CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
APO PRIME

CAFÉ DISTRICT OF TUYA


Andro let his azure eyes gaze upon the crowd below him, sweeping across the expanse of the huge Café District slowly as he took things in. He hadn’t been back to Apo Prime in some time, yet it looked no different than it had before. The dozens of small eateries and shops made up this section of Tuya and there were hundreds of men and women outside sitting at the many tables and benches as they went about their lives unknowing of the larger picture and what was happening outside of their small portion of the universe. Andro did not hold this against them in any way for all of them knew that a state of war now existed between the Lycavorian Union and the Kavalian Federation, but it did not affect them directly and the citizens of the Union had far more faith in their military and leaders than the Kavalian people did. Indeed many of them had been at war in some fashion for the better part of their lives and they adapted now easily. The Lycavorian Union had prospered more since his father had returned to take the throne then in the two millennia before and he knew that the vast majority of the citizens of the Union adored his father and all of his mothers. The many species and citizens of the Union knew that their King and Queens would not hesitate to get down in the dirt with the rest of them for a good cause. He distinctly remembered several occasions as he was growing where he had gone with his father to help in building a community center or medical clinic. He had learned his lessons well from both his father and his mothers and they were lessons he would never forget. They were lessons he would one day pass on to his own children.

Andro also now realized why he so much preferred Sparta and Earth over Apo Prime. It was a much slower pace of life within Sparta and everyone was not rushing around trying to accomplish whatever it was they were trying to do. He missed his villa on Gytheio, the smell of the Laconia Gulf and the scent of his wives and mates filling his head all of the time. Events were not going to allow him to return there anytime soon, but he vowed that when they did, he would spend an entire week doing nothing but worshiping their bodies and enjoying the feel of their auras all around him. Like his mother Aricia was to his father, Sadi would always be the one to command his soul, but there were times when even Andro did not believe how much he loved and adored all of his wives and mates. He had given up trying to understand it all, only that it was, and that was all he cared about now.
As he let his eyes scan the area below, no matter much how he concentrated, Andro could not pick out the members of Marci’s personal team. As Assistant Director of the Krypteria, she was authorized to have her own team of highly trained men and women who looked after her and protected her. Marci had instead chosen men and women who could do Ops and assist her in wherever they were needed no matter the job. Marci was part of the younger generation of pureblood vampire within the Union. A generation that had all been born within the Union itself after their parents had fled the High Coven with Andro’s mother Isabella. Their loyalty and love for the Union and it’s ideals was as absolute as any pureblood wolf. Marci was also among the millions of pureblood vampires within this generation that had taken pureblood Lycavorian husbands and wives. She worshiped her husband just as he adored her, and they did not care who knew or saw this. It was not a uncommon sight at all now to see a mixed couple walking the streets holding hands and showing their affection and in many cases their children.

Andro realized that Marci had regained her focus with Armetus back at work and she had become even more wise to the way things were done with her mentor able to guide her once more. Armetus and Marci made a devastating pair Andro knew. To see them working together was enlightening to say the least as they went at a problem or issue from so many different angles and directions it sometimes made Andro’s head spin. Marci waded through the many intricacies of Intelligence problems and issues just as Armetus had taught her. Like a ghost among the shadows. Since he had returned Armetus had broken the Krypteria into two different sections to counter the many threats they now faced from all sides. He had appointed Marci as overall Assistant Director of the Krypteria but also the Director of Krypteria Internal Security. With the blessing of the Union Senate Oversight Committee chaired by For'mya’s father L'tian, the KIS was born. They would be the ones to keep the Union safe from the inside, with full authority to act within the Union borders. Ever since he had officially formed the Krypteria, Armetus had always followed one rule to the letter. It was a rule he had stuck to no matter what if he was able and it was a rule he had passed on to Marci. 


“We are the eyes and ears of the King’s body. It is our sworn duty to insure the Union remains safe from all threats.” Armetus said. “We tell the King where they are, how many there are and what they are doing. We let him know if they are a threat to the Union we all serve. And if needed we let him take our people and go kill them if that is what is called for.”

Armetus had never failed to do just that. And in his passionate speech before the Senate he made it very clear that the KIS was not a secret police. He knew that the King despised such things and Martin Leonidas would insure the KIS never became such an organization. He also made sure that they knew that with the myriad of threats to the Union now, the normal police and security apparatus would not work. L'tian was respected by every member of the Senate and well known to be openly defiant when he believed it was the wrong course of action. Even after the events with his daughter For'mya, he was the first to come forward in support of the new Kavalian government under Pian. If he advocated the need for such an organization to exist then none of them could dispute it. Of course Icho and his cronies screamed out against it, but the KIS was finally born on an interim basis with overwhelming Senate support. 
As he gazed at the scene below Andro didn’t want to think of how many among the hundreds below him in the cafés were part of Armetus and Marci’s organization, but he had a guess there were probably far more then he thought he could discover. Like his father, Andro preferred the direct approach, but also like his father Andro knew the direct approach did not always work so well. That is where Marci and Armetus and their people came in.


Andro dropped his eyes when he felt Lu'ria’s arms slid around his waist and she stepped under his arm to press her supple Drow body against his as she came around in front of him. He looked down into her stunning amber colored eyes and simply gazed at one of the six women who held his core being in their grasp. Her dark caramel colored ebony skin was flawless, her soft violet lips moist and inviting as always. Her long, shimmering white hair was pulled over one shoulder and fell to just above her waist. All of his wives and mates knew that Andro loved long hair and Lu'ria had spent the last weeks and months letting it grow. He was always running his strong hands through their hair in moments of relaxation and it was something all of them had come to adore. Her hair flowed around her facial features and was tied at the end with silk portions of cloth that matched the color of her Drow family’s symbolic history. The dark gray jumpsuit she wore clung to her muscular but very tantalizing curves in all the right places. As with all Drow across the Union, Lu'ria Leonidas was not afraid to display her ample physical assets, and the valley between her large breasts looked very appetizing, as she always unzipped the jumpsuit just enough to show a small amount of cleavage. Andro had spent many, many hours exploring the dark, lush curves and valleys of Lu'ria’s body and he knew each bend and twist by memory just as he did with all his wives and mates. While Sadi could always incite him in ways none of them could and Ne'Veha’s delicious amaretto scent and taste of her skin was irresistibly intoxicating to him, Lu'ria’s delicious ebony skin color and her aggressive and dominant nature always served to stimulate him. Each of his wives had a hold on him Andro knew. Lu'ria’s dark skin and violet lips would never cease exciting him, and now that she was wolf, her honey melon scent was even sweeter to his nose. Carisia was a petite powerhouse of lust and desire and was not afraid to take what she wanted. Sehri projected innocence, but in reality she was nearly as adventurous as Sadi within their bed, and she would only grow far stronger as the years passed. And even without her Alkay seeping from her pores when aroused, causing all of them to have an increased desire for each other, Caliria was sweet and delicious and uninhibited.  

Lu'ria looked up into Andro’s face and smiled lustfully as she saw the look in his eyes. 
Lu'ria knew that each of his wives and mates had a unique draw on Andro, and while Sadi would always attract him more because she was his Anome, each of them had begun to utilize their own very unique pull on him just as Sadi had taught them. Lu'ria smiled up at him as she pulsed him with just a very small amount of her newfound female aura. She knew this would send a tiny spike into her scent that only he would detect and when Lu'ria saw the sudden glint in his beautiful azure eyes she knew that he had detected it easily. She and Ne'Veha were becoming very good at using their female wolf skills thanks to Sadi’s expert tutelage. Their KertaGai never denied them anything and she was constantly showing them how to manipulate their new wolf senses and abilities and part of that was in how they interacted and teased their beloved husband and mate. Sadi had made it very clear to all of them that while she may have been Andro’s Anome, they were all of one mind and voice. They spoke with one voice just as Andro’s mothers did. There was no need to fight or compete for Andro’s affection because he loved them all with every ounce of himself, and there was quite a bit of their beloved Spartan husband to go around Lu'ria thought with a lustful smile. 
Much like Andro’s father had done for his mothers, the power of the virus in Andro’s blood and the strength of his Etheric abilities caused certain changes in all of them, and it was these things that now tied all of his wives and mates together deeply. They shared a very special bond between themselves that even Andro would never intrude upon, and all of them were nurturing this connection deeply. Whether he was making Sadi cry out in bliss, or any one of them for that matter, they shared it with each other within their own womanly connection. When Andro made love to any of them he poured his very soul into it and this they shared with each other without question. As his Anome, Sadi was their voice, but they were all his wives and mates.


Lu'ria had embraced her new life as a wolf and Crown Princess completely. Her position had brought her much fame among the Drow people as well as much jealously from many other young Drow females who now envied Lu'ria her standing. The utter devotion of the Leonidas men to their women was famous throughout the Union and among the Lycavorian people. She knew that any number of Drow females could line up naked before him and Andro would walk past all of them to take her and Sadi and Ne'Veha and Carisia, and now Sehri and soon Caliria once more. Some Drow females laughed at her in soft whispers saying he could not love her as much as Sadi, but Lu'ria knew the truth of it. Andro loved the contrast of their skin color when she was in his arms and he was always nuzzling her soft lips. He had spent many hours just exploring her lush body, with Lu'ria crying out in bliss the entire time. Andro had been her first lover and he would forever be her only male lover. Lu'ria also deeply embraced the unique and special Etheric bond she shared with Sadi and the others. It was this Etheric bond that wound them all so tightly together as not only intense and very willing lovers, but also the very deepest of friends and Crown Princesses as well. They referred to her as their Drow Mistress, and Lu'ria knew it would never be the same without all of them in her life.

Lu'ria knew that she and Carisia were the closest in skill to Andro when it came to hand to hand combat. Her scrumptious Maya eyed slaved was even better than her Lu'ria knew, but if Carisia was gone as she was now, Andro would always bring her if physical combat was a very distinct possibility. Sadi and Ne'Veha were not far behind them in fighting abilities, but their skills made them incredible pilots first and their Etheric abilities allowed them to do things that Lu'ria and Carisia couldn’t. Sehri was showing an amazing aptitude to use her growing Etheric abilities in a defensive manner none of them could match. The youngest of them she may have been, but she was nearly Sadi’s equal within the realm of her Etheric powers and Lu'ria didn’t doubt that she would soon come to her and Carisia to put these skills to more practical use in terms of physical combat. Their Inamarno was a doctor Lu'ria knew, and when she was back among them, Lu'ria had no doubts she would find the niche she was meant to take. 

As Lu'ria gazed into his beautiful eyes she reached up and traced his strong jaw with her finger. “You are far away my love.” She spoke softly.

Andro smiled at her and Lu'ria felt her heart do little flips as he leaned over and nuzzled the outer ridge of her four inch high elven ear. “I see KertaGai is teaching all of you to be very perceptive of my mannerisms.” He said in a whisper. 

Lu'ria grinned and leaned into his nuzzle as she shivered in delight and her new wolf blood began to sizzle at his touch and his scent. “We are one.” She stammered finally. 
Lu'ria felt that unique tingle in her head and then Sadi’s voice filled her mind in their private connection. 

[Lu'ria Leonidas… don’t you dare make me scold you our Drow Mistress.] Sadi’s voice spoke to her from the SCIMITAR in orbit. [You are wolf now and you are our wife and mate. If you desire your husband then we expect you to act on it. You will never need my permission to have our mate tickle your senses or make you scream his name to the moon.]

[I did not…] Lu'ria began.

[No. If you desire your husband and mate… if your blood burns for him… then you let him know. I would expect any of us to have our husband when he makes our senses burn for him. I certainly would not turn down the opportunity and I would not expect any of you to. As long as you share with us when you return of course.] Sadi told her with some humor in her voice.

[I will always share.] Lu'ria spoke in reply.

[Then if the opportunity presents itself… you let your husband and mate know that you want him and that he needs to sate the burning of your blood.] Sadi replied. [When has our beautiful Alpha wolf ever let us down Mistress?]

[Never.] Lu'ria answered. 

[Then you do what you must as an Alpha female. And share with us when you return.] Sadi told her. [Details our Drow Mistress. Details.]  

Lu'ria suppressed the chuckle she wanted to release at Sadi’s words and she stared into Andro's eyes. “You are our core Androcles Leonidas. Of course she would teach these things to us.” She told him finally. “We wonder where our beloved goes when his mind takes him to places we can not see? We wonder what he thinks of? What he views when he is there?” She looked up into his face again. “We wonder what is so strong within him that it takes him from the warmth of our embrace and our bed and why only his brother Dorian, Ryner and his Bonded Sister can sooth him?” 

“I tried not to wake you.” He said with a gentle smile.


Lu'ria pressed tighter against him. “What was it Andro?” She asked. “A dream?”


Andro shook his head slowly and was silent for a long, quiet moment. Lu'ria knew that he would never lie to any of them and she remained patient as he tried to find the words to explain and his arm dropped to curl around her waist and draw her closer. She reveled in the feel of his powerful body against hers as she waited. He looked at her finally. “Not a dream really… but what was in the dream. Elynth and I have had them since we were very young. They went away for a time when the nightmares of Alba Tau were all we could see, but ever since… ever since Dorian was born they have returned. Stronger and much more focused now.”


“What do you see?” Lu'ria asked.


“It’s not so much what I see my Ilythiiri Tessai, it’s what I hear. What we all hear within the dream.” Andro said softly.


“Dorian, Ryner and Elynth hear this too?” Lu'ria asked.


Andro nodded his head. “It’s a voice… like a whisper. It echoes in the background all around us, speaking to us, but so softly we can barely hear it. We only discovered last night that Dorian and Ryner have been having these same dreams for weeks now. It is why we spent the time with them after we woke.”


“What… what does it say? This voice.” Lu'ria asked.


“That’s just it Lu'ria… it’s so soft that we can hardly make out any words. Most of the time anyway. When it is quiet enough, the words are spoken in a language I have never heard spoken before. But part of me… part of me understand their meaning.” Andro said. “It is a female voice, of that we are sure, but…”


“Female huh?” She asked with a grin.


Andro smiled at her. “Lu'ria you should…”


“We have found everyone who will share our lives Andro.” Lu'ria said. “We know that what you feel for each of us you could never feel for any another. And trust me when I say, no female will ever have what we have now. We have you. And we will not share. I was trying to be humorous.”


Andro shook his head and leaned over quickly to nibble on her pointed ear tip causing her to squirm in happiness and squeeze him even harder. He drew back and looked at her, his face becoming serious once more. “The voice is almost familiar to me. Like…”

“What?” Lu'ria urged him to continue.


“When we hear this voice it is like… it is like when I talk to one of my sisters.” Andro said. “The familiarity with them. The love for them that I have. I feel all of that too. Like I, like we should know who this voice belongs to.”


“And you are sure it is not Eliani or Zarah or…” Lu'ria began.

Andro shook his head quickly. “My sisters have never been shy about coming to me and talking about anything.” He said. “Nor I with them. None of them approached me after these dreams so I know it is not an echo of one of them. Zarah I would know immediately because of the bond we share. Eli is like Dorian and I in a small way. She is far more perceptive than she lets on because of when she was conceived. Our father and mother Anja were still discovering everything they had. They were still deeply emotional times for them when Eli was conceived. I would have sensed it from her immediately as well. Carina and Normya would instantly share anything with their husbands, who would in turn tell me. And Lisi has never been shy about telling me anything.” He shook his head again. “No… this is very different… and it feels like it comes from across a great distance.”


Lu'ria looked into his eyes and saw confusion. “What? Speak to me Andro.”


“It feels like it is part of me.” Andro told her. “Part of us. Like it is inside us. Like it has always been inside us.”


“Do you hear it now?” She asked. “When you are awake?”

Andro shook his head. “Not the voice. But the resonance remains clear and strong. We can still feel the presence. Like it is humming gently in the background. Waiting.”


“I am not… I am not very knowledgeable about this gene within you.” Lu'ria began to tell him. “I am not as strong as Sadi or Sehri or even Ne'Veha within the Etheric…”


Andro reached up and spread his palm across her cheek seeing her eyes lift up to meet his. “You are far stronger than you might think my Ilythiiri Tessai.” He said. “As with so many others, your Etheric abilities are channeled in a different direction.”

“My physical skills?” Lu'ria said.


Andro nodded. “You and Enylarcopri both. In a fashion similar to how Zarah’s abilities are used.” 

“Because you bit me?” Lu'ria asked. “Changed me?”


Andro lowered his eyes. “Not exactly the way I would have preferred to bring you fully into my life but…”


Lu'ria reached up and placed a finger on his lips. “You will never be sorry or ashamed for making me like I am now Androcles my love. I cherish that day every moment that goes by. It made me like you and Sadi and Ne'Veha. I embrace that.”


“As do I.” Andro told her, his arm pulling her tighter.


“Then share what you see and feel with us Andro.” Lu'ria told him. “When we are all together. Dorian too. Share it with us. We love you more than our own lives, and I know Sheva loves Dorian just as deeply. Perhaps with us… perhaps we could help you to understand. See something that you and Dorian and Elynth and Ryner cannot. We are stronger when we are all together, you know this.”


Andro stared at her for a long moment in silence. “I… I never thought of that.” He said finally. “We are stronger when we are together. Perhaps…”

The male voice in his ear implant broke into his train of thought and brought an end to their conversation.


“Target has arrived. Lerkim Banak has entered the zone.” The voice spoke simply.


Andro and Lu'ria both shifted to business mode now. Their mission required their full attention and that is what it would get. 


“Direction?” Andro asked as he and Lu'ria grabbed macrobinos and began to search the crowd below.


“East courtyard.” The reply was crisp and instant. “Making his way to a table. Red shirt and brown pants.”


Andro’s keen eyes found the man among the crowd and he grimaced. Lu'ria chuckled softly and shook her head as she found him as well. “Not exactly a pillar of fashion is he?” She stated.


“Downright disgusting if you ask me.” Another female voice echoed her words on the COM channel. 


“Watchers?” Andro asked aloud. He wanted to know if there were others watching their target and if it would be noticed if he was taken.


“Three possible Milord.” Another male voice answered instantly. “Two at west entrance, one on balcony above the courtyard to the north.” 


It was Marci’s voice that cut in now. She was waiting at the building where they would take the vampire traitor. “Andro… we need to neutralize the Watchers.” She stated.


“Agreed.” Andro answered. 


“Krypteria Two One to Teams Three and Five. Shift your positions and eliminate the Watchers.” Marci ordered on the secure COM channel. “Take them quietly into custody and move them to secure holding areas. We will confirm who they are later.”

“Confirmed. Three moving.”

“Five moving and confirms order.” 


The replies were professional and instant.


Andro looked at Lu'ria. “Anything Ilythiiri Tessai?” He asked.


Lu'ria shook her head. “He seems calm and confident.” She answered instantly. She had been watching him intently through macrobinos since he had entered the courtyard. “He just ordered something from the menu but he does not appear anxious in the least. Could he suspect he is being watched Marci?” She asked.

“He has no reason to suspect that we are on to him Lu'ria.” Marci’s voice echoed in their implants. “If what Sheva told us is accurate he also has no reason to believe that she is no longer who he thinks she is. He is operating under old assumptions.”


“Sloppy.’ Lu'ria spoke.


“Very much so.” Marci agreed with her.


Andro nodded his head. “Sheva is very smart.” He said. “Smarter than this fool that is for sure. She kept her changing feelings to herself and did not make herself suspect. Especially after she discovered her feelings for Dorian.”


“Andro… could she be…?” Marci began to ask.


Andro looked at Lu'ria who met his eyes and he shook his head. “No Marci.” He replied to her unfinished question. He took no offense for it was a question he himself would have asked. “You did not see her when she came to us Marci. She reeked of fear. Fear of loss. She was terrified she would lose my brother. And I could also detect the tinge of hate. For this man as well as others.”


Andro could almost see Marci nod her head from where she was. “Well… if there is one thing I’m not going to question it’s your sense of smell and your uncanny ability to read people. You are certain he has no idea that she is Dorian’s wife now Andro?” Marci asked him over the COM. As close as they had worked in the past and now, Andro had made it very clear she was to call him by his given name. Marci was among the very few who were allowed such a thing.

“No. We kept that very quiet at her request. She did not want the Durcunusaan to treat her differently. Very few people know that Marci. Jomann and a few others on our personal detachments but no one else.” Lu'ria answered for him.


“Good.” Marci spoke.


“That will make this much easier.” Lu'ria said.


“Yes it will.” Marci agreed. “Contact team is in place. Stand by.”


Andro studied the area around where the traitor sat but could detect no sign of Marci’s people. He shook his head at their skill and ability to blend in perfectly.


“Three. Watchers neutralized.” The voice spoke after a moment.


“Team Five. Watcher neutralized. Moving to Eastern District Holding Area.”


“Krypteria Two One acknowledges. Andro?” Marci asked.

“Do it.” Andro ordered.

“Contact Team. Execute!” Marci’s order came with no hesitation or doubt.


It happened almost faster than Andro’s eyes could follow. Banak’s waitress brought him out a mug of something and as she was setting it on the table blacking his full view of the area, someone, a male was all Andro could determine based on his size, walked behind her and right beside Banak. His left hand seemingly brush Banak’s shoulder accidently and Andro saw Banak stiffen slightly. As the man continued to walk past, the waitress set the mug on the table along with her tray and began to help Banak to his feet almost casually. It was like they were together from the way she acted and talked to him with an animated face. It appeared outwardly as if he was heavily intoxicated and the young woman laugh gently as she slipped her arms around his waist and made it seem as if he was doing the same as she guided his arm around her slim waist. They drew no attention aside from some knowing glances from other couples Andro saw as she led him across the courtyard and into the actual café where they disappeared from sight.

“Marci?” Andro cut in suddenly concerned.


“Standby Andro.” Marci’s voice responded calmly. “Let her do her job.”


Andro felt Lu'ria squeeze his arm and he glanced at her as she pressed against him. His eyes moved back to the courtyard below and he watched as the man who had brushed alongside Banak began to make his way back towards the café. He moved very casually and eventually he walked through the same doors the waitress had taken Banak only two minutes before.


“Target is secure.” The female voice spoke now on the COM. “Red One to all teams. The target is secure. Red Five arriving. Begin extraction to interrogation site.”


“Red Five is on site with Red One. I confirm her status.” The male voice echoed. “We are moving.”

“Krypteria Two One Confirms. All teams evac to predetermined locations. Red One and Red Five will deliver the package.” Marci ordered. “Excellent work people. Perfect.”


Andro turned as the door to the room he and Lu'ria were in opened and he saw Marci enter. She acknowledged something from her implant and looked at him. “They’ll have him at the interrogation site in twenty-two minutes.” She told him.


“The Watchers?” Andro asked.


“We’ll find out who they are and if they are involved.” Marci answered as she came up in front of him and Lu'ria. “I have a Lifter on the roof. We should go together. No sense in you or Lu'ria being spotted leaving the building. It will bring questions we do not want to answer right now. If the Netnews discovers you are here on Apo Prime, Icho will be all over it. ”


Andro nodded. “Superior work Marci.” Andro said. “Tell your people for me. Absolutely brilliant.”


Marci smiled. “They like to hear that.” She said. “C’mon… we want to be there when this idiot wakes up.”
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Aviel moved between Chalith and Shalu as they walked down the corridor and Ch’teven moved along behind them. When Chalith had first opened the wall in the chamber he thought that the young woman was in the same facility as they were. He should have known better considering how Shalu and Chalith took their security. Ch'teven remained silent, keeping his thoughts to himself.


Aviel looked at Chalith as they walked. “Why not keep her at the main facility Chalith?” He asked.


Chalith shook his head quickly. “And risk exposing them to the general population?” He spoke. “We do not know who we can trust my friend. That is not wise. They are very intuitive and always seeking knowledge. At least here they can wander and do what they want. Most days they simply read to each other. They love to read.”


“We did not know who or where the Urlkrisa Mamiss may have had eyes and ears Aviel my friend.” Shalu added. 


Aviel looked at her. “Yet you called me.” He said.


“Ch'teven is the one who convinced us we needed to reach out. Recent events have forced our hand really. We do not believe we can protect her and Ladur any longer.” Chalith replied. “Given our history together… we hoped you would… we hoped you still believed in the same things that you believed in when you were here.”


“And if you determined I did not?” Aviel asked.


“Then you would have met an unfortunate accident on your return and we would have mourned your loss.” Ch'teven answered from behind them causing Aviel to stop walking and look at them.


“You would have… you would have had me killed?” He gasped.


“Protecting them is now our main concern Aviel.” Ch'teven replied honestly. “You only needed to see her and hear what we told you to believe and come this far Aviel my friend. You have not met them yet. When you do, you will believe what we have believed since the day they arrived here. None of us ever believed you would have agreed to the decision to give our Maiden females to the Scourge, but we did not know who we could trust.”


Aviel looked at them for a long moment before Chalith took his arm and ushered him forward once more. “How many know she is here?” Aviel asked finally.


“After the incident in the courtyard of the main facility we decided to move her here as I told you.” Chalith told him. “The acolyte she injured was given a glowing recommendation and a position of some importance on one of our colony worlds. He is quite happy and very loyal. He would never betray us. Aside from her parents, only six others know what you now know, all of them her brothers. When we moved her here, we reassigned the hundred or so acolytes that were assigned here. This facility is now empty except for Laren and Ladur and those who care for and teach them.”


Shalu chuckled softly. “When they allow us that is.” She stated.     


Chalith nodded his head with a smile of his own. “Her brothers have visited her often. She may be very different from them, but they love her no less because of it. Both her parents now live here as well. They are very protective of her and since all of her brothers are members of the Angrimich, they understand security better than we do. Several of them actually helped to design and install the updated security measures here in the facility in order to better protect her and Ladur.”

“What do you mean Shalu… when they allow?” Aviel asked.


“We told you they are viciously protective of each other.” Shalu answered him. “They are also extremely intelligent and very introverted. They do not trust easily. Many of those we have employed to teach them we have had to reassign because they cannot tolerate…”


“Tolerate what?” Aviel asked.


“Do not treat them as if they are children Aviel.” Shalu told him. “They hate being treated as if they are children.”

“But they are children.” Aviel spoke.


Chalith shook his head. “No… they are not. You will understand soon enough. Please… they wait for us here in the main greeting hall.”


Aviel followed as they walked through the massive entrance doors and he saw them standing off to the side. A man and woman stood with them, Laren speaking in soft whispers with the woman while the Jiilhoinpa male spoke with Ladur. All four of them turned to look at him as they moved closer and Aviel’s eyes grew wider as he approached. 
Seeing her in a holoimage in no way did her justice. 

Laren Ti'shara was perhaps five foot three, shorter than the average Darastrixi female, but not odd by any means and if his keen eye was correct she weighed no more than a hundred and fifteen pounds. Her raven black hair was even more vibrant in color now that he stood in front of her, almost blue in some of the light that reflected off her head from above. The light green scales of her outer face and along her arms, shoulders and up her neck matched the exact color of her Vrrarhoinpa Ladur’s body, but they were much softer in appearance than any female he had ever seen of the Darastrixi. Her scales ended further back along the outer edge of her face than normal, closer to where her hairline started and that is where the deeply tanned skin began. This was something he had never seen on a Darastrixi female. Her lips were full  and a soft pink color and they glistened with moisture in the sunlight. Aviel noticed that her chest was larger than any of the Darastrixi female he had ever seen before and her legs were also very long for her height. She wore a simple pair of brown pants and boots, the soft white top clinging to her chest while the cloak he had seen earlier was still draped across her shoulders. He could tell with just a glance that she was in superb physical condition and her body was taut and muscular in nature. Her hair was also much longer than he first thought, reaching down to the top of her buttocks easily, but now pulled over her left shoulder into the front. There were two lengths of her black hair that were oddly braided in some fashion and extended down along the sides of her surreal face. It was her eyes that caught and held Aviel however. As he had noticed before, the right eye was Azure blue in color and the left Cobalt blue. They were so very vibrant and alive in their brightness and clarity. And they held wisdom and knowledge within them that he had never seen from a female so young in years.
Chalith and Shalu moved up on either side of Aviel as he stared at her in wonder. “Laren Ti’shara… Ladur… I would like to introduce Koppentotz Aviel.” Chalith spoke.

Aviel instinctively lifted his hand and stepped forward for a greeting but stopped himself in mid motion when he remembered Chalith’s words about the young acolyte. He watched as the young woman turned her head and looked at the older woman to the side. Aviel saw her nod her head slowly and then Laren stepped forward as she lifted her hand. Aviel watched as her hand came to rest over his heart and she moved close enough so that his hand came to rest on her chest. His eyes grew slightly wide when he realized that her chest area was not hard muscle and covered in softly scaled skin as with normal Darastrixi females, but instead was firm and extremely supple and warm. He also took notice that she had two separate mounds of supple flesh on her chest that strained against the shirt she wore, each one topped by a nipple encircled with light green color.
Aviel watched as she brought her head forward and he slowly lowered his forehead to hers, their skin touching in the common Darastrixi greeting.

“It is an honor Koppentotz Aviel. I am Laren Ti'shara, Hianag to Yokra and Robati of the Svihelen Ti'shara. ” She spoke as she drew her head back and Aviel was amazed at how her voice was so musical in its resonance. (Daughter)(Family)
It was Shalu who took notice of the dark look that passed quickly in Laren’s eyes when Aviel did not remove his hand quickly enough and she stepped forward to take Aviel’s arm and draw his hand away before Laren took offense at his touch. He looked at Shalu quickly and then back to Laren.
“Forgive me child.” He said quickly. “You… you are not what I expected you to be in person.”

Laren canted her head to the side as Ladur stepped up behind her. His massive and quite muscular light green scaled body was not something Aviel was used to seeing on such a young Vrrarhoinpa. They were not supposed to mature and grow as Ladur had done until they were at least five centuries old. Normally it would take a Vrrarhoinpa nearly a thousand years before reaching the size and musculature that Ladur now possessed.
“And what did you expect Koppentotz Aviel?” Ladur asked aloud and in a tone of voice that did not suggest friendliness.

“Ladur!” Yokra Ti'shara hissed from the side and Aviel watched as Ladur turned to look at him. Laren’s father had vowed to fill the role his own father could not. His father was bound to and always with his Jiilhoinpa as they trained, yet when his parents were here they could not hide the immense pride they felt for their youngest hatchling. Ladur’s parents had snuck away on several occasions to see their youngest son and it was on one of these trips that Yokra had sworn to his father to look after Ladur as he would his own sons. “Sanipkur.” (Patience)
Ladur nodded his head slowly. “Opsola di sia kornari.” He spoke with respect. (Father of my heart) Ladur turned back to Aviel. “Forgive me my tone of voice Koppentotz Aviel.”

Aviel stared at them in wonder, his eyes wide. “Fascinating.” He gasped after a long moment. He reached out with his hand to touch her face but stopped short. “Nomag si?” He asked softly. (May I?)
Laren turned and looked at Ladur who nodded his massive head. She turned back to him. “Ar ekmiv.” Laren answered. (Of course)

Aviel reached out and let his fingers touch her skin. The warmth was incredible as was the soft texture of her scales and then the silky nature of the tanned skin. It was something he had never seen before in all his nearly hundred thousand years of life. After a few moments he drew his hand back and simply stared at her. “Truly astounding.” He spoke softly. “And you… you were hatched child?”

The woman stepped forward from the side. “I assure you Koppentotz Aviel; I carried her egg within me.”

Aviel looked at the older but still very attractive Darastrixi woman. “I meant no offense Usjalil Robati. Forgive me if it seemed that way.” He told her quickly. (Lady) He looked back to Chalith and Shalu. “I will listen to whatever you have to tell me.” He told them.


“Aviel we…” Ch'teven began.

“In order to listen… you must be willing to hear Koppentotz Aviel.” Laren spoke softly. “Are you willing to hear?”

“Laren!” Her mother gasped.


Laren didn’t hesitate and she stepped closer, reaching out and placing her hand on the side of Aviel’s face. Aviel’s eyes grew wide suddenly and his hand came up to cover Laren’s as she closed her eyes and Ladur lowered his massive head beside hers. Her other hand came up and reached around his huge snout as best as she could, her fingers spreading across his warm scales and a soft blue Etheric shield unlike anything Aviel had ever seen erected around them.

“Laren no!” Robati exclaimed beginning to move forward.


“No!” Chalith spoke holding up his hand. “Let her show him.” He rasped softly. “Just as she showed us.”


Aviel’s found he could not move his body and his eyes grew even wider as the images and words began to flash through his mind. Writings in a language he did not understand, places he had never seen before, green and lush lands with sparkling bodies of crystal clear blue water. A large structure along the white sands of a beach. An island. A home. Images of a tall young man with glowing azure eyes. A female Vrrarhoinpa, obsidian in color with golden eyes that glowed just as brightly. Emotions of intense trust and devotion to one another. He saw flashes of red, blasts of fire tinged breath, horrible screaming, sounds of explosions, and then blood flowing all around like the waves of an ocean. Another tall figure, so similar to the first, another Vrrarhoinpa with emerald like eyes. All of them so commanding in their presence. He saw the second figure move with speed unlike anything he had ever witnessed in his life. Almost a blur of motion that he could barely follow. He saw flashes of different species that he had never seen before. All of them united in a single cause. To grow and prosper. But also to battle those who would do harm to what they loved. He saw battles among the stars. The flashes of Pralor ships battling Scourge ships. A single figure among the masses rallying Pralor troops. A Praetorian. The very first Praetorian. Sumar. Aviel blinked quickly. How could he know that?

Then he saw another figure standing tall, a male of a species that looked very similar to the Pralor people, but he was definitely no Pralor. He saw vicious dual fangs, shoulder length black hair and dark brown eyes that were alive with purpose. He looked so much like the two younger men he had seen in the flashes of images. He too stood rallying troops of several different species. He commanded attention and stood without fear. Aviel could sense the awe others felt around him.
There was so much. So many sights. So many sounds. So many voices. Yet four rose calmly above all the chaos, pillars of will and determination, echoing loudly and with love. They were calling for her; for Ladur. Calling their names among the stars. Three male voices and a female voice speaking as one.

“Enough sister.” Ladur spoke suddenly and Laren pulled her hand away instantly.


Aviel staggered back quickly, his hand reaching for support and finding Chalith and Ch'teven’s front foreleg to steady him. He looked up with wide eyes and stared at Laren and Ladur as her mother rushed forward and took Laren in her arms. “Ini wer ithquenti!” He stammered. (By the Gods)

Robati moved closer to her daughter and reached out to take her arm. “You should not have…”

Aviel shook his head quickly. “Yes!” He gasped loudly causing them to look at him. “She… she should have.” He took several deep breaths and gripped Chalith’s arm to steady himself once more. He turned and let his hand rest on Ch'teven’s scaled chest before he looked back at Laren. “I wish to speak to Laren and Ladur alone.” He said firmly.


“Aviel?” Shalu asked moving closer.


Aviel looked at her. “Alone!” He said with more of his command voice. He was not used to others denying him what he wanted because of his position so he did not use his full voice, but he needed to be sure of what he felt within him. These men and women were his friends and he would not treat them as underlings. He looked at Shalu. “Please my friend.”

Ch'teven rumbled deep in his chest. “Let us leave them.” He spoke.


He was the oldest among them and none would debate his wisdom. Yokra took his wife’s arm gently. “Come my memamosal.” He said.


Robati’s eyes remained on her daughter until Laren smiled and nodded her head. Only then did Robati let her husband pull her away. Laren watched as Chalith drew Shalu away and then Ch'teven bowed his head to her and turned to follow. She let her eyes fall back on Aviel who moved closer to her.


“Can you hear now Koppentotz Aviel?” Laren asked him softly.


Aviel looked between her and Ladur for a long moment and then held out his hand to her. “Will you and Ladur walk with me child?” He asked. “Let us move into the open air and let the sun warm us while it is still high in the sky. I wish to hear what you and Ladur can teach me. I wish to know what it is you both feel so deeply. I wish to know about what it is you showed me.”


Laren smiled warmly and brushed aside his hand, moving closer and to his surprise she took his arm within her small hands as she guided him towards the open air courtyard a short ways down the corridor. This physical action, this physical touching was new to him as it was not common among their people but it felt right and he covered her hands with one of his as they walked.

Ladur fell in beside them on Aviel’s opposite side. “There is so much.” Laren spoke softly.


Aviel nodded his head as they walked feeling invigorated as never before. “I… I do not doubt this. Not if the brief glimpses you showed me are an indication. You and Ladur give me the high points and tell me what we need to do child. If you and Ladur are indeed the Heralds of the Lorsvek ar Sepas, then… then there is so much we have to do. But first… I wish… I wish to know of the other Heralds… your isthasyi and myvishi. This Androcles and Dorian. And this Elynth and Ryner. They are… they are the other Heralds are they not? They are who I saw in… in the visions… yes?”

Ladur nodded. “They are.” He answered. “Our sepas isthasyi and myvishi.”

Aviel nodded. “I wish to know of them Laren. How long have you and Ladur been… how long have you felt them within you?”


“Since the day we were blessed with life and awareness.” Ladur answered as they walked down the corridor.


“Androcles and Elynth… they are the oldest of so many. The Vraktor of our Sepas Opsola.” Laren spoke again her face animated. 
“Children of your Soul Father?” Aviel asked.

Laren nodded her head. “Their father. Well… Androcles and Dorian’s father.” She told him with a dazzling smile. “Vrrarhoinpa Torma is Elynth’s father. Our Sepas Opsola… he is the first of them. The first of the descendants of Sumar. And so very powerful he is.”

“Then… then it is true what I have heard only in rumors. The Praetorians have returned?” Aviel asked.

“They are not the Praetorians that you remember Koppentotz Aviel.” Ladur told him. “They wield the Praetorian power within them yes… but they embrace their emotions and actions as the Praetorians of old did not. It makes them so much more powerful. Our Sepas Opsola passed this gift to his vraktor and when combined with the Geou of Zezhuanth, his Tobor Jedark and Vers, they are even stronger than us. But we are one with them.”

“And this Androcles and Dorian are Praetorians as well?” Aviel asked.

Laren nodded her head. “We have felt Andro and Elynth within us for many years. Since shortly after we joined this life. We have only just begun to feel Dorian and Ryner recently. It is odd how quickly he grew but…”

Aviel listened intently, enraptured by their words and the fact that the oldest and perhaps most sacred legend of their species was beginning to play out right in front of him. And he had been blessed in such as way as to see it happen.

Robati squeezed Yokra’s hand tightly as they watched Laren and Ladur sitting with Aviel on one of the courtyard’s huge benches. They had been talking for nearly three hours and the sun had gone down twenty minutes ago. Robati and Yokra Ti'shara loved their daughter no matter what she looked like. Their six older sons were obsessively protective of her and Ladur, all of them seeing that their sister and her Vrrarhoinpa were something so very special. They had perhaps overdone it with some of the security measures they had installed in order to protect their sister, but no one complained. They visited as often as they could and Robati would often find Laren speaking to one of her brothers within their Etheric connection when they were free. Any of them could make her laugh and lift her spirits, but Robati knew that only the brothers and sister of her soul would ever be able to complete her.

“It has… it has been so long.” Robati finally spoke to her husband.


Yokra looked at where Ch'teven rested on the ground nearby speaking with Chalith and Shalu. “You trust this man Ch'teven?” He asked.


Chalith and Shalu turned to look at him as Ch'teven lifted his head and eyes. “We do Yokra.” Ch'teven answered. “He has no love for the Scourge scum… and now that Laren and Ladur have opened his eyes, he will have even less.”


“You are certain?” Robati asked.


“You did not see the look on his face when we told him of what the Scourge are doing.” Shalu said. “That our own government is allowing them to do this? Aviel may have served for centuries, but he has not forgotten his history or what he believes in.”


“No I have not.” Aviel’s voice spoke causing all of them to turn.


He stood with Laren beside him holding his arm as she had for the entire time they had been talking. Ladur settled his bulk beside him as well. Robati moved up to her daughter and Laren released Aviel's arm to embrace her tightly. 


“Aviel?” Ch'teven asked.


“There is much we must do. And we must do it quickly but with care.” Aviel spoke as he moved up to them. “I have asked Laren and Ladur to allow a physician I trust to examine them. They have agreed.”


Robati looked at her daughter. “Hianag?” She asked taking her hands. “Laren?”


Laren smiled. “It is alright mother.” She said. “Ladur and I did agree to this.”


“You will be present Usjalil Robati.” Aviel told her. “I insisted upon this. Should this physician begin to ask questions we do not want to answer then you have my authority to end it right there. I will make this very clear to the physician.”


“Why?” Yokra asked.


“Your daughter and Ladur are very different.” Aviel spoke to him. “I need not tell you that Yokra Ti'shara. The more we know of what they are capable of, what makes them who they are, the better we will be able to protect them.”


“You trust this physician Aviel?” Chalith asked.


Aviel looked at him. “I should.” He answered. “It is my memamosal.”


Shalu smiled. “Of course.” She said sheepishly. “I had forgotten Nahko was a doctor. An excellent one if I do recall.”

“Chalith… I want all of the information you have obtained through the years in regards to the Lorsvek ar Sepas.” Aviel said moving to stand beside Ch'teven. “Include the notes and scans from whatever it is your people found on Haradur. And I want you to move all of them here my friend. From what I can see, Laren’s brothers did an excellent job with the security measures here, but anyone involved in this I want protected. Out of reach of whoever may be involved and most certainly out of reach of the Scourge.”


“You think they have agents here?” Shalu asked shocked.


“After what you told me, it is something we must consider.” Aviel spoke. “I also want all of the recordings you have obtained about these secret transfers our of Maiden females. When they take place and if possible when the next one is to occur. I will not allow this to continue any longer.”


Chalith nodded his head. “I will see to it.” He spoke. “But I can tell you when the next one will occur now. It has happened to every generation in the last half century Aviel. Laren’s generation is here now and at the correct age. She matches all of the exact requisites that the Scourge have been using. And her birth is among the register. We could not hide that she exists even if we wanted to now. It will take place within the next few weeks I’m sure of it. They will begin searching for her and others soon, if they have not already.”

Aviel nodded. “Then we must move quickly but carefully. Send it all to me. My personal data stream. The same way you requested I visit you. I must return before I am missed and others begin to question where I have gone.” Aviel told them. “I will have Nahko make the trip here tomorrow. Get the other members of your archeology team here soon Chalith. Try to keep them apart from Laren and Ladur as best you are able. The fewer that know she exists the better we will be. Once I begin to ask questions, however discrete I am, the Scourge will take notice and they will want to find and silence them.”


“Aviel… you must not risk yourself.” Shalu said quickly.


Aviel looked at Laren and Ladur before turning back to Shalu. “If what Laren and Ladur tell me is true, and I do not doubt what they have told me, then the only place they will be safe now is with their Isthasyi and Myvishi. Out of reach of the Scourge. At least for a time. Once the knowledge that Laren and Ladur exist becomes known, once it reaches the highest levels of our government, the Scourge will discover them regardless of what we do. It is not something we can stop from happening. If what you believe about the Urlkrisa Mamiss is accurate then those who are involved with the Scourge will discover her. That is why we must stay one or two steps ahead of them. And after what they have told me of their Isthasyi and Myvishi, I would much rather Laren and Ladur go to them then they come here after them.”


“What do you mean Koppentotz Aviel?” Yokra asked.


“Let us just say that a confrontation between Scourge Elites and their warrior puppets and two of these new Praetorians and their Vrrarhoinpa, those ruled by their passions and intent on retrieving their brother and sister, well it would not be a pleasant experience for anyone.” Aviel said. “And it would certainly awaken our people as well.”

“Is that not what we want?” Robati asked now. “To stop this from happening.”


Aviel nodded his head in agreement. “It is… but first we must insure Laren and Ladur are alive and able to make this happen. The Lorsvek ar Sepas must be allowed to play out now. It has begun… I no longer have any doubts about that. Now we must insure that it continues and only then will any of us be truly free of the Scourge.”


Ch'teven rose to his feet. “I will escort you back Aviel my friend.” He spoke.


Aviel nodded and turned back to Laren and Ladur. He stepped up to Laren who still held her mother’s hands but did not attempt to touch her. He bowed his head to her but it was Laren who reached up and placed her hand on his cheek. He covered her hand with his. “Trust in me child. You will be reunited with your Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir. I swear to you.” He said softly. 


Laren nodded after looking at Ladur. “We do.” She answered softly. “As you now trust in us.”


Aviel nodded his head with a smile. “I will see you both again soon.” He told them. He turned to Ch'teven. “We should go my friend.”


Ch'teven nodded. “This way.” He spoke.


Robati waited until Ch'teven had led Aviel far enough away and then she looked at her daughter. “What… what did you talk about Laren?” she asked.


Laren and Ladur turned to look at her. “We told him the truth mother.” She said. “Ladur and I believe we can trust him.”


“Laren you are certain?” Chalith asked her as he moved closer.


Laren looked at him. “I think so.” She said. “I could detect no lie coming from his scent Tilabil Chalith.”


“You did not tell him you can… that you and Ladur have these other skills… did you?” Shalu asked her.


Laren shook her head quickly. “No. But he will discover some of it when his memamosal comes to examine us tomorrow. We will not be able to hide what we are any longer. It will be known after tomorrow. At least a small portion of what we can do.” She answered.


“Nor do we want to hide ourselves any longer.” Ladur echoed her words. “They are part of us… and we are part of them. Their blood flows within us powerfully… just as ours courses through their veins. It is what was intended to be. Even we do not understand it completely.”

“Then why did you agree to that?” Chalith asked.


Laren Ti'shara drew in a deep breath and placed her hand on Ladur’s massive head, her hand absently stroking his scales. “Only Koppentotz Aviel can help us reach our Isthasyi and Myvishi. We must allow him to see into us, even if only a little, so that when he believes, he does so with his heart and mind. And he is correct in that we do not want Andro and Dorian and Elynth and Ryner to come here. The confrontation would not be friendly and Ladur and I do not want our people placed in the middle. At least not yet. The time will come when they need to make a choice, but it is not in the immediate future. They will consider us outcasts and they will fear us because they don’t understand. That is something we need to avoid until the time is right.”


“Wise words my daughter.” Yokra said as he moved up beside her and lowered his head to touch hers.


Chalith nodded. “Indeed.” He said seeing the look of happiness on her face as her father’s skin touched hers. 
Her mother, father and brothers were the only ones who Laren allowed to touch her or Ladur in so familiar a way. Sometimes even at all. Even after all these years she did not allow him or Shalu to do this. Chalith did not take offense and nor did Shalu. There was something within them; some unseen code of honor that they followed religiously that made them this way. And after the injuries she had inflicted on the acolyte no one wanted to test her or Ladur in any way. She had only hit the man three times and even though he was twice her size and weight she had nearly killed him. “Come… why don’t we get something to eat before we begin to fulfill Aviel’s requests.”

Ladur snorted loudly then. “Now that is the best idea I have heard all day!” He declared happily.


This caused Laren to burst out in musical laughter which was quickly followed from her parents and the others as they began to move out of the courtyard area and deeper into the facility.

APO PRIME
DURCUNUSAAN SECURE FACILITY
KIS INTERROGATION ROOMS


His head throbbed terribly and he had trouble opening his eyes. He tried to flex his fingers but something kept him from moving his hands. His arms were stretched behind him in an unnatural manner around an object and he could feel the bindings. He moved his head slowly not wanting to draw attention to himself but surprised at how difficult this action was and he groaned softly.


“The grogginess will wear off shortly. The discomfort of your position I’m afraid will remain.” The female voice spoke from the darkness. “Open your eyes please.”


He once more willed his eyes to open and he was able to blink several times now, the harshness of the light almost painful. He could see shadows around him and in front of him. He was sitting in a chair of some sort, a table directly in front of him. He shook his head several times ignoring the painful throbbing this caused.


“What… what is going on?” He stammered. “Where am I? Who…”


Marci leaned forward across the table and slapped Lerkim Banak viciously across his face. The stinging pop echoed in the room as she sat back down, but it served its purpose as his head rocked back and his eyes sprang open wide in reaction to the blow and fresh pain.

“Do I have your attention now?” Marci asked him calmly. “You may cease with the false impression of still being drugged Lerkim Banak… the toxin we used on you does not leave after effects like you are trying to simulate.”


Banak lifted his head fully; his eyes open and clear now. “What is the meaning of this?” He barked. “Who are you? What is this all about! I demand you release me!” His vampiric hearing could detect four heartbeats within the room, and his eyes moved to the sides. He saw the second female standing just to the side of the one sitting at the table and he saw the shadow of a tall male and shorter female against the wall. He could not make out any features of the male or female, blending into the shadows as they did and his head turned back to Marci. “I demand to know…”


Marci nodded her head and Red One, the waitress from the café, blurred in motion and the next slap once more echoed in the room. Banak’s head rocked back from the force of the blow, this time his vampiric fangs extending in anger and cutting his bottom lip. She was a powerful female and Banak berated himself for not realizing she was an enemy. Her beauty and red hair had clouded his keen mind.


“That’s for touching me you pig!” The young woman spat at him as she assumed her position by Marci once more.


“What is this?” Lerkim barked. “Why am I here? Who are you?”


Marci looked at him from across the table. “My name is Marci Naius.” She told him seeing the recognition in his eyes. “Wife to Durcunusaan Colonel Regri Naius. I am also the Director of Krypteria Internal Security. But you already know all that don’t you?” Marci looked at him. “Do I have your attention now?”


“I have done nothing wrong!” Banak snapped. “I have rights! You cannot do this to me. I demand you release me.”


Marci chuckled. “Oh… I don’t think so.” She stated as she set the holoimager on the table and activated it.


Banak’s eyes grew wide when his message to Sheva Juconi began to play. His heart began to race and sweat began to roll down his brow before the message had gotten halfway. Marci reached out and turned it off before the halfway point and she looked across the table at him.


“Are you beginning to see your predicament Lerkim Banak?” Marci asked. 


“I am an Intelligence Officer of the High Coven!” He hissed. “I demand representation by officials of my government! I…”


“You are a spy.” Marci spoke calmly. “Working for Robert Moran, a former Admiral of the High Coven. You are not a member of Empress Narice’s forces in any way shape or form. In fact you work for an enemy of the High Coven in Robert Moran. A renegade who hides and plots against the rightful government of the High Coven. That makes you a terrorist. Do you know what the Union does to terrorists Mister Banak?”


“You can not do this!” Banak shouted. “I know the laws of the Union! I must be held for trial! I have a right to an Advocate! I…”


Banak’s eyes went wide when Marci ripped the table from in front of her and sent it flying across the room to smash against the wall. She was upon him in an instant, her face a mask of genuine anger and hate.


“You have a right to nothing!” She screamed at him. “You are a terrorist pig! A scum! Working for a piece of filth of a man in Robert Moran! You come into my Union! Among my people and friends and you plot to kill them!”


“I… I have done no such thing!” Banak barked. “And you are a bitch traitor to your own species!”


“A bitch traitor?” Marci laughed at him. “Can you come up with nothing more original than that?” She turned and moved to where the table was, righting it and dragging it back in front of him where she moved her chair back and sat down. “I was born in the Union you piece of sibfla. My parents left the High Coven because men and women like you were destroying it from within and they wanted a better life. I blessed the gods the day my Lycavorian husband claimed me and made me his and I blessed the day that Empress Narice claimed her title and took control of the High Coven. That stupid wench Aikiro was watching it crumble around her and doing nothing.” Marci looked at him. “If that makes me a traitor then I will gladly wear that title Mister Banak. Unlike you… my life has purpose. And that purpose is to protect what I love and cherish. Now tell me… how many agents do you control?”

“I will tell you nothing!” Banak shouted. “You can not do this! It is against Union law! I know the law! I have a right to an Advocate!”


Marci smiled. “Apparently not as much as you like to think you do.” She stated. “You are a terrorist Lerkim Banak. You act on the behalf of a known criminal and wanted man. You have no rights here.” Marci looked at him intently. “You have two choices. You can tell me what I want to know willingly…” Marci held out her hand and Red One placed the hypo syringe into her palm. Marci then placed the needle on the table in full view of Banak. “Or I will take the information and all that will be left of you will be a babbling fool with drool leaking from between your foul lips.”


Banak stared at her in horror. “I know nothing!” He shouted. “Why don’t you ask her? Sheva Juconi is the one you want! She is the traitor! She…”


Marci shook her head and pursed her lips. “Now that is something you should not have said.” She stated as she turned her head.


Banak followed her gaze and his eyes grew even wider when the shadows along the wall stepped into the light and he was looking at Androcles Leonidas and his Drow mate Lu'ria. He knew full well who the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union was and he had no time to react or prepare as Andro charged across the small space between them and his hand clamped across Banak’s throat. He tore him from the chair, shattering both his shoulders as his arms bent at an impossible angle and the bindings snapped. Banak screamed as Andro carried him by the throat several meters to the wall where he slammed him viciously against the unforgiving steel and concrete. He looked through pain filled eyes at the snarling, savage face of the Crown Prince of the Union, his dual wolf fangs fully extended and his azure colored eyes fully changed.

“Sheva Juconi is my brother’s wife and mate you vile piece of shit!” Andro screamed at him. “She is a Princess of the Union! And it is she who gave us you!” Banak looked at Andro in shock and he saw him smile a savage smile. “You did not know that did you fool! You did not know that Sheva fell in love with my brother Dorian the moment he joined us in this life. She has not reported to you in months because she ceased to believe your lies to her long ago. She saw them for what they were when her eyes were opened.” Andro leaned close to Banak’s face, his skin beginning to turn red as he could not fight for the air Andro was squeezing from his lungs, both his arms hanging useless at his sides.


“Know this little man.” Andro snarled. “My brothers and I made a vow to one another. It is a vow I intend to keep. You have threatened his beloved wife and mate with your actions and your vile comments. I will take from your feeble mind all I want to know. I will find Moran and Dante and I will end them. And no one will ever know you existed.”


Andro dropped Banak gagging onto the floor, his arms useless and unable to break his fall. He stepped back as Marci moved up next to him. “Stick him Marci.” He ordered. “Dredge every iota of information from his perverted mind that you can. Everything.”


Marci nodded and motioned with her hand to Red One. “And then?” She asked though she already knew the answer.


“Then give his remains to the animals that roam the southern forests.” Andro spat. “He does not deserve anything else.”

Marci nodded. “Consider it done.” She spoke.


Andro looked at her. “The Watchers?”


Marci shook her head. “An older couple that owns a small eatery in the Dkhov district to the north. They were here trying to get ideas on how to better expand their business. The other is a student from the University.” She replied. “They are not involved.”


“I wish to apologize to them myself.” Andro said.


“I figured as much.” She said. “I have them in the waiting area of the terminal.”


“Everything Marci my friend.” Andro told her. “I want names. Places. Anyone involved with this piece of filth I want picked up and questioned. This needs to end now Marci. Moran and Dante need to pay for their crimes against my sister and our Union. They need to be found before they can do damage to Narice and what she is trying to do. Before they could cause harm to Arrarn and her. I want them found so that I can take my father’s vengeance on them and bury their remains on the wasted plains of Ukwav.”


Marci reached up and took his arm and squeezed it. “I will get it done Andro.” She told him softly.


Andro nodded his head and leaned over to kiss her cheek softly. “Lu'ria and I will be on the estate once I pay my respects to those we offended. Contact me as soon as you have something.”


Marci nodded her head. “Expect something by mid morning. The drug will take a few hours to really work but I will wring him for everything.”


Andro nodded and turned, holding out his hand for Lu'ria who came up to him without question. “Then I will be waiting.”


Marci watched as he exited the room and then she turned back to look at Banak on the floor. He was conscious and looking up at her. She squatted down in front of him and shook her head. “The one man in the entire universe that could have made your death quick and painless and you had to go and piss him off.” She said with a smile. “It sucks to be you.” She got back to her feet and looked at Red One. “Tell them we are coming. And stick this fool before I vomit from his smell.”
SLEKON CLUSTER
ARTAAYA

DRAGON HALL LIBRARY

Nekins deftly moved his body through the corridor, his eyes gazing upon volume after volume of history in the thousands of scrolls and data pads that were filed in perfect order. Of all the Elders on the Artaaya Council he was the only one allowed into this sacred place as the recognized Keeper of Knowledge. Not even Teniri, as the Elder Mother, was allowed to pass the three dragon Guardians at the entrance. She could if she truly wanted too, but she honored their traditions and culture above all else. Of them all, only Nekins knew that what was in here needed to be protected at all cost. He had been among those of his kind that that had come to Artaaya with the Pralor people and after discovering the information within these walls, he knew what could very well happen if it was discovered before others were ready. If the secret knowledge within these walls, some of it millions of years old, was ever to get out it could very well change the face of relations with the Pralor people as well as the dragons they now called friend. In all the time since their flight from the Scourge only his predecessor, a few dozen well chosen Pralors and himself had ever set foot within these halls. Only they knew the source of the vast wisdom and knowledge that occupied these rooms and these shelves and how it had arrived with Teniri and the others. 
Yet now, after what Delnash had spoken of, a large part of Nekins felt that was going to change. The Pralor men and women who worked in the Library were all volunteers and most of them had many millennia of life behind them and were devoted scholars of some kind. It took only one visit to the Ancient One in order for them to agree to work among these scrolls and files and never reveal their contents. Nekins watched as one of the senior Pralors approached him as he entered and he lowered his body to the floor and bowed his head to the man as he did the same.


“Elder Nekins… a pleasure as always.” The man spoke with genuine warmth. 

“Greetings Conlar my friend.” Nekins spoke evenly his deep voice carried outward with strength and confidence. “Is the Ancient One available?” 
It had taken Nekins nearly three hundred years to learn to use the muscles in his neck to manipulate the vocal cords that all of his kind had but did not yet realize it. Kasdan’s wondrous invention had granted the ability to speak openly to many of Dragonkind, albeit with a rather  mechanical sounding tone. He however had begun to learn the moment he became Keeper and this was one of the secrets that had not yet been discovered by Dragonkind as a whole.


Conlar nodded his head. “She is in the West Study.” He answered. “She seems distracted today Nekins. Do you know why?”


Nekins nodded his massive head. “I believe I may have an idea Conlar. Walk with me and we will speak with her together. It is something that you should know in any regard.”


Conlar smiled as Nekins lifted off the floor and he fell in beside the Pralor as they walked. “Why do I feel like what you have to say is going to make things far more exciting around here?”


Nekins chuckled softly. “It just might my friend. It just might.”


It did not take them long to circumvent the spacious corridors and halls and soon they passed through the massive wooden double doors into the West Study. Nekins spotted her petite form immediately, silhouetted against the sunlight streaming in from the window above. She was no more than five feet tall and barely one hundred pounds but she trembled with the power of wisdom and knowledge. She had spent the better portion of the last forty thousand years transcribing the wisdom within her mind onto the scrolls and data pads all around them, ever since she had arrived with Teniri and the others. She had never set foot outside of these walls, content to wander the many hallways and corridors passing on her knowledge to the dozens of Interns who now cared for the knowledge. She turned slowly as they approached and her hands came up to pull back the cowl that was draped over her head. 


Nekins settled to the floor in front of her as her features were revealed to him once more. Vibrant, soft and healthy Vermillion red scales lined her features, blending with the yellowish hue of normal skin in the center of her face around her lips and eyes. Her soft scales covered the backs of her hands and extended up her arms, while the palms of her hands were a combination of the soft yellowish color of her face with a hint of red to them. Her bright emerald green eyes contrasted amazingly with her skin, and in those eyes he saw wisdom far beyond anything he would ever achieve. 

Nekins bowed his huge head to her in reverence. “Ancient One.” He spoke softly.

“Nekins… after all these years you still will not address me by my given name when you greet me.” She spoke. “Why is that?”

Nekins lifted his eyes and looked at her. “I do not feel it is appropriate… Sarlana.” He answered.  
He watched as she moved her tiny form gracefully to stand in front of him. She reached up and placed her hand to his snout with a gentle smile. “It is always appropriate Nekins my friend. Always.”

“You honor me.” Nekins told her.

“Bah!” She said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Over thirty thousand years we have worked together Nekins. Since even before you became Keeper. There should be no formality between us.” She told him. “Now tell me… why have you come here today?”

“We finished our meeting with Delnash just recently Sarlana.” Nekins explained. “He said some things that I swear I have read before. From the scrolls within these walls.”

“Truly?” Sarlana asked with the hint of a smile. “Perhaps I have been sending him secret messages?”

Conlar chuckled now and shook his head. “Somehow I cannot picture you sending secret messages to Delnash Sarlana.”

Sarlana laughed and shook her head. “No I suppose not.” She stated. “He is a good man and he is returning to the roots that made him a good man. Your people see that more and more every day Conlar and they embrace him because of it.” She said as she turned and moved to the small bench where she settled her petite frame.

“Then you do not believe Lorendo can defeat him?” Conlar asked.

“Lorendo is a fool in a man’s body.” She stated. “And a fat fool at that. Without deceit or treachery he has no hope of winning an open  and fair election against Delnash. And that is what you must guard against.”

“Teniri has told him the same thing.” Nekins said. “We believe he has taken this advice to heart. He is a different man since returning. Like his eyes were opened.”

Sarlana nodded. “How could they not be open?” She exclaimed animatedly. “What he never believed could happen almost killed him. Meeting this Martin Leonidas in the manner he did, I imagine it was quite the shock.”

Nekins nodded his huge head. “Teniri did say he made quite the impression.”

Sarlana laughed now. “Swatting our Vrrarhoinpa warriors from the sky as he did and then nearly turning that fat Lorendo to goo. If only I could have seen the looks on their faces. To realize that the one thing they feared most of all had come true and the power and abilities of the vaunted Praetorians had been passed to a species they considered beneath them. And from what I understand, the power and abilities without the arrogance.” Sarlana smiled. “And all of this done by the very first of the Praetorians. Sumar… the most powerful of them all.”

“Murano was very happy I understand.” Conlar said looking at Nekins.

Nekins nodded his head. “To think for so long that you are the last of your kind and then to discover that you are not… yes… Teniri said he was quite giddy.”

Sarlana nodded. “Good. That man has suffered enough.” She said softly. “Believing he was the last, that he had somehow failed his comrades and his people. To dismiss the one true love of his life in order to go into seclusion for crimes he never committed. It is good to see him come finally out of his shell. He carried too much blame on his shoulders. Blame that was not his to carry. Now perhaps he will finally be able to see the results of his love.”
Nekins looked at her. “That is in part what I wished to discuss with you.” He told her. “Delnash spoke of these Lycavorian Praetorians. Two in particular. Martin Leonidas’ sons. His oldest Androcles, and now the youngest, Dorian I believe his name is. All of them descended from Sumar.”

“What is it that you found odd?” Conlar asked.

“This Androcles and his Vrrarhoinpa Elynth, they are Vrelvel Sargti. Just as his father Martin and his Vrrarhoinpa Torma are.” Nekins told her. “They were given this honor by the Elder Mother Arzoal for something that they did years ago in defense of all Darastrixi.”

Sarlana nodded. “I have heard the whispers among the Vrrarhoinpa about this since their return. Some of it not very complimentary.” She said.
Nekins chuckled now and nodded. “Yes… no doubt from those that Martin Leonidas and Torma swatted from the sky with ease.” He told her. “Some of our Vrrarhoinpa warriors are arrogant and brash. Not a bad thing as a whole, but egos were bruised… no question.”

Sarlana looked at him. “What does this have to do with what Delnash told the Council?” She asked.

“Teniri does not know the full story or the why of it and she said Arzoal was very vague when Teniri asked her about it. Almost as if Arzoal was frightened in some manner of them.” Nekins told her.
Sarlana tilted her head slightly. “Arzoal frightened?” She said thoughtfully. “I remember that day on Elear when I blessed her becoming Elder Mother. Pralor she may have been, but she embraced the Darastrixi from the moment she awoke as one of us. She has done far more than I ever believed she could, holding them together amidst so much chaos and death, in many ways by force of her will alone. Frightened is not a word I would use to describe her Nekins.”
Nekins bowed his head slightly recognition of her words. “I did not have the opportunity as you and Teniri to know her Sarlana. I am only conveying to you what Teniri told me.”

Sarlana lifted her head and looked out of the skylight above. “Sometimes I forget that we come from two different Seed Missions my friend.” She said softly. “Those Darastrixi on Elear are from a different mission than you and those who arrived here on Artaaya with Delnash and his people. I was among those on Elear and returned with Teniri in the first wave that Arzoal sent from Elear. I knew of her for many years before she sent us away.”

“She would not remember you?” Conlar asked.

Sarlana shook her head slowly. “My blessing on the day she became Elder Mother came from afar. Those with us on Elear had adhered to the ancient Darastrixi ways of keeping the Doraanar away from the common Darastrixi. The Urlkrisa Mamiss, in all their infinite and often times ridiculous wisdom, wanted the Doraanar to be viewed as something special when we were not. Having knowledge is not a bad thing and only when this knowledge is passed on to others do we succeed.”
“You changed this when you came here though.” Nekins said.

Sarlana nodded her head. “Not as much as I would have liked mind you, but yes. Your Seed Mission had no Doraanar and I made the decision to not be shut away as I was before. I chose your predecessor Nekins, as well as Conlar and the others, so that I could then pass the wisdom I carry to others. It has not turned out as well as I would have liked, but the Scourge threat has made me see things differently.”

“We offer wisdom whenever it is asked for, but the fewer of us that know Sarlana exists the better.” Conlar spoke. “At least for the immediate future.”
Sarlana laughed softly. “I understand they all believe I am a male.” She said with some humor. “Imagine their surprise when they discover the truth one day. Conlar is correct however and for now I must remain aloof. Though it irks me so.”

“Then why remain hidden even now?” Nekins asked.

“Just before the end of the Second War with the Scourge…” Sarlana told Nekins. “The Darastrixi Urlkrisa Mamiss entered into a pact with the Scourge in order to protect us. Or so they thought. There were millions of Pralors who were on our homeworld of Icarava, studying and working side by side with us. We had forged deep friendships with the Pralor people. We were then forced to turn them over to the Scourge in order to keep the Darastrixi out of the war. This did not sit well with a good portion of our kind, but we had never challenged the will of the Urlkrisa Mamiss before. And we did not then. Another part of the agreement was that all Doraanar were to be turned over to the Scourge as well.”

“Why?” Nekins asked. 

“Knowledge is power Nekins my friend.” Sarlana told him. “The Doraanar possessed knowledge that the Scourge wanted. Or that they feared. No one really knows what those vile creatures think from day to day. Who would want to? Most of the Doraanar surrendered to their fate willingly because the Urlkrisa Mamiss bid them too. Some did not. Those that did not died horrible deaths. And we did nothing.”
“But… you are here Sarlana.” Nekins said.

Sarlana nodded with a gentle smile. “I was the only Doraanar to ever accompany a Seed Mission.” She answered. “The first and the last. There were reasons behind this of course. I did not adhere strictly to the path that Doraanar were supposed to follow. This made me enemies among those in power. By removing me from our homeworld I would not be there to influence others and cause the Urlkrisa Mamiss difficulty they did not want. Or begin to make others see that the status quo is not always correct.” She smiled brightly. “I did not mind really. To be able to see new places and be out among the stars had always been a desire of mine. So I went with the Seed Mission to Elear. You know my story after that Nekins. Everything that occurred that brought us here together with the Darastrixi that had come with Delnash and his people.”

Nekins nodded his huge head. “A story that is now spoken among the hatchlings with awe.” He said.

“But then how do you know what took place after you left?” Conlar asked. “If dates from the Science Institute are correct, Teniri’s…” Conlar tilted his head slightly. “The Seed Mission that Arzoal became part of left your homeworld many thousands of years before the war ended and we were chased from our territory.”

Sarlana nodded. “Just because I was on a Seed Mission did not mean I lacked the ability to communicate with the Elbakiw Sulevfu. I sent them reports when it suited me. Several friends told me in one of their last transmissions what took place.”

Conlar was thoughtful for a long time and then he looked at her. “You… you remained silent Sarlana and you… you may have saved my people from themselves.”

“Bah! I did nothing. If not for what Arzoal did on Elear, after she became Darastrixi, I might not be here. She and Teniri deserve the credit for us being here. They are the ones who held everything together when it appeared it was so close to falling apart.” Sarlana exclaimed again as she got to her feet now and moved to one of the large potted tree plants that occupied the corners of the room. “So tell me… what is it about these Vrelvel Sargti that Arzoal honored. You know… no non-Darastrixi has ever held the title of Vrelvel Sargti. They must be very special if Arzoal blessed them with such an honor. What is it that makes Teniri think Arzoal is holding something back?”

“It has more to do Martin Leonidas’ sons Sarlana.” Nekins told her. “Androcles… and now the youngest Dorian as I said. Delnash told us that when he spoke with Wayonn, it was he who told him that Androcles was one of the Vrelvel Sargti, but also that he was born fully aware. That he was fully conscious even when inside his mother’s womb and he used his Vrrarhoinpa Elynth, who was only weeks old at the time herself, he bonded with and used her as his conduit to the outside world.”

Sarlana was reaching for one branch of the small potted tree when Nekins began to talk and her hands froze in mid motion as he spoke. Her eyes came up and she looked at the sunlight pulsing in from the skylight as Nekins continued. 
“It is my understanding that the youngest son Dorian, this is also how he was recently born.” Nekins continued. “His mother was afflicted with some sort of medical condition limited to her species but the Hadarian Queen Anja, she discovered a way to save them both. It involved him being given an accelerated growth hormone while in her womb in order to help him survive, but before he was born he had bonded with his Vrrarhoinpa as well. He too had full consciousness before leaving his mother’s womb.” 
“We have always known that the Hadarian people were almost magical when it came to their capacity for the healing arts and the knowledge held within them.” Conlar offered up. “In many ways they surpass even Pralor doctors and physicians. The mutative nature of the nebula around their world seems to only work on them however. I understand that the Hadarian Queen discovered a working cure to the Svorag virus?”

Nekins nodded. “Queen Anja and another Hadarian that she is close friends with. One that they and Radra could have used to save many of your people.” He said. “Instead Lorendo initiated security protocols that ended up killing them.”

“Fascinating.” Conlar said with a shake of his head. “And so very sad.” 

Nekins lifted his head and looked at Sarlana’s back. She had remained silent during his and Conlar’s exchange. “I am almost positive that I have read something about this within these very walls Sarlana, but I cannot remember exactly where or even if I am imaging I did. It just… it all sounds so familiar to me.” 

“The Lorsvek ar Sepas.” Sarlana gasped softly, her voice barely carrying to Nekins and Conlar.
Conlar stepped forward. “Sarlana… we did not hear you. Is everything alright?”

Sarlana turned slowly and looked at Nekins. “What… what else did Delnash say Nekins.” She asked softly.

“I questioned him briefly before we parted ways but according to Delnash he did not have much time with Wayonn. Wayonn did tell him that this Androcles is perhaps even more powerful than his father in some ways within the Etheric realm, even though they are both Vrelvel Sargti and unmatched in ability. And his Vrrarhoinpa Elynth has already fully matured and is considered one of the most powerful of our kind among those that followed Arzoal. She is in fact Arzoal’s own autniral. She is barely thirty years old Sarlana and she is more than a match for any dragon twenty times her age. I did not think that was possible. Teniri showed us what Martin Leonidas did on that planet Sarlana and it was terrifying to behold. As Vrelvel Sargti he and his Vrrarhoinpa Torma tossed our warriors from the sky like they were children. If it is true that his son and his Vrrarhoinpa Elynth are even more powerful…” (Granddaughter)
Sarlana looked at him. “And the other son?” She asked. “This Dorian…?”

Nekins shook his head. “Delnash did not know much, only that he was maturing much faster than they thought and he and his brother Androcles were tied very closely together. He wields the Praetorian power within him, and under his brother’s tutelage he is fast becoming just as strong as him. There is not much else I can relay to you as Delnash did not have much time with Wayonn and he did not know much about this Dorian. I in turn did not have much time with Delnash and did not want to press him for fear of raising his suspicions.”

“Delnash was certain of what he was told?” Sarlana asked.

Nekins nodded. “You know Delnash as well as I Sarlana. He would not speak of or tell us something like this unless he thought it meant something. He is very intuitive and he has a keen mind.”

Conlar stepped closer. “What is it Sarlana?” He asked her. “You whispered words just now that we could not understand. And you look as if you have seen a ghost of some sort. What has Nekins told you that causes you to react in such a way?”

Sarlana looked at Nekins. “Where… where is Arzoal now Nekins?” She asked.

“She… she still travels with the Lycavorian King. She is bonded to the King’s Praetorian Mage.” Nekins answered. “They discovered some two hundred eggs in their recent travels and she and her bonded sister are helping to guide and teach them.”

“Do we know where they are?” Sarlana asked.

Nekins nodded once more. “They have established a Base Camp of sorts on the planet Manne from what I understand. Delnash did not go into great detail about what they were doing there.” He answered. “Why?”

Sarlana looked at Conlar. “Conlar… how soon before you can secure a ship for our use?” She asked.

Conlar looked at her with wide eyes. “A ship?” He gasped. “I don’t… Sarlana you have not left Artaaya in nearly forty thousand years! What… what is this all about?”

“I… we need to speak directly to Arzoal.” Sarlana told them. “Teniri must be present as well. We must discover all we can about this Androcles and Dorian Leonidas. And their bonded Vrrarhoinpa.”

“Why?” Nekins asked her. “Sarlana… you risk exposing yourself to…”
Sarlana shook her head. “It does not matter any longer!” She spoke quickly. “If… if this Androcles and Dorian Leonidas are what I think they are then there could only be one thing happening.”

“What thing?” Conlar asked. “What do you speak of?”

Sarlana looked at them. “The oldest and single most revered legend among the Darastrixi people.” She spoke gently.
Conlar moved closer. “I don’t understand.” He said softly. “What does a Darastrixi legend have to do with two Lycavorians with Praetorian blood?”
Sarlana met his eyes. “Wer Geou ar wer Zezhuanth. The Will of the Ancient.” She told him. “His name has long been forgotten and he is referred to as simply Wer Zezhuanth now. I remember seeing images of his likeness in the Livaiji Sulevfu. He was very imposing. So very powerful. It is he who is the main cornerstone of our people. Our culture and laws! Of our entire species! Many of the stories have been lost through the ages, but it is written in many scrolls that he could do wondrous things. Amazing things. That his Etheric power was unmatched.”

“Like the Praetorians?” Conlar asked. 
Sarlana nodded her head. “In many ways yes.” She answered. “So much has been lost in the ages since he walked among us. Even then the Scourge were the bane of existence across the stars. Many scrolls speak of great battles where Wer Zezhuanth defeated them at every turn through the centuries. He even predicted the coming of the Praetorians among the Pralor people Conlar.” Sarlana took a deep breath and sat back down on the bench. 
“Among the countless within the stars there will be but a small few who will stand and be victorious against the darkness. They will stand unafraid and be victorious for many centuries. They will wield the power of righteousness and in them the light of justice and peace will shine through until, eventually, they too are overwhelmed.”

Sarlana looked at him. “I don’t remember the exact lines, but it was very similar to that.” She told him. “When he finally passed on into the next life he left our people Eight Scrolls. The prediction about your Praetorians was within Scroll Five of the Eight Scrolls detailing his life and his history. And explaining exactly what he intended.”

Conlar looked confused and glanced at Nekins who he saw was just as puzzled. “I’m not following. What he intended?”


Sarlana nodded her head slowly. “Just as your people believe those who pass on merge with the Rift of Time, the Darastrixi believe that our souls can be given to another. Passed on to live forever within them through the generations. Our knowledge and in some cases even our power.” She explained to him carefully and calmly. “It sounds silly I know but the Third Scroll; the Lorsvek ar Sepas begins in the Third Scroll. Wer Zezhuanth details how he will choose six souls from among all the infinite life in the universe. To each of these six he will bestow a piece of his eternal soul. Each of the six will be aware of everything around them when granted the divine gift of life. They will be drawn across the stars to each other no matter the distance. Able to feel each other within themselves. Each of them will carry the blood of a Dahakoan within them. A Dragonkin. The Ancient Warriors that Wer Zezhuanth led into battle. Each of them with a piece of Wer Zezhuanth’s sepas… the sepas of a Darastrixi no matter their kind. They will be Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir. And they will stand against the darkness once more.” Sarlana looked at Conlar. 
“That is a very rough translation mind you. I do not remember the exact words.” She looked at Nekins. “What you remember seeing Nekins are the bits and pieces of the Scrolls of Wer Zezhuanth that have been transcribed into other Scrolls and history files within these walls. Many of our cultural values stem from his Scrolls.”

“That still does not explain why we need to leave?” Conlar said. “And why you would be willing to risk yourself after all these millennia now. Over a legend that is millions of years old. A myth really.”


Sarlana looked at him and rose to her feet once more. “It is not a myth!” She hissed at him softly.” Don’t you see?” She spoke with passion in her voice. “I am over four hundred thousand years old Conlar and never once in all that time… not once have I ever heard of a child being born among any of the species that populate our universe, who was fully aware of everything around them before they left their mother’s womb. One such child, if they existed, that could be an anomaly… but two? And born within three generations of each other.” She moved to the wall and gazed at the rows of data scrolls shaking her head. “There is something else…” She said softly. “If the Lorsvek ar Sepas… if it is truly happening now… then these brothers and their Vrrarhoinpa are only four of the six. If this is true then there will be two others out there among the stars… and they will feel them. They will be drawn to them from across the vastness of space.” She turned to look at Conlar and Nekins. “And if… if the Lorsvek ar Sepas is coming true it could only mean one thing.”


Nekins eyes grew a little wider and he rose to his legs. “They will stand against the darkness once more.” He rasped out the words.


Sarlana nodded her head. “A legend or myth it may be Conlar, but if it is truly happening right now, then it can only mean that the Scourge are up to something. And none of what that vile species does is ever good. They are the epitome of darkness and evil. The personification of all that is malevolent. They have only grown more cunning and vicious after what that fool Praetorian Xaxon did.”


“But why Arzoal?” Conlar asked.


“As Elder Mother she will have knowledge of this Androcles and Dorian that others do not.” Sarlana answered. “She will sense things within them which will help me to answer my questions.”


“Teniri said she would not reveal much to her.” Nekins spoke.


Sarlana nodded. “Arzoal will tell me.” She said. “And if she tells me what I believe she will, then I must go to them. I need to see them for myself.”


“Why?” Conlar asked.


Sarlana looked at him. “All I will need is one look into their kornari to know what they are. If they are part of the Lorsvek ar Sepas then they will feel the last two within them as I said. I will be able to see it within them.”


“And if they are this… part of this Lorsvek ar Sepas?” Conlar asked.

“Then we will need to begin to make plans.” Sarlana spoke. “If the Lorsvek ar Sepas is truly happening… then we must do everything within our power to facilitate it happening. No matter the cost.”

HIGH COVEN SPACE

RIKVOS COLONY 

XUKUTH ZOTRETH (HEART STRIKE) FACILITY


The covert insertion had gone off without a single hitch and now Normya and Tir'ut were standing by in their STRIKER only three klicks away. Dorian rested on the soft ground, the cool morning dew just beginning to form on the grass. Sheva lay beside him as they scanned the northeast portion of the Xukuth Zotreth colony. It looked as any colony world would he guessed easily, with homes and a central shopping and gathering area. Most of the homes were along the outer portion of the facility and looked to be in excellent condition. Given the status many of these people held within the High Coven at one point, Dorian figured they would be living in style. He lowered his macrobinos and turned his head to gaze at Sheva.


Her scent of berries and apples, so sweet to him, wafted to his nostrils and he inhaled deeply. She looked very hot in her combat Mark V Body Armor as he had told her on the ship, using a word he had picked up from Eliani, while they were approaching the planet. That had earned him a playful punch in the gut from his Blessed Wife and then a very enticing kiss. Sheva was coming out of her shell more and more each day now. With the knowledge that she was his wife, a Leonidas, many of the fears she had once held were slowly drifting away. She had not known just how deeply Androcles cared for his siblings until that night in his quarters. He trusted them without question and he would do anything for them Dorian knew. Or those they called wife and mate. Just as he himself now would for any of his brothers and sisters. Whatever or whoever it was that was speaking to him and Andro within their dreams, they would discover it together he knew. 

Dorian Leonidas did not question the how or the why he had entered this life as he had. He possessed the knowledge and skills that had been learned across millennia and they were now his. As a Praetorian, within himself, he could feel his father and Andro. He could feel Jomann and Deion and Nara and even Denali and Dutkne as far away as they were. Dorian was attuned to his Etheric abilities just as they were. He did not question why he and Ryner had bonded while he was within his mother’s womb. How could he question something that felt so natural and right. Even before he and Ryner began to learn from Andro and Elynth they could do things no one else could. The weeks and months learning from Andro all he could had made him ready to challenge almost anything. Dorian had faced this very thing on Solmar and had emerged unscathed. He was proud of how he conducted himself on Solmar, but he did not let this grow into arrogance. Andro had told him arrogance was death, and Dorian wanted to spend many more years discovering his new wife before death claimed him. 


Three hundred plus years his senior and in his arms Sheva was a giddy schoolgirl. The moment she had surrendered to her growing feelings for him and taken his blood during their love making Dorian knew she was his forever. In his eyes she was the personification of beauty. She was strong and fast and while very petite, her body was chiseled and muscular. He was also discovering just how uninhibited she was in their bed and this had led to many nights of intense and sleepless hours. She could be playful or serious, but she loved him without question. Every time he took her blood, she clutched at his head tightly, whispering professions of undying love into his ears. Like his father loved all his mothers, Dorian would love his Blessed Wife with all that he was. He watched as she lowered her own macrobinos.   




“I don’t see any security walking the perimeter or…” Sheva began talking as she turned to face him. She saw the look in his gorgeous multicolored eyes and tried her very best to look disinterested. She failed miserably she knew, for looking into his beautiful eyes always excited her. “Are you undressing me with your eyes Dorian Leonidas?” She finally asked him.

Dorian smiled. “Now that would be very unprofessional of me Sheva Leonidas.” He said in reply. “Especially given our current situation.”


Sheva couldn’t help but smile and shake her head at his laconic nature. He did not seem fazed in the least that they were on a hostile planet and if they were caught they most certainly would be killed. Her smile faded slowly as she thought of everything she had gained since she allowed her feelings for him to come to the surface. She leaned over quickly and kissed him softly.


“Thank you Dorian my love.” She whispered to him. “For everything. But especially for my future.”


Dorian smiled. “Our future.” He said softly.


They both turned their heads when Onera unwrapped the shadows from around her body and settled to the ground between them, squeezing herself into the spot that was not really there. Neither Dorian or Sheva seemed to mind and made room for her without thought. Though they didn’t know it at the moment, they would recognize it in the future for what it was. Her coconut scent was very appealing to Dorian’s wolf nose and to both of them her sweet blood smelled delicious. They didn’t know it now, but they it would come to them, and then the circle of three families would be complete and unbreakable.


As destiny had always intended.  


“There are two guards on the second floor of the adjoining building.” She spoke softly. “We spotted them as they crossed in front of a lit window. It appears to be some sort of shop. Your brother Deion signaled that he saw two others on the bottom floor. He and your sister Nara are on the west corner of the building. Why did he not use Mindvoice?”


Sheva looked at Dorian and then at Onera. “Operational protocol.” She answered. “There may be someone among the people here, however unlikely, who is strong enough to at least detect the tremors created by Dorian or Deion if they use Mindvoice.” 

“Regardless of our skills we do not want our presence known.” Dorian told her. “At least not until after we have moved.”

Onera looked between them, finding both Sheva’s green eyes and Dorian’s different colored eyes to be quite enthralling to look at. “The rest of our team is in place.” She said finally turning back to look forward. 

Dorian looked skyward and sniffed the air. “Another ninety minutes until sunrise.” He said detecting the scent of the blossoming flowers beginning to spread as the plants began to react to the growing temperature of the coming dawn.

Onera couldn’t help but look at him. “You… you can tell that by the smell?” She asked in disbelief.

Dorian met her eyes. “No. I checked the weather before we left your ship.” He told her. “Sunrise is at zero six twenty-two. That is ninety minutes from now. Be right back.” He hissed as he rolled to his side and allowed the shadows to claim him.
Sheva saw the supple skin around the bones spurs that lined her jaw tense and with a smile she nudged Onera in the shoulder. Onera’s dark eyes turned quickly to look at her and Sheva saw the anger in them. “He is not mocking you Onera.” She said knowing that is what Onera was thinking. Her dark eyes were bright and alive and exceptionally beautiful framed in her face as they were, especially when they softened as she spoke to her. “He would not do that. He was trying to put you at ease. Me as well. It was a small joke to help us relax.”

Onera met her gaze. “He is not anxious? Worried that something could go wrong? We are within enemy territory after all.” Onera asked in surprise.

Sheva looked up and saw Dorian unwrap the shadows from around him when he was beside the senior Durcunusaan troop who had accompanied them. The man, a grizzled older vet Sheva knew, did not flinch when his Prince materialized in front of him.

“Anxious perhaps.” Sheva answered. “Worried?” Sheva shook her head. “No. He is not worried. He trusts us. All of us. And he trusts in his own abilities.”

Onera gazed at her. “You are… you are easily over three hundred years older than him.” She said. “What… forgive me for asking… but this is not common among vampires. I know that. What…”

Sheva saw Dorian wrap the shadows around himself again. “Ask me when we are gone from here.” She said looking at her. Sheva smiled at her and actually surprised herself when she said the next words. “You can ask me anything you like.”

Onera opened her mouth to respond, her own eyes wide, but Dorian reappeared beside her on the ground. Onera and Sheva both turned to look at him. “Artel concurs with me.” He said.
“About what?” Sheva asked.

“Two guards would be natural. Not four.” Dorian answered. “They know something is up. It might just be from everything going on within the High Coven, but it also might be because they know we are coming. Either way… we go now.”

“Dori…” Sheva began to ask.

“We’ll be fine.” Dorian told her quickly sensing her sudden trepidation. “Deion and Nara will take out the two on the second floor if needed. Artel will handle the two on the bottom floor of the building.” He explained to them. “We blur to the house and enter through the back door there. You keep your parents calm and quiet while Onera and I secure the house and then Normya and Tir'ut bring the STRIKER in for extraction. Simple.”

“That is…” Onera began to speak.

“Ready?” Dorian asked just before wrapping the shadows around him once again.

“Shit!” Sheva exclaimed as she wrapped the shadows around herself and followed her beloved husband.

“Papa would never approve.” Onera muttered to herself just before she did the same thing and followed them.

Saba Juconi made her way down the stairs of their home heading for the kitchen. She and Cazar her Blessed husband enjoyed having tea together in the morning before both of them went to their perspective places of work. Nearly four thousand years old and Saba looked no more than forty odd years of age. Her blond hair was still long and shiny, her green eyes bright. And even after two thousand and nineteen years together Cazar was still the only man she ever desired. Her Blessed husband, though two thousand years older than her, was incredibly fit and capable. He was a former fleet officer who had been taken off active fleet status when their only child Sheva had joined this Xukuth Zotreth program. It was for their protection and the vigilant protection of their daughter, so they were told. Over the last years Saba and Cazar both had begun to doubt that was the case. Neither of them were stupid, and though they were free to travel anywhere on the planet they wanted, any travel off world had to be approved by the Xukuth Zotreth program officer. Major Lielian was a bastard in reality, and Saba did not care for the way he looked at her or other married woman who lived in the colony. There had been rumors for many years that he was forcing several of the married woman to share his bed for the opportunity to go off world. This had never been proven, and to protect their children, none of the other families had ever said anything.

“The tea should be done by now!” Her husband called down to her from their bedroom. “I set it up before we went to sleep last night!”


Saba chuckled as she made her way across the living room towards the kitchen. Once a military man, always a military man. He was so very organized, while she was not, and he had once told her that was part of the appeal of being married to her. Saba’s pureblood vampire eyes needed no light to move into the kitchen area to the counter, and she had lifted a mug and was already pouring when she lifted her head at the scents of three distinctly different blood sources. She lowered the mug slowly, her eyes narrowing somewhat. Being married to a former fleet officer had its advantages; one being that Cazar had taught her how to defend herself quite well. Knowing what their daughter was involved in, Cazar had placed sidearms all across their home in case they were needed. Most of them were Union issue sidearms since they were smaller and far more powerful than High Coven sidearms. One of the blood scents seemed so very familiar to her Saba thought as she lowered her hand slowly and silently opened the draw by her hip. As her fist closed around the hand grip of the Union K14 Magnum she took a deep breath.


“Whoever you are… you will not live to see another sunrise.” She spoke calmly though her heart was racing.


The voice that spoke to her from across the darkness caused her heart to nearly explode from her chest.


“Do you not recognize the scent of your own daughter’s blood Ilhar?”


Saba Juconi whirled around just as the lights in the kitchen came on. She instinctively shielded her eyes quickly, her fist still gripping the K14, but not lifting the weapon as the words echoed in her ears like a thunderclap. Her eyes came up and focused on Sheva standing in the center of the kitchen, hands at her side.

“Sheva!” She exclaimed in disbelief.


Sheva was shaking badly as she looked upon the mother she hadn’t seen in nearly fifty years. She looked no different than she remembered and this made her heart race with total happiness.


“Don’t move!” The male voice barked in the room and Sheva turned to see her father in the doorway of the kitchen holding the second K14 in his hands.


“Cazar no!” Saba hissed aloud.


Sheva had tears in her eyes now as she looked at her father. “It is me Ilharn.” She said softly. “You do not need your weapon.”


“I will decide that!” Cazar barked out even though is hands were shaking badly. He could smell his only daughter’s blood easily, but it was also different somehow. There was no way he could mistake those stunning green eyes however. Sheva had been born with her mother’s eyes, and he had doted on her for years.


“Actually… no you won’t.” The female voice sounded softly as Cazar saw the shadows unwrap from around a body and he felt the barrel of a sidearm press against the side of his head. “I have no wish to shoot you… you are Sheva’s Ilharn, and the reason we are here.” Onera told him softly. “Please… lower your weapon.”


Cazar looked out the corner of his eye unbelieving that someone had snuck up on him as this female had. His eyes grew wider when he saw the unmistakable white bone spurs along the graceful curve of the jaw indicating this person was an Immortal. How could that be? His eyes grew even wider when he realized this female was not fully Akruxian Immortal.


Onera reached out slowly with her opposite hand and closed her hand around the K14’s slide action while keeping her own weapon against his head. Cazar did not fight her as she did this and his eyes went back to where Sheva stood.


“It is me Papa.” Sheva spoke again, her voice wavering. “I am here.”


“Sheva!” Saba needed no further urging and she dropped the K14 and rushed forward to embrace her daughter. The tears flowed then and Sheva relished in her mother’s arms once more as they closed around her.


Cazar could only stare in disbelief at his only child and daughter. Her hair was shorter than he remembered, and she looked in far superior physical condition, but this was indeed his baby daughter. The matte black body armor she wore conformed to her petite body like a second skin, providing protection in all the vital areas he saw, while leaving her with the most freedom of movement. It was definitely Union issue, and from what his knowledge told him, issued to only the very elite of their forces. He watched as Sheva clutched Saba’s hand and looked at him, tears rolling down her cheeks.


“Ilharn… don’t you wish to greet your daughter?” Sheva asked. “I have… I have missed you and mother so very much.”


Cazar Juconi could no longer contain himself and with a heave of effort he propelled himself across the room quickly and scooped his daughter into his arms, crushing her to his powerful body in happiness. “My lotha uss!” He cried out as he spun her around.


Sheva laughed and cried at the same time in delight. Finally her father set her down and then both her parents were squeezing her tightly. Her father drew his head back and gazed at her, lifting his hand to stroke her cheek.


“Sheva… how… what are you doing here?” He gasped. “How… how did you get here?” He turned around and looked at where Onera stood. “How did you get past the security at the spaceport? You…”


Sheva reached up and pressed her hand over the top of his, her eyes tear filled and wide. “It is… it is a long story papa.” She stated honestly. “I came… I came for you and mother. To take you away from here.”


“Away from here?” Saba exclaimed.


Sheva nodded. “Yes.”


“Your mission?” Cazar rasped the words as the military officer in him came forth. “We… I thought that…”


Sheva met his eyes. “Papa… it has been a lie.” She said. “Everything they have told you. Told me. It was all a lie! This is… this is a prison for you!”


“What do you mean?” Cazar gasped.


“Sheva?” The male voice spoke causing both of them to turn around.


Saba Juconi gasped as the shadows unwrapped easily from around Dorian beside Onera and Cazar’s eyes went wide. They had never detected this one either. Saba moved closer to her husband almost instinctively for this young man was very large and powerful and he looked exceptionally dangerous and somewhat wild. He also looked somehow familiar to her. Cazar also acted as any father would and he intentionally placed himself in front of the Lycavorian before him intent on defending his wife and daughter to the last if need be.

“We don’t have much time Du'ased 'ranndi.” Dorian spoke.


Saba gasped even louder and Cazar’s eyes turned to look at Sheva. Sheva was nodding and she wiped the tears from her eyes as she moved quickly away from her parents to stand in front of Dorian. She was tiny compared to Dorian’s tall, muscular body, but Saba took note of how easily Sheva slid into his embrace. Sheva turned back to look at her parents as her arm slid around his waist. “Mother… father… this is my Blessed Husband Dorian. Dorian Leonidas.”

“Leonidas!” Cazar gasped. “That is…”


Dorian smiled at them brilliantly. “Yes… he is my father.” He told Cazar proudly.


Cazar pulled his wife closer to him and looked at Sheva. “Dalharil?” He questioned. “Why… why are you here with a Prince of the Lycavorian Union? And why does he call you his Blessed Wife?”

Sheva stepped away from Dorian and closer to her father. She looked up to his face and met his questioning eyes. “It is a long story papa.” She said quickly. “Do you trust me Ilharn?”


“Always!” Cazar gasped.


“Then trust me now.” Sheva told him as she took his hand. “We do not have much time but I will tell you as much as I can.”


Dorian looked at Onera. “Why don’t you and I secure the house?” He said.


Onera nodded without question and they both turned and headed out of the kitchen. Sheva took her parent’s hands in hers and directed them to the small table. “Please… sit down. I must be quick now but I can tell you everything once we are free of this place.”


“Dead!?” Cazar exclaimed after listening to his daughter for ten minutes.


Sheva nodded her head. “They told me you had died in the attack on the colony. They told me it was a Lycavorian attack. This is the premise I have… this is what I have believed for over two decades! My anger is what drove me forward for so long. It was only a few days ago when I discovered otherwise. When I discovered the truth.”


“A Lycavorian attack!” Cazar barked. “The Lycavorian Union does not target civilian colonies! Everyone knows that! Even at the worst of our war with them, they never targeted civilian targets no matter how simple it was. The fools in charge did not maintain proper safety protocols in the mine and that is what caused the explosions!”


Sheva shook her head. “Regardless.” She told him. “That is what they told me. What they used to get me to join this foul program. They recruited me with that knowledge all the while telling you something else. They trained me. Outfitted me. Then they somehow got me a new life within the Union. I was to be one of their many agents.”


“Why?” Saba asked.


Sheva sighed heavily. “It was a way to try and destabilize the Union after Dorian’s father conducted the Intelligence Purge. I was assigned to kill Queen Isabella.” She answered honestly looking at them. “Dorian’s mother. I was… I am a member of the Durcunusaan.” She corrected herself.


“The Durcunusaan?” Cazar gasped in disbelief. “That is their… their Royal Guard! The very elite of their forces!”

Sheva nodded. “I am a Captain of the Durcunusaan.” She told him. Sheva’s head turned as she saw Dorian come into the doorway. “I can answer all your questions Papa… but now you and mother must gather a few things. We are leaving.” She told them as she got to her feet.

“Leaving?” Saba gasped.


Cazar got to his feet. “Sheva they have men all over the spaceport.” He said. “No ship gets on or off this planet without their permission.”


Dorian chuckled from the doorway. “We didn’t exactly ask permission to be here.” He said to him. “We’re not really here.”


Sheva grinned as she looked from her husband to her father. “Papa… many things have happened through the years.” He told him. “For me. The Evolli War changed so much. It is then that I began to see what they were telling me was a lie. Now the Empress is dead. Admiral Moran is on the run from not only Narice but also Dorian’s brother Androcles. I do not know what you have heard while here, but I tell you now most of it is not true.”

“They… they do not know you are here?” Saba asked.


Sheva shook her head. “Hardly.” She said. “If they knew I was here they would be trying to kill me. Did you know there are guards across the street in the building? On both the first and second floors.”


“Security has been increased since…” Cazar looked at Dorian and then back to Sheva. “It was raised when Aikiro went to Earth and did what she did. They raised it in case of retaliation by the Union.”


Sheva looked at Dorian and he nodded. “Then we at least know we’re not compromised.” She said.


“Sheva… what is going on?” Cazar asked.


Sheva looked at him. “I received new orders a few days ago papa.” She told him. “After all this time… apparently Moran decided to take at least part of his vengeance on the Union. Or try to anyway. I stopped believing in the lies after the Evolli War opened my eyes. I have not kept in touch with the man who was my Control Officer. His last message was a threat. If I did not contact him then he would have you and mother killed. I did not even know you were alive! I thought you were dead! When I discovered this I… I turned to the man I have come to love with all of my heart and soul. It just so happens his brother happens to be Crown Prince of the Union.”


“A title my fervon hates I might add.” Dorian chimed in trying to keep the mood light. 


“He… Androcles Leonidas knows you are here?” Cazar asked.


“His first thought was to get you and mother off this world and safe.” Sheva answered with a nod. 


“We look after our family sir.” Dorian said moving up behind Sheva.


Saba was the one to see her daughter’s face when she felt Dorian come up behind her. She leaned almost imperceptibly back against him and drew from the obvious strength of the young man who was three hundred years her junior.


Sheva looked at her father. “My loyalties are to my Blessed Husband now papa. To the Union. Not to the High Coven of old. Nor to the new Coven under Empress Narice. I have… I have chosen my life freely and I will live it. Once word reaches Moran of that choice he would have had you and mother killed. I could not allow that. I’m taking you off this planet.”


Cazar was silent for a moment. “I do not like being lied to.” He said finally as his eyes came to rest on Dorian.


“No sir… I don’t imagine you do.” He stated.


“You… you can do this?” Cazar asked. “Get us off the planet?”


Dorian nodded. “That’s what we are here for.” He said.


Cazar Juconi made a decision from his heart then. 

He had known for many years that the High Coven would one day collapse. He was not surprised when it finally did and word reached them here that Empress Aikiro was dead. He didn’t blink when they discovered that Narice had assumed that position and not Yuri. He did not agree with some of her ideas for a new Coven, but she had forged an alliance with enemies that should have been allies centuries ago, and her only concern was for the good of the Coven and its people. He had long ago felt out of place. He and Saba had only one child while others had more. He cared deeply for his wife and daughter, unlike many of the men who resided on this planet with them. Many of them had come from very different backgrounds and were arrogant to the extreme. They believed what Aikiro was doing was right and just and that the High Coven deserved to be dominant in everything. They could not believe that they were not better than everyone else. There were exceptions to this rule and it was with these men and women that he and Saba maintain relations. They were also the same men and women who had begun to seriously question what role their children were playing in the future.
“Saba my wife, pack only what we can carry in the small packs I have set in the closest.” He told her. “And insure that we bring all of the datapads and other items I have gathered while here.”

Saba grabbed Sheva’s hand. “Come Sheva. Help me.” She spoke pulling her out of the kitchen.

Cazar looked at Dorian. “There are others.” He spoke. “Others like us who have begun to doubt what this place is for. We must…”

“We came only for you.” Onera spoke now moving into the kitchen.

“We cannot leave them!” Cazar insisted. “They are good people.”

“To you perhaps…” Onera told him.

“I will not have the loyalty of my friends questioned by…” Cazar snapped.

“By what?” Onera challenged him. “By a half breed!” She growled. “I could snap you in half old man.”

“Your parents should have taught you to respect your elders child!” Cazar snapped right back.

Onera’s eyes flared. “My father is Pa’cour, Colonel of the Immortals and my mother is Yuri! And they taught me all they know! You…”

“Yuri?” Cazar gasped now. “You… you are the child of Princess Yuri and her Immortal Colonel?”

“Do not dare to besmirch the name of my…” Onera began to speak moving closer to Cazar in a menacing manner.

Dorian reached out and took her arm gently. “Onera… it is not time for this.” He stated calmly.

“You mistake my words for something they are not young lady.” Cazar spoke. “Word was able to reach us here of what happened between your mother and Moran. How she fell in love with an Immortal and deserted the High Coven in order to be with him. It was only… it was only rumor and many still do not believe it.” He met Onera’s eyes. “You are truly their daughter? How?”

“It’s another of those long stories.” Dorian interjected. “One we do not have time for. You said there were others. How many?”

Cazar looked at him now. “Four families. Two of them have their youngest children with them, though I dare say they are not as young as they were when they came here. Twelve total.”

“Sibfla!” Dorian swore silently. 

“I will not leave them to the mercies of the guards here!” Cazar hissed gently. “Once it is discovered that we are gone they will bear the brunt of Moran’s anger because they were our friends. They will be tortured and probably killed for everything they know. And like me they have been gathering information for years on whatever they could.”

Dorian reached behind his back as he looked at Cazar. “You have weapons hidden I assume?” He asked as he pulled out his P1.

“Yes.” Cazar replied.

Dorian held out his P1 to Onera. He had given her a short but very useful class in how to operate the P1 in case it was needed. “Contact my brother Onera. He will be on Apo Prime and it is probably early morning there as well.”

Onera took the pad as she looked at him. “He would not leave them would he?” She asked.

Dorian shook his head. “No. Not after he hears this. And neither will we.”

APO PRIME

ROYAL ESTATE ISLAND


On this morning it was Lu'ria who had risen before Androcles, but certainly not of her own accord.


She had been wrapped within Andro’s powerful arms and sleeping the sleep of happiness and fulfillment. They had paid their respects to those who Andro felt had been inconvenienced because of their actions and then returned here to the Royal Island Estate, or the RIE as the Durcunusaan called it. They had shared a delightful dinner ordered from the eatery owned by the very older couple who had been held up earlier in the day by their operation. When they had eaten their fill, Lu'ria was more than ready and she insured her husband and mate knew it. As Sadi had told her, Androcles Leonidas would never deny any of his wives and mates. What had followed were the most intense and passionate five hours they had yet shared together. Andro had made her feel things unlike anything she had felt so far, and she lost count of her eruptions after number two. His aura could and did drive her insane with passion, so wild and pure as it was. Lu'ria had been demanding at times and submissive at others, yet he had never failed to give her what she wanted. She would be sore for a few days considering the number of times and positions they had coupled but she would trade it for nothing. Looking at his powerful body on the bed, the lone sheet just covering his lower body, Lu'ria felt fresh desire swirl through her. She had fallen asleep in his arms, splayed across his body, only to be awoken thirty minutes ago by Sadi’s gentle prodding within their Etheric connection. The fact that he did not awaken when Lu'ria extracted herself from his arms told her that he was exhausted. He had not slept for more than four hours any day in the last two weeks, and wolf though he may have been, it was bound to catch up with him. After the passionate night of sex they shared last night, it finally had.

Lu'ria had pulled on Andro's shirt as she slipped naked from the bed and moved into the main area of his apartment to find Sadi sitting with Sehri and Ne'Veha. The delicious scent of his mother’s coffee was in the air and it woke her quickly. After a brief but divine welcome to all of her ‘slaves’ Lu'ria had grabbed a mug of coffee and joined Sadi and the others on the balcony of his apartment to watch the sun begin to rise. At Sehri’s urging they shifted into wolf form and had taken Sehri on a run through the towering trees that dotted the island, laughing and yelping in happiness as Lu'ria shared the entire torrid evening with all of them. They could only laugh playfully as Sehri, still very new to her wolf form and running, stumbled and rolled down a small hill into a stream. When she shifted back sitting in the stream soaked the rest of them had happily joined her. The two dozen Durcunusaan who now guarded the island paid the echoes of their laughter no mind. Most of them had heard it many times in the past with the Queens and it was a normal thing for them.

They had returned to Andro’s apartment just as the sun was beginning its rise above the trees and Andro was still sleeping soundly. They shared a warm shower together and Lu'ria had draped the robe over her body again and simply leaned against the doorframe as she let her amber eyes gaze upon Andro in the bed. He had flipped over onto his back and she let her eyes take in the scars and the Talon Guardian brand on his chest, not to mention the deliciously ripped abdomen he sported.


Mistress? Sadi’s voice echoed softly.


Lu'ria turned and moved back into the main living area to see all of them looking at her from the lone couch.


“Is everything alright Lu'ria?” Ne'Veha questioned.


Lu'ria nodded as she moved over to them and squeezed in between Ne'Veha and Sehri on the couch. Sehri immediately began to use the brush she held on her shimmering white hair. “I was just thinking how lucky we all are.” She spoke softly. “All of us.”


“Yes we are.” Sadi echoed softly.


“Or how jealous so many others must be of us.” Ne'Veha offered with a grin.


Lu'ria chuckled. “There is that to consider as well.” She said softly. “We must promise each other, all of us, once our Inamarno and Carisia are back with us, we must always make time for each other as we did this morning. I know the Queens do it now and we must as well. I never want to lose what we have found with each other.”

“I would like that very much.” Ne'Veha said softly.


“As would I.” Sadi agreed. “Very much so.”


Sehri drew her lips across Lu'ria’s shoulder and kissed her neck softly before resting her chin on her shoulder. “Mistress… what Andro did last night? He is so… he is not exactly average in size. I don’t think he is… for I have known only him.”


“He is all I have known as well Sehri.” Lu'ria told her.


“I don’t think it is his size more than… more than it is what he makes us all feel when he loves us so.” Ne'Veha spoke aloud. 


“We were all meant for Andro. And he for us.” Sadi said softly. “By fate, or destiny or the will of the gods. It does not matter. We have him and he has us.”


“Avoi.” Lu'ria whispered softly.  


They all contemplated that for a moment and then Sehri turned back to Lu'ria. “Did it hurt Mistress?” Sehri asked her. “When he took you like…”


Lu'ria smiled and rolled her eyes. “For all of two seconds, before I started to explode and scream out his name and demand he take me harder.” She answered Sehri's question with a wistful sigh. “I will not be…”


The beeping sound drew their attention and Sadi quickly rose from the couch as she recognized the source of the sound. She moved to Andro’s desk and snatched his P1 from the top, her eyes going wide when she saw who the incoming call was from.


“Sehri… go quickly and tell Andro Dorian is calling.” Sadi told her. “Something must have gone wrong.”

HIGH COVEN SPACE

RIKVOS COLONY 

XUKUTH ZOTRETH (HEART STRIKE) FACILITY


“…gone wrong fervon.” Dorian told Andro in the transmission with the others standing around him. The image of his brother was crystal clear, like he was in the very room with them. Dorian could tell he had just woken up, as he wore only his loose fitting pants and was choking down a mug of their mother’s coffee. “I do need some advice however.”


“Will they not be able to trace this communications?” Cazar asked from Dorian’s left.


Nara laughed softly from the side where she stood with Deion. The other members of their team had also closed ranks on the Juconi home and now occupied different areas within the two story structure. “They could certainly try.” She said gently.

Deion nodded. “And fail.” He echoed his twin.


Cazar looked at the two of them standing beside one another. That they were twins was quite obvious to any who looked at them. That they were also related to Dorian was without question.


Dorian smiled at his brother and sister’s comment and looked at Cazar and then back to his Andro. “Andro… allow me to introduce Saba and Cazar Juconi. Sheva’s parents.” He stated motioning to them.



Andro had been sitting on the couch, Sadi, Lu'ria, Ne'Veha and Sehri all sitting around him. Now he came to his feet and as he rose Saba let out an involuntary gasp. Even in the holo transmission he was just as large and imposing as his younger brother Dorian. Even more so for he still wore no shirt and every scar and corded muscle on his body was evident. Andro bowed his head slightly to Cazar in recognition but turned back to Dorian.

“You are still on the planet fervon?” He asked. “Why? You should have been gone from there twenty-eight minutes ago.”


“Something has come up.” Dorian explained.


“Something important enough to put you all in far more danger?” Andro asked.

“I pulled everyone inside Andro.” Dorian told him. “Sheva’s parents are not expected at work today so no one will question where they are. Normya and Tir'ut have the STRIKER well hidden. We’re secure for now.”


“For now.” Andro told him. “Your mission was to get in, extract Sheva’s parents and leave. What could possibly have happened to alter that?”


“Andro… Sheva’s parents have… they have friends here. Friends that will be in danger if they suddenly turn up missing.” Dorian said.


“I am sorry about that but…” Andro began before Dorian cut him off.


“Andro… they all have intelligence.” He said. “About this program… how far it extends. We could learn…”


Andro shook his head quickly. “Marci and her people reamed every iota of information from Banak’s mind fervon. Her initial report last night was that much of it was invaluable to us. Whatever they have is not worth the risk to you and Sheva and the others.”


Sheva stepped forward now. “Andro… what did… where is Banak now?” She asked.


“I would imagine his corpse is being fed on by some of the largest predators on Apo Prime in the southern hemisphere right now.” Andro told her. “He will no longer be a threat to you Sheva.”


Cazar stepped forward quickly now. He had heard that the Crown Prince of the Union was unforgiving to his enemies. “We have intimate knowledge of the workings of this program! And others like it! I cannot just leave them here! Moran’s people are ruthless and they will take them and their children and...”


Sheva looked at him wide eyed. “Others papa?” She exclaimed.


Cazar nodded his head. “You did not think this was the only program like this did you?” He asked in disbelief. “From the information I have been able to gather through the years with the others we have concluded there are three other colonies just like this one. All of them populated with the family members of Moran’s and Aikiro’s agents. They are spread far and wide across the High Coven and The Wilds as well as within the Union. Some of them within the new Empress’s own supporters!”


“You have proof of this papa?” Sheva asked.


Cazar nodded his head quickly and then he turned back to Andro in the transmission. “It is divided between the five of us. So if one of us were taken they would not learn everything.”

Andro nodded. “Standard Intelligence protocol.” He said.

Cazar shifted on his feet. “But if we leave all of the rest will be taken into custody for certain.” He said. “They will discover what you have found far quicker and be able to make their agents disappear. And the truth will never get out.”
“How close to Narice are they?” Andro asked instantly. “Can they threaten her directly?”

Cazar shook his head quickly. “I am not an Intelligence Operative Prince Leonidas. And some of the names we have gathered I have never heard before. In truth I cannot answer that question.”

“So it could all be a bluff?” Onera asked from the side.

Sheva whirled around. “Onera!” She snarled.

Onera shook her head quickly. “I believe your father Sheva… I am only speaking what it sounds like to others.”

Dorian looked at his brother. “Andro… if we do not take them with us we could be…”

Cazar Juconi had also heard that Androcles Leonidas and his father did not mince words and were decisive in their actions. Cazar watched as those traits he had only heard rumors off came rushing forth.

“Can you pull it off?” Andro interrupted his brother’s comments. “Give me a no shit assessment fervon. Can you do it without getting all of you killed.”
Dorian nodded his head. “With some quick action and improvisation… yes.” He told him without hesitation. He did not see the look in Cazar Juconi’s eyes. Dorian’s standing just shot through the ceiling as far as Sheva’s father was concerned. “I’ve already gone through some of it with Artel. We can do this Andro… and be offworld within eighteen hours.”

Andro’s answer was what Dorian expected now that he knew the risks and the gains. They were tied together far more tightly than many people knew because of what they were experiencing with Elynth and Ryner and Dorian could almost predict what Andro would do in any situation now.

“Do it!” Andro barked softly. “Sheva’s parents remain the priority but do whatever it takes to get the others offworld as well. Will they go?” He asked looking up.

“Hah!” Cazar exclaimed. “You will see them move faster than any vampire before for a way to escape this planet knowing what we know now.”

Andro nodded. “Then make it happen fervon.” He said. 

“And if they try to stop us?” Dorian asked. “Just in case.”

Andro met his brother’s eyes in the transmission. “Don’t let them.” He replied. “Marci will be giving me a full report later this morning. Once I have that we will be leaving Apo Prime and moving to take command of our new ship. Yuri will be back from her meeting with father by then and we will rendezvous with you and sit down and discuss all this then.”

“Understood.” Dorian said.

“And fervon…” Andro met his eyes. “If any of you get killed I will haunt your every waking hour as ghosts.”

Dorian laughed softly and shook his head. “Now that is plenty incentive enough to not get killed.” He spoke laconically. 

Andro turned to look at Deion and Nara. “Learn and listen both of you. The time will come when you will be doing this as well.”

Deion and Nara nodded to their brother, their faces serious. “We will.” They spoke simultaneously.

“Two days Dorian.” He said turning back to him. “You have Narice and Arrarn’s direct channel. And grandfather Riall. If you run into trouble you contact them immediately.”

Dorian nodded. “We’ll get it done.” He spoke.

“When you return… we need to talk.” Andro stated softly. “We… we will try something Lu'ria suggested to me in regards to the dreams.”

Dorian nodded. “I was hoping you would think of something.” He said.

Andro shook his head. “Secure Sheva’s parents and the others and I will meet you soon.” He said. 
They watched as he reached out on his end and terminated the transmission. Everyone was silent for a moment and then Dorian looked at Cazar first. “You are certain they will want to leave sir?” He asked.

Cazar nodded. “Yes.”

Dorian nodded. “Then lets make this happen.” 

JUNCRO
UNCHARTED PLANET
UNKNOWN SPACE



It was certainly not something he had ever expected, but Martin Leonidas should have known better. His children had been throwing him for loops for years. It was no different now as he crushed Zarah within his arms and allowed the tears to moisten his eyes as her scent and aura swirled around him. He spun her around several times Zarah openly weeping in happiness as her father’s arms squeezed her just as tightly as he had when she was a child. His wonderful mint scent and fatherly aura wrapped around her and the very last remnants of the horrors she had endured drifted away into the abyss. Now she would move forward into the future with Lucia at her side and discover everything together. Zarah felt her other press against her from behind and soon she was being crushed between her parents and loving every moment. Isabella was openly crying as well, her hands shaking as she stroked Zarah’s hair and face. Finally her father put her down and held her away from him but did not release her.

He stared at her in the middle of the small clearing, towering brown trees blowing lightly in the wind and the smell of salt water in the air.


“Zarah.” Martin stammered. “How? What…”


Zarah shook her head quickly and reached up to squeeze his hands on her shoulders. “I am fine medwan.” She stammered. “Better than fine now. I have missed you so much.”


Martin crushed her to him again, burying his face in her dark hair and inhaling deeply of her scent. “I should have… I should have been there for you. I…”


Zarah shook her head as she held his head to her neck. “You were there medwan.” She told him softly. “You were always there with me. I knew that.”

Martin pulled his face away and looked at her beautiful smile and bright dark eyes. “What are you doing here?” He asked finally.


“Lucia and Carisia came with me.” Zarah spoke stepping back. Martin looked up and saw them and he opened his arms without question, pulling each of them into a bear hug. His heart was filled with happiness at this very moment and he watched as Isabella embraced Carisia and Lucia hard. They were the wives and lovers to their children and they were family.


Martin turned back to his daughter and took her hands. “You… you came with Yuri?” He asked shocked.


Zarah nodded and took his hands in hers. “Many things have changed medwan.” She said softly as Lucia and Carisia moved up beside her. “You must keep an open mind, just as you taught all of us to do. You…”


“Martin!” Bella gasped loudly.


Martin’s head snapped around to look at her and saw that she was gazing behind them. He turned quickly expecting some sort of attack and his own dark brown eyes flew open in stunned shock.


“Nubou lae!” Martin hissed in disbelief as he saw Yuri moving across the small distance between them hesitantly. 


This was not Yuri Martin decided instantly. Yet it was. Her skin glowed in health and her own dark eyes were bright and filled with new purpose and happiness. Martin had never seen happiness in her eyes and it made her entire face beam with a new light. She looked in far better shape physically than he had ever seen her. He watched as her eyes saw the two members of his team that had come with them begin to bring their weapons up and he held up his hand. 


“Kenny! Cody! Stand down!” He barked. He saw For'mya come rushing down the ramp and then Zarah was in her arms and they were embracing tightly as Bella looked on holding both Carisia’s hand and Lucia’s.


Martin waited until they had lowered their weapons and then he turned back to face Yuri. To her credit she had not stopped moving forward, and within a few strides she was in front of him just as she had been decades ago. Yet once more Andro’s words echoed in his head.


She is not the same woman father. Yet she is. Let your instincts and skills tell you that and guide you in your actions with her. She is not our enemy however. Not any longer, if she truly ever was. 


Androcles had the uncanny ability to scare even him at times with what he could see and sense in people and this time was definitely no different. This was not the Yuri Moran he had known once. This was someone else entirely. Martin could detect the very faint scars across her face, almost imperceptible now, but for the first time he saw the damage Andro had done to her in their fight. This Yuri exuded confidence and power, but there was not a shred of Xaxon’s essence on her. The darkness that had nearly consumed her the last time he had seen her was gone and in its place remained the woman that she was always meant to be. Just as his son had told him.

Martin drew himself up and looked at her. “Yuri.” He said calmly.


Yuri had wanted to meet them alone. Without Pa'cour beside her protecting her as he always tried to do. She loved her Immortal husband more than her own life now, but this was something she needed to face alone. The trip here had been enlightening to say the least. Yuri had been granted a window into Zarah Leonidas’s life. The shame Yuri felt over what had happen weighed heavily on her, but Zarah would have none of it. The four of them had spent many hours together in the ship’s lounge just talking for hours. About the history that had taken place and the history they now hoped to write. Yuri could not stop touching Lucia and Carisia the entire time, for the first time in her life seeing the beautiful women that they had grown in to. Yuri decided she had much to atone for, and she vowed to herself that her actions going forward would be focused on insuring redemption was hers, no matter how many centuries it took.

“Martin.” Yuri spoke evenly though she was shaking inwardly. Yuri feared Androcles Leonidas. She feared him with every fiber of her being. She doubted even her mother, with all her years under Xaxon's control would have been able to stand against him. Martin Leonidas however, Martin Leonidas terrified her. His long hair and beard made him very imposing to say the least no matter that it was meticulously well groomed, his six foot two; two hundred and thirty-eight pound body still in superb condition and looking even more defined. It had taken him longer Yuri knew, but he had now embraced what he was in its entirety. Yuri could feel that within him just as easily as she felt it within Androcles. While Androcles kept his emotions tightly in check, allowing them out only when needed, Martin Leonidas wore his emotions on his sleeve and that is what made him very nearly impossible to predict and so very terrifying to behold. “I see you found the stowaways.”

Martin glanced back at where Zarah and the others were still embracing and hugging and then back to Yuri. “How did…”


“Your son seems to have a rather mysterious sense of things.” Yuri said softly. “It is quite unnerving at times.”

Martin chuckled. “Tell me about it.” He said.


“They were… they were with him when we last met.” Yuri said. “They wanted to come.” Yuri shrugged her shoulders. “I could not refuse them.”


Yuri’s eyes lifted as Isabella came up beside him on one side and For'mya on the other. “Isabella. For'mya.” She said gently. “Both of you are looking well.”


“The woman before me is not the Yuri Moran I once knew.” Isabella said after a long moment.


Yuri chuckled softly. “I would say that is the understatement of the century sister.” She commented.


Isabella’s eyes grew wider. “Sister?” She gasped.


Yuri looked at her. “Our father was a back stabbing, manipulative monster, and a coward to boot. But that does not change the fact that we share the same father and are sisters. I’m only just beginning to realize how much I missed while that creature Xaxon held sway over my mind and body.” She looked at Isabella. “Someday I would like to regain all that I lost or missed. No matter what it was.”


Isabella glanced down and saw the Tears of Heaven secure at Yuri’s waist. She had told Vonis that Yuri would throw them away. That apparently was not the case. “Our daughter speaks your name almost fondly.” For'mya stated from beside Martin.


Yuri looked at her and then to Martin. “I am not here to ask for forgiveness.” She spoke. “What happen to Zarah is unforgiveable. Given everything you know about me, I would hope you one day see that I would not have sanctioned such a thing. This me. The real me. I never would have allowed that to happen. No matter who I was, I still bear blame for what took place. She is stronger than I was you know. I let it break me and I had no one to turn to as she has. Knowing what I know now, I would have happily traded all of my years to insure that it never took place. Unfortunately…”

“Enough of this!” Martin hissed softly. The anger was evident in his voice but he held it in control. “What your son did… what your husband and mother did to my daughter… I will never…”


“I’m not asking you too Martin.” Yuri interrupted him. “And given the opportunity, I will serve their heads to you and Androcles happily after what they have done. Not only to Zarah but to me and everyone.”


“Then why are you here?” Isabella asked her. “Why come all this way? You could have just as easily told Androcles whatever it is you need to tell us and…”


“No I couldn’t.” Yuri stated flatly.


“The Code Word you used was from back in the Teams Yuri.” Martin told her. “From back before all of this ever began. Why use it?”


Yuri nodded. “Because I knew you would take it seriously.”


“Then answer Bella’s question. What do you need to tell me so badly that you could not tell my son?” Martin asked.


“Is there someplace we can talk? Just you and I Martin?” Yuri asked him. 
“I do not keep secrets from my wives and mates!” Martin snapped softly.

Yuri nodded. “No… but Zarah and Carisia should not hear this either I’m afraid. I know how tightly tied together Zarah is with him and Carisia is now his wife and mate.” She said. “At least with Isabella and For'mya here they will be occupied.”
For'mya squeezed his arm and he turned to look into her dark eyes. [I sense no deception from her Martin.] She said gently. [None at all.]

[Nor do I.] Bella agreed. [And she may be many things, but a fool is not one of them, just as you said Martin.]

[That is what bothers me.] Martin said. [I want to believe what Andro tells us but… it’s so hard to comprehend how he could have controlled her so completely.]

[He was able to do this with you my love, if only for a short time.] For'mya said. [And Yuri is not you. Wayonn and Murano also told you that it is extremely likely as well. Xaxon was more than capable.]

[Listen to her Martin.] Isabella told him. [Whatever it is, it cannot be good if she felt it was not for Andro’s ears. And it must be something serious if she does not want Zarah or Carisia knowing. For they would tell Androcles anything.]

Martin nodded slowly and looked at Yuri. “There is a small office area on my ship.” He said.

Yuri smiled. “Your Pralor Corvette.” She said.


Martin met her eyes. “Pretty neat huh? You can’t have it!”


Yuri chuckled softly as he turned and she began to follow him.


“…something to drink?” Martin asked as he looked through several cabinets. “I know Bella has some cloned blood here somewhere.”

Yuri smiled gently from behind him and shook her head. “Martin… please do not try and make me feel at home.” She said. “You can’t stand the sight of me… I know that and so do you. I accept that.” She watched as he turned to face her. “You hold me responsible for every bad thing that has ever happened to your family in the last three thousand plus years. Beginning with your father’s death.”


“Yuri…” He started.


Yuri shook her head slowly. “No… do not try and deny it. In some respect you would be right Martin.” She told him evenly. “They were my mother’s sins, my father’s sins, that monster Xerxes who was my brother, but they are also my sins as well… at least in some manner.” She said. “I cannot blame you for how you feel. The only thing I can do is ask that you give me a chance… just as your son has done… give me a chance to show you that this is who I was meant to be. This is who I am.”

“That’s asking quite a bit Yuri.” He told her honestly.


“Yes I know.” She told him. “My atonement… my redemption began the day Pa'cour’s child was conceived in my womb and I felt such joy and happiness at this news. It continued the day I gave birth to her and has every day since. It is going to be a long road I know and not everyone will believe me… I only ask for the chance.” She reached behind her back and took out the datapad. “Unfortunately… I am going to have to deal with items like this as I go. Sins that are not mine, but ones I now bear the burden of.” She held out the datapad to him.


“What’s this?” Martin asked.


Yuri moved to the chair and sat down. “The moment my mother died at Helen’s hand, a chip in her brain activated and transferred all of her command codes and secret files to my own authorization.” She explained. “The files were stored on a secret data storage computer on her temple world of Nuwaroa that only I would be able to access. I’m quite sure she did not dream of how things would work out and that I would fall in love with Pa'cour. When I finally escaped Robert’s ship with Pa'cour I gave the remote order to have all those files transferred to a data storage computer of my choosing. I had the old data storage computer on Nuwaroa wipe itself and then self destruct. A few weeks ago I had my lead Scientist… Professor Lidene… I’m sure Armetus has briefed you on him?”


Martin nodded his head. “Brilliant is the word Armetus used to describe him.” He said as he fingered the datapad.


“I had him begin to decrypt the files.” Yuri told him as she watched him settle into the chair across from her.

“What does this have to do with me?” Martin asked her. “And why couldn’t you tell Andro this?”


“Part of what was on those files are her personal notes and information on many of the programs she was in control of or allowing my father to control in her stead.” Yuri told him. “One of them was the Clone project.”


“Yes… so.” Martin said.

“My father had your mother Gorgo on Lycavore for a very specific reason Martin.” Yuri told him calmly. “The experiments they were conducting on her were the last phase in the clone program my mother was in charge of. They were not simply removing her scent glands to cover for the clone of her on Apo Prime.” Yuri shook her head and leaned forward. “I was not privy to much of what she was doing; I did not know until the end that it was your mother on Lycavore. I am only now beginning to learn just what a vicious, sadistic and power mad bitch she really was.” She said softly. She looked at him and saw his eyes go a little wider at her comment. Yuri grinned. “You will find I have called my mother and father some very choice names in these last weeks. Even Pa'cour has shuddered at the name I have used.”


Martin couldn’t help but smile as well as he sat back in the chair. “I’ll take your word for it. But again I ask… what does this have to do with me. And why couldn’t you tell Andro all this?”


Yuri reached over and activated the datapad in his hand. “As I said, the experiments on your mother Gorgo were the last phase in the clone program before moving into the final and operational stage.” She took a deep breath and prepared for the explosion. “Read the names at the bottom of page nineteen Martin.”

Martin’s dark brown eyes moved to the pad and he paged down to the bottom. Yuri saw a myriad of emotions flash across those eyes at what he read, none of them very good to say the least. However he surprised her and did not completely lose control and try to kill her. She saw his knuckles turn white as he gripped the pad and his jaw became set in granite. Slowly his eyes lifted to her. 
“Be very careful how you answer this next question Yuri. It will decide if you leave this planet alive. Did you know about this?” Martin asked her.

Yuri expected such a question and she did not fear the result for what she was going to speak was the complete truth.


“No. I give you my word Martin, however little it may mean to you, no I did not.” She stated flatly and with complete confidence. “I only discovered it after Lidene began to try and make some sense of my mother’s files.”

Martin rose from the chair slowly and set the pad on the table. Yuri could see that he wanted to explode but his control had advanced so much and so completely in the years since she had last seen him that she was very surprised to say the least. He turned back to her. “Who else knows about this?” He asked.


“Pa'cour, Lidene and my personal physician Nalavi.” She replied instantly. “And now you.”


“She lied to me.” Martin said softly.


Yuri chortled softly. “Yes… she did that very well.”


“Fuck me!” Martin snarled viciously, though the emotion was not directed at Yuri. “No matter where I turn, no matter how much I think I have left that behind me, your mother’s sick perversions keep coming back to haunt me! And right along with her is that perverted fuck head Moran!”

Yuri remained silent though she was very thankful he did not include her in that very true statement. 


Marti moved to the COM panel on the wall. “Endy?”


“Here Skipper.” She replied instantly.


“I need you to initiate a Secure COM QCR transmission back…”


Yuri came to her feet now. “Martin wait!” She announced.


Martin looked at her, his eyes angry. “Stand by Endy.” He stated and then took his finger off the panel. “You should probably get on your ship and leave now Yuri.” He growled.


Yuri wasn’t deterred and she moved forward. “There is another way.” She told him.


“Haven’t you done enough already?” He snapped at her.


“Whether you believe me or not… I had nothing to do with this.” Yuri stated. “And you would be able to tell if I was lying to you. Before you… before you react to this information hear me out.”


“Why?” Martin demanded.


“Lidene and Nalavi almost never agree on anything.” She told him. “But after reviewing all of the data, they are reasonably convinced that none of these agents are in place. Given the gestation period of the clones and the estimated time of their DNA being copied, they agree that it is more likely they are still in a holding pattern waiting for Robert to activate them.”


“I thought you said these were your mother’s files.” Martin hissed.


“They are… but in some things she trusted Robert more than she trusted me.” Yuri told him. “Because she knew Xaxon was exerting his control over me. The Clone Program is one of those things. He may have the activation code word for these clones, but he does not know we possess my mother’s files yet. He does not know that we know about them. And right now he is more than likely trying to establish a hold over the forces still loyal to him before beginning any operation against you and Narice.”

“Bullshit!” Martin snapped.


“All of their data and thoughts is there Martin!” Yuri pressed him. 


Martin looked at the pad hesitatingly once more. His eyes found what she was referring to and part of him began to calm down as he read. They were not the rants of crazed men and women. These were the thoughts of men with superior intellect and wisdom. Those were Armetus’s words to him. They were concluding exactly what Yuri was trying to tell him. He looked at her after a long moment. 


“Why should I believe them?” He asked.


“Think about it for a moment!” Yuri snapped now. Martin Leonidas was a tactical genius in every sense of the word. He was also extremely intelligent an knowledgeable in ways most people would never guess. Yuri knew this. She also knew that he was stubborn and pig headed and prone to react from emotion. It is one fo the things that made him so very dangerous to his enemies. “Look at the names again! Look at who they are! In all the years that you have known them… have they suddenly begun to act differently? In the last five years have they done things or said things that would make you question them. Think about it Martin. My mother knew how close they were to you. How much you relied on them. She would not put them in place until she was absolutely sure they could be of use to her.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed and Yuri saw the light of recognition go off in his eyes. “When she tried to take the City Ship?” He said. “The attempt to take the Pralor Cruiser. She knew I would go to war over that. She knew I would come tearing across the border with every Spartan at my command to get those things back.”


Yuri nodded. “And in the chaos that ensued she would have been able to place them.” Yuri said. “Things did not work out as she wanted them too. She did not count on Androcles being so powerful and you having him train the Coven Riders. And she certainly had no idea that Helen was more powerful than she would ever be.”


“She never had the chance to give the activation code.” Martin said. “It all happened to fast before she was killed.”


Yuri nodded once more. “That is what Lidene and Nalavi believe. It is what I believe.” She said. “That is why I believe we can find them before Robert decides he wants to use them. He would not be able to place them on a whim. He would need to plan it out very carefully. That kind of time he has not had recently.”


“Yuri you…” Martin began.


“Phraktos!” Yuri exclaimed. “Put aside your hatred of me for once in your life! Even for five minutes and listen to what I am telling you! I have no desire to ever see that man again! I love Pa'cour with every breath I now take. If I ever do see him again I will spill his entrails on the ground before him and watch him bleed out like the vile creature he is! I have no desire to control the High Coven! None! Only Narice can pull the Coven from the abyss that my mother and father were leading it down! Only she has the strength to do that now. All I want to do now is insure she does not fail. I do not want credit or recognition! My reward will be that I can have more of Pa'cour’s children and this time I can enjoy my children as they grow. This time I can be the mother I never was to Carisia and Lucia! Damn you Martin Leonidas… I will not let your hatred of me take that opportunity from me!”


Martin stood there staring at her with surprise in his eyes. Her scent told him without question that everything she has just spouted was the truth. When people were excited they lost control of their glands and could not guard against the adrenalin dump into their blood signifying they were lying. In Yuri’s case… not one thing she had just said was a lie. He crossed his arms over his chest slowly and looked at her as she took deep breaths.


“Are you done preaching?” He asked with a sarcastic grin.


Yuri took a deep breath and look away. “Bastard.” She muttered but with no malice in her voice.


Martin held up the pad. “So what do you propose?” He asked.


Yuri looked at him. “Lidene is still working on decrypting my mother’s files. But he is only one man. I can trust no one from the old Intelligence arm of my mother. Nor can I turn to Narice. I need… I need your people to assist Lidene. I don’t care what they see. I am not trying to hide anything. But I want to stop this before it destroys everything your son and my sister started.”


Martin looked at the pad once more. He paged down slowly looking at the three names that jumped out at him and then back up to Yuri. “I take it this is why you did not want Andro to know?”


Yuri’s laugh was humorless. “Your son and my sister took a leap of faith that paid off.” She told him. “I may be many things Martin Leonidas… but I am not stupid. If he knew what was on that pad, then everything he and Narice began would come to a very abrupt and brutal end. He would feel betrayed and used. As would Narice. Do you want the two of them burning half the Alpha Quadrant?”


“He is not as immovable as you think Yuri.” Martin said. “He believed in you.”


Yuri shook her head. “You are not going to talk me into it. I like what I have discovered since my rebirth. I like who I am now. Why would I want to lose that?”

“He trusts you.” Martin said. “If he didn’t he would not have done what he has done knowing how I feel.”

Yuri chuckled softly. “It will not work Martin Leonidas. I will not be the one to tell your son Androcles that there is an utterly perfect clone and exact replica of the woman he has loved since he was eight months old somewhere out there. His Anome.” Yuri shook her head again. “No. I am not a utter fool.”

