CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
ARC ROYAL

ORBITING MANNE


“…Make sure the defensive emplacements are finished when I get back.” Martin spoke as he heard the engines of the Pralor corvette begin to spool up. 


“Marty… I got it.” Danny answered him with a smile. “You sure you want to go through with this? You hate that woman.”


Martin looked at him. “I trust Andro.” He said. “And she gave him the code word we used in The Teams to signify that something had gone to shit Dan.”


Danny nodded his head slowly. “I know… it’s just hard to believe that she could have changed so much. At least not like what Andro has said.” He looked at Danny. “Could Xaxon really have had that much control over her?”


Martin nodded. “Murano and Wayonn both say yes. I tend to agree with their assessment because of their previous experience with that asshole.” He replied without hesitation. “Given her upbringing Yuri had already been exposed to some seriously twisted sibfla by the time he infected her. Murano says he probably latched onto that and made it a hundred times worse. I ain’t making excuses for her… just that it is possible.” Martin smiled. “Besides, she knows how I feel about her, and that I won’t hesitate to slit her throat. But for her to use that code phrase just to get me somewhere where she could try and kill me is plain stupid. And Yuri may be many things, but stupid isn’t one of them.”


Dan nodded. “Agreed.” He said. “You still want the facility prepped as we talked about?”


Martin nodded. “We’ll have one chance to make this work. If it doesn’t… we are gonna be left scratching our balls and wondering what the hell happened.”


“I’ll take care of it.” He said.


“We may have to hold out longer than we expected fervon. Andro has to take care of that problem before he can leave.” Martin told him. “Since General Koguth and his people are really good at making defenses that blend in with the terrain, let them have at it. I want every square meter of the camp covered. I should be getting back about the time the ships start arriving from Ceneu. If not… have Akemi take command of the fleet under my order. I want her to disperse them however she deems prudent. And if anyone gives her any shit, bust them back to buck as nothing and let them rot in the brig. We don’t have the time to fuck around.”


Danny nodded. “I already sent Yuriko on ahead to do thorough scans of the first planet. She will be done when you get back and then we’ll deal with pus nuts and then go and check it out. Murano and his niece Mari left with Kasdan an hour ago on your STRIKER. He wasn't real happy about it.”


Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “He thinks I sent him away so he didn’t have to take part in what we are going to do.”


“Did you?” Danny asked.


Martin shook his head. “Not entirely.” He replied. “I think seeing Andro and the others will be good for him. Wayonn agreed with me. Murano needs to know that we are not like the Praetorians of his time. We are different. And being with Andro even for a shirt time will allow him to see that. Besides… who better to help Andro deep six Xaxon then Murano?”


“True enough.” Danny said.


“Prepare our people for the worse Danny.” Martin told him. “Lorendo lied to us and I got a feeling we aren’t going to like what we find on those planets. Our people need to stay focused and remember that Lorendo is not indicative of the Pralor species.”


Danny grinned. “I’ll take care of it. Besides… when have we ever really liked what we found somewhere new?” He asked.


“Avoi.” Martin said. He looked at the only man he would ever call brother and knew he had something to say. “Spill it fervon. What’s up?” 

“Marty how do I… Delnash’s daughter Kesyla.” Danny began slowly. “She is getting really close to Anuk and Nubian. I don’t know what to make of that.”


Martin looked at him. “She has got the hots for you fervon.” He said. “It pours from her scent.”


Danny nodded his head. “I know and it seems like… it seems like Anuk and Nayeca are encouraging that.”


“You find her attractive fervon?” Martin asked him.


Danny met his eyes. “Yes… very much so… but you know I would never…”


Martin shook his head. “That never crossed my mind Danny. Let it play out fervon.” He said. “Believe me when I tell you if Anuk and Nayeca approve and they want her as part of your lives… then there isn’t going to be much you can do.”


“You think they do?” Danny asked.


Martin shrugged. “I gave up on trying to figure out women when Cirith came into our lives.” He stated. “They sense things we don’t. It’s a female thing.’


“What’s a female thing?” Anja’s voice carried to them and they turned to see her walk up with Dysea and Isabella in tow.


“Nothing.” Martin said quickly.


“You don’t lie very well you big lug.” Anja snapped as she stepped up to him and wrapped her arms around his waist.


Dysea reached out and took Danny’s hands in hers. They all knew what Martin and he had been talking about immediately for they had seen it in how Anuk and Nayeca were acting with Kesyla. “Do not listen to this one Daniel.” She said with a smile. “If Kesyla is meant to be part of your lives, then it will be so. Anuk and Nayeca will sense this before you. Just follow your heart.”


Danny smiled and leaned over to kiss her cheek. “Thanks Dy.” He said softly, calling her by the nickname she had earned so long ago.


“And be yourself goof ball!” Anja popped from within Martin’s embrace.


Danny grinned and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek in a family way. “Now where would the fun in that be Red?” He asked.


Anja laughed as Danny looked back to Martin and nodded. “Watch your six. And get back as soon as possible.” He told him.

Martin nodded. “I will.”


Danny turned and took Isabella’s hand and leaned over to kiss her cheek. Isabella smiled and returned the kiss. “Watch his lard ass Bella.” Danny said to her. “Make sure he doesn’t do something entirely stupid.”


“We shall see.” Bella answered. “We shall see.”


Martin watched as Danny moved off and began to bellow orders at several of their team that was loading another STRIKER. He turned to look at Anja, Dysea and Isabella as they closed in around him. “We’ll be back in three days. Four tops.” He said.


Dysea pressed up against Anja’s back as his arm encircled her waist and then pulled Bella close with is other arm. “Just keep an open mind Nauta Melme.” She said.


“I always do.” Martin said with a smile.


Anja snorted and slapped his hard abdomen. “Yeah… tell that shit to everyone else. Not to us.” She spat with a grin.


Martin smiled and looked down into her jade colored eyes. “Don’t kill him Firecracker.” He said. “He is Delnash’s son… and no matter how much a fool he is… that would not be very good for our relations.”


Anja looked at him with wide eyes. “You… you know about that?” She gasped.


Martin chuckled. “You don’t actually believe I didn’t see and smell his intent do you?” He said.


“Why… why didn’t you…” Dysea began to ask.


“You are the six strongest willed women I have ever known.” Martin said. “Not including my mother. If I did not think my wives and mates could take care of one male who thinks with his dick more than his brain I would be a sorry individual.”


“I have already told her she can not kill him.” Isabella spoke with a small laugh. “Hurt him a little… but not kill.”


Martin laughed and leaned over to kiss Anja hard on the lips. Her hands grasped his face as his aura swept around her and delighted her senses. He then shared a similar kiss with Dysea, the feeling and emotion passing to all his wives and mates through their Etheric connection. Aricia was still on the surface of Manne helping to prep the base with Cirith, while For'mya was in the cockpit of the corvette with Endith and Tina. They all felt the emotion of the kiss as if they were the ones partaking of the physical delights of the act. They could not explain it, but it was one of the main reasons their love had persisted through the years and had only grown more intense. 

“Maybe one of you could talk to Fedor and Eirene while I’m gone.” Martin said as he drew back. “About Kalis.”


Dysea shook her head. “That will happen of its own accord.” She spoke wisely. “They reached for and found your essence within For'mya Nauta Melme. Remember that.”


“And never has a more stubborn man existed than you.” Isabella chimed in. “They will see the type of man Kalis has become now that he has found his balance and purpose in Serale. Just as we all did. Give it time Martin. I think you will find that Kalis will win them over in the end.”


Martin nodded finally. “You’re right.” He said softly.


“Any ideas on what Yuri might want?” Anja asked him.


“Not a clue.” Martin answered. 


“Whatever it is… she must deem it important enough to face you directly.” Isabella said thoughtfully. “And I can only assume it is something that our son would not react well to. That he is involved in.”


Martin met her eyes and nodded. “That’s what I was thinking too.” He said. “That by itself tells me it is not good.”

“I still don’t trust her no matter what Andro says. Just watch your back Lover.” Anja told him.


“I’d much rather watch yours.” Martin spoke with a grin as he stared at them lustfully.


Anja pushed away from him playfully. “God… you are such a pervert!” She exclaimed as they all laughed. Dysea grasped her hand tightly.


“Come Melyanna.” Dysea spoke as she pulled Anja back. “We will let Bella discipline him. We have work to do.”

[Be safe.] Martin pronounced to all of them.


[We love you big boy.] Anja answered for all of them. [Even if you are sexually perverted and always in rut.] 


Martin chuckled as Isabella stepped close to him and he pulled her tight. They watched until Anja and Dysea had made their way out of the bay and then he looked at her. He caught her soft lips in a sizzling kiss, one hand coming up to caress her face. Isabella melted against him and felt the love they all shared swirl around them, delighting her senses. He pulled back after too short a moment and met her hazel green eyes. 

“Shall we?” He asked.


Bella smiled and stroked his jaw. “I will follow you anywhere.” She said softly.


Martin grinned and waggled his eyebrows. “Really? That has promise written all over it you know.”


Isabella saw the look in his beautiful eyes and she leaned back as she slapped his face lightly. “Melyanna is right!” She exclaimed. “You are a pervert!”


Martin laughed as they turned and headed up into the corvette hand in hand. He didn’t see Anja lean affectionately into Dysea as they turned the corner out of the bay and walk down the corridor nor did he hear her words.

“So… we have three hours before we meet Aricia and Cirith.” Anja told Dysea looking at her with glittering jade green eyes. “It’s been a long time since I have had you all to myself Dysea. Have anything in mind?”


Dysea smiled at her. “Melyanna… are you propositioning me?” She asked with a laugh.


Anja chuckled softly. “Call it what you will but I have three hours with you all to myself! I intend to make you scream like I did when we were in Eden City all those years ago.”


“Anja Leonidas… you are such a pomai.” Dysea told her playfully.


“Yep!” Anja admitted freely.


“What are we waiting for?” Dysea exclaimed. 

HIGH COVEN ORIC CLASS HEAVY CRUISER

RETRIBUTION

“… not be very large.” Yuri was speaking as they stood around the star chart in the ship’s main officer conference room. “They did not want to draw much attention to this colony so the numbers are low. However… they are some of them best trained troops my mother had. At least as far as I could remember. And totally loyal to her and now Robert no doubt.”


“Numbers?” Dorian asked.


“No more than two hundred.” Yuri answered. “It is set up as any other colony world… to give the men and women at least some semblance of order.”


“Will they be friendly to us?” Andro asked.


Yuri shook her head. “Doubtful. They would have been told that their child is involved in very covert operations and their silence and loyalty was needed in order to keep them safe. I can’t see them risking that. After all this time I don’t doubt that some have begun to question that… but you will not know who or how many. It would be too much of a risk to try and find out.”


“They could help us.” Sheva spoke. “Maybe…”


“Yuri is right Sheva.” Andro spoke now. “If they have not begun to question what is going on by now then they are not going to do anything to put their children at risk.
 Once you are on the ground avoid contact at all costs. Grab an officer, find out where your parents are and then extract them.”

Sheva nodded knowing he was right. “Very well.”

Yuri looked at her from across the table. “Do not worry Sheva Leonidas.” She spoke evenly. “What you are going to do will accomplish what you are seeking.”


Sheva looked at her. “I’m not seeking anything.” She said rather defensively.


Yuri smiled. “Yes you are. You want to expose this wretched program to everyone who may be involved for what it truly is. A means to control men and women and make them do the bidding of fools. Pulling your mother and father off this planet will accomplish that all by itself believe me.” Yuri said. “These men and women are all very prominent members of the High Coven… or they were at one point. No doubt they have been listed among the roles as killed in one attack or another. If they suddenly began to question what is going on and begin to make inquires of their own, you will accomplish this goal. Robert will not be able to keep this secret for very long once these men and women begin to ask questions. And he will not risk killing any of them if their loved one is in place already.”


Andro nodded in agreement. “He’s committed to operating as he has been for decades.” He said.


“He can not change now.” Yuri said. “These men and women will have any number of means to get their messages off world if they needed to. He can not risk exposing this, nor can he kill these families outright.”


“What will he do mother?” Onera asked from between Carisia and Lucia.


“If I had to guess he will have his people say that your parents are traitors of some kind.” Yuri explained looking again at Sheva. “He keeps his control and the remaining families will tighten their circles. But it will also make them begin to question the way of things behind his back.”


“And that is just as good as exposing it.” Lu'ria said softly. “It will eventually destroy itself from within when the truth is slowly learned.”

Yuri nodded. “Yes it will.” She said. “Then… someone will contact my sister and we all Narice will never allow this to exist. And once she discovers it… the game will be up.”


“Narice will never order an attack against this colony mother. The families are innocent of wrong doing.” Carisia spoke up now.


Yuri shook her head now. “She won’t need to. I expect that once whispers of this certain program begin to filter about, those agents like Sheva will take notice. They too will begin to question their orders and then it will commence to fall apart from the inside.”


“If we haven’t already found Moran and Dante by then and killed them.” Andro spoke.


“Very true.” Yuri echoed.


That statement caused everyone to look at Andro and Yuri oddly but Deion coming into the conference room caused them all to turn.


Deion moved up next to Andro and nodded. “The refit is nearly done fervon. The Worker Drones made it go a lot quicker than we expected. Another three hours and they should be set.”


Andro nodded his head. “Good. We’ll return to the SCIMITAR and then Dorian and Sheva can put their team together.”

Yuri turned to look at Norev. “Norev?” She asked.


Norev moved up to the board. “I have already dispatched a BLOOD RUNNER-Class Heavy Frigate to the coordinates you gave us in The Wilds. They will rendezvous with your STRIKER and then proceed to the target. Travel time should be no more than thirteen hours.”


“You’re sure you can trust these men and women?” Dorian asked.


Norev nodded his head without taking offense at the question. “The Captain is my former XO. I was very careful when I first left the High Coven and the crew of my ship were all chosen very carefully. Most of them have families at our main base, including me. They know what is involved in what we are doing and what it means.”


“I did not mean to imply anything Captain Norev…” Dorian began.


Norev shook his head quickly. “No offense was taken young man. In your position I would be asking the same questions. Over the course of the last two decades we have become very good at hiding from the Kavalians and our own people. My people will get you where you need to go and they will bring you back. How many in your Strike Team?”


Dorian looked at Andro. “A dozen?” He offered.


Andro nodded in agreement. “Sounds good.” He stated. “You and Sheva… Normya and Tir'ut flying the STRIKER…”


“I wish to go as well.” Onera spoke up.


“Onera!” Pa'cour spoke for the first time as he pushed off the wall.


Onera looked at him. “Papa… I can do this.” She told him. “I want to do this!”


“There will be no Immortals on this world!” Pa'cour spoke. “If you are spotted…”


“I am very capable of remaining among the shadows.” Onera told him. “I can blur as well as any vampire and use the shadows as mother taught me.”

Pa'cour looked at Yuri as he came up beside her. “My wife?” He spoke.


Yuri looked between him and Onera for a few seconds and then back to Pa'cour. “She is far more capable than even we know my love.” Yuri told him. “Isn’t that why we have asked Androcles to train her?”


Pa'cour knew Yuri was right and he stayed silent for a moment before looking at Dorian. “I have your promise to insure she does nothing brash?” He asked.


Dorian smiled. “You do.” He said.


“Papa!” Onera exclaimed loudly. “I can take care of myself! I do not need a babysitter! Especially one who I can no doubt defeat easily!”


“Onera!” Yuri barked.


Dorian chuckled softly. “I do not fear my brother’s sword Onera.” He said looking at her. “When you feel you are ready… all you need do is challenge me.”


Onera looked at him with confused eyes. “Your brother’s sword?” She questioned.


Pa'cour looked at his daughter. “You asked me once where I got the swords that you and I use daughter.” He said as she turned to look at him. “He stands before you now.” Pa'cour motioned to where Andro stood.

Onera looked quickly at Androcles with wide eyes and he smiled warmly. “They are good blades aren’t they?” He asked.


Onera blinked several times and then lowered her eyes. “Yes.” She finally said softly.
Andro turned and looked at Yuri. “Zarah, Lucia and Carisia have requested to remain here with you.” He said seeing Yuri’s eyes grow wide in astonishment. “They will remain with my father when you return.”

Yuri looked at Carisia and the Lucia. “But… why would you…”

“We wish to try and make up for the time that was lost to us.” Lucia spoke. “Xaxon may have taken away our past… but he will not touch our future. We want to know who our true mother is.”

Yuri’s eyes became moist and she took a deep breath, gripping the side of the table with one hand while wiping her eyes quickly. “I would… I would like that very much.” She said softly.

Zarah stepped close and Lucia drew her even closer in a very intimate manner, wrapping her arm around Zarah’s waist and kissing her warmly. “And I wish to stay because Lucia wants to stay.” Zarah spoke. 

Yuri didn’t blink an eye and nodded. “You have become one.” She said in understanding. “I…” She looked at Pa'cour and then shyly looked over to where Nameia sat against the far wall and had remained silent up until now. “I am beginning to understand that myself.” Yuri said as she turned back.

Andro nodded his head. “I suggest you depart immediately when the Drones finish the refits. My father will have already departed for the rendezvous and he will not wait too long.” He told her. “The extraction of Sheva’s parents should be complete by the time you return and then we will meet again to go over whatever Intel we have gathered by then.”


Yuri met his eyes. “What are you going to do to the Control Agent?” She asked.


Lu'ria pressed up close to Andro with a dazzling smile and bright amber eyes. It was not a smile that Yuri thought to be very pleasant. “We are going to question him until he tells us everything we want to know.” She stated confidently.


“And then?” Pa'cour asked.


Andro met his eyes. “Then I am going to vent his carcass out of the nearest airlock I can find.” He spoke. “What happens after that well, we will decide that when we meet after you return from your trip.”


Yuri nodded. “Fair enough.”


“Onera… why don’t you get your things together and say your goodbyes to your parents. We will wait for you in the landing bay.” Andro said.


“I am ready now.” Onera announced.


It was Lucia who reached out and took her hand. “You will be away from them for some time sister.” She said softly. “Spend a few moments to remain with them a time longer. We would like to know you a little better as well. Take my advice…” Lucia looked at Yuri. “We should always cherish the time we have with our parents.”

Onera smiled brightly at Lucia. She had not known what to expect upon meeting her half sisters, and she still had yet to meet Lisisa, but so far the reunion had gone far better than even her largest hopes. She glanced at Andro.


Andro nodded again. “We’ll meet you in the bay when you are ready.” He said. He looked at Pa'cour. “I have some equipment for you Pa'cour… if you will accompany us back to the ship.”


Pa'cour nodded and squeezed Yuri’s arm as he kissed her cheek. “Do not be too long my wife. There is much we must do.”


Yuri smiled and brushed her lips across his cheek. “We will.” She said.


Pa'cour nodded and turned to Andro. “Follow me.” He said.

SLEKON CLUSTER

ARTAAYA

DRAGON HALL EXTERIOR

Delnash walked confidently along the stone and steel skyway that led to the main Dragon Hall on Artaaya. The massive domed structure filled the horizon in front of him and yet the sense of fear that had always gripped him on this walk was no longer there. This was the place where the members of Teniri’s Dragon Council resided and met nearly every day. It was built for the dragons by his people for their part in saving the Pralor people in their flight from the Scourge so long ago. The stone and steel walkway was exactly three hundred feet above the colossal courtyard below where Delnash could easily see several hundred adolescent dragons being instructed by dozens of adult dragons. The trumpets of those hundreds of dragon voices as they talked in dragon speak could be deafening to anyone on the floor of the courtyard, but up here on the bridge it was a chorus of deep rumbles and deeper bellows that was strangely comforting to Delnash. As Delnash walked the stone and steel bridge he let those voices truly ripple through him for the first time in his life. He had made this same journey across the Dragon Bridge, as it was now called, hundreds of times in the past but this was the first time he had ever really heard the voices far below. The adolescent tenor and resonance was so very powerful and confident. Lately it had grown even more as word had begun filtering among the dragons here on Artaaya of the discovery of Arzoal and those they thought lost so very long ago. Though it was not common knowledge among the Pralor people, he saw no reason why Teniri could not share it with the dragons who called Artaaya home. Only a select few Pralors communicated with them on a regular basis and those men and women were chosen by Delnash himself and totally loyal to him.


These last days and weeks had been a turning point in his life and Delnash could not have been happier about that. The news of the Svorag advance Martin had told him the moment his people had determined what was going on. In the second breath Martin had told him he would see to the defense of Honelze and now Delnash knew that dozens of Martin’s ships and his men and women were on their way to fortify that colony. Martin had asked for nothing in return and Delnash would not insult him by inquiring if there was something Martin wanted. Delnash knew what the answer would be for it was the same answer Sumar would have given to anyone who asked him that question. The Svorag advance on Honelze was known by only a handful of his most trusted advisors. He did not need Lorendo causing a panic among their people. He had also begun discretely shifting what few ships he could closer to Honelze in order to assist whatever Martin was able to send. He had been in contact with the leader of the Honelze colony and advised hi of what was happening, but also the need to insure calm. He also told him that soon they would be getting reinforcements from a very unlikely source and that he should not hesitate to accept and befriend them. 
As far as Martin Leonidas was concerned, he had Pralor blood flowing within his veins, as did the vast majority of his people. That made them Pralor in his eyes, and that made their defense his duty. Delnash could only shake his head in awe at the complete and total acceptance of that fact by Martin, and how it seemed to resonate among his people. In the discussions they had had over these last days and weeks, Delnash had discovered just how intelligent and truly knowledgeable Martin Leonidas really was. His sometimes laconic attitude in many things was like a breath of cold mountain air in a stale room and Delnash had come to welcome it no matter his words. He could be a serious man when needed, but Delnash had also seen a part of Martin that he sincerely doubted very few people had seen. Martin Leonidas was a deeply spiritual man and while he doubted many knew that, Martin was a man who believed in what he was doing. He led his people with his heart first, and he had told Delnash on more than one occasion that when the day came where he could leave it all behind, he would. And he would never look back. 
The Lycavorian people were unlike anything Pralor records, history and studies showed. Of course they were forty thousand years outdated, but not one had ever predicted they would rise to the level of prominence and culture that they had now. Like their King, they were all deeply spiritual, no matter what Gods they worshiped. They deeply believed and completely trusted in their King and their Queens for they knew not one of them would do anything that put the future of their people or their Union at risk. The love that Martin shared for each of his very beautiful Queens was written on his face every time he looked at any of them. Aricia was the most powerful in physical and Etheric terms as well as being his Anome. His soulmate. There was always a singular glint in Martin’s eyes whenever he mentioned her in their conversations or looked at her, but that did not diminish the staggering love he had for all of them. Delnash knew Martin’s five other Queens gravitated to Aricia as their combined voice, but the love they all shared for each other and for Martin was without question. 
Delnash turned his head and looked at the seven foot figure of his constant shadow now. Avatar 27 now went with him almost everywhere he went. He had taken Martin’s advice and ordered the avatars be allowed far more freedom in what they did. Avatar 27 had announced that he would be the Chief Elder’s constant companion when they returned to Artaaya and that had not changed since. In truth, Delnash had grown accustom to the massive avatar, and to be very honest, he had begun to enjoy his company. Yes… Delnash was very happy about how things were working out so far. Things that he would have never discovered had a wild looking Praetorian not shown him the light. He lifted his head when he saw Teniri waiting for him on the opposite side of the walkway and he quickened his steps. He finished crossing the bridge and came to a halt in front of her as she lowered her massive head to gaze at him.

“Teniri.” Delnash spoke with a friendly tone. “It is good to see you.”

Teniri met his gaze and nodded her huge head. I am beginning to very much enjoy our talks Delnash. She spoke to him. 
Delnash nodded. “As am I.” He told her. He glanced once more into the courtyard. “The adolescents are advancing rapidly I see.” 

Teniri nodded. They are excited. They want to impress the Elder Mother when she does eventually arrive here. The Talon Guardians as well. Delnash laughed loudly, making a very obvious show of it, and Teniri knew immediately why. How many and where? She asked.

-Only one this time Elder Teniri- Avatar 27 answered. –On top of Cathedral Hall-
He is not being shy about it at all now. Teniri commented.

“No… he is not. He is scared.” Delnash answered in a more subdued voice. 
Teniri nodded again. As well he should be. Since you made your speech and announced there would be elections, your people have openly begun to stand behind you. It is happening across the planet. Your words touched many of them deeply.

“They were words I should have spoken long ago.” Delnash said.

Perhaps. But you have spoken them and your people flock to support you. Teniri said. This is very good.
“The Council is gathered?” Delnash asked.
Teniri nodded and turned her massive body. Come... they wait for us inside. Let Lorendo guess at what we are discussing.

Delnash looked at Avatar 27. “Activate your internal COM scramblers when we enter the chamber 27.” He said as they began to follow Teniri. “I certainly have no intention of giving that fat… what does Martin call him 27…?”

-The Lycavorian term is Ronnus Chief Elder. Bastard in the common translation of their language- 27 answered.

“Yes… no sense in giving that fat ronnus a free intelligence coup.” Delnash spoke with a smile. “I have found the Lycavorian language to be quite colorful. I like it.”

DRAGON HALL
ARTAAYA

COUNCIL CHAMBERS

The interior size always daunted Delnash when he was here, but in his last dozen or so visits he had grown far more comfortable. The six dragons on Teniri’s Council sat in a half circle on top of a raised stone platform on the floor of the chamber. All around them were circular raised stone platforms that rose in height the further back they went. It was like a huge sports auditorium like they had back on their homeworld Delnash had once described it. Dragon Hall could hold upwards of twenty thousand dragons, and each of them had a voice he now knew. 

Delnash had also taken Martin’s advice when it came to Teniri and the dragons. When they first returned and had a meeting here, Teniri had a large chair brought in for him to sit in. Delnash had dismissed this chair and sat on the edge of the raised stone platform so that he could be near them and show them that he considered them his equal in every way. They had been wearing the Voice Modulators that Kasdan had made for the dragons their first meeting, but Delnash insisted this was not necessary any longer. He would hold nothing back from them and he wanted them to trust him as well. Delnash set his P1 down on the platform and activated it. Images sent to him from Martin of the Svorag ship lifted from the pad and surrounded him.

“These are the latest Intelligence Images from Martin and his people.” He spoke. “The ship is maintaining its course and speed and my Chief Engineer agrees with their assessment that this ship has no Quantum Fusion Drive. Or any other drive system that could move it at faster than light speeds due to its massive size. We have time.”

Teniri nodded and looked at the dark brown dragon to her left. Elder Neyrn. 

The pure Firespitter dragon nodded and looked at Delnash. We have begun moving small groups of our number from the outer family pods to the location you designated Delnash. Only the older and more experienced fighters. Those that fought the Scourge during our flight. They should begin arriving there today and tomorrow.

Delnash nodded. “We will begin moving them to Honelze discretely over the next week. They should become familiar with the terrain and wind patterns of the planet. You are sure you want to do this my friends?” He asked looking at them.
We will not sit idly by while the Svorag ravage another of your colonies. The brownish yellow female dragon spoke now. They will only come here next and then they threaten our children and eggs as well.
Elder Bricus is correct Delnash. Teniri said. Though in many ways we have become just as you and your people have. Complacent. We do not have as many warriors as we used to and they are not used to fighting in closed spaces.

Delnash nodded. “Send only what you can. Martin tells me his son is bringing what they call the Dragon Brigade.”

Dragon Brigade? Another Elder asked. What is this Delnash?
Delnash nodded again. “Apparently it is a complete unit of some three thousand dragons formed and trained by his son Androcles and several others. All of them wear this new Dragon Armor and are trained to fight in close quarters as well as at distance. They are led by a dragon named Durago. He is Arzoal’s mate.”

Yes… she told me briefly of her mate and that he was the leader of a dragon unit. Teniri spoke. I did not think it was so large however.

Three thousand dragons fighting as one unit? Neyrn asked. How is that possible?
Androcles is the other Lycavorian Talon Guardian. Teniri told them. He and his Bonded Sister Elynth form the second pair as Martin and Torma form the first. We must remember that Arzoal and our brethren have been fighting for their very existence for the last twenty millennia. All while we were here and allowing our own skills to recede and develop in other ways. Only in the last two decades have they found a place within Martin’s Union. An important place.

Three thousand armored dragons fighting together? Bricus spoke again. That will be a most impressive sight. If they can do what they say.

Arzoal shared with me some of what her mate showed her in regards to several battles they fought recently. Their bloodying so to speak. They will make believers out of all of you. Teniri said. Though it goes against our very nature, our brethren in the Alpha Quadrant have led very different lives and have adapted to survive. We must be accepting of that. 


We need more confident and brash young male dragons. Neyrn spoke. 

There are many female dragons among this unit Neyrn. Teniri spoke with some humor. Several of them command different sections.


Neyrn chuckled. All the better! He declared. They can only make Dragonkind stronger as we go forward.


Indeed. Bricus agreed.


“Martin’s advanced forces should begin arriving within the week.” Delnash told them. “His son has been delayed somewhat due to an unforeseen issue at their location. Martin assures me that he will deal with the problem and be here in time with their main force.”


Are you certain they can prevail Delnash? Another Elder asked. They will be fighting millions of Svorag.


Delnash looked at the dragon. “If I did not believe Elder Nekins, I would not be standing here now. You all know how our people once viewed Praetorians. With the exception of my brother Murano they were thought to be extinct. If what Murano and Wayonn tell me is true, there are five Praetorians heading here with his son Androcles. Five. All of them are Martin’s children or married to his children. This will send… this knowledge will inject my people with pride once more. Pride and courage. In our war with the Scourge just one Praetorian on the field could turn the tide of any battle. I expect five would ignite a fire long dead in my people. And with the knowledge that there could be so many more among Martin’s people… well… let’s just say I cannot predict what that will do.”


Will the Scourge take notice of this battle when it happens? Bricus asked. They have spies and collaborators everywhere.

Delnash took a deep breath. “I do not know. All of our covert sensor probes in the many different quadrants have seen no activity in recent years.”


But Wayonn and the others have sensed them? Teniri asked.


Delnash nodded. “Faintly yes… but they don’t know where or how many. Wayonn said they were moving until recently. As did Murano and Martin. Something has caused them to stop wherever they are however. We don’t know why for certain but Wayonn believes it is due to something important that Martin’s son has accomplished back in the Alpha Quadrant. An alliance between former hated enemies that many imagined could never be possible. We do not know for certain as I said, but they are not anywhere within a hundred thousand light years of us here. That much I do know with certainty.”


Let us hope it stays that way. Neyrn said.


This son, Androcles. Nekins asked. There is something about your voice when you speak his name Delnash. Why?


Delnash met his dragon eyes evenly. “According to Wayonn, Androcles was… he was born fully aware of everything around him. Even while still in his mother’s womb he was fully aware. With the memories of not only Sumar but Sumar’s oldest son Resumar and that same son’s only surviving child, Martin’s father. The man whose name they all bear now. He also told me this Androcles was bonded with the dragon Elynth while still within his mother Aricia’s womb. Several months before he was actually born actually. He used her as a conduit to the outside world. He is still somewhat of an enigma among his own people as both he and his dragon are obsessively private.”


The eyes of all the council members grew a little larger now. Teniri… this is true? Bricus asked.


Teniri nodded her head. Arzoal told me a little of him, but not very much. She… even she seemed distant when speaking of him now that I think back. In awe of him.


He bonded with this Elynth while still in his mother’s womb? And this dragon was still an infant herself? Nekins asked. And they shared everything?


Delnash nodded his head. “That is what I understand yes.” He said. “She was only a few months old herself when they bonded. They have not been apart for more than a few days at a time if what Wayonn told me is accurate. His dragon, Elynth is her name as I said; Wayonn tells me that she is considered among the most powerful of your kind even at her young age. I did not think that this was possible for your kind. I had always believed that dragons did not fully mature until they were several hundred years old.”

Bricus nodded her huge head. That is normally the case yes. She answered.


Teniri looked at Nekins. Elder Nekins… what is it?


Nekins met her eyes. I have heard of this somewhere before. He replied. 


Nekins are you certain? This has never happened among Dragonkind. It has never happened in our history ever to my knowledge. Not the depth of the bond that Delnash says he has been told exists. Not even the Ancient Knowledge Crystals saved by our ancestors in their flight from the Scourge mention this.  Neyrn spoke. Nekins my friend you must be mistaken.

I am certain of it. Nekins spoke shaking his head. It was an obscure sentence from something I read. I will consult with the Ancient Elder when we are done here to be sure. You may be correct Neyrn.

“Will your Ancient Elder Father know?” Delnash asked.


He is the oldest of our kind known to still be living. Teniri said. He was the one who blessed Arzoal’s rise to Elder Mother. None of us know exactly how old he is, but some have said he has over three hundred millennia behind him. 
“Three hundred thousand years old?” Delnash gasped aloud. “I never knew that! That is amazing!”

He will not tell anyone his true age. Teniri told Delnash. Most of what we know is only rumor. He finds it humorous. Nekins is the only Elder who he will speak with. None of us have ever spoken with him. He remains alone in his cave.
“Perhaps one day I will be allowed to meet him.” Delnash spoke. Delnash leaned over and tapped his P1 once more. “I have discovered something else.” He stated. The images of a ship appeared and began to rotate.

Teniri’s eyes grew wide. Our ship! She exclaimed.


“Lorendo lied Teniri.” Delnash spoke evenly. “Not that it is surprising given what we have learned in the last weeks, but this is something I felt you should know. He lied about not finding your ship. He found it… and he is the one that delayed it from returning. What he did with it for those nine thousand years I am still trying to figure out, but he has covered his tracks well.”

Then he is responsible for crimes against Dragonkind! Neyrn hissed. He condemned many to death when he did not allow that ship to return to Elder Mother Arzoal. Thousands of our kind died in the war that Teniri told us they fought.


Delnash nodded his head. “Yes he did. His actions directly influenced what Arzoal had to do. Many of your kind died as a result of the decisions she was forced to make. I ask that you allow me to discover exactly what it was he was doing before anything is done. He will answer for his crimes against Dragonkind and against his own people, but I ask for patience so that we can discover all his sins. No matter how terrible they may be.”

He has already admitted to being the one to create the Svorag. Bricus spoke. Is that not enough Delnash? They have killed thousands of your people through the years. Does he not bear the blame for that?

“It is enough... and yes he does.” Delnash agreed. “However, I want to discover all of it. No matter how bad it may be. It is the only way to be sure that something he has done in the past does not rear its foul head in the future.”


Neyrn nodded. A wise approach.

He will face justice Delnash? Teniri asked.


Delnash nodded his head. “Oh he will face justice Teniri. I swear to all of you that he will. And he will not be happy in the least when he discovers what that justice will be, or who will hold his fate in their hands.”


Teniri looked at each of the elders and saw them nod to her. Then we will leave it your hands Delnash. She told him.


Delnash bowed his head in recognition of their decision and then turned to Avatar 27. “27… pull up the reports Martin sent individually so that we can review them one at a time.”


-At once Chief Elder. Report 345. Governmental Structure of Union and Alpha Quadrant-

BETA QUADRANT
AUSTROVA 
CAPITAL CITY OF MYDALA
CALIRIA LEONIDAS’S APARTMENT

Caliria stood on the balcony of her apartment and let the sun warm her near naked figure. The thin robe she wore did little to hide the high firmness of her breasts or the elegant curve of her hips. The robe clung to her taut ass cheeks and the outsides of her thighs like a second skin, leaving very little to the imagination. It was definitely not something she would wear outside of the privacy of her own home, but it was one of the gifts that Sadi and Ne'Veha had sent with her when she had departed Earth. Wearing the robe brought back such delicious memories of their time together. Memories that Caliria was not ashamed of in the least anymore and memories she never wanted to forget. That day seemed like a lifetime ago and now, every day that went by, her desire for Andro’s arms around her grew that much more powerful. She wanted to melt into his embrace, into their embrace and once more lose herself within that heavenly tangle of limbs and lips and tongues that she remembered vividly from their night together. 


Caliria had changed so much from that day. Far more than anyone would ever believe. Far more than even she believed.

She tilted her head slightly and allowed the soft breeze to caress her face and body, very much delighting in the smells that rushed to her. The pungent smell of Vanari Orchid Blossoms from twenty stories below on the tenant’s balcony made her sigh in happiness. Hundreds of years of Vanari research on the OSG chemical substance that had been used to control Vanari females had been rendered obsolete because of her work. Though this knowledge had not yet been made public, Caliria knew her father was pushing as hard as he could and insuring that she was the one who was recognized as being the catalyst for saving their people from such shame. Now Caliria had taken it even further by discovering and embracing what that one night with Androcles Leonidas had done to her. All of the many studies done over the decades by dozens of Vanari scientists, though no actual testing had ever occurred she knew, all of this said the Vanari people could not be affected by the Lycavorian virus that ran in their blood. 
Caliria was living proof that it was all another lie. She and her sisters and their mother made it all a lie.


Caliria had wondered why Andro had not bitten her that night. He had more than enough opportunities for they had coupled countless times and he had spilled his essence into her at least four times that she could recall. Never had she met a man, and Caliria was no stranger to men, never had she met one who was built like Andro. He was the largest man she had ever laid with by far, yet he did things to her that left her gasping for more. He took her passionately and he took her with divine slowness that robbed her of her senses. His stamina was beyond any man she had bedded, and it seemed to extend to Sadi and Carisia and the others. That night was still very much a blur of pleasure and body parts, but now she understood why he had not bitten her as he had done with the others. He was not fully accustom to the Vanari customs and he had not wanted to do something she might find unnatural. He had known however, he had known that their times together would begin to change her. Paga had more than confirmed this with her when Caliria had practically run to her after discovering the small fangs that had burst from her gums during one of her more pleasant fantasies about them together. Paga had told her then, behind only his father, Androcles Leonidas had perhaps the very purest blood of any living Lycavorian. This meant that the wondrous virus that ran within his blood would be so much more potent. Andro hadn’t needed to bite her to change her; their time together would see to that, at least in the beginning. 


Caliria Leonidas now looked at the world around her in a much sharper way than most others around her. Her eyes could change like Andro and Sadi and the others and her vision had become far more acute, allowing her to see things at far greater distances and with so much clarity. Her hearing had become so sensitive she could detect and count the beating of a birds wings as it hovered near a tree. Her sense of smell had grown far more that even she had been prepared for. Her father, Arduri, Denali, everyone had a distinct scent and it was nearly overwhelming until Paga had taught her how to quickly file each scent away into a computer like file system in her brain. It happened now almost effortlessly, but she remembered the difficult struggles the first few days Paga instructed her. She had inherited a portion of the Lycavorian healing and regenerative systems, infusing her body with energy she had not had before. She was stronger and faster and her reflexes far superior to any Cadre Commando she had ever seen. 

And it was absolutely blissful for Caliria.
She would never be able to change her form like Andro and the others, and any children born from their union would look like her, but they would be Lycavorian within. The Hadarian doctor on the ARCH DEMON had confirmed all of this for her, but Caliria did not care about that. She embraced these changes within her, relished in them, and now she wanted nothing more than to ravish Andro with attention in order to thank him for this wonderful gift. She loved Androcles, of that she no longer had any doubts. She loved them all. They had become part of who she was, no matter that she was older than all of them by at least a hundred and fifty years. As with Sadi and the others, Andro had become her center, her purpose. She wanted to taste Carisia and Lu'ria again and again, for she found herself drawn to them more that night. Carisia’s eyes and the color of Lu'ria’s skin were maddening to her, but more than anything she wanted Andro’s arms around her, holding her tightly. Caliria would have that. She remembered vividly the look on his face when he discovered Franklin in her bed, and that look had cut her soul deeply. With Paga’s help though she had found her inner self and with that came peace with the knowledge of who she was and what she wanted. And Caliria would show Andro that she loved no one but him; wanted no one but him. She would show Sadi and Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria and now Sehri that they were what she desired. 

Caliria was sure of all this for she now had the father that she had never had before. Her father had become a different man now, so caring and concerned for her and Arduri and Naesta and Nirilo and all that they were. He was a father who respected and was so very proud of what she had accomplished in her life. He may have had many hundreds of years of experience over her, but now her father listened to her intently and allowed her words to reflect in the decisions he was making. He no longer saw her differently because of her black hair. Now she was like a precious gem and he went out of his way to insure that she saw him trying to make up for all the years he had dismissed her. 

Having her sister nearby was a godsend as well. Arduri had taken to the changes within her much more quickly because of Denali’s presence and his easy going manner in teaching her how to use them. Like Caliria worshiped Androcles and the others, Arduri adored Denali and Lisisa to the extreme. Her newfound abilities made Arduri’s already lethal talents as a Vanari Cadre Commando even more deadly. After the few transmissions she had been able to have with Naesta, Caliria was certain her youngest sister was experiencing the same thing since allowing the massive ebony skinned Lycavorian Joci and the stunning twin sister of Andro’s mother to take her as their beloved wife and mate.
Yes… she would have Andro’s arms around her once more. She would bask in the feel of his powerful arms holding her, the feel of his warm lips against hers, and most of all she would relish in the love she had for him. She had hurt him she knew, but she would make up for that a hundred fold. And if what Paga said was really true, that he would hold himself responsible for what happen and not her, than Caliria would soon have what she had only dreamed of.

She detected Paga’s light lemon scent but didn’t turn. As the tall Durcunusaan soldier came out onto the balcony with her, Paga smiled. She wore simple shorts and t-shirt over her muscular female form and held a large mug of the Queen’s coffee in her hand. She knew Caliria was becoming more and more comfortable in her new abilities for she didn’t flinch any longer when detecting her scent. The only thing that belied the fact Caliria knew she was coming up behind her was the almost miniscule shifting of her feet in case Caliria needed to turn suddenly and escape. It was a natural instinct in their people and it had taken hold in Caliria as well. 

“You have grown stronger Caliria.” Paga said as she came up beside her.

Caliria turned and looked at her. “It is becoming so much easier Paga.” She said with a smile. “I must still concentrate, but it is not hard anymore and everything is so much more vivid and clear.”

Paga nodded. “Even that will become second nature to you in time.” She stated. 

Caliria looked at her. “I have… I have never had a friend like you Paga.” She said softly. “One I could tell everything to.”

Paga met her eyes evenly. “Nor have I.” She stated honestly. “Being a member of the Durcunusaan does not leave much time for developing friendships that are truly honored and last. I have found that with you and I cherish it.”

Caliria smiled brightly. She had shared everything with Paga these last weeks, holding nothing back from her. It was uncomfortable for Paga at first, hearing Caliria speak about the Crown Prince and Princess in so intimate a manner, but Paga had also been caught up in the emotion of having someone she could share everything with. She began to open up to Caliria in return and the Vanari female had quickly become the sister that Paga had never had. 

“I don’t have any classes today.” Caliria spoke. “Shall we go to the Promenade and shop?”

Paga laughed softly. “I don’t shop.” She said.

Caliria leaned into her gently. “Well… we will have to change that won’t we?”

Paga rolled her eyes in an almost embarrassed expression just as the chime from the door rang. Caliria’s eyes lit up and she squeezed her arm. “Arduri was coming over this morning so we will make it a threesome.” She said as she began moving into the apartment.

Caliria padded barefoot over the floor of the apartment to the door and touched the panel. She opened her mouth say something excitedly to her sister but the words died in her throat as she saw Franklin standing in the hallway. Her green eyes narrowed considerably and she pulled the thin robe tighter around her lush body almost instinctively.

“What are you doing here?” She snarled at him.
“Caliria… we need to talk.” Franklin told her.

“We don’t need to do anything. I do not want to talk to you!” Caliria snapped back at him harshly. “And I certainly have absolutely no interest in anything you have to say Franklin.”

“Caliria we…”

Caliria waved her hand over the panel. “Goodbye Franklin.” She stated as the door began to close.

Franklin reached into the apartment with cat like speed and slammed his hand down on the panel, stopping the door from closing. As it began to reopen he moved into the doorway itself. “Caliria I have some things I need to tell you.”

Caliria held out her hand quickly and stuck it into his chest bringing him to an abrupt halt. Franklin looked at her with surprise in his eyes at this display of strength. “How dare you! Who do you think you are coming into my home?” She snapped.

Franklin looked at her. “I thought I meant something to you.” He stated.

“Please!” Caliria quipped sarcastically. “You took advantage of me Franklin. You took advantage of my confusion.” Caliria did not speak the words she wanted to say in regards to her being sure it was him who had facilitated that she was taken by the OSG to begin with.

“I took advantage of you!” Franklin exclaimed in shock. “I did no such thing and you know it! You practically threw yourself into my arms Caliria. What exactly was I supposed to do?”

“If you truly cared about me and not what I could do for you then you would have tried to help me. Not get me into your bed.” Caliria hissed.

“I love you Caliria!” He announced.

Caliria rolled her eyes. “Do you honestly expect me to believe that?” She popped. “After all you have done?”

“What have I done?” Franklin demanded. “I have always treated you with respect Caliria. I thought we had some good times together.”

“No… you had the good times Franklin.” Caliria told him. “You took advantage of my mental state to appease your ego and your nefarious motives. Why were you the last person I saw before the OSG captured me Franklin? Why were you the first person I saw when I came back here after I was rescued?”

“You think I was involved in that?” He spoke aghast.

“I don’t need to think about it.” Caliria said as her nose twitched ever so slightly and she smelled the adrenalin dump into his bloodstream indicating that he was lying to her. “I know all I need to know about you and your lies!” 

“Caliria I love you and I am trying to help you!” Franklin hissed softly.

“Help me?” She spat. “By making sure I was taken by the OSG to spend the rest of my days as a whore! That is you loving me? I told you what I was working on and you passed that on to your handlers! You don’t love me Franklin… you never loved me. Please do not insult my intelligence by spouting such lies.”

“I didn’t know about that!” He almost yelled. “I told you my father is well connected! He knew I was interested in you and… and he did not approve. When I told him I would not break it off with you he must have… he must have sent others to watch you. Discover what you were doing? I told him nothing!”

Caliria shook her head. “I am supposed to believe that?” She said. “Do you think I am such a fool?”

“It’s the truth!” He exclaimed.

“That you are still clinging to such a story and you expect me to believe it is beyond me.” Caliria said shaking her head. “Do you consider all women to be fools Franklin?”
Franklin reached out with his hands but stopped just short of touching her. “Caliria you are treading in very dangerous waters.” He told her. “Your… your relationship with that animal Lycavorian Prince is dangerous. He is a loose cannon and he has made enemies everywhere. Your own Board of Regents are going to reject whatever he has to say when he gets here!”

Caliria glared at him. “Do not call my husband an animal in my presence again Franklin. Not if you wish to continue talking!”

“He is not your husband! Caliria he does not care for you!” Franklin snapped. “Only what you can do for him! He will use you to get what he can out of the Board of Regents and that is all! You don’t actually think he considers you his wife do you? He is using you!”

 “Did your OSG friends tell you that Franklin?” She asked with a small smile. “You do not know as much as you think you do about the Lycavorian people Franklin.”
“I’m trying to protect you damn it!” He barked. “He and his people have been working with members of your own government for decades! They are the ones responsible for taking Vanari females and…”

“Enough lies!” Caliria spat. “Get out!”

“Caliria if you continue to work on…” Franklin began.

“I don’t need to work on it anymore!” Caliria shouted at him angrily and forgetting to mind her words. “It has already been done! I have finished a working counteragent for the OSG chemical weapon against my people with help from Andro’s mother and sister! It has already been discovered and implemented Franklin! I’ve seen it work on those captured with me! My father knows and so do the members of the SBR! You can’t hide it anymore Franklin! The OSG will not control my people any longer!”

Franklin reached out and grabbed her arms gently. “Caliria are you crazy! You can’t say things like that! I can not protect you from my father or his contacts if you go around making these wild accusations!”

“They are not accusations! They are truth!” Caliria growled. “Now take your hands from me!”

Franklin shifted his tactics quickly and gently rubbed his hands up and down her arms. Caliria’s eyes narrowed even more and she titled her head to the side. “I seem to recall that you liked it when my hands are on you Caliria Re Mydala.” He said with a smile.

“Please Franklin.” She told him calmly stepping back from him. “You can not compare to Androcles in any way and most especially not in the sexual department. He is far longer and thicker that your puny manhood and he knows how to use it in a way that makes you a drooling child in comparison.” Caliria met his eyes with her final words as she took the intentional dig at his manhood. She saw his eyes grow a little wider and she smiled.

“Mocking me Caliria Re Mydala is not the way…” He began.

Caliria yanked her arms completely from his grasp and totally lost control of her anger at that moment. She had heard enough. Her green eyes changed then, the black ring surrounding the bright green pupil and her small, but no less lethal dual fangs bursting from her gums to be displayed very prominently. Franklin stared at her in shock. “My name is Caliria Leonidas and I am a Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union!” Caliria barked at him viciously. “And if you ever touch me again I will insure you no longer have hands to use in such a way!”

Franklin stared at her in stunned silence. He blinked several times. “Your… your eyes!” He exclaimed. “You have… how is that…?” He stopped talking when Paga appeared from the side with her KM14 leveled at his head.

“To lay your filthy hands upon any Princess of the Union in such a way is cause for an immediate firing squad within Lycavorian space.” Paga growled. “To lay your hands upon a wife and mate to Androcles Leonidas in such a way is sure to incur his vengeful wrath. Trust me Eridiani… the wrath of Androcles Leonidas is far worse than you have heard in any stories and reports from your OSG partners.”

Franklin’s eyes shifted between Caliria and Paga. “Caliria you…”

“Paga…” Caliria began speaking confidently, not bothering to change her features back to normal. “…if he does not leave my home in the next five seconds, shoot him in his disgusting face.”

Paga stepped closer, charging her KM14. “With pleasure.” She stared at Franklin. “Your choice fool!” She spat.

Franklin looked at Caliria. “I can not help you now Calira.” He spoke as he began to back out into the corridor. “Now it is too late.”

Caliria met his eyes. “Too late for you.” She stated. “I do not need your help Franklin. I never have.” She spoke as she waved her hand over the panel and the door closed in his face. She made sure it was locked and turned to Paga.

Paga looked at her as she lowered her KM14 slowly. “I do believe we may have altered the current landscape of things.” She said. “No doubt he will run back and tell his handlers of your new… of the new you.”
Caliria couldn’t help but smile as she reached up and ran her fingers slowly over her very sharp fangs. “Oops!” She spoke softly.

Paga laughed softly at her expression. “Come Caliria my friend… get dressed and pack some of your things. Your father and Denali will need to know of this quickly and I suspect it would be safer for us both if we remained at his estate during the evenings now.”

Caliria nodded her head. “I agree.” She said. “I’m sorry Paga. I… my temper got the better of me.”

Paga grinned. “Do not be sorry my friend.” She told her. “Today… today you have shown that you have truly embraced the Lycavorian blood that now flows within you. How does it feel?”

Caliria’s eyes were bright and alert. “Glorious!”


Franklin made his way out of Caliria’s apartment building and moved directly to the hover car that was waiting for him. He sat back in the rear seat, saying nothing to the driver, as the car rose into the traffic lanes of Mydala and then he triggered the COM unit.


“Well?” The voice of the man asked as the image of the middle aged man with graying hair came into view.


“We may have a problem father.” Franklin spoke. “She confirmed what we suspected. A counteragent to G76 does indeed exist and she has seen it work successfully on those taken with her. She was able to finish it with the assistance of the Hadarians.”

The man nodded his head slowly. “Given the way many of our contacts within the Board of Regents have been acting it does not surprise me.”

“What now?” Franklin asked.


“I will direct our people to begin work on a mutative agent that will render their cure useless.” The man said in reply. 


“That could take weeks or months father.” Franklin said quickly. “Caliria was close to finding a counteragent before she was taken. Now that she has been exposed to the Lycavorian Union and their Hadarian Healers, she will no doubt have access to medical equipment and personnel that we do not have. The Hadarians are far superior to our own doctors and scientists because of the mutative nature of the nebula around their world. Nearly all of them are born with an affinity for healing. They also have access to computers and equipment we could only dream to have. Computers and medical equipment that will no doubt have a base knowledge of G76 now. The Vanari scientists on our payrolls will not be able to hide it for centuries this time and if the Hadarians are involved as Caliria said then they will have active programs on file to counter any variant of G76 that we come up with. If we try to develop another compound it will be discovered for certain before testing is even done.”


“The Hadarian Healers are that good son?” The man asked.


Franklin nodded. “Better.” He said. “I made several recon trips to their homeworld before we expanded into the Alpha quadrant father. Their security measures for travelers is not very good. At least it wasn't then. I was not able to see much, but just from what I saw, anything our people come up with they will negate within days.”


“Can we not just take several of their Healers and learn what they know? How they do things?” The man asked.


Franklin shook his head tentatively. “We could ask our Kavalian contacts father. They now have control of the Hadarian homeworld, but none of the active healers within Lycavorian ranks returned to their planet when the new government ordered them home. They are who we would need to examine to learn anything from the radiation in the nebula and its effects on them. And the Kavalians are becoming a liability with the growing discord within their own ranks. Now… trying to take even one Hadarian from within the Lycavorian military itself will be impossible given that most of them are assigned to ships or military units. Any attempt that we make could possibly cause us to become targets if we are discovered. That is not something we want father. We would also make the Eridiani government targets as well and the fools in power would turn on us instantly to protect themselves.”


“I concur.” The man said. “You agree with Colonel Faith’s assessment then?”


Franklin nodded his head. “I do father. I would also go further and say that we do not know enough about the Lycavorian culture from within this Union. They are different in many ways from the Protectorate. Certainly more prone to violence but also far more dedicated to their values and morals. We might be able to bribe some within their government, that has been proven by the Kavalians, but I do not believe it would be possible to turn any within their core military. If we begin to try and kidnap Hadarians from within their very ranks, they will respond father. Viciously. And unfortunately for us, they are far more skilled at war than we are.”

“You don’t have faith in our people son?” The man asked.


“That is not it and you know that father.” He answered. “The Lycavorian Prince is a loose cannon. In many ways he is worse than his father. And he seems to be the one in charge at the moment. At least with his father, we could predict in some fashion what he would do based on his past decisions. The sons, especially this Androcles, our intelligence agents have never been able to put together a workable file on them father. None of them. We do not know what they would do and trying to predict how they would respond is too precarious. And while we train and push our people hard, the Lycavorians train and push their people even harder. They have been at war for the better part of their existence. And they do not show mercy or take prisoners father. Any direct conflict with them and we would lose far more than we gain.”


“You sound as if you admire them son.” His father spoke.


Franklin nodded. “In some ways I do.” He answered honestly. “But only to a point that benefits us father.”


“Do you believe others not working with us know what Caliria Re Mydala knows?” The man asked after a long moment.


Franklin nodded. “Without a doubt. The Leonidas brother for sure, her father and sister most likely, perhaps more.”


“Then they will need to be eliminated Franklin.” The man said. “Can you facilitate this?”


Franklin nodded. “Yes father. I know where Coren Re Mydala lives. I have blueprints of his estate there.”


“Does this bother you son?” The man asked.


Franklin shook his head quickly. “No. She was a tool. A pleasurable tool no doubt, but still only a tool. I will take care of it. However… there is something else you need to know.”


“Go on.”

“Father… I believe Caliria has been changed.” Franklin said.


“Changed? Changed how?”


“I believe the virus within the pureblood Lycavorian Prince is far more powerful than we first thought.” Franklin said. “She got angry with me and her… her eyes changed like those Lycavorians of the Protectorate that we have experimented on. She grew rather nasty looking fangs as well.”

This caused the man to sit forward in his chair. “You are certain son?”


Franklin nodded. “I would not have believed it if I did not see it myself.”


“I was under the impression the Vanari Scientists said this could not happen.” The man spoke.


“I think it would be a surprise to them as well.” Franklin added.


“Interesting.” The man said thoughtfully. “This is not something we can simply pass by. Take the brother alive. And the Vanari sisters. Kill the rest. We have Lycavorian assets already in place throughout the city. Use them and make this happen quickly. The dynamics will change dramatically when the older brother arrives if we have them.”


“I’ll see to it father.” Franklin spoke. “Timetable?”


“Quickly… as I said. Lead them yourself.” He replied calmly. “Make it appear to be an accident and leave no survivors.”


Franklin nodded. “Understood. What about the threats from the older brother?”


The older man shook his head. “Those of us in power do not believe he has the ability or the fortitude to follow through with his veiled threats. It is not something you need concern yourself with. However, I will make your observations known to the others. This is a critical time and we can not make mistakes. Make this happen Franklin. And be safe.”


Franklin nodded. “Consider it done father.”


“Contact me when it is complete.” The man spoke.

COREN RE MYDALA ESTATE

“…Are certain Caliria?” Coren asked looking at his oldest daughter across the knee high table in front of them.


Paga stood behind them while Caliria sat on the couch beside Arduri. Denali paced the floor near the large double doors onto the patio holding the mug of coffee in his hand not saying anything as he listened.


Caliria nodded. “He made me angry with his arrogance and continued lying. I allowed it to slip without thinking.”
Coren looked up. “I want to crush this man’s throat in my own hands!” He growled. “I have never wanted to hurt a living being but this man, this man I will make an exception for.”

“I’m sorry father.” Caliria spoke.

“Bah!” Coren hissed waving his hand dismissively. “You have nothing to be sorry for Caliria. You did nothing wrong! We already assumed the OSG knew of the counteragent. If this Franklin is one of their agents then it only confirms it for them.”

“I am also… I am also reasonably sure that he is the one who facilitated me being taken by the OSG.” Caliria said. “I was not certain at first, but it all makes more and more sense to me as I think back on those days. He is the only one it could be. I know it. I can see it in his eyes whenever I bring it up. He was lying. I know that without question.”

This announcement caused Denali to stop pacing the floor and he turned to look at her intently. “Inamarno… you are sure?” He asked her. “Forn culibhe allon arbet tye?” 
“Jainn.” Caliria answered meeting his eyes.

“You must be certain arande.” Denali told her moving closer. “There can be no doubt in your mind. No question. This is the man who gave you to the OSG? You smelled the adrenalin dump in his blood when he lied?”

Caliria met his eyes. “Jainn.” She answered without hesitation.

“Smelled?” Coren asked. “Caliria… what does Denali mean you smelled.”

Arduri looked at Denali. “Denali my love… why does this matter? I believe my sister.”

“As do I Duri.” He spoke.

“Then what does it matter?” Arduri questioned again.

Denali moved back to the couch and sat down between Arduri and Caliria. Arduri’s hand slipped over to rest on his thigh and his larger hand covered hers without thought. He reached out with his other hand and took Caliria’s in his. “My brothers and I made a pact with each other many years ago Duri.” He spoke softly and looked at Caliria. “Inamarno.”

“A pact?” Caliria questioned.

Deni nodded his head. “It was a pact of blood between brothers. We swore to act in each other’s stead if the need ever arose. That we would act for each other. That our voices would be one when it came to this one subject. It’s roots come from the knowledge of what happen to our mother Aricia before any of us were born. No one… not even our father knows of this. Andro, Resumar, Arrarn… all of us. We reaffirmed this oath recently with Dorian and Deion since they are now of age and Dorian has taken a wife and mate.”

“What pact Deni?” Caliria asked again.

“If one of our wives and mates was ever assaulted as you were Inamarno, as our mother Aricia was, as our elven mothers recently have been, we swore that our combined vengeance in reply to this act would be like our father’s. It would be swift, complete and united no matter who it happened to.” Denali told them. “That we would act as if it was our own wife and mate.”

“What… what does that mean Denali?” Caliria asked softly.

“It means that I intend to honor that pact.” He told her. “Just as any of my brothers would honor it if it were them. You have given me the knowledge I needed to act for my brother. I will do exactly as Androcles would do if he was here.”

“Act how?” Arduri asked tentatively.

Denali rose to his feet. “Coren… you will want to inform Dyack that he needs to sever all ties with the OSG effective immediately. He will not speak to me because of what he perceives Andro did with Sehri. Until Andro is here and can speak with Dyack himself you must be our conduit to him.”
“Denali… he has just gotten to a position that could very well help us.” Coren told him.

“It will not matter any longer.” Denali said. “Tell him to save whatever information he has obtained and pull out of any communications with them. This will actually help him as well given that his own people are becoming suspicious of his dealings with the Eridiani.”

“What? Why?” Coren spoke coming to his feet now. “What is going on?”

“Once you have contacted him… call into your office and tell them you are departing for a short working tour of the Protectorate’s homeworld.” Denali told him. “Tell them Dutkne is giving the tour and invited you.”

Arduri jumped up. “We are going to Lorent?” She exclaimed with excitement.

“Denali!” Coren snapped. “Could you please explain to me what is going on?” He rasped out. “What did Caliria smell? What do you intend because of it?”
Denali looked at Arduri and Caliria. “Perhaps now might be a good time to inform your father Duri.” He said.

Coren’s eyes narrowed. “Inform me of what?”

Caliria knew what Denali intended. She could almost see it within his mind because of the closeness he had with Andro as his brother and a Praetorian. And despite her upbringing, Caliria found she approved of the intent. She stepped around him and moved up to her father taking one of his hands.

“Papa… there is something Arduri and I need to tell you.” She stated turning to see Arduri come up beside her.

“Why… why do I not like the way you said that.” Coren spoke.

“Perhaps you should sit down papa.” Arduri told him as Denali turned to Paga and moved closer to her.

“There is nothing at her apartment?” He asked softly.

Paga shook her head quickly. “She has moved anything of importance to her to the ARCH DEMON already Milord.” She answered. “We only stay at her apartment when she has classes the next day.”

“And he conveniently showed up this morning knowing she had classes today.” Denali said.

Paga nodded. “Almost as if he knew she would be there.”

“She does not return to her apartment anymore Paga.” Denali told her. “Make whatever preparations you need for her to have extra security while she is going to class at the University but her apartment is out of the question. It is too exposed and open. Both of you stay her on the estate now.”

“I could say the same about the University Milord.” Paga said. “To cover her properly on the University grounds I would need another six Durcunusaan or Drow scouts. Especially if you do what I think you are going to do.”

Deni nodded his head. “Then you will have them.” He stated. “Give me a list and I will make sure it happens. She is Andro’s wife and mate and I intend to make sure nothing happens to her before he arrives.”

Paga drew herself up. “She has become… she has become like a sister to me Milord. I swear to you nothing will harm her while I live.”

Deni nodded to her. “Good. Then between you and I we will have it covered. Whatever you brought with you have moved to my STRIKER. When they finish telling their father we will depart.”

“What do you think he will do Milord?” Paga asked looking at Coren. “When they tell him?”
Deni shrugged his broad shoulders. “To be honest… I don’t really know. But he is a different man now. We will see.”

“And the OSG?” Paga asked.

Denali met her eyes calmly and Paga shuddered inwardly at the evil intent she saw in his dark orbs. “The OSG will cease to exist when I am done.” Deni stated calmly. 

MANNE
LYCAVORIAN ADHOC COMPOUND


Daron moved along the many portable buildings with measured confidence. He did not want to make it seem like he was too excited as he made his way towards the medical facility. He was looking forward to bedding Anja Leonidas. She was quite beautiful and if he was any judge of character, she would be fairly inventive in their bed. He never thought Martin was going to leave and he waited impatiently for her to return from the ship in orbit. He had been watching the medical building since her return waiting for the signal she would send to him and only minutes ago the lights flickered only for a moment. That had been her signal that she was ready for him and he had begun to make his way across the compound. Daron could picture her tight body beneath him, urging him on as he pummeled her into the bed. He was going to make her beg for more, beg him to take her over and over, and he was going to record it all. Then he would show it to Lorendo and his father and prove to them just how savage and inferior they were to his people. If he could get one of the vaunted Lycavorian King’s women to surrender to him in a sexual manner it would show just how easy it would be to control them. And because of her beauty, he would enjoy having Anja Leonidas in every way possible, as many times as possible. Maybe he would even impregnate her just to prove how superior he was. Perhaps he would even keep her as a pet to relieve himself whenever he felt the need.


It took him several minutes to casually move across the large compound until he was in front of the medical facility. He looked around the immediate area, and unable to detect anyone nearby he quickly touched the door control panel. It slid open without pause and he moved into the facility.


Daron didn’t see the three shadows step from behind a nearby building as the door closed behind him. Three lethal shadows that had been following him since he left his personal shelter. Danny felt Atropos and Fedor move up next to him as the door closed to the facility.


“Explain to me again why we are allowing this man to even get close to mother Uncle Daniel?” Fedor asked softly as his wolf eyes and fangs were very prominent in the growing moonlight. “His intent is anything but honorable.”


Danny grinned in the moonlight, his gleaming white fangs exposed and savage looking. “Sibfla!” Dan said. “I doubt he could even spell that word.”

Atropos chuckled softly. “He thinks with other things besides his brain.” He stated calmly. 


“You mean he thinks with his cock Atropos?” The female voice said softly as Anuk and Nayeca appeared from the shadows of another building and moved up beside them.


Fedor watched as his red haired and white haired Aunts moved up beside Danny and pressed close to him. He took note that both of them were in their altered wolf state, their eyes changed and their fangs exposed.


Atropos grinned. “I will not use such language with you and Nayeca present.” He said.

Anuk and Nayeca chuckled. “Thank you Atropos.” Nayeca said. “He is alone Daniel.” Nayeca spoke softly. “Just as you suspected. We swept around the back of the facility as well. If he has anything with him it is in his bag.”


Daniel nodded as his arms curled around his wives. “He’s too stupid to try anything. Besides… he won’t get the chance to do whatever it is he intends. Red will see to that.”


“Then I ask again Uncle… why are we allowing him to do this?” Fedor asked almost impatiently. “He intends to dishonor mother and…”


Atropos chuckled again and looked at Fedor. Anja had tasked him with helping to train the Kavalian warriors under Muton and Miseo these last weeks and he had done so knowing that Anja was with the King. She could not be better protected than when she was with her mate and fellow Queens. 


“That worm… dishonor Anja Leonidas? Hah!” Atropos spoke with a smile, his fangs clearly exposed. “The smallest of your mothers in stature she may be Fedor my boy, but I dare say she rivals my sister in her ferocity. Many people have made the mistake through the years of misjudging Anja Leonidas because of her size. It is a mistake that none of them ever made twice. If they survived the encounter to begin with.”

“She is alone.” Fedor protested.


Danny looked at him. “Alone?” He rasped softly. “Your mother is not alone Fedor. None of your mothers will ever be alone again. That is something that they vowed after what happen to For'mya. No… the day your mother For'mya came back to them was the day that they swore none of them would ever be alone again.”

“What do you mean Uncle?” Fedor asked him.


Danny looked at him. “Have you seen your other mothers lately?” He asked.


Fedor was silent for a moment. “No.” He said finally.


Danny motioned with his head at the medical building. “Like I said… they will never be alone again.”


Fedor’s eyes grew a little wider at his Uncle’s meaning and realization flowed over him. “They are together.” He gasped.


Danny released Anuk with his arm and reached up to grab the back of Fedor’s neck. “Why don’t you get back to your hooch and spend some time with that beautiful young wife you have.” He said. “Your mother’s are more than capable of taking care of each other. They do not need us.”


“I agree.” Atropos spoke. “I have not enjoyed my Lilika enough since she arrived and I intend to do just that.”

Fedor looked at Daniel. “Uncle… you are sure?” He asked.


Danny grinned. “Trust me Fedor. When your mothers are done with him, Daron will never attempt this again. At least not to any female who is a citizen of the Union. Your mothers, they can be pretty feral when they want to be.”


Fedor glanced at the door to the medical building one last time before nodding his head. His uncle spoke true in that they could take care of themselves and if they were all together now then he need not worry about them. He titled his head up into the wind and searched for Iama’s kiwi scent and found it easily. He smiled.


“Then I will let my mothers take care of him.” He stated.


Danny nodded. “Good boy.” He stated. “That fool doesn’t has no idea what he just walked into.” He squeezed Anuk and Nayeca. “Now if you will excuse me… I have other things that need my attention.”

“Yes you do.” Nayeca spoke with a smile.


“In a big way.” Anuk agreed.


Atropos snorted as he turned and began to head across the compound. “The shameless nature of youth.” He spoke softly reaching for Lilika within Mindvoice.


[And who is shameless Old Man?] His wife reached back for him.


Atropos grinned. [I will show you shameless when I reach you my wife.]


[I do so love when you talk dirty to me my love.] Lilika responded with a laugh.


Daron entered the Medical Facility quietly, his eyes adjusting to the dimmer lighting. He turned quickly and locked the entrance behind him and then stepped further into the facility. His eyes swept across the main area with the examination beds and he saw her step quickly from the doorway into her office. Daron fought down the intake of breath that threatened to escape his throat as he saw her. Her hair was much longer then he had thought, cascading well past her shoulders and framing her stunning face. She wore a simple outfit that clung to her lush body like a second skin. Her large breasts strained against the fabric of the material. He had not seen her wearing anything but the Lycavorian body armor up until now and he could see the outline of her nipples against the shirt. He gazed at her hungrily as she stepped further into the main room and saw him.

“Daron?” She spoke softly, looking at him.


Daron moved with a measured pace. He did not want to seem too eager, but now he desperately wanted to strip her out of her clothes and take her in every way he could think of. She was far more enticing than he had first thought.


“Anja.” He spoke as he came up to her.


Her face beamed and she smiled at him. “I didn’t… I didn’t think you would come.” She said.


Daron let his bag drop to the floor and he reached up to stroke her cheek. “I told you I would.” He stated.


Anja smiled as he stepped even closer. “I’m glad.” She whispered.


Daron gazed down into her face, truly stunned at her surreal beauty. How an animal like Leonidas could claim such a beauty was beyond him. He might just keep her around after he was done with her. She could prove very pleasurable to have at his whim. If all he had to do was get her pregnant to take her away from Leonidas, it would be too easy. He had taken an injection of hormones to make himself more virile and if she was in this Phase as she said, then she would be with child before he left her this night.


“You look absolutely stunning.” He said to her softly.


Anja looked at him shyly, glancing at his bag on the floor. “What did you bring with you?” She asked.


Daron smiled at her. “Some wine and fruit for us to share.”


Anja met his eyes. “You don’t want me right now?” She asked in an almost hurt voice.


Daron took her chin between his fingers. “That goes without saying.” He told her. “But I am not a beast like that man Leonidas. I want you to be relaxed and most of all I want you to enjoy yourself when I make you feel things you never have felt.”


Anja smiled brightly. “Will you kiss me?” She asked.


Daron’s heart raced as he stepped closer to her, pressing against the front of her supple body and feeling her breasts push against his chest. “I would be delighted.” He said as he lowered his face closer. 


“You are going to make me feel things I have never felt?” She asked just before his lips touched hers.


Daron smiled as he gazed into her eyes. “You have no idea.” He stated confidently.


Anja smiled back at him and he saw her eyes shift, the black ring encircling the jade green pupil and the sharp looking dual fangs extending from her gums.


“I could say the same thing to you.” Anja spoke just before she lifted her hand. Daron saw the metallic flash in her fingers but was far to slow to react. He felt the prick in the side of his neck and his eyes went wide as he lost all control of his limbs. He glanced up at Anja as blackness swept over his eyes and saw her smile once more as she lifted the small injector in front of his vision. “Nighty night.” Anja spoke just as his eyes clouded over and the blackness enveloped him.

Anja stepped back as he slumped to the floor. “Saoi sibfla!” She spat loudly as Aricia, Dysea and Cirith walked out of her office. “His perfume is going to make me vomit!” 


Aricia stepped up to her and kissed her, pulling her body tight. Anja melted into her arms without pause as Dysea and Cirith moved to stand over Daron. Cirith bent over to pick up his bag as Aricia and Anja parted.


“Better?” Aricia asked.


Anja smiled lustfully. “Much! Thank you!”


“Melyanna… you truly are a pomai!” Dysea spoke with a large smile. “The reek of his desire for you was overwhelming. He would have done whatever you asked of him.”


Anja smiled as she and Aricia came over. “Like that would ever happen.” She said.


Cirith opened the bag and pulled out several items, one small metallic object she lifted up for all of them to see. “He was going to record it all.” She said.


Aricia moved up beside her and took the recording device. “No doubt to send back to Lorendo and show how manly he is.” She said.


“And how easy he thought we were.” Anja stated.


Dysea’s emerald eyes narrowed slightly and she reached down to grab the front of his shirt. “Yes... let us show him just how easy we are my loves.”

“I don’t suppose you guys would look the other way while I did a quick amputation huh?” Anja asked.


They all laughed as Aricia bent over to help Dysea. “We promised Martin we would not hurt him.” She said as they lifted his limp form between them.


“It won’t hurt!” Anja declared. “I swear! He won’t feel a thing! Really!”

SCIMITAR

ENROUTE TO APO PRIME


The ship was quiet; as quiet as any warship could be. The majority of the SCIMITAR’s Third Rotation worked on the other end of the landing bay during these hours, allowing Andro relative peace as he walked among the fighters and transports with Elynth beside him. Andro did not know what had awakened him, only that it had done so several times before, and he did not know what it was. Whispers and echoes in his dreams really, words he could barely make out or understand. Reluctantly he pulled himself from the warmth and twist of limbs he had been tangled in with Sadi and the others. Whatever it had been had woke Elynth as well, it always did for she had the same dreams in these instances and as she reached for him, he was grabbing a mug of coffee from the Mess Lounge. In another few minutes he was beside her in the landing bay and they were silent as they walked. This was the fourth time since Dorian had joined them that the dreams had come back. That did not include the times they had awoken feeling the same way, before the nightmares of Alba Tau had overridden everything else and allowed them no peace.


That same feeling from before had returned and it was much stronger now that Dorian was here. It had something to do with him and Ryner they were certain, but what they did not know.

Upon returning to the SCIMITAR, Andro had received quite an earful from Eliani about leaving Zarah on Yuri’s ship, but she had relented quickly when she had seen Onera. Eliani Leonidas was not as trusting as her brother, but seeing Yuri’s young daughter with Pa’cour among them and recognizing how Yuri had trusted them with her, she had begun to relax more. Once Lisisa had arrived they had taken Onera under their wing without hesitation and led her away to get acquainted with the ship. She may not have been as trusting as her brother but Eliani had complete and utter faith in Andro. If he believed in something as strongly as he did Yuri’s change, then Eliani would trust in his instincts and feelings. They had never been wrong before.
Andro and Elynth did not need to speak as they walked the deck, the click of her talons echoing softly in the air. One of them would start to talk after they had looked at everything from all directions. The voice they heard as they neared the almost silent end of the bay caused both of them to turn toward the Dragon pens nearby. They realized Dorian and Ryner were in the unoccupied Pens and they moved across the bay to see him using a Scale Brush on Ryner’s muscular side. The Scale Brush removed any lingering dirt or dried scale roots from his fresh scales, giving any dragon an almost luster like appearance to their scaled skin. Andro did this at least once a week with Elynth and she relished it each time. This morning however, something told them that they were not the only ones who had been awakened as they were by the echoes.

Dorian turned when he felt his brother’s presence. “Andro.” He said.

“You are departing on the mission in a few hours fervon.” He spoke. “You should be getting some sleep.”
Dorian nodded. “I know.” He answered. “Something woke us up.”

Andro’s azure colored eyes looked at Elynth quickly and then back to Dorian. “Woke you up?” He asked.
Dorian nodded as he tossed the brush to the floor. “Woke me out of a sound sleep.” He said with a smile. “I was having a really good dream too.” 

“What woke you Dorian?” Andro asked again moving closer as Elynth settled to the deck and crossed her foreclaws over each other.

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know.” He answered. “Something. Like a… it was like a whisper of words in the back of my mind. Even in the dream I could hear them.”

I as well. Ryner spoke now. An echo of something that I could not see. But it was… it was there. We could almost feel it within us.

“Was it a presence of some kind?” Andro asked causing Dorian and Ryner to look at him.

“You… you had the same thing?” Dorian asked quickly looking at him with wide eyes.

Andro looked at Elynth and then back to Dorian and nodded his head. “Yes.”

It is not the first time for us. Elynth spoke softly. It has happened before through the years… but it was much stronger this time. Now we could almost…
“We could almost understand the words.” Andro finished for her.

Dorian looked at his brother and settled between Ryner’s front legs. He stroked his thick talons and waited as Andro settled between Elynth’s foreclaws across from them. When he was seated Andro held out the coffee and Dorian took it. He drew a long pull from their mother’s blend, relishing in the taste and texture. He lowered the mug and looked at him.

“Andro… what are we?” He asked.

Andro met his eyes. “What do you mean?” He asked.

“You know what I mean fervon. You have asked yourself this same question through the years. Both you and Elynth. What are we?”
“We are Lycavorian Spartans.” Andro answered immediately. “We both have the blood of our parents in us. Blood which is among the purest of both our species. And we are brothers above all else.”

“Is that the answer you give to the shrinks?” Dorian asked with a smile.

Andro grinned. “You have been talking to Eli I see.” He said.

“It doesn’t answer my question.” Dorian said.

“We are what we are fervon.” Andro finally stated.

“But what are we?” Dorian asked him. “Never in the history of either of our species, of Dragonkind, never has what happened to the four of us ever taken place. I checked fervon. In all of our history texts, in all of the vampire scrolls, nothing like this has ever occurred. I asked the Elder Mother before she left Dragon Mountain. She told me that you and I, Elynth and Ryner, we are the only ones she has ever heard of it happening to. And how many years does she have. Certainly as far back as grandfather Sumar.”

Andro nodded slowly. “I did the same thing.” He said. “The answer… the answer was the same.”

“Then what are we?” Dorian asked.

We are who we are Dorian, just as Andro has said. Elynth spoke. Do you wish to be more?
Dorian shook his head quickly. “That isn’t it Elynth. You know that.”

We question why we are what we are. Ryner spoke now. You have asked this question before haven’t you? Why you and Androcles bonded while he was still within Queen Aricia’s womb? Why you hatched only a few weeks before this happened? Long before you normally would have Elynth. Andro… have you never asked why this happened. Why you and Elynth can do what you do. What we can now do?
Elynth blinked several times and looked at Andro. We have… yes. She answered turning back to Ryner.
“Did you come up with an answer?” Dorian asked.

“No.” Andro replied softly. “Do you question the Praetorian gene we carry fervon?”
Dorian shook his head quickly. “It’s not that Andro. You know it isn’t. That is in our blood and I know why we have that and what it allows us to do. I know the reasons for it and why it exists within us. What I question is why I was able to speak with Ryner before I was ever born? Why you were able to speak with Elynth before you were born? There has to be purpose behind that. A reason for it.”

“We have asked these same questions Dorian.” Andro told him. “There are times when we still do. Like tonight. I think we have just come to accept that perhaps there are no answers. At least none that we can see or feel.”

“Father says there is purpose to everything in the universe.” Dorian said softly. “That everything happens for a reason. That every event has an effect and every effect has an cause. And every cause has a purpose.”

We believe this as well. Elynth said.

“Then we are this way for a reason.” Dorian spoke meeting Andro’s eyes. “There is a reason I am like I am. That you are like you are fervon. In just the few months since I joined this life, I have grown beyond what anyone expected. Our mothers. The Elder Mother, even father. Everyone except you Andro.” He stated pointedly. “Why is that? You knew once you touched us didn’t you. You knew then.”
Andro gazed at him for a long moment. He took a pull from his coffee and then reached out to stroke the scales under Elynth’s jaw. “The disease that afflicted mother I did not expect.” He said finally. “But yes… I knew you would be like me. We knew what happened to Elynth and I would happen to you and Ryner.”

And you never told anyone? Ryner asked.


Elynth chuckled softly. What would we have told them? In some ways even our own family considers us enigmas they will never understand. That they do not want to understand. It…

“It frightens them.” Andro said finally. “In some ways…in many ways we frighten our own family fervon. They love us without question yes… as we love them. But they do not fully understand us. They cannot explain it. Hell… we cannot explain it. We did not want to expose you to this before you were born. We had hoped… Elynth and I had wanted to bring all of this to you and Ryner as you grew together. As we grew together. As I said the disease that afflicted mother we did not anticipate. And now you are here asking the same questions that drove us insane for so many years.”

“So you do believe there is a purpose to us being what we are? That there is a reason we were born aware?” Dorian asked.


“Yes. How can we not?” Andro said. “Father and Torma, mother and Isheeni, their bonds are powerful. Every Bonded Pair has a powerful bond. But none of them truly come close to experiencing what I do with Elynth or you with Ryner. They cannot see through their eyes as we do.”


Their hearts do not beat as one as ours do Dorian. Elynth said. What we experience is…
  
Like we are one soul. Ryner spoke.


Elynth looked at Andro and it was almost as if she smiled the way her mouth opened slightly and she exposed her fangs. They understand far more than we gave them credit for my brother. She spoke.

Andro nodded. “Yes they do.” He said. He looked at Dorian. “How do you try to explain to your mothers and fathers, to anyone really, that you feel the same dry scales as Ryner or Elynth would feel if they were without moisture for too long? That our skin may not be dry but we feel it within our skin. Like it is happening to us. She can see with my eyes as I can see with hers. She can smell with my senses as I can with hers. It is like we are… like Ryner said. Like we are the same person.” Andro grinned. “Our mother Anja would spend the next decades trying to understand and figure out why we felt this way.”

“This is why you have never told anyone?” Dorian asked.


Andro nodded his head. “I have not shared this with anyone… even Sadi. Though of anyone, KertaGai would more than likely understand.”


“And this has happened to you before. Waking up for no reason hearing the echoes and whispers?” Dorian asked.


It went… it went away for a time. Elynth said. When what we experienced on Alba Tau chased away everything else. But it returned recently.

“When I was born?” Dorian said.


Andro nodded his head. “This is the fourth time since you were born that this exact thing has happened. They returned the first night we returned to Earth.”


And now it is starting to happen to us. Ryner said.


It isn’t a sickness of the mind! Elynth hissed. That is why we can tell no one. We do not want others to think us crazy.


“So it has… these dreams have never affected you in any other way?” Dorian asked.


Andro shook his head. “No. We have them… we feel things… hear echoes just like you and Ryner and then they are gone. It is like someone or something is trying to communicate with us… but then the whispers or echoes fade.”


“And you never tried to figure out what they meant?” Dorian asked.


Oh we did. Elynth said. But they were just as jumbled and confusing to us as they are now to you. We were never able to determine what they meant. After years of trying we decided that they would either one day make sense or they would not.

“It has to mean something though Andro.” Dorian said. “You and Elynth stopped having them for a time only to start having them again when I bonded with Ryner before I was born. And now we are having them. That is no coincidence fervon.”

Andro nodded. “Perhaps not.” He said. “However… with everything going on right now, trying to decipher what it all may or may not mean is distracting. We have to focus on what we are doing here and now. Too many depend on us fervon.”

Dorian sighed heavily and nodded. “You are right.” He said.

Andro leaned forward. “Listen to me. Whatever it is… whatever it means… when the time is right we will know. We have had years to contemplate this exact thing Dorian. Why are we so different from our brothers and sisters? Why do we see and feel things that others, even our father, can’t see. They have come to the conclusion that it is because of the emotional state our parents were in at the time that we were conceived. That is what they want to believe but we know it is not true. If it was… how do they explain you and Ryner? Our mother Isabella and our father were calm and happy and at peace when you were conceived.” Andro shook his head. “No… there is something else at work. Elynth and I believe this and now so do you. But we also have responsibilities to undertake. As much as I would like to delve into this just like you, we can’t.”


“I know.” Dorian spoke. “What do we do?”


We do our duty. Elynth spoke again. And when we have these dreams and hear these echoes and whispers, we now have two more minds to perhaps interpret them. To reach for and try to understand what they mean. 

Dorian looked at him. “You know… this being born fully aware sibfla is not all it’s cracked up to be by everyone else.”


Andro chuckled. “Fervon… we have been trying to tell people that for years.” He said. “No one ever listens.”


We can reach for you? Ryner asked.


Always. Elynth spoke. Without question. No matter the time. It is the only way that we will one day discover what it means.



“Sheva will never understand.” Dorian said with a grin.

“Then do not tell her.” Andro spoke. “I have not told Sadi as I said. Elynth has not told Anthar. How do you explain something that you don’t understand? Our wives and mates would probably understand and support us, but why give them the burden of knowing how this affects us when it is not needed.”


We will discover what it means one day Dorian. Have no doubt of that. Elynth said.


“And if we don’t like what it means?” Dorian asked.


“Well… in that case… then we will decide what our course of action will be.” Andro said. “Not before.”

MANNE
LYCAVORIAN ADHOC COMPOUND


Daron heard the voices through the fog within his mind. Female voices. Relaxed and happy. As he struggled to get his eyes open, he realized he could not move his arms or legs. They were secured to something and he was laying at a sixty degree angle on some sort of table. He blinked several times and the memories of what had happened came flooding back. He was about to kiss the Queen Anja and then she stabbed him with something in his neck. It wasn’t painful really, just a very sudden prick in his skin before his limbs seized up and blackness took him. His vision began to clear and he noticed dim lights around him from consoles nearby. He realized he was still in the Medical facility and from what he could determine he was secure to one of the examining beds. He blinked several more times and his vision cleared completely. His anger surged when he realized his predicament. She had tricked him! She had been leading him on the whole time! Flaunting her body and acting all innocent towards him. He cut his eyes and turned his head slightly not wanting to reveal he was awake and he saw them sitting off to the side on the floor of the facility. The remaining four Queens who had not departed with that animal Leonidas. They were sitting very intimately against one another, all of them dressed in very causal, if not revealing clothes. Anja was feeding small pieces of fruit to the raven haired Queen who Daron knew to be who they called Leonidas’s Anome. She placed a piece of fruit in Aricia’s teeth and then brought her own lips against Aricia’s as they both bit into it and tore it in half to chew. The elven Queen Dysea was sitting with her long legs thrown over the legs of the half breed Queen Cirith, their foreheads touching as they looked at something on the data pad that Cirith held. Some juice from the fruit squirted from between Anja’s sensual, full lips and rolled down her chin. Anja giggled contently as Aricia leaned forward quickly and used her tongue to lick it off Anja’s skin.

He saw the blond elf Queen turn to him quickly and he snapped his head back around hoping she had not seen he was awake.


“Our guest is awake.” Dysea spoke turning back to Cirith and ignoring Daron.


He heard Anja sigh. “Yes… he’s been awake for several minutes now.” She said. “I was trying to ignore him.” Anja rolled to her feet quickly and brushed off her pants. “Oh well.” She said.


Daron turned his head and glared at her as she began to walk towards him. His eyes once more couldn’t help but take in the way her clothes clung to her lush body, or now how he could even see that her womanly mound was very clearly outlined between her thighs even through the pants she wore. He lifted his eyes back to her as she came up to him.


“Sleep well?” Anja asked him.


“What did you do to me bitch?” He snarled.


“Sensitive isn’t he Anja?” Aricia asked as she came up next to Anja. She was dressed in a similar manner, the style and cut of her clothes also showing off her supple body and the outline of high, firm breasts and taut thighs.


“I demand you release me!” Daron barked.


Anja chuckled. “He is rather excitable.” She said as she looked back to Daron with a smile. “No wonder it didn’t take much for him to think he was going to dip his wick into my honey pot.”

Dysea and Cirith laughed as they got to their feet and walked over. “Anja… dip his wick? What is this?” Cirith asked with a smile.


Anja grinned. “It’s a saying from long ago on Earth.” She said. “When a man thought he was going to get lucky with a lady. Sort of how Daron here thought he was going to score with me. Isn’t it Daron?” 
“What did you stab me with?” He demanded to know.

Anja moved closer and lifted a tiny hypoinjector from the table beside the bed holding it up for him to see. “It’s called Cituxen. A rather nasty little toxin. One drop of this on the tip of a needle will turn anyone into a limp noodle in five seconds. My daughter Eliani designed it for a mission she went on with her brother Andro. It worked so well we kept it as part of the standard inventory for our Special Operations people. I tweaked it just a little bit with Anuk’s help. You remember her right? Danny’s elven Anome… the one that you had some rather descriptive and disgusting thoughts on when you saw her the first time?” Anja smiled at the expression on Daron’s face when she said that. “Bet you thought I didn’t detect that either huh?”
“You lie!” Daron hissed.


“It seems he is not as smart as he likes to think.” Aricia said.


“Tell me about it. “Anja agreed. “Anuk and I adjusted the different compounds of the Cituxen toxin so that it hindered the normal motor and function skill commands from getting to the brain and then on to those particular parts of your body. I didn’t want you running away from me so soon before we had our “special time” together.” Anja continued as she set the syringe back on the small table. “Don’t worry big boy, it’s not permanent, and you will still be able to feels. I wouldn’t want to deprive you of that.”


“You… you lie! You could not have detected my thoughts! I am Pralor! You are… you are not even…” Daron gasped.


Anja smiled at him. “Your little trick with Etheric resonances didn’t work too well on me you know.” Anja said. “And you most certainly were not able to make yourself more appealing to me than Martin Leonidas. You wouldn’t be able to do that on your best day sport. Or on my worst day.” 

“How?” Daron gasped before thinking to deny everything.


“Did you think that as the wives and mates to a Praetorian that we would not be granted some of our Nauta Melme’s Etheric gifts?” Dysea spoke now. “The virus that flows within his blood now flows within ours fool. In Aricia and Anja and I most of all, but it swarms within the blood of us all.”


“I bet… I bet you thought that you would record yourself having sex with me…” Anja said as she moved closer to the table. “That you would show me whimpering in orgasmic joy while you pounded your pathetic dick into me and you could tell that fat fucker Lorendo how easy we are. That because it was so easy to get me into the sack it proves just how inferior we are as a people. Then you and your pal Lorendo would use that to prove to the other Elders that your father is wrong about us.”


“I have… I have no idea what you are talking about!” Daron stammered. “You… I only assumed because he had six wives that you… that all of you could not possibly be satisfied with that. I… I found you attractive and pursued you. That is all!”

“You pursued me even knowing that I was the wife and mate to Martin Leonidas?” Anja asked. “You think rather highly of yourself Daron. And you are a liar.”


“I am not a primitive like you!” Daron barked. “I do not lie!” 


Cirith held up his bag. “Would you care to recant that answer? It is really weak if you ask me.” She spoke with a smile. “Or do you carry this equipment around with you all the time to record your disgusting conquests.”

“We hate liars Daron.” Aricia said. “Really we do.”


“You may have been able to get away with this devious and disgusting practice among your own people… but it will not succeed here.” Dysea hissed.


Daron looked at Anja. “It almost worked with you.” He snapped. “Or do you expect me to believe that you were not in the least bit affected by me.”


“Only in the level of how violently I wanted to vomit.” Anja told him. “The perfume you wear makes me ill.”


“You are lying!” Daron spat at her. “You are just too afraid to admit it in… in front of your fellow Queens! You wanted me! I could see it in your eyes!”

“Wow!” Anja said shaking her head. “You really are impossibly stupid and hopelessly arrogant!” She spat back at him. “Want you? Daron you are five…”

“Six.” Aricia corrected her.


Anja looked at her. “You think?” she asked.


Aricia nodded. “Oh at least.” Aricia replied. 


Dysea chuckled. “Remember how he swells when we are all in phase Melyanna.” She echoed. “It is at least six.”

Anja looked back at Daron. She reached out quickly and to his horror she yanked down the pants he wore exposing his lower body to their eyes. “You’re right.” She said with a smile. “Daron… you are six inches too short and two inches too thin. That little thing you got between your legs could not come close to what I have. What we have… every day of our lives.”

Daron’s eyes glared at her as his skin flushed in embarrassment and anger. “I am over seven thousand years old and one of the most respected scientists among my people!” Daron barked loudly. “How dare you treat me in this manner?”

“And you are as dumb as a nubous post!” Aricia snapped at him. “Anja wants to cut your puny cock from your body you know!”


Daron’s eyes grew wide in sudden fear when Anja’s hand came up with the R4 High Elf Razor Hybrid in her hand. The doubled bladed weapon was fearsome looking by itself and the way Anja spun it gracefully in her hand told him she knew how to use it very well. It was a gift from Tarifa and Aihola many years ago and Anja had not been without the blade since. She normally wore it in a hidden sheath at the small of her back under her utility belt. Completely hidden and unseen.


“And you wouldn’t feel a thing.” Anja told him with a savage grin. “It would be very appropriate punishment for laying your hands upon me in the first place.”


“You are crazy!” Daron almost yelled.


Anja smiled her sweetest smile. “You have no idea igord.” She said.

“You seriously do not understand do you?” Dysea spoke now. “You can not affect any Lycavorian female, or any female turned by a Lycavorian, in the vile manner that you affect the Pralor women who you prey upon. And you most certainly can not affect any of us. You do not compare to our Nauta Melme in any way, shape or form. He is in our blood! Even if we wanted too, and none of us have any desire to change the way we feel, we could not be attracted to you. Martin is all that fills our minds and hearts. His scent permeates our bodies and calls to us even when he is away. We bask in how he makes us all feel. You could not possibly come close to matching that. You are not Lycavorian and…” Dysea looked at his limp cock. “And you are woefully inadequate in other departments as well.”
“She means your cock is way too small!” Anja quipped playfully.

“And when Martin is not here… we can find pleasure the likes you could never provide in the arms of each other.” Cirith stated quickly. 


“So very true.” Aricia stated with a smile.


“Come on guys.” Anja pleaded. “Just one little cut!” 


“Get away!” Daron screamed trying to yank free of the bindings but still unable to feel any portion of his arms or legs. The commands from his mind were not reaching his limbs and he was stuck where he was at the mercy of these crazy primitive bitches.


They all laughed at him causing his shame to increase to higher degrees.


“Not so high and mighty now are we?” Anja asked him.


“You are insane!” He screamed. “All of you!”


“Be thankful you tried this stunt with one of us and not one of our daughters or the mates to one of our sons.” Dysea told him. “They would have carved out your eyes long before now.”


“That goes without saying.” Cirith agreed. “Especially Sadi or Eliani.”


“We give you a warning now Daron of the Pralor people.” Aricia began. “You are not dead now but for the grace of one man. After the way you have acted towards Anja we would have happily joined her in carving you into tiny pieces. Only our love for Martin stops us. Only his request that we do not hurt you stays our hand. And we would have been well within our rights according to the laws of our people.”


“That just shows how savage you are!” Daron barked.


“No… it shows how deeply we hold to our vows of love and commitment.” Anja said. “When a Lycavorian claims a woman as Martin claimed all of us, his blood flows within us. We neither want nor need the attention from other men. And while Martin lives we could never desire the touch of another. All of us are tied together within the Etheric realm Daron. We are intertwined so deeply that when one of us speaks, all of us speak. No woman claimed by a Lycavorian will ever fall prey to your deception. And in most cases, once she discovered what you were doing she would tell her husband and mate. Then your father would be short one fool son. And since your sister told us you target only women who are married…” Anja saw the look on his face. “What? You didn’t think that your sisters knew about your perversions Daron? How do you think we confirmed you target only married females, aside from your obvious gestures towards me?” Anja reached over and took another hypoinjector from the table and held it up.


Daron’s eyes grew wide. “What is that? What are you going to do?” He shouted.


“This?” Anja asked innocently looking at the hypoinjector. “This is Tanem. It’s an older drug but still very effective. It increases your heart rate like you are exercising so that other medications will speed their way through your blood stream.”

“Wait!” Daron screamed. “You can not…”


“Yes I can.” Anja spoke just before stabbing it down into his leg.


Daron felt the small pin prick like before and he glared at Anja. “You bitch!” He shouted. “All of you! My father will hear about this!”


“What will you tell him Daron?” Aricia asked him. “Are you going to tell him that you actively tried to seduce Anja even knowing that she is the wife and mate to Martin Leonidas and one of six Queens of the Lycavorian Union? Are you going to tell him that you tried to use your pathetic Etheric abilities to alter her perception of you and make you more appealing to her? That you tried to control her actions? As you have done to so many of your own women? We call that rape. And that is punishable by death within the Union.”


“He would never believe you!” Daron shouted. “I am his son!”


“Perhaps not.” Cirith spoke as she handed Anja a small tubular device which Anja slid into the body of the injector. “But he would and did believe your sisters when they told him what you have been doing all of these years.”


Daron’s eyes were wide now. “They… they told him?” He gasped.


“Your sisters are not as unintelligent as you think they are Daron.” Dysea told him with a smile. “They figured out what you were doing long ago and they jumped at the chance to assist us now. Especially Kesyla. Did you know that your sister is falling in love with Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca?”

“What?” Daron hissed. “Kesyla? She would never lower herself to such a level!”


Anja chuckled softly. “That statement shows just how much you really know.” She said. “Which is pretty much nothing. If things will work out how we believe then they will then your sister and she will become wife and mate to Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca Simpson. They will love her until she is breathless. And believe me when I tell you… any fool who tries to take her from Daniel if that occurs…? Let’s just say Danny has a temper that he rarely lets out. Sort of like our Martin. They would not survive the encounter.” Anja held up the hypoinjector. “Now… where would you like me to stick you?”


“No!” Daron barked. “What is that?”


“This is not technically a medicine.” Anja said with a smile. “It’s a chemical. Rinolac. Pretty harmless really… but once it works its way through your bloodstream… well let’s just say that any Lycavorian female will find you absolutely heinous in the way you smell. You would have to outright force them to even want to be around you. It won’t affect anyone who can’t smell it, but most of the females within the Union will take notice right away and figure something is not right with you.”

“You can not do this!” Daron screamed. “It isn’t right! You have no right!”


“To protect our people… we have every right.” Aricia snarled. 


“Bitch!” Daron screamed. “All of you are bitches! Do you hear me! You are nothing more than primitive bitches!”


Anja’s eyes narrowed. “And just for that… I’m going to inject it right into one of your tiny little testicles and not be gentle about it!”


“No!” Daron screamed. 


Anja reached out and shoved the hypoinjector forward stabbing it into Daron’s left testicle. He screamed in horrible pain as Anja depressed the trigger and then dropped the injector onto the small table.


“Chew on that you asshole.” Anja snarled.


Aricia took her arm with a smile. “Come… let us return to our camp before we have to smell the result.” She said.


Anja smiled at that. “Now that’s an excellent idea.” She said. She turned back to Daron. “We’ll hang onto your little bag of goodies Daron. Including your P1. I’m sure Avi will have a good time removing whatever information there is on it. You should be able to move in a couple of hours. Just enough time for the Rinolac to fully work its magic in you. It should last about three or four weeks. Just enough time to get the message out about you.” Anja reached forward and slapped his face gently. “Next time you target a woman… make sure she is not smarter than you big boy. And definitely make sure her husband doesn’t have a cock that even when not hard, makes yours look like a newborn child’s.”


Cirith, Aricia and Dysea couldn’t help but burst out laughing as Cirith threw his bag over her shoulder. Anja could be so colorful in her description of some things. Daron could do nothing but watch as they departed the Medical Facility arm in arm laughing to themselves leaving him in silence and alone. He let out a scream of rage as the doors closed. A scream that no one heard and no one would care about.
ICARAVA
DARASTRIXI HOMEWORLD

DARASTRIXETHE (DRAGONBLOOD) SPACE

SPACEWARD OF FORMER PRALOR TERRITORY
EDGE OF SCOURGE CONTROLLED SPACE

It was a massive planet, easily five times the size of Apo Prime, with nearly double the amount of water covering the surface. From orbit it appeared to be a greenish orange color due to the glare from the three nearby suns, but it was not a desolate planet by any means as first glance would indicate. In fact, it was the only planet not touched by the Scourge corruption or desolation within a thousand light years. It still had massive cities across the surface, glittering areas of beauty scattered among the plains, river valleys and mountain ranges that spread across the planet and its terrain. Three colossal space stations occupied orbit around the planet, a dozen massive pod shaped warships spaced around them and mixed in with dozens of smaller pod like ships.
There appeared to be only three continents when looking down upon the planet from orbit and none of them were connected. The larger cities appeared to reside mostly on the two bigger continents with the third having only a few scattered across its expanse. The enormous oceans appeared to be gray/blue from orbit, and as one grew closer you could discern the lush green of forests and mountains.

This was Icarava. Homeworld to the Darastrixi. The Darastrixethe. Those of the Ancient Dragonblood.


It was from this planet that all dragons within the known universe were descended from. This planet was the core of their entire species no matter what breed they were. And no matter if they walked on four legs or two. Dragon Society, or MakiaVi, was broken into many different areas but all were Darastrixethe. There was no distinction drawn between those that were two legged, or Jiilhoinpa and those that were Vrrarhoinpa, four legged. Evolution had dictated that some of the Darastrixethe would eventually walk on two legs, and now they did. Evolution also dictated that the two types of species would never be apart. They were all Darastrixethe, and their voice was equally heard. 
MakiaVi was very tolerant as a society, but also very rigid and harsh in many ways. Each Darastrixi had their purpose and their role and that is the role they were expected to fill. Those Arytissi or Warrior Dragons were made up mainly of the Vrrarhoinpa, for they were the most sturdy and powerful. They were commanded by specially trained Jiilhoinpa that rode their fellow dragons into battle. They were a devastating force to behold on any battlefield and since the dawn of their species they had never been defeated in open combat by any enemy. Nothing could stand against their combined power. Even when the Scourge had been ravaging the Pralor people and worlds during their long war, killing billions, they had not dared to come here even knowing the Darastrixi worked closely with the Pralor people through the millennia. The Scourge Queen knew to face the Darastrixi would be far more costly to her forces than to the dragons. The Darastrixi were immune to any kind of physical Scourge assimilation and their equal in strength and cunning. While the Scourge had them outnumbered by millions, the cost to the Scourge would be more than she was willing to accept. The Darastrixi were also able to speak within the Etheric Realm where the Scourge could not. An unlikely pact was struck then; the Darastrixi would remain out of the Scourge war with the Pralor people and not help them in any way. Any Pralor people on Icarava were to be given to the Scourge as a means for the Darastrixi to show that they were serious. That day was now a stain upon the honor of every Darastrixi that many would never forget. While the Darastrixi considered the Pralor people equals in everything many Darastrixi did not regard them well because of their arrogance and how they seemed to think they knew what was best for all. There were many exceptions to this general rule and many Darastrixi had friends among the Pralor people as well. And they would never forgive their leaders for executing such a plan. In return for this rule the Scourge would not force the Darastrixi into submission and they could remain free. 
With Scourge supervision of course.


This Pact did not sit well with many of the Darastrixi people for it severed their ties with thousands upon thousands of Darastrixethe that they had allowed the Pralor people to seed upon other worlds with the Darastrixi blessing. The Scourge took those Pralors from Icarava and demanded no one dare acknowledge them afterwards. The Darastrixi agreed, but even so, when the Pralor homeworld fell to the Scourge, billions of the Darastrixi across Icarava mourned the loss of so many of their friends and colleagues among the Pralor people. Now they would never know the fate of those Darastrixi that had been seeded in other parts of the galaxy. The Scourge lay waste to everything on the Pralor homeworld and destroyed wantonly without realizing or caring about what they were doing. So many priceless artifacts and countless millennia of knowledge was mindlessly destroyed, and among that information, any of the locations where fellow Darastrixi had been seeded. 
While they had powerful warships and equally advanced engines like the Pralor people, the Darastrixi almost never left their claimed territory. No doubt the Scourge would never allow them to transit their space, though the random research vessel out exploring had passed through scourge space more than once. These vessels were the exception to the rule. No ships with the exclusion of Scourge vessels were allowed to enter former Pralor space. And still the Darastrixi leaders did nothing. Even with the Pralor war long over, the Scourge Queen still kept her forces along the borders to monitor and control. While they did not actively stop and board Darastrixi ships that tried to leave, they had full authority to do so.

   MakiaVi was a deeply faithful society with even strangers from different cities across their massive planet willing to stop and talk of whatever on the streets of their enormous cities. The pace was measured and calm befitting the benevolent nature of all Darastrixi. The Urlkrisir Mamiss or Governing Body was led by a Commission of Twenty or Sulevfu di Woiuewr that was elected for life. Ten Vrrarhoinpa and ten Jiilhoinpa resided on this Sulevfu and made the decisions that had guided their kind since the beginning. They were broken into four Sulevfu and a Svitraniv or Svitran, Priest or Priestess, was elected from within their four groups to be their leader. The ruling Urlkrisir had been in power for well over three hundred thousand years now, the Svitran a well respected Jiilhoinpa. 

The Elbakiw Sulevfu, or Science Commission, was tasked with the same things as any species. New discoveries, research and medicines, technologies, all meant to improve upon the life of the Darastrixethe as a whole.


The Angrimich Sulevfu, the Military Commission, was obvious in its duties as it was tasked with the defense of the people as a whole.

The Ymmute Sulevfu, or Law Commission, made and enforced the few laws among the Darastrixi while the Urlkrisa Mamiss actually did the governing.

Then there was the Livaiji Sulevfu, or the History Commission. These were the many Knowledge Scholars and the Religious Scholars that made up the many aspects of Darastrixi society. They were men and women who studied the histories of their culture as well as many other cultures spread across the universe. The Myths and Legends and histories and many of the traditions of countless species resided in their Vaults of Knowledge and while they were the smallest of the Sulevfu in actual number, the vast majority of Darastrixi considered them to be the most honorable and revered of their people. The Livaiji was the only Commission to vote against the pact with the Scourge. They knew to do so would only mean that eventually the Scourge would come for them.


The Darastrixi were not without their faults however. In many ways they were very much like the Pralor people and considered themselves superior to other lesser species. That they did not see it this way was without question. There was however, still corruption and greed within the Commissions. Those who desired more and worked for the sole purpose of gaining as much power and wealth as they could.


One of the Urlkrisir Mamiss of the Science Commission exited the hovercar on the roof of the enormous stone and steel structure that rose above the capital city of Charis. It was situated on the colossal mountain peak to the north of the city and was home to the main central facility of the Livaiji Sulevfu. He was tall, just over two meters in height, and very well muscled even under the silk like robes he wore. The dark green color of the robes blended well with the light green scales across his face. The Jiilhoinpa sect of the Darastrixi walked on two legs yes, but their bodies were covered in a much lighter and softer kind of scale than the Vrrarhoinpa brethren. Their scales were smooth to the touch and were more prominent as they extended back from the middle of their faces. The facial area around their eyes and mouth was tanned skin like that of a Pralor or other humanoid species and always deeply tanned. Though they had no ears to speak of, each Jiilhoinpa had small pointed bumps on the sides of their heads that could be mistaken for ears. They actually were able to hear through the two tiny ridge holes that were in place on either side of their temples at a level of their eyes. The brow ridge was very prominent in the males while much less so in the females. The male’s eyes were slightly oversized but not excessively so and fit in proportion to the size of their faces. 


The man mumbled something to the driver of his hovercar and then turned to greet the Jiilhoinpa male and female standing to the side of the pad with the medium sized Vrrarhoinpa towering over them. As his hovercar lifted away they moved forward to greet him.


“Aviel my friend.” The second male spoke as he came right up to him.


“Chalith… it has been far too long.” He answered as they brought their hands up and placed them over the heart of the other while bringing their foreheads together briefly in the common form of greeting among the Darastrixi.


“You are looking well Aviel.” The female spoke as she came forward and they conducted the same greeting. Though she was obviously female, the Darastrixi greeting was the same for all of their people. They were a very sexually open society and the greeting, though a man would put his hand over the female’s breasts, was considered just that.

Aviel smiled as he drew his hand back from her heart and nodded to her. “You are just as beautiful as the last time I saw you Shalu. What has it been? Ten years?” 


The woman smiled. “More like fifteen now. She answered. 


Aviel turned to the large dragon who waited patiently. “And you Ch’teven.” He spoke. “Are you keeping our mutual friends in line?”


The dragon rumbled deeply in his broad chest and extended his wings slightly to the side. Darastrixi had long ago acquired the ability and vocal cords to speak outwardly as well as within the Etheric realm.


“They do not need me to look after them Aviel.” He answered. “Most of the time I am running to keep up with them.”


Aviel nodded and looked at his friends, still holding the hand of Shalu. “Yes… of that I have no doubt.” He said.


“How is your mate Aviel?” Chalith asked. “Your children?”


Aviel nodded his head. “She keeps me grounded and my children drive me endlessly lodeg.” He replied. “What else is there to live for?”


“Indeed.” Shalu spoke.


“So tell me my friends… why have you requested I come here after so long?” He asked. “It has been many decades since I walked the halls of the Livaiji Sulevfu. I doubt they still remember my days here.”


“Oh… you would be surprised what these walls remember Aviel.” Chalith spoke as he moved up beside him.


Aviel chuckled. “Of that I have no doubt.” He said. “It is truly good to see all of you again.”


“As it is to see you.” Ch’teven told him warmly. “We should go inside before we speak however.”



Aviel looked at him oddly when he said that and he felt Shalu take his other arm. “You will understand soon enough.” She stated softly.


With Ch'teven bringing up the rear they entered the through the huge golden doors on the side of the tower and were silent as they made their way down the corridor. Aviel saw many different students moving the facility, all of them deep in study or quickly moving between classes. Both Jiilhoinpa and Vrrarhoinpa came here to study and they took it very seriously. To be granted the right to attend the Livaiji Sulevfu’s main Academy on their planet was indeed an honor.


Aviel moved with them easily, the Darastrixi were never rushed, and they entered the huge elevator. He watched as Chalith inserted a card key and then touched the panel indicating they were headed to the Vaults Of Knowledge. Aviel had only been there once before as access to them was strictly controlled and very limited. He glanced at Chalith.


“Am I cleared for entrance into the Vaults after all these years Chalith?” He asked calmly and evenly.


“You are now my friend.” Chalith answered. “This is too important.”

“You have peaked my interest.” Aviel said with a smile.


“Hopefully we will peak much more when you discover what it is we have found.” Shalu told him.


“Interesting.” Aviel said.


The ride down was very fast and Aviel noted that they had gone even lower than he had ever been before. Down into the actual Vault levels. Nearly two kilometers beneath the surface of the Academy above and heavily fortified to prevent destruction in case of orbital attack from an enemy. As the elevator doors opened Aviel felt a sense of honor and pride sweep through him. Very few were granted the privileged of actually being in the Vault levels of the Academy. The assorted Vaults held vast quantities of knowledge and lore dating back to the beginning of their species. The very first Darastrixi stored their knowledge and power within these same Vaults. Some of them were over five million years old.


They exited the elevator onto a chasm spanning walkway that reached across the open space like a bridge. The Kailiabdred ar Irthir. The Bridge of Knowledge. Below them several hundred meters Aviel could see Acolytes of the Sulevfu deep in study or arranging one thing or the other. 

Aviel shook his head in awe. “I have heard of this place.” He said softly. “Never did I imagine I would see it in all its grandeur.”


“Come…” Ch'teven spoke as he deftly moved around them and began to make his way across the bridge. “We have something you need to see.” 


Aviel followed with Chalith and Shalu beside him, taking in the walls of historic scrolls that told of their history and the history of so many thousands of people and species. Aviel knew they had been able to secure and hide away reams of knowledge given to them by the Pralor people in the hopes that one day it would help to restore their people. The Darastrixi had guarded and secured this knowledge viciously through the years, always improving upon the security of these Vaults to defend against Scourge attack. It took them another few minutes before they entered a huge cathedral like room with high ceilings and intricate carvings on the walls. In the center of the room was a smoothly ground granite table polished to an intense shine. Chalith ushered him to one of the large chairs while Ch'teven moved to a large spread of soft skin blankets on the floor. Aviel waited while Chalith and Shalu took seats across from him at the table and then he sat forward in the chair.


“Now I know that there are very few among our people who even know these chambers exist.” Aviel stated calmly. “Even I did not know until this very day. They are rumors and myth that date back millennia.”


Chalith nodded. “They are. As you can see however, they do exist.” He replied. “And you are correct… only seven of our people know these rooms actually exist. Through the years we have expanded the Vaults to include these rooms. It allows for the ease of study and to gather information. There are five of these rooms spread across fifteen kilometers and from each of them we can access the entire database of the Vaults. This is the one built specifically for the Academy.”


“Impressive indeed.” He said. He looked at Chalith. “Now… why am I here my friends?” He asked. “And why did you request I tell no one.”


“Aviel… what do you know of the Lorsvek ar Sepas?” Shalu asked. 

Aviel sat back. “The Prophecy of Souls? Not much I’m afraid. I know that it is among the oldest of our myths and that it is said to have only happened once before in our history. Three different souls, chosen by Wer Geou ar wer Zezhuanth. The will of the Ancient. The very first of our kind.”


“That is correct.” Chalith said with a smile. “I see that you have remembered some of your studies at least.”


Aviel smiled. “I do try.”


“What else do you remember Aviel?” Ch’teven asked.


Aviel shook his head. “Aside from that… not much as I said. Why?”


Chalith reached out and touched a small computer pad on the table in front of him and a small holographic image appeared with the image of a scroll and writings. “Lorsvek ar Sepas. Scroll Three.” He said. “A short translation if you will allow me. I will choose six from among the life within the stars. To each I will bestow a piece of my eternal soul. They will be aware of all around them when birthed with the sacred gift of life. They will be drawn towards each other from across the expanse of time and space like gravity to the suns. Each with the blood of the Dahakoan in their veins. Each with the Sepas of a Darastrixi no matter their nature. Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir.”

Aviel nodded his head. “I can see why it is the cornerstone of our religion.” He said. “It is very profound. Why bring me here to show me this however?”


“Because it is happening right now Aviel.” Ch’teven spoke softly. “At this very moment it is happening.”


Aviel turned to look at him. “I don’t understand. What is happening?”


“The Lorsvek ar Sepas.” Shalu answered.


Aviel turned back to look at her. “You’re joking of course.” He said.


Shalu shook her head slowly. “No my friend… I am not.”


Aviel leaned forward once more. “Shalu… this Prophecy… it is millennia old. It dates back to the very beginning of our people. Millions of years. It is only a myth and legend.”

Chalith nodded. “And until twenty-seven years ago I would have agreed with you my friend.” He said. 


Aviel smiled. “Ok… I will go along with you. What happen twenty-seven years ago?”


Chalith raised his hand and pressed the computer pad again. “Two things actually. They happened on the same day. One discovery in the morning and then only six hours later another, even more profound discovery.” The image in the holographic projector switched to that of an archeology dig site from what Aviel could determine.


“What is this?” He asked.


“A hidden archeology site on the planet Haradur.” Chalith answered.


Aviel’s eyes flew open and he looked at him. “Haradur!” He hissed. “That is within Scourge space Chalith!”


“It is within Scourge space now.” Shalu corrected. “It is also the ancestral home of our people Aviel. You know this. The Scourge only refused us access to the planet after we agreed to their vile pact.”


“Shalu… you must not speak like that.” Aviel said.


“Why?” She snapped at him. “It is only us here Aviel. Or has your time with the Urlkrisir Mamiss dulled the senses and intelligence you once showed.” 


“Shalu…” Ch’teven spoke gently. 

Shalu took a deep breath and nodded her head. “Forgive me Aviel. I had many friends among the Pralor people. And we just handed them over to the Scourge like they were items for trade.”


“It was done to save our people!” Aviel stated. “I did not agree with it… but the majority of the others did.”


“The Scourge threaten all of existence Aviel.” Ch’teven said. “Their numbers increase almost daily and they push to control everything. How long do you think it will be before they come for us?”


“The Scourge fear us!” Aviel spoke. “They can not hope to stand against us.”


Chalith nodded. “Right now.” He said. “But what if they discovered this?”


“A myth?” Aviel demanded. “A legend that dates back to the founding of our people! What would they care for this?”


Chalith touched the computer again. “The Lorsvek ar Sepas Scroll Six. This is what we found on Haradur Aviel. The missing Scroll of Zezhuanth.” He stood up. “Now this is just a rough translation mind you.” He said before beginning to read from the scroll. “To each of these Dahakoan I will bestow a small part of my essence and knowledge and power so that it may live on in them. Each part safely hidden away within them until the day when it is needed. Until the day when they must rise up and save not only my kind, the Darastrixi, but all life within the stars. Save it from the blackness of the abyss.”


Aviel took a deep breath and rose to his feet. “I have always honored the Scrolls of the Ancient and I have believed deeply.” He spoke. “Many of our people do.”


“Then why has the Urlkrisir Mamiss begun to dismiss much of what the scrolls say?” Shalu asked more gently.


Aviel shook his head. “I have counseled against it Shalu, you know this.” Aviel said quickly. “I have tried to tell them that they lead us from the path our kind was founded from. But I am only one voice.”


“The influence of the Scourge is far reaching Aviel.” Ch'teven said softly. “They have begun to infect even our people.”


“The Scourge?” Aviel said. “What do you mean?”


“Do you think we do not know of the Pact made with the Scourge.” Chalith said.


“Everyone knows of this pact.” Aviel said. “It is part of our history now.”


“Not that pact Aviel.” Chalith said. “The secret one signed only five hundred years ago. The pact that gives the Scourge their pick of our Maiden females every ten years. The pact that allows them to take the maidens of every generation. And not just randomly mind you. These maidens are chosen very carefully Aviel.”


“What?” Aviel demanded. “What are you talking about?”


Chalith touched the panel again and the image changed to one of a spaceport cargo bay. Aviel’s eyes grew wider when he saw half a dozen Scourge Elites and what appeared to be a Holy Elite. An emissary of the Scourge Queen herself. Their insectoid figures were easy to discern in the transmission and he saw almost a dozen of the Scourge warrior drones scurrying about moving what were life support pods of some sort into the belly of their ship. 
“Where did you… where did you get this?” Aviel demanded.

“It does not matter.” Ch'teven spoke.


“What… are those life pods?” Aviel asked.


Chalith nodded his head. “Yes. And they contain the living bodies of twenty of our own maiden females. Young female Darastrixi that were selected by what the information contained in these lost scrolls.”


Aviel looked at him quickly. “You stole them?” He gasped.


Chalith nodded his head. “The team we sent there stole them yes. The Scourge were already there Aviel. They were excavating the site when our team arrived.”


“Excavating it for what?” Aviel asked.


“The Scrolls.” Shalu said in reply. “In the scrolls is the map to which of our people would be chosen by the will of Zezhuanth.” Only a female… and only a maiden female. Only a female maiden who has been born differently.”

Aviel looked at her. “What do you mean differently?” He asked.


Chalith got to his feet and moved to the wall closest to Ch'teven. He touched the wall and it disappeared to reveal another room separated by glass. Aviel’s eyes grew even wider when he saw the young Jiilhoinpa female in the room. She was sitting at a table wearing the robes of a member of the History Sulevfu, but from atop her head flowed something Aviel had never seen before. Shimmering black hair where there should be none. It was very long, cascading well past her shoulders to the top of her buttocks and it shone with health. Aviel moved closer to the partition with wide eyes.


“Ithquenti.” He muttered loudly. (Gods)


Chalith nodded. “That is what we said as well when her parents brought her to us twenty-seven years ago.” He said softly. 


Aviel looked at him. “Brought her to you?” He asked.


Chalith nodded. “They are loyal members of the Livaiji Sulevfu and have served our Order for nearly a hundred thousand years. Most of their children are all grown, all sons, but twenty-eight years ago they decided to have one more child. They both wanted a maiden. This child is the result of that union.”

“She has… she has hair.” Aviel stammered.


Shalu nodded. “That is not all she is.” She stated with some humor. “Aviel… she was birthed fully aware. And she, for lack of a better explanation, she bonded with a Vrrarhoinpa while still within the womb of her mother. Before she hatched.”


Aviel looked at her quickly. “Before?” He gasped. “How is that… how is that possible?”

He watched as the young female turned her head, her black hair flowing around her shoulders as she rose to her feet. She was of medium height, but her female figure was far more enhanced in many areas as normal Darastrixi. He watched as she walked up to the second door into the room and his eyes grew larger when he saw the muscular Vrrarhoinpa enter the room with a casual gait. He immediately lowered his head and he watched as she reached up to place her hands on either side of his immense snout and press her forehead to his skin.


“There is no medical explanation for it.” Shalu spoke. “We are limited in what we can explore with her because we have been hiding her all of these years, but she…”


“Hiding her?” Aviel asked. “Why?”


“Look at her Aviel!” Ch'teven spoke. “She is twenty-seven years of age and has already reached maturity! Her Vrrarhoinpa is only weeks older than her and he is already fully mature. And they are viciously protective of each other. What would normally take five hundred years to happen has happened in less than three decades? How do you explain that? Never in all of our history has this occurred.”


“She is what the Scourge are looking for.” Chalith spoke softly.


Aviel turned to look at him. “What do you mean?”


“Why do you think they have been taking our young Maidens Aviel?” Shalu said. “They are looking for her.”


“Why would they be looking for her?” Aviel asked.


“Another section of the Scrolls that our people stole speak of her. And others.” Chalith said softly.



Aviel looked at him. “Others?” He asked.


Chalith nodded. “The six that Zezhuanth chose to carry his soul.” He said. “To them I will bestow my Geou. My will. The force of my Tobor Jedark and Vers. My life force and power. Together they will cleanse the galaxy and bring light once more.”


“Are you saying there are more like her?” Aviel gasped.


“Not here. Not among our people.” Chalith said.


“What?” Aviel asked.


“What force in the known universe was able to face down the Scourge and not be cowed Aviel?” Ch'teven asked him. “What group stood against them and defeated them at every turn until they were betrayed.”


Aviel looked at Ch'teven. “The Praetorians.” He answered instantly.


Ch'teven nodded. “For only the Praetorians were born with the power to project their Etheric abilities into physical weapons. Even we can not do that. Only the Praetorians of the Pralor people.”


“But there are no more Praetorians Ch'teven.” Aviel said. “They were all killed by the Scourge at the end of the last war. Betrayed by someone from within their own government just as you said. And their leader was lost some where among the stars before that. He was never found. Once the Praetorians fell, the Pralor people fell soon after.”

“I will forgo reading to the scrolls to you verbatim Aviel…” Chalith said. “It is written that these six individuals will have this ability. This Praetorian power. It also states that each of them will bear the distinction of the others race and species who are their equals.”
“You have lost me my friend.” Aviel spoke. 

“Zezhuanth did not specify who he would grant each piece of his soul to.” Chalith said. “Only that they would be incorruptible and each of them would be birthed fully aware of everything around them. As well as the existence of their counterparts so to speak.”

“I still do not understand.” Aviel said.

“Her name is Laren Ti’shara Aviel.” Shalu spoke. “Ladur is her Vrrarhoinpa. She sees with his eyes Aviel. He sees with her eyes. And she has begun to…”

Aviel looked at her. “To what?”

“For the last ten years they both have begun to physically manifest the ability to project their Etheric power into the physical realm.” Shalu told him. “They can use it as a weapon. An extremely lethal weapon. And their power has increased substantially through the years.”

“A weapon?” Aviel gasped. “You are certain?”

“We have seen it Aviel.” Ch'teven spoke now. “Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir. In some manner Laren and Ladur have acquired this power. And it continues to grow.”

“Do you realize how insane this all sounds?” Aviel asked looking at them.

Chalith held out the data scroll. “You may read it for yourself.” He said. “All of the tests that they have allowed us to perform.”

“Allowed?” Aviel asked.

Shalu smiled. “They are rather… stubborn.” She stated. 

“She has regenerative abilities Aviel!” Chalith said. “Injuries and wounds that would take weeks for us to normally heal take her only hours. Ladur is showing this as well but not on as large a scale. She has knowledge that she should not have at so young an age. Knowledge of places and events and people that she has never seen.”

“How do you know this?” Aviel asked.

“Aviel… she has not left our care since her parents brought her to us.” Shalu said. “She has never even been offworld. Yet she can recite and complete the charts of dozens of star systems as if she has been there. Systems that we have never been to as a people. Ladur can recite the wind patterns of planets he has never been to. The intricacies of flying in thick or thin atmosphere. These our things that the Vrrarhoinpa do not learn until they are well past five hundred years of age. Yet they know it now!”

“That does not include the more… physical aspects.” Ch'teven said.

“What?” Aviel asked looking at him.

“She is… she is skilled in a physical form of combat I have never seen.” Ch'teven said. “An acolyte made the mistake of approaching her when she was among the young males in the courtyard several years ago. He touched her in our usual manner of greeting and she… she put him in the infirmary for several weeks.”

“She was incensed and screamed at him to never touch her again.” Shalu spoke. “I was able to explain to her that is our form of greeting. She already knew this but apparently she felt the acolyte’s touch was too intimate.”

“She injured a male?” Aviel asked in shock.

“That would be putting it mildly.” Ch'teven answered. 

Aviel held up his hands. “Wait! What does she have to do with the Scourge?” He asked. “What does any of this have to do with the Scourge?”

“What do you think the Scourge would do if they discovered she existed?” Chalith spat. “She wields the power of a Praetorian within her Aviel. A power known only to exist with the Pralor people up until now. The Scourge have been reading our scrolls! They are searching for a way to be able to conquer us!”

“And you are telling me this child holds that key?” Aviel barked.

“She holds one of the keys.” Chalith said shaking his head. “According to the Scrolls of Zezhuanth each of the six will hold a key. They will feel each other from across the stars. They will be drawn to one another. What do you think would happen if the Scourge were able to discover the power of the gene that the Praetorians possess? Do you think they would honor their vile pact with us then Aviel?”
“I knew nothing of this secret pact you spoke of!” Aviel barked. “I would never give our Maidens to the Scourge! Never!”

Chalith nodded. “And that is why we asked you to come here.” He said. “For power or wealth or whatever other reason, there are members of the Urlkrisir Mamiss that have chosen to align themselves with the Scourge and allow this. The one chosen from among our kind would be a Maiden. That is written in the scrolls.”

Aviel looked at him. “And these others?” He asked.

Chalith shook his head. “We do not know. She will not tell us. All we know is they…”

“What?” Aviel asked.

“All she will tell us is that the last of her Isthasyi are now among the living.” Shalu told him. “And that one is…”
“What?” Aviel demanded.

“She says that she has three brothers and a sister among the stars and that one of her isthasyi and her myvishi are Vrelvel Sargti.” Shalu said softly.
Aviel looked at her with wide eyes. “Vrelvel Sargti?” He gasped. “You are certain of this?”

Chalith looked at him as did Ch'teven. “Why do you not seem surprised of that Aviel?” Ch'teven asked.

Aviel turned to look at him. “We have heard rumors among the Scourge Elite that come to use our stations. Some of them were recently overheard speaking in whispers of some new Praetorian Guards. Those descended from the first Praetorian.”

“Sumar?” Shalu asked with wide eyes.

Aviel nodded quickly. “Yes.” 

“I thought… where?” Shalu asked.

Aviel shook his head. “I don’t think they knew. But they were also overheard saying that one or two of these new Praetorians were Vrelvel Sargti, or whatever they called them in their own vile tongue.”

“Then it is true!” Ch'teven gasped aloud. “The Lorsvek ar Sepas. It is coming true.”

Aviel turned to look at Chalith. “I want to speak with her. With them.” He spoke quickly.

“Aviel… they are… they are rather introverted.” Chalith spoke. “They do not open up well to…”

“Damn you Chalith!” Aviel barked. “I believe you my friend! I believe all of you! This is too much to be any coincidence. Something is happening… and I want to find out what it is! My duty is to our people… not to the Governing Commission!”

Chalith looked at Ch'teven and saw him nod his massive head. He turned to Shalu and she nodded as well. He moved closer to the wall and touched a hidden panel. Aviel watched as a small section slid aside to reveal a control panel. Chalith touched it gently.

“Laren my child.” He spoke.

Aviel saw her head turn to gaze at them, almost as if she could see them even through the wall.

“We are here Tilabil Chalith.” She spoke and Aviel was stunned at the almost musical tone to her words.

“Laren… we are right now with Koppentotz Aviel of the Elbakiw Sulevfu.” Chalith said. “He would like to speak with you and Ladur personally.”

“To what end Tilabil Chalith?” She asked causing Aviel’s eyes to grow wide.

Shalu chuckled softly. “I told you… she is headstrong. As is Ladur. We do not know where they get it.”

“Laren… speaking with him could possibly allow us to reunite you and Ladur with your Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir.” Chalith told her. 

Aviel saw her eyes then as she lifted her head and he choked down his intake of breath at the exquisite color of her eyes. One was a remarkable azure color, while the other was a deep cobalt blue. He glanced quickly at Ladur and saw that his eyes were different colors as well. One a golden orb and the other a piercing emerald one. 
“Very well Tilabil Chalith. But please inform him that we must waste no time now. My Isthasyi and Myvishi are aware of me now. They can feel Ladur and myself within them. Soon they will be able to discern the messages I have sent to them and they will come for me.” Laren said calmly. “Trust me when I tell you, they will not take kindly to those who wish to stop us from reuniting. My Isthasyi and Myvishi will not be very forgiving to those who would do me or Ladur harm. Androcles and Elynth especially as they are Vrelvel Sargti. Though Dorian and Ryner are just coming into their own as are Ladur and I.”
Aviel looked at Chalith. “Andro… Androcles and Dorian?” He asked.

Chalith nodded. “She knows their names Aviel.” He said. “She will tell us nothing else about them but she knows their names. And probably more than she is sharing I’m sure.”

“Where is she?” Aviel asked urgently. “I must speak with her.”

“We can take the underground tram to avoid prying eyes.” Shalu said. “They are at our facility on the northern continent.”
“Then let us go now!” Aviel spoke with a gasp.

