taken Zarah six months to work up the courage to try and experience physical pleasure the way it was meant to be. Consensual and loving. Their last two nights and most of the days together had been everything Zarah had ever imagined it could be. Neither of them had been with any partner before each other, but these last weeks and months of sleeping naked within each other’s arms had chased away any unfamiliarity and left them more time to explore and delve into the deep mysteries that they were. Explore and delve is exactly what they had done to each other, finally and forever sealing their love for one another in a way nothing else could. 

Zarah let her head drop back to the pillow as she watched Lucia move towards her. She had memorized every single contour and curve Lucia had, her lips and tongue reaching and then exploring every detail with great gusto while Lucia thrashed and cried out her delight. And then Lucia had done the same to her for hours on end, Zarah’s blissful cries of rapture filling their bedroom and surely echoing along the mountain ridge where their villa was. Zarah had insisted that they purchase a villa together. A place they would call their home. With Eliani and Sadi’s help they decided on this large villa sitting on the ridge and overlooking the gulf. Thanks to Sadi and Eliani’s influence and contacts all the proper paperwork and transfers of Riyal were made within hours instead of days. Androcles had been the one to purchase the villa for them, his gift to them he had told them that day. He had also deliberately designed her schedule of working and training with the Durcunusaan to give her maximum time with Lucia. Zarah had figured this out very quickly, but instead of being angry at him for catering to her as he always did, she found she loved her older brother even more. Twice now he had saved her life, first upon that mountain on Apo Prime and then by not killing Lucia outright when he discovered them together immediately after the attack. He was the first to have seen the love in Lucia’s eyes for Zarah when he discovered Lucia holding a battered Zarah within her arms inside a powerful Etheric bubble she had erected. Lucia had almost not let him enter that bubble, but even then she knew that Andro would save them both. 

Zarah had held a tremendous fear that she would never be able to feel pleasure again after what was done to her. That she would never know the delight of loving someone and sharing herself with them for all time. Those fears, along with the last vestiges of the attack against her had been washed away in that first of dozens of blissful orgasms that Lucia had given to her. Feelings and sensations that Zarah eagerly returned to her equally upon discovering that she was not dead to emotion. 


Zarah gazed at Lucia’s lush body as she walked towards the bed and almost seeing the same thoughts and emotions racing through Lucia’s head.  

Lucia Moran… youngest child of Yuri Moran… and in the eyes of many of the Leonidas family, part of the glue that had held them together during that time. To Lucia… Zarah was a vision of exquisite beauty that now belonged to her in every way. So many years of loving her from a distance, having to hide that love from others was gone. Now she was with her beloved Zarah and nothing would ever come between them. Zarah had saved her from the darkness that had taken her mother and brothers, that single strand of power within Mindvoice that Lucia had clung to tenaciously for almost a decade until they were finally together. They were like one mind now, their sharing of blood bringing them far closer together than most people except their family realized. And Lucia was a Leonidas now… in body and soul. She didn’t doubt her purpose or the path she walked with Zarah at her side. One conversation with Martin Leonidas had chased all the fears within her away with each word he had spoken to her. It had taken place while he was out among the stars searching for For'mya, a simple transmission that only held them. Lucia remembered his words that day perfectly, and she would take them to her life’s end with pride and happiness.


“… something I should have done a long time ago. I’m doing it now to show you how I feel. You have stolen each other’s hearts… and I can not begin to tell you how happy that makes me. Andro has given me some idea of what you have endured Lucia… hiding the real you for so many years. Hiding your love for my daughter. I let my feelings for your mother cloud my judgment at first… I won’t let that happen ever again. Know this Lucia… from this day forward you are a Leonidas. I will treat you with the same love and devotion as I treat my own daughters. Never fear me or what I will say for you are now part of my family. Love each other every day like there is no tomorrow. Never doubt. Never hesitate. And know that you will always have my love behind you.”  

Such simple words… but they had been the final line she had crossed to be who she now was as a person. She was Lucia Leonidas and she loved her Zarah like nothing else in this universe. Her bonded sister Seyra had also rejoiced and found new life and purpose among these men and women and the many dragons they called friend and family, making their bond even stronger than it was and enveloping Zarah within that very special connection. Seyra had grown viciously protective of both of them in every way and there were very few that she allowed to get close to her Bonded sisters.


Lucia settled her naked form onto the bed as Zarah sat up and she placed the tray between their legs. She leaned over without hesitation and caught Zarah’s soft lips in a kiss of love and passion that lasted for several long moments before they parted and Zarah sat up completely, shifting her body so that Lucia could slide closer to her. 


“We have taken quite a bit of each other’s blood these last hours.” Lucia said holding out the glass of pulpy orange juice. “We need to replenish that or the first training session we have both of us will collapse from exhaustion.”


Zarah giggled as she took the glass. “But everyone will know why.” She stated with some amusement. “And it won’t be nearly as pleasant.”

Lucia smiled and nodded her head, her black hair wild and unkempt at the moment and moving across her shoulders. “No… it certainly won’t.” She answered before sipping the juice. “What time do we have to meet with Thr'won and Syrilth?”

“1000 hours.” Zarah answered. “Our lessons with them are giving me much more clarity and focus.”


Lucia nodded. “Me as well.” She said. “I can control my whips with more exacting control. It’s amazing. My grandmother made the mistake of suppressing those vampires who showed promise within Mindvoice. Their Etheric abilities may have helped against the KFI in many ways.”


“She was too frightened to allow others to reach her level of ability.” Zarah said. “Andro believes that was more Xaxon’s influence on her than anything. She didn’t have the strength to fight him as you did my love. She was too long within his grasp.”


Lucia looked at her silent for a moment before speaking again. “Zarah… do you think my mother will find peace?”


Zarah lowered her glass. “Yes.” She said. “Perhaps… perhaps not as we have… but you remember what Andro told us. She was different Lucia… the darkness gone from her. It is why he could not kill her.”


“Part of me wishes her to be happy.” Lucia said as she scooted closer to Zarah on the bed. “But part of me still harbors a great deal of anger at her for what she allowed to happen.”


Zarah shook her head. “Most of what she allowed to happen was not truly her Lucia.” She said.


Lucia looked at her. “You defend her?” She asked.


Zarah shook her head. “No…” She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe. I can’t stop thinking that it would be if I was forced in some way to hurt you against what I knew to be wrong. To be able to control your grandmother as he did, for so many millennia and then infect your mother the way he did. With what your father and grandmother were doing to her, influencing her in the way that they did, there are very few who could fight that. It almost took my own father you know that.” Zarah looked at her. “You know how I trust Andro my love.”

Lucia nodded. “Yes. As I trust him now. How could I not? He was the first to fully accept that I loved you as I do.”


“I have always trusted him implicitly.” Zarah said. “His instincts. His sense of people. In many ways he is even more gifted than my father in regards to being able to sense a person’s resonance and their inner being. He sensed something was different within your mother Lucia. He could not bring himself to kill her because of this. I may not know exactly what it was that he saw… but I trust my brother with all that I am. If he did not kill her for what she was perceived to have done then there is a higher reason. Something he saw within her that stayed his hand.” 


Lucia nodded. “Do you think we will ever see her again?”


“Do you want too?” Zarah asked.


Lucia stared at her for a long moment before replying. “Part of me does.” She said softly.


“Then our roads may cross again if it is our destiny.” Zarah said. 


“I will kill my father and brother if I ever see them again.” Lucia hissed. “They are responsible for so much pain and it doesn’t bother them in the least. I hope Aunt Narice is able to find them and kill them. I…” Lucia looked Zarah as her lips came to hers and they kissed softly.

“Do not do this my love.” Zarah told her as she pulled away ever so slightly. “We are together now. Nothing will ever change that. Let us… let us put our past behind us and go into the sunlight together.”

Lucia nodded her head quickly. “You are right.” She said without hesitation. She met Zarah’s kiss with equal passion then but just as their kiss deepened, Zarah gasped and pulled away quickly, her hand tightening on Lucia’s thigh. “Zarah my love!” She gasped. “What is wrong?”


Zarah shook her head as if trying to clear her thoughts. “I felt… it was a massive spike within Mindvoice. From Andro!” She rasped out.


“Andro?” Lucia asked.


Zarah nodded. “We have always been connected in a way since that day on Apo Prime. I have always been able to sense his Etheric resonance when he drops his shields low enough. But he almost never does that. Not unless…”


“Not unless what?” Lucia pressed her.


Zarah looked at her. “He never drops his shields low enough for me to sense him unless there is something wrong and he is acting out of rage or some other powerful emotion. Wherever he and Dorian are… something has gone wrong.”

“I thought… I thought the mission he and Dorian went on was a routine pick up?” Lucia said.


“That is what he told me before he left.” Zarah said. “Something is wrong though Lucia! I feel it!”


“Sadi?” Lucia blurted immediately.


Zarah shook her head. “Sadi is just like Andro. She maintains her shields at near their maximum ability all of the time. It is something the Feravomir taught her at the School of the Mages. Unless Andro has touched her directly she would not sense it. What I felt… it was focused and directed at me alone.”


Lucia’s hands gripped Zarah’s. “If there is trouble then he is reaching for you because he knows you will not panic as the others will!” She gasped. “That must be it.”


Zarah looked at her. “We need to get to Jomann!”


Lucia rose to her feet. “They will still be at their villa. It is less than a mile! Come!”

GYTHEIO

HOME OF ELIANI AND JOMANN

FEBRUARY 4TH, 2575, 0605 HRS EST

“…don’t care what you have to do!” Eliani snapped angrily. “You get those supplies to the ship within the next hour! We are deploying at 1300 with or without them and if they aren’t there I will have your nor in my hands Captain! It won’t be pretty! Is that in any way unclear?”


“It will be done Princess!” The man stammered.


“Thank you!” Eliani barked before slamming her hand down on the COM panel and turning to look at Jomann as he entered the main living area of their home. “The medical supplies will be leaving within the hour.” She told him.


Jomann nodded and tapped on his data pad. “I knew you would be able to move them.” He told her as he stepped up to her and slipped his arm around her waist. Jomann pulsed her with a portion of his aura, not enough to incite sexual urges, but enough to calm and sooth her excited state. 


Eliani rested her head against his chest as she felt his aura sweep through her and she returned the pulse with one of her own. She looked up at her husband and mate. “Why… why contact Vengal first and not us?” She asked.


“Sa'sur has been Andro’s right hand for nearly seven years now Eli… and she knows how any of his family would react. Most especially Sadi and the others.” Jomann answered calmly. “You would blow windows out in leaving the planet to go to him and that is not what is needed. It must be done with precision and force Innel… but also with complete secrecy.”


Eliani looked into his ocean blue eyes and smiled when he called her baby. From any other male that word would have been insulting and provocative and it would have caused Eliani to react accordingly. From Jomann however, that word was music to her ears. When it rolled off his tongue, that one word held all of his combined love and desire for her and it surged through her being and made her wolf blood sing in happiness. “I know.” She said finally.

“Two thirds of the Durcunusaan Division is loaded and nearly half of the human 82nd Orbital Drop Division.” He stated. “We must maintain our façade in order to not alert the Kavalians who we believe are still on Earth. That is why we have been coordinating from here and we have not moved to Andro’s villa.”


“Sadi is going to pop a vessel when they finish that stupid interview and you tell her what is going on.” Eliani told him.


Jomann nodded. “Probably… but she will understand very quickly why. Just as you do.”


“I want to come with you.” The second female voice spoke and they both turned to see Brendi Faith standing in the archway to the corridor that led to the three bedrooms in their villa. 


Brendi Faith stared at them from the archway and couldn’t believe she had just said that. She knew why of course… but she didn’t believe she had reacted so instinctively in speaking. It was not something that she ever did. She blurted the first words that had popped into her mind and she struggled with the why of her statement but not the statement itself. Brendi Faith had been among these men and women as a whole for nearly six months now. Nearly everything of importance that the OSG intelligence pads had on the Lycavorian Union was in some way wrong or taken out of context. She had seen a people dedicated to each other, to their values and to peace. She had seen a people driven to the edge of a war they did not want and tried to avoid. A people that ultimately decided war was the only way to protect and defend what they had as a people. A war Androcles Leonidas had tried his very best to evade but when that decision had come, it was a decision he made without hesitation.

These last six months with the man and woman in front of her had also affected her own reasoning no matter how much she fought it. Brendi had been living with them for almost six months now, her parents and twin sisters living with the Spartan family of the man who was now her sister’s husband. Their villa was enormous and had more than enough room for them but Brendi did not want to live with them after being on her own for so long. Her family was adapting far better than her and her younger sister Nicolle was happier than she had ever seen her, Tasha just as bubbly because she was Nicolle’s twin. Her mother and father spent hours with Mento’s mother and father, her own father drawn to the history and culture of the Spartan people like nothing she had ever seen. Jomann and Eliani would not allow her to have her own villa for security purposes. They just did not know if Corbin or the OSG would come after them. Brendi understood this reasoning and accepted it without question. She had no desire to fall into her brother’s hands or see her family be captured by him. Mento’s parent’s villa was now a fortress unto itself and Brendi did not fear for them. She did not fear for herself either, as no one in their right mind would target the home of the Durcunusaan Captain of Androcles Leonidas. Not if they valued their lives even a little bit.

Brendi could go into the city proper whenever she wanted as long as she was under heavy guard. Surprisingly the Durcunusaan soldiers assigned to protect her made it seem as if they weren’t there. She always had difficulty pinpointing where exactly the four men and two women were as they guarded her, and she had stopped trying. She no longer thought about them really. Gytheio was much more secluded than Sparta and since the events on Cranae Island that night, the Netnews reporters were no longer allowed to set up shop in the city limits by order of the Mayor. They could come and go as they pleased, but they were not allowed to be stationary for any length of time, and filming any member of the Royal Family now meant immediate arrest. Brendi had been trained to fit in, and that is exactly what she did, pleased with her skill at avoiding the Netnews. Something was happening to her however, and it was frightening to her.


Brendi Faith had actually begun to care about someone besides herself. She had begun to care about two individuals really, and that emotion had led her to become accepted by nearly all of Eliani and Jomann’s family without question. She had become a fixture in the lives of Eliani and Jomann and unbeknownst to them, that meant more than she realized. They did not treat her as an enemy in any way. She was included in their dinners and their breakfasts, and Jomann had even begun cooking food that she loved. He was the most amazing cook, as was Eliani, and seeing them in the kitchen acting out their art was delightful. Whenever the Krypteria came to the home to ask her questions, Brendi told them whatever they wanted. She had no love for the OSG and if her answers went to eventually freeing the Eridiani from the OSG influence she was all for it. She had given them every name she knew of OSG agents on Earth and in turn, they had discovered more. The OSG had pulled their agents off Earth finally, adhering to Andro’s orders but Brendi didn’t doubt they had more who she was not aware of. The Krypteria agreed and was not hesitant to come to her about suspects they might have. Brendi had also spent the last months learning everything she could about the Kavalian people and any individuals of interest. Her expanded brain capacity allowed her to now know just about everything the Union had on any officer above the rank of Colonel within the KFI. Her near photographic memory was incredible.  

Brendi Faith could no loner deny the attraction to Eliani Leonidas. At least to herself. The OSG and the Eridiani considered any kind of same sex relationship taboo to the extreme, and when it was discovered it was punished. Brendi knew all this and her first reaction upon realizing Eliani didn’t shy away from this type of thing had been disgust. Now… now she could not explain the intense draw to the shorter woman. With Jomann it was easy enough. He was incredibly handsome, his physical proportions unlike anything she had seen before on a man. And if the howls of delight coming from their room at night were any indication, he was obviously a man who thoroughly enjoyed making his wife scream out his name in passion. They had kept her awake at night many times with their antics and didn’t realize that their moans of pleasure and professions of love to each other had a distinct affect on Brendi. So distinct in fact that Brendi had begun to recently dream about being with them. Not only one at a time but also together. Brendi found herself wanting to submerge her body within their arms and experience what they shared so easily.


Jomann shook his head. “Brendi… I do not think that is a good idea.” He told her shaking her from her thoughts.


Brendi blinked several times and moved into the main room with them. “I can help.” She stated. “I’ve studied every dossier on every Kavalian within their military! I… I know how they think! I… it’s what I do! I can…”


Jomann’s eyes narrowed. “What?” He gasped looking at Eliani just as quickly. “Eli?”


Eliani met his gaze with a sheepish grin. “I may have given her access to the files.” She answered with a lopsided grin.


“You gave her access to Krypteria files?” Jomann hissed. “Are you insane? If…”


“I am not the enemy Jomann!” Brendi insisted as she moved closer to them.


Jomann met her dark brown eyes and fought down what both he and Eliani had been feeling these last weeks. “I know you are not Brendi.” He told her honestly and with no hesitation Brendi saw. This fact registered in a small portion of her mind and made her very happy. “There may be others who do not see it that way however! Eliani this was not a good…”


“I am a Princess of the Union.” Eliani spoke confidently. “It was my decision to give her the files. Saarrieemeran’s brain capacity is four times the normal human and she processes this information twice as fast as a Lycavorian. She’s nearly a walking computer. She’s also not bad in CQB either. Zarah can vouch for that as she and Lucia are the ones who have been schooling her.”

There was that word again Brendi thought. They had called her that on several occasions and Brendi knew what it meant. Every time they spoke it to her or in regards to her it made her flush. They had told her one night why they called her that but Brendi sensed there was a hidden meaning to them behind it.

Jomann shook his head. [Eli… I… we have spoken of this.] He told her. [No matter how much you desire her…]


Eliani moved closer to her handsome husband and mate. [How much we desire her?] She corrected him.


Jomann nodded instantly. [Yes. How much we desire her.] He spoke. They had spoken of Brendi many times over these last weeks and months and what she made both of them feel. They were Anomes… soulmates. Nothing living or dead would ever come between them now, but both of them could feel the powerful draw Brendi had on both of them. Her wild strawberry scent could excite them both and it certainly had grown sweeter to them over the last weeks. [Is this the way to go about it though?]

[She is not our enemy Jomann.] Eliani said.


[I know this.] He said.


[She is searching for a purpose Jomann.] Eliani told him. [She sees how quickly her own family has come to accept and trust and embrace their new lives and she is trying to discover a way as well. She is an Intelligence analyst. Her insight could be invaluable.]


Brendi moved forward until she was directly in front of them. “Stop that.” She said softly. “I know you are talking about me. It’s very disconcerting to do it right in front of me.]


They both turned to her. “Saarrieemeran… we trust you.” Jomann spoke to her. “There are others who still do not. Doing this will expose you to them. It is why Eliani has had you training with Zarah and Lucia. We can not predict what others will do.”


“I’m not afraid.” Brendi told them. “I’m not afraid and I want to do this. I can’t prove to anyone that I can be trusted if I am restricted in where I go and who I see.”


Jomann nodded slowly. “That is true.” He admitted.


“Then let me help!” Brendi pressed him.


Jomann glanced at Eliani quickly and then back to her. “Your brother will have my nor… you know this.” He spoke finally.


Eliani pressed close to him and cooed into his ear. “I’ll make them feel better my love.” She whispered into his ear.


Jomann growled softly in his chest at her words and nodded his head. “Contact your family and tell them you are leaving with us so they do not worry. Do not tell them where we are going Saarrieemeran.”


They turned at the buzzing of their door and watched as it opened to reveal Zarah and Lucia who rushed past the two Durcunusaan just inside the doorway.


“Eli… Jomann!” Zarah exclaimed. “What is going on? Something is wrong with Andro! I felt him touch me!”


Jomann turned back to Brendi. “Go Saarrieemeran. Use the COM unit and then pack your gear.”


Brendi nodded with a smile and turned to do just what he had said. Jomann turned back and saw Eliani taking Zarah’s hands.

“Calm down Zarah.” Eliani said. “We already know about it and we are taking action.”


“What is happening?” Zarah demanded. 


Whatever happened from now on was in the hands of the gods he knew.

SOLMAR

PUMA BANE FORWARD STAGING BASE

FEBRUARY 4TH, 2575, 0650 EST

General Azlenr’Macoe stood stoically reviewing the site of the massacre as his men moved across the area. Sixteen bodies were stretched out on the ground before him, each one covered by thin dark blanket that was standard issue for all Kavalian troops. The sun that was rising reflected off the damp moistness of blood that soaked both the bodies and ground beneath them and several areas around the Puma Bane Camp. It was a standard Puma Bane forward base camp. Two security posts that were manned when the team was inside the perimeter at all times. This forward base provided excellent defense with the towering cliffs in the west and the five hundred foot drop to the valley floor below in the south. The only path up to the base had been expertly culled to provide precise fields of fire while looking as if the vegetation had naturally worn away. The Puma Bane troops knew their jobs and this team was very experienced as a unit. The base had failed to report in at its normal time three hours ago and the Duty officer in the main settlement had dispatched a fire team to discover why. This is what they had found.

Only Azlenr’s eyes shifted as Makali slowly made his way through the gore up to him with one of Azlenr’s senior shock troops. He recognized the Sergeant Master easily, the scar from a High Coven blade running along the entire left side of his face. The man was a beast in combat and had survived that attack to lead a rush against hardened vampire positions all the while he bled on the ground beneath him. When the battle was over, he had simply sat down and waited for the medics to come to him and treat him. That Sergeant Master was now Azlenr's most trusted enlisted man and the one who saw to most of the mundane things for his division during the day. He also was Azlenr’s personal bodyguard when he moved outside of an established perimeter of Kavalian forces. The sounds of a DAGGER gunship were growing closer in the morning air and Azlenr lifted his eyes only slightly to see the ship approaching fast from the east. That would be his friend Byka’Caleo. The most experienced and fearless leader of ground troops that Azlenr knew. He had sent for him even as his own DAGGER gunship had been lifting off from the settlement less than an hour ago. He brought his eyes back down to Makali and Sergeant Master Iweo’Cachowe.


“General.” Makali spoke as the two men came up to him.


“Tell me what happen here Iweo.” Azlenr spoke evenly. “This was not done by a group of Bontawillian civilians that somehow escaped one of the settlements and decided to become commandos overnight.”

The grizzled Kavalian Sergeant Master met his general’s eyes. “No my General.” Iweo answered him.


Conversation became almost impossible as the DAGGER gunship flared expertly a hundred and fifty meters away over the lone clear spot and settled gently to the ground even as the forward ramp began to lower and Byka’Caleo was jogging from inside the Attack Transport directly for where he stood. Azlenr glanced up into the cockpit of the DAGGER and his keen eyes spotted the helmeted head of Byka’s pilot daughter Kameka as she continued to power down the KFI’s newest and most deadly planetary transport. She would join her father shortly as his bodyguard. The DAGGER had been built in secret to supplement the PROTOSS on a planetary scale. The PROTOSS were far too big to act as short range transports once they were down and the Kavalians decided on their own version of the Union STRIKER Attack Transport.

Byka reached where they stood in moments and Azlenr immediately extended his hand as the DAGGER’s engines no longer hindered his being heard. 


“Byka!” Azlenr greeted him as their hands clasped together.


“I am honored General.” Byka’Caleo stated.


Azlenr squeezed his hand tightly looking at the dark fur that adorned his face. It was just beginning to streak with gray just as his was, but it would be many centuries before Byka gave up what he had now. “We have been together too long Byka my friend.” Azlenr spoke. “We are not among the politicians of the homeworld. Speak my name old friend.”


Byka smiled and nodded his head. “My division is fully down Azlenr and we have moved to establish ourselves in the two far western settlements. I have already ordered patrols out per our standard tactics to search for any who may have escaped the settlements. Lethal force has been authorized only as a last resort and I told my patrol leaders if they need to use it they had better be bleeding from their eyes.”


Azlenr nodded. “Good. Too many civilians have been killed already as it is. I informed the Prefect that civilian deaths will only complicate our position her and make us a major target. Killing civilians only makes it worse.”


“We will already be a target Azlenr.” Byka said. “The Union will not abide a forward base this close to their border. They will come after us once they discover we are here.”


Azlenr nodded. “If they do not know already.” He said. “But it will take time for them to mount any kind of operation to expel us and we must use that time to be ready.”


“Marsin had the civilians killed didn’t he?” Byka asked.


Azlenr met his eyes. “I can trust you to keep your feelings in check can’t I Byka?” He asked. “I do not need you looking for retribution.”


Byka shook his head. “You know me General.” He spoke. “I will initiate nothing unless he firsts opens his hole.”


Azlenr nodded. “Good.” He turned to look at Iweo. “My Sergeant Master Iweo.” He said as introduction. “He was going to tell me what happened here.”


Byka looked around. “Taking out a full Puma Bane Squad is no small feat.” He said. “And they were set up in their defensive positions. Marsin knows?”


Azlenr nodded his head. “He is enroute from his forward base and he is incensed.” He looked at Iweo. “Iweo… you may continue now.”


“This way.” He spoke. Iweo led them through the camp and past the row of bodies to the edge of the cliff. Near the edge he stooped down and lifted the small metal spike from the ground and held it up for the two Kavalians Generals.


Byka leaned over the edge and looked down seeing the valley floor far below. “What is that? Two hundred meters?”


“One hundred and eighty-five General.” Iweo answered. “Over five hundred feet straight down.”


Byka looked back to Azlenr. “No Bontawillian civilian made that climb.” He stated confidently.


“No sir.” Iweo held up the metal spike to Azlenr. “They scaled the cliff using these General. If we sent men down on ropes we would undoubtedly find many more of them jammed into the crevices of rock along the face.”


Azlenr took the spike. “Climbing spikes.” He said softly.


“Boot scuffs along this edge and twenty meters further down.” Iweo spoke. “I estimate no more than ten in number.”


“Ten!” Azlenr gasped. “Ten men did this?”


“Ten men and three females general. Based on the depth of boot prints circling the Puma Bane perimeter.” Iweo spoke.


“None of them were killed with firearms.” Makali spoke now. “All wounds are consistent with bladed weapons. Incredibly sharp bladed weapons.”


Byka looked at him. “That would imply they were able to close with and attack before the Puma Bane troops even knew they were here.”


Iweo nodded. “The two security posts were taken out first.” He said motioning them to follow him. They didn’t hesitate and followed him the thirty meters to the closest security post. It was a loose collection of logs and rocks that the men had gathered, but more than enough to provide adequate protection against small arms fire. Azlenr turned as he felt another join them and he saw the long legs and incredibly firm body of Kameka’Caleo join them, the smallish machine pistol grasped in her hands. 


To look at her from the neck down one would see a Kavalian female who had undergone the biogenic treatments to remove the hair from her body. Kameka’Caleo was young at only twenty-five years of age, but her lush figure had many young Kavalians pressing Byka for her hand. Her five foot seven height was due to rather long legs that ended in an exquisitely shaped ass that was now encased in an armored flight suit. Her breasts were high and firm, her reddish brown hair long and pulled together in a single pony tail over her right shoulder. The treatments had removed her tail, but once Marsin had so callously abused her six years ago, Kameka had stopped taking the biogenic treatments and her tail had since grown back. She kept it wrapped tightly around her waist as to not make it so obvious, but Byka in very un-Kavalian like fashion, supported his daughter in her decision. Incredibly the Prefect had granted Byka whatever he wanted because of Marsin’s actions and Byka had bowed to his daughter’s desire to become a pilot. There were very few female pilots within the Kavalian forces, mostly of civilian transport craft. Kameka had learned in four years what took most pilots eight years to learn. Her aptitude for flying was uncanny and quickly recognized by the more moderate Kavalian instructors. Some had tried to get her tossed from the training but she had defeated every problem they threw at her. She was not allowed to participate in the graduation ceremonies because she was female and she had no official rank within the Kavalian military, but Byka had held his own ceremony when she joined his command. A ceremony that Azlenr had attended. It was very low key, something Azlenr knew Byka did to keep from garnering unwanted attention, but the effect on Kameka had been profound. In the two years since that day she had proven to be the most gifted pilot within her father’s division, even earning the admiration of the many male pilots.


Azlenr knew however that she would never be wanted by another Kavalian male. The three long jagged scars began at her hairline and extended down across her cheek and under her collar and they marred her beauty. Marsin had marked her severely, raking his claws down her perfect flesh when she refused to submit to him one evening during one of his drunken bouts. She had not wanted to become Marsin’s mate but Kavalian law was very clear. Her father had been powerless to stop it and for eight months she’d had to endure his rutting upon her until she could take it no more. Marsin had dumped her outside her family’s home, bleeding and very nearly broken. This had sent Byka into a rage that Azlenr had never seen before. It had taken four Kavalian Puma Bane Troops to pull Byka off Marsin before the much older and more experienced General pummeled Marsin into bloody bits. As the news began to spread of what had happened, many of the older Kavalian Generals and officers like Azlenr had thrown their full support behind Byka without question. Taking his daughter was one thing, but disfiguring her and then trying to blame her father and her Pride was going too far. Keleru could not dismiss them because they were the heart of his army no matter that it was known he favored the Puma Bane Troops heavily. To keep an internal rebellion from occurring Keleru publicly reprimanded Marsin but never even considered time in a Kavalian jail. To appease his generals, Keleru granted Byka and Kameka freedom to pursue goals and entitlements that regular females were never allowed. She chose to become a pilot and the rest was history. 


Since joining her father’s command, she had become his personal pilot as well as his bodyguard and Azlenr knew she was viciously protective of her father. She had proven this several times during skirmishes with the High Coven only two short years ago, killing nearly a dozen vampires who had broken through their defensive perimeter. Azlenr nodded his head to her as she took up position slightly behind her father.


Iweo moved around to the opposite side of the security post and motioned to the blood. “These men were taken out before they had time to register a threat.” He spoke. “The bodies were still here when I arrived General, and I had time to inspect them. The Puma Bane troops still had their weapons in their hands. One was beheaded completely; the other suffered a fatal puncturing wound directly through his face from something other than a Union Nehtes.”


“Sword.” Byka spoke softly.


“Yes General.” Iweo said.


Azlenr looked at Byka. “What?” He asked. “I thought all Union troops carried swords on their person.”

Byka met his eyes evenly and shook his head. “The capability of the Union Shi Viskas combined with their advancement in standard weaponry has made it so the majority of Union soldiers no longer carry swords. It has been this way since the end of the Evolli War. Many had given up their swords by then for the more adjustable Nehtes. Their Nehtes… their expandable spear… this is part of their load out but the vast majority no longer carry swords.” He looked at Iweo. “All of them were killed by blades Sergeant Master?”


Iweo nodded his head. “Yes General.”


“Which means they got in close.” Byka spoke.


Iweo nodded again. “Very close. I inspected some of the wounds and they were precise and surgical in nature. Whoever wielded these swords has killed before.” He moved back around the security post. “None of the Puma Bane weapons or COM units are missing. If civilians did this they would have taken the weapons and rations. Whatever they could carry. Since they are all accounted for, this was done to send us a message.”


Byka shook his head. “This was not done by civilians.” He stated. “The Bontawillians may have what they refer to as a military but they are nothing more than a militia. Iweo is right. Whoever did this did not want weapons or equipment.”

Azlenr looked at him. “Are you saying there is a Union military unit on Solmar?” He asked.


“You said Marsin’s Puma Bane teams killed several soldiers. Took one prisoner?” Byka asked.


Azlenr nodded. “He is a vampire. I have him at the main settlement. The armory that is standard with Union colonies. They interrogated him, tortured him, but he gave them nothing. I am having my medical people treat his wounds before I question him myself.” Azlenr moved closer to Byka. “You said the majority of Union troops no longer carry swords. Who does?”


Byka looked at him. “According to our intelligence… intelligence we got from the traitor Laustinos… the only Union units that carry swords now are the Durcunusaan and perhaps half a dozen specialized units made up mostly of their Drow elves.”


Iweo stepped forward. “The Drow elves provide the bulk of their recon and scout units General Azlenr.” He said. “They are formidable in battle… it is why the Prefect had their outposts in The Wilds destroyed. This was not done by the Drow however.”


Azlenr and Byka looked at him. “How can you be so sure Iweo?” Azlenr asked.


Iweo motioned for them to follow him and he led them over to a small bare patch of ground within the Puma Bane perimeter. He pointed at the ground. “This is why.” He stated.


All of them looked down to see the huge prints in the soft dirt and eyes went wide. Byka knelt down beside the print, his hand dwarfed by the size and three inch depth of the print. “A dragon print.” He hissed softly. “Kameka?” He spat.


Azlenr watched as his daughter moved up beside him and squatted down beside the print. He looked at Byka as he stood back up. “Byka?”


Byka met his gaze. “This is what she does.” He said. “I don’t know what her fascination is, but she seems to have no fear of them as the rest of us do. She has studied everything we have in our databases about them these last few years. All the information we have obtained from Elear and other places.”

“Truly?” Azlenr gasped at this knowledge as he watched her stand back up and turn to them.


“Based on the size and depth of the print I estimate a female dragon.” Kameka told them as she came to her feet and turned to face them. “Slightly larger than normal… perhaps sixteen meters in length and just over three metric tons in weight. That size would indicate she is fully grown General… which means she is at least a decade old. Perhaps more. And she is also mated to a male.”


“What? Are you sure? How can you tell that?” Azlenr asked her.


Kameka nodded. “Dragons go through stages of growth sir.” She answered. “They reach full maturity within their first year. After that they are strong enough to carry a rider. Over the next decade they may or may not grow more, but usually not. Once they have passed ten years of age they will not have another potential growth cycle until they have reached a millennia in age. According to the many brochures given out on Elear in regards to the dragons, almost all of them have reached their full size within their first year. In the rare instance some may grow much larger as is the case with the Lycavorian King’s dragon and the half breed Princess’s dragon. Very few grow larger than the print indicates this female is and she is above normal in size by a meter and a half at least given what I estimate her weight at.”


“How do you know it is female? And mated.” Azlenr asked.


Kameka turned back to the print. “Do you see the indentation in the ground behind the prints? Three meters back.”


Azlenr followed where she pointed. “Yes I see it.”


“Mated female dragons will instinctively always place their tail on the ground behind them when they stop for any length of time and are at rest.” Kameka spoke. “Male dragons do not. It is a… it is a defense mechanism I guess you could call it. This female was in this spot long enough for her to relax.”

“Fuck!” Azlenr swore as the sounds of another DAGGER landing reached them.


“Azlenr… only the Union Durcunusaan are known to work closely with dragons.” Byka told him. “They are the only ones with sufficient ability in what they call Mindvoice to actually communicate with them.”


Iweo nodded. “If there is a dragon on this world General… then whoever hit this team is Durcunusaan.”


“Get out of my way!” Marsin’s voice carried to them as he stormed into the perimeter. Azlenr’s men stepped out of the way of the Puma Bane Commander more to avoid any sort of confrontation than fear. Byka shifted to the side slightly as Marsin came up to them, putting half his body in front of his daughter in a protective fashion that only Azlenr really noticed. Kameka he saw only stared at Marsin with something akin to savage hatred in her dark brown eyes, her bottom lip almost quivering.


“General!” Marsin popped. “Why wasn’t I informed of this attack sooner?” He demanded from the senior man, his voice holding the contempt he felt.

“We only discovered it three hours ago.” Azlenr stated ignoring the Major’s lack of respect.


“I should have been informed immediately!” Marsin snarled.


“I did not need you and your men coming here and destroying any information we might be able to obtain.” Azlenr told him. “Your men are over there.” He pointed behind him to the left. “We have covered all of them and you may make arrangements to transport them home as soon as we are done.”


Marsin glared at him. “Done?” He demanded.


“Each body will be examined by my medical people to determine cause of death.” Azlenr stated. “We need to know who killed your men Major.”


“Who?” Marsin snapped. “It’s obvious isn’t it? Those civilians who escaped as we took the settlements. They have formed into guerilla groups and are striking back!”

“This was not done by Bontawillian civilians.” Byka spoke. “This was carried out by Union Durcunusaan troops. Durcunusaan who have at least one dragon with them that we know of.”


“Durcunusaan?” Marsin snarled. “Impossible.”


“Do you know of anyone else who works closely with dragons Major?” Azlenr asked. “Lieutenant Kameka here has confirmed these prints come from a female dragon Major.”


“Lieutenant…” Marsin’s eyes went to where Byka stood and he saw Kameka standing just behind her father. His eyes gazed at her with anger and hate and met only the same thing in response. Kameka did not drop her eyes from his face as Kavalian women often did in front of males and this only made him angrier. He tore his eyes from her and looked at Azlenr. “General Azlenr… our intelligence never mentioned Durcunusaan being on Solmar.”


“It appears our intelligence was wrong.” Azlenr said.


“We should begin interrogating the civilians!” Marsin snapped. “They had to know about this!”


Azlenr shook his head. “I am not going to interrogate civilians Major.” He stated. “If we did not know they were here what makes you think a bunch of colonists did.”


“General you…” Marsin began to speak but Azlenr turned from him. “Makali… insure the bodies are removed to the Field Hospital. I want the senior medical doctor to examine them. I will meet with him in two hours.”


Makali nodded. “At once General.” He spoke before moving off.


Azlenr turned back to the others. “Byka… I want every T19 we have mustered and on the perimeters of every settlement. Just one dragon on this planet could adversely affect our men if it attacked.”


“How many civilians will you execute for this attack?” Marsin demanded.


Azlenr and Byka looked at him. “Excuse me?” Azlenr spoke.


“We must send a message to the civilians and whoever is out there!” Marsin spat. “Any attack against our troops will be punished severely. It is the only way to keep order!”


“I have no intention of executing any civilians Major.” Azlenr told him. “They were not involved in this.”


“They will know of those who are!” Marsin argued. “Do you think they don’t know a Union military unit is out there somewhere? This will continue General! This is how we keep the others in line!”


“By murdering civilians?” Byka spat. “That is a brilliant move Major!”


Azlenr shook his head. “There is no indication the civilians who escaped the settlements as we occupied them are involved in this attack. None. I will not execute others to keep order Major.”


“I will protest this!” Marsin growled.


“Protest it all you like!” Azlenr spat back. “I am in command of this operation… not you Major Marsin! Return to your command and I will inform you when you can retrieve the bodies of your men! You are dismissed!”


Marsin snarled in anger before spinning on his heels and marching away. Byka moved closer to Azlenr. “He will contact the Prefect.” He said.


“Let him.” Azlenr hissed. “The Prefect put me in charge of this operation because he knows this close to the border we need to be careful and precise. Marsin is a vicious animal, a shock trooper. Nothing more. He knows nothing but how to kill those who cannot defend themselves. The Bontawillians are no threat to our people. Whoever is out there is a threat.” He looked at Byka. “I want your scouts ranging out ten kilometers in every direction from each settlement. Full combat gear and make sure they have adequate armor support. We must find these Durcunusaan before they strike again.”


Byka nodded. “As you order.”


Azlenr nodded. “Issue your orders and then meet me back at my command post. I have some things I wish to discuss.”


“One hour.” He said.


Azlenr nodded and began to walk away.


Byka moved forward into the cockpit of the DAGGER Transport and motioned with his head at the male co-pilot. The Kavalian pilot got up quickly and moved around the bulk of his commanding General as Byka settled into the seat and looked across at his daughter who was adjusting one control or another.


“Kameka?” He spoke softly unsure of what to say. 
Byka’Caleo was a very traditional Kavalian except when it came to his daughter. His three sons served proudly within his Pride’s Division of troops, each leading battalions of cloned and normal Kavalian troops. They were well thought of by their men because like their father, they did not needlessly throw away lives to accomplish a mission. He also knew that they each had secretly schooled their younger sister in things that she was not allowed to know because like their father, they cared for her. Byka’Caleo was among the many senior Pride Leaders who accepted the laws of their people but did not necessarily agree with them. He had been mated to the same woman for nearly seven centuries now and she had given him five strong children. His oldest son he had lost in a transport crash before Kameka had ever been born while Kameka was the image of her mother with her exotic, sultry looks and her large dark eyes, she reminded him of his oldest son in many ways. 

What many people who were not Kavalian didn’t know was that they were not always as callous and violent. At least not those who were over five hundred years of age and could recall their lives before Keleru had begun to implement so many changes. They remembered a time when it was better. Yes… their females were considered second class citizens, but not every male Kavalian felt this way. Many were different men behind the doors of their homes with their women and most of those same men hated having to hide it because of the ones who embraced Keleru’s ideals and laws. Byka felt as Azlenr did. The core of the Kavalian people was beginning to fracture. First Athani’Puat defecting and finding a future with a Prince of the Union. Then Pian’Nruarani had truly begun it by stealing away Keleru’s daughter from Pusintin and then his entire Pride disappearing into the unknown. They had cracked the center and as more time passed without change, Byka believed it would all come crumbling down.

“Did you know he would be on this operation Papa?” Kameka asked as she turned to look at him.

Byka let out a heavy sigh and nodded. He would not lie to her, not after all she had suffered and endured. “Yes. I did not think you would ever need to see him and that is why I did not tell you. What happened today was not something we were prepared for.”

“I… I want to skin him papa.” Kameka said softly. “I want to cut his cock from his body and make him suffer as much as he made me suffer.”

Byka looked at her, seeing the fire in her eyes. “You can not!” He hissed. “He deserves whatever horrors you would inflict upon him Meka…” He spoke referring to the nickname he had given to her as a child. “But I could not protect you then! I do not wish to lose you Meka! Your mother does not wish to lose you!”

Kameka leaned forward and placed her head against the instrument panel gently. “I… I will never know what mother shares with you Papa. You show her tenderness and love that our younger generation does not understand. No man wants me because of what he did to me. They can’t even stand to look at me Papa.”

“Meka…” Byka spoke.

She looked at him. “All of them want to fuck me!” She snarled. “But none of them will even consider me as something more than a whore. This is the word that Marsin has put out! This is what he tells everyone who will listen! This is the curse I have!”

“Kill him… kill him Meka and he wins.” Byka told her. She turned to look at him. “If you kill him… then I can not protect you. You will throw away everything that you have gained from the horrors he perpetrated upon you. His day of reckoning will come daughter… he will answer for his crimes… but it will be all the sweeter for you when that day comes if it is you who is still standing at the end.”

Kameka stared at her father’s face, his dark fur smooth and well groomed. He had always been handsome to her and the look in his eyes had always been able to sooth her. A small smile played across her lips. “Mother always said you were handsome Papa.” She said softly.
Byka chuckled softly then. “Your mother settled for my ugly hide.” He stated. “Had she held out for another…?” Byka looked at her and took her hand. “Your mother deserves more Meka. You deserve more. I will give you more daughter. And you will have your vengeance. All I ask is that you remain patient.”

Kameka nodded slowly. “I have always trusted you Papa.” She said. “That will not change now. Never.”

Byka nodded and rose from the seat. “I have sent the orders to the men. Take us to Azlenr’s command post Meka.”

Kameka nodded as he moved into the back of the DAGGER and she immediately began her preflight sequence. She believe her father, believed him deep down, but she would also have her vengeance one day and she prayed every day that she would find a man who could look past her disfigurement and allow her to know love.
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“…ready to pull out at a moment’s notice.” Andro was speaking to the others at the makeshift command post inside his STRIKER. “We have to assume they could find us before Sa'sur returns with the reinforcements and I want three backup sites marked and distributed to everyone in case we get scattered.”


Sa'roh nodded her head. “I will see to that.” She said. “I am almost finished mapping the entire planet using remote signals from the satellites and current maps of the colony.”


Andro nodded. “The OP last night went off perfectly. Dorian and Haridl were able to get into the armory and speak with Robaran.” Andro looked up as Cletus led another Durcunusaan troop forward. “Cletus?”

“Phylearch​​​​​​​​​​​​ Daeo Milord.” Cletus answered motioning to the tall and powerfully built Durcunusaan troop. “He was off duty when we departed and he came down with the Spartan company. I have assigned him as your personal guard until Jomann arrives. It is his first trip out since completing his Durcunusaan training.”


“A wet nose.” Dantio spoke with a grin.


“Not so wet Dantio.” Cletus was quick to point out. “Alba Tau, Seventh Spartan Recon Brigade. Sixteen missions… three decorations for valor and two for injuries received. He may be young… but he has done his time.”


Dantio looked at the young man once more and nodded his head slowly. Alba Tau had become the measure of a modern Lycavorian Spartan. The Evolli War was five years long, but the battle at Alba Tau had involved nearly a full third of the Union’s ground forces during that war and the Evolli had made it hell for anyone on that foul planet. Over half the Union ground casualties from the entire war had come during that four month long battle on that cesspool, and no one had come away without scars. The Evolli had laid every trap known to exist in order to kill them; they had ambushed the Union forces at every turn, the heat and humidity making it virtually impossible to detect scents unless they were incredibly strong. Everyone knew of Andro and his father and what they had done at the beginning of that encounter and not one single Lycavorian Spartan had shrunk from battle after that day. Many had even visited the site of that one battle to draw their inspiration from it. It had been left untouched after the bodies and the survivors had been taken away, but it was as if every soldier who went there could visualize each and every charge the Evolli made. They could almost see the blood as it was spilled, feel the blows of weapons and the burning of Evolli as the dragons fought. The Evolli had thrown nearly seven thousand men at their position throughout the night, another three thousand at the position that General Simpson and his son had held only six hundred meters away. It was said that the screams of the dying could be heard for hundreds of meters across the valley floor that night.

There had been many battles over the course of the four months it took for Union forces to dig the Evolli out of their holes, but that holding action by Andro and Martin Leonidas, by General Simpson and a few others, that had set the stage for the rest of the fight. No quarter was shown or given to the Evolli, and when all was said and done, Alba Tau had broken the backs of the Evolli war effort. Very few men and women who had fought on that planet returned, even after a monument to those who fell was officially erected. No matter their reasoning behind it, no one who had fought at Alba Tau had come away the same person as they were when it had begun and the vast majority of them were Andro’s age or slightly older. This had formed a bond with the millions of older Spartans across the Union who had fought the High Coven for so long. A bond of understanding and camaraderie that would never be broken. Those who had graduated from their Agoges and entered into service since that battle could not understand why no one spoke of that place. 

The men and women who fought there had left too many of their friends on that planet and all of them had left a piece of themselves there as well.  


“Avoi. Aladore camerra jar Fervon rie vada Saan.” Dantio spoke instantly moving to the side in order for Daeo to move up beside him. (Amen. Welcome among us Brother of the Blood)

Andro looked at the young man and nodded his head slowly. Daeo appeared to be about his age, perhaps a year or two younger, but his rank also spoke of skill enough to reach it so young. No rank within the Union military was easy to get and while he held the rank of Admiral, Andro had worked hard and relentlessly to insure that he did everything he could to prove he deserved that rank. Daeo was easily as tall as his Uncle Danny’s six foot four and equally as ripped as any Spartan under his new Mark V ArmorPly body armor. His exposed skin was a light caramel color, his hair nothing more than dark stubble on his head. He sported a rough growth of a beard and mustache since facial hair was allowed and sometimes even expected within the Union, but his dark eyes were bright and full of intelligence. He looked at Androcles. 

“Milord Prince.” He stated proudly.


Andro held up his hand and waggled his finger. “None of that sibfla.” He stated firmly. “Alba Tau earned you the right to call me by my name.”


Daeo looked quickly at Cletus and then Dantio. Both men nodded and Cletus moved up on his opposite side. “You will see Daeo. Operating with Andro is more than unusual in many respects. Wait until Jomann arrives. Then we will see some real action.”


Dorian chuckled. “Unusual and insane.” He stated. “But who’s keeping track of silly things like that?”


That brought chuckles from everyone and Andro elbowed his brother in the gut before looking at Haridl. Dantio grinned. “And it is rubbing off on Dorian as well.” He stated.

“Continue Haridl.” Andro said shaking his head with a smile.

Haridl leaned forward. “Puma Bane troops had him before he was turned over to this Kavalian General. He was severely beaten by those nubous butchers but the Kavalians at the armory have treated his wounds as best as they were able. I slipped him a vial of my blood to speed the process. Not enough to fully heal him outwardly, but enough to repair anything inside. They will believe it is just his own healing factor. We have two names now. A General Azlenr’Macoe and General Byka’Caleo.” 


“Your blood?” Andro asked her though he already suspected the answer as the reason Haridl had been acting as she had.


Haridl met his eyes without any embarrassment in the least. “He has… he has taken my blood before Milord.” She said.


Andro nodded as her words confirmed what he already knew. “Very well.”


Sa'roh’s hands moved across the chart table and the pictures of the two men came up so they all could see. “Both of these men are senior Kavalian Generals Andro. This General Azlenr is apparently in overall command if what Robaran told Haridl is accurate and this General Byka commands his front line division.”


“Composition?” Andro asked.


“They are mainly a Hover Mech Division.” Sa'roh replied. “Our jacket on these men is very thick. They were responsible for more victories against the High Coven on the ground than any other Kavalian officers. And they did it without suffering the same amount of casualties.” She adjusted the images to include several more. “Byka’Caleo commands his lead division; the second one is commanded by a relatively new officer but one loyal to Azlenr’Macoe. The third is primarily support and is commanded by Azlenr’s oldest son. A much higher mix of Kavalian clone troops and pure Kavalian officers than other mainstream Kavalian divisions too. There does not seem to be any difference in how this Azlenr and Byka treat the clones, unlike most other Kavalian units.”


“So these men don’t use them for cannon fodder Sa'roh?” Vari asked.


Sa'roh shook her head. “Not if our Intel is accurate.” She answered. “Their two Prides have been working together for the better part of five hundred years near as we can determine. The Krypteria believes they are very close friends and have many of the same ideals.” She looked at Andro. “They are two of the more moderate Kavalians in their beliefs.”


Andro nodded his head. “Their actions make sense then. This close to the border they don’t want to make many waves. I imagine they wanted nothing more than to get in quiet and unseen. The civilians?”


Haridl shook her head. “They had nothing to do with that.” She stated quickly. “Robaran heard the Kavalian troops talking in the armory. Apparently the Puma Bane Commander is the one who ordered that. This pleasant gentlemen.” She adjusted the chart table to include another photo. “Major Marsin’Jiate. A real Prince... pardon the pun. According to information given to us by General Pian on Puma Bane officers before he left… this Marsin is a violent and cold ronnus. Likes to kill and has no qualms about having civilians murdered.”

Dantio grinned. “Then he’s bound to be upset about finding so many of his boys dead this fine morning.” He said.


Andro smiled. “I just bet he is.” He said. “What about their armor?”


Sa'roh adjusted the screen once more. “Aside from the Scout Cars you saw earlier, it appears they are keeping their armor at the northern settlement. If the satellite feed is accurate I estimate two brigades of T12 CHAOS Tanks with a full battery of their R9 Plasma Artillery per brigade.”


“Seems kind of short for taking a planet?” Cletus said.


“A Bontawillian colony.” Daeo spoke for the first time. “They will not land their full load out for such an operation. The Bontawillians may like to call their forces an army and a fleet but they are truly no more than Border militia… albeit well trained border militia.”


Andro nodded. “Daeo is right. Which means the rest of their tanks and such are still in orbit. Probably prepped for landing should they need them?”

Dantio nodded. “That’s a good bet.” He said.

“Sa'roh… burst Sa'sur a coded message.” Andro said. “I want the Kavalian troop ships and the DIATAGAs targeted and destroyed first when they jump back in. The DIATAGAs won’t get near the planet so they must be carrying the remainder of the armor.”

Sa'roh nodded. “Done.”

“I dispatched teams to each settlement while we were gone last night.” Andro said. “They are to provide forward recon of the area and my orders were to exfil if the Kavalians got too close. They don’t seem to be interested in moving out of their areas to the rest of the planet so we should be safe here for the time being.”

“They won’t stay like that Andro.” Cletus spoke. “Not after we hit the second Puma Bane site tonight.”

Andro nodded. “I know… but between the STRIKERs and KADENs sensors, we’ll have plenty of warning if they get too close to us here.” He held up his hand before any of them spoke. “To be safe… the three topside mounts on the STRIKERs have been converted to ground to air missiles. Sa'roh also had heavy guns set up on top of the KADENs. Unless they come at us in force we’ll be fine.”

“Robaran said that quite a large number of civilians managed to get out of the settlements before the Kavs got full control.” Haridl told them. “Should we try and make contact with them Andro?”

“Eight three person teams have already departed with pre-plotted areas to sweep.” Andro answered instantly. “Sa'roh arranged for one of the KADENs to put each of them down within ten kilometers of the settlements. Their orders are to avoid contact and search for any civilians that got out. If they find some… move to a PZ and call for pick up. Bring them here. I don’t want them wandering around out there stumbling all over and possibly getting us caught with our dicks in our hands as my father says.” Andro looked at Sa'roh his face turning slightly red. “Sorry.”

Sa'roh and Haridl laughed. “While the image of you holding your dick in your hand is quite appealing Milord…” Sa'roh spoke with a wicked twinkle in her eye. “I don’t think Sadi or the others would appreciate it.”
Andro laughed. “No they would not.” He answered.

“And I have seen these characters with their dicks in their hands Andro.” Haridl added. “I wasn't impressed.”

“That’s not what Robaran said.” Vari exclaimed.

Haridl looked at him with a grin. “I wasn’t speaking about him you fool. He is very nicely equipped thank you.”

Andro shook his head. “Alright.” He said ending the banter back and forth. “Sa'roh… impress upon our people the need for them to remain below three hundred feet. They may be Shrouded… but there is no reason to give the Kavalians any hiccups on their sensors that could let them know we are coming.”

“They are aware… but I will remind them.” She stated.

“Any idea on where this ronnus is?” Andro asked tapping on the screen to Marsin’s photo.

“The main Puma Base detachment seems to be within the western settlement near the spaceport.” Sa'roh answered pointing at the map. “Here.”

“He doesn’t strike me as someone who would be at one of the camps.” Dantio spoke.

“So he leads like most Kavalians.” Daeo said. “From the rear with the gear.” Andro looked at him with wide eyes and laughed. Daeo grinned now and shrugged. “I was born and raised in Sparta Milord. Your father’s and General Simpson’s euphuisms are well known as you know.”

“Where?” Andro asked him.

“Half a kilometer from The Acropolis sire.” Daeo answered.
Dantio mocked rolling his eyes. “Son vada carians… your kind is popping up all over the place!” He spat playfully.

Daeo smiled. “The pace in Sparta is much slower Dantio. Our parents have more time to make babies.”

Dantio looked at him. “They need to start making them prettier.” He said with a grin. “You ain’t exactly Casanova boy.”

Daeo looked at him confused. “Casanova? Who is this Casanova?”

This caused everyone to break out laughing and Dantio slammed his hand down on Daeo’s shoulder. “Let me educate you boy.” He said.

Haridl pulled back from the table. “Oh boy. Here we go.” She stated. “It’s like the blind leading the blind.”

ARC ROYAL

FEBRUARY 4TH, 0700 EST

THREE HOURS POST JUMP NINETEEN
“AHHHHHHHH! Marrrtinnnn!” 

Anja’s cry of orgasmic delight echoed among the walls of their bedroom and her head dropped to Dysea’s heaving abdomen as Martin’s powerful aura swarmed around them and his hot seed filled her womb. Her teeth clenched together and she gripped Dysea’s hands as the third staggering orgasm this morning coursed through her unchecked and she quivered in bliss. Martin’s large hands were filled with her breasts, his face buried in the back of her neck as he pressed his hips tightly against her ass cheeks, keeping his throbbing organ buried within her. She felt his powerful body begin to collapse onto her back, his huge manhood deeply buried within her, emptying his essence into her womb. 
Isabella and Cirith had taken Aricia with them to Muton’s ship to have her show them certain skills within Mindvoice that would be able to assist them. For'mya had met with Endith and Tina early to tweak the flight schedule, leaving just Anja and Dysea in bed with Martin when they woke. Neither Anja or Dysea had expected anything to happen after a glorious previous night, but after over twenty-five years together they should have known better. His growl of desire was their first sign and then Dysea succumb to his attentions without so much as a whimper of reluctance. Not that she really wanted to not be on the receiving end of her Nauta Melme’s wonderful touch. 
Then it had been Anja’s turn as Martin mounted her from behind as she so loved and she feasted on her beautiful elven lover as Martin pounded her from behind. He knew it was her weakness and she never lasted long when he took her in that way. He reached so far inside her petite body in this position that it overwhelmed her senses very quickly. This morning was no different as her head dropped to Dysea’s abdomen and she shuddered within the grasps of an amazing multiple orgasm. As he finally lowered himself to her back Anja licked Dysea’s sweetness from her lips and she cooed in unabashed delight. Dysea’s fingers were wrapped within Anja’s Persian red hair and her breathing was labored from Anja’s divine attentions. Anja knew just how to set Dysea off in such a way that she would leave her weak kneed and wanting more of her long Hadarian tongue. And Dysea always collected. They had gotten much closer on this trip, back to how they were when it was just the two of them with Martin before Aricia joined them. Those were some amazing nights together and they thoroughly enjoyed reliving them.
As Martin’s lips nuzzled the back of her ear and her neck sending tremors of delight racing through her, his cock still maddeningly hard within her, Anja shivered in wondrous happiness. She lifted her head, leaving a trail of butterfly kisses across Dysea’s powerful and exceedingly moist lower abdomen as she did, and turned her head slightly to the side to look at Martin.

“Gods… you are an insatiable pig!” She hissed the words. “You… you know I can’t resist when you take me like that!”
Martin chuckled behind her ear and used his hips to push her forward. Not only did it serve to cause Anja to gasp in residual delight as she felt him still deeply inside her, she slid up further on Dysea’s body until she was sandwiched between her much taller lovers.

“But you love me don’t me?” Martin whispered in her ear as his fangs nibbled on her ear lobe.

Anja couldn’t help but lean in to the nibble with ardor. “Carians yes!” She gasped as Dysea watched her face twist into idyllic enchantment and Martin took her chin in his hand leaning his head over to the side to catch her soft lips in a breath stealing kiss, tasting Dysea on Anja’s lips and deepening their kiss even further.

Dysea also felt the power of her Nauta Melme’s aura as he encircled both of them with it. He had not shielded any portion of his aura from them since Curila 6, all of them feeling every ounce of the alpha he was. It was almost too much for Anja, For'mya and Cirith to endure but he always wrapped their minds within a unique cocoon that allowed them to keep their wits about them and experience the full power of his aura on them. Now they all could feel what only she and Aricia had been able to feel for so long and it had only brought them that much closer together. As their lips parted and Martin’s changed eyes fell on her, Dysea knew what was coming. He leaned even further forward and captured Dysea’s lips in a similar sizzling kiss, one hand slipping under the back of her neck to hold her head and bring her closer to him as Anja’s fingers stroked the outsides of her breasts.
Anja groaned in disappointment as Martin shifted his body to the side so as not to bury her under his muscular bulk and his now softening cock slipped from inside her. That groan turned to a moan as she felt him draw her close against his chest and rest half his body on the bed while the other half remained on her and Dysea. Anja was still somewhat pinned, but she could stay like this forever for all she cared.

“Gods lover… you are wearing us out.” Anja stammered.

“Just think Melyanna… this is what our retirement will be like.” Dysea spoke playfully.

“You will be my hobby.” Martin spoke as he kissed Anja’s shoulder softly.

“Your hobby?” Anja gasped in mock indignation. Martin chuckled and nuzzled the back of her ear firmly. “Ooohhhhhh! Stop that!”

“My hobby will be one hundred and one ways to turn you to jelly.” Martin whispered in her ear before nibbling it.

Anja couldn’t help the tremble that rippled through her and she smiled in enjoyment. “Well… when you… when you put it that way.” She stuttered.

Dysea laughed and slid a little lower on the bed bringing her face to Anja’s and kissing her. “I for one can not wait for that day to come.” She gasped as she broke the kiss.

“Yum. Yum.” Martin tickled her cheek with his nose and Anja burst out laughing now.

“Christ Marty… where did the yum yum thing come from.” Anja blurted out. “You’ll need to come up with something better than that to get into my panties.”

Martin grinned. “Ok… how bout this?” He hit her with a half power pulse of his aura and Anja hissed in wondrous abandon.

“Ahhh! You… you are so evil.” She exclaimed with a smile.

The COM unit on their bedside buzzed drawing all of them from their reverie and Dysea reached back with her hand to touch the console. “Audio only.” She spoke. “Receive.”

“Anja?” Duewa’s voice filled their room. “Anja are you there?”
Anja sighed and lifted her face from Dysea’s abdomen. “I’m… I’m here Duewa.” She answered. Martin leaned over and nibbled her ear again and Anja slapped at his hip with her hand. “Stop that!” She gasped.

Dysea couldn’t help but let the small laugh escape and they all heard Duewa snicker in a knowing way. “When you… when you can pull yourself away Anja… there is something you need to see in the Med Bay.” She spoke with some humor in her voice. “And you can bring Martin with you as well.”

“I’ll be down in…” Anja felt Martin inch closer and his hands reached around to cup her full breasts. “Marty… for fuck’s sake you need too…” Martin rolled her over more quickly than Anja was prepared for and covered her protesting lips with his own as Dysea laughed once more. “Mmmmppppfff!” Anja’s dissent was quickly smothered. 
Dysea’s emerald eyes sparkled as Anja melted into the kiss. “Duewa… we will be down in thirty minutes.” She spoke.

Dysea heard Duewa laugh very quietly on the COM for she had experienced with Thoti exactly what Anja was experiencing, only about an hour earlier this morning. “Thirty minutes is fine Dysea. Just make sure she gets here.” She answered. “I’ll be waiting.”

As the COM signal blinked out Dysea quickly scooted closer and leaned close to their kissing lips and she groaned in happiness as Martin’s lips left Anja’s and caught hers. And then they were all somehow sharing their tongues in a threesome kiss that managed to make them laugh at the awkwardness of it.

Martin’s arms pulled both of them tighter and he rested his head on Anja’s breasts as he tucked Dysea’s face to his neck and Anja tried to wrapped her arms around both of them. They would lay like that for ten minutes before rising and preparing to begin their day. 


Duewa turned in her chair exactly thirty-seven minutes later as the door to the Med Bay opened and Anja and Dysea both jumped through the doorway slapping Martin’s hands away while holding mugs of coffee and tea in their hands. Duewa grinned as Martin came in holding his own mug of coffee, his dark eyes bright. Duewa had been studying with Thoti every free moment about being able to catalogue scents and file them to her memory. Even though she could detect the scent of soap and water, she still was able to pick up the unmistakable aroma of sex still embedded in their scents and their blood. She smiled to herself, for it had been a very active night for her and Thoti as well. While they missed their sons terribly, having just the two of them together on this trip had been a godsend for Duewa. She was learning and growing as a female wolf and to say she was happier than she had ever been would be an understatement. Their walk from the mess lounge must have been quite the entertainment for the crew as they witnessed their playful antics.

“Yum. Yum.” Duewa heard Martin whisper softly as they approached.


Anja shook her head. “Gostin!” She hissed as she looked at Duewa.


“Malda.” Dysea agreed now.


“More like totally off his rocker.” Anja commented and then she smiled at Duewa. “Good morning.” She said stepping forward and kissing Duewa’s cheek.


“Good morning.” Duewa spoke with a smile. “I see it is contagious this morning.” She said. “I practically had to beat Thoti away to get out the door of our quarters.” A few months ago Duewa would never have commented on her sex life or her husband to anyone, let alone in public. Since being turned however, Duewa had come to accept the openness of Lycavorian sexuality. It was part of their culture, part of who they were and Duewa found herself beginning to enjoy that new part of herself.

Dysea leaned over and kissed her cheek as well. “It must be an Alpha thing today.” She said with a grin.


Martin moved behind Dysea and let his fingers craze her perfect ass causing her to jump in surprise. “Maybe.” He stated as he leaned over and kissed Duewa’s cheek as well. “Good morning Duewa.”


“Martin.” She said with that ever present smile.


Anja leaned against the desk and looked at her. Duewa was a woman that not so long ago she couldn’t stand. At one point she hated her for what she had done. That all changed the day Duewa saved the lives of Retta and Calyb and kept them from being kidnapped by Duewa’s mother Buonau. The day she became wolf and entered into a world that she had fallen in love with. It was kind of hard to hate her then, and over the past weeks they had become very good friends. It was always wonderful to have someone around who could understand what you were saying, and Duewa could talk shop with Anja on her best day. Though she did not have Anja’s raw power or the ability to draw from the life around her to use her healing abilities, she was probably within the top ten of Hadarian Healers within the Union now and free of her mother’s manipulation Duewa had come into her own.


“What’s up?” Anja asked her.


“I think we may have a problem.” Duewa said as she came to her feet.


Anja perked up now as she watched Duewa moved to one medical computer and take a data pad from the desk. “A problem concerning?” She asked.


Duewa came back over to her and held out the data pad. “A problem concerning our dead guests.” Duewa answered. 


“What about them?” Anja asked.


“One of them is not so dead anymore.” Duewa stated.


Martin now came to full attention. “Come again?”


Duewa motioned with her hand and led them into another section of the ARC ROYAL’s Med Bay that was used for Research. There were two small but secure, floor to sealing rooms with thick and very unbreakable polyglass that could be raised and lowered. Both of them were lit up with the bodies of the creatures on the beds, each one covered by a single sheet and one of the rooms with the polyglass up and locked into place. This body also was not covered completely by the sheet.


“Remember I told you I was going to run a Electrosanitizer Screening and then filter that through the DNA micro analyzer.” Duewa said to Anja. “Well… I did that. I set it up to run last night and this is what came back this morning. That’s also why our guest is now in there and not the freezer.”


Anja’s eyes were wide as she looked at the pad. “Nubous Lae!” She exclaimed.


Duewa nodded her head. “Almost exactly what I said. Thoti thought I had gone crazy when he heard me say it.”


“Someone want to let us less intelligent medical individuals in on the secret?” Martin said as he sipped his coffee. “Meaning me of course Melda Min.”

Dysea smiled. “I have no idea what they just said either Nauta Melme.” She stated.


Anja turned to look at the creature. “It’s regenerating Marty!” She gasped. “It’s still alive and it’s regenerating!”


Marti turned his head to the side and began coughing as his coffee went down the wrong tube and he came to his feet. “What?” He managed to spit out as he wiped his mouth. “That thing is still alive?”


“It is in a very deep coma… but yes.” Duewa said. 


“Duewa… we put seven holes in that thing point blank!” Martin nearly shouted. He glanced at Anja. “I told you to let me cut their heads off!”

Duewa nodded and moved in front of the polyglass turning back to look at him. “Yes you did Martin. However… I also discovered that this creature’s outward appearance is not its natural form.”


“Come again?” Martin asked.


“Mutative Meiosis!” Anja spoke in a hushed voice.


Duewa nodded. “Yes. On a molecular level.” She continued. “This creature’s entire base DNA structure has been rewritten Anja. The Micro Analyzer detected seven thousand different chromatins and signs of homologous recombination.”


Martin shook his head. “Homo what?” He spat.


Anja looked at her. “You are certain Duewa? You confirmed the data?” Anja shook her head. “That was a stupid question. Of course you confirmed it.” She stated. “What about Allele count? Mutagen detection?”


“Whatever it is… it is not airborne or active for that matter.” She spoke. “It’s a contact mutagen from what I can tell… and it ceased to be effective the moment this one was killed and this one’s body shut down. We are in no danger.”


“Hello!” Martin barked. “Lost. Hanging out here in left field with no idea what you are talking about! Help!” 


Anja turned to look at him. “Duewa is saying that this creature used to be something else lover. A different… a different species.”


Martin turned and looked at the creature through the glass. “What species?” He asked.


Duewa shook her head. “That is something we will probably never know. We don’t have any base genetic material to go by to compare it.” She glanced through the polyglass again before turning back to him. “It doesn’t match anything in the ship’s database and nothing that I have ever seen.”


Anja was paging down on the data pad and nodded. “Nothing like I’ve ever seen before either.”


“There’s something else Anja. Two things really.” Duewa said. “I ran the same baseline on the creature that is still dead. You are not going to believe what I found.”


Anja looked up at her tone of voice. “We aren’t going to like this are we?” She said.


Duewa shook her head. “Probably not.” She answered. She moved to the second small room that held the second body. “If my tests are accurate…” She turned back around to face Martin and the others. “This disgusting thing here… it has the same basic chromatin structure as a Lycavorian.” She saw Martin’s eyes go wide. “And I’ve detected base Pralor genetic code in its cells as well.”


Iama’Juturi kept glancing up at the men and women moving through the mess line, her light green eyes searching for only one individual. Four days had passed since the incident on Twelve Alpha, and still the words echoed within her. It was not something she had heard in regards to her ever in her life. Her Pride had given her away with barely a pause, her family disowning her when the biogenic treatments did not fully succeed and she was left with her tail. They did not even try to keep her from being tossed away so callously and sent to Nefoa as a whore for the soldiers there. Iama had seen the true beast within her people then and instead of breaking her as it did so many other Kavalian females, it changed her. It made her hardened to events around her. She was willing to do anything sexually to get off Nefoa in the hopes of making an escape, and she had succeeded after a fashion. The Lycavorian King’s attack on the outpost she had been sent to was a blessing from the gods that Iama thought had abandoned her. She now had what she had always desired. Freedom and a future. Even in just the few short weeks she had been among these Lycavorians she discovered her skills were very well received when it came to managing and cooking the meals they ate. No soldier, no matter the species, could deny they wanted good food to eat while deployed. It was a natural thing. What her mother had taught her was now paying dividends that she had never imagined. That she was actually using a skill she loved and in charge of the entire operation on a Lycavorian ship was beyond anything she could have dreamed. The entire crew of the ARC ROYAL were more than friendly to her in every way, treating her not as an enemy but as ally and to a number of elven and Lycavorian females she was fast becoming a friend. This treatment was not something she had expected at first, at least not until she had been among them for several weeks and came to realize they were nothing like what her people thought. 

There were many handsome Lycavorian men on this ship and despite her background, which was not secret unfortunately; all of them had treated her with respect. Iama recognized the many lustful stares she sometimes got but the many rumors she had heard about how Lycavorians treated their females were all true. While the male crewmembers had given her enticing looks and coy words, none of them had pressed her very far to pursue something. Iama knew that while they found her attractive, and they knew her history, her tail gave them pause. Most of them anyway. There were several who did not seem to care about her meter and a half long tail and since the events on Twelve Alpha, Iama noticed they were becoming less reserved around her. She was a woman and she knew when a man wanted her and though Iama wanted to, she held back. She had no intention of becoming the ship’s resident slut though she doubted that is what would happen on this ship. The next man who took her into his bed was the man she would remain with for the remainder of her life. The man that would be the father of her children and the man who would love her breathless every day. Iama was not stupid in any way, and she knew without question she wanted the boy/prince. Not because of his actions on Twelve Alpha in saving her life, but because her body reacted just being close to him. The manner of his birth and upbringing gave her pause however. She feared he would be like the many clone soldiers she had to endure on Nefoa. A child in the body of a man with no presence of mind at what he was doing aside from killing and trying to fuck her harder and longer than the last clone.

He hadn’t eaten in the main mess lounge since the mission, avoiding her at every turn after she had called him a stupid child for his actions, even as he returned her lost data pad to her. He had saved her life and she had berated him in front of others, embarrassing him. He had been born using the Kavalian accelerated growth hormones and Iama had seen the results of their work. The majority of the Cloned soldiers she had been forced to bed with were nothing more than rutting animals with the minds of children. They looked at her with nothing more than lust in their eyes and they were less than gentle at times. She had expected him to be the same and given her new freedom she was not about to accept his lewd stares or actions. The only problem with that was he did not look at her with feral lust in his dark eyes, nor did he treat her as an object. From the first time she had seen him on Twelve Alpha and discovered who he was Iama had wrongly assumed he was the same.


You are not worth losing over some data pad! 

He had spoken those words to her just after placing himself in extreme danger to save her from those disgusting creatures. He had not hesitated for even an instant and the look in his dark eyes as he protected her was something that Iama had never seen in a man’s eyes before. For a fleeting moment, Iama had actually felt wanted and special. That look remained even after they returned to the ship, but seconds after she berated him when he returned her pad, it was gone. Iama didn’t truly understand the concept of Mindvoicing, or how someone could be bonded to a dragon with their minds. She had not experienced it until coming to be among the King and the others. She watched them with their dragons and how they acted. They regarded them as family and dear friends and she could now tell when they were speaking to them within that realm she didn’t understand. Being among them for this time had all but erased the inbred fear she had for them, but she did not go out of her way to be near them either.
Iama glanced up and her eyes opened wider as several bodies shifted out of her line of sight and she saw him. He was sitting at a table within the lounge near the door with his sister and the huge Kavalian she knew was his sister’s husband and mate now. Their union had been the talk of the ship before Twelve Alpha, and for the last three nights she had had to listen as her friends kept discussing Fedor Leonidas and what they would do to him in bed. She was silent and only replied when asked a direct question about him, but knowing that so many females also desired him made her very sad and very jealous. Iama blinked several times not understanding how he had passed her in the line and she had not seen him. Then she realized that his sister and Miseo must have gotten him a tray of food when they went through earlier. Iama stared at him from across the large room. He was reading from a data pad as he shoveled forkfuls of eggs and sliced meat into his mouth, Eirene and Miseo sitting beside him and whispering to one another as they shared a mug of coffee. He was sitting sideways to her and Iama could see he wore standard gray fleet fatigue pants and a dark gray t-shirt that conformed to his upper body like a second skin. She could just make out the bottom of the tattoo on his upper right arm and Iama blinked wondering what it looked like. Holstered to his right thigh was a K12 KM. It was the first time she had seen him in four days and Iama felt her heart flutter ever so slightly. Iama could not deny that he was gorgeous in every way, even more handsome than the Lycavorian men who had shown an interest in her, but he was still just like the cloned soldiers who had undergone the same type of accelerated growth. His mind was still that of a child’s. Wasn’t it? Julie had said they were no longer children… and though she didn’t really understand why, Iama wanted to know if that was true. 

Fedor paged down on his pad as he stuffed another mouthful of eggs and the delicious sliced meat into his mouth and began to chew. His personal pad was almost an exact duplicate of his MedwanGai’s pad. It was of Pralor design, nearly fifty more of the unique pads being discovered on SPARTA'S WRATH. His father had begun calling it a P1 and that designation had stuck with his mothers and the others of his family. Only seven were active outside his family to include his Uncle Danny. Andro had sent twenty of them to the ARC ROYAL in the last supply shipment before they had left the Alpha Quadrant. He and Eirene were still learning to use them because they were so much more advanced and could do so much more than a normal data pad. They were encoded to each individual user and no one else could access the information on them without authorization from the primary user in the form of a biometric scan of additional users added to its core data base. At the moment Fedor was accessing additional files added to the P1 by the Avatar Avi and his counterpart 341 before shipping them to the ARC ROYAL. His father had told Eirene and him of the hulking Avi and all he had learned from him through the years and Fedor wanted to meet him. 

Fedor had shown an incredible aptitude for engineering and building while Eirene had been blessed with inherent skills in piloting that no doubt came from their mother. The Chief Engineer of the ARC ROYAL, a grizzled and weathered human of nearly seventy years of age, had been allowing Fedor to poke around the ARC ROYAL’s engine design. The man knew a gifted engineer when he saw one and he had complemented Fedor many times on his ideas and encouraged him to continue in the field. Fedor had every intention of doing just that for he knew that they would not always be fighting in their lifetimes. He leaned over to his sister as his brow furrowed.

“Eirene… I can’t get the primary flow regulator to adjust for flow rate and temperature.” He stated lifting the pad to show her the engineering problem he was working on as part of his classes.

Eirene glanced over at the pad. “Did you compensate for the increased heat caused by Quantum induced fusion?” She asked.

Fedor hissed at himself. “Jeez! How stupid can I be?” He muttered as he tapped the pad. “That’s the first thing Wayonn taught us.”

Miseo grinned. “You should have seen me trying to complete the problems my father gave to me in regards to Aerodynamics and Magnetic Tri-Cobalt Inducer Systems. I thought I was going to pull my hair from my head.”

Fedor looked at him. “You don’t have a lot of hair to begin with Miseo.” He said with a smile.

Miseo chuckled. “How true.”

Fedor turned back to his pad but looked up when the shadow fell across the table. His heart skipped a beat when he saw her there and then her sweet kiwi scent began to swarm around him.

“Good morning.” Iama spoke softly as she stood there with her hands behind her back. They couldn’t see that her fingers were laced together and the whites of her knuckles were showing in anxiousness as she stood in front of him. “You… you have not taken your meals here in the main mess lounge these last few days. I was wondering why.”

Fedor looked at her, resisting the urge to scoop her into his arms and kiss her. He took a deep breath which didn’t help since her scent was heavy because she was so nearby. “Why would it matter where I eat?” He finally stammered out the words. 

“It is my job to insure that everyone eats healthy. The foods you eat directly affect how your mind matures.” Iama responded with the first thing that popped into her head. She mentally berated herself for saying something so stupid.

Fedor tore his eyes away from her angelic face and returned them to his P1. “I’m eating fine.” He hissed softly. 

“Julie Collins told me that you were the boy/prince while we were on Twelve Alpha. That you and your sister were birthed using Kavalian accelerated growth hormones.” Iama said trying to think quickly. “When we returned I told your mothers I would see to it that you ate healthy so that you are able to reach your full potential.” She motioned to the tray of food in front of him. “There are no fruits on your tray. The enzymes in fruits stimulate the growth of synaptic brain cells.”

“You don’t say.” Fedor spoke failing miserably at trying to push her scent out of his head. “I don’t like fruit.”
Iama’s brow furrowed. “Who does not like fruit?” She asked surprised. “Your sister seems to like fruit.” She said motioning to the half eaten orange colored apple on Eirene’s tray. “Perhaps you should take after her.”

Fedor looked up. “I don’t like fruit.” He stated again. “Now is there something else you wanted or can I get back to my studies?”

“I would be happy to help you.” Iama offered. “Rudimentary mathematics can be very taxing on developing brain cells of those who were born with the growth hormones.”

Fedor’s eyes grew a little wider. “Rudimentary mathematics?” He gasped. “Do… do you think I am stupid or something?”

Iama looked confused now. “The physical skills and aptitude always mature the fastest in Kavalian clones. They need to undergo months of rigorous schooling to be able to function even remotely like an adult.”

“And now I am a child as well as stupid.” Fedor snapped. 

“You are only weeks old.” Iama said. “I think that qualifies as still being a child. Why do you think I call you boy/prince?”


“Well… I guess that means I’m batting a thousand.” Fedor snapped unable to hide his anger any longer. “I’m stupid and a child. Great.” Fedor picked up his P1 as he got to his feet and looked at Eirene. “Pen gur men forn proir arande. Miseo.” (I will see you later sister.)


Eirene reached for her brother as he turned quickly and left the mess lounge. Her dark eyes glared at Iama now and she turned back to Miseo. 

“Miseo!” She gasped.

Miseo didn’t hesitate for her knew how tightly they were connected as twins. “Go! Go Eirene!” He spoke to her.


Eirene didn’t hesitate then and she bolted out of her chair and followed her brother. As she passed Iama her fangs flashed into existence and her eyes changed. “Upaee!” She growled as she moved by her.


Iama watched her exit and then turned her eyes back to Miseo as he rose and towered over her. “I am correct.” Iama said as he moved in front of her. “You should know I am correct better than most. You are Kavalian.”


Miseo looked at her. He was not angry at Iama, for she truly did not know or understand what he did about Eirene and Fedor or the effects of Mindvoice and Etheric abilities. Eirene had also told him that Iama’s kiwi scent called strongly for her brother. Miseo knew her background and knew she would not trust easily nor would she be able to find the strength to thank a man for saving her life after all she had endured.


Miseo finally nodded his head. “Yes… it’s true for the Kavalian clones.” He spoke. “Fedor and Eirene are not clones however Iama. The sooner you come to realize that the better.” He began to follow Eirene and stopped directly flanking Iama and turned his head. “You should know… the rudimentary mathematics you think he was working on…” Miseo waited until she turned to face him.


“Technically if he was in school… he would be in his second year at a higher university. The rudimentary mathematics you think he was studying… it was actually Phased Quantum Mechanics.” Miseo told her seeing her light green eyes go a little wider. “We are in a very different world now Iama'Juturi. Nothing is the same as you and I once knew it. I suggest you keep that in mind before insulting a Prince of the Lycavorian Union again.”


Iama stood there with wide eyes as Miseo turned and left the mess lounge.


“…Pralor?” Wayonn gasped. “Duewa… Duewa are you sure?” 

Duewa nodded her head looking at Wayonn and Helen who had now joined them. Also crowded into the medical bay now was Captain Akemi, Muton, Daniel Simpson and Julie Collins. “I’m very sure Val'istar.” She answered.

Wayonn looked at Anja. “Anja?”


Anja was leaning against one of the exam tables. “Duewa’s specialty is genetic Mutagens Wayonn. In some respects she’s even more knowledgeable than me in this field because I focus more on genetic restructuring. I would listen to her.”


Duewa looked at Anja and smiled inwardly. Her words let Duewa know that Anja trusted her fully. “I know it’s a lot to take in but…”


“How did this happen Duewa?” Helen asked standing beside her grandfather.


Duewa turned to the medical screen and brought up some scans. “Anja and I conducted thorough internal scans of these creatures over the past few days.”


“And one thoroughly disgusting internal physical exam.” Anja quipped.


Duewa nodded. “Yes… that is very true.” She adjusted the screen showing a holographic image of one creature’s head. “This tongue appendage that we witnessed them using is laced with microscopic needles.” She maximized the image and then they all could see the tiny needle like objects. Hundreds of them. “When it is fully inserted into a victim’s throat, these needles extend and begin injecting a toxin into the victim. It is a metabolic toxin of some kind, both a neuro venom to make their victims unable to move or fight them, and also a cellular mutagen. Essentially it begins to break down the molecular base of a victim’s DNA leaving it vulnerable to attack and manipulation.” Duewa adjusted the screen. “When the victim is docile… it then injects massive amounts of its own cells.”

“By raping them?” Julie asked softly.


Duewa nodded her head slowly. “It is the most effective way to introduce the volume of their own DNA needed to make this type of transformation into their victims. And it would not be pleasant.” She touched the screen again and it focused on the creature’s groin area. “Each of these creatures has two injection modules in their genitals. Very flexible and both nearly fourteen inches long.”


“The thing has two dicks?” Danny almost shouted. 


Julie looked at him. “Jesus Simpson… you have a one track mind.” She blurted causing all of them to smile.


“What?” Danny snapped. “That’s what she is saying! Isn’t it?”


Duewa held back her laugh and nodded. “Yes Daniel… in answer to your question.” She said. “As best as I am able to determine… the metabolic toxin makes their victims completely docile and unable to fight them. I don’t know if it affects their minds or not but from everything I can determine I would say the victims are fully aware of what is happening to them.”


“Then what?” Helen asked.


“Well… I can only estimate but…” She adjusted the screen once more. “Like this simulation here with each, for lack of a better term, orgasm, the creatures then flood the victims with their cells and DNA. These cells are highly aggressive and immediately begin to attack the now weakened cells of the victims. Once infected, the cellular mutation and rewrite begins and spreads incredibly fast.”


“Given what we see here, Duewa and I estimate that the transformation would only take twelve hours.” Anja spoke.


Martin looked at her quickly. “Our people Red?” He asked.


Anja shook her head. “None of them had time to inject the metabolic toxin into our people.” She answered.


“We’re keeping them under close observation Martin… but it appears these creatures need several moments before their tongue appendage seats fully and the needles extend.” Duewa said. “Thankfully they did not have that time.”


Wayonn moved to the polyglass enclosed room that held the dead creature. “And this one… this was a Pralor?” He asked.


Duewa nodded. “The victims seem to retain some strands of their core DNA within their mutated bodies. The Lycavorian cells are what made this one so hard to kill. Seven K12 rounds point blank.” Duewa said. “Those core strands are what matched within our database and that is why they were detected during the Electrosanitizer Screening. This was a Pralor, probably female, who was changed by a Lycavorian.”

Martin looked at him. “Wayonn… Anja and Duewa both agree that this was a Pralor who had been changed by a Lycavorian. I thought that only happened on Lycavore.”


Wayonn turned back to look at him. “To the best of my knowledge it was Martin.” He told him. “You must remember that this was a decision Sumar made. It is not something that we did normally on seeding missions. It was forbidden in fact to interact with an indigenous species of a planet. Sumar knew of the Scourge and what they were doing in Pralor space and…”


“The first war never really ended did it Wayonn?” Martin asked him softly.


Wayonn shook his head and looked at Martin. “Not really no. The Scourge only pulled back in order to reformulate their plans. The thousand years of peace that followed the end of the first war was nothing more than a ruse that our government told our people.” Wayonn looked at the creature in the exam room. “Our military, such as it was, encountered them over three dozen times during that thousand year respite. Each time a brief engagement was fought and then they retreated.”

“Wayonn…” Martin began. “Arzoal said there were other planets that the Pralors seeded with Lycavorians. Four to be exact, not including Lycavore or the Rothryn people which Andro and Denali have discovered.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “Your… our species… was perhaps the most versatile species we had ever encountered.” He spoke. “Your unique abilities allowed you to adjust to almost any environment.”


“I take it the Rothryn are one of those groups for sure then?” Martin asked.


Wayonn nodded again. “Given everything that Andro and Denali have discovered about them I would have to say yes. But I do not know for sure Martin. I was not privy to every decision made by the Pralor Science Division. Shiria would probably know since she left so much later after we did. SPARTA'S WRATH may even have files on it. Sumar was the Chief Elder Pralor… but even he was not allowed to know everything the Science Division did.”


“Why does the way you say that not give me fuzzy warm feelings Wayonn?” Anja asked softly.


Wayonn looked at her. “Why should it?” He asked gently. “We may have been very technologically advanced Anja but we were by no means perfect.”

All we need do is remember what Artre did to know that. Arzoal’s voice filled their heads from where she rested in the landing bay. All species are capable of terrible acts Anja and the Pralors were not exempt from such a thing.

“Point taken.” Anja said.


“Ok… I’m not going to let us get into a discussion of Pralor morality or the consequences of whatever they did in the past.” Martin spoke. “What I want to know is where this particular ugly came from.”


“Based on the structure of the few Lycavorian and Pralor DNA strands that I found I can estimate that the Lycavorian who turned this female was between two and three thousand years old.” Duewa told them. 


“And the Pralor?” Wayonn asked.


“Somewhere between five and six thousand. Closer to six thousand in fact.” Duewa answered.


“Six thousand?” Wayonn asked. “You are sure?”


Duewa nodded. “Yes reasonably sure. I used your cells as a reference.” She told him.


“Does that make a difference grandfather?” Helen asked him.


“Yes.” He answered. “Because of Pralor longevity… anyone under five hundred years of age was not allowed to be part of expeditions outside our charted space.” Wayonn replied to her question. Arzoal… this order had not changed when you departed correct? He reached out within Mindvoice so they all could hear him.

Arzoal’s answer was immediate. No it was still in effect. 
Wayonn looked at them and their confusion. “It allowed our younger generations to discover themselves and have families of their own before reaching out into the stars.” He explained to them. “Age determined how far they were allowed to range outside our space. Pralors over five hundred years and under ten thousand years were allowed free access to whatever missions they wanted no matter the distance. Over ten thousand years the limits began.”

Because of the knowledge they would have acquired in that time. Arzoal spoke.


“Keep the older Pralors back because of their knowledge and what they could teach.” Martin said nodding his head. “That makes sense. We do it too.”


Wayonn nodded. “I do not remember any missions that were slotted for…” He looked at Akemi. “We are still within the Delta quadrant as our charts indicate correct Akemi?”


Akemi nodded immediately. “Yes. Our next jump will take us out of Delta and put us in Echo. At least according to our charts. Once we clear echo… we’ll truly be in the unknown as far as our charts extend. Muton’s map only plots a course… it doesn’t give information on the space we will cross.” She answered. 


Wayonn looked at Martin. “We need to send this information to Shiria Martin.” He said. “She did not leave Pralor space until just under eleven thousand years ago. And she was a junior scientist within the Science Division. She may very well have this information. It may even be on SPARTA'S WRATH.”

Martin nodded his head. “Akemi… when do we do our next data dump to Dreamland?”


“Nine hours twenty-seven minutes.” Akemi answered instantly. “You know Ben is a stickler for precision.” She said.


“And he is the one that accepts all the dumps?” Martin asked.


Akemi nodded. “Personally.”


“Duewa… I want you and Anja to put all this information into a data packet that he can send to Shiria.” Martin said. “This stays within this room for right now understand?”


“Duewa and I want to keep the body of the dead one lover.” Anja said. “We may be able to learn a lot more with extended study.”


“I would like to assist them.” Wayonn spoke.


Martin nodded. “I’ll trust you two in that regard. No funky stuff you hear me?”


Duewa smiled. “Trust me Martin… I am not willing to endanger all I have discovered these last months over possible scientific discoveries. It’s not worth it.”


“What about this one that you say is still alive?” Muton spoke as he stood in front of the glass.


Martin looked at Duewa. “Duewa?”


“We don’t have any idea what species this one was before the transformation.” She stated. “We have nothing in our databases that comes close. The only thing I can determine is that it was bipedal like us. Aside from that… it is an unknown. Given what these things are capable of… if we keep it and it somehow manages to escape it could infect countless members of our crew before we even knew it was free. If that happened… we could lose hundreds.”

“Space it.” Julie spoke firmly.


Duewa looked at her and then back to Martin. “As much as my Hadarian blood calls for me to disagree with Julie… my Lycavorian blood tells me the same thing. I can take some additional samples from it… but then we need to vent it out an airlock Martin. It’s far too dangerous to keep onboard.”


Martin nodded and glanced at Anja who only smiled at him. “Do it.” He said. “I want it gone today. And slap a hazard buoy on it too… proximity activation… just to be safe.” He pushed off the table. “Wayonn… Helen… meet me in the landing bay with Arzoal. We need to have a talk.”


They watched Martin move to the door silently and exit the Medical Bay.


“Something tells me that ain’t going to be a pleasant talk.” Danny said softly leaning over to Julie.


Julie looked up at him. “You got that sense too huh?” She watched as Wayonn and Helen exited the Medical Bay with Muton. “You know Danny… this trip just keeps getting better and better.”


“It ain’t just a job…” Danny said.


“It’s a fucking adventure!” They both spoke at the same time.

PRIDE OF PUMAS

PUSINTIN’S COMMAND SHIP

FOUR DAYS BEHIND ARC ROYAL
0730 HRS, EST 


“…hoping you might consider allowing me to utilize the services of this Hadarian wench you have on board Marshall.” Koguth’Juturi stood in front of his chair in the conference room of Pusintin’s ship. 

The meeting had been going on for three hours now and Pusintin had to admit, this Koguth’Juturi knew his stuff. He hid his emotions well concerning his whore daughter but Pusintin could smell the anger and hate on him when he spoke of her. His only desire now it seemed was to capture her and make her pay for the dishonor she had brought to his Pride. His oldest son Mataen’Juturi had an even harder time disguising his emotions and Pusintin knew then he had found two allies. Pusintin hadn’t known until Popal told him that Koguth and his ship had been part of his Task Force to Enurrua. His ship had been heavily damaged in the initial missile attacks but they had held it together long enough to repair their engines and then limp to Nefoa. Those actions bespoke of solid leaders who would brook no defiance. The record of their Pride was impeccable and Pusintin knew that if Keleru trusted them completely, he could do so as well. At this request however, Pusintin leaned forward.


“How do you know I have her?” Pusintin asked first.


Koguth bowed his head. “Forgive me my forwardness Marshall.” He spoke. 
“Knowing of your injuries suffered on Enurrua and that your ship went to Talbor Seven, I only assumed you were there for the Hadarian couple. My apologies.” 

Pusintin relaxed slightly. “There is no need to apologize.” He spoke sitting back. “I have them. The man is being kept apart for he is one of Buonau’s supporters. I would prefer to vent him out of the airlock, the cowardly fuck, but Keleru ordered me to keep him alive. His type of asshole is what is keeping Buonau in the good graces of her followers and to kill one would be detrimental to our plans for Hadaria.”

“Why could the man simply not have an accident Marshall?” Mataen asked.


Pusintin laughed as he got to his feet and looked at Kalis who sat at the other end of the table observing the meeting. He had only spoken a few times, but Pusintin had been impressed with his statements and his comments. Surprisingly… his son was beginning to show signs of being a capable leader and Kavalian. He trained everyday in the gym with the Kavalian Sergeant Master of the Puma Bane troops on board. He was absorbing tactical skills from Popal like a sponge and he was maxing out the test simulations that Popal was putting him through. Kalis was not Leruk… but perhaps his oldest son was finally beginning to become a man and something that Pusintin could at least be willing to call his son.


“I like the way your son thinks Koguth.” Pusintin said as he moved to the view window. “Unfortunately… this little exercise has tested the limits of Keleru’s patience with me. He supports me… but I will not put that support in jeopardy by refusing his orders to keep the fool alive.”


Koguth nodded. “A wise decision Marshall. When we catch the Lycavorian King however, you will only show the Prefect you were right to begin with.”


Pusintin turned back around and looked at him. “Yes we will.” He stated. “I have been using the wife every few days to sate my needs. She is not particularly inventive in bed… but her healing skills are excellent. And the metaphysical radiation in her body keeps her nice and tight. Though she squalls too loudly for my taste when I take her ass.”


Koguth and his son laughed at this. “Put a sock in her mouth Marshall.” Mataen spoke finally.


Pusintin chuckled. “I just may do that.” He stated. “I have the daughter and son as well. They are locked in the Security Brig.”


“You don’t use the daughter?” Koguth asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “She has not Ascended as the Hadarians call it. She does not have the healing skills of her mother.”


“Dispose of them.” Koguth spoke.


Pusintin shook his head. “That is part of the deal with the husband. He does not care what we do to his woman… but his children are to be unharmed. Besides… I doubt from her age she has ever been with a man and I do not want the trouble of breaking in a virgin. Why do you ask this?”


Koguth lowered his head slightly. “I withdraw my request Marshall. She services your needs and that is what is important.”


“No… speak your mind Koguth.” Pusintin said. “If Keleru’Puat trusts you as he does then I am stupid for not following his actions. You have injured crewmen?”


Koguth looked at his son quickly and then nodded. “Many of my senior and most experienced officers and crew were injured during the attack. I have an excellent group of medics but one of the casualties was our ship’s doctor. Many of my men report for duty holding in their pain as they should. I would like to provide them relief for their pain because of their actions in assisting Mataen and I in saving our ship.”


“They are good officers and men?” Pusintin asked.


Koguth nodded. “I invite you to our ship to see for yourself Marshall. We would be honored to have you.” He said quickly.


Pusintin held up his hand. “Your offer is welcome Koguth… but my duties here have me very busy.”


“I understand Marshall.” Koguth said. “We will endure as any Kavalian should.”


“No… your words and deeds should be rewarded.” Pusintin said. “You have shown your loyalty to Keleru and to the KFI many times over. This request is not in any way unreasonable.” He sat back down in his chair. “She will be yours three days a week until your crew is returned to full status. You may use her if you wish… or your son… but I do not want her passed among your crew. She is too valuable to us now that we are out here in the unknown.”


“You honor me Marshall.” Koguth spoke bowing his head. “And only Mataen here has the energy to use her in his bed. I am too old and have no wish to have some hairless female in my bed.”


Pusintin laughed. “Except for her head… she is hairless.” He spoke. 


“I will not injure her in any way Marshall. You have my word as one of your officers.” Mataen told him.


“I have only one other simple request Marshall Pusintin… if I may?” Koguth asked.


Pusintin nodded. “Speak.”


“When we have caught the animal King… when we have killed them… I request that my daughter be taken alive so that myself and her Pride may see to her execution.” Koguth spoke harshly. “I do not wish her stain on our Pride to go unpunished.”


Pusintin nodded his head. “If she is taken alive… you will have her.” He said.


Koguth bowed his head deeply as he stood, Mataen rising to his feet as well. “You honor us Marshall Pusintin.”

Pusintin nodded his head. “I will have her brought to your ship. Kalis… my son… he will see to it.” Pusintin stood up now. “I must return to my duties but please… I would be happy to have you for dinner one evening soon.”


Koguth’s eyes were bright. “That would be an honor we would never refuse Marshall.” He stammered.


“Good. I will see to it. Good day gentlemen.” Pusintin watched as they turned and left the conference room and he saw Kalis rise to his feet as the door slid shut. “Well?” He asked sternly.


Kalis moved closer to his father. “The internal room sensors could detect no lie from them father.” He answered.


Pusintin nodded. “And I smelled nothing either.”


“What they are asking seems reasonably considering their connections to grandfather.” Kalis spoke. “Granting them the Hadarian bitch’s services was a wise move to incur their further trust, however… keeping an eye on them is also smart. To make sure they are doing as you ask.”


Pusintin grunted and looked at his son. “You have become different these last weeks Kalis.” He said. “Why is that?”


Kalis looked at him. “I will never replace Leruk in your eyes father… I know that. I have decided to try and be like him as much as I can. If only to know that I no longer shame you when you speak my name. I do not want your approval father… only your belief that I will do what is necessary to accomplish this.”


Pusintin turned away from him for a moment. “You are making a start Kalis.” He said finally.


“I also have a request father… if I may?” Kalis said.

Pusintin turned back to him. “What is that?”


“The younger Hadarian bitch.” Kalis spoke harshly. “I would like her.”


Pusintin shook his head. “Her mother’s cooperation stems from her children.” He spoke. “If they are injured or used in any way I have no doubts the woman will kill herself or allow herself to be killed.”


“I understand this father… but grandfather’s instructions were for you to not use her.” Kalis said. “His orders did not extend to me. And since the incident in the Security Brig, and my actions there, the Puma Bane Troops are becoming more discontent. I have the most secure quarters on this ship father. There is no way she or her stupid brother could escape them. The bulkhead doors alone would have them trapped in the lower engineering section. They can do no harm in the refuse area. It removes her from potential harm and allows you more control of her mother.”


“And gives the daughter to you.” Pusintin said.


Kalis smiled evilly. “I will not mark her father. I only want to fuck her.”


“Your actions that day were correct.” Pusintin said turning to move to the wet bar along the bulkhead. “The men would have raped and beat her senseless after she struck one. It’s what I would have done.”


“Keeping them apart also gives you more control over her mother.” Kalis said. “She will be more accepting of her role if she wishes to see her children. She will not fight you as much.”


Pusintin turned and looked at him. “I like it when she fights.” He said with a grin. “But it will allow me to keep my anger in check knowing that she is slightly more docile.”


Kalis moved closer. “Allow me to do this father.” He spoke. “I will not mark her in any way when I use her… and it removes a potential problem in the future if the Puma Bane troops continue to guard her. There will be no… accidents.”


Pusintin stared at his son for a long moment. He could detect no lie within his scent and there was a cruelness that was not there a few short weeks ago. Pusintin finally nodded his head. “Very well Kalis.” He stated. “I will hold you responsible for their containment and their health. If anything happens to them I will take it out on you.”


Kalis nodded. “As you should father.” He stated.


“See to Ceale being transferred to Koguth's ship and then take them down to your quarters.” Pusintin spoke. “Give Popal a copy of your security measures and codes and make one for myself.”


“I will have them to you this evening.” Kalis said.


“Don’t fail me Kalis.” Pusintin said.


Kalis shook his head. “I do not intend to father.”


Pusintin nodded. “Dismissed.”


Ceale moved beside Kalis as they made their way to the PRIDE OF PUMAS landing bay. His grip on her arm was tight but not painful and he was walking quickly, Ceale barely able to keep up. Ceale was frightened by this odd occurrence. She knew who Kalis was… her tormentor’s son… but in nearly six weeks he had done nothing but come to their cell and watch them from the monitors in the long corridor. Ceale had not had to endure Pusintin’s touch for almost three full days now and with the clothes and food that had begun magically appearing in their cell these last weeks she was nearly fully recovered. She turned her head to the side of Kalis’s face as they walked.

“Where… where are you taking me?” She asked with a tremble of fear in her voice.


“My father has given your services to some loyal officers on another ship.” Kalis told her with a stern voice. Mainly for the entertainment of the two soldiers who walked behind them. “You will heal their men and entertain the Captain’s son for three days every week until their crew is completely one hundred percent healthy.”


“What?” Ceale gasped as they stopped by the lift. “I will not leave my…”


Kalis jerked her arm as the door opened. “You will do as my father says bitch!” He growled at her. “Now shut up!” He turned to the two Kavalian troops. “I will take her up on this Lift. Take the port one and inform Captain Koguth we are on our way. I will stop on deck four to arrange for fitting clothes for her to wear.”


“Yes Colonel!” One of the men smiled at Kalis’s implied comment.


Kalis nodded and shoved Ceale into the lift. He touched the console and the door slid shut and they began to rise. Ceale watched as he tapped quickly on the panel and then turned to face her. Her eyes grew wider when she saw his facial expression had changed completely. It was no longer angry and violent, but concerned and very handsome. “You must listen to me very carefully.” He told her. “I am going to help you.”


Ceale’s dark green eyes grew even wider. “Do you take me for a fool?” She hissed. “You are his son! You…”


Kalis grabbed her arms tightly with both hands and she expected a vicious slap to come next and closed her eyes in anticipation of the blow. All he did is squeeze her arms gently and his next words made her open her eyes. “I am not my father!” He snarled softly. “I am… I am nothing like him! I… I don’t know who or what I truly am anymore… but I am not him!” He squeezed her arms tighter but not painfully. “Who do you think has been giving you the extra food? Not the slop you were eating! The clothes and the means to at least wash yourselves and keep what dignity my father has not taken from you by his actions!”


“You?” Ceale gasped. “Why?”


Kalis shook his head and turned to the lifter wall. He began to quickly unclip the pins on a panel housing. He withdrew a small, plain backpack and then replaced the panel. He stood back up and held it out to her. “I can not undo what my father has done.” He told her. “His treatment of you is… it is vile and it makes me sick. I can’t stop him from doing these things Ceale… as much as I want too. He would kill me without a second thought. You are a strong woman… as strong as my mother has shown she can be. And I did not ever take notice of her strength until it was too late.” He lifted his blue eyes to her. “You must remain strong Ceale. I am… I am working on getting you off this ship forever but I need…”

“You… you are his son!” Ceale exclaimed in shock.


Kalis shook his head. “I may be his son by blood… but that… that is where it ends. I have… I have discovered some things about myself these last weeks, chief among them is that I do not want this life. Or what it makes me feel inside.”

Ceale’s mind was racing. Could it really be true? His words she could have dismissed had they not been spoken with such passion and sorrow. No one was that good of an actor. They actually caused her spirits to lift and take notice that perhaps hope had not abandoned them as she thought. 
“These Kavalians that he has given you too… there is something about them. My father has dismissed so much of his Lycavorian blood that he did not take notice of it. I on the other hand have embraced my Lycavorian blood these past weeks and I did notice it. I can not explain it to you Lady Ceale… I can’t explain it to myself. I do not think you will be in danger on their ship but…” Kalis dug into the bag and pulled out the small COM unit. He held it up for her to see. “This is a secure COM unit. It links directly with a special data pad that I have. It will also link to one I will give to Serale.”


“Serale!” Ceale gasped. “She will…”


Kalis touched the lifter controls stopping them on deck four but keeping the doors closed. “I am moving Serale and your son to a more secure area on this ship. I will keep them safe I give you my word.”


Ceale’s eyes narrowed. “Why… why should I believe you?” She asked softly wanting to believe all he was saying.

Kalis looked at her. “Because I swear to you this day that I will find a way to get us off this ship and away from my father. I have… I have begun working on a plan that will take us to my uncle but I need time and it will not be easy.”


“Your Uncle?” Ceale asked.


Kalis looked at her. “You know who my father is Lady Ceale?”


“Of course!” She hissed. “He is the brother…” Her eyes went wide when she realized what she was about to say.


Kalis nodded his head with just a hint of a smile. “Yes. And every day that passes I only wish to be with him more and more. I can not be forgiven for my past sins but I hope what I do now will at least atone for some of them. Serale and your son will be safe… I will protect them with my life if need be… I promise you. This COM unit will allow you to speak with her and not be detected. I finished the modifications a few days ago. The clothes are plain, but they will at least not leave you exposed.

“Why… why should I trust anything you say?” Ceale asked him.


Kalis lifted his hand and Ceale began to step back for fear of being struck, but once more his hand took her arm and squeezed not with painful intent, but reassuring warmth. “Because I have kept the secret of Serale… of your daughter having already Ascended.” Kalis told her seeing her eyes go wide. “I have told no one since that day. You may not believe me… but I have tried to help in ways that will not be noticed. The food… the clothes. My father does not trust me so I must be careful. He thinks these things come from someone among the crew and he does not care. If he knew it was me he would be…” Kalis looked at her. “Let’s just say it would not be pleasant.”

“Why are you doing this?” Ceale asked him. “If he would kill you, his own son… why do you risk yourself like this to help me? To help us?”


“You… you would not believe me if I told you.” He answered her softly and Ceale thought for sure she saw incredible sadness in his eyes. “Let’s just say that my future… if I am to have a future… my future is not here. I do not want it to be here. I want more than the life that has been forced upon me. I can only have that with my Uncle. If he will even accept me.” He reached up and touched the panel again and they began moving. “I will have Serale contact you tonight at 2200 hours. Tell no one what we have spoken of for it will end up getting all of us killed.” He pushed the COM unit back into the bag and then tucked it into her arms. “You have no reason to trust me Lady Ceale… I know this. I am asking you to take a leap of faith.”

“Kavalians do not believe in faith.” Ceale spoke.


Kalis nodded his head. “But remember I am only half Kavalian.” He said. “The other half of my blood is Lycavorian. The other half of my blood is a Leonidas.”


The doors opened and Kalis turned quickly taking her arm and leading her out of the Lifter. Ceale’s eyes were wide at his words and she stared at him for a moment as they moved but then she turned to look at the men standing by the ship. Kalis saw Koguth and Mataen waiting by the ramp of their shuttle and he directed her over to them. 


Koguth stepped forward. “Ah… this is her?” He asked sternly.


“As my father told you.” Kalis answered.


“She does not look like much.” Mataen spoke as he moved around Ceale. “Are all Hadarians so… fragile?”


“I wouldn’t know.” Kalis replied. “Captain Koguth… a word if I could sir. A message from my father.”


Koguth nodded. “Mataen… take her onboard. I wish her to begin right away.” He said as he moved over to where Kalis had stepped to the side. “What can I do for the Marshall’s esteemed son? A Colonel of the Puma Bane I understand?”

Kalis was only a inch shorter than Koguth’s six foot four frame, the only one of his brothers to inherit their father’s full height. He looked into Koguth's dark eyes. “My father may have missed it sir… but I did not.” He spoke in a low, menacing voice. “You and your son are more than you lead others to believe. Do not harm her in any way. Do not abuse her. Do not take her against her will. If you do… if you do sir… then I will come for you and all of your Pride and I will extinguish them from existence.”


Koguth stood there silently staring at Kalis. He saw the change come over Kalis, the dark ring that encircled his eyes, and the tips of his dual fangs protruding from beneath his upper lip. Something passed between the much older Kavalian and the young man before him, something buried deep within the currents of emotion. Koguth’Juturi was many things, but he was not a fool. The Marshall’s son was not walking the same path as his idiot father. His path was very different and the words he had just spoken sent a shiver down his spine.


“I will take it under advisement Colonel Kalis.” He said evenly.


Kalis watched Koguth turn and move for the back of his ship. He didn’t wait to watch the ship depart and moved for the Lifter so that he could get Serale and her brother moved before others discovered what was going on.

KOGUTH’S LEUGERS TRANSPORT

0839 HRS EST


Mataen looked at his father as they cleared the landing bay of PRIDE OF PUMAS and headed for their own ship. He was staring at the closed ramp deep in thought, a pose Mataen had seen many times before. He stepped up next to him.


“Father?” He asked softly. “What is it?”


Koguth turned and looked at his oldest son. Mataen was six hundred and nine years old, the oldest of his nine children with his mate of eight hundred and twenty-four years. “The… the Marshall’s son.” He said softly.


Mataen moved closer. “What?”


“He is… he is not like his father Mataen.” He spoke. “He said… he said his father did not detect it but that he did.”


“Detect what?” Mataen asked.


“The lie.” The female voice spoke now causing both men to turn around.


“Mani!” Koguth exclaimed. “We have only just left their ship!”


Mani’Juturi stepped forward and removed the full face helmet she wore. “We are off their ship and even they do not have sensors that can look upon us in here my husband.” The dark brown and very well groomed fur of the female Kavalian was very evident, as was the shape of her body under the uniform. 

Ceale sat wide eyed as she watched the female move closer to the Kavalian called Koguth. Kalis’s words echoed in her head. “These Kavalians that he has given you too… there is something about them. My father has dismissed so much of his Lycavorian blood that he did not take notice of it. I on the other hand have embraced my Lycavorian blood these past weeks and I did notice it. I can not explain it to you Lady Ceale… I can’t explain it to myself. I do not think you will be in danger on their ship but…”

“We need to act safely mother.” Mataen told her as she stepped up beside Koguth and pressed close to her husband of over eight hundred years. The fur on her face and body was shiny and pulsating with health and radiant color and her tail snaked around Koguth’s right leg as she stood beside him, his longer tail encircling her waist.

“We are acting safely.” Mani told him. “We are off that ship of horrors.”


Koguth nodded. “I did not expect to feel so disgusted as I was.” He said. “That ship is… it is like a dark abyss.”


“The hate that infects them is powerful husband.” She said.


“What did you mean Mani?” Koguth asked. “He could detect the lie?”


Mani nodded her head. “What did he tell you husband. I saw him pull you to the side.”


Koguth glanced at Mataen and then back to her. “He told me if we hurt her in any way that he would extinguish our Pride from existence. He said he detected what his father did not.”


Mani nodded her head. “He detected that you and Mataen were lying.” She said with confidence.


“Mother… how could he?” Mataen protested. “Father, myself… all of us have trained rigorously to hide our true emotions and be able to lie as if it is second nature.”


Mani nodded her head. “Something has happened that caused the Marshall’s son to begin to embrace the Lycavorian blood within him.” She answered. “I have studied the Lycavorians for decades Mataen… and their sense of smell far exceeds anything we can imagine. Pusintin, the foul beast, he may have forsaken that part of himself, but it appears his son has not. My only question is where has he gotten the training to use this skill. Lycavorians must be taught from birth to use their sense of smell in order to be able to catalogue different scents and such. His father would not teach him this… so where did he learn it?”


“He detected we were lying.” Koguth spoke. “Yet he did not inform his father. That is very interesting.”


Mani turned and saw Ceale staring at them from the bench in the LEUGERS and she pushed away from her husband. “And this is she?” She spoke as she knelt in front of Ceale. She lifted a fur covered hand and stroked Ceale’s cheek. “You look very frightened child. And very tired.”


Ceale looked at where Koguth and Mataen stood and then back to her. Ceale couldn’t help but notice the well groomed fur and bright blue eyes. “You… you are… you are female.” She stammered finally.


Mataen chuckled softly and moved to the bench to settle next to her. Ceale shied away quickly from his enormous bulk and he held up his own fur covered hands. His darker blue eyes fell on her, but Ceale could detect the distinct similarities between him and the female Kavalian. 


“You may rest easy Milady.” Mataen spoke. “You are in no danger among us.”

“He speaks the truth child.” Mani said dropping her hands to take one of Ceale’s in hers. “We are not going to hurt you.”


“I don’t… I don’t understand.” Ceale said. “What… what is going on?”


“Father.” Mataen spoke holding out the small COM unit he had removed from the bag.


Ceale’s eyes went wide and she reached for it. “No!” She snapped. “No!”


Mataen held it away from her as his eyes inspected it. “A normal COM unit with some interesting modifications.” He said.


“He gave it to me!” Ceale hissed. “He said I could use it to talk with Serale.”


Koguth looked at Mani. “Her daughter.” He told his wife.


“The Marshall’s son gave this to you?” Mataen asked Ceale.


Ceale nodded. “Yes. Please… please give it back.”


Mataen held up his hand indicating she should wait. He reached above his head and touched the COM panel. “Nedoni… are you detecting any unknown signal coming from our ship?”


“Negative. We are clean.” The male voice replied. 


“Have Corsa move back here for a moment brother.” Mataen said. 


“On her way.” The male voice replied.


“Mataen?” Koguth asked him. “What is wrong?”


Mataen looked at him. “This COM unit has been modified in a unique way father.” He said. “You say that Kalis gave this to you?” He asked Ceale.


Ceale nodded. “He said I could use it to communicate with Serale while I was with you. That no one else would detect it.”


Ceale turned and saw the second Kavalian female move back among them from the cockpit area and stop. She removed the helmet as well and her shiny copper colored red hair fell well past her shoulders, her face calm and without fear. Unlike the others, she was completely without fur on her body and Ceale knew instantly she was one of the biogenic female Kavalians that had undergone treatment. Corsa stepped up close to Mataen without pause and then Ceale saw her tail unwind from around her waist and encircle his leg just as Mani had done. Ceale looked at her with wide eyes as she realized this female would have been considered a failure to the Kavalian scientists and either discarded or sent to be a whore in whatever brothels they had. Apparently this was not the case with her and Ceale saw Mataen’s tail slowly snake around her waist just as his father’s had around Mani’s. 

“Mataen my husband?” She asked.


Mataen held the COM unit out to her. “Corsa… what do you make of this?”


The Kavalian female took the unit and turned it over in her hands several times while studying it carefully. “Standard Kavalian COM unit with several advanced modifications. Site to site beam capability and a high level encryption protocol unit.” She looked up at Mataen. “Whoever made this intends for it to be used outside of normal COM channels and remain undetected. If I’m correct… it is designed to piggy back on spacial harmonic frequencies.”

“Spacial Harmonic Frequencies?” Koguth asked. “We don’t have equipment that can do that Corsa. Only the Lycavorian Union has the ability to manipulate SHFs within their COM channels.”


“You are correct my husband’s father.” Corsa answered him. “Yet this was made with Kavalian material… not Union. Whoever built this has Union knowledge. Who did this?” She looked at him. “This level of knowledge of communications could help us to secure our Pride’s COM traffic from any prying ears and eyes. It would also means this person has an in-depth knowledge of Union COM techniques. No one would be able to decipher it without the proper encryption key.”

Mataen reached up and took it from her hand and then held it out to Ceale. She took it from him and clutched it to her chest, her eyes filled with more questions than she could process. 
“He gave this to you for a reason and we will not keep that reason from you.” Mataen told her. “I doubt very much his father or anyone else knows he has these skills.” He continued. He turned to look at Koguth. “It appears the Marshall’s son is far more than anyone knows.”
Mani smiled and patted Ceale’s hands. “It seems we are not the only ones out here who are working against the good Marshall.” She said. She turned to Koguth. “If his own son is somehow in contact with the Union… or even the King… it could be our opportunity to find Iama and bring her home my husband.”


Koguth nodded his head looking at Ceale. “We should probably fill our guest in on what is happening however. The poor thing looks lost. I do not think we have to worry that she will expose us to Pusintin.”


Mani smiled and nodded. “Corsa and I will take care of that.” She said turning back to Ceale. “Right now… let’s get you some decent clothes to wear and something to warm your insides. You must be cold.” She took her arms and gently urged her to her feet. “Come… we have some clothes in the back that we have made for you. You appear to be Corsa’s size and she made them.”

Ceale looked at her unsure of what was happening, but if it allowed her a respite from the pain she had been enduring she welcomed it and allowed them to lead her toward the rear of the ship. Looking within herself, Ceale found she suddenly had no fear for her daughter. The look in Kalis’s eyes when he said he would protect her and her brother was something Ceale would never forget. It was a look of determination she had never seen before.


Perhaps it was hope.


Perhaps hope had not abandoned them at all. It was just coming in a different form.

Mataen looked at his father. “Kalis could be a powerful ally father.” He spoke. “Pusintin has never treated him with the respect a father should of his first born. Especially one who is as skilled as he. That has been common knowledge for many years.”


Koguth nodded. “Indeed.” He said. “His skills are without question. The look… when he spoke to me he was looking upon me with wolf eyes Mataen. Feral wolf eyes that held no fear in them. No fear and a determination that I have never seen. Something is driving this boy to do what he is doing. And he is keeping it hidden from his father.”


“Do you think he knows where the King is?” Mataen asked.


Koguth shook his head. “I don’t know but while this Hadarian Ceale is among us I intend to discover a way to find out. You and Corsa are still willing to watch over her? Have her stay with you?”


Mataen nodded. “Yes. She looks malnourished and exceptionally tired and what she needs is rest. We will feed her and get her to rest for the first day. After that, if she is willing, she can begin her exams. Corsa has experienced the same things as her father… she should be able to help her.”

Koguth nodded. “She is a fine young Kavalian female my son. I did not think it wise to join with her at first… but she has come out of her shell since that day. You made me proud by rescuing her and now she makes me proud to have her as a daughter. Tell her that for me. I do not wish to embarrass her in front of our Pride.”

Mataen nodded his head with a smile. “I will.” He said. His face became serious. “Father, do you think Pusintin and Keleru have any idea how many of us there are?”


Koguth met his eyes. “Keleru does… just not who.” He answered. “He clings to power by threads my son. Pusintin is only a lap dog of his. A powerful tool… but still just a tool.” He said. “That is our advantage.”


“How long before Pian and the Nruarani Pride begin?” Mataen asked.


“I spoke with Pian’s brother just before we departed Nefoa.” Koguth answered. “If things go as they planned… then Pian will launch his campaign in a guerilla fashion. He is receiving Union support of materials but no men. At least not right now. The Union must be prepared to meet Keleru’s thrusts when he decides it is time. For the moment Pian and the Nruarani Pride can hold their own.”


“Can the Union hold against him father?” Mataen asked softly.


Koguth gazed into his son’s eyes. “Keleru has no understanding of what he has done Mataen. The other Pride Leaders and myself saw this after our second attempted invasion of the High Coven and that is why we formed our groups. Power is the only thing Keleru craves and his actions against the Union have sealed his fate. When Martin Leonidas truly unleashes his son upon Keleru’Puat, he will know the grip of fear. The same fear so many of our people have lived under for too long.”


“I thought… I thought he had already done so.” Mataen said.


Koguth looked at him and smiled. “No Mataen. What we have seen so far is nothing.” He said. “When Martin Leonidas unleashes the storm that is his son you will know. And then it will be time to throw all we are behind Androcles and free our people.” Koguth gripped his arm. “But first I will do what I should have done years ago. I will find your sister and I will bring her home to your mother. To us.”


“That was not your fault father and you know it.” Mataen spoke quickly.


Koguth shook his head. “He was my father… his actions were mine.” He said softly. “I should have killed him long before I did. Your sister would not have had to endure the horrors she has if I had acted as a father should have.”


Mataen gripped his arm. “We are acting now father. Iama will see that and she will forgive.”


Koguth nodded his head. “I hope you are correct my son. I hope you are correct.” He took a deep breath. “Now… now we must adhere to our plan.” 

PRIDE OF PUMAS

0910 HRS, EST


Serale did not know what to expect when the son arrived at their cell but her dark green eyes watched him carefully as he spoke to the guard in the foyer and that Kavalian glanced at them and then nodded his head.



“What is happening Serale?” Danim asked her in a whisper.


Serale shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered.


“Where did he take mother?”


Serale looked at him. “Danim I don’t know!” She hissed softly. 


Danim turned back to look at Kalis. “This one… this one scares me Serale.” He said softly. “He is… he is that bastard’s son!”


Serale turned back to watch as Kalis entered a code into the door control. “Quiet! He’s coming in!” She whispered to him her eyes never leaving Kalis. Her eyes grew a little wider as he withdrew his ARSOC sidearm but did not point it at them, only held it along his leg. 


“Gather what things you have and come with me.” He spoke sternly. “No tricks and do not attempt to run. There is no place on this ship where you can hide that I will not find you. It will not be pleasant when I do.”


“Where… where is our mother?” Serale asked softly.


“I did not say you could ask questions.” Kalis snapped. “Move now!”


Serale snatched up several items of clothing and the lone bar of soap that had appeared with the additional clothes and pulled on her brother’s arm. Danim rose to his feet and slipped his hand into Serale’s. Kalis motioned them forward out of the cell and into the corridor where another Kavalian waited.

“Kalis.” Popal spoke.


“Commander.” Kalis said moving up next to Serale. 

Kalis towered over her by several inches and was nearly twice as wide as her. Her dark green eyes took in the exceptionally sculpted muscle of his arms and chest under the dark uniform shirt. She squeezed Danim’s hand making sure that she remembered to speak with him not to attempt anything with this one. They had watched him face down three Kavalians that day and there had been nothing but rage in his eyes, like he had no fear. His skin was deeply tanned and unbelievably Serale found herself thinking he was extraordinarily handsome. Serale watched him hand the Kavalian a data pad.

“These are the codes to my quarters and the security grid I have installed Commander.” Kalis spoke. “Make a copy for yourself and then give this pad to my father per his instructions. No one else is to see this.”

Popal nodded. “The discontent was growing Colonel. This is a sound move and I intend to advise your father of that.”

Kalis nodded. “I sensed it too. With them out of the immediate area things should calm in a few days.’

Popal held up the pad. “I will do as you order with this.” He said stepping out of the way.

Kalis looked at Serale. “Move into the corridor and do exactly as I say.” He barked.

Serale could not keep track of the number of turns and twists they moved down. They moved down three Lifters and among corridors that all looked the same. She made out several numbers on the bulkheads but crisscrossing as they did got her very confused.

Kalis did not speak to them aside from giving them directions where to go, partly to keep appearances up, but mostly because her cinnamon and cherry scent was swarming around him and making it hard to think. Kalis took several deep breaths as they walked and tried to focus on the instruction program from Androcles about how to regulate and block scents if he needed. Or at the very least force them to the back of his mind so that they were not so prominent. He was able to succeed for the most part and finally, seven minutes after leaving the Security Cell he ushered them through the dual bulkhead doors of his quarters. Kalis turned almost immediately and sealed the doors, engaging the locks. He holstered his ARSOC and placed his forehead against the cool metal and tried to take calming breaths.

Serale looked around the large quarters they had entered. There was a great desk and chair against one wall of the main room they were in. She saw a large couch and computer monitor on the table in the center with the huge view window behind that. A small kitchen area was off to the left and an archway that led into another room. The walls were mostly bare, but Serale could see where items had either been moved or taken down. On the desk she could see three image projectors. Two were of a stunning female with long white blond hair and the second was of a younger looking male and female, the male having many of the same features as the young man in the room with them. She looked at her brother and they turned to see Kalis take a deep breath and turn to face them. He typed several commands into the door panel and Serale looked up when she heard the faint sound of dampeners of some kind engaging. Her eyes went back quickly to Kalis as he faced them.
“You may speak freely now.” He said quickly. “I have engaged the audio and video dampeners. Sit… please.” He motioned to the couch. Serale and Danim both were very wary and neither of them moved. Kalis moved into the small kitchen but still they did not move, watching as he poured three glasses of a blue liquid from the container and then he turned back to see them still standing there. Kalis moved back into the main room and put the glasses on the table. “I asked you to sit.” He said maintaining his calm, now fully able to push Serale’s sweet scent to the back of his mind as Androcles’s teaching had shown him.
“Why… why are we here?” Serale asked softly. She was filled with a large amount of fear yes, but there was something about his man that caused her to feel safe as well. “Where did you take our mother?”

Kalis set his glass down and stripped out of the uniform top, leaving himself only in the black t-shirt. He sat down and lifted the blue liquid and took a long pull from the glass, downing half of it before setting it back down. “Your actions nearly six weeks ago have been fermenting among the Puma Bane troops assigned to this ship.” Kalis told her as he looked up. “I… I convinced my father to allow me to move you both down here in order to protect you.”

“Protect us from what?” Serale asked.

“The Puma Bane troops who would have gotten enough courage to disobey my father’s orders and come for you.” Kalis said. “I could not allow that to happen.”
“Come for me?” Serale asked softly.

Kalis nodded. “Yes. Both of you are probably far more intelligent than me. You must know what I mean?”

Serale looked at him with wide green eyes when he said that and she relaxed slightly. “Where is our mother?” She asked again. “Is she…”

Kalis looked at her and his own eyes grew wide. “No!” He gasped. “No! My father gave her to the commander of another ship…”

“What?” Serale snarled. “To do what he does to her! You bastard! You…”

Kalis put his glass down and made to reach for her but Serale instinctively slapped him viciously across his face leaving imprints of her fingers on his cheek and rocking his head back. “You fucking monster!” She hissed savagely. “It is not enough she has to submit to your father but now she must submit as a whore to more of your people! You…”

Danim grabbed his sister’s arms before she could strike again. “Serale!” He exclaimed.

Kalis’s eyes flashed and changed, his dual wolf fangs bursting from his gums further than they ever had before and becoming very prominent and looking exceedingly deadly. Serale gasped and backed up against her brother as Kalis moved forward faster then either of them could react. Serale whimpered as his tall and muscular body caused her to press up against the bulkhead, his body touching hers. Danim began to try and push him off her but Kalis’s hand closed around his throat and with gentle but firm pressure he backed him up to the bulkhead beside his sister. Kalis’s eyes never left Serale’s beautiful but terrified face and it was that look that caused the anger at her actions to slip away instantly. His eyes did not change but his fangs receded somewhat as he stared at her. Serale could feel his warmth breath on her cheek, a peppermint smell on his breath, unlike the foul breath of the Kavalians who had gotten close to her before.
Kalis drew in a deep breath; inhaling her sweet scent and feeling it reach to every part of his mind and body and actually calming him even more. “They… they are not my people Serale.” He spoke softly seeing her eyes slowly turn back to look at him. “They are not my people. And you were… you were right to strike me. I should not have grabbed for you. I am sorry.” Kalis turned to look at a very frightened Danim. He quickly took his hand away from his throat. “The blow you were going to try and land would have struck the side of my head Danim. You would have broken one or more of your fingers as a result. I am still half Lycavorian… and one of the traits I have acquired from that side of my blood is the thickness of our bones.” He turned back to Serale and gazed at her with those changed eyes. Serale held in the gasp that threatened to escape her lips as she saw the depth of those blue eyes and how beautiful they were in their changed form. “Forgive me.” He spoke softly before backing up and moving back to the couch.

“I could not stop my father from sending your mother to the other ship.” He said. “They are not… they are different than normal Kavalians. And they were lying to my father about their true intentions.” He looked at Serale. “I do not believe your mother is in any danger. Of either physical abuse or mental.”

Serale pushed off the wall. “What… what are you saying?” She asked. “Why have you brought us here? What is going on?”
Kalis lifted his eyes to her and motioned to the couch once more. “It is a very long story. Do you wish to remain standing for all of it?” He pointed to the glasses. “I know all they have given you is water these last weeks. It is not fancy, but this Grotian Berry Juice is very good.” He saw the indecision in her eyes and smiled slightly. “You watched me pour it and I have already drank half of my glass. I am still breathing. I promised your mother I would keep you and Danim safe. I will keep my promise to her.”

“Why?” Serale asked.

“Because I wish to escape this… all this…” He motioned with his hand. “I wish to escape it all as well. Please… please sit down. My uncle says it is not polite to have a woman stand while you sit, and I do not wish to relate my story to you while standing up.”

The tone of his voice made Serale plant her firm ass on the cushions of the couch and Danim joined her a moment later. This was definitely not what she had in mind when he had come for them.
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Me'alla watched them as they walked in front of her holding hands and leading her along the outdoor patio until they were facing the four dragons, two of which did not appear to be fully grown.
She saw where the four chairs had been set up in front of where the dragons sat, as well as the three chairs for her and her crew. She could see several Durcunusaan on the edges of the patio, including the four female heads of their details watching from just inside the double doors leading out. Caydren and Cinol sat between Anthar and Majeir, their bodies smaller, but not by a great deal.


“…is the patio obviously.” Sadi was speaking. “And these are our Bonded Brothers and sisters.” Sadi moved immediately to where Caydren rested, her hands reaching up to touch his huge muzzle and bringing her forehead to his scales. Me'alla watched as Ne'Veha, Carisia and then Lu'ria Leonidas did the same thing. 


Me'alla’s eyes were wide as she watched Sadi and Ne'Veha interact with the two smaller dragons. “Forgive me Princess Sadi… no one… no one is aware that you and Princess Ne'Veha have bonded with dragons! May… may I ask when this happened?”

Sadi turned back to her, keeping her hands on Caydren’s muzzle. “It happened yesterday actually.” She spoke. “It was quite the surprise for SirsanGai and I… but what a wonderful surprise it was.”


Ne'Veha nodded her head as she leaned close to Cinol and placed her cheek against his cool scales. Carisia was standing beneath Anthar’s head, her hand stroking the underside of his jaw as she knew he loved so much. Lu'ria stood beside Majeir simply stroking the scales along her side. With Elynth gone, Majeir was the oldest by eighteen months, and she felt it her duty to be something of a leader. It also fit perfectly with Lu'ria’s somewhat detached emotions to all of this Netnews coverage. Drow by their very nature were exceptionally private and while she was still learning to be more open because she was now a Princess of the Union, it was not an event that would happen overnight.

“A glorious surprise and blessed gift.” Ne'Veha echoed Sadi’s words, the happiness in her voice obvious to anyone who could hear her.


Sadi turned back to look at Me'alla. All of them looked beautifully stunning Me'alla thought to herself. Sadi wore an uncomplicated violet sundress that clung to her figure like a second skin and made her jungle green eyes stand out. Ne'Veha wore a simple tight royal blue jumpsuit and Carisia and Lu'ria had changed into tight fitting near matching khaki colored jumpsuits. It appeared none of them were in the least bit shy about their lush figures and Me'alla knew the ratings of this surprise interview would be very high just from all the young men who would watch to view their Princesses and wish they were Androcles Leonidas. Sadi motioned to the chairs set up for them. They were comfortable, cushioned chairs with metal frames. 


“Please… sit down.” Sadi told her.


Me'alla looked at her, once more surprised. “We will not go inside and receive a tour of the villa?” She asked.


“This is our home.” Sadi spoke gently. “We agreed to do this interview… but only to a point. We will not share our home with the public. Some things must remain private to us and our home is one of them.”


“How you live.” Me'alla spoke. “How you live… what you do? These are things people are interested in.”


Ne'Veha stepped up beside Sadi. “Let them stay interested.” She spoke. “The inside of our home is not open to the public.”


“The King and Queens have given many interviews from within the walls of the Royal Villa and the palace on Apo Prime.” Me'alla spoke.


Sadi nodded. “We are not the King and Queens.” She stated plainly. “Androcles is our husband and mate and he is very private. And we cherish our privacy as well. He will not allow our private lives to become public knowledge and as his wives and mates we will not go against him in that regard. We like our privacy as well as I said.”


“Not to mention he would be very angry with us if we did this without first consulting him.” Ne'Veha said.


Carisia chuckled softly. “The punishment would be worth it though.” She said with a seductive glance at Lu'ria.


Lu'ria leaned close to Carisia. “You are so correct Enylarcopri.” She said softly. “Having his tongue explore every inch of our bodies is such delicious punishment.”


Sadi canted her head from side to side with a smile. “It would be very interesting.” She said with a smirk to them.


Me'alla couldn’t help but grin as well as she motioned to her crew to sit down and she occupied one of the chairs as Sadi and the others sat. She noticed they reached for and took each other’s hands after sitting down. She leaned forward. “I guess the first question I have is are the rumors that the Prince has also taken a wife and mate of the recently discovered Vanari species true?”


“Caliria returned home to her world to finish some projects she was involved in.” Sadi answered. “But to answer your question… yes it is true.”

“Will she be returning soon?” Me'alla asked. 


“She will return when she is finished.” Sadi spoke. “We love her and we miss her, but she is also the daughter of Vanari Regents and she has tasks to complete to help her father.”


“Information on the Vanari is mostly speculation.” Me'alla said. “Can you perhaps tells us more about them? And also… this Protectorate of Lycavorians that has been discovered just recently. Rumors say that this Protectorate is quite large and that a merger of this Protectorate as they are called and the Lycavorian Union is very close to happening.”


Sadi glanced quickly at Ne'Veha and then to Carisia and Lu'ria. She turned back to Me'alla. “Me'alla… your Netnews channel and many others have been clamoring for this type of interview for months. It is said Androcles is too private… that nothing is known about him. He gave three hours to you and others not so long ago and now we are here willing to give you more. However… we are still Crown Princesses of the Union… and we will not discuss the workings of what may or may not be happening with newly discovered species and government contacts. If you wish these things, I suggest you request them from the Prime Minister’s office and we can end this interview right now.” Sadi rose to her feet quickly as did the others.

Should I burn them sister! Caydren announced.


Majeir’s head snapped around to look at him. Caydren! No! You will not! She exclaimed even as Anthar chuckled within Mindvoice.


Why? Caydren asked. They ask questions Sadi does not want to answer.

That is what they do Caydren. Anthar told him.

Then they are stupid. Cinol chimed in.

Cinol! Ne'Veha exclaimed but with a smile on her beautiful face.


Sadi and the others laughed softly and she turned to look at Caydren. No… my beautiful Bonded Brother. Burning them is definitely out of the question. She told him.


Sadi turned back to Me'alla to see she had risen as well. Me'alla stepped forward. “I did not mean to offend any of you Princess.” She spoke. 


“No offense was taken Me'alla.” Lu'ria spoke now. “There are just some things that we will not discuss. Now… or in the future.”


Me'alla looked at the first Drow Princess of the Union. “I assume your dragons said something to you that was humorous?”


Sadi grinned. “It is probably better if you did not know.” She answered.


Me'alla turned back to Sadi. “I really… I came with a prepared set of questions given to me by my Channel Manager. This interview was offered so quickly that it is a standard set of questions that we did not think to change. I am… I am at a loss.” Me'alla touched her finger to her ear as her implant chirped.

“You are lead on this Me'alla.” The voice of her human Channel Manager echoed in her head. “It’s your interview. You have free reign.”
 
Me'alla took her finger away and looked back at Sadi and the others. “May we start again?” She asked. “How long do we have with you?”


Sadi and the others returned to their chairs. “A few hours at least.” Sadi said. “We actually like talking about Andro. We talk about him all the time.”


Me'alla smiled as she sat back down. “Then… then without revealing anything that is too sensitive… could each of you convey how Prince Androcles managed to have all of you fall in love with him? What he did to win your hearts?”


Ne'Veha smiled. “Ah… that is easy. He is the most delicious man alive.” She stated proudly.


All of them laughed softly and nodded at Ne'Veha’s words. Sadi squeezed her hand and looked at Me'alla. “How did Andro win our hearts?” She said softly. “SirsanGai is very right in that respect… but there is so much about Andro he does not show to others. I fell in love with him during that time of unrest on the Royal Island. Just before The Purge began. He was only eight months old and his scent… it… well… it swept me up that very first night. I… Andro is so very different. He was born fully aware you know. Aware of everything that was happening around him. He bonded with Elynth while Aricia still carried him within her womb. Even to this day no one understands how… only that it happened. Some do not believe it… but we know the truth. We can see it inside his mind whenever we swim within his thoughts. He would speak through her… through Mindvoice and his Etheric abilities. He…”
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“…did this is extraordinarily skilled General.” The Kavalian doctor told him.

Azlenr looked at where Byka and Kameka stood to his side, Kameka slightly behind the two Generals in a show of respect and command. “Explain.” Azlenr spoke turning back to the man.


“The entry wounds are all very precise and executed with considerable strength behind them. Far more than a Bontawillian would be able to exhibit.” The doctor turned to the body on the table behind him. He had shaved the fur away from the single three inch long gash in the Puma Bane soldier’s chest. “This one died from a single sword thrust at an eighteen degree upward angle. I estimate the attacker was just over six feet tall. The thrust perforated his right lung, both his kidneys and then went clean through his heart. He was more than likely dead before his body hit the ground.” He turned back to Azlenr and drop his hands to the pockets of his jumpsuit. “I was unable to obtain any microscopic shavings from the blade but that is not surprising with Union weapons.”

“Why?” Azlenr asked.


“I’m not very well versed in the process of…” The doctor began to answer.


“Union bladed weapons are now made almost exclusively with the Dragon Armor metal they discovered some two decades ago.” Kameka spoke suddenly. 
Byka turned to face his daughter. “Meka!” He hissed.

Kameka lowered her head quickly knowing she had broken protocol. “Forgive me Generals” She said softly.

“No Byka… it is alright. Kameka… what do you know?” Azlenr asked her. 

Kameka looked at her father who nodded his head. She turned back to Azlenr. “It is the result of the forging process General. The blades are nearly unbreakable and the forging process is extremely precise. The blades are folded over five hundred times and after each fold it is sharpened by hand to razor like exactness. When the folding process is finished it is then reinforced with defined laser sharpening so that it never loses its edge. While their Nehtes are mass produced, each sword and hand knife is specifically made for the individual. There are two known Blade Masters within Union space. The oldest is an elf… Nehtes. Their spears are named after him. The second is an Acamarian surprisingly. She is this Nehtes student. Or was. They work together. Nehtes handles the folding while the Acamarian handles the sharpening process.”
Azlenr shook his head. “Where did you learn all this Kameka?” He asked surprised. As long as they had been friends, Azlenr would never refer to Byka’s children by their rank.

Kameka looked at her father once more and Byka nodded. “Show him Meka.”

Azlenr’s eyes moved between them. “Show me what?”

Kameka reached behind her and tugged gently on a small covering at the small of her back. Her hand closed around the matte black pommel of the Shakur fighting knife she wore strapped under her harness. She withdrew the blade slowly, and brought it around in front of her. She uncurled her fingers and held it in her palm. “I… I took it from a vampire Major who carried it. How he got it I do not know. It is a Drow fighting knife General. I have carried it since…”

Azlenr met her eyes as he took the knife from her hand. “You killed him?”

Kameka nodded her head. “He was able to sneak into our defensive perimeter around our aircraft. I discovered him planting explosives on our transports. He was not particularly skilled and it makes me wonder how he got this blade. Drow do not give them up unless they are dead.”

Azlenr twisted the blade in his hand expertly and realized that Kameka must have had it adjusted to fit her for it was heavier in the pommel by a about a gram if he was correct. “Is it possible to get the formula for their Dragon Armor from this blade?”
Byka shook his head. “Meka brought it to me right away when she realized what it was. I had my people run a battery of tests on the metal. The forging process obliterates this possibility because it uses such high heat. My people tell me the formula for the dragon armor would no longer be the same after being subjected to this. Without the exact formula… nothing would work.”

Azlenr looked once more at Kameka. “How did you discover this information Kameka?”

She looked slightly embarrassed but met his eyes. “Access to the Union Net Channels was not restricted until just recently General.” She answered. “There was much to discover if you had the time and patience to search their Extranet.”

Azlenr smiled and held the blade out for her to take back. “So it would seem.” He said. “I wish others would be as intuitive as you Kameka.” He spoke as she took the weapon and returned it to its spot under her harness. He looked at Byka. “This only confirms what you believed at the site. This was conducted by a highly skilled team of Durcunusaan.”
Byka nodded. “I don’t see any other possibility.”

The doctor lifted his hand. “There is something else General.” He spoke. “Something that I have never seen before.”

Azlenr nodded. “Go on.”

“I should probably show you.” He stated motioning for them to follow him. He led them to the rear of the building where he pulled back the sheets on two Puma Bane Troops killed in the attack. “These two were not killed by a bladed weapon, nor a projectile weapon of any design I have ever come across.” He moved to the other side of the table where one body rested and he pointed to the upper left portion of the troop’s chest. There was a fist size hole clean through his flesh that allowed them to look through his body to the table beneath him. “As you can see, the edges of this wound are very clean. The wound itself was instantly fatal… his upper thorax perforated instantly and his clavicle and sternum destroyed by something moving with more than seven hundred newtons worth of force. You can see how his bone has been fused around the wound. The arteries and veins as well.”
“Heat?” Azlenr asked.

The Kavalian doctor shook his head. “It’s not something I have ever seen General. Not heat though for then it would be blackened and burned. This is some sort of energy that has no heat. It is the same with the second Puma Bane troop. The wound is clean and punched through his entire body obliterating his spine and most of his internal organs.”

Azlenr looked at Byka. “A new weapon?”
“No noise was heard Azlenr.” Byka said. “A firefight… even a single weapon would have been heard by someone. Notice was only taken when they did not report in.”

“How many ground engagements have we had with the Lycavorians Byka?” Azlenr asked.

“To my knowledge… only four. The outpost that was destroyed within the Erebus Expanse, our forces on Iraruzu, the attack against Central Command and Marshall Pusintin’s encounter with them on Enurrua.” Byka answered. “That does not include the attack on their colony by that fool Qurot twenty-six years ago.”

“Pull every bit of intelligence from all of those engagements.” Azlenr spoke. “All of it. Have your Intelligence people moved to the main base here. I will do the same. I want them pouring over every scrap of information from those four battles. I want to know if this has been seen before.”
Byka nodded his head. “As you order.” He spoke.

“I want additional DAGGER patrols up within the next hour. Have them range out two hundred kilometers from each settlement in every direction.” Azlenr spoke. “We may get lucky and see something from the air.”

“They could have anti-air weapons.” Byka said.

Azlenr shook his head. “How? We detected no ships in the system when we arrived. Even if they were Shrouded… who in their right mind would remain on this planet to confront us?” He looked at Byka. “No… this has to be an isolated unit of Durcunusaan who were here for something else. I want to question the vampire soldier that Marsin captured. We…”

All of them turned when Makali rushed in out of breath. Azlenr straightened up. “Makali what is wrong?” He asked.

“General… we just received a report that Major Marsin has executed nearly fifty civilians in reprisal for the attack on his team.” Makali stated.

“I gave no such orders! My orders were not to punish the civilians!” Azlenr screamed. “Where? Where is he?”

“The settlement to the south of us here.” Makali answered.
“Fuck!” Azlenr screamed as he strode for the door. “Byka… bring your security team! Meka will fly us!”

