CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
UNCHARTED SPACE

EDGE OF PRALOR SYSTEM

FOUR DAYS FROM MANNE


Pusintin studied the star chart intently, ignoring all else going on around him. He was in a foul mood and had been ever since Kalis had escaped and taken the Hadarian witches with him. It wasn’t so much that he had escaped, it was the fact that Kalis had fooled him so easily, and had been fooling him for some time it seemed. He had taken Pusintin’s own personal transport and fled from right under his nose. A ship that held many Kavalian secret COM channels and different orders on its main computer. All of which were undoubtedly now in the hands of his brother. He held a begrudging respect for his middle son that he had not held before, but he still wanted to string the boy up on a pole and watch him die a slow death. Kalis had never seemed that smart, he was always so brutish in his actions and Pusintin had never believed he had the fortitude to go against him as he had. Something must have happened to him in the last months and before he died, Pusintin was going to get that very information out of him.

His brother had made a mistake and Pusintin vowed to make him pay for it.


The Kavalian fleet was moving steadily forward, searching planets that they discovered were very similar to what his brother had mistakenly described to them over the COM channel. They were not rushing forward for fear of encountering more mines as they had before. Martin could be very devious and Pusintin did not want to walk into a trap. It also did not appear to be needed, as his brother’s ships had stopped. He knew this because the Borellum Acoustic Pulse was steady and not moving. Thinking about his younger brother made Pusintin churn with hate and a deep seated anger. Seeing him in that transmission gloating with Kalis standing beside him still caused his wolf blood to burn. To then see For'mya press her lush, elven figure against him so very intimately, her dark brown eyes full of life and love and emotion, this caused nearly uncontrollable rage to boil within him. Even when For'mya was naked beneath him, unwillingly responding to his full and unshielded wolf aura as it attacked her female wolf senses; even when she was whimpering for him to fuck her harder; he could never get her to say she loved him. Or that she even cared for him. Pusintin knew better though. He knew For'mya wanted him and only him. How could she want something else after the fucking he gave to her? 
Hate seethed through him at the thought of his brother touching her, bedding her, and that hate is what drove him forward. Martin had taken two of his three sons from him. His clear and favorite son Leruk had been brutally murdered by his younger brother’s oldest son Androcles. Hate and rage is what propelled him forward now. He would find his brother and he would kill Kalis and the Hadarian witches and he would take For'mya back. She belonged to him now. His brother’s other wives he would happily give to his men for playthings. After a few months as sex toys for Kavalian troops being gang raped every day they would be quite insane, if they still lived.

Pusintin did not consider that they were thousands of light years from any help. He did not consider that they could not communicate with Keleru back in the Alpha Quadrant. Kalis had succeeded in permanently destroying their only long range communications array capable of reaching Kavalian space and now there was no hope of repairing it unless they were in space dock. All of his focus was now on killing his son and brother and reclaiming For'mya for his own. The elf bitch would squirm under him once more and he would inhale deeply of her sweet Orchid scent while he pummeled her tight body into the bed and listened to her cry out to him for more. Not even Jalersi had affected him like For'mya had and now all he wanted was to feel her warm tightness wrapped around his cock again.


Pusintin blinked as Popal appeared next to him and he looked up at his executive officer.

“Popal?” He questioned.


“I have the latest reports from the outlying frigates Marshall.” He spoke as he held out the datapad. 


“Nothing I assume?” Pusintin asked as he took the pad.


“No sir. All three planets were scanned intensively but there were no signs of life or any kind of activity aside from the indigenous lifeforms.” Popal answered.


“We are still picking up the secondary signal correct?” Pusintin asked.


Popal nodded. “Yes Marshall.” He replied. “We have to keep two complete sensor arrays locked onto it, but it is still broadcasting. And it remains stationary.”


Pusintin nodded. “He thought he was smarter than me.” He said. “He thought that when he found the Borellum Acoustic Pulse I wouldn’t be able to track her anymore. Shows what a fool he really is. I had three of them implanted into her, all of them in different parts of her body and on different frequencies. He would never find all three. It will lead us right to them.”


“Then why are we stopping to search these planets as we go Marshall?” Popal asked. “If we go to full power we could be upon them in less than two days.”


Pusintin shook his head. “My brother is stupid but he isn’t a fool.” He stated. “For'mya may be where the signal is originating from, but Kalis and my ship he would not keep together with her. Most of his people and his three ships are probably orbiting this planet he accidently described in the COM transmission. They have to be low on supplies by now.”

“We are becoming low on fresh supplies as well Marshall.” Popal reminded him.

Pusintin nodded. “We find them… we kill the men and keep the women and take their ships and whatever supplies they have and then we can use them as leverage. My brother is weak and he wouldn’t put his females in danger.”


Popal nodded his head slowly. “As you say Marshall.” He spoke.


Pusintin looked at him oddly for a long moment and then stood up straighter. “What is it Popal?” He asked. “Speak what is on your mind.”


Popal looked at him. “It is not I Marshall…” He said. “Other… some of the officers and different ship Captains have come to me with concerns.”


“Concerns such as?” Pusintin asked.


“They question why we are out here Marshall.” Popal told him. “They question what we are doing so far from home, in territory we have never been too before. We have no star charts to navigate by and we have to make it up as we go. We are following this signal from the elf female For'mya yes, but it has been leading us deeper and deeper into uncharted space. The men are becoming nervous. They are… they are speaking among themselves.”


“Are they?” Pusintin spoke softly. “What are they saying?”


“Marshall I…” Popal began.

“Relax Popal…” Pusintin told him evenly. “You have nothing to fear from me. I trust your words and your judgment. Now tell me what they are saying.”


“They believe the Lycavorian King knows exactly what he is doing.” Popal said. “They believe he is out here searching for something and now that they have stopped, they believe he has found what he is looking for.”

“Looking for something?” Pusintin questioned him. “There is nothing out here Popal. What could he possibly be looking for out here? No one has ever been this far spaceward of the core.”

“He has not veered more than a few degrees from his base course since the beginning Marshall Pusintin.” Popal told him. “If he was simply out here to draw us away from Kavalian space, why not alter course more often? Why follow an almost straight line? Why not have his Ghost ship drop more mines in our path? He could have been picking away at us for weeks now and he has chosen not to. Unless he knows exactly where he is going… or at least has some idea and does not want to be deterred.”

Pusintin shook his head. “Martin is not that smart.” Pusintin answered. “There is nothing out here. All of the long range probes we have sent out and nothing ever came back.”
“None of them ever came out this far from the core Marshall. And none of those we have sent out from our ship have spotted anything.” Popal said. “It makes the men uneasy.”

“They will get by.” Pusintin said.

“First the shrouded mines from his ghost ship…” Popal continued. “Then Kalis’s action in taking the transport and the Hadarian females and knowing exactly where to go to meet him. How did he know this? He must have had a means to communicate with him. Then the Juturi Pride abandoning us to go with them. A senior Pride we thought to be loyal to us for decades and they do this. And now our only means of communicating with Kavalian High Command is gone. Disabled permanently by Kalis.”

“You do not have to remind me Popal.” Pusintin hissed softly.

“The men are beginning to believe this is more of a personal vendetta than anything else Marshall.” Popal told him. “They believe we should go back. Return and help our brothers fight the Lycavorians in the war we know is going on.”

“With For'mya and the twins we can return and take control of the Union by political means!” Pusintin snapped.

Popal shook his head. “Most of them no longer believe that can happen.” He said. “They do not believe the Elf Queen or your son with her will help stop anything. Not with his oldest son back there and leading the fight against us.”

“For'mya is my woman! She wants to be with me! My brother is keeping her against her will!” Pusintin snapped more angrily. “She will do as I say! My son will do as I say! And I will make my brother pay for taking her from me!”
Popal nodded his head. “As you order Marshall.” He said. “I do not question your actions or your orders.”
“They want to see the fruit of their labor and time… fine.” Pusintin spoke. He stabbed down on the star chart forcefully. “Have two of our fastest Frigates conduct combat jumps that will put them within extreme sensor range of his ships. Here... at this point.” He said pointing at one spot on the chart. “They will scan his ships and area around them and find out what they are doing… and then they jump away before they are seen. Our Frigates can spot them easily from extreme range with their lateral sensor arrays, and even if they are spotted they can jump away long before anyone comes to investigate.”

“And what of the Ghost Ship Marshall?” Popal asked him. “That ship… if it is one of the ships that our Intelligence says your brother possesses… it will most certainly pick up our fast frigates. They will know that we are coming.”

 Pusintin nodded. “Yes they will. Once our ships return we will plan our attack and move. If we have not found the planet by then we will simply take the information from his computers or his women. Then they will see. And they can have the pick of the women that are left alive! Tell them that Popal!”

Popal nodded quickly. “This will please them Marshall. You know that.”

“Good.” Pusintin declared. “Now leave me alone so I can devise a strategy to crush the life from my brother’s forces and his body.”

Popal nodded his head and turned away from the star chart leaving Pusintin alone. He made his way calmly across the bridge and onto the elevator lift. He was silent running so many things through his head as he descended to deck eleven and then exited the lift. He paid no mind to the crew he passed in the corridor until he reached the entrance of the Officer’s Lounge. He looked around casually and then touched the panel opening the door where he stepped through quickly.

He watched as the five other Kavalians rose to their feet from the table they had been sitting at and turned to face him. Five ship captains that represented seventeen others within their task Force.

“Popal?” The senior Kavalian asked as he turned.

Popal shook his head slowly. “He has ordered that two of our Fast Frigates jump to within extreme range of Leonidas’s ships, scan the area, and then return.” Popal told them. “When they return with this information we will attack.”
“If they return.” One of the men spoke shaking his head.

“Popal… surely you see… you must see that this is all wrong.” Another spoke moving closer to him. “He is… he is not right anymore.”
Popal looked at him. “Mind your words Captain Kunti.”

“I will not mind them!” The man hissed. “This is madness! We are chasing ghosts and shadows! You know that now just as we all do!”

“Popal… you must see what we are saying.” Another man spoke as he moved closer. “The Marshall has not been right since… since his brother almost killed him.”

“Killed him.” Kunti hissed. “The Lycavorian King nearly beat him to death and did not break a sweat in doing so!”

“Kunti!” The man hissed looking at him.

“What?” Kunti demanded harshly. “For weeks we have followed without question while King Leonidas has drawn us further into uncharted territory. His Ghost Ship leaves mines in our path and now we are forced to move at a crawl. The Marshall’s own son, who has been trained by the finest Puma Bane Commandos within the Federation, he deserts us to go to Leonidas. And he takes the Hadarian wenches out from under our very noses! And then the Juturi Pride joined him!”

“We know all this Kunti.” The second officer said.

“And still we follow blindly Weoerr!” Kunti hissed. “This is madness.”

“He says that the elf female and his son with her can facilitate us gaining control of the Union.” Popal spoke now grasping at something to defend the man he had served for so long. “That the Lycavorian King holds her against her will.”

Weoerr, older and more experienced than Kunti, simply shook his head. “Popal, you of all of us know that is not true.” He stated plainly. “The Elf Queen would just as soon cut off Pusintin’s cock and feed it to him before she let him put it in her again. She has no feelings for him! None! He forced her to respond to him in any way that she may have. She believed that Leonidas was dead and not being able to sense him with her wolf senses or within the realm of their Mindvoice ability made her act in the manner she did. You know that is how pureblood Lycavorian females and those females turned by Lycavorians act. We all know this. We were trained in this knowledge at the Academy. Once the inhibitor that Pusintin implanted into her was removed and she could sense and feel Leonidas once more, well… you saw for yourself how she acted.” He moved closer to Popal.

“His children by her hate him just as intensely as she now does. She has been the wife and Queen of Leonidas for over two decades Popal and she only acted as she did because she thought he was dead and the wolf blood in her reacted to that false information. Leonidas… he slaughtered over a hundred of our men to get her back Popal! And he did it without even breathing heavy! He is not dead Popal and you saw how she acted with him in the transmission. You cannot honestly believe for an instant that she will side with Pusintin over Leonidas do you? You saw the same open transmission we did.”

“We cannot communicate with High Command because Kalis disabled the Long Range COM array.” Kunti spoke more calmly now. “We do not even know what is happening back home. And the Marshall is leading us into a trap.”

Popal looked at him. “What do you mean?”

Weoerr met his eyes. “Martin Leonidas is the foremost tactician in the Union military. Perhaps anywhere in the galaxy. He could fight circles around Marshall Pusintin every day Popal. You know this. The mines… the transmission when Kalis escaped… he is baiting us. Drawing us further away from home.”
“He has three ships Weoerr!” Popal snapped. “Three!”

Weoerr nodded his head. “That we know of.” He stated calmly. “All Union ships have Shrouds. How do we know there is not an entire fleet out there following us? We had a hard enough time recognizing High Coven Shrouded ships during the war. We have never been able to detect a Shrouded Union ship Popal. Never. And the King of the Lycavorian Union would never travel with so few ships.”

“He is baiting us!” Kunti said again. “This is not about drawing us away so we cannot fight anymore… this is about Marshall Pusintin.”
“What?” Popal asked.

“This has become personal Popal.” Weoerr told him. “Kunti is right. In Leonidas’s eyes Marshall Pusintin raped his woman. He raped a sitting Queen of the Lycavorian Union. You know how they view such an act within the Union. That she is Queen makes it even worse. You know what he did the last time this very thing happened. He obliterated an entire government and empire. He smashed it under his boot without so much as a second thought and everyone who had a part in that act died gruesome deaths. This is not about drawing Pusintin away so we cannot fight against his son; this is all about killing the Marshall.”
“What are you saying?” Popal asked.

“Leonidas is drawing Marshall Pusintin… drawing us… to a time and place of his very own choosing.” Weoerr said. “When he has us where he wants us, he will strike. When he does strike, many of us, perhaps all of us will not survive. You know this Popal, we know this and our men know this. Marshall Pusintin is bent on revenge for some perceived crimes committed against him by his brother, when it is the Marshall himself who is guilty of those very crimes. King Leonidas would never act in such a manner Popal, no Spartan would. It goes against their code of honor. Pusintin has twisted the facts to suit him. King Leonidas simply took back what belonged to him. And the Elf Queen is his Popal, make no mistake about that. The Marshal is… he is… he is no longer right in his mind.” Weoerr said calmly. “And we are going to be caught in the middle and we will bear the brunt of King Leonidas’s vengeance. And it will be absolute vengeance Popal. He will not offer us mercy or redemption. Not after what Pusintin did to his Queen.”
Popal was silent as he let his eyes move between the men gathered in the room. None of them were in disagreement with what Weoerr had just said that he could see. He moved to the view window in the lounge and looked out at the many stars. “You… you suggest going…” He turned. “You suggest turning against the Marshall of all Kavalian forces!”

“We suggest surviving as opposed to death.” Kunti spoke now. 

“The Puma Bane will… they will not follow you.” Popal said.

“The Puma Bane are fanatical fools.” Weoerr spat. “Nothing more than secret police for Keleru. If they wish to follow Pusintin to their deaths so be it. We do not. Do you? You have a woman and three sons… do you not wish to see them again?”
Popal shook his head. “I must… I must think about this.” He said softly.

“Do not think long my friend.” Weoerr spoke. “More and more of us are beginning to feel the same way. It is spreading and there is nothing we can do to stop it. We must decide soon what to do… or it will not matter.”

Popal looked at him. “Give me until the frigates return.” He said. “Let me see what they discover before making a decision.”

“If that is your wish.” Weoerr told him. “Know that if you go to Pusintin with what you now know, it won’t matter. There are too many who feel as we do. He won’t be able to stop the coming storm no matter how many he has the Puma Bane kill.”

“Two days!” Popal hissed. “Give me two days.”

Weoerr nodded. “Two days.” He said. “Then we will decide what is to be in our future and not some madman who is already dead and does not even know it.”

JUNCRO
UNCHARTED PLANET
UNKNOWN SPACE



T’lolt hadn’t really thought about what seeing him would make him feel. He knew every event that had happened that day on Lycavore. He had given the order originally, yet something had made him reverse himself, and attempt to rescind that same order. When he was told that it was too late and the order had been carried out, he had killed the lone vampire officer who had arrogantly reported this to him. As well as the Immortals who had carried out the order. Given all that was happening on the planet then, hiding their bodies among the many hundreds of High Coven vampire and Immortal dead that day was easy. T'lolt wanted so much to believe that at the end, no matter the distance they had allowed to come between them as family, T'lolt wanted to believe that his brother could not do it. That he had done everything within his power to stop it. As he fingered the small data disc in his hand he knew the truth. So many years of questions and all it took was this one little data disc to show him that what he believed was very much true. Given to him by a Lycavorian officer he did not know at the bidding of Martin Leonidas.

He had talked at length with Cha'talla in the first few weeks after settling on Kranek, each of them finally coming to the belief that indeed their brother had tried to stop it. That no matter the differences between them, he could not bring himself to have his own family killed. The data disc he now held only confirmed what they had believed for over two decades now. He had failed in that task and both of them knew that the shame he must have felt at that must have been overwhelming. Shame he had carried all of these years, increasing the distance between them as family and brothers. He and Cha'talla had decided that if the day ever came where they could make it all go away, they would not hesitate. T'lolt had spoken very briefly with Cha'talla before leaving with Martin and he had agreed with what T'lolt intended. All of them had begun new lives now and the past held no place in the present for the three brothers. They were all that was left of their family and they belonged together. And if not together in body, then at least they all needed to know that they had their brother’s backs. It is what Cha'talla wanted, and it was now what T'lolt wanted as well. 
T'lolt had a new wife now and the much younger Ir’qua had given him two new sons and one very beautiful daughter in just the last ten years, with plans to have more. Since taking the serum that had returned the Akruxian people to their natural appearance, T'lolt had spent quite a bit of pleasurable time rediscovering his new wife. Ir'qua had arrived with Daniel’s wives, as had so many others, and her long flowing black hair and bright eyes had filled T'lolt with desire for her that had taken two full days to quench. Ir'qua remained on Manne now, helping with building the defenses there, not wanting to leave him. Their three children were with her parents back on Kranek and safer than they could be anywhere else but within Union territory. Ir'qua had urged him to go with Martin for this meeting, knowing what he desired deep down in his heart, and as T'lolt stared at his brother’s broad back he knew he had made the right decision.

He was reading from a datapad and as T'lolt moved further into the G9 LRR, the two other Immortals who were with him looked up. They recognized him instantly for like Cha'talla there were not many Immortals who did not know who T'lolt was.

“General!” One hissed softly as he rose quickly to his feet.


Pa'cour did not look up or spring to his feet T'lolt saw. He saw his chest and back heave upwards in an almost defeated sigh and he lifted his head to look at the two Immortals. They were obviously security for him and Yuri and very well trained for they imposed themselves between him and Pa'cour.


“Leave us.” Pa'cour spoke calmly.


“General… it is…” The younger soldier began.


“I know who it is In’atan.” Pa'cour spoke as he rose now. “Leave us. Both of you.”


T'lolt noticed that his brother spoke with a command tone in his voice. Very confident and firm. He had been Yuri’s Immortal Captain for so long that he had finally learned what this role meant and how he was looked up to by so many other young Immortals. The two younger Immortals looked between each other briefly before moving in his direction. They looked at T'lolt with something akin to awe in their eyes before they moved past him and down the ramp of the G9. T'lolt looked back to his brother.


“Have you come to take your vengeance brother?” Pa'cour asked softly without turning around.

There were only seven years in age between the three brothers and they had often played and explored together as boys. T'lolt’s mind flashed back many millennia to those days and he remembered them fondly. He and Cha'talla had spoke of them often as they sat under Kranek’s moon and discussed their future and how they wanted Pa'cour to be part of it.


T'lolt moved forward into the G9 until he was standing behind his younger brother. They were the same height and equally massive in size. Pa'cour turned slowly now, intent on facing his brother with the honor he had thought lost so long ago. The honor his love for Yuri and the birth of his daughter had returned to him.


“There is no vengeance to take brother.” T'lolt spoke softly.


Pa'cour met his eyes now. That they were brothers and kin to Cha'talla was without doubt or question. Their facial features and eye color were identical. Their bone spurs were a healthy white and placed in almost the exact location on both their faces. Just as they were with their older brother.


“You expect me to believe that?” Pa'cour asked him but with no malice in his voice.


T'lolt held up his hand and held out the data disc. “Martin Leonidas gave me two things my brother.” He said. “The first he gave to me the day he saved my life on Lycavore. He gave me blood to heal in order that I might bury my sons. Then he gave me a means to exact my vengeance. Against the true enemies of our people.”


“It was I… it was I who gave the order.” Pa'cour spoke softly. 


T'lolt looked at him. “The second thing he gave to me was not so very long ago when I rejoined him. It is part of why I travel with him now. Follow him as I do.”


“What… what was this second thing?” Pa'cour asked.


T'lolt held out the disc further to him. “He gave me hope.” He replied. “Hope for the… hope for the future. That one day… that one day our family would be reunited once more. He gave me this. It seems rescuing his mother was not the only thing Martin Leonidas did on that planet that day. He downloaded the entire High Coven database by remote from his ship. Or his people did.” T'lolt activated the data disc and a small holographic transmission shimmered into view. 

“Order was already given.” The High Coven officer spoke dismissively. “You don’t think you are truly in command here do you Colonel Pa'cour. You are an Immortal!”
In that transmission Pa'cour snatched up the officer like a doll and he slammed the High Coven Colonel against the wall, tearing out his throat with barely any effort. The memories of that day came rushing back to him.


“They were my family you High Coven piece of filth!” Pa'cour’s voice screamed out in the transmission. “My blood!”

T'lolt looked at Pa'cour as he deactivated the disc. “You did not kill my sons brother.” He said.


“I gave the order!” Pa'cour insisted.


T'lolt shook his head once more. “The order had already been given by Veldruk. The moment Cha'talla went against him and the High Lord tried to kill our brother the order went out. You tried to stop it.”


“But I…” Pa'cour stammered feeling the shame fill him once more. Shame he had buried deep for so long. Shame at his actions. “I should never have done it to begin with!” He hissed.

T'lolt stepped closer to him, his own emotions threatening to break through. “I hated you Pa'cour.” He said softly. “For years after that day I hated you. It was our brother Cha'talla who finally convinced me that no matter what had happened between us so long ago… none of that would have made you do such a thing. He made me see that you would never betray your blood. And you did not!”


“But I did T'lolt!” Pa'cour almost shouted. “I…”


T'lolt lifted the data disc slightly higher. “This tells me that you remembered your blood.” He said evenly. “This tells me what Cha'talla and then I believed once the pain of their passing was gone. You would have disobeyed your orders to save me and my sons. You were doing that very thing until you discovered that you were not the one who was truly in charge on Lycavore. You did not kill my sons brother… Veldruk did that. All these years… all of this time you have carried a shame that is not yours. We knew this is why you did not come forward. Cha'talla is… our brother is bonded to a dragon now you know.”

Pa'cour looked at him with wide eyes. “What?” He gasped.


T'lolt nodded. “He is a very different Cha'talla now. Esther opened his eyes to so many things. She is the Matriarch of our people now… who would have ever thought that?” T'lolt shook his head and chuckled softly. “A pureblood vampire as Matriarch of the Akruxian people. You would like her Pa'cour. She is stubborn and pig headed and smarter than anyone I have ever known. She and our brother… you should see the fights they have had through the years! He has chased her through our village on Kranek many times! He never catches her. Yet she loves him more furiously than anything I have ever seen. And he loves her just as deeply.” T'lolt moved even closer. “Just as I now love Ir'qua.”


“Ir'qua?” Pa'cour asked.


T'lolt smiled and nodded. “Three thousand years my junior and the most beautiful flower I have ever known. She had to beat me in my head with a tree branch to see my feelings for her. When I surrendered to those feelings I knew I was truly healed. We have two strong sons and a stunning daughter. I understand… I understand that you and Yuri have a child as well. A young daughter.”


Pa'cour lifted his eyes and gazed at his brother. “Onera.” He said with a nod. 
T'lolt tilted his head slightly. “You named her for our grandmother?” He asked.

Pa'cour nodded his head. “Yes. She is… she is like a shining ray of light to both Yuri and I.” He said proudly. “She… she was born with some of the skills that the Leonidas children possess. We… we asked Androcles to train her. She departed with him before we left to come here.”


T'lolt nodded his head in approval. “Then she will return to you far deadlier and much wiser than when she left.” He said. “There are few like Androcles Leonidas anywhere in the Union. When he is finished, she will be more lethal than you or I. And she will know the honor of family and blood.”

Pa'cour felt a momentary pang of shame return and he shook his head quickly. “T'lolt I… I must bear the…”


That is when T'lolt did what he had waited to do for many years now. He reached up with his large hands and grabbed his brother’s face. He pulled him tight to him and stared into his dark eyes. Pa'cour did not back away or fight him. If this was how it was to end, then better it be at the hands of his brother. His family.

“Leave the past behind you Pa'cour my brother!” T'lolt hissed. “Just as Cha'talla and I have done! It has no place in our future! We have begun anew! The moment Cha'talla went against Veldruk he set our people on a new path! A better path. And look what it has brought us?”


“I… I do not know if I…” Pa'cour stammered the words.


T'lolt pulled him closer. “You already have brother! Your feelings for Yuri! What you are doing now! You let go of the past already and now it is time for you to fully embrace the future! We want our brother back! Cha'talla and I… you are our family Pa'cour! Our brother! There is nothing stronger than blood! For that will carry us through the millennia to come! Throw this shame you carry aside! It is not yours any longer. It never was!” T'lolt then surrendered to the very un-Immortal like emotions that Ir'qua had brought out in him over the last two decades. He pulled Pa'cour into an embrace that would have cracked the ribs of a smaller man. “You have been… and always will be our brother! And we… we love you!”

Pa'cour closed his eyes at those words. He knew what love was now. He had discovered it with Yuri. He loved her with every breath he took and he knew she loved him just as deeply. Yet the love of family was always powerful and always present. He surrendered to the emotions just as T'lolt had and he embraced his older brother just as tightly as T'lolt held him. After a long moment T'lolt squeezed his shoulders and pushed him to arms length. 


“Come to Kranek Pa'cour. See what we have built there. Our people flourish.” He said.


Pa'cour shook his head quickly. “Yuri and I… we have… we have started something T'lolt.” He said. “We have vowed to… our redemption lies in our deeds now. We must insure that Narice succeeds. No matter what it takes.”


T'lolt nodded his head slowly. “I understand.” He said softly. “Know that you are always welcome Pa'cour.”


“Will my Blessed Wife be just as welcome brother?” He asked.


T'lolt nodded his head. “Always. We are all different now. I could see that this was not the same Yuri the moment she stepped off the ship. Others will see it too. And they will know.”


“Perhaps… perhaps one day T'lolt.” Pa'cour said softly. 


T'lolt nodded his head slowly. “We all travel different paths now.” He said. “No matter what we do or where we are… we are still brothers. Still blood. And we will always hold that above all else.”


Pa'cour gripped his arms tightly, almost painfully. “I will honor this always T'lolt. On the soul of my daughter I will honor this. Just as I have taught her.”


“The day will come soon when we will all be together.” T'lolt said. “I know Cha'talla will want to embrace our brother once more. When that day comes, we will sit as we did when our father was still alive, around a fire and telling stories not of the past… but of the future to come. And what we will make of it.”


Pa'cour nodded his head with a smile. “I… I would like that.” He said.


T'lolt nodded. “As would I.” He said. “As would I.” T'lolt cut his eyes to the side when he sensed the figure on the ramp and he smiled. “You can come out of hiding Tony my friend.” He said.


Tony stepped from the shadows of the ramp and moved forward sheepishly. “Sorry.” He spoke. “The skipper wanted me to make sure that everything was kosher.”


T'lolt looked at him and nodded and turned back to Pa'cour. “Yes my friend. Yes it is.” He said. “I introduce my brother Pa'cour. Brother… this is Master Chief Tony Winfield. We are what Martin Leonidas calls his heavy hitters.”


Tony moved up without hesitation and held out his hand. “Pleasure to meet T'lolt’s brother.” He said.


Pa'cour blinked several times and looked at the hand of the huge Lycavorian before grasping it. Tony’s handshake was firm and confident without a hint of fear or hesitation. He looked at T'lolt. “What is this… kosher?” He asked.


T'lolt laughed gently. “One of Martin’s colorful phrases.” He answered. “His way of making sure that our reunion did not go badly.”


Tony nodded his head embarrassed. “Marty likes to make sure his people are good to go Colonel Pa'cour.” He said. “T'lolt is just as much a member of our team now as I am. We look after each other.”


Pa'cour looked at his brother. “His team?” He asked.


T'lolt nodded. “I owed a debt to him after Lycavore and I repaid that debt in his eyes when we protected his daughter Normya. I wanted to travel with him… see what all the fuss was about.” T'lolt grinned. “I swear to you brother, it has not been dull for a single moment.”

Tony chuckled. “Now that is the truth. The Skipper doesn’t do it on purpose… but he tends to attracts trouble. Lots of it.”


“It is his charming personality!” T'lolt quipped with a laugh and Tony nodded his head. They all turned when they heard the shuffling of feet and they watched as Yuri moved up the ramp slowly.


Pa'cour moved without hesitation and reached out his hand for her. Yuri took it and he drew her close as T'lolt watched. Yuri folded into his arms, pressing up against his hard body without care who saw and T'lolt knew for sure then. “T'lolt… you…”


T'lolt stepped forward his eyes upon Yuri. He knew what this woman was capable of. She had proven many times in the past that she was a decisive thinker. Even under the control of that vile Xaxon, she could still be dangerous. There were not many who did not fear Yuri Moran only a year ago, but looking at her now, T'lolt knew that she was different. In her eyes and face he could still see the capacity for decisive and cruel action if needed, but that was now tempered by knowledge and wisdom and love. If ever there was an example of love saving a person then Yuri standing before him now was it. 


“You hold my brother’s heart and soul within your grasp Yuri.” T'lolt spoke softly to her watching as she turned her face upwards and she looked at Pa'cour with bright and adoring dark eyes. “Follow the path you now walk without fear or regret. Do not question or doubt who you have become. Embrace it. And know you are now a member of Cha'talla’s clan and family. We will always have your back.”


Yuri turned back to look at him. “There is much I need to atone for T'lolt.” She said softly.


“We… Yuri.” Pa'cour corrected her. “That we need to atone for.”


T'lolt nodded his head. “Perhaps.” He spoke. “But I believe that when the full story… the final truth reaches the eyes and ears of so many… you will be surprised at what you find.”


Yuri nodded. “We shall see.” She said softly. “We shall see.”


T'lolt looked at Pa'cour and reached out to grasp the arm that was not around Yuri’s waist. He squeezed it tightly. “Remember Pa'cour my brother.” He said firmly. “From this day forward… we make our own future. And we do not reside in a past that has no place where we are going. From now on we make a new history.”


Pa'cour gripped T'lolt’s arm tightly and nodded. “To the new future T'lolt. And all it will bring to us.”

T'lolt nodded and stepped back. “I will leave you now. There is much all of us have to do.” He said.


Pa'cour looked at him. “T'lolt… when you…”


T'lolt shook his head and held out the disc to him. “You will find our brother’s personal COM channel on that disc Pa'cour. You do not need me to contact him for you. He has waited over four thousand years to see and talk to you once more. When you are ready… he will be waiting.”


Pa'cour squeezed the disc in his hand and nodded. “Go with the Gods brother.” He spoke finally.


T'lolt chuckled softly. “I go with Martin Leonidas brother.” He said proudly. “The Gods tend to lean in his favor quite often. I think they enjoy watching him react to what others do and hearing him use his colorful metaphors to describe them.”


Even Yuri could not hold back the soft laugh that escaped her lips and she nodded her head in agreement. “He does have a way with words no doubt.” She said.


“Be safe and proud brother.” T'lolt told him. “Be safe and proud.”


“And you T'lolt.” Pa'cour answered. “And you.”


T'lolt nodded and turned without another word and headed down the ramp with Tony falling in behind him. Yuri looked up into Pa'cour’s face and placed her hand flat against his chest over his heart. 


“Pa'cour my love?” She questioned.


Pa'cour looked down into her face and smiled. “All of these years I have run from a shame that was not mine.” He said softly. “I no longer have to run my Blessed Wife.”

Yuri’s face beamed in happiness. “Neither of us have to run anymore.” She stated.


Pa'cour took a deep breath. “We are finished here?” He asked.


Yuri nodded. “Carisia is returning with us. She is saying goodbye… but yes. We have a plan and Martin has agreed to support us.”


“Plan?” Pa'cour asked.


Yuri nodded again. “He will have others sent to help Lidene crack my mother’s files. When we have discovered what we need to know then it will be up to us.”


“What do you mean?” Pa'cour asked her.


Yuri looked at him. “We will find these clones… and any others like them. I gave Martin my word that we would find them.”


“And when we do?” Pa'cour asked.


“He has asked that I act in his stead… and remove them from the equation.” Yuri replied. “Any equation.”


“And what did he say to your request if we do this?” Pa'cour asked.


Yuri looked at him. “He said he would think about it.” She answered. “He didn’t reject it outright Pa'cour. As much as he likes others to believe he is just a brute, Martin Leonidas is far from it. He thinks outside the box. Sometimes decades into the future. I think he will speak to Androcles and his wives and he will ultimately agree.” She said. “It could only tie us together even more than we are now and ultimately make all of us stronger for it.”


Pa'cour nodded. “That it would.”

Yuri looked at him with bright eyes and smiled. “Besides… that is in the future. We will need to work on making that happen on our end you know?”


Pa'cour grinned at her. “I can think of no more pleasurable a possibility.”


“Neither can I.” Yuri said as she reached up on her tiptoes and kissed him softly. “Neither can I.”


“…can stay with us Carisia. Androcles and the others will be joining us in several weeks anyway.” Isabella told her as she stood beside Martin and held Carisia’s hands.


Carisia shook her head with a smile. “I need to return.” She answered. “My place is with Andro, Sadi and the others.”


Martin stepped closer and reached up to run his fingers down her cheek. Carisia basked in the attention for at one point she had not believed that Martin Leonidas would accept her. Now she had no doubts however.


“Remember that you are my son’s wife and mate.” Martin told her. “An extension of his will and purpose. Each of you are a part of him Carisia. And you carry a part of him within each of you. Never doubt your place among our family. Or the influence that you now wield.”


Carisia reached up and covered his large hand on her cheek with her own much smaller one. “I will not.” She stated. 

“It would be understandable if you…” Isabella began but Carisia shook her head.


“Andro took a leap of faith when he did what he did.” She stated. “He said we needed to leave behind the past for it does not have a place in our future. We should learn from it, take wisdom from it, but not let it rule what the future will bring. She is my mother… and no matter what has happened before now… she is not the same person. That woman was controlled by Xaxon. My mother is not. Now… now she is the mother that I was meant to have. As Lucia was meant to have. And I wish to discover all I can about the person she was always meant to be.”

Martin leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Then go with the Gods daughter.” He said softly. “And keep my son out of trouble will you.”


Carisia laughed softly. “I will try.” She said.


Martin drew Isabella to him as Carisia turned and began to make her way up the ramp of the G9. Bella turned and looked up into his face. 


“Are you going to tell us what is happening Martin?” She asked.


Martin met her eyes and nodded. “When we get back. All of you need to hear it at the same time.”


“And then?” Isabella asked.


“Then we will need to make some decisions.” Martin told her.

CABELIR 

KAVALIAN HOMEWORLD

CAPITAL OF PASIRRAN 

KAVALIAN MILITARY COMMAND HEADQUARTERS


Keleru was silent as he stared out the large window of the conference room waiting for the remainder of his most senior military officers to file in and take their seats. The city was quiet now, the sun having set three hours ago and now the twin moons rising high into the sky. Keleru’Puat had watched Pasirran grow from practically nothing into the great city it now was. His hold over the Kavalian people had been absolute for more millennia than he could even recall now. It did not matter to him that only those loyal to him held any real influence or power with the city. It didn’t matter to him that only a select few held the true wealth, and the common people had simply an illusion. None of these things mattered to him, only maintaining his hold on power in whatever manner he could. With the Puma Bane Commandos under his direct command, no one and nothing had ever challenged his rule. They had removed any and all of the threats to his power and control through the years, and in some cases quite brutally and even in public. Keleru ruled by fear he knew, but fear was a great motivator and it instilled loyalty in even the most hardly of men. As the years passed he had made a show of bending to the will of his people in some instances, though none of the changes he had ever promised came to be. 

Now Keleru’Puat felt something he had never felt before. He was concerned. He was very concerned that it was all coming apart.


Keleru looked up when he saw the shadow of his nephew appear next to him. “Mata?” He inquired.

“The senior officers are all present now Uncle.” Mata told him in a soft whisper.

Keleru nodded and turned in his chair to look at the men in this room with him. His senior and most loyal supporters. They commanded the largest Prides within the Kavalian Federation. They were the most wealthy and the most powerful. And like him, they had the most to lose. 
“I thank you all for coming.” Keleru began as his eyes touched all of the men at the table. “These past weeks have been hard on all of us. I instructed several of you to concentrate your duties on providing information for this briefing. You are the most senior Pride Leaders and military officers within the whole of the Kavalian Federation. When all of the information has been presented we will need to make some hard choices.” Keleru told them. “Admiral Menot is also joining us via holotransmission from Hadaria. I will delay no longer and remember that this day we need hard facts and not glossy lies.”

The men in the room glanced among one another at the sternness of his voice, doing exactly what Keleru wanted them to do. He glanced at the man to his immediate left. “In the absence of Marshall Pusintin, I asked Admiral Skio to act as interim Marshall. I tasked him with gathering as much information and data that he could on Pian’Nruarani and the forces and support he has been able to obtain in recent weeks and correlating it all together.” Keleru looked at the man calmly and nodded. “Skio… please.”

The man returned the nod and rose to his feet. He took a deep breath and moved to the large star chart behind him.

“As you all know, the traitor Pian’Nruarani broadcast a pirated message from deep within Union territory and into Kavalian space. We do not know how they were able to supersede our secure COM channels and network. Nruarani declared that he was freely elected by the leaders of over forty Prides as the Interim Leader of the only true Kavalian government. They have now established a working government of Pride leaders as well as a rebel military force. The Union and the High Coven have officially recognized his rebel government, as well as half a dozen assorted free and independent alliances and governments throughout the quadrant. Most of them are small and insignificant, but it does give his rebel government some measure of political clout.” Skio told them all as he looked around the table. “This came as a complete surprise to our Intelligence Network, as we had assumed Nruarani and those who followed him were either dead or at the very least being held by the Lycavorians in prison and being interrogated. As you all saw from the transmission, this was not the case. Our few agents within Lycavorian space were equally unaware of his intentions or the support of the Union until after the fact. We still have several assets in place within the Lycavorian Union, however by the time we learned of what was happening from them, the Nruarani Pride and those that aligned with them were able to evacuate all of their Pride members and the vast majority of their major material assets out of Kavalian space. As it stands right now, with the information that we have been given or have discovered ourselves, it appears that Pride Shan and Pride Kazi are the largest of those that have openly aligned with Pride Nruarani.”

“Skio…” A man asked openly. “How solid is your information?”

“I won’t go into details… but we do still have several agents within Union space as well as on Earth itself. One or two of them highly placed.” Skio answered. “The information I will be presenting is as accurate as it can get.”

“Do we dare continue to trust those who have betrayed their own people? Who continue to betray their own people?” Another man asked. “What if they are discovered? The Union has the Krypteria, and they do not play games when it comes to traitors.” 
“Allow me to worry about the reliability of the agents providing this information. And the continued precision of their reports.” Keleru spoke up. “For now, know that I have reviewed it all and I trust in its accuracy.”

Skio nodded to Keleru and then continued. “All told there are perhaps forty odd Prides that have openly joined with Nruarani in declaring themselves free and who are supporting this outlaw Kavalian government. We do not know as of yet how many Prides are secretly supporting him and the other outlaw rebels. I have instructed the Puma Bane officers, with Prefect Keleru’s authorization, to begin an immediate seizure of all remaining property and assets of all those Prides who have sided with Nruarani. As well as keeping tabs on those that we might suspect as being loyal to him. Unfortunately, it does appear as if they are much better organized than we envisioned. Pride Nruarani and Pride Shan have completely dismantled and stripped their entire ship building apparatus. Their bases and shipyards are abandoned and to be quite honest, they took nearly everything that was not secure in some manner. They even took some of the major buildings from their home planets.”

“Buildings?” Another officer asked. “How do you take an entire building?”

Skio shrugged his broad shoulders. “I do not know… but they managed this.” He replied. “This is not a great hindrance to us as a whole. Pride Nruarani had yet to begin supplying the Kavalian Fleet with their new HUNTRESS-Class Frigates, but we have obtained the plans and schematics from other sources and will be able to build them without their help. Operational re-tasking of three shipyards has already begun to begin building the ships. The first wave of these ships should begin hitting the front line fleets within eight months. We estimate that Nruarani’s full complement of ships, to include those from the other Prides supporting him does not exceed six hundred ships. Among those, perhaps nineteen GREAT SOUL-Class Command ships.” Skio spoke. 

“Then we need to find them and crush them quickly.” A senior ground General spoke up now.

Skio nodded. “I would tend to agree in most cases General Fersi…” He said. “However it is not the number of ships he has that is the main concern. It is the logistical support he now has that is worrisome.”

“Logistical support?” Fersi asked. “What could he have? A few small portable shipyards and perhaps a main base on a moon somewhere?”

Skio shook his head. “If only that were the case.” He said. “According to our asset within the Union, the following list of material support has been made available to Nruarani from both the Union and the High Coven. It is coming across to your pads now. They have seized Rizon Four on the outer edge of our border with the Limian fools as their base of operations within Kavalian space.”
“Skio… we know where they are?” Another Admiral spoke up now. “Why have we not sent our fleets to crush them?”

One of the ground commanders gasped and looked up from the data pad where he had been reading the report. “Two PROMETHUS-Class Command Stations?” He nearly choked as he spoke.

Skio nodded his head somberly. “It appears Rizon Four is rich in the mineral Ostronium. It is something that the Union uses for their military. We never considered it worth anything so it was never mined. We do not yet know what the Union uses it for. Our researchers say it has no real practical value. Apparently, Nruarani agreed to several trade agreements with the Union already. The Union fronted him an enormous amount of riyal, a credit line they call it, and he made purchases.”

“Purchases?” The General exclaimed. “He purchased two of the Union’s front line Heavy Command Stations! Just one of them could have defended Rizon Four from everything short of a full fledged attack. Two of them will make it next to impossible without fully committing two thirds of our Fleet Groups to the attack!”

Skio nodded his head in agreement. “You are correct very General. However, the two Command stations are not all he purchased.” Skio held up the pad. “The information we were able to obtain from our agents indicates that he negotiated for at least ten Lycavorian Union Resource and Supply Stations and half a dozen RENDER-Class Portable shipyards. These yards are capable of supporting and repairing his collection of medium and heavy cruisers easily. Also he has acquired the use of three Hadarian Orbital Field Hospitals. These will undoubtedly be staffed by Hadarian Healers since it is they who handle all of the Union’s medical facilities.”

“The Hadarians are helping him?” A voice asked.

Admiral Menot looked up from the pad he was reading in his office on Hadaria. The image was somewhat fuzzy since it was a military channel and Kavalian communications relays were not Union quality.

“If the hospitals are staffed by Hadarians it will be those who refused to return to Hadaria at Buonau’s order.” He spoke up. 
“How many followed her order to return?” Another officer asked.

Menot shook his head. “None of those actively involved in the Union military responded to her directive. She has implemented an accelerated training program here on Hadaria for those who were already training. They can not actually take the field until they have finished their schooling and Ascended. The next Ascension Ceremony is scheduled for five months form now. When the Nebula is at its peak.”

“Can they not make it happen sooner Menot?” Keleru asked now.

Menot shook his head. “My apologies Prefect… but no. I will admit that I did not have any idea on how the Hadarians were able to do what they do. I was skeptical at first about what she told me… but since being here Buonau has given me quite a bit of schooling on this. The nebula is at its peak twice a year. This is the time when it saturates one portion of their planet with intense metaphysical radiation. This is where they have built their Ascension temple. The ceremony is conducted here. I won’t go into small details, but without ascending… it would be like sending partially trained field medics to perform battlefield tasks. It can not be rushed.”

“And you are certain she is not just misleading you?” Keleru asked.

Again Menot shook his head. “No Prefect. She has been very forthcoming as I said. She truly hates Anja Leonidas and the path she perceived Anja Leonidas was taking their people down. She would like nothing better than to see her taken prisoner and used like a whore in the Brothels on Nefoa. As long as she has our support for her religious government she will give us what we want.”

Skio looked at the men. “The new High Coven Empress has also given freely of support. What little they can spare.” He told them. “An offer of several smaller portable shipyards was made and accepted. While these are not of Union capabilities… they will be able to move them around much easier and they can fully support the large number of frigates that Nruarani has under his command.”

“We should punish them for that!” Another officer barked out.

Keleru nodded. “I agree… however… the Union still has ten full Fleet Groups supporting the High Coven. With their Fleet Commander Riall in personal command of them. We thought they would withdraw back to Lycavorian Union space after the new vampire wench took power, but apparently the oldest son Androcles has an affinity for the vampire worms. And the new Empress is now the wife to his brother. He has offered them these ships and materials for as long as they are needed and there is no sign they plan to exit High Coven space any time soon.”
“We still have them outnumbered Prefect.” Another Admiral spoke. “By three to one odds easily.”

Skio nodded and continued after looking at Keleru and receiving the nod. “This is true… but these are not second class Union ships and personnel.” He spoke. “These are battle tested and proven ships and soldiers. You saw what they did to our fleets that attempted to punish the vampire scum before. We can not risk another loss such as that. Admiral Riall is their foremost Fleet Commander… and his tactics and actions during the Evolli War speak to the fact that he is not against unorthodox methods. He is also the overall leader of their military, and second to only the King. If he is present in the theater of operation then you can be assured the Union, and by association the High Coven, will not be caught off guard or do something stupid. That also goes to the remaining High Coven officers. Fleet Admiral Pontal is their most experienced and respected field commander. A man who gave us fits during our war with them. He and Riall have joined forces and mixed the different units so that their abilities complement each other.”

An older General leaned forward in his chair now. “We can not fight on three fronts.” He spoke wisely. “Not even we can sustain such operations. Skio… why has the Union not fought us directly? King Leonidas, the Crown Prince, even the Prime Minister has said a state of war now exists between us. Why have they not come after us directly as they did before?”

Skio nodded his head. “I wondered that myself for a time General Kacur.” He spoke. “The operations they conducted were quite successful.”
“Successful?” Another Admiral spoke. “They decimated over six hundred of our front line warships with this new battleship they have. A ship that they took from a planet within our own borders. A ship that is far more advanced and powerful than anything we can put in the field. A ship that has since disappeared and we have no idea where it may reappear. They then utterly destroyed our main cloning facility with another new class of ships that is again, far beyond anything we can field. The main Cloning facilities which, I might add, we thought were untouchable due to their location within Kavalian space. That does not include the deep strike mission they conducted here on our homeworld right under our very noses to secure the release of a few dozen whores used by our officers. I would say they were more than successful Skio. I would say they were toying with us.”

Keleru nodded his head in agreement much to the surprise of the gathered men and he did not go off on an angry and volatile rage. “All very true.” He said.
“Prefect… how is it that they knew this ship was there when we did not?” Another officer asked. “How did they even have the knowledge to operate such an advanced warship? It is most certainly not of Union design. How did we not know about these new ships that they did build? Just two of them wiped out a force three times their number with barely any losses. Shouldn’t the assets we have within Union space known about this?”
Keleru looked at him taking no offense at the question. “These two instances were not within the abilities of our assets to acquire intelligence on.” He replied. “They were taken by surprise just as we were. We have known for some time that the Lycavorian Union is utterly ruthless on security. We wrongly assumed that because we could not obtain such information that nothing like this was happening. I should have known better.” Keleru rose to his feet and moved to the large window overlooking the city. “I will freely admit to making some major miscalculations in recent months. I believed information and assertions told to me that we could not confirm. I believed them because I felt they were a quicker way to making the Union fall apart from within. They were errors. Massive errors that I alone bear the responsibility for.” He spoke to the window as the men listened. “The plan to take Leonidas’s second Elf Queen was ill conceived and should never have been attempted. The information we had was accurate to a point but we did not know the more in depth details of how the Union government is set up. We also did not anticipate the response by the civilians within the Union when we thought we had killed Leonidas and his youngest Queen in Sparta. Several of our Puma Bane Strike teams and their members were butchered by armed civilians before they even had a chance to escape. We thought their deaths would send the government and people into a tailspin.” He turned back around to look at the men. “I did not anticipate such a smooth transition to the oldest son. I also did not expect how large a mistake that was. We acted without having any real Intelligence on the oldest son and we paid dearly for it. No one could have predicted he would do what he did. Blowing up the Jump Gates around Hadaria; planning the deep strike attacks as he did against our clone facilities. Destroying the moon to keep us from invading along the Limian border was also something I never thought he would do. I underestimated him by far. After seeing what he did to our Ambassador at that meeting I realized that he is different. His father is different. His younger pureblood brother Denali, I think his name is, he is different.” Keleru looked at the men at the table. “They have a power that I cannot explain. And until we learn how to deal with it… we need to avoid them.”
“What are you suggesting Prefect?” a General asked.

Keleru moved back to the table. “Skio?”

“As General Togark has said… we cannot sustain a war on three fronts.” Skio told them. “It is logistically impossible. Therefore… we will be pulling our forces from High Coven space and leaving only a token force in the area that we control.” Skio told them. “We will then direct that power into finding and killing Nruarani and his forces.”

“And the Union support he is getting?” A man asked. “Do we target Union facilities?”

Skio shook his head. “The Prefect believes, and after reviewing all the data I concur, that if we avoid direct confrontation with the Union, then they will not intercede as we wipe out Nruarani and his rebels.” He said.

“You actually believe this?” A General asked.

“We have discovered from our assets in Union space that such an order does exists. If the situation becomes untenable for Nruarani in any way, he has an open invitation to retreat back across the border with his rebel supporters where the Union will protect him.” Skio spoke.
Skio let a smile escape his lips as he looked at the gathered men. “We are going to make things untenable for him.”

AMANUCE
PROTECTORATE HOMEWORLD

CAPITAL CITY OF LORENT



Dutkne watched Denali’s face as they flew in the hovercar over the expanse of the city below. This trip had been unexpected, but not something they could not accommodate easily. The buzz was already about that he was here. It appeared that the Vanari news people got hold of the information that Denali was departing for the Protectorate homeworld with Coryn Re Mydala and others. That Coryn was accompanying him must have stuck in the ribs of other SBR members who Dutkne knew had wanted to visit Amanuce in the past but were denied. Once the Vanari news organizations got the information, it quickly found its was to the many News outlets here on Amanuce. Lorent was abuzz with the knowledge that he was here, to many this signaling that his brother the Crown Prince was not far off. Dutkne knew better, but Denali would tell him what was going on when the time was right. He was much like Andro and his face was unreadable at the moment.


Dutkne had been initially surprised at how easily he had fallen into the role he now held as Andro’s Praetorian Mage. He had always hated politics and soon he would not have to deal with it anymore aside from small bits. Discovering Androcles and the connection they shared was a brilliant light to him. Though five centuries older than Androcles, he discovered that they had more in common than anyone suspected. He did not know why it had worked out this way, but Dutkne did not avoid or turn away from what coursed through him now. He knew Andro nearly as well as his wives and mates, and what they could do together would only grow in power as they trained and the years passed. His grandfather had told him this when the Etheric connection between them was discovered, and for once in his life Dutkne did not dismiss what Wayonn told him. He accepted it fully. He was much calmer now, more patient, but also much more prone to fits of emotion just like Androcles. Especially concerning things he was passionate about. 


The Lycavorian people on Amanuce were ecstatic about the coming merger; all the polls conducted indicating that it was viewed with a ninety-nine percent approval rating. Everyone knew this day would come one day, but Dutkne had not believed that the people would accept it so readily however. It was very nice to see that he was more than wrong.


Arduri sat beside Deni, gripping his hand tightly as she looked out the window of the car and viewed the surroundings below with excitement. She had never been to the Protectorate homeworld and this trip was going to be one of discovery no matter the real reason for it. At least for her. Dutkne could see that Caliria was also excited about being here, but she kept her emotions more in check. He knew without question that there was something different about both of the sisters, and he had an idea what that was, but it was not his place to bring it up. The blue of Caliria’s skin was vibrant and healthy and no matter what had happened to her in the past months she had recovered fully. No doubt that Androcles’s love had aided that more than anything else, but she was a strong willed woman to begin with Dutkne knew. Caliria was also now a Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union and she would soon discover that she had far more influence here on Amanuce than even she believed. Coryn had changed as well over the last months, and it was a change that only meant good things for him and the Lycavorian people. Dutkne had an inkling of why Denali wanted to come here so quickly, but he would let Denali tell them, though he had already laid the groundwork. Being connected to Androcles in such a way granted him the insight and perception to know many things that others did not. It was something he was growing accustomed to quickly.


“I tried to keep our News organizations from finding out you were coming but it didn’t work out too well.” Dutkne spoke with a small smile. “It seems they have their own code of ethics and once the Vanari found out, the people here found out within an hour.”


Denali turned to him with a smile. “I didn’t think it was going to be a secret.” He said.


“Care to fill me in?” Dutkne asked unable to keep his inquisitive mind at bay. “It’s not everyday that a member of the Vanari Senior Board of Regents comes to Amanuce. If I am not mistaken, Devra was the last one.”


Coryn looked at him with a sheepish grin. “There were quite a few who were not happy with this trip. Especially those who we have incriminating evidence against.” He said with a relaxed voice. “Thankfully it happened out of the blue and they did not have the time to stop it.”


Dutkne nodded his head. “Understandable I suppose.” He commented. “But do they fear you coming here because you might discover something to use against them? Or is it because you are now out of their reach and can not be harmed.”


“I’m guessing it is a little bit of both.” Coryn answered.


“Are we so sure father is out of their reach as you say Dutkne?” Caliria asked. “As high up as we believe this goes… perhaps they are not as fearful as we believe.”

Dutkne nodded his head confidently. “Perhaps… but my people are not as limited as the Vanari in what they are able to accomplish without offending someone’s sensibilities.” He replied. “Everyone that we even remotely suspect of being involved in the slave ring is being monitored around the clock. They will not be able to make a move against him without us knowing about it within moments of the plan being hatched.”

“They will not try anything now.” Deni spoke now. “They will not try anything for fear of exposing themselves because they believe they are still hidden.”


Dutkne nodded. “Very true.” He said. “I will assume then that this visit has something to do with the fact that Caliria and Arduri both are now part wolf?”


Arduri and Caliria looked at him quickly and he smiled. “It’s not something you can hide ladies. At least not from a Lycavorian.” Dutkne answered. He glanced at Coren quickly. “I hope I did…”


Coren shook his head. “No.” He stated. “I am aware of it.” He answered. “Not sure if I understand it completely… but I know of it. I think part of me already knew.”


“It’s not a bad thing sir.” Dutkne said.

“No. No… I don’t think it is either Dutkne.” Coren answered. “I’m just… I’m just trying to absorb everything as it comes to me. Much of what I have learned these last months has caught me completely and utterly by surprise. These revelations have made me stop and rethink my entire view of life. It’s a bit overwhelming.”


Dutkne nodded. “I imagine it is.” He said. He watched as Caliria reached out and took her father’s hand within hers. “Thankfully you have lots of support.” He told him.


Coren nodded as Arduri reached across the car and touched his knee. “Yes I do.” He said with a smile. “Yes I do.”


“Nirilo will meet us at the complex.” Dutkne said seeing Coren meet his eyes. “Tonight I will show all of you the best place to get food in the entire city. Of course… I am bias since it is my mother’s eatery. But she serves Vanari food as well as Lycavorian food.”


“Vanari food?” Coren asked. “That is strange isn’t it?”


Dutkne looked at him. “Not after what you will see Coren Re Mydala. Not after what you see.”

ICARAVA
DARASTRIXI HOMEWORLD

DARASTRIXETHE (DRAGONBLOOD) SPACE
CAPITAL CITY OF ONELD


Aviel Em'mor sat quietly in his sprawling office overlooking the huge river that cut through the northern part of Icarava’s capital city Oneld. His status and rank as a Filkiati, or Justice of the Urlkrisir Mamiss, allowed him a private office of massive proportions and one with a staggering view of Oneld’s beauty to go with it. He was reviewing the files given to him by Chalith and Shalu and to say that he was aghast at what he had read and seen would be a very mild reaction. He had never believed the Darastrixi, his people, would be capable of such things, or allowing them to happen to their own people. The Darastrixi Maidens taken from Icarava by the Scourge were removed ostensibly under the guise of a diplomatic program to improve relations with the Scourge. This is what had been told to the many parents and families who accepted this arrangement. None of them knew the truth of it. None of them were even aware of the horrors their daughters had been enduring, were enduring, if they were even still alive. 
It had all been a lie. 
One of Shalu’s most promising students had been one of the twenty Maidens chosen a century ago. That young woman had the presence of mind to implant a hidden transmitter in her right eye. It had recorded hours upon hours of horrible experiments and savage rapes as each of the Maiden females were subjected to hideous treatment. Aviel now did not doubt Chalith’s word that the Scourge were obviously trying to discover the gene that Laren Ti'shara possessed. They also seemed to be trying to breed a combination of Scourge and Darastrixi offspring, yet so far none of these evil spawns had ever survived for very long. The offspring were vile and wicked creatures, yet the Scourge Elites had mocked and enjoyed raping the Darastrixi Maidens until they were impregnated. It had happened over and over again, each Maiden raped countless times until they conceived and then they were hooked to horrible machines to speed the births. When the offspring came to term and were discovered to be disgusting creatures, they were destroyed and the Maiden females were once more tossed into the breeding holds to have it happen all over again. The recordings Aviel had been watching had nearly brought him to tears and when Shalu’s student could no longer endure the agony after thirty years, she threw herself off a towering bridge they were crossing at the time. Aviel had wept then. Wept for the loss of such innocence and what his leaders had accepted in order to avoid conflict with the Scourge. Aviel had no doubts that if their people saw this transmission in its entirety, there would be a unified mass call for total and savage vengeance in its complete form.


Aviel quickly looked up and across the sprawling office area when the door to his inner sanctum slid open and his memamosal of nearly fifty thousand years strode into the large room. He reigned in his emotions and put on a happy face. His union with Nahko had been arranged by his parents and hers when they were still within the adolescent stages of their lives, but they had quickly grown to love each other through the many years together. Nahko Em'mor was now the Senior Assistant Director of the largest and most prestigious Medical Center on Icarava, and perhaps one of the top ten physicians anywhere on their planet. He could tell just from her body language that she was excited and he quickly pushed his emotions to the back and set aside the data scroll as she crossed the office area quickly and settled into the chair across from his huge desk. She had been here many times in the past and his guards always escorted her directly to his office without pause.

“Aviel… what… do you know… I…” Nahko couldn’t help but stammer as she tried to gain control of her racing heart and thoughts.


Aviel rose to his feet with a smile and moved to the long counter to the right of his desk and quickly poured his memamosal a glass of her favorite juice. Nahko always seemed to have trouble focusing her words when she was excited about something. It was a trait he had adored about her from the very beginning of their life together. It was a life they had shared for nearly sixty thousand years now. After thirteen children Nahko could still stir the passion within him with just a look. He moved back to where she sat and held out the glass for her to take. She did so without question and he settled into the plush chair beside her.

“Breath Nahko.” He said with a smile. “I do not question that you are just as stunned as I was when I met them.”


Nahko glanced at him as she sipped the juice. “Stunned?” She gasped. “That is not… that is not a word I would use to describe what I have just seen and examined.”


Aviel nodded with a smile. “No doubt.” He said. “What have you discovered Nahko?” He asked her. “And hold nothing back my wife. I need to know it all so that I can do what needs to be done in order to protect them.”


Nahko breathed deeply and took another long pull of the juice before setting the glass on the table between them. “Where to begin?” She said softly.


“The medical part of it would be a good place.” Aviel spoke.


Nahko looked at him and her eyes narrowed as they always did just before she slugged him. This time was no different as her hand snapped out and she slapped his face gently. Their lives had never been dull and Nahko Em'mor would not trade her love for Aviel for anything in the galaxy. They had accomplished so much, not to mention they had raised thirteen beautiful children together. Nahko had seen something in his eyes all those millennia ago. Something that told her a life with this man would be filled with devotion and love. She had not been the least bit disappointed. 

“Do not rush me!” She hissed almost playfully.


Aviel grinned and felt more and more refreshed as Nahko’s unique presence filled him and chased away the horrors of what he had been viewing for the last two hours. She could instill such peace in him. No matter what had vexed him through the years, simply holding her in his arms could sooth his soul. “Of course not.” He said finally.


Nahko took a deep breath and held out one of the three data scrolls she carried. He took it from her but did not activate it. He wanted the word of his wife for she would include her own insight for him while the scroll would have just her professional medical observations. Aviel had learned long ago that Nahko surpassed him in not only intelligence but also insightfulness and many times through the years he had questioned if he deserved her love.

“Medically Aviel… I have never seen anything like it in my entire life.” Nahko told him. “Not even in written historical journals of medical anomalies. And those date back some three million years.” She reached out and took his hand in hers. “From a strictly medical review they are the picture of health. Beyond healthy in fact. Laren is in better physical condition than many of our finest athletes and warriors. Ladur is… well I dare say he is easily one of the most perfect specimens of a Vrrarhoinpa that I have ever seen. They are… they are very different however.”

“Different how?” Aviel asked.


“Aside from the quite obvious physical differences?” She asked him sarcastically. “Ladur is just a child in years yet he possesses the musculature and temperance of a dragon a thousand years his senior.” Nahko told him. “Laren… well she is the very first Darastrixi to ever have hair Aviel! How much more different do you need?”


“Nahko…?” Aviel began.


His wife shook her head quickly and waved her other hand. “I know. I will keep from rambling.” She stated.


“You are beautiful when you ramble.” Aviel told her.


Nahko laughed softly. “Flatterer.” She said. She met her husband’s eyes seriously after a moment. “Aviel… she is not completely Darastrixi either.”


Aviel leaned back in his chair. “Not Darastrixi?” He stammered. “What else could she be Nahko? Her mother said she hatched just as…”


Nahko nodded in agreement. “Yes. I saw the official records. That she was hatched is not in question.”


“Then I do not understand. What do you mean?” Aviel spoke.


“Her bone density is twenty-nine percent higher than even the most robust Darastrixi ever recorded in our medical history.” Nahko spoke. “Her regenerative systems are thirty-six percent higher than a normal Darastrixi’s should be. Her reactive skills I cannot calculate because they exceed every medical chart we use to measure by. She is faster and stronger than normal and she would be able to endure injuries that would put a normal Darastrixi down for weeks. Even months. If they were able to survive at all. I did not bother to test Ladur in this way for I was too astonished at her results.”


“Nahko… how is this possible?” Aviel asked.


“I asked her if she would allow me to draw blood from both her and Ladur for testing.” Nahko said. “I brought my own equipment as you know. She was very positive about it. I could not hide my expression from her and when she saw it she even encouraged it.”


“Encouraged?” Aviel asked.


“She is not as introverted as you told me.” Nahko said. “Well… perhaps it was because her mother was there as well, but she was very friendly and open. I did not ask many unrelated questions like you told me, but she was very forthcoming Aviel.”


“So you took blood samples?” Aviel asked.


Nahko nodded. “From both her and Ladur.” She answered. “What I found was… it was astounding.”

“I don’t follow.” Aviel told her.


Nahko got to her feet and moved back to the counter with her glass. She refilled the juice and turned back to face her husband. “How much do you know of the Elbakiw Sulevfu’s Data Base of Intergalactic species my mrrandii?” (Husband)

Aviel shook his head. “Very little… why?”


“Nor do I. I had to check as I was returning here. There are two species in the known universe with a bone density that surpasses our own Aviel.” Nahko said. “And does so by a very wide margin.”

Aviel rose now as well and moved over in front of her. “Why does this matter?” Aviel asked.

“Because when I entered the sample parameters into my computer, that is the answer I was given.” Nahko replied. “She saw my eyes and expression again and she simply smiled at me. I did two other tests to confirm my findings and the results were the same. Identical even. So I asked her if I could conduct another DNA test and she agreed.” Nahko shook her head. “It was almost as if she knew I would ask these things Aviel.”


“I found her to be incredibly insightful and far wiser than she seemed. She and Ladur, they seemed to be of one mind.” Aviel said with a nod.


Nahko nodded quickly. “I felt this as well. Almost as if they knew things we did not. Not behavior I have seen from a joined pair even after centuries together.”


Aviel nodded. “Nor I.” He agreed. “What did your tests tell you?” Aviel asked.


“Aviel… she is not wholly Darastrixi as I said.” Nahko said softly.


“What do you mean by that Nahko?” Aviel asked.


“I found two different core DNA strands within her blood Aviel. Aside from Darastrixi core DNA strands.” Nahko told him with bright eyes. “Three distinctly different core strands, yet they blended together seamlessly.”


“Nahko… you know my knowledge of medical terminology is useless.” He told her. “What does this mean?”


“I found the core DNA strands of two entirely different species within her blood Aviel.” Nahko said seeing his face look at her in shock. “Merged with her Darastrixi blood but still entirely different. It is as if they have formed a very cohesive symbiosis within her blood.”


“How… how is that possible?” Aviel asked.


Nahko shook her head. “I do not know Aviel. It shouldn’t be. The only way this could have possibly happened is if she was the product of parents of this DNA, which we know she is not.” She told him. “Yet within her blood is the DNA of two entirely different species.”


“Which species?” Aviel asked.


“The species who she claims her isthasyi are from.” Nahko said seeing his face change to one of surprise. “Her sepa isthasyi.” Nahko set her glass down and then reached out and took his arm in her hands. “Aviel… who is this pair she speaks of? These soul brothers?” She asked him. “And be honest with me now husband. There is much more going on here than you first told me. Now I need to know.”

Aviel looked at her and nodded his head. “Nahko what do you know of the Lorsvek ar Sepas?” He asked her softly.


Nahko’s eyes grew slightly wider. “The Prophecy of Souls?” She gasped. “I know it is the most sacred of our legends. Zezhuanth will choose six among trillions to carry his tobor jedark and vers. The very essence of who he was. It is said they would stand at the head of a massive army to deliver the Darastrixi and trillions of others within the galaxy from the darkness.”

Aviel smiled at her. Nahko had always been more attuned to their religious nature than he was. “Then you know more than I did when this all began.” He stated gently.


“When what began?” Nahko asked. “Aviel are you saying…?”


Aviel nodded slowly again. “The Lorsvek ar Sepas is happening.” He said. “Right now. Right before our very eyes. Laren and Ladur are the Darastrixi part of the prophecy. It is what Chalith and Shalu have been hiding for so long. Protecting. She told me of her sepa isthasyi as well. The DNA you found within her blood. It was Lycavorian and Vampiric wasn’t it?”

Nahko looked at him with wide eyes as she stepped back from him. “How did you…?” She gasped.


“She told me.” Aviel spoke easily now. “She told me a bit about them. What she knew anyway. At least what she was willing to share with me. Which was not a lot mind you. I truly believe she does not fully trust anyone but Ladur. Her mother and father yes… but outside of them… no one else.” Aviel looked at her. “The species you spoke of… the blood you found within her… one of them is Lycavorian isn’t it?” He pressed her.

Nahko nodded her head slowly. “And the Vampiric DNA would account for her reflexes and speed. I was able… once I saw the results of my computer inquiry I did a search for their species as well.”


“You did not keep it on your computer did you?” He asked quickly.


Nahko shook her head just as quickly. “I never keep information on my portable… you know that. I transfer it to my main core at our home and delete it from my portable.”


Aviel turned away from her slowly and moved to the front of his desk where he took a deep breath. He looked out the large window at the scenery below him once more. “I did not truly believe it was happening until just now.” He said softly. “Until you told me what flows within her blood. What do you know of these Lycavorian?” He asked her turning back to face her.

Nahko shook her head quickly as she moved closer to him, looking up into his handsome face. “Nothing at all.” She answered. “Only that they are a minor species within some quadrant of space where we have only monitoring probes. The… the Pralor Science Division used them to seed different worlds if I am not mistaken.”


“The Alpha Quadrant yes.” Aviel pondered. “Not so minor a species anymore it seems. If they ever were. Not if two of the six Dahakoan come from within their species.” Aviel said.


Nahko came up behind him her eyes wide. “Dahakoan!” She gasped.


He turned to look at her and nodded. “Dragonkin.” He said softly. “Those who Zezhuanth said he would bestow his power and wisdom too. You spoke part of the prophecy yourself just moments ago. The Dahakoan would be born fully aware of all around them, bound to their Vrrarhoinpa before they ever took a breath of life. And they would be able to feel the existence of their fellow Dahakoan from across the time and distance of space. And that they would be able to wield the power of the Pralor Praetorians like it was part of them.”


“The Praetorians!” Nahko gasped aloud. “The last of the Praetorians was killed millennia ago Aviel!”

Aviel shook his head. “Not if what Chalith and Shalu have told me is true. Laren… Laren and Ladur both are manifesting their Etheric abilities into the physical realm. They have been for over ten years now.”

“Ini wer geou ar Zezhuanth.” Nahko muttered softly. (By the will of Zezhuanth.)


Aviel nodded his head. “Now you know what is at stake here.” He said softly. “Can you even imagine three joined pairs able to wield the power of the Praetorians Nahko? Just… just the influence they would garner is staggering. Not just among our people but so many others as well. The Pralor people as a whole may have been considered arrogant and overbearing but the Praetorians were respected and held in awe by many.”


Nahko looked at him. “But… but why Aviel? Why now?”


“Chalith, Shalu and Ch’teven believe it has something to do with the Scourge.” Aviel told her.


Nahko’s eyes grew wide and savage. “Those vile creatures!” She rasped the words. Like most Darastrixi, Nahko abhorred ever the mention of them in conversation.

“Do you trust me my wife?” He asked softly.


“Aviel… how can you ask me that question after so long?” Nahko answered as she gazed at him.


“This is why I did not tell you everything about them.” He explained. “There is far more going on here than you know. Even I do not know all of it… but I intend to find out.”


“What does this have to do with them?” Nahko asked. “With Laren and Ladur?”

“The Scourge will begin looking for her soon.” Aviel told her. “I’m not certain when… but soon.”

“Why?” Nahko asked. “What is she to them? What are they to those evil monsters?”

“The Praetorians are the only force in the known universe that the Scourge feared my Nahko.” He said. “What do you think they would do if they discovered that two Darastrixi now hold that power?”

“They…” Nahko looked at him. “They would come for them.” She gasped softly.

Aviel nodded his head. “Yes. There is much more going on here than I first told you as I said but now you need to know. You will… you will be horrified at what you will discover my beautiful Nahko. Just as I was.” 

“You are beginning to frighten me sia itov.” She spoke. (My love)

“Then you will join me when I say I am terrified.” He told her. “We must insure that we discover all we can before the Scourge determine she and Ladur exist and then we must make sure they are not here on Icarava to be found.” Aviel told her.

“Why?” Nahko asked.


“You would not like the answer if I were to give it to you my wife.” He said. “Just trust me on this.”


“Why must we make sure they are not here?” Nahko persisted.


“Because I for one do not want our people subjected to the fury of four who can wield the power of a Praetorian because we handed their myvish and isthasy over to the Scourge.” Aviel answered her.

“You speak of the other Dahakoan?” Nahko said.


Aviel nodded. “As I said… Laren shared a little of them with me.” He told her. “They would not be happy in the least that we gave their sister and brother to the Scourge. According to Laren, the Lycavorian and Vampiric species are quite passionate to begin with.”


“Handed them over to the… why in the name of Zezhuanth would we do that?” Nahko exclaimed.  

“Trust me… you do not want to know.” Aviel told her. “You will discover it in time now that I have involved you… but for now trust me when I say the why of it can wait.”  

 “I know someone Aviel.” She said softly after a long moment. “A Junior Scholar from the Elbakiw Sulevfu. He is… he is rather odd… but all he does is study different species. He was… he was attracted to me before you stole my heart.” She said shyly. “If we wish to know more we should consult him.”

Aviel looked at her. “Nahko… you now know what is going on here. You must be sure before you get involved further.” He said. “This is not just some wild event that has happened by chance. There are other forces at work here… forces that, until now, I did not believe even existed. I do not… I do not want to put you in danger.”


Nahko nodded her head and reached up to place her fingers to his cheek. “I am not afraid Aviel my husband.”


Aviel smiled sheepishly at her. “That is good… for as I said… I am terrified.” He told her. He placed his hand over hers and nodded his head. “Call this friend of yours. Have him bring whatever information he has on the Alpha Quadrant here now. I will order him given access to the building. Tell him it is in regards to some project one of our grandchildren is working on. Give him no reason to suspect otherwise.”


Nahko looked at him. “Aviel… there is one other thing.” She said softly. She waited until she knew she had his full attention. “Whatever… whatever Laren and Ladur may be… whatever is taking place within her body… it is… it is killing her.”

Aviel’s eyes went wide. “What?” He gasped.


Nahko nodded. “She knew this. I don’t believe anyone else but Ladur knows. She knew I would detect it. She does not seem frightened of this fact though. She says she knows who can save her.”


“Who?” Aviel asked.


“She says her sepa dask.” Nahko replied. “Her Soul Mother. She says only she will have the knowledge and skill to make her better. I know there is nothing that I can do. Nor any other physician among our people.” 


Aviel shook his head. “I don’t suppose she gave you some idea as to who this might be?”


Nahko nodded her head. “Yes she did. And if what I know is accurate… then she is quite possibly very correct in her assessment.”

“Do I want to know?” Aviel asked. “Nahko… if the prophecy is happening we cannot lose her now!”


“I know.” Nahko told him. “We must see what we can discover about these sepa isthasyi. Then I will know for sure.”


Aviel nodded. “Make your call Nahko. We must act quickly and with care.”


He was seventy-eight thousand years old and still a Junior Scholar, but he was happy and loved his work. He was a student of history and exploration and discovery and the studying of other species was a passion for him and had been for more centuries than he could recall. Of course he had never been called to the office of an Urlkrisir Mamiss Filkiati in all that time either. 
When Nahko Em'mor had contacted him he had been shocked to say the least. He had long ago lost her to the affections and hand of a much more influential male so many years ago. He did not know what her parents saw within the male when they made the arranged union with his parents. He still did not after all these years. They had remained in touch and if not friends then minor acquaintances over that time, but he had never forgotten the feelings he had for her. Nor had they really ever gone away. This is why he had jumped at the opportunity to see her once more. It was not uncommon for Darastrixi females to have urges later in their lives. Urges that only physical interaction with another male outside their mates could curb. This was called the Thirkuic. The Changing. Often times this led to the female leaving her current mate and beginning a new life with whoever she had found. It was not looked down upon by their culture and considered a natural evolution within the cycle of many females. It did not happen to all females, but he held out hope that perhaps Nahko was experiencing the Thirkuic now. 

Now he wasn’t so sure as he was escorted through the corridors. He had forgotten for that instant that her mrrandii was a senior member of the Urlkrisir Mamiss and next in line to join the Sulevfu di Woiuewr when the time came.

His name was Dalis Sulryn. And he was not so sure agreeing to meet her had been a good idea.

He looked around nervously as the Sulevfu Shivi, the Commission Guard, led him down the corridor of the immense building. He had tried to remain as far away from any government buildings as he could over the years, not really caring for the often times arrogant and equally condescending way members of the History or Medical Sulevfu were viewed by the Urlkrisir Mamiss. Looking at the guard who escorted him, he took note of the exact and precise way the man moved and was dressed. Everything was perfect. The Sulevfu Shivi were exceptionally protective of their charges and this man was no different. He had been surprised when Dalis had arrived and told him why he was here. The request and access was in the computer however and he had begun to lead him to the proper office.


Dalis looked at the massive double doors as they slid open and he saw Nahko step out of the office. His breath caught in his throat for a moment for she was still just as beautiful as she always had been, even more so now. The Shivi bowed his head deeply to her as they stopped.


“Usjalil Nahko.” He spoke. (Lady) Nahko was well liked by many of the Shivi. She was respectful of them and their duties and was always inquiring of their families. For that matter, Aviel Em'mor was also very well liked. He did not treat those Shivi assigned to protect him as underlings as most of the other Filkiati did. Aviel conversed with them often, inquiring of their families; he joked with them at times and every year at the height of the Centennial Celebration, he insisted that they bring their families to his home to enjoy good food and wine and just be themselves. Many of the Shivi did just that through the many years and he was looked up to and honored among the Shivi across the planet. 

“Thank you so much Kotai.” Nahko said as she looked at him. “I think perhaps Aviel and I may have backed ourselves into a corner and Dalis is an old friend who can help us.”


Kotai looked at her oddly. “Sia Usjalil?” He asked.


“We promised our youngest autnaril that we would assist her in a large Galactic History project for school. Aviel and I both forgot all about it until just this very day.” Nahko lied to him. “She has to do a report on lesser species and we told her we knew about all of them. She is expecting us to help her in three days when they come to visit.” (Granddaughter)

Kotai smiled then and nodded his head. He had done the same thing with his own family and had to scramble at the end. “I have put myself in a similar position with my autgabini.” He told her knowingly. (Grandsons) 


“Then you know well that we cannot look like we forgot.” Nahko told him. “She would be horrified.”

“Indeed.” Kotai said.


Nahko looked at Dalis and held out her hand to his chest in the Darastrixi greeting. He was taken slightly aback as she touched her forehead to his. “Dalis… it is so good to see you again.” She spoke warmly.


Dalis returned the normal greeting without question as just being able to touch her was invigorating. “It has… it is agreeable to see you as well Usjalil Nahko.”


Nahko looked at Kotai once more. “I will insure Dalis is escorted out Kotai. Aviel and I will probably have him return to our home when we are finished here so that he can instruct us more. We just wanted to get a head start now.”


Kotai nodded and bowed his head once more. “As you wish Usjalil Nahko.”


Nahko curled her arm through Dalis’s and led him into the huge office area. He turned and watched as the Shivi did an about face, watching as the huge doors slid shut behind them. He turned back to let his eyes take in the massive office, nearly as large as his small apartment on the edges of the city, and the stunning view of the city out the huge grand window nearly took his breath away. He felt Nahko remove her arm from within the crook of his elbow and he turned to look at her. 


Nahko Em'mor knew that Dalis had been deeply affectionate towards her before she and Aviel were promised to each other by their parents. It may have been an arranged joining but Aviel Em'mor had won her over long before the official ceremony had been conducted. Nahko also knew just from Dalis’s body language now that his feelings for her had not changed and were more than likely partly why he never had taken a wife. Nahko did not want to give him the wrong impression however, as she was not experiencing the Thirkuic and she loved Aviel far more now than she did when they were first joined. Their life together had always been full and exciting. They both went out of their way to insure this never died and so far they had more than succeeded. 


“Thank you for coming so quickly Dalis.” Nahko said to him. “Aviel is just finishing up a VidCom and he will join us shortly. Can I get you something to drink?”


Dalis looked at her. “No… thank you.”


Nahko looked at him. “You are looking well.” She told him.


“And you are just as beautiful as I remember Nahko.” He said moving closer to her.


Nahko stepped back quickly from his obvious advance. “Aviel and I asked you here for professional reasons Dalis.” She said quickly. “Please do not infer something else.”

Dalis stopped his movement and gazed at her. “Why would a Filkiati of the Urlkrisir Mamiss need my help?” He asked her almost harshly. “They can requisition anything they want it seems.”

Nahko’s eyes narrowed at his comment and the obvious dig at Aviel and his status and their arranged Joining. She stepped towards Aviel’s desk now. “Do not allow your feelings to control your words Dalis.” She told him. She stopped at the corner of Aviel's desk and turned back to look at him. “I am sorry your affections for me were not returned, but my feelings were for another. You knew that.”

“How could they not be?” Dalis commented. “His family and status were so much more influential.”


Nahko shook her head sadly. “This has nothing to do with your feelings for me Dalis.” She told him. “I never once gave any indication to you that I returned your affection. Whatever you saw was of your own making. I suggested to Aviel that he call you here for very official reasons.”


Dalis stepped closer again. “Did he?” He asked softly. “Are you so sure Nahko? What would a member of the Urlkrisir Mamiss need from me? I am a Junior Scholar. Why would you suggest he call me if…”


The single door across the room opened and Nahko turned quickly as Aviel exited his private Com room. She moved towards him rapidly, reaching for his hand as he crossed the room.


“Aviel… may I introduce Dalis Sulryn.” Nahko said as she moved close to him and squeezed his hand.


Aviel took note of Nahko’s body reaction and looked at Dalis. He nodded his head to him, ignoring the fact that he obviously thought he had been summoned for another reason. He approached Dalis for the customary greeting. “Dalis Sulryn… a pleasure to meet you.” He said. “Nahko speaks highly of you.”


“Does she?” Dalis asked calmly as he stepped back refusing the greeting. “Why have you summoned me Filkiati Em'mor? I am a very busy man and you have pulled me away from an important government funded assignment to assist you in a school project for your autnaril.”

Nahko shook her head slightly at Dalis’s tone and action and she felt Aviel tense ever so slightly. She knew her husband well enough to know that he realized what was happening. She also knew him well enough to know that this would not deter him in what they were seeking. Dalis would just have to suffer with his feelings.


Aviel tilted his head to the side and moved closer to Dalis. He was taller than Dalis by at least several centimeters, and considerably much broader. And not one ounce of fat resided on Aviel’s body Nahko knew for certain. It was one of the things that had kept their relationship so intense and exciting through the years. He had always been fit and he maintained this fitness through the busiest of times.


“That is the reason Nahko gave to my Shivi… yes.” Aviel told him easily. “That is not the reason you are here however.”


Dalis looked at him unwilling to back down. “Then perhaps you can tell me why I am here?” He said.


Aviel motioned to the chair across from his desk. “Please sit down.” He said calmly as he walked around to his high backed chair. He did not sit down however, instead pulling a similar chair closer to the desk on his side. Nahko quickly settled into this chair and watched as Aviel then moved to his own chair. She was able to reach across and place her hand on his arm from where she sat, which she did without question.

“Nahko tells me that you are an expert on different species.” Aviel said as he sat down. “Specifically the different species found within the Alpha Quadrant of space.”


“So this is about a school project for your autnaril?” Dalis asked with a condescending tone.


“Do not be a hofiba Dalis!” Nahko snapped at him. (Fool)


“I am very busy and…” Dalis began.


Aviel interrupted his sentence with a much more forceful voice now as he leaned across his desk. “I am asking for your assistance on a classified government project Dalis Sulryn. If you do not wish to be involved because of your personal issues with my memamosal then please advise me of this now and I will find someone who will be interested in helping me. And then you can then return to your busy duties.”


Dalis looked at him. “What kind of project?” He asked quickly.


Aviel shook his head. “You must agree first.” He said. “You will be working with Nahko a great deal and if your emotions concerning Nahko are going to keep you from doing your job then you can leave now.” Aviel stared across the desk at him. “Nahko is not experiencing the Thirkuic Dalis Sulryn… and she never will if I have anything to say about it. The choice is yours Dalis Sulryn. Make it now please for I am very busy and I have no desire to take away from my Irral Shivi’s duties by having him call medical personnel because I kodonta you several times due to your disrespect of my memamosal.” (First Guard) (Struck)

Nahko felt a surge of love and passion course through her at Aviel’s words. He could be so very forceful when he wanted to be and he was decidedly possessive of her which she found to be unbelievably exciting and always had.


Dalis looked between Aviel and Nahko for a few moments then finally settled his eyes on Aviel. “You… you can not expect me to simply agree.” He said finally.


“I can and I do.” Aviel told him. “Are you up to the task or do I need to look for someone else?”


“There is no one else!” Dalis hissed. “No one knows what I know! What I have studied for centuries!”


“Then I ask again…” Aviel said. “Are you interested… or do I have Kotai return and escort you back to your office?”


“This is what you always wanted Dalis.” Nahko told him. “A chance to make a difference and craft your mark on history. It is up to you.”


Dalis looked at him for a long moment and then made up his mind. “What do you wish to know?” He asked.


“What can you tell me about the Alpha Quadrant?” Aviel asked. “More specifically, what can you tell me about the species known as Lycavorian?”


Dalis leaned forward in his chair. “They have a rather full and colorful history.” He told him still somewhat hesitant. “Most of our data comes from Class Nine Information Probes that we have seeded throughout the quadrant. They intercept open transmissions and monitor public channels as well as scan planets that are within its range.”


“They are not detected?” Aviel asked.


Dalis shook his head. “Most of them are made to look like whatever naturally occurring space phenomenon may reside in the sectors they are in. In some they look like space rocks. Others are made to look like naturally occurring comets that transit the sectors over a certain period of time and are always recording and monitoring. It is extremely unlikely that the species within the Alpha Quadrant would even give them a cursory glance. The probes then transmit their data to stationary Control Hubs much like the Pralors used to use. These Control Hubs correlate the data and send it to a PGN, a Primary Gathering Node where it is downloaded by one of our long range Sensor Arrays in orbit of our third moon. We did exchange information with the Pralor Science Division often because their Seed Missions would sometimes take them through different areas of space that we monitored as well. That ended when we…”

Aviel held up his hand. “That is not something you need to remind me about Dalis.” He said evenly. “Do not take this the wrong way but I’m not interested in hearing how you obtain the information. I am more interested in what you can tell me about Lycavorians. Do they have a governmental structure? Do they have a culture? Traditions? Are they militaristic? These are the things I want to know.”


Dalis looked between Nahko and him for a moment and then finally at Aviel. “May I ask why you are so interested in a species that the vast majority of our scientists and research people think are barbaric and beneath us?”


“Are they? Beneath us I mean?” Nahko asked.


Dalis shook his head quickly. “No. Not unless one is unwilling to accept the fact that they are different. They are no more barbaric then we once were. And in some cases still are.” He stated. “Simply because they are able to take the shape of an animal does not make them lesser beings.”


“Wait… take the shape of an animal?” Aviel asked him. “Are you saying they are shape shifters?”


Dalis shook his head once more. “Not in the true definition of the word… no. They can only assume one form. The main reason the Pralors used them in so many of their Seed Missions is because of their robust endurance. Lycavorians are able to shift their physical forms to that of a Kaldaka at will.” (Wolf)
“Kaldaka?” Nahko gasped. The kaldaka were an indigenous lifeform to Icarava and one of the few that the Darastrixi did not hunt for food and other material. They were a majestic species and many of the outlying cities and smaller towns worshiped the animals in some way.  
Dalis nodded his head. “The change is nearly instantaneous and they retain fully their conscious mind while in this form. They are roughly equal in size to the Kaldaka that roam free on our northern and eastern continents, though there have been recorded instances of certain individual males of their species being quite immense while in their Kaldaka form. Some of their own historical reports have recorded Lycavorian males who are well over a meter tall at the shoulder and in excess of a hundred and fifty kilos. Size generally runs along their family bloodlines among their kind, so it is very rare for one to obtain this size.”

“Ithquenti!” Nahko rasped. “That is… that is huge.” (Gods)

Dalis nodded in agreement. “This unique ability gives them enormous control of their bodies and their senses and through the generations, evolution has allowed them to learn to use these skills while in their munthreki forms.” Dalis explained as he looked at the floor. He did not see the look Nahko gave to Aviel before he looked back up at Aviel. “And to answer your question Filkiati Aviel… yes. They have all of these things. A very solid, working and stable governmental structure. They have elected officials. Trade and Commerce. Religion of many beliefs. There was a catalyst event that took place over three thousand years ago. This event… the death of a Daar that none of them knew existed… this inspired them to act. They are called the Lycavorian Union now and the deevdru of this Daar rules. They are the largest free society within the Alpha Quadrant if all of our information is accurate.” He told them. “And their recent history has become exceedingly interesting over the course of the last three decades.”

“Interesting how?” Aviel asked.

Dalis leaned back in his chair quickly and stopped talking. Nahko saw this and looked at Aviel quickly. “What is wrong?” She asked him.

“I have been forbidden to speak of these things by the head of the Elbakiw Sulevfu himself.” Dalis said. “It is the reason I am still a Junior Scholar, as if you did not know that already!”
Aviel looked taken aback. “I have no idea why you are still a Junior Scholar.” He told him honestly. “And why would the head of the Elbakiw Sulevfu forbid you to speak of the knowledge you have gained?”

Dalis looked at him intently. “You… you truly do not know?” He asked after a moment.

“You will find that if I say I do not know something… it is because I do not.” Aviel told him plainly. “I don’t proclaim to have all the answers as others of my position and standing do. I would rather have all the facts before I act or speak. Now… please tell me what you mean and forget anything my esteemed counterpart of the Elbakiw Sulevfu may have told you. I have far more authority than he does.”
Dalis looked at him. While he did not care in the least for Aviel Em'mor because he had stolen Nahko from him, he had to admit the man appeared to be completely honest. He decided that if he was going to suffer for what knowledge he held then he would do so after making sure this knowledge reached other ears.

“It begins over forty thousand years ago. A Pralor Seed mission that was caught in an uncharted Ion Storm and then crashed on the Lycavorian homeworld.” Dalis began. “On this City Ship was the Pralor Sumar.”

“Sumar?” Aviel spoke. “I have heard that name mentioned.”

Dalis nodded. “At the time of the mission he was their current Chief Elder. He was also the leader and the Praetorian Warriors.”

Aviel glanced at Nahko quickly and then back to Dalis. “A Praetorian you say?”

Dalis nodded. “By all accounts he was the very first of the Praetorians and the most powerful.” He replied.

“Please Dalis… continue.” Aviel said. “And leave nothing out.” 
“They…”
Aviel and Nahko listened for nearly two hours, completely enraptured, as Dalis gave them a very watered down history lesson of the Alpha Quadrant in general and the Lycavorian people specifically. He was able to plug in several of the Data Scrolls that he carried in his bag and give them visual facts and understanding. Aviel and Nahko asked pointed questions, though Nahko’s questions were more in regard to the Hadarian species known to be healers. She knew there were species out there among the stars that could heal with a simple touch, but she had never met one before. According to Dalis the Hadarian people surpassed even the Pralors when it came to healing because of this mutative radiation that surrounded their homeworld and the Pralor physicians were amazing in their skill. Aviel however was far more concerned with the political side of the equation. He asked very detailed questions in regards to the structure of the Alpha Quadrant and its many governments. This surprised Dalis somewhat as he had never really thought of Nahko’s husband as being very cerebral in his actions, but he answered the questions to the best of his ability and knowledge. 
It was Aviel who finally stopped Dalis from continuing by holding up his hand suddenly and getting to his feet. He moved to the massive window and looked out over the city, the suns now beginning to set in the distance. Nahko waited patiently for she had seen her husband do this many times in the past. Aviel Em'mor was methodic and meticulous in his actions and his thoughts. He did nothing without having as much information as he could possibly get. Many of his colleagues considered him too conventional in his views because of the way he processed information, but his decisions had always ended up being the right ones in the end. This is why he was so respected and why he was next in line for an appointment to the Sulevfu di Woiuewr. Nahko saw Dalis open his mouth to speak but she held up her hand quickly indicating he should wait. Surprisingly… he did as she told him.

After several long moments Aviel turned to Dalis once more. “This is what they forbid you to speak of?” He asked finally. “Why?”

Dalis leaned back in his chair. “I did not question the head of the Elbakiw Sulevfu.” He replied. “Not if I wanted to keep my position.”

“Indulge me.” Aviel told him.
“I can only assume it is because they wanted to protect the integrity of our data. They also did not want to draw attention from the Scourge.” Dalis answered him. “You know as well as I how they viewed the Pralor people in general and the Praetorians in particular. They have attempted to purge any historical records or knowledge of the Praetorians wherever they go.”

Aviel nodded his head. “Yes.” He said. “The Scourge do not know what you have told me?”

Dalis shook his head immediately. “They do not have access to our long range Probe Data.”

Aviel nodded. “Yes… that was in the Charter Agreement that the Sulevfu di Woiuewr signed. They would not be granted access to any of our Military or Intelligence data.”

“Why would they need official access when enough of our own people are willing to give it to them?” Dalis spat without thinking. His eyes grew wide and he rose to his feet in dread of what he had just said. “I… forgive me Filkiati Aviel, I…”

Aviel held up his hand stopping him. “Do not ask to be forgiven for what you feel Dalis Sulryn.” He spoke. “Not when I agree with you.”

Dalis looked surprised as he settled back into his chair. He glanced at Nahko before his eyes turned back to Aviel. “They do not care about the histories of other species. I imagine that is why they still allow us to conduct the research. Or have not tried to impede it anyway.” Dalis finished.

Nahko caught a glimpse of something out of the corner of her eye from where she sat and she turned to the huge monitor on the wall that Dalis had been displaying some of the images they had gotten from the Probe Data. She bolted to her feet quickly.

“Wait!” She gasped as she moved to the monitor controls. “Stop it!” She exclaimed as both Aviel and Dalis came to their feet while she stabbed down on the controls.

“Nahko… what is it?” Aviel asked her sensing her growing excitement just as he had when she first entered his office.

“I saw something!” She stammered out the words. “An image on the monitor!” The many pictures were flashing back in the order they had been displayed as Aviel moved closer to her.

“Dalis… where did these images you have come from?” Aviel asked.

“Most came from intercepted broadcasts of their public channels.” Dalis answered him. “The Lycavorians call it their Netnews. I don’t know what you could have seen that would mean anything Nahko. Much of their more important information is very closely guarded and never allowed on their public channels.”
“Here!” Nahko announced as she stopped the image. “Here!”

Aviel moved up behind her and saw what she was so excited about. “Enhance it Nahko!” He told her quickly.

Nahko adjusted the controls until the image was perfectly clear. It was an image of two tall and very muscular men on a beach of white sand with two obsidian colored Vrrarhoinpa moving on either side of them. One of the Vrrarhoinpa was utterly enormous in size and looked to be incredibly muscular and fit. He was obviously male, while the smaller one was female, but still above average in size than what they were used to seeing for a female Vrrarhoinpa. The two men seemed to be deep in conversation and the next image was even closer and showed their faces clearly. Aviel looked at Dalis.

“These two men?” He asked. “Who are they?”

Dalis moved closer and looked at the image. “The one on the left is who I was telling you about earlier. The Lycavorian Daar. The son of the murdered Daar that so inspired their species with his actions. His name is Martin Leonidas. He is also the direct descendant of the Praetorian Sumar. His jennuilti autgabin.” Dalis answered. (Greater Grandson)

“And the other?” Nahko asked softly.

“That is his first born son.” Dalis answered. “His oldest child. The Crown Prince he is called.”

“Aviel… his eyes.” Nahko spoke softly. “Look at his eyes!”

Aviel nodded his head. “Yes… I see them.”

Nahko turned her head to look at him. “Eyes of Azure Blue.” She said softly. “That is what she said. Just as her right one.”

Aviel looked at Dalis again. “What do we know of him? This Crown Prince. And the father.” He asked.
Dalis looked at him strangely. “There is… there is not very much known about him aside from his name. Unlike his father and his Vrrarhoinpa, whose name is Torma by the way, the son and his Vrrarhoinpa are very much introverted. She is the hianag of Torma and that is why their coloring is so similar. Her name is Elynth if I remember correctly. They do not make public appearances.” 
“Why do they… why do they appear so different?” Nahko asked. “She is much larger and more muscular than most female Vrrarhoinpa I have seen. And he is one of the largest I have ever seen among our kind.”

“These Darastrixi were part of one of the Seed Missions that we allowed the Pralors to conduct with our kind.” Dalis answered. “They apparently developed names for the different characteristics of our kind. The father is the product of what they call a Heavy Horn father and a Firespitter mother.”

Aviel looked at him. “The Ixen Darastrixi? From the Western Realm?”

Dalis nodded. “And the Osear Darastrixi from the high mountains.”

“They have never cross bred before!” Nahko exclaimed. “They do not even care for each other! This is… this is what a child of the two would look like?”

Dalis nodded again. “Quite impressive if you ask me.” He said. “His size alone would instill dread in many of our kind.”

“She takes… she has many of his traits.” Nahko said. “She is the only offspring of this Torma and his mate?”

Dalis shook his head. “If memory serves me correctly they have had three clutches of eggs. All of their offspring are bound to one of the Daar’s children within the Etheric Realm.”

Aviel looked at him. “You are joking?” He said.

“Not at all.” Dalis answered. “Torma’s memamosal, Isheeni is her name; she is bound to the Daar’s favored mate. One of their daughters to another of his mates. Only his son and his Vrrarhoinpa Elynth avoid the public gatherings. The rest are not so private.”

“If the Urlkrisir Mamiss discover this… they will not be happy.” Nahko said. “They have discouraged crossbreeding among our kind.”

“The history of the Darastrixi in the Alpha Quadrant is very spotty at best.” Dalis said. “I do know their history is closely guarded by those who know. The Daar, his son and perhaps a few others.”

“These Darastrixi have no Elder?” Aviel asked.

Dalis shook his head. “They do. A Tilabil Dask. She sits on their governmental board. Again… the Vrrarhoinpa of the Daar and others are well known, but they have intentionally guarded the past of the Darastrixi. I do not know why. The Daar and his son especially.”

Nahko looked at Aviel. “It is what Vrelvel Sargti would do Aviel.” She said softly. “It would be their sworn duty and they would do so fervently.”
Dalis looked between them. “Vrelvel Sargti? He asked. “What do you know of Talon Guardians?”

“Tell me more about the son.” Aviel said. “Where is this image from?”

Dalis leaned closer and looked at the bottom of the image. “Yes… this was taken from the shore of the son’s island home. Probably by one of what they call their Netnews people with a long range image capture tool. He is very highly regarded among their military as a warrior unparalleled. Combined with his Vrrarhoinpa it is said that they are quite unstoppable in battle. Much like their fathers. His name is…”

“Androcles.” Nahko whispered aloud.

Dalis’s eyes grew wide now. “What? Wait… yes… yes that is his name. How did you know that?”

Aviel turned to look at Dalis. “Dalis Sulryn… you are hereby promoted to the title and rank of Senior Scholar of the Elbakiw Sulevfu. All of the privileges this rank entitle you too are now yours. I am officially reassigning you to my staff as of this moment.”

“What? Wait…” Dalis gasped. “You… you can do that? Why? What is going on?”

“How old is this image Dalis?” Aviel asked him ignoring his barrage of questions.

Dalis shook his head and looked a the image once more. “The Probe Data from the Alpha Quadrant is only transmitted once every five years. Yes the time stamp on this indicates it was taken just before the last Data Probe transmission. Five years ago. The year was 2570 following the practice of marking everything with the date reference used within the corresponding sector of space. This was during a lull in what the Lycavorians called the Evolli War. A minor species, the Evolli, took offense at some perceived action taken against them by the Union government and invaded several Lycavorian Union worlds in retaliation. They killed many thousands of the Union’s citizens before the Union was able to mobilize and meet them in battle. This image is time stamped as their calendar month of November 2569. Six weeks after a major battle where both the Daar and his son were severely injured. As were their Vrrarhoinpa. It is the same battle where many of the Darastrixi within the Union fell in battle and many more were saved. Details of the battle were not released at the time of the Probe Transmission.”

“This is five years old?” Nahko gasped looking at him.

Dalis nodded. “The Elbakiw Sulevfu does not deem it prudent to transmit Probe data more than that.” He said. “A mistake if you ask me but…” He looked at her. “How did you know his name Nahko?”

“The image states he is twenty-two.” Nahko spoke looking at Aviel. “Just at the time Laren told you they became strong enough to send more directed messages and…”

Aviel nodded his head. “Yes. Roughly the same time she said the Vrelvel Sargti were chosen.”

“He would be twenty-seven now.” Nahko said softly. “The same age as Laren and Ladur. That is too much of a coincidence Aviel.”

“Who are Laren and Ladur?” Dalis asked. “And how do you know so much about this Androcles?”

Aviel turned to Dalis again. “I am authorizing you to access the Probe Data Reservoir and conduct another download Dalis. Can you do this without anyone knowing about it?”
Dalis looked at him with wide eyes. “Why would I want to?” He asked. “What is going on here? And why does Nahko know the name of a Lycavorian Prince from a species we have never encountered before?”

“Do you believe strongly in your faith Dalis Sulryn?” Aviel asked.

“What?” Dalis exclaimed. “The teachings and will of Zezhuanth have always been my guide… unlike many of our people. Of course I do!”

Nahko looked at Aviel now. “If we ask him to do this husband we must show him the reasons for our actions. He must be allowed to know.”

Aviel met her eyes. “They will not be happy that someone else knows about them.” He said. “I do not wish to make them angry Nahko.”

“Nor do I… but I think we give them too little credit.” Nahko said. “They must know that in order to help them we have to allow a few others to know that they exist.”

Aviel nodded his head slowly after a moment. “I know.”

“What are you talking about?” Dalis demanded. “Allow me to know who exists?”

Aviel looked at Dalis. “Are you free this evening Dalis?” He asked.

“Free to do what?” He inquired.

“To make a trip north.” Aviel answered. “You wish answers… fine I will give them to you. But can you access the Probe Data without anyone knowing about it?”

Dalis nodded. “Yes. It is not checked until one week before the normal download. The Probe Data for the Alpha Quadrant is not due to be downloaded for another two months.” He answered. “After that it will be noticed that it was downloaded before schedule.”

“Two months.” Aviel said. He gripped Nahko’s arm. “We have our window now Nahko. We must act before the Data is normally downloaded. It will be discovered then and it will put all of us in danger.”
Nahko turned to look at him. “Then we have two months to insure that they are united with their Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir.”
Aviel nodded. “I must remain here. Another trip to the north by me will be taken note of by others. You and Dalis will go this evening. Talk to them… explain to them what we have discovered. Make them understand this needs to happen.”

Nahko nodded. “I don’t believe we will have much trouble convincing them.” She said.

“Convincing who?” Dalis demanded. “Will someone tell me what is going on and what I have suddenly become involved in?”

Aviel looked at him. “You wished to make your mark on history Dalis Sulryn?” He said. “You will now get the chance. And a mark on history it will be. A very large mark.”

APO PRIME

DURCUNUSAAN AIRFIELD

NORTHEAST OF ROYAL ISLAND ESTATE


Andro stood with Marci along the edge of the tarmac, his STRIKER in the background being prepped for take off. He read slowly from the data pad Marci had given him while she gave him the high points.


“… names of seven others similar in duties to this Banak fellow.” Marci told him as she gazed across the calm waters of the lake. “Banak wasn’t due to report for another three days. It was enough time for Sheva to contact him back and acknowledge her new orders. We have his COM equipment now and the coordinates he was sending his reports.”


Andro looked up from the pad. “And?”


Marci shook her head. “It’s a dead area of The Wilds. No habitable planets within range.”


“So he was transmitting to a ship?” Andro said.


Marci nodded. “Looks that way. And it is not due to be there for three more days.”


“Moran?” Andro asked her.

Marci shrugged her shoulders. “Anything is possible Andro.” She replied. “If this secret program is as centralized and secret a program as Yuri says… you think he would send just any ship to collect the reports? Even if he still has not gained the control he wants over whatever forces are siding with him. Armetus says Moran is an anal fool. A control freak.”


“It would be a big risk for him to take.” Andro said. “He’d be leaving himself open to the chance that whoever he sent decided he or she didn’t want to be part of his little gathering and took the data to Narice. Or us.”


Marci nodded in agreement. “Exactly.” She said. “You trust Yuri on this Andro?”


Andro nodded instantly in response. “You have not seen her Marci. I have. This is not the same woman that we all grew up hearing about. And there is no way she would allow hers and Pa'cour’s daughter to remain with me if she was playing us for fools.”


“Are you sure?” Marci asked him.


“Yes. It’s… it’s hard to explain to others but…” Andro began.


Marci reached out and touched his arm. “Don’t bother.” She said with a smile. “Having you try to explain something even you do not fully understand would give someone like me a colossal headache.”


“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” He said with a grin.


“You’re learning.” Marci said. “Once you have all of your mates with you… they’ll get you to come around. At least make it so you don’t fumble for words anyway.” She said with a laugh.


Andro smiled. “I do fumble a lot don’t I?” He said.


“Not as much since you wised up and pulled your head out of your mida and finally claimed Sadi.” Marci spoke. “With Ne'Veha and Carisia and the others helping her… they have refined you some. Give them a few more years and you just might be presentable enough to go out in public. Took your mothers nearly a decade with your father if what your grandmother says is true.”

Andro laughed gently and nodded his head. Marci had a way of saying things that could make him laugh and put him at ease. It was one of the reasons they worked so well together. He held up the pad and gave it back to her. “What do you recommend?”


“Let me pick up the others.” Marci said. “I don’t like the idea of rogue vampire control officers out there among us. Neither will Armetus. I’ll pick them up… find out who they are controlling and compare the data. If we move fast enough we can roll up the entire network before they even know it’s been compromised. And if the transmission vectors are all the same, well then we can be pretty sure it will lead right back to Moran.”


“How fast can you implement it?” Andro asked.


“I already have three teams standing by.” Marci replied. “Three more are enroute back to Apo Prime right now. They get in this evening. I’ll lead the seventh team. If you give me the go ahead… we’ll hit them first thing in the morning.”


Androcles didn’t hesitate. “Do it.” He told her. 
“You realize they are probably Union citizens.” Marci said looking at him. “If it gets out that we took them and failed to give them due process there will be hell to pay.”

“They will get due process.” Andro told her. “They will get what is due them as traitors to the Union. Anyone who doesn’t like it can kiss my princely ass!”

Marci looked at him with a grin. “Same set up as Banak then?”

Andro nodded. “Dori and Sheva should be getting ready to move where they are. If they don’t get out undetected then Moran will know within a few hours anyway and pull the plug. Or at the very least try to warn his people here. I don’t want them going underground Marci. We may never find them if they do.”


Marci tucked the data pad back into her belt pouch. “I’ll see to it.” She said.


“Now tell me about Icho.” Andro asked her.


“Deia is keeping him on his toes.” Marci answered. “She has a come back for everything he has brought up and so far she has spanked him.”


“No more mention of Sadi or her past?” Andro asked.


Marci looked at him. “Are you kidding? He barked up that tree once and nearly lost his balls. The Netnews practically crucified him over his actions after that briefing of his you took over and opened the floor to questions. Sadi’s popularity went through the ceiling after that and it remains untouchable, just like your grandmother. Icho is many things but he isn’t stupid. He won’t go after Sadi anymore.”


“Good. Then he will focus on me, father and Deia.” Andro said. 


Marci nodded. “That’s what Nesa and Armetus think as well. Probably more your father and you since you won’t be here to speak out. Deia is already planning for that though. I truly wouldn’t want to face your tenna in the political arena. She’s vicious.”


“Still no luck on his ties to Kavalian agents?” Andro asked.


Marci shook her head slowly. She was the only one Androcles had filled in on his full suspicions about Icho and she had been working that angle very carefully as well. “Like I said he is no fool.” Marci told him. “We have to be very careful about that and whatever ties he has he has covered very well.”

“You still think I am right?” Andro asked her.


Marci nodded quickly. “He knows too much and the coincidences are just too many. He’s dirty Andro… he’s just real good at covering his tracks. He’s had years to prep for this and with the Kavalians helping him… he’s done it well.”


“Keep at it.” Andro said. “If we can expose that traitorous worm before the election is actually held we can save Tenna Deia a lot of sleepless nights.”


“Agreed.” Marci said. “Oh…” She reached into the small hand pouch she carried over her shoulder and handed over the long flip top box. “Vengal wanted me to give these to you. He picked them up for you last night. I peeked.”


Andro looked at her as he took the box. “And?”


“You may fumble your words quite a bit… but you certainly get your point across in other ways.” Marci told him with a smile. “They are beautiful Andro. Truly beautiful. I take it they are from the original stone you went off and removed from Vekhin Three?”


Andro nodded as he opened the box and gazed at the six identical rings. Each was made from the very rare and nearly priceless jewel ore Auramite. The jewel ore resided on only one planet in the known galaxy and sat in the mouth of an active volcano that was continuously erupting. There was only one way to reach it and that was to enter the volcano during one of its very short lulls after erupting. There were only minutes between eruptions and they were unable to be charted and timed for they were never the same twice in a row. Even advanced mining probes designed for high heat atmospheres could not stand the molten lava for more than a few seconds. You could have ten minutes or you could have only one. Hundreds of men and women had tried to extract the immaculate green jewel ore through the years and to Marci’s knowledge only one of them had ever succeeded. That man stood beside her and to this day no one knows exactly how he did it except for Elynth. And she would never tell.

Each ring was nearly translucent in its teal green color. The teal jewel ore was nearly indestructible after it had been refined into its current translucent state. Delicately carved words, obviously inscribed by a Master Craftsmen, decorated the face of each band. In the center of each ring, surrounded by glittering white gold leafs, was the shimmering single coral red colored gem that was the Heart of a Dragon. No doubt Andro had broken down his piece of the pendant into much smaller ones to fit each ring. This would have required that a senior dragon who was skilled in this art be involved in crafting the rings, but given Andro’s status as a Talon Guardian and his affinity for dragons as a whole, Marci doubted he had trouble finding one to help him.


“Better not let your mothers know how you got the Auramite.” Marci said with a smile. “They’ll give you more grief than they gave your father for getting those Rilian Diamonds for them.”

Andro chuckled. “Yes… they won’t be happy about that.”

“When are you going to give them?” Marci asked.


Andro closed the box and looked at her. “I hadn’t given much thought to that.” He said with a grin. “When Inamarno is finally back with us I think.” 

Marci nodded. “So what happens now?” She asked him.


“Now? Now I go to Dreamland… gather SPARTA'S WRATH and Miranda and with any luck deal with Moran and Dante.” Andro answered. “After that… it’s off to the Beta Quadrant and the Vanari.” 


“Yuri should be back from meeting with your father soon no?” Marci asked.


Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“What was so important that she had to meet with him and couldn’t tell you?” Marci asked.


Andro shook his head. “I don’t know. But whatever it was… it was important enough for her to face my father even knowing how he feels about her.”


“Don’t know if that is brave or stupid.” Marci said with a smile.


Andro chuckled. “We shall see.” He said tucking the box into his belt. “Keep me in the loop on our P1s Marci. And keep your fingers crossed that we can end this before it begins.”

“Avoi to that.” Marci said looking at him. “Try not to cause too much destruction will you.”


Androcles smiled. “No promises.” He said leaning over to kiss her cheek. “Watch your back.”


Marci nodded as she motioned to the Lifter car in the distance. “I always do.” She said as the car gained power and moved for her location.


Andro nodded his head and turned to begin jogging to where the STRIKER was also gaining power. Marci waited for the car to pull up and she climbed into the front seat where the red haired vampire female from the Café job sat behind the controls.


“Well?” She asked.


Marci looked at her. “We go in the morning.” She said. 


The young woman smiled. “Good. I hate traitors!” She hissed as she put the Lifter in motion.


Marci nodded. “You aren’t the only one that is for sure.” She said softly. 

HIGH COVEN SPACE

RIKVOS COLONY 

XUKUTH ZOTRETH (HEART STRIKE) FACILITY


Saba Juconi sat in the chair at the small table and stared at Dorian as he stood to the side of the front window, his dark brown and cobalt colored eyes scanning the exterior of the house with practiced ease. Over the course of the day Cazar had made contact with their friends and all of them had moved to their home in the last few hours under cover of darkness. While all of them were uncomfortable around the heavily armed Lycavorians throughout the house, not to mention the half breed Immortal/Vampire female that seemed to be everywhere, they were holding it together and remaining calm. Saba turned when she saw Sheva move down the stairs into the main living room and exchange words with the younger half breed woman. The young woman, Onera was her name, nodded and headed up the stairs. Sheva spotted her and with a bright smile she made her way easily through the throng of bodies not spread out across the floor and into the kitchen area.


“Mother?” Sheva asked as she settled into the chair across from her. “Are you ok?”


Saba reached across the table without thought and took Sheva’s hands in hers. “I am still trying to grasp that my only child is here with me once more. That she risks so much for us. And that she travels in such company.”


Sheva almost blushed under her deep tan. “You are my parents mother. Once I found out you and father were alive nothing would have kept me from coming to get you.”

Saba turned her head and looked to where Dorian was standing again. “And did your new 

 Du'ased m'ranndii
 agree with your actions?”

Sheva smiled gently. “Yes mother.” She answered. “Probably more than you might think. Dori… Dori and the Leonidas family believe deeply in family mother. They are not so different than us in many ways.”


Saba shook her head slowly. “He is… he is so large Sheva.” She stated finally.


Sheva glanced over to where Dorian was standing and felt the familiar rush of sexual energy she always felt when looking at him. “You have no idea momma.” She said. 


Saba turned back to her. “You have… you have shared blood while…?”


Sheva nodded her head. “Many times.” She answered. “And it is wonderfully divine each time mother.” She squeezed her mother’s hands. “I love him mother. With all that I am. And he loves me.”


Saba nodded her head. “Yes… I can see that every time you look at him. Every time he looks at you. His eyes… they are so…”

“Different?” Sheva said.


Saba shook her head. “They are beautiful.” She said. “I just… for so many years your father and I wondered about you. What you were doing. If you were in good health. We thought we were protecting you. Now… now you return here.” Saba reached across and placed her palm on Sheva’s cheek. “So beautiful. So fit. And the Blessed Wife to a son of King Leonidas. It is certainly quite a lot to take in and absorb. And you return to us in order to protect us when it is we who should be protecting you.”


Sheva shook her head and squeezed her mother’s hands. “It is as it should be.” Sheva told her. “I did not… I did not believe in faith before I met Dori mother. When the Evolli War began and I saw Lycavorians give their lives to save the vampires that were fighting beside them I began to question what it was I was doing. Nothing made sense anymore. The reasons they gave me no longer made sense. I was assigned to Dorian when he was born mother. Isabella was… she was suffering from Darpia Syndrome and Queen Anja and her sisters devised a way using the Kavalian growth serums to insure Dorian survived.” Sheva looked at Dorian once more. “He grew rapidly until he is as you see him now. He makes me melt just holding me in his arms mother. He has since the very beginning. He is different though… like Androcles and their father. His Etheric abilities are beyond magical and he has all the wisdom and knowledge of his father within his mind. Just as Androcles does. He is bonded to a dragon, Ryner, and he waits for us at the ship we have.”


Saba looked at Dorian. “He has only been in this world for a few months?” She asked.


Sheva nodded. “Physically yes… but he was born fully aware of everything around him. Just as Androcles was. And he was bonded with Ryner before he came into this life. It is all very difficult to explain. Even Dori cannot explain it all. What courses through him is almost too much to comprehend. But he is mine mother and I am his.”


Saba turned and looked at her daughter. “I have never… you have never spoken with such profound emotion in your words Sheva.” She said.


Sheva nodded and smiled. “It wasn’t until I admitted my love for Dorian that I finally came to realize that there are many things out there I will never understand. Many things that will make no sense to me… but it does not mean they do not exist.”


Saba squeezed her hands. “I would very much like to speak with Dorian when we are free of this place. When things are calm and we can have a civilized conversation.”


Sheva smiled. “We will.” She said. “We…”


They both turned when the door to the front of the home opened quickly and Sheva saw Deion and Nara duck inside. Dorian quickly shut the door as Cazar came down the stairs with Onera behind him. Sheva rose and moved quickly into the living room area and up beside Dorian with her mother in tow.


“So?” Dorian asked his brother and sister.


“We scouted all the way to the western side of the settlement. It’s clear all the way to the treeline.” Deion said. “But we need to move now.”


“The sun will be up in two and a half hours.” Nara spoke in agreement. “We should be well gone by then Dori.”


Cazar looked at Dorian. “We will have perhaps ninety minutes once we are due at work before they send someone to inquire of our whereabouts.” He said. “And with the others also not appearing they will move quickly.”


Dorian nodded. “Then we go. Now.” He decided. “Deion… you and Nara take point. We will follow by the numbers and keep the others between us.” He turned to Sheva. “Sheva… you and your mother get the others ready to move. Your father and I will move together in front of them, you and your mother behind them. Keep them quiet and moving.”


“Come mother. We will get the others ready.” Sheva said pulling her towards the small groups of men and women.


Cazar looked at Dorian. “You risked much coming here.” He said. “And then staying to help the others.”


Dorian met his eyes. “I would risk everything for Sheva.” He said without pause. “You are her parents. That risk is worth it.”


Onera stepped up to Dorian and Cazar. “Where do you wish me?” She asked him.


“I want you to bring up the rear of the column.” He said without hesitation.


“The rear?” Onera gasped. “I should be in the front with Deion and Nara!”


Dorian shook his head. “No. I want you in the rear.”

“Why?” Onera demanded.


Dorian looked at her. “Because if they discover we are gone sooner than we think I want you in the rear to make sure they don’t catch us.”


Onera took a breath and understood what he wanted. It was not because he did not trust her… he was giving her these orders because he did trust her and her skills. “Forgive me… I…”


Dorian stepped closer to her while Cazar watched and he saw Dorian’s eyes narrow slightly and become hard flints of color. Onera stepped back in surprise at the look in his eyes. “And if you ever question my orders again I will have Androcles send you back to your mother and father in two shakes of your ass. You read me?”


Onera stood there for a moment surprised at the forceful tone of his voice. Her father’s words came rushing back to her in that instant.


“They are like ghosts in the night Onera. You will be but a child in skill compared to them Dalharil. Listen to them. Learn from them. They will teach you things your mother and I could never teach you. Remember, even the son Dorian, they have the memories and wisdom and knowledge of three or four lifetimes of battle within them. Inherited from their father. They may not look or act like it at times, but you could never match them in single combat. Be wise and learn what they will teach you. They will make you a warrior equal to themselves if you do.” 


Onera bowed her head to Dorian then. “I apologize.” She said. “You are right.”

The hardness in Dorian’s eyes faded away instantly and he smiled at her. “And never apologize.” He said. “It’s very un-Immortal like. At least that is what Tir'ut tells me.”


Onera looked at him and couldn’t help but burst out into a soft laugh. Dorian Leonidas was a very strange man she realized. And very easy on the eyes to look at. As was Sheva. Onera blinked as these thoughts raced through her head and she shook her head quickly. Why did she think of both of them in such a manner? She watched as Dorian moved off with Cazar Juconi beside him and her dark eyes cut to where Sheva was talking with one of the other families, her mother beside her. Onera took a deep breath to calm her heart. Perhaps coming here she would also learn about other things as well she thought. She would not hesitate in that regard and quite amazingly, Onera found herself hoping it happened with both of them.

Yes… her father was right. She could learn so much from these men and women and perhaps even learn things she had yet to experience. Onera felt an odd flush course through her at this thought and she enjoyed the way it felt. Perhaps she would discover far more than her mother realized by coming here.


And that did not frighten Onera in the least. 


They were alternating sprinting ahead of Dorian and the others to scout their path. Deion took after his brothers and was considerably larger than most Lycavorians in wolf form. He did not come close to matching Androcles or their father in size, but he was thickly muscled and his fur was sleek and shiny black in color over the corded muscles and bone. Deion was slightly larger than his brothers who were not pureblood, but as with all the Leonidas children, that did not matter to him in the least. He tipped the scales at two hundred and eighty-six pounds in wolf form, but he was exceptionally fast and agile. His twin Nara matched their mother in size, being much more muscular while in her wolf form, and nearing a hundred and forty pounds. Deion teased her often saying she was fat because she weighed only a hundred and eighteen pounds when not in wolf form. Nara took it in the good nature it was meant for she knew Deion would always have her back and never cease to be protective of her.

Being twins made them far closer than normal siblings but being blessed with the power of a Praetorian made their connection to each other ten fold more powerful. They didn’t hesitate to share everything with each other no matter what it was. Much like Fedor and Eirene, siblings they looked forward to meeting, they could tell when the other was happy or in pain. Deion was the hammer and Nara was the anvil as they had begun calling each other. His sheer power was more than hers, but her control was much more exact and focused. This would only grow as they grew older they knew, but there was no doubt that Nara was Deion’s perfect match as a Praetorian Mage and calming influence on her twin.


The one thing Nara lacked that Deion excelled at was the ability to be aware of every thread of life around her. She focused on tracking her twin as he scouted ahead and insuring the area in front of her was clear. She tended to focus too completely on what was in front of her, and this is what allowed the two vampires to close on her from the sides as she squatted next to the large tree. They were upon her before she smelled them, experienced hunters, knowing right away she was Lycavorian. They came at her from downwind on her flanks and the first one that blurred past her knocked her weapon from her hands. The second blurred by her and Nara felt the impact of the solid weapon butt against the back of her head. The pain flashed in her mind and she felt her body propelled forward where she smashed face first into the ground in a cloud of dirt and dried leaves.


“Well… well…” The cruel male voice echoed in her head as she tried to gain her senses back. “Look what we have here Lanor. A pretty little Lycavorian bitch.”


Nara flipped over onto her back, her mind still foggy, keeping her from focusing.

“A pretty Lycavorian bitch who shouldn’t be here Galag.” The second voice echoed.


Nara could smell their bodies and she wanted to gag at their stench. She shook her head once more and her eyes focused more and she could see them. They were much larger than her and wore uniforms of an earth tone. She could see traces of blood around both their lips and knew they had been out hunting and feeding on wild animals.


“How did you get here little bitch?” The one called Lanor asked as he moved around her.


“Answer the question bitch!” Galag barked just before he blurred and used his foot to savagely kick Nara in the side.


To her credit Nara didn’t cry out as the brutal pain lanced up her side and back and she rolled over into a protective ball. She could not reveal what they were doing. She could not give away the position of the others as close as they were for it would cause their mission to fail. Her thoughts were still too muddled to focus enough and call for Deion within Mindvoice, the pain adding to the confusion.


“She’s got a tight little body Lanor.” Galag spoke. “We should take advantage of that.”


“I haven’t had a good piece of Lycavorian pussy in decades.” Lanor agreed. “She looks really tight too.” 

Then Lanor blurred and Nara couldn’t avoid the booted foot that smashed into her head, snapping her body around violently until she impacted the base of the large tree she had been squatting next to. She landed in a sitting position, pain wracking her nerve endings and causing her body to cry out in agony.

“What do you say little Lycavorian bitch?” Lanor goaded her. “We are going to have our way with you before we take you to our Commander. We are going to fuck you silly before we find out how you got here and what you are doing. What do you say to that?”

“No!” The male voice echoed sharply among the trees around them, both men whirling around to see the large Lycavorian behind them with savage, near glowing yellow wolf eyes.

Each of the men had only one thought in their minds. One thought that rushed to the forefront in their minds. How had this Lycavorian snuck up on them so easily? It was the only thought either of them would ever have again for Deion Leonidas struck brutally, without any mercy or remorse for the blows and insults they had reigned upon his beloved twin sister. The two vampires were experienced soldiers and hunters and both of them began to move within seconds of Deion appearing. It would not save them.

With a savage wolf growl from deep within his chest Deion surged forward just as Lanor began to blur to his right. Deion’s right arm snapped out seemingly without rhyme or reason and impacted Lanor squarely in the chest. The power of the blow was devastating due to the anger and the retribution that fueled it and Lanor felt several ribs snap like twigs as his body felt like it impacted a steel wall. His legs flew out from under him and he was lifted into the air and then dropped quite roughly onto the ground beneath him. Deion didn’t even pause in his motion and drove straight for where Galag was frozen in place with shock.
He had felt Nara’s reaction the moment it happened and was turning to return to his twin before she had even fallen to the ground in front of her that first time. Sensing her confusion and fear Deion had drawn upon all the considerable power and speed within his wolf form and raced to his beloved twin’s aide. He had arrived to see her against the tree, bloody and in pain, and this had been all it took for him to react. Deion loved Nara. She was his twin sister and his closest friend. They did everything together, never leaving each other out of activities. It had been this way since they were small children. Now they both held the power of a Praetorian within them and Deion called upon this without question. He would make these animals pay for injuring and insulting his beloved sister.

Galag had time to look down on the ground and see Lanor withering in agony and then look back up. His eyes flew open in horror when he saw Deion was already upon him. They grew even wider when he saw the eight inch long Etheric knife take shape around Deion’s clenched fist and then that Etheric knife was stabbing it’s way into his chest. He grunted in terrible pain as the Etheric knife sliced through his heat and lungs and Deion’s eyes flared for an instant and he solidified the Etheric weapon within his chest. Galag’s legs twitched violently as the Etheric knife held him suspended off the ground for an instant. Deion pulled the knife free with a growl and he watched as Galag’s body dropped to the earth at his feet. Deion whirled in time to see Lanor trying to struggle to his feet to defend himself. With barely a blink Deion unleashed three Etheric diamonds from his right hand. They crossed the distance between the two men in the blink of an eye. The first struck just above Lanor’s elbow and blew off his lower arm. The second impacted his upper chest and blasted a gaping hole in his shoulder which took the remaining portion of his arm with it. The third struck as his body was twisting from the impact of the first two diamonds and drove completely through his left side to blow out his right side. As the Etheric diamond exited his body it took with it nearly all of his internal organs, vast amounts of blood splashing wetly on the ground all around him.
Deion didn’t pause and turned to his sister even as the last Etheric diamond left his hand. He rushed to her side and dropped to the ground.

“Nara?” He gasped.

Nara looked at her brother as his hands and aura enveloped her and she forced a smile from her bloody lips. “I wasn’t… wasn't paying attention.” She stammered.

Deion looked over her body and reached up to wipe the blood from her lips. Nara stared at him for a long moment and then turned to look at the bodies of the two vampires. She turned back to Deion with stunning azure eyes. “You… you killed them.” She rasped.

Deion glanced back at the bodies and then returned his eyes to his twin. “They would have hurt you. I had no choice.”

Nara gripped his shoulder. “We need to keep moving… before Dorian…”

“Too late for that.” Dorian’s voice echoed and they turned to see their brother unwrap the shadows from around his body and stop blurring. He looked around the small area and then at his siblings. “Sibfla.” He nearly shouted as he dropped to the ground beside Nara. “Sister?”

Nara shook her head. “I’m ok.” She groaned. “Just a little dazed and bruised. They came from downwind. I didn’t smell them until they were upon me.”

Deion looked at Dorian. “Hunters.” He said. “They must have been out here to feed on fresh blood. They reek of animal kills.” Deion glanced up and saw Cazar Juconi and the others moving up on them. Sheva pushed her way through the group to blur up to them and she settled beside Nara. 

“Nara?” She gasped reaching for her.

“I’m alright.” Nara said gripping Sheva’s arm and Deion’s shoulder and pushing herself to her feet. Her body screamed in protest but her healing factor would kick in quickly enough and in a few minutes the bruises and pain would be gone. “Deion took them out. They didn’t warn anyone.” She stammered.

Cazar stepped up to one of the bodies and using his boot shoved the form over. “Lanor.” He said quickly. He looked up and spied the other body and the single smoking hole in the man’s chest. “Galag.” He turned back to Dorian. “I know them well. Always looking to bed the young women in the settlement. Violent and unpredictable. Experienced soldiers though. We heard no shots. How did you kill them so silently?”

Dorian rose to his feet. “We can worry about that later.” He said. “We’re only two klicks from our ship. We’ll be gone soon enough. We move together now. We’re far enough away from the settlement that they won’t catch us. Deion… Nara… take point.”
Deion glanced at his sister. “Nara?”

Nara nodded her head and gripped his arm tighter. “I’m fine. Let’s move. Andro will be very unhappy if we get stuck here again.”

Cazar watched as Deion and Nara moved out once more and he stepped up to Dorian. He glanced back at the bodies and then looked at Dorian once more. “I have… I have never seen such wounds.” He said. “Galag’s chest is fused as if it was burned. What weapon could do that Dorian Leonidas?”

“We can.” Dorian answered him honestly.

Cazar’s eyes grew wider. “You can… you can do this?” He gasped.

Dorian took his arm. “Sheva is my wife and mate. We came to get you and her mother off this planet. You have trusted me this far… trust me more and when we are off this rock I will tell you everything.”

Cazar met his eyes. “Your word Dorian Leonidas?”

Dorian nodded. “You have it sir.”

Cazar nodded. “Then let us leave this foul place behind forever.” He stated.

“Best plan I have heard all day.” Dorian said. “Thirty minutes and we’ll be airborne. Then you will be truly free.”

