CHAPTER SIXTY-NINE

SCIMITAR

“… started almost six months ago.” Caliria spoke as she rested on the end of the huge bed within Andro’s quarters. She had taken a long, steaming hot shower and now was wrapped only in one of Sadi’s light terrycloth robes. She had come out of the bathroom with the robe wrapped tightly around her body not really knowing how they would react to her having been a pleasure slave and having to endure what she did. Her fears were quickly brushed aside as first Sadi and then Ne'Veha had come up to her, drawing her to the bed while nuzzling her very affectionately. When Carisia and Lu'ria came into the bedroom portion of the huge quarters they immediately came over and did the same and Caliria knew that whatever had happened did not factor into how they felt for her. 

Devra sat behind her on the bed now, brushing out her lustrous black hair, while Sadi sat to her right side on the bed and Ne'Veha to her left. Lu'ria sat on the two person couch they had pushed closer to the bed and she and Carisia were alternating between listening to Caliria speak and fussing with one of the pieces of clothing they had obtained for her to wear. Caliria quickly noticed that Carisia and Lu'ria seemed rather possessive of each other while Sadi and Ne'Veha were drawn more to each other and to her. While she found this interesting, Caliria took note that it certainly did not stop them from showing affection for all of them together as a whole.


“What started Inamarno?” Sadi asked.


“The dreams.” Caliria answered. 


“What dreams Cali?” Devra asked her looking over her shoulder and using the childhood nickname she had coined for her oldest daughter.


“The dreams of all of you.” Caliria answered looking first at Sadi and then Ne'Veha. “All of you.”


“You have been dreaming of us for six months?” Lu'ria asked softly as she looked up from the couch from where she was working on the black outfit they had gotten for her.


“Yes Mistress. I have…” Caliria stopped and couldn’t help but smile at her as the others grinned knowingly. “You see… I have known… I know what to call all of you. I thought they were just dreams… very erotic dreams to be honest, but just dreams. I was seeing that human Eridiani man from the University and…”


“Wait!” Devra exclaimed. “You were seeing an Eridiani?” She asked somewhat taken aback. “Cali how could…”


“He was nice to me mother.” She replied. “He showed me attention and he listened to me when I spoke. Perhaps not for the reasons I would have liked, I know that now, but at least he didn’t treat me like I have the plague simply because of my hair color.”


“But you knew the Eridiani target females such as yourself because no other with normal hair will even acknowledge them.” Devra said.


Caliria nodded slowly. “I knew… but I didn’t care at the time. Franklin was nice to me mother, he treated me like I was someone important. He gave to me what I knew I would never have with a Vanari man. He was… he was sufficiently tolerable in bed as well. Not really very imaginative or particularly gifted… but adequate.”


“You stopped seeing him I take it?” Sadi asked her.


Caliria nodded her head quickly. “Shortly after I began to have the dreams. I didn’t know what it was… I still don’t understand it all to some degree… but he no longer interested me. In some way I felt like… like I was betraying something. I now know that it was all of you I felt and that is why I felt as if I was betraying someone. He wasn’t happy about it.”


“Never think that Inamarno.” Ne'Veha said quickly reaching out to take her hand. “You could not betray us… just as we could never betray you.”


“SirsanGai is right.” Carisia spoke. “We all were… we all were leading different lives before we came together. None of us knew what the dreams and feelings intended until we came together and were able to see what it all preordained for us.”


“Six months ago?” Sadi said softly. “That is shortly after Carisia came into our lives and then we began to have dreams and visions of Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. The more we came together the stronger it became. Once the four of us came together with Andro the dreams and visions of you became almost overpowering.”


“It was him wasn't it?” Caliria asked. “It was Androcles. The dreams became so much more vivid and real when we arrived in this quadrant. At first it was just images and such that were flashing through my mind and in my dreams, but then after I arrived here in this quadrant of space I thought I could actually hear his voice in my head. Talking to me. It was so soothing and caring and warm.”


Sadi nodded taking her hand and squeezing it. “Yes… it was him. The moment he met your mother and sisters on his ship after they arrived in the Alpha Quadrant he was able to focus enough to reach out with Elynth’s help. I’m guessing it is because he was able to actually pinpoint your Mindvoice imprint on your family.”


“Mindvoice imprint? I don’t understand Sadi; I can not Mindvoice as your people do.” Caliria said.


Can’t you? Sadi reached out quickly in Mindvoice. Or is it that you simply have never used the skill before.


Caliria reacted as if she had been shocked with a stun rod and Devra instantly became worried. “Cali… Cali what is it?” She gasped gripping her shoulders.


“I… I heard you!” Caliria gasped in stunned surprise.


Try it Inamarno. Ne'Veha reached out now.


Caliria’s eyes darted to where she sat with a smile on her face. But I can not! I… Caliria brought her hands to her face in amazement as Sadi and the others smiled upon hearing her soft voice in their heads.


You see. Sadi spoke. You have just never used this skill before… but it has always been inside you.


“But how?” Caliria asked looking at her. “How can I do this?”


Devra finally understood what was happening and she lowered the brush to the top of the bed. “I understand what is happening now.” She said softly. “She has just discovered she can Mindvoice hasn’t she?” Devra saw Caliria turn to look at her.

Sadi nodded looking at Devra. “Yes.”

“I think… I think it may be my fault Cali. Actually I am pretty sure it is because of me.” Devra stated.


Caliria twisted around on the bed now and looked at her mother even more. “What do you mean mother?”


“You did nothing wrong Devra Re Mydala.” Lu'ria spoke from the couch. “And what has happened is not a crime.”


Devra nodded her head with a smile. “I know Lu'ria. The prophets bless me, I know that now. Bren has shown me so much in such a short time.” She said with an almost wistful voice of her own.


“Mother… what are you saying?” Caliria asked again.


“When I carried you in my womb.” Devra said softly looking at her. “I was visiting your brother on the Protectorate homeworld and I visited with Wayonn while I was there. The one we know as a Pralor?”

Caliria nodded. “I have heard of this Wayonn.” She said.

“I asked him if he could show me the history of his people. The Pralors and Lycavorians. I had hoped to be able to understand them better. He had given us scrolls of information over the years to help us understand them, but it seems only I really took the time to study them. He took my request seriously and touched me with his mind. I saw images and flashes of history that stole my breath away Caliria. Apparently when he did this however, it also extended to you while you were in my womb and it imprinted the inherent ability to Mindvoice within your developing genetic code.” Devra looked at Sadi. “At least that is how Eliani has explained it to me.”


Sadi smiled in reply. “She is almost as smart as her mother and they know what they are talking about.” She said. “You did nothing wrong Devra, just as Lu'ria said.”


“Oh… I don’t think I did.” Devra answered. “Since… since Bren took me that first night, I have discovered I have this ability as well. He has been slowly developing it with me so that I’m not overwhelmed. Being able to see within the mind of your… of your husband and mate is such an overwhelming thing. I have only know him for a few weeks, but now that I am his wife and mate, I can see within his mind all that he has ever experienced. He holds nothing back from me. It is almost… I know Bren better than I ever knew your father Cali… and it is such a wondrous feeling.”


Caliria reached out and took her mother’s hand. “Thank you mother.” She said softly. “If you… if this had not happened I would not be here.”


“You would not have endured what you have had to endure either.” Devra spoke harshly of herself looking down at the bed.


Caliria smiled. “Me being born with dark hair is not your fault mother. It is a gene passed down from the father. I have told you this… and all our medical data proves it. You could not have known this would happen.” She said.


“If I had done more when you were small… if I had done more than you would never have been taken and forced to…” Devra stopped unable to continue.


“You are not to blame mother!” Caliria stated forcefully. “You will not hold blame for this. I won’t let you! The Prophets meant for this to happen and they meant for you to be that instrument of initiation. I did not… I did not have to endure as much as some of the others. The men… they preferred to pay to see Yssyla and I together. The others… they had it worse than I mother.” Caliria looked at her mother with a smile. “Bren… he is that man who called you his wife on the ship?”


Devra nodded with a smile and looked at her again. “He is the one who has taken me as his wife and mate yes. He has claimed me as many Lycavorians call it. It is… it is wondrous Cali. What he makes me feel is so; it is amazing.”


“Inamarno… did this Eridiani male… you said he didn’t take it well when you ended it?” Sadi asked.


Caliria turned back to her and shook her head. “He wasn't happy about it no. He was very interested in my work… always asking questions about what I was doing. I was flattered at first, thinking he really was interested in me for who I was. I didn’t put it all together until after I was taken but now I believe he was the one who set me up.”


“Did you care for him Inamarno?” Carisia asked.


Caliria nodded her head slowly, almost embarrassed to admit it. “In some way I believe I did. Very much in fact. I don’t know if you would call it love… but there was something there.” She answered honestly. “I don’t know for sure if he is the one who set me up or if others were watching him and they used him to get to me and my work.” She looked up at Sadi. “It doesn’t matter now.” She spoke firmly looking at Sadi. “I know where I belong. The dreams were… they were telling me where I belonged and now you are all here and I can touch you and… and feel you.” She glanced at Ne'Veha and then to Carisia and Lu'ria on the couch before turning to Sadi with a warm smile of happiness. “What is he like?” She asked.


“Andro?” Sadi asked.


Caliria nodded eagerly. “Yes.” 


Sadi chuckled. “Well… now you are asking us a question that we will all be bias about Inamarno.” She said.


“But I am bias as well Sadi.” Caliria told her quickly. “My dreams… he has filled my dreams for the last months. Him and all of you. I feel love and passion and desire for all of you pulling at me with such strength and I have never met you before now. If that does not tell me where I belong… nothing ever will. I feel… I can feel all of you within me. I feel so… so warm and at peace with all of you so close. With him so close. These things… I have never felt these things and yet they pull at me all of the time now. They are telling me I have found my place in this life. When I first saw him… touched him on that planet… it was as if a veil covering my eyes suddenly came off and my future was right there for the taking.”


“Why does that sound so familiar?” Carisia asked softly.


Caliria looked at her. “What do you mean Carisia?”


“It’s how all of us felt when we came together Caliria.” Ne'Veha answered her question. “We know exactly how you feel.”


“What is Andro like?” Sadi asked rhetorically with a small smile repeating Caliria’s question. “Well… to us he is the most beautiful man in the universe. He’s proud and strong. His body is; it is as if he was sculpted from the gods of ancient times on Earth. He tastes very good too I might add.” Sadi said with a brilliant smile. “He is exceptionally smart and not just book smart either. He has two different advanced degrees and he can talk Astrophysics in one single sentence and then switch to adolescent history classes in the next. And he is so incredibly gifted in our bed Inamarno, in size and talent equally.” She said unashamedly.


“That is the truth. By the gods that is the truth.” Ne'Veha spoke rolling her eyes in a sexy and provocative manner.


Caliria looked at her, smiling at her words and the swoon she saw from all of them. She may not have known him for more than a few hours but she so wanted to experience that. “And you are his Anome? His soulmate.” She said.


Sadi met her gaze. “Yes… but he does not love me anymore than he loves Carisia or Lu'ria or Ne'Veha. Or you Inamarno.”


“I think the proof of that is in his actions.” Devra spoke now. “I certainly did not expect him to do what he has done in order to retrieve you. Nor do what he has done in the last weeks in the search for you. He never faltered, never questioned that he would find you Caliria. And when he did find out where you were, he would have left everything behind in order to come to you if that is what it required. All of you would have.” She said. “At a time when your people need you the most.”


Caliria looked at her for a long moment. “Left everything behind? What do you mean mother?”


“Devra it is not important right now.” Sadi said softly. “She will discover it in time and we don’t want to overwhelm her right now.”


“But it is important Sadi, for it shows his commitment and love to her. To all of you. It was something I questioned at first… but no longer.” Devra said passionately. “To be willing to toss it all away as he was… I can not think of a more boisterous announcement of his feelings towards Caliria and all of you.”


Caliria looked back and forth between her mother and Sadi. “Ok… would you tell me what exactly you are talking about now?” She said.


Devra took her hand and squeezed it tighter. “You are now considered a wife and mate to a Lycavorian Caliria. Just as I now am and quite happily I might add. But the difference is… your husband is recognized as the Royal Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union. The first born son of the King and next in line for the throne of the Union.” Devra smiled at her with green eyes. “You are a Princess now daughter.”


Caliria stared at her for a long moment with those honeydew green eyes, unable to truly believe what she had just heard. Sadi, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria detected a slight spike in her scent. Honeydew melon scented and so very enticing, just like her eyes. Caliria blinked several times and then turned to Sadi. “KertaGai… Sadi… is this… is this true?” She gasped.


Sadi nodded. “Yes.”


“But why… why did I never see this in my dreams?” She asked softly. 


“Does it matter?” Sadi asked her with a smile. “Does it matter that he is a Prince of our people? It does not change how he feels for you Inamarno… for any of us. And there are times when he absolutely hates being Prince. There is much going on that you do not yet know about. You will learn what is happening as the days pass, but coming to get you was never a question Inamarno. It was only a matter of how much he would leave standing. He is very possessive of us as you no doubt have seen… as we are of him.”


“But to risk…?” Caliria asked softly.

“There is much more involved than just what those men allowed to happen with regards to you Caliria.” Devra spoke quickly.


Sadi nodded. “Your mother is right. There is also the matter of agreements and treaties between governments. And the consequences should those be broken. They facilitated in your abduction, they allowed it to happen within their borders. That is a violation of the agreement they had with Andro’s father. The Union tolerates no slavery! None! For any purpose!” Sadi spoke forcefully with real anger in her voice. “They went back on an agreement with his father knowing what the consequences could be if they were caught. They have since paid the price for their folly. The Union… Lycavorians within the Union are unlike those you know from Dutkne’s Protectorate Inamarno. We have known slavery at its worse under the High Coven, for so long. So many generations. The Union and all those who reside within its borders… most of them were touched by this slavery in some manner and they despise it Inamarno. They will squash it wherever it may reside if it is within their power. Andro, he would have done it alone if needed… but it just so happens that wasn’t necessary. You have… you have captured part of the heart of a man who is so very complex Inamarno. Just as we have. He has so many sides to him, so many responsibilities. We are his strength… just as he is ours. I have been in love with him since he was eight months old Inamarno. That is when I first met him. When he first spoke to me. I have had other relationships in the time before we discovered each other again, as he grew into a man. None that were ever very serious and until I saw him once more as a man, well I never thought or believed I would find what it was I was seeking.” Sadi’s eyes were bright as she remembered that day. “When I saw him again… well… it all fell into place. Just as it has for you.”


“I am… I am over three hundred years old Sadi. Older than him… older than all of you put together.” Caliria said.


Lu'ria laughed softly and leaned forward on the couch as Caliria looked at her. “You must understand something about Lycavorians Inamarno. Those ones who are truly powerful within Mindvoice… Andro, his father, any member of his family really, as well as a few hundred thousand across the Union. They have the unique ability to imprint their children with memories and images and even knowledge.” She said. “Andro’s father Martin is over three thousand years old but he did not truly know who he was until only three decades ago. He could not understand the many images that were passed to him from his father within his thoughts and dreams. Planets. Worlds. Battles. So many images that were passed to his father, the first King Leonidas, by his father before him, King Resumar. He is even today still learning to understand much of it. In essence… Androcles is far older than any of us simply because of the memories and the vast knowledge that has been passed to him within his blood. Knowledge that even Martin Leonidas still is trying to understand as King.”


“You are saying he carries the memories of his father and grandfathers within him?” Caliria asked in disbelief.


Sadi nodded. “In a manner of speaking yes. They are not active memories… but more like data storage cores. If he needed to… he could meditate and possibly bring those memories up. It is not a skill all our people have… just those of us who are truly gifted within Mindvoice. Those who are above what we call a Tier Four Mindvoicer. It is how we measure ones skill in Mindvoice really, by tiers.”


Devra nodded. “He certainly does not act as someone who is only twenty-six years old.” She said. “I noticed that when I first met him on his ship. His eyes hold wisdom that he should not have for one so young.”


It is a lot to take in Inamarno I know. Sadi reached for her within Mindvoice. Is what you feel wrong? Do you think it is wrong? Do you question what your heart tells you?


Caliria looked at her with wide honeydew green eyes. No… never! Never! She exclaimed easily this time, stunned at how casual it seemed to her to speak with her mind now. She shook her head slowly. I just… I don’t want these feelings to go away Sadi. I want to… I want to bask in them. I want to wrap myself within his arms and have him take me as many times as he wants to. As many times as I can stand it! I want all of you to do the same. I want to feel you all… taste you. I want these things too and I…


[And we will have these things Inamarno.] Andro’s deep voice filtered to her suddenly causing her eyes to go wide. The same voice she had heard in her dreams and then in his arms. So deep and soothing and filled with passion and love. It was slightly different somehow though and she didn’t understand right away. [First however… we must insure you know how to shield your thoughts. KertaGai… if you would please… Denali started gagging when Caliria began to describe the more intimate of her desires. Help her with her shields or none of us will be able to show our faces on our own ship.]


Sadi looked horrified that she hadn’t thought of it while Ne'Veha and the others couldn’t help but smile as well. [Oh my!] She said finally, her voice sounding like Andro’s just had Caliria noticed. Almost like an soft echo. [How much did…]


[Enough KertaGai.] Andro answered with a chuckle. [I will need several months at least to live it down now.]


[What did I do?] Caliria asked in shock now. She was smart enough to take notice that her words seemed to be more focused and channeled than before even with that soft echo and she realized that somehow they had erected some sort of barrier around their minds to shield what it was they were speaking of.


[You did nothing wrong.] Sadi told her. [I forgot… we are so happy to have you with us we forgot to shield what we have been speaking of. It is so others do not pick up our surface thoughts even by accident. We forgot to do this and those who can Mindvoice on our level and were paying attention heard every word. We will teach you so that it is second nature.]


[Who heard us?] Caliria asked shocked.

[The dragons and Andro’s brothers and sisters if they were paying attention. Bren as well perhaps and maybe some of the RD soldiers if they were keen enough to detect the new presence your imprint makes.] Sadi told her. [We are shielding now… that is why our voices and words are more focused and directed, and why it seems there is a very soft echo.]


[I will be able to do this?] Caliria asked.

Sadi nodded. [We will make sure of it.]


[Inamarno… your… your father has asked me to pass a message to you.] Ando spoke again.


“Father?” Caliria gasped looking at her mother. “Father is with you? He came with you mother! I did not see him on the ship we left on!” All of them could detect the slight elevation in her heart at the prospect that he had come to help rescue her. Devra could not bear to tell her daughter the truth, that her father had been against her rescue from the outset. She would find out about it soon enough on her own.


“Yes he is here.” Devra finally answered after she glanced at Sadi quickly.


[He would like to meet with you Inamarno. I have reserved the private officer’s lounge on deck three KertaGai. He will meet you there in thirty minutes.] Andro told her though he was not unwilling to explain it to her even further. [Caliria… I do not want you to hope for more than is there. I know… your mother has told me about this foolish ideal that your people have because of the color of one’s hair. Just do not expect… just be prepared.]

Caliria’s face took on a more serious look and she met her mother’s eyes. “He didn’t come with you to get me did he mother?” She asked finally.


Devra would not lie to her daughter and she shook her head slowly as she realized Andro must have told her. “No… no he did not.” She finally said.


“Then I do not want to see him.” Caliria hissed softly.


“He is still your father Caliria.” Devra spoke softly. “You can not change that no matter what you do.”


“He has never done anything to acknowledge or make my life easier. He has never had one word of praise or love for me in over three hundred years mother! It is as if I don’t even exist! Why should I care what he wants?” Caliria said. “He was with someone else within two years of you and him parting ways mother! As if what you had with him meant nothing at all! He does nothing unless it suits his advancement within the SBR! You know this!” 


“He is your father Inamarno.” Sadi said. “Enylarcopri and SirsanGai have issues as well with their fathers, but you must put it to rest as they have. If you do not it will stay with you for years.”


[Meet with him Inamarno. If only for a few moments to let him know what you feel inside you. Then I will meet all of you for dinner.] Andro spoke.


Caliria took a deep breath and nodded. “Will all of you be there with me?” She asked. “I do not wish to be alone with him.”


“If that is what you wish Inamarno.” Sadi said. “You are part of us now… our mate as well as Andro’s. We will always be with you.”


“Very well.” Caliria said softly.


[Good. After dinner… my sister Lisisa and your sister Arduri will be returning and we can greet them.] Andro spoke. [Your mother has the details to their arrival and she can fill you in on what Naesta is doing with my mothers. I’m sure my sister Eliani will want your time as well considering you are the one who did the majority of the work on the counter agent to the OSG chemicals.]

[I will… I will see you soon?] Caliria asked anxiously.


[Very soon. I need to address an issue before I meet you but it should not take me very long.] Androcles told her. [One hour Inamarno. And then we can talk of the future we can have together. All of us.]


Caliria smiled. [One hour then.] She said.


Andro turned away from the wall he had been staring at and looked at Denali. “Don’t say another word fervon!” He barked.


Deni laughed and shook his head. “See… now I get to hold this over your head.” He said. “And in Sadi’s own words! Wow… you are finished.”


“Bah!” Andro spat dismissing his brother with a wave as Sa'sur and Ardan walked up. They turned to face the two. “How are our guests settling in?” He asked sarcastically causing Sa'sur to grin widely.


Sa'sur held out the data pad as she smiled at him. “We’re lucky I decided to gas the ship before we attempted to board it. All of them had poison capsules situated in a false tooth in their mouths. One bite and they would be dead just like that idiot on Cranae Island.”


Ardan nodded and looked at Andro. “We had heard this through rumors and such…” He spoke. “I guess this confirms it.”


“Ardan… do you possibly recognize any of them? From around the capital area perhaps. I understand that there are quite a few Eridiani that go to schools on Austrova.” Andro asked him. “That has to be how they are obtaining some of their intelligence and keeping track of your people.”


“Surprisingly that is why I wanted to see them.” Ardan said. “I do not recognize any of them individually… but I do recognize this.” He held out the strip of cloth to Andro and waited for him to take it.


“What’s this?” Andro asked taking it.


“Andro… I need to coordinate with Admiral Lorian before we get to Hadarian space.” Sa'sur spoke. “And your grandfather is screaming epitaphs that you are even considering going there.”


Andro looked at her. “It is the only way to be sure Sa'sur.” He spoke. 


Sa'sur nodded her head. “I know. We should be hearing back soon on our condition that all Kavalian ships pull back to the edge of the system. They are only allowed to have a number equal to our Strike Wing. Do you think they will agree?”


Andro nodded. “Oh they’ll agree.” He stated. “They hold all the cards right now because they have my mother. They know that or at least they think that. They’ll agree. But that is why Manda will be there as well. Just in case.”


Sa'sur nodded. “Good.” She said. “I’ll let you know when we receive word back.”


Andro nodded and watched her turn and head down the corridor before he turned back to Ardan. “You were saying Regent Vu Lamurrion?”

Ardan looked at him. “I think after everything that has happened I would prefer if you called me by my name young man. You have earned it.”

Andro bowed his head slightly. “You honor me sir. I insist upon the same then.”

Ardan had figured as much and nodded in response. He pointed to the cloth Andro held. “It is a Vanari fabric… similar to what your people call silk.” Ardan answered. “It is only used in the clothes of the very wealthiest of Vanari. There are several different fabrics that look and feel similar, but this is the real thing.”


Andro looked at him. “I’m not following.” He said.


“This fabric is only available in one part of Austrova.” Ardan told him. “Because the different materials needed to make it are very rare, only three manufacturers are licensed to make this. All of them in Mydala our capital city… all of them near the Central Government Building and all of them with contacts within the Vanari government.”


Andro tilted his head to the side. “That would mean…”


Ardan nodded his head and crossed his arms over his chest. “Yes… this confirms, at least in part, that the OSG has spies within our government or they are at the very least working with those in our government.”


“That would mean whoever it is they are working with or for… that they know all about the OSG and their kidnapping of Vanari females.” Denali said.


Ardan nodded his head. “Yes. It also implies that they are giving them information as well. Whoever it may be. Perhaps even giving them detailed Intelligence on what ships or what locations to target and initiate their vile kidnappings.” Andro saw the much older Vanari’s face scrunch up in anger, his blue skin unable to hide the flush that spread across his cheeks. “I… I never wanted to believe this!” He snarled. “I never wanted to believe Vanari would sell out their own people for profit but this is too much of a coincidence and can not be ignored!”


Andro looked at Deni before turning back to him and answering. “We do know how that feels sir.” He said softly. “And we can sympathize with you in that regard.”


“No argument here.” Deni said.


“This is going to be very difficult for others to accept Androcles.” Ardan said honestly. “I would have a hard time believing it if I did not see it for myself.” He looked at Andro.  “I would like your permission to question the female OSG agent. Brendi Faith I believe her name is. Just myself and no one else in the room. You can monitor from outside the room if you wish… but I…”


“You’re going to try and get names aren’t you?” Andro said.


Ardan met his gaze. “Without names I can not begin covert surveillance.” He answered. “As a member of the SBR I do have some leniency and access to various skilled assets. But in order to use them I need names. I can not use them if the very people I must target are the ones who I must request their use from. Anything I do would be defeated before it even began. I must be careful in what I do.”


Andro nodded his head. “I don’t have a problem with that.” He replied immediately. “I do however recommend waiting until after Lisisa and Arduri return with her family. She will be more open to speaking with you then I think.”


Ardan nodded. “Yes… I see your point.” He said. “Your sister did not have to… they did not…?”


Androcles shook his head. “Lisisa and Zarah can be very discrete when they want to be.” He said. “In situations like that it pays to be half vampire as my mother says. They tend to have more patience than what Deni or I would have.”


“What will you do now that you have these men and they have violated your laws? They obviously entered this quadrant through Union space regardless of where they ended up. You have already proven that.” Ardan asked.


“Actually I was coming to see you to inquire if you would like to be present for a secure transmission I am going to initiate.” Andro said. “You would need to remain out of sight during the communication, I don’t want anyone to figure out how closely connected we are with the Vanari now, at least not until we want them too. And it will give you time to return to Vanari space and implement plans to disperse the compound Caliria and my mothers perfected to all of your people. Especially your females.”


Ardan met his eyes. “You are just going to give it to us?” He asked taken aback.


“Ardan… why would I keep this knowledge?” Andro asked him. “What possible reason would there be for that?”


“My people as a whole do not have the best track record of dealing with your species Androcles.” He said. “You know this.”


Andro nodded. “That may well be the case yes… but I would never hold back anything that would hamper another species or government if they were not outright enemies of my people. The Vanari are not enemies of my people as Dutkne has tried to tell you for so many years. This medical data is vital to your people Ardan; vital to your future. If however, your government still does not wish to change their views, if they choose to continue to live in the past and believe lies and falsehoods about my people, then I will simply do what I said I would do in the very beginning. I already have what I desire Ardan… and even her father will not be able to keep Caliria from me or change her mind about what she feels. We can do many things to alter the future and the path in front of us, but no matter what we try, you can not change destiny. It is part of my destiny to call Caliria wife and mate. Part of her destiny. I accepted this long ago and Caliria does as well. Now that we are finally together… it would be better if no one tried to change that.”

Ardan nodded his head, understanding the implied threat and surprisingly he could not be upset about it. He would make it a point to let the SBR know that to try and take Caliria Re Mydala from this young man would not be among the wisest decisions they have ever made. In fact, it would be downright suicidal.

“If the Vanari persist in their ways, they will simply have to find other trading partners. I will not allow my people or the Union to trade or conduct business with those who regard us as nothing more than animals.” Andro finished his statement. “But this… I would never demand concessions for something like this.”


Ardan looked at him quizzically as his words sank in. Ardan had been around many different people and he considered himself an excellent judge of character. Nothing that Andro had just told him was a lie of that he was certain. And he was right… the loss of the Lycavorian Protectorate as a trading partner would be devastating in terms of financial means. And if the Protectorate moved to merge with the Lycavorian Union as Dutkne had already said… then it would be this young man who would make that decision. And Ardan did not doubt for a second that he would do as he said. 

“Just who do you plan to contact?” He finally asked.


Andro grinned. “I’m going to go right to the source.” He said. “Come.”

CONSORTIUM SPACE
VAMSHI 


OSG REGIONAL COMMANDER HQ, ALPHA QUADRANT



Corbin looked up from his desk as Wendall came in with a frown on his face that could only mean one thing.


“What?” Corbin asked.


Wendall dropped the pad onto his desk. “Our people were too late.” He stated. “They got to Edolus too late. Your parent’s house was empty… both your parents and your sisters were gone. It appears as if they left rather quickly too. There were clothes and other items tossed about their rooms like they were packing very light and only taking what they needed.”


Corbin took the pad and rose to his feet his anger boiling over. “Fuck!” He swore using his arm to sweep all the items off his desk in one stroke. As the pads and light and two plaques smashed against the wall he turned to face the opposite wall and gain control of his anger. “Shit! Shit! Shit! These bastards move fast!” He snarled. “This is Brendi’s doing! She’s helping them! She has to be!”


“How can you be so sure?” Wendall asked.


“There is no way they could have got to my parents first unless she told them where to go.” Corbin stated turning to face him. “You found nothing?”


Wendall shook his head. “Whoever came and got them were like ghosts. We found the pressed site of four landing struts in a small field about four klicks outside the city. Bunch of really big prints of some sort… like claws or something.”


“Dragons.” Corbin spoke turning back to the wall and moving to the counter. “Jesus… they move fast.” He said to no one in particular. “Either their Drow scouts or possibly their Durcunusaan themselves. No one else has the skill to pull this off without getting noticed by our people on Edolus.”


“If it was their Durcunusaan… then that would mean one or more of their Royal family was involved in the snatch.” Wendall spoke. “They wouldn’t get involved otherwise… and we don’t know of any Drow who are paired with dragons except his new wife and the Drow Queen Aihola.”


“Which means it had to one or more of them.” Corbin said turning back to face him. “We need to negate the damage she could do with what she tells them Wendall. I want our people to go through all of her access and change whatever needs to be changed. Command Codes, any and all Access Nodes and Codes. Everything.”


“I’ll see to it.” He said. “What do we tell the Home Council?”


“I’ll inform them of what has happened.” He said in reply. “My sister is not the first OSG agent to defect. We have procedures in place.”


Wendall nodded. “Liquidation at any cost of all family members.” He said. “This isn’t going to put you in a very good light my friend.”


Corbin shook his head. “I have no reason to be afraid Wendall. The Home Council trusts me for a reason. They know where my loyalties lie. I will need to contact them…”


They both turned towards the door as it slid open and an OSG officer walked in. He faced Corbin smartly. “Colonel… we are receiving a transmission on an encoded channel reserved for your sister. You might want to see this sir.”


“Brendi is contacting me?” Corbin asked stunned.


“No sir.” The aide spoke. “The Lycavorian Crown Prince.”


Corbin’s eyes grew even wider. “Jesus… put it up.” He stated.


The aide moved to his desk and keyed in several sequences of numbers to allow the holo disc in the floor to flare to life. It shimmered briefly before locking in on the image of the tall and very powerfully built young Lycavorian man. He turned to face them in the transmission. It was obviously a narrow band transmission as all they could see was him and nothing in the background. They must have been somewhere he did not want them to see, or his sister was watching from the side. 


“You are Colonel Corbin Faith I presume? Colonel Corbin Faith of the Orionis Syndicate Group. A known criminal organization within the Beta Quadrant of galactic space. Is that not correct?” The young man asked his azure eyes bright and focused.


“Who the hell are you and how did you get this secure channel?” Corbin snapped rather forcefully.


“I have no doubts that you already know the answer to that question but if you wish to play that game… my name is Androcles Leonidas, Crown Prince and soon to be King of the Lycavorian Union.” Andro answered. 


“Where is my sister and how did you get her COM channel?” Corbin barked continuing to play dumb. “What is this all about?”


Andro shook his head slowly. “You are not much older than me Colonel Faith so please do not presume to play stupid with me. You will find I do not respond well to individuals who play games with me.”


“Ok… I’ll go along with you!” Corbin spoke in reply. “Yes I’m Colonel Corbin Faith… and the Orionis Syndicate is a legitimate Intergalactic Commerce Consortium. Now where is my sister?” 


“I am treating you as an intelligent person Colonel Faith so I ask that you do the same in return. Let’s be honest shall we… your organization is nothing more than a large, well funded and well trained group of petty criminals.” Andro spoke. “As to the whereabouts of your sister, if I am not mistaken, the transport that I sent to collect your family is arriving and she is no doubt greeting them as they disembark even now.” Andro answered. “She was quite insistent about that.”


“What exactly is the purpose of this communication again?” Corbin asked him.


“This communication has two purposes really. The first is a greeting.” Andro told him. “Just a short communication to advise you that I know exactly what you and the OSG are and to let you know that I am aware of what you are doing within the Alpha Quadrant.”


“Is that a fact?” Corbin spoke.


“Yes it is.” Andro said. “The Icalro Alliance no longer exists Colonel Faith.” Andro told him. “Their government died just over five hours ago.”


“The Icalro alliance?” Corbin spoke. “I don’t believe I have ever heard of them.” He said with a smile. “As you said… we are kind of new to this quadrant of space.”


Andro chuckled. “Yes… so very new.” He said sarcastically. “Since you will not take me serious I will come right to the point of my second reason for contacting you Colonel Faith of the OSG. That is to give you a warning.”


“A warning?” Corbin asked.


“I know exactly what you are… what your people are.” Andro said. “Those five men and three women operating your transport that were on Ontahe are now in my custody. They have been arrested and detained for trafficking in slavery within Union territory. They will be tried under these charges and be executed if that is their case.”


“You can’t be serious!” Corbin barked. “They… they did not come anywhere near Union space!”


Andro grinned at him. “And you just admitted to the crime as well.” He said. “Thank you Colonel Faith… now I will not have to work to get you to admit it. I will not feel so bad when I have your men executed either.”


“Slavery is not against the law in The Wilds!” Corbin snapped.


“It is however against several laws within Union space… which is where your ship ended its FDC jump from the Beta Quadrant before continuing into The Wilds.” Andro told him. “If you were as smart as you are arrogant you would have known that the Bontawillian Republic became part of the Lycavorian Union a little over fourteen months ago. Your ship jumped into BFR space carrying sixteen Vanari females, I believed they are called that. At least that is what Dutkne told me when he arrived in Union space shortly after your ship. Blue skinned Vanari females which were then sold to the Unsaur slaver Cyngi on Ontahe. Sold to him because of some powerful oil that they can supposedly secrete through their pores when aroused naturally or forced with chemicals such as you produce and inject them with. That oil makes whoever they touch when aroused compliant to them in some way, willing to do almost anything for their attention. Including divulging secrets of every form. The Unsaur Cyngi also happens to be very dead now by the way.”


“Dutkne?” Corbin asked his eyes going a little wider.


“Ah… you know Director General Dutkne of the Lycavorian Protectorate?” Andro said. “Then you should also know that in a few short weeks the Protectorate will be folded into the Lycavorian Union and our law will extend to Protectorate space as well. Into the Beta Quadrant of space.” Androcles told him. “I bet that just puts a crook in your ass doesn’t it. If your spies on Earth have told you anything it is that we do not tolerate slavery of any kind within Union territory. What you have done in the past by skirting Protectorate space or hiding in remote areas within their space will no longer be an option for you.”

“You assume an awful lot Prince Androcles.” Corbin snapped.

“Perhaps in your eyes but not in mine. Dutkne and those with him informed us of this ship and we did a little investigating and discovered that the Vanari females are quite popular among the OSG in order to make a profit. Oh… we of course rescued those Vanari females that Cyngi was holding and using against their will. And then we found your ship and crew trying to escape the area as we lay waste to that little haven of scum. It was quite a catch.” Corbin turned to look a Wendall quickly his eyes filled with questions as his senior aide and friend was typing furiously at another terminal trying to get information. “And no… the crew of this slaver ship was not able to commit mass suicide as was their plan no doubt. We discovered the poison capsules in their teeth and removed them before they were able to use them. They are all in cells right now… they will be interrogated quite thoroughly and then executed for their actions as I said.”


“You can’t be serious!” Corbin snarled. “Those are my people!”


“Yes… I know.” Andro spoke in response. “You should also be aware that we destroyed the OSG assassination team that you sanctioned and sent against my mates and I, but you probably already knew that given your spies here on Earth. The assassination team that you paid for and funded with resources given to you by the Kavalian Federation in order to kill me I might add. Getting them to Earth and then supporting them? That must have cost a pretty penny as my mother says.”

“I have no idea what in the hell you are talking about!” Corbin snapped as his temper continued to rise. 

Andro smiled once more and shook his head. “Colonel Faith you have taken sides against the Lycavorian Union, without really knowing what you were doing. You should never have taken that contract Corbin Faith. I don’t know why you have done this… for profit perhaps. It is the only thing I can think of other than to perhaps cause unrest or confusion within a sovereign government because you have allied yourselves with our enemy. It does not matter now though, and because you have taken it upon yourself to do that, it makes your organization move from the realm of simple criminals and murderers to the role of terrorists. We know how to deal with terrorists Colonel Faith.”

“You have no proof of anything!” Corbin barked.

“Actually I have all the proof I need. I have your sister Brendi. She was and is a valuable piece of information Colonel Faith, and she does not care for you in the least it seems. Thank you for her. It was not a wise tactical move to send her on the mission to kill me but thank you for her services nonetheless.” Andro said. “I will utilize them well… and perhaps she will find happiness here in the Union.”

“Where is she?” Corbin snarled. “You tell her I will see her dead! I’ll hunt her as long as I have too for betraying me!”

“She said as much… and that is why we removed your family from Edolus as well. It appears you have a rather nasty habit of using them as leverage against her and making her do things she does not want to do.” Andro stated. “She has asked for asylum within the Lycavorian Union and I have granted it. Your parents and sisters as well. If my sister is accurate in her brief report to me, your father said some rather unsavory things about you as well.”

“You are fucking with the wrong person boy!” Corbin growled at him. “She’ll betray you just like she has betrayed me! And I’ll find her!”

“Actually Colonel… it is you who are fucking with the wrong people!” Andro told him calmly. “Your willingness to side with the Kavalian Federation without all of the facts is a case in point. Your decision to transport slaves through Union space is another. This is what I will offer to you and your cohorts… unless of course you wish to be declared an enemy right now. In which case I will order the Protectorate to begin targeting any OSG base they know of in the Beta Quadrant and begin destroying them.”

“You’re threatening me?” Corbin snarled.

“You may call it a threat if you so choose.” Androcles said. “I call it a choice. Do you wish to hear what I have to say or can I just declare you and your friends enemies and go back to my dinner?”

“I’m listening aren’t I?” Corbin snapped.


“Then listen very good Colonel Faith.” Andro spoke. “Your sisters and parents are now under the protection of my family. Any attempt to come after them will result in consequences you cannot begin to comprehend. I also know the OSG has agents on Earth. I know how many and what their names are thanks to your sister Brendi. I will give you three days to contact each of these agents directly and have them deliver themselves to the Durcunusaan Command Base outside Sparta. If and only if they do this… they will be treated as guests of the Union… they will not be interrogated or incarcerated and they will be returned to Eridiani space unharmed within a week. If not… they will be arrested, interrogated and then they will be executed in the most efficient manner that we can come up with.”

“The Eridiani are…” 

Andro held up his hand before Corbin could finish speaking. “Do not attempt to distance yourself from the Eridiani government Colonel Faith. I know from what Dutkne has told me that their current administration wholly supports your organization in practically all that you do. I also know that many of the senior members in their Parliament, such as it is; those men and women also answer to the OSG.”

“The Eridiani Republic is a autonomous government and entity!” Corbin snapped. “They are recognized by every working government within the Beta Quadrant!”

“Yes they are. And their regime supports a terrorist organization such as yours, which in my own opinion makes them no better than you.” Androcles answered. “I have more to say if you don’t mind… and my food is getting cold.”

“You’re an arrogant prick aren’t you?” Corbin snapped.

“Some people have referred to me in that fashion.” Andro said. “I have never been one to care what others who don’t know me think of me however. Anyway… Dutkne has informed me that the Protectorate has a Mutual Non-Aggression Pact with the Vanari Empire. Buried in that treaty, there is a simple clause in Paragraph Twelve I believe… that clause relates to commerce between the Vanari and the Protectorate. Since the Union will be absorbing the Protectorate we will also be absorbing any contracts and treaties they have with other governments and species. All of these treaties will be reviewed and altered to the needs of the Lycavorian Union as a whole by our Senate, but that clause in regards to commerce will remain in place for the time being. Your kidnapping of innocent Vanari females for your sick perversions forces the Vanari to alter their usual shipping traffic and scheduling in order to avoid places you strike at their ships and therefore it then impacts the free commerce between our two peoples. This will cease immediately Colonel Faith, and all Vanari females that you have recently taken will be returned to them immediately or the locations where they are handed over. If this is not done it will force me to respond to protect Union interests in a manner you will not like.”

Corbin’s eyes grew wide and he stepped closer to the transmission. “Listen to me you snot nosed punk dog!” He snarled viciously. “You can’t threaten me! You can’t threaten us! Fuck you Lycavorian pig!”

Androcles nodded his head slowly. “Very well Colonel Faith.” He said. “Then as of this moment a state of war exists between the Eridiani Republic and the Lycavorian Union. I will order Protectorate ships to begin targeting their military facilities and command and control centers.”

Corbin’s eyes grew even wider. “What? You can’t do that? The Eridiani Republic has nothing to do with the OSG!”

“They support you Colonel Faith. They shield you and what your organization does to the Vanari and any non-Eridiani species from what I understand.” Andro spoke evenly. “In essence the OSG is the Eridiani government and you have a decidedly anti-alien policy at the forefront of your interaction with other species. Therefore I will act accordingly. Within eighteen hours we will be at war and full-scale operations will begin. I will crush the Eridiani Republic and in doing so… I will destroy your putrid organization. I will be killing two birds with one stone so to speak. You have been within the Alpha Quadrant long enough to know that we will do exactly as I say we will.”

“You’re fucking crazy!” Corbin shouted. 

“So I have been labeled before.” Andro said calmly. “And since you also attempted to assassinate my wives and mates and myself by accepting a working contract with the Kavalian Federation, now an avowed enemy of my people after what they have done, I will make it a point to put a bounty on your nubous head so large that every piece of sibfla bounty hunter in ten sectors will try to collect on it!” He finished that statement with a snarl. “The Consortium will have no choice but to kick you out of their space and I will make sure you are taken alive so that I can kill you myself. In the most painful way I can devise.” Andro’s eyes had changed now and his vicious dual looking fangs were fully extended. “Do not make the mistake of thinking I will not do this Colonel Faith. That would make you even more fucking stupid than you already appear!”

“The Eridiani won’t sit still for this!” Corbin barked. “They’ll fight!”

Andro nodded. “Yes they will. And they will lose.” He stated simply. “The Vanari people may not be willing to fight you because of something you hold over their heads, but I am not so limited. I will move to protect Lycavorian Union interests and if that means in the process that I have to protect whom Dutkne refers to as pompous and self-righteous Vanari to do it I will! I suggest you make a decision and do so quickly.”

“I can’t make that type of decision!” Corbin snarled at him. “I’m only one… one arm of the OSG!”

Andro stared at him for a long moment and then nodded his head. “Very well. I will give you twelve hours to contact whoever it is you need to contact. In that time the Protectorate will be mobilizing ships to fulfill my orders. Twelve hours Colonel Faith. Not one minute longer. After that all bets are off and I will see to it you, the OSG and the Eridiani cease to exist just as quickly as the Icalro Alliance.” Andro’s eyes and fangs retracted quickly and he forced a smile. “It has been a pleasure… and I expect to hear from you within the next twelve hours. Goodbye Colonel.”

Corbin opened his mouth to speak but the transmission was cut off from Androcles’s end. He spun around quickly, rage etched into his face now. “Fuck!” He swore as Wendall moved closer to him.

“What… what do we do?” He asked.

“I need to talk to the Home Council.” Corbin spoke as numerous scenarios were playing out in his head. “Have an emergency meeting called. Get all the Council members in attendance Wendall!”

“Man they are going to be pissed.” Wendall spoke.

Corbin looked at him. “That may be putting it mildly.” He stated.

SCIMITAR


“Pompous and self righteous?” Ardan asked as Andro turned to face him.


Andro shook his head with a small smile. “The longer that we keep them in the dark of our interactions sir, the better it will be. It buys us time to move assets into place. As my father says… “What our enemy doesn’t know will only hurt them.””


Ardan grinned. “I would like to meet your father one day young Androcles. I truly would. Now what assets were you referring too?” Ardan spoke.


“Assets to protect outlying Vanari colonies along your borders in case they decide not to take my offer.” Andro spoke. “Dutkne already has ships moving to do this right now, but it will be several days before they get into position to cover your remote colonies in case the OSG decides to act and use their chemical weapons. They can’t really do this however because right now they do not know that any Vanari know what is going on, and such an attack would cause the Vanari to respond with full scale war as well.”


“Androcles there is no such clause in the trade agreements or the MNAP that we have with the Lycavorian Protectorate.” Ardan continued. “Is there?”


“Not in the normal interpretation of the agreement sir but the OSG doesn’t know that. It is a matter of context.” Andro said. “And I doubt they will want to sift through the thousands of pages of different agreements you have with the Protectorate to discover it before they give me my answer.”


Ardan tilted his head slightly. “You have thought this through young man.” He said.


“Somewhat… yes sir.” He answered.


“All because of Caliria?” He asked softly.


“She is a big part of it sir… but I also believe that we could be powerful allies and friends to each other.” Andro answered him. “All that is required is that your people come to see we are not animals and inferior to them.”


“You speak of changing thousands of years of mistrust and questionable motives Andro.” Ardan said softly.


“Have I succeeded with you sir?” Andro asked.


Ardan didn’t even hesitate in his response. “Yes.”


“Then there is always hope.” He spoke. “I will allow you access to our computers sir. Download from them whatever it is you think will help you make your case to the Board of Regents. Once you have done that I will have a ship return you to CITADEL ONE before we enter Hadarian space. You will need to return quickly.”


“I will… I will do my best.” Ardan said.


Andro nodded. “I know. If you will excuse me… right now I have a date with five very beautiful women and I do not wish to keep them waiting.”


Ardan nodded as Andro smiled and then turned to begin walking down the corridor with Denali right beside him. Deni resisted the urge to look at his brother as they walked but reached out within Mindvoice instead.


[Do you trust him enough to give him access to our computers Andro?] Deni asked.


[He won’t have complete access Deni; I think you know me better than that.] Andro said in reply.


[So you don’t trust him?] Deni said.


[Right now fervon… the only people I trust are my family and blood.] Androcles told him. [Inamarno and her mother and siblings and the other females we have rescued aside… the Vanari have done nothing to make me want to trust them. Ardan is right… they have people within their own government who are working closely with the OSG and probably making a tidy profit in selling their own people. Whether Ardan or Coren are involved in that in some way is still up in the air in my opinion. Call me a pessimist if you will but Dutkne feels the same way and outside of our family, I trust him the most.]


[Sibfla… I’d call that good instincts.] Denali answered.


[We are treading within waters that I am unsure of fervon.] Andro admitted. [I don’t know what is going to happen in the future. And even though father tried to prepare us to deal with the unknown… it truly frightens me.]


Denali nodded. [Me as well.] He stated. [So what do we do?]


[Right now… all we can do is react to what is happening around us.] Andro answered. [We are not controlling the events for the moment. Others are. Once everyone shows their hand then we can begin to formulate our own plans.]


Denali looked at him as they turned the corner in the corridor and left the sight of Ardan. He stopped then and looked at his older brother as Andro came to a halt and faced him. “We’re talking about war aren’t we Andro?”


“Given what we think is happening Deni… I don’t think there is a way for us to avoid it.” He replied softly. “No matter what they have done to our mother… what he has forced her to do I fear… I will not allow our uncle to keep her. Nor will father. That would be a total betrayal of her as our mother. She may not have been the one to birth us… but she is still our mother in every sense of the word. All of them are and always have been.”


Deni nodded his head. “I have never questioned that. None of us have Andro… you know that.”


“Then I fear I will need to do what needs to be done. What father would do but can’t because he must maintain the façade that he is dead. They have killed hundreds if not thousands of our people Deni. Many of them in our very own city! Father’s city! The place we call home! I will do what I must brother… but they will not get what it is they want and that is not going to make them very happy.” Andro said shaking his head. “No matter how much I try Denali… all that I do… everything that is happening, it is pushing me towards that decision Deni. I can’t see any other alternative no matter what direction I look in. And it is not a decision I wish to make but it is a decision I will make.”


“Have you talked to father?” Deni asked.


Andro shook his head. “Not until tonight before we enter Hadarian space. All of us need to be there Deni. Let Lisisa and the others know when she returns. I will inform Eliani and Jomann as soon as I am able to pull them from each other’s arms.”


Deni nodded. “I’ll take care of it.” He said. 


“We must be strong as a family in the coming weeks Deni.” Andro said. “That is when our faith will be tested the most.”

CURILA 6


Martin Leonidas extracted himself from Dysea’s embrace slowly so as not to wake her and lifted his upper body off the bed. He watched her immediately roll over and fold herself into Anja’s arms, her face tucking neatly into the crook of Anja’s neck and shoulder. Their scents filtered to him, passing through him and invigorating him but he fought down the urge to take one of his Queens. Bella slept between Anja and Cirith, her head resting gently on Cirith’s slim shoulder. 

Cirith.

She had joined them in their bed at his Queen’s insistence, and when they all ganged up on him he knew there was no winning the discussion. He had to admit though; Cirith was a very striking woman. Her lithe body was firm and muscular in one sense, but also had lush curves. She smelled of light cherry vanilla and even in the few days she had been here he was finding it harder and harder to ignore her. The single area within his mind that Anja had seen that day, the one that rippled softly and was unlike the others in their calmness, that area was now calm and smooth just as those that represented Aricia, Dysea, Anja and For’mya. The one that he thought represented Isabella no longer rippled and was as serene as the others and he did not know why that was. It had only changed after Cirith had arrived and he was reluctant to go there very often now for he did not want to see that it was Cirith who that window represented and not Isabella. Her firm and inviting breasts were exposed for his eyes to see while the sheet covered her lower body but he frightened her Martin knew. He could smell that from her. Yet he could still also smell the desire wafting from her, and that was stronger. It was quite obvious from the way their scents mingled together that she had already shared sexual pleasure with Dysea, Anja and Aricia when he had been training away from their home. Her cherry vanilla scent was mixed quite provocatively with the scents of his other wives and their combined scents filtered from Cirith easily. He shook his head slowly. They were so much better than him at seeing past walls and barriers of emotion and reaching right for the core of an issue. They had fully accepted that Cirith belonged with them, and they were making it a point to insure she knew it as well.

Dysea he knew, she needed the attention and love after what she had endured, and he had made extra time for them to be alone, though it was hardly enough in his eyes. Even being dead did not relieve him of the duties he had to perform. At times he loved his Melda Min until she was crying out his name, other times he simply held her tightly in his arms as they watched the sky and stars like they used to in Eden City, the others curled up with them, their skin touching in some manner. Her natural psyche was very nearly back to her old self and the sharpness and confidence of her mind was returning more and more each day. A large part of that, the larger part was him he knew, but the second part was the love she received without question from Cirith and the others. He had thought perhaps Bella would be jealous of her but he had been very mistaken. It was Bella who encouraged Cirith to be among them more than the others, and it was Bella who finally tipped the scales when it came to her staying with them in their bed. It was as if she knew what role Cirith would play in their future, and it had been her who had told him that Cirith had never been meant for his father and Gorgo, but for him and the rest of them. Martin still harbored some doubts and questions in that regard, but he could not deny the growing attraction to her, or the love she had already shared with his other Queens.


Looking at them as he knelt between their bodies on the bed, Martin Leonidas wondered how he had ever come to love so many different women in the same way and with such emotion and power. Aricia was his anome yes, and she would always have that extra part of him that the others did not, but his love for each of them knew no bounds. Every day that his Kinsoaurgai was away from them, every single moment that she endured whatever horrors his brother was submitting her too, Martin Leonidas died inside. With a soft but heavy sigh, Martin slipped from the bed and reached for his pants. They had long ago stopped sleeping with clothes on for they craved the touch of each other’s skin against one another and the warmth of their naked flesh. As he turned to move into the main room he didn’t see Aricia’s azure blue eyes open and follow his movements. 


Martin maneuvered his six foot two; two hundred and thirty-eight pound frame as nimbly as someone half his size. It was amazing to many people the physical power he held within his sculpted body, as well as the known Mindvoice power. There were very few who could really stand in his presence without being uncomfortable in some way, and that bothered him to the extreme. He had no idea of the swoons of thousands of Lycavorian females who would throw themselves at his feet if he so wanted as desirable as he was to them. His Queens made certain that no female wolf would ever attempt that. All of them were extremely possessive of him and on more than one occasion had slapped down the advances of other females without him even knowing it.  

Martin needed no light to navigate to the kitchen area of their Master Quarters easily and he turned on only a soft sidelight in order to pull a mug of coffee from the large pot that had finished brewing only moments before. He sugared his coffee lightly and left the small light on as he moved around the massive kitchen table and through a set of double doors into a large spacious room with several couches and chairs. The room had bookshelves lining the rear walls to either side of the double doors and the entire west facing wall was empty. He crossed to a huge desk that occupied one corner of the room and typed quickly on the desk console. A soft whirring sound alerted him to the fact that the overhead Dragon Armor shields were retreating along with the layered glass partitions and exposing the entire west wall to the rising dawn and cool morning breeze. 

Curila 6 was a temperate planet, always remaining in the low to mid seventies during the night and never reaching higher than the low nineties during the day. There was never humidity and they were still two months from the rainy season which would last four months. It would rain for several hours nearly every day before the sun broke through the clouds and chased the dreariness away and it would remain sunny and warm for the rest of the day and well into the evening where the cycle would start again.


Martin moved to stand in the center of the window, the Dragon Armor shield and glass full retracting and he stared out into the darkness as the first fingers of the rising sun began to stretch across the horizon. The coolness of the morning breeze danced across his skin and allowed him to smell her before he saw or heard her. He didn’t turn as she padded up behind him confidently and completely naked, her delicious lavender and coco scent filling his nose. The somewhat shy and inexperienced woman he had met over twenty-five years ago was long gone, to be replaced by the confident and powerful woman that was his anome.


“What is troubling you Beloved?” Aricia asked as she slid her arms around his waist and maneuvered her supple, five foot seven frame to his front, pressing close against him. “It is something to do with our Kinsoaurgai isn’t it?” 


Martin looked down into her face and her beautiful eyes. Aricia Leonidas had an uncanny knack for sensing his many different moods and recognizing them for what they were and then informing her fellow Queens so they could address it. No one followed her out of their bedroom and Martin knew she had deduced this was a pureblood issue and only the two of them would truly understand. He reached up and stroked her cheek watching her eyes close in delight at his touch. Aricia was the youngest of his Queens in actual age yes, but since the events on Enurrua, she had changed. She was so much tougher now, both physically and mentally, and Anja and Dysea and the others instinctively looked to her when it concerned him. She had a way of knowing what he was all about, sometimes even before he did. Her lavender and coco scent could and did always excite him; perhaps more than any of them, and his other queens knew Aricia had touched a part of him that only she would ever see.


“I… I can’t help but feel that every day she is their prisoner, every day she has to endure my brother she… I am losing her Saaraurano.” Martin said softly.


“Then you believe…” Aricia began to ask the question but stopped herself because of the vileness it made her feel.


Martin nodded. “Yes. I believe what Eli and Andro believe but will not tell their brothers and sisters fully. It is the only thing that makes sense Saaraurano, the only thing that would give him reason to think he can reclaim the throne.” He lowered his forehead to hers. “And it is my fault.”


Aricia’s azure eyes grew wide and she pulled back and looked at him. “How can you say it is your fault?” She exclaimed louder than she had intended. “You are not doing these things Beloved! You could never do these things!”


“I struck you and her both Aricia.” He stated softly.


“Don’t you dare hold that action against yourself, I forbid it!” Aricia spat. “That was not you Martin Leonidas. That was never you!”


“It was part of me.” He said. “They were brothers Saaraurano, and their blood is also in my blood.”


“No!” She snapped. “No matter the blood that flows in your veins Beloved… your mind is your own. He was controlling you before… the blood you share allowed him to do this without you knowing. Once you recognized this… you took actions to stop it! That is who you are!”


“It was still me.” Martin said.


Aricia shook her head. “Martin Leonidas you are the most simparryr matha con man I have ever known!” She spoke pulling on his hand and drawing him to the couch. She pushed him down into a sitting position and then lowered her body onto his lap.


“He is my brother Saaraurano.” Martin said. “He is my brother and if I had killed him when my instincts told me too, we would not have to deal with this now. For'mya would not have to endure what she is enduring. She can’t feel us within Mindvoice… we can’t feel her! She thinks I am dead… he would have told her Andro took your life to save you the pain of living without your anome. That is what she believes! Who knows what else he has told her? Lied to her about? He is using her for his own foul purposes and goals Aricia! Manipulating her to do what he wants! There is only one way he could possibly make an attempt at the throne and if she has had to do this she must be lost!” 


“You are no murderer Beloved! You could no more take the life of your brother in full view of your mother’s eyes than any man could!” Aricia exclaimed. “We have always taught our children to never draw blood from family! That is what gives us our strength my love! We may argue and fight and be prideful for a time, but never have our children drawn blood from each other. It is a sin to all of them.”


Martin nodded his head. “I know that Saaraurano.” He said softly. 

“And no matter what our Kinsoaurgai has had to endure… no matter what she has been forced to do… this does not make us love her any less!” Aricia said.

“I know this Saaraurano… but because of my failure so long ago, our son has now had to take the life of his cousin! His blood! Because of my failure For'mya has…” Martin shook his head unable to say it. “I know what burden he carries for that Aricia! I see it in his eyes every time I talk to him! Yes… he was rescuing Lu'ria and she was to be his wife and mate… but he still feels shame for doing what he did! And it is because of what I have taught them. What I could not do myself!”


“Martin you must stop this self flaying.” Aricia said. “It is not you Beloved. It has never been you.”


“All of my skill… all of my power and abilities… and I have never felt so utterly helpless Saaraurano.” He spoke. “I should have seen all this coming!”


“Are you a god my love?” She asked.


Martin looked at her with wide dark eyes. “What?”


“Are you a god?” She asked again.


“What kind of question is that? No… I’m not a god! Jeez!” Martin exclaimed. “There are enough of our people who think I’m something more than I am… I don’t need you to start believing that too.”


Aricia took the mug of coffee from his hand and used her PK power to move it to the knee high table on the side of the couch. Once it was lowered completely she brought her hands up and took his face between them. “This is what I believe Beloved.” She told him, tossing her head back and her long raven black hair flipping to one side of her face. “I believe that you are something more. I…”


“Aricia…” Martin began to speak.


“Shut up and let me speak!” She snapped playfully leaning forward to nibble on his lips and keep him from talking. “There are… there are men and women throughout history my love, Spartan history, Earth history, Lycavorian history. Men and women who have risen above the norm. They have been scholars and leaders. Your father, your grandfather. Canth. Sumar. So many in our history alone. You are not just a man my love… you are a symbol. A burning light for so many others to see and to follow. You are a god Martin Leonidas… to me… to Anja… to Melda Min, all of us. You are a god because no one in the universe could make us feel what you do. You are our god.”


Martin looked at her. “Well I’m glad you feel that way Saaraurano but…”


“Son vada carians Martin… will you just shut up and let me finish!” Aricia’s soft voice echoed in his ears. Aricia smiled as she caressed his face.
“Have you never wondered why we love you so?” Aricia continued.


Martin turned his smiling eyes back to her. “I had hoped it was because of my charming personality.”


Aricia smiled. “There is much to love about you Beloved. Aside from the fact that you are incredibly handsome, so very powerful and so uniquely gifted in a way most females will never experience…”


“Aricia…”


“You are an inspiration Martin my love.” She continued cutting off his reply. “You have an indomitable will to succeed in all that you do… but you will not sacrifice your values and morals to accomplish this goal. This is why so many follow you, look up to you. In many ways they may view you as a god because you can do things that most can not, but they see in you the best and brightest hope for their future more than anything.” She said. “Just as people believed these things about your father and your grandfather. You exude hope to so many Beloved, and compassion and reason. And the power and strength to reach out and grab onto that and keep it safe.”


“Yet I can not keep a woman that I love safe from the horrors she is enduring now. How do I know she will not hate me for letting her go through these things because I am here and I am alive when she thinks me dead.” Martin said.


Aricia shook her head. “You give our Kinsoaurgai far too little credit my love.” Aricia spoke softly. “You are her center, the core of her being, just as you are with all of us. She will not be angry with you Martin, she will be ashamed for what she has been forced to do if what you think has happened is true.” 


Martin nodded his head. “And because she feels this way about me it causes her pain. Because she loves me… it causes her pain Saaraurano. Because I failed to eliminate my brother when I had the perfect opportunity, she is now experiencing pain by what he is forcing her to do. What I fear he has forced her to do.”


“Do you think for a moment she would do things differently even if she knew you were alive, if it protected you? Protected our family? Those that she loves?” Aricia asked. “She would endure any pain, any hardship if ultimately it protected you and us. Any one of us would do the same thing… just as you would. You know this Martin!”


“She is my mate! Our mate! And while she endures agony I am hiding here!” Martin hissed angrily. “I should be out there! I should be out there finding her and bringing her back to us!”


“And if they knew you were alive… she would be dead Martin.” Aricia said. “You know this as well as I. Your brother would not hesitate to kill her if he knew you were alive. You are not forsaking her Beloved… you are protecting her from certain death with your actions. Will you love her any less if what you believe has happened?”


“NO! Saaraurano no!” He exclaimed. “She is a part of me! A part of us!”


Aricia nodded. “You must trust in our son Martin. If she is on Hadaria at this meeting… then Andro will find a way to tell her that you are alive.”


“And what if her grief over having to do what my brother has forced her to do is too much when she discovers that I am still alive?” Martin asked softly. “Then her love for me will have killed her as surely as if I pulled the trigger myself.”


“She is stronger than you know Beloved.” Aricia said. “You did not choose weak minded females to share your life and your bed Martin Leonidas. And if she knows that your love for her, that our love for her still burns just as brightly as it always has, do you honestly believe she would throw it all away in grief?”


Martin was silent for a long moment before finally shaking his head “No.” He said softly. “No… that is not her.”


Aricia smiled. “You know us better than you think you do my love.” She said. “But you must leave this pity and these feelings of hopelessness behind you. They are not who you are Martin. They have never been who you are. You are an Alpha my love. A man of action and power but also intelligence and patience. When the time comes we know you will act. We will all act Beloved. We did not choose a weak man to share our bed either you know, despite how easily you turn us to putty in your arms.”


Martin looked into her azure eyes for a long heartfelt moment before speaking. He then reached up and caressed her cheek. “Saaraurano I…”


Aricia placed a finger on his lips and shook her head. “No.” She said. “I already know how you feel of me Beloved. Now… enough of this… take me in your arms and let us return to our bed. Our son’s heartbeat within Bella’s womb will calm you and return the focus to you. And we want you to begin to show more of yourself to Cirith as well.”


“Aricia…” He spoke as he wrapped his arms around her and stood up easily, feeling her ankles lock behind his ass cheeks.


“She belongs with us Martin. And that is part of why you are feeling these things. You are questioning your growing feelings for her. I can smell it deeply within you my love, the others can not because they are not pure as we are, but I know it is there.” Aricia said leaning forward and nuzzling his neck. “She belongs with us Martin Leonidas… among us… sharing our lives and there is no doubt about that and I know you can feel it. All of us do. That is why you feel what you feel. Part of it does not sit well with you. You must get past this. If you fear Bella will think badly of you than you can dismiss that as well. This woman was meant for us by a power beyond our ability to understand and Isabella knows that. She embraces that because she knows you love her. As do we all.”


“You know… I really hate it when they send you to talk to me.” Martin spoke with a grin as he walked towards their bedroom. “It’s not fair you know. Ganging up on me like that. I never win any arguments when you do that.”


“You don’t seem to mind too much when we lavish you with attention though.” Aricia said with a twinkle in her eye.


“Well… that’s different.” He said.


Aricia chuckled as they entered the bedroom. Martin looked over and saw all of them awake on the bed, Dysea and Anja with their heads on Isabella’s swollen abdomen and listening to the heartbeat of the child growing within. Isabella’s face beamed, her hands resting on both Anja’s and Dysea’s shoulders. Dysea looked up and held out her arm for them.


“Come Nauta Melme.” She said softly. “Listen to our son’s heartbeat and let us plan how we will retrieve our Kinsoaurgai.”


Martin looked at Aricia and then let his eyes go to Anja. Her Persian red hair spilled over Cirith’s shoulder for Cirith was spooned against her from behind. Her jade green eyes met his and she lifted her head. “What… did you think we don’t have plans to bring her back to us just like you do?” Anja said with a predatory smile. “Get over here so we can talk about how we are going to skin some cats!”


Martin Leonidas carried his Anome to the bed and into the embrace of the women that he loved so much. As he released Aricia and lowered his head gently to Isabella’ abdomen to listen for his unborn son’s heartbeat he didn’t see the look that Isabella gave to Cirith as she drew her closer. Bella’s face was beaming as Cirith scooted closer to her and they shared the look of two women who knew.

As he listened to the strong heartbeat within her womb Martin knew that between them they would devise a plan to return their Kinsoaurgai to them. 

Of that Martin Leonidas had little doubt.

CONSORTIUM SPACE
VAMSHI 


OSG REGIONAL COMMANDER HQ, ALPHA QUADRANT

“How bad is it Colonel Faith?” The man in the center chair asked.


“I will not lie to you Chief Executor Wynn. It’s not good.” Corbin answered slowly and with great care.


“Colonel Faith you may dispense with the hesitation on your part.” The older woman spoke from her chair. “You loyalties are not now and have never been in question. You long ago proved that. You are our most experienced Regional Commander and we value your insight in everything. You were only following orders Corbin.”


“Executor Rall is correct Corbin.” Wynn spoke again. “It appears we made a mistake in associating ourselves with these Kavalian dogs. The consequences of our actions were not fully revealed to us by the Kavalians and are only now becoming apparent.”


“No sir they were not.” Corbin agreed as he breathed easier knowing he wasn't going to be blamed for what had occurred.


“These Lycavorians… they are vastly different than those we are familiar with here in the Protectorate.” Wynn spoke. “They are far more militant in many ways.”


Corbin nodded his head. “Yes sir.” He answered. “I believe it stems more from human history than anything else. Spartans to be exact. When they came to Earth that is where they resided. They are the reason the Spartans had such a reputation in Earth’s history. And since King Leonidas returned to the Union, that Spartan tradition and heritage has spilled outward across the Lycavorian Union in hundreds of different ways. It makes them… it makes them far more dangerous sir.”


“Indeed it does. We are certain the Union has your sister?” Rall asked.


Corbin nodded. “Yes ma’am.” He replied. “Prince Androcles admitted it openly in his communication with me. He is also holding one of our transport ships and the crew. His overall intention with them is unclear but he has said he will interrogate them and then execute them for slave trading and transporting slaves through Union space.”


“And your sister?” Rall prodded.


Corbin shook his head. “I do not know what his intentions are ma’am.” He answered honestly. “If he had simply planned to kill her after interrogating her he would not have gone to the trouble of evacuating my parents and my twin sisters from Edolus.”


“And there is no way we can strike back at her for this?” Rall asked.


Corbin shook his head slowly. “She had no real friends… no one she cared about with the exception of our parents and sisters ma’am. She has betrayed us, there is no question about that, but aside from sending Kill Teams after her within Union space I see no way we can hurt her. And if we do that… we risk him retaliating regardless of what we do.”

  
“How did we miss that these Bontawillian fools became part of the Union so long ago?” Another man asked from his chair.


“I have my own people working on that Executor Timmons, but it appears they kept it out of the main stream of their Netnews reporting and we do not have people high enough within their military and government to advise us of these types of things.” Corbin answered. 


“Will this Androcles Leonidas do as he says he will do Corbin?” Rall asked.


Corbin met her eyes and nodded slowly. “I believe he will ma’am.”


“Do we know anything more about him than the standard Intel Profile?” Wynn asked. “There is not much information in the file.”


Corbin shook his head. “Getting information on any member of the Leonidas family is a tricky proposition sir. If you delve too deeply into information that is not public, their Krypteria will immediately take notice of you. They are not an organization that we want after our agents Executors. Our agents on Earth have lasted this long because they are careful not to invite any undue attention to themselves and their questions about the Royal family fall within normal public speaking or news announcements. Any kind of information on Prince Androcles and his wives is at a premium right now because of what has happened and that is why we were able to obtain the plans to the tunnels beneath his estate even with the close watch on them since his father was assassinated.”


“I find it interesting that he picked this one clause from their Mutual Non-Aggression Pact to use.” Wynn spoke evenly. “The Protectorate has twenty-six Trade Agreements with the Vanari and yet only this one paragraph in the MNAP mentions this language. Using military means to secure Cross Border Commerce? Which Vanari SBR member helped to forge this agreement?”


“Regent Re Mydala.” Corbin answered. “It is one of the first things I looked up before contacting you. Coren Re Mydala, not his former wife.”


“Truly?” Wynn said thoughtfully. “I was under the impression he was a vanguard of the anti-Lycavorian movement among the SBR and the regular Board of Regents.”


“Re Mydala… didn’t we just give approval for an operation which involved someone of that name?” Timmons asked. 


Corbin nodded his head. “Yes sir. Regent Re Mydala’s oldest daughter. She is a very gifted researcher and was conducting secret experiments outside the realm of the Vanari SBR to find a counter to our chemical weapon.”

The woman Rall nodded. “Ah… yes I remember now. We’ve had her under surveillance by several different assets and when we felt she was getting too close to actually discovering a way to counter our Chemical Enhancement Serum we acted. She was taken in a monthly raid as she was returning from a University trip.”

Corbin nodded again. “Unfortunately she was among those transferred here to the Alpha Quadrant and sold to this Unsaur Cyngi. If she is still alive, she will be one of those rescued by the Lycavorians.” He said. “Though I doubt they will discover who she is right away, there is always that possibility. Director General Dutkne of the Protectorate seems to have garnered a position of high importance within the Union and this is allowing them to facilitate a quicker transition of power.”  

“If he orders this, can the Protectorate respond?” Wynn asked.

Corbin nodded. “Easily Chief Executor.” He answered. “Their military fleet is more than a match for the Eridiani even with their Dreadnoughts. And we all know how they fight on the ground. Even our genetically enhanced soldiers would be hard pressed to stand against a full assault of Lycavorian troops Chief Executor. The chances would drop to nothing if any Union troops were deployed to the Beta Quadrant to help them enforce this action. Lycavorian Union ground troops are, for lack of a better term sir, they are game changers. Even a single company of Lycavorian Spartans could wreak havoc among the Eridiani.”

“And the Vanari are not involved in this?” Timmons asked.

Corbin shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t have enough information to determine that sir.”

Wynn sat slowly back in his chair. “No… if the Vanari were involved in this in any way we would know about it.” He said. “I checked before coming to this meeting. All of the Senior Regents are accounted for. Coren Re Mydala and Ardan Vu Lamurrion departed aboard Vu Lamurrion’s ship roughly two weeks ago. Our contacts within the SBR say he is grieving the loss of his daughter and Vu Lamurrion is his closest friend and ally. Regular checks on their position have turned up nothing abnormal. They are still out along the border region.”

“None of the older members of the SBR or the normal Board of Regents really trusts the Protectorate or Lycavorians.” Rall spoke as she sipped a large glass of wine. “Quite a few of their younger Board members are beginning to think otherwise, but we have done much to keep this at a status quo. None of them will vote against the older and senior members of the Board and any veto of the SBR’s directives needs to be by two thirds of the Normal Board of Regents. They would never go to the Lycavorians in order to ask for their assistance.”

Wynn nodded. “And every year we gain more slots in their schools and soon we will be able to move against their government as a whole and take them all down. Once we control those senior people… we’ll control how many females we can take and when. And we will not have to limit ourselves to the dark haired ones either.”

“It will also give us access to their abundant supply of Lanthium Ore.” Rall said. 

“It is troubling that the Protectorate was able to design and manufacture advanced fusion engines without us discovering it however.” Wynn said. He looked at Corbin. “Are our reports on Union technology accurate Corbin? Do they have access to some sort of advanced alien ship that their core discoveries are derived from?”

“That is what our intelligence believes Executor Wynn?” He said.

“I asked if there is any proof of this?” Wynn spoke.

Corbin nodded his head slowly and carefully. “There are some indications Executor Wynn… however nothing that can be firmly proven beyond a doubt.”

“So let’s find out.” Timmons snapped. “Get someone inside their military in a position to discover this. Or within their scientific community perhaps.”

“That would be infinitely harder than you suggest sir.” Corbin spoke.

“Why?”

“There are very few humans that are within the Durcunusaan ranks Executor Timmons.” Corbin told him. “The physical demands to provide inclusion into their ranks are very nearly impossible for a human to achieve as they stand right now. There are perhaps a dozen or so who have achieved this goal and that is only because they have either been trained from a young age or raised by Lycavorians or vampires to be able to perform at optimal levels for a human.”

“Can we recruit them?” Rall asked.

Corbin shook his head quickly. “Attempting that would be a mistake Executor Rall.” He told her. “Members of the Durcunusaan are ruthlessly vetted. Those humans who have been accepted into their ranks would be impossible to turn because of what they went through to obtain that status. Any new influx of human candidates that were able to complete the training would invite interest and then their genetic improvements would be found.”

“So?” Timmons snapped.

“Genetic improvements such as we use are strictly forbidden within Lycavorian Union space Executor Timmons.” Corbin said. “They have no issues with using genetic altering or means to advance their many medical abilities, but to use them to actually improve physical and mental endurance, strength and such, no. That is not something they practice or allow. There are humans here who were among those who broke away from the original Eridiani during the time of The Schism, and they hold relatively high positions in many fields. One is even President of Earth, but they would neither support nor protect us in any way should we go to them.”

“They are humans!” Timmons protested.

Corbin nodded. “They are humans who have endured centuries of slavery and oppression under the Vampire High Coven. They are humans who watched Leonidas come to power and then gave back to them what the High Coven took away. Importance. There may be some who collaborated with the Coven who would accept our offer, but they are becoming fewer and fewer in number through the years. Leonidas choosing to have Sparta be the unofficial seat of power within the Union showed them that humans are equals to him and the other non-human species. They embraced that. I think you will find that behind the Lycavorian people themselves and then the elves, humans have become the most tenacious when defending the Union and what it does.”

“Traitors!” Wynn snarled. “They are all traitors to their kind. They were traitors then and they are still traitors. We do not need them. We will find other ways to gather this Information. We always do.”

“What about Leonidas’s demands?” Rall asked.

“Corbin… what do you propose?” Wynn asked.

“You are asking me sir?” He responded very surprised.

“You have been within the Alpha Quadrant for nearly three years. You have a better understanding of events and people there. And you need to begin to take more responsibility since one day you will sit on this Council with us.” Wynn said. “What is your assessment? Will he follow through with his threats?”

Corbin thought quickly, looking down at the floor and then back up to the faces in the transmission. “All the intelligence we have suggests that it would not be conducive for us to oppose what he is demanding. There have been very few in the last years that have survived for very long when they have gone against his father if he considers you criminal in nature. All of the intelligence we have now, as little as it is, this suggests that Androcles Leonidas is even harsher when it comes to those he considers criminals. In order to stop the influx of troops and ships moving to the planet Hadaria he ordered that the Jump Gates there be destroyed. Nearly three million civilians who were fleeing the planet at the time were killed by the resulting detonation. Yes… I believe he will do exactly as he says he will as much as I hate to admit it Executor Wynn.”

“So you believe we should placate him?” Wynn asked. 

“He is demanding only that we give up the agents and assets that my sister Brendi knew about sir.” Corbin spoke. “There are several she has no knowledge of. I took the initiative and placed them myself.”

“And the Vanari?” Rall asked. “His request does not seem odd to you in any way Corbin? That he would do this?”

“As you said ma’am… there is nothing to suggest he is involved with or working with the Vanari. In fact… given his tone of voice when he spoke to me in regards to them, and the way Director General Dutkne described them to him, I do not think he cares for them in the least. The Leonidas family is quite famous for not tolerating any kind of arrogance and the Vanari are nothing if not arrogant. The Vanari do alter their shipping traffic because of our activity in any given sector. In my opinion it is simply a means for him to target us if we refuse. Disruption of commerce.” Corbin answered. “And it is only a few dozen prisoners that we will be giving up isn’t that correct?”

Rall nodded her head. “Yes… three or four at most. But we will have to make reparations to those we take them from.”

“Then to buy ourselves time I believe we should heed his demands.” Corbin told them. “If not… we must be prepared to face the fact that he will do exactly as he says he will and war will be upon us.”

“Even though they are on the verge of facing down this Kavalian Empire as we speak?” Wynn asked.

“The Protectorate is more than large enough to sustain a war against the Eridiani sir. A war against us. Especially if they receive aide and supplies from the Union.” Corbin answered. “Is that what we really want?”

“No… of course not.” Wynn answered him quickly. “Very well Corbin. We will forward the information on those Vanari most recently taken and you may direct your agents on Earth to do what he has instructed. Do however tell those your sister does not know about to remain ready should we need them.”

Corbin nodded. “Of course sir.” He replied. “Chief Executor… what about my sister?” 

“What about her?” Wynn asked. “She is now a traitor to the OSG and the Eridiani. As are your parents and twin sisters. A standing order for their execution will be put in place and acted upon should the opportunity arise.”

“May I also attempt to conduct this liquidation if the opportunity presents itself here in the Alpha Quadrant?” Corbin asked.

Wynn nodded. “If there is no risk to OSG assets and it does not expose the Eridiani to this loose cannon of a Prince.”

Corbin nodded. “Thank you sir. I will advise you as soon as contact has been made and the details worked out.”

“Do that.” Wynn spoke. “And Corbin?”

“Sir?”

“I want all the information you can gather on this Lycavorian Prince.” Wynn spoke. “No matter how trivial it may seem. His interests. The interests of those he has taken as wives. His friends and family. Everything.”

Corbin nodded. “May I ask why sir?” He spoke. 

“If his father was so easily assassinated by those Kavalian idiots, perhaps he is not as invulnerable as you suggest.” Wynn answered. “I want others to look at the information who have not been in your position and see if any ideas come up that you may think would work to rid ourselves of this young fool.”

Corbin grinned a very savage grin. “I will send it to you myself sir.”

“Good. Keep us informed. That is all.” Wynn reached out and touched something on his chair and the transmission ended.

Corbin turned slowly to look at Wendall who had been present for the entire exchange. “Start sending out the signals to our people on Earth. I’m going to contact that arrogant fuck and let him know we agree to his terms.”

Wendall nodded. “I’ll take care of it.” He said. 

“And Wendall?”

“Corbin?”

“Send for Tomas.” Corbin spoke. “I want my backstabbing sister dead and I want her to die painfully. While my parents and sister’s watch. Then I want them dead. Tomas is the best we have. If anyone can come up with a plan it’s him.”

Wendall nodded. “Consider it done.”

SCIMITAR


Caliria looked at her father in front of her, no emotion on her face in the least. Her void expression matched his as he watched Devra and the others move into the room behind her and take up positions almost as if they were protecting her. Coren stared at his daughter, dressed in the exotic looking jumpsuit that was matte black in color and hugged her many curves in every possible way. Several slits that were along the outside of each leg allowed easy viewing of her cornflower blue skin; her slim shoulders were bare, the top made of the same material and very tight, and conforming to her high, proud breasts. The top had a choker like collar but then an almost transparent satin like material that encased her arms and was tied lightly at her wrists. Coren couldn’t help but admit she was a stunning young woman, and for several moments he forgot that her hair was as black as night. He stepped closer to her slowly.


“I am… I am very happy you are safe Caliria.” He stated watching her honeydew green eyes follow him.


Caliria’s eyes held no mirth in them and her head canted to the side slightly. “Why did you want to see me father?” She asked. “Androcles told me that you were against any attempt to rescue me from the slavers, yet now you wish to see me? Why?”


“Androcles told you? Caliria… I was not against it!” He hissed softly, his eyes flaring in anger. “I was against… I was worried for the impact that it would have for our people if we attempted such a thing.”


“You mean the impact it would have on you.” Caliria told him. “What political fallout would affect you?”


“That’s not… that’s not true!” He snapped. His eyes went to where Devra stood behind her and leaning against the edge of the table and then back to Caliria. “Is that what your mother told you?”


“Mother didn’t have to tell me anything!” Caliria snapped back at him. “She tried to stay away from having to tell me my own father did not wish to see me rescued. That he cared more for his political career than his own daughter. But the man who loves me has no qualms about telling me… he would keep nothing from me! You can not blame her for anything father, not this time. I knew… I have known you hold no love for me father… but to not even want to see me rescued? That is too much.”


“That is not the truth!” Coren barked. “There are… there are bigger issues at stake here Caliria! Our people could not be connected to this type of action in any way! The ramifications if the OSG discovered this would be horrible!”


“Yet you knew that the Lycavorians, that Androcles’s people would be the ones actually conducting any mission.” Caliria said. “That the Vanari would not have any ties to this in the least and still you resisted! Why father?”


“Caliria you must understand that…”


“No!” Caliria said. “What I understand is this; you care more for your political career than you do for me! That has always been the case! Over three hundred years father… not once in all that time have you ever shown me the slightest bit of love! The same love and nurturing that you show Arduri and Naesta! Not once! All because my hair is a different color! A stigma that is your fault to begin with, since the gene for black or dark hair comes from the father! I have accepted that father… and I have lived with it my entire life! Now if there is nothing of importance that you have to say to me I wish to go and see Androcles!”


Coren stepped forward. “No!” He spoke. “I don’t want you to do that!”


Caliria looked at him. “You are joking of course.” She said. “He risked all that he was to come and retrieve me!” She snapped. “All of them did! And they did it because they love me! Just as I love them!”


“You don’t know what it is you are talking about!” Coren snarled. “You have never even met them before! How can you love them? How can you say that?”


“Unlike you father… I believe in fate and destiny.” Caliria spoke. “Just as many of our people do… a fact that you and the SBR, and many of the Board of Regents refuse to accept. I began seeing them in my dreams six months ago father. Six months ago!” She hissed softly. “That was long before I was ever taken by the OSG! I knew their names… what they looked like! I will not allow you to keep me from them when you have never cared enough to even recognize me as your daughter or come to my graduations!”


“It is a political ploy Caliria… can’t you see that?” Coren snapped. “A move by them to insinuate themselves into our society and our government!”


Sadi snorted quite unladylike and shook her head. “Please…” She spat. “Is that what you truly believe?”


“Coren… you are so out of line now it is pathetic to even hear you speak.” Devra rasped at him.


“None of you see it!” Coren barked. “None of you!”


“Because we don’t see everything in your view does not mean we are less intelligent or aware father.” Caliria spoke.


Coren looked at her. “You were illegally researching a Counter Agent to the OSG Serum Caliria!” He almost yelled.


“I was trying to help our people!” Caliria barked right back at him. “The SBR and Board of Regents is content to let the status quo continue! To let the OSG continue to take our females for their slaves and to sell us as pieces of meat! Many of us are not! I am one of them!”


“Do you have any idea what they will do to you when we return?” Coren asked.


Caliria met his eyes. “What gives you the impression I will even be returning with you to Austrova father?” She snapped at him. “And even if I do choose to return, it will be to finish my schooling and they will do nothing! They will be unable to do anything!”


Coren blinked several times and shook his head. “They will arrest you Caliria!” He told her. “They will try you for treason!”


“They will arrest a Princess of the Lycavorian Union?” Carisia spoke from where she leaned against the wall next to Lu'ria. “Wow… now that would be a singularly stupid thing to do.”


Lu'ria smiled and looked at her. “Yes… it would.” She echoed.


Coren looked at them for a long moment and then back to Caliria. “What… what do they mean?” He asked.


“I am Androcles’s mate and wife now father.” Caliria stated and the touch of pride in her voice was very unmistakable.


“What?” He snapped. “I forbid this!”


“You have no authority to forbid it Coren!” Devra growled at him now. “Just as you have no authority to forbid me from being Bren’s wife and mate! We are an open people Coren, but even we do not intrude and make demands of our people’s free will when we do not have the right! You will not start!”


“I will not allow this to happen Caliria!” Coren snarled. 


“You have not been a father to me since the day I was born.” Caliria stated. “Do not presume to think you will tell me what to do now! I will do as I wish father! It is my life and I will live it as I choose! And this is how I choose to live it!”


Coren watched with wide eyes as she stepped up to where Sadi stood and crushed her within an embrace of their lips that simply blistered with passion. Sadi molded her body against Caliria’s, drawing her tightly against her as their tongues danced a sweet tango of discovery and love. Ne'Veha could barely contain her laughter at the look on Coren’s face, while Carisia and Lu'ria openly snickered and Devra could only shake her head slightly. It was several moments before Caliria and Sadi parted, both of their faces flush with excitement and desire. Sadi simply stared at her with scorching jungle green eyes. Caliria tasted just as she smelled… just as her eyes were the color of honeydew green melons… her scent was like sweet honeydew on the wind and this is what her lips tasted of. 


Caliria turned and looked at her father now, not releasing Sadi from her grasp and reaching out with the opposite hand to draw Ne'Veha to her, something Ne'Veha did without a single hesitation.


“I will live my life how I choose father.” Caliria stated confidently. “And you will have no say in what I do. Goodbye father. I have more important things to do.”


Coren could only watch as Caliria turned and marched for the door with Sadi and Ne'Veha clinging to her hands. He saw Carisia and Lu'ria fall in behind them quickly and then he was alone with Devra in the large conference room. His eyes darkened and he looked at her.


“This is your fault!” He hissed. 


Devra couldn’t help herself and she laughed. “My fault?” She spoke. “I believe you were the one who provided the seed in order for me to give birth to her. Now… because she told you to stick it in your duplicitous ass… now it’s my fault?” Devra moved to the door. “Coren… you grow more hypocritical with each passing day. It is no wonder you can not keep a woman happy. Or did you not happen to notice that the way you have treated Tastia has driven her right into the arms of that very handsome young Drow elf Am'uur. And she seems quite please about that if I do say so myself.”


“What?” Coren snapped his eyes wide.


Devra touched the panel and the door opened. “One day you will need to wake up and see that everyone you supposedly care about no longer cares about you Coren. What will you do then Coren Re Mydala? You will be so very alone.”


Devra exited the conference room before Coren could retort, leaving him staring at the door and not really understanding what had just happened.

SCIMITAR


EIGHT HOURS FROM HADARIAN SPACE


“…forgive me Chief Magistrate Sel’ke, if after what has occurred I do not take anything the Kavalians say at face value.” Andro spat venomously. “They have killed my father… tried to kill me twice, kidnapped my mother and hired a mercenary band to kidnap another! They have helped an illegal government come to power on Hadaria, usurping my mother the rightful ruler, and you expect me to believe they will not attempt to kill me again the moment they get the chance?”


“Of that I have little doubt Milord.” Sel'ke answered. “However, I was selected by your father twenty years ago to fill this seat. His words to me were clear that day. He expected me to do what was right no matter what world I came from. I will do what I must in order to defuse a potentially explosive situation.”

“I understand that Chief Magistrate.” Andro spoke. His eyes narrowed and he got to his feet slowly. “What has happened?”

“The Kavalians are balking at the conditions you set for the meeting. We have only been here twelve hours and already they have moved against you after a fashion.” Sel'ke spoke.

“I only set one condition!” Andro snapped. “Remove their warships to the outlying star clusters of the system. They can keep the same amount of ships as my Strike Wing has in and around Hadaria. Twenty-two ships total.”

“They point out that Union ships can Shroud and therefore they would not be able to tell how many ships are really in the planetary corridors of Hadaria.” Sel'ke spoke. “It is a valid point Milord. As Chief Magistrate I cannot simply dismiss it. Also… shortly after we arrived they moved almost immediately to have Magistrate Galia removed from the bench because she does not represent the Hadaria interests as they are now. At least that is what they told me.”

“We saw that coming after the debacle with my sister.” Andro spoke.

Sel'ke nodded. “I told them that she was a member of the court and could not be removed without a unanimous vote by the other judges. Her status as a Hadarian citizen has since been revoked by the new Hadarian government. They have lodged a formal complaint but Galia will remain on the court.” 

“Fuck them!” Andro snapped.

“No Milord… because somehow they forced the Bontawillian Magistrate as well as the Folcani Magistrate to step aside and recuse themselves from the proceedings.” Sel'ke answered him. “According to our Union Charter, that allows the world that we are hearing the case on to replace those two Magistrates from a pool of alternates which are chosen before we arrive. They have been replaced with a local Hadarian Religious Judge and a member of the Senior Limian Judiciary Council.”

“The Limian Judiciary Council?” Andro barked. “What the hell is a member of the LJC doing there?” 

“Apparently he has been a citizen of Hadaria for some time now and is a member of the Hadarian Sixth Circuit Trade Court.” Sel'ke answered.

“Sixth Circuit Trade Court?” Andro gasped. “Is that a fucking joke?”

“I’m afraid not Milord.” Sel'ke answered. “These are the guidelines by which we are bound to follow.”

“Why did they recuse themselves?” Andro asked.

Sel'ke shook his head. “I have no idea.” He answered. “It happened within two hours of us arriving here. They both came to me and said personal reasons were driving their decisions. I was left with no choice but to choose the two alternates from the local pool.”

“Do you suspect something?” Andro asked.

“That is not for me to say.” Sel'ke answered. “Milord… I must have your assurance that no matter what evidence is presented or how we rule on whatever this information is, you will abide by our decisions.”

“Excuse me?” Andro said.

“Your father gave me his word that he would not interfere or try to overrule our decisions unless they directly impact Union security.” Sel'ke asked.

“This fucking meeting doesn’t meet your criteria for Union security?” Andro snarled. “You have no problems with me coming into an area saturated with Kavalian ships after what they have done in the last six to seven weeks? That doesn’t meet your criteria for Union security Chief Magistrate?”

“Not in the same sense as they way you are viewing it Milord.” Sel'ke spoke. “We are trying to prevent anymore bloodshed from happening and see the reasoning for the Kavalian’s actions. I fear that is not your intent.”

“So you are reading my mind now Chief Magistrate?” Andro asked.

“I am simply making an observation based on your most recent interaction with this court and previous ones in years past.” Sel'ke spoke. “You must allow us to do our jobs Milord. We may be servants of the galaxy, but we are citizens of the Union after all.”

Andro nodded his head slowly. “Very well Chief Magistrate.” He spoke. “I will honor my father’s commitment to the Galactic Court. But my condition for this meeting will not be removed. The Kavalians must withdraw all but an equal number of ships to outlying Hadarian star clusters or this little get together will not take place and I will return to Sparta and declare open war between our peoples. You can pass that information onto the Kavalian and Hadarian watchdogs who are no doubt monitoring your transmission right now. I will arrive in the Hadarian system in eight hours and stop at the border where I will wait for ten hours. I will not proceed until I have seen the Kavalian ships retreat to the outlying star clusters. Good day Chief Magistrate.”

Andro stabbed down on the control panel before the man could answer, ending the one-sided conversation and transmission. He turned slightly to his right and looked at the two holographic images that stood to the side between Sa'sur and Dutkne who leaned against the counter. One image held two women, the second a single woman in uniform.

His first comment went to the dark haired woman on the far right. “Manda?” He asked.

“It’s about as obvious a trap as one can set.” She crossed her arms under her ample chest as she spoke from the bridge of the ARIZONA. “They must think we are completely ignorant.”

“Or they want us to think that they think that.” Marci spoke from Earth where she stood next to Deia in the second transmission.

“Come Marci… no twists or puzzles in your verbiage.” Dutkne spoke shaking his finger at her. “We are far too stressed to try and decipher them.”

Marci grinned and nodded after glancing at Deia who stood beside her. “Sorry.” She said. “Andro… they don’t want war. They want your father’s throne.”

“That’s doesn’t give me warm and fuzzy feelings Marci.” Andro spoke. 

“It is fact though Mandri.” Deia spoke.

“I get that part Tenna.” Andro spoke.

“I know what Marci is trying to say.” Sa'sur spoke now. “They are poised for war against the Coven Andro. They do not want war with us because it would open a second front. No force has ever won a war on two separate Galactic fronts. Never in anyone’s history. There have been battles in Earth’s past where this has been accomplished, but never on a Galactic scale as Marci is trying to say.”

Andro shook his head as he came up next to Dutkne. “The High Coven is in disarray.” He spoke evenly. “With Cha'talla’s message going out across their space, they will have even more problems. The Kavalians will know this. They can concentrate nearly all their forces on us. The Coven will… they will pose no threat to the Kavalian Federation soon anyway. They will have their own problems to contend with.”

Deia’s head tilted slightly at this news. “What do you mean Andro?” She asked.

Andro shook his head. “It’s not important right now Tenna.” He stated. 

Marci shook her head as well. “You are missing their goal Andro.” She said. “We’ve been going through many of Laustinos’s personal logs. Nesa broke the encryption two days ago. The last seven to eight months of entries have been devoted to assisting the Kavalians in a way where they could just waltz right in and assume power under Pusintin.” She explained to him. “There is no mention of war anywhere Andro. Taking your mother Dysea… trying to kill you and your brothers and sisters… it was all part of the plan. None of it included open war. The attacks against the Drow yes, but never open war. But the ultimate prize and goal never altered and that was your mother For'mya.”

Andro turned to look at her fully. “Her elven royal blood.” He said nodding his head.

Marci nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“Mandri… we believe we have found the reason that he is doing this.” Deia said quickly. “It is a simple phrase buried within the Chronicles of Lycavorian Law. The Twenty-Third Law Scroll to be exact.”

Andro’s eyes narrowed. “Tenna… the Twenty-Third Scroll does not deal with the Law of Ascension. The Fourth Scroll does. The Twenty-Third Scroll references only bloodlines and the line of…” Andro’s eyes went a little wider. “The line of grandfather.”

Deia nodded. “Yes… the line of Leonidas and his father Resumar.” She said softly. “And that is why we did not find it until now. We were trying to find something within the Ascension laws themselves when we should have been looking in the Laws of Bloodlines. Something your father only affirmed even more when he returned to power and told Autolycus what he did. That only someone of the Leonidas bloodline would ever rule Sparta again.” She spoke softly. “We also believe… the Feravomir and I believe that what you and Eliani initially feared is probably very correct as much as it pains me to say.”

Andro closed his eyes as fresh anger surged through him. “What does it say Tenna?” He asked. “It has to be clear enough in interpretation for them to even attempt this.”

Deia nodded. “Taken in the context it was written… no Lycavorian would misinterpret it. The Kavalians and your uncle however, well I fear they are going to use it in their own twisted context. And if I know the Galactic Court… they may very well get their way as long as your father maintains the façade that he is dead.”

“How is that possible Deia?” Dutkne asked now.

Deia lifted the scroll. “Just listen.” She spoke. “Where as it be known and made to order this day that only the line of Resumar will bear fruit to the Union. No divergence will be drawn within the bloodline wherein the senior, most pure son is of Resumar and of royal blood; it is he who shall rule without question.” Deia looked up from the scroll and settled her eyes on her nephew. “Do you follow?”

Andro nodded slowly meeting her gaze. “Yes… I believe so… but this could not apply to him Tenna.”

“Your father pardoned him Androcles.” Deia spoke. “He returned all rights and privileges as a Spartiates to him.”

“Yes… I understand that… but it still could not apply to him.” Androcles said. “Father already fulfilled that portion of the Scroll by taking my mother as his mate. She is of one of the original Ruling Lycavorian Bloodlines. Royalty in anyone’s definition. And also of the purest of blood. My uncle… he could not assume power once they have a heir. Me.”

Deia nodded. “Unless he challenges this.” She said.

“How? He can not make a claim to the throne… he gave up that right when he became a Kavalian citizen by his own admission.” Andro said.

“He can not… but a son of two royal bloodlines can.” Deia said. “He needs your mother for this. If… son vada carians I can’t believe I am even going to say this… if he forces For’mya to give him a son… that son could challenge you for the throne for it would fit exactly into the last sentence of this law. Joined with the elven royal bloodline… elven royal blood such as For'mya has running in her veins, his son could challenge you not only for rule of the Union but also the elves.”

“It’s why he wanted you dead Andro.” Marci broke in now. “Why he wanted all of you dead. His claim would go unchallenged if you were dead.”

Andro shook his head. “It still doesn’t make sense!” He said quickly. “He had to take into account that I would survive his attempts. If not me then Denali or Arrarn or Resumar. Any of us would be senior to any heir he produced now. And he has to assume that many of our people will consider what he has done as rape of a sitting Queen! They will never allow him to get away with this!”

“No Mandri… he could get away with this because he is the older brother and if he somehow forced For'mya into agreeing to do this of her own free will, then no one could say it was rape.” Deia said softly. 

“She would not do this willingly!” Andro snapped. “No… I refuse to believe she would submit to him willingly and…” Andro stopped talking as his eyes grew wide. “That would… that would mean what Eli and I believed is true. That he had the Immortals take medwaw Dysea for a purpose. A sinister purpose!”

Dutkne looked at him. “Submit to him or he insures your mother becomes a slave to Immortals.” He said softly.

Andro nodded his head. “And with the Static Inhibitor implanted in her head she would be unable to feel everything he is telling her is a lie.”

Deia nodded. “Any heir of his and For'mya’s would take full and final precedence within a certain context of the wording of this Chronicle of Law. And if this son was of two recognized royal bloodlines within the Union, then it makes his case all the more stronger in that very same context. We as Lycavorians recognize the royalty of Aricia in a pure blood sense if you will, but it could still be argued that the law meant two completely separate royal bloodlines. If this was the case then his son could challenge for the throne.”

“A certain context?” Andro gasped. “What kind of sibfla is that?”

“Do not raise your voice to me young man!” Deia snapped. “I am just as angry and even more distraught than you!”

Andro lowered his head quickly. “Forgive me Tenna.”

“For'mya is a citizen of the Union.” Marci spoke quickly now. “Therefore any child she has is automatically a citizen. Which would clear the way for a son of your uncle and her to make a claim on not only the throne of Resumar and the Union, but the elven King’s as well. They could conceivably usurp your mother Dysea in this way.”

Deia nodded. “And should this challenge be successful… Pusintin would rule for his child until he came of age. He would then kill your mother and his son eventually and retain authority over the Union as Steward.”

Dutkne looked at Andro and then back to Deia. “That is quite a stretch Deia.” He said. “But like Andro has said… what if he did not succeed in killing Andro. With him and his brothers gone I can see how the context of the wording could be used by him… but not with them living.”

“Janae.” Deia said. 

Andro turned his head quickly and met her eyes. “Of course!” He exclaimed.

Dutkne looked back and forth between the two of them. “Care to fill me in?” He asked.

Andro looked at him. “Janae… she is the direct blood descendant of grandfather Resumar and the elven King. Even more direct than medwaw For'mya. Janae’s father is… he is the son to grandfather Resumar and his elf concubine. My mother is two generations behind Janae’s own bloodline.”

Deia nodded her head. “That is why she was taken.” Deia spoke. “You went after her because she is family to us… but in doing so you unknowingly kept from them what they would have needed to make Pusintin’s claim irrefutable. If he had somehow forced her to marry this hypothetical son with For'mya then it would have brought the two surviving bloodlines of the elven King back together as one with Resumar’s bloodline. Pusintin is not just thinking of the immediate future here Andro… he is thinking many years down the road as well.”

“Janae is still in danger then.” Andro spoke urgently. “She must be blanketed at all times Tenna. Her father as well!”

“I’ve already taken care of it.” Marci told him. “She wasn't happy about… she said some very descriptive things about what she would do with anyone who tried to force her to have a child. It made me shudder.” She explained. “I put them both on a ship to Curila 6 an hour ago. I also coordinated with Riall and had him dispatch another Shrouded Fleet Group into the system as support. They will not reveal themselves to anyone unless it is necessary.”

“Tenna… did Laustinos know about our family retreat on Curila?” Andro asked.

Deia shook her head. “Not that I ever told him.” She answered. “That is not to say he did not discover it at some point. He was able to obtain far more information than we ever thought just by patience and putting things together logically. He was not on Ontahe I take it?”

Andro shook his head. “If he was… he escaped moments after he discovered it was me attacking. Sa'sur detected perhaps a dozen ships escaping Ontahe that were of Union design, but I left no orders for her in regards to them.”

“If he was even there to begin with.” Deia said nodding her head. “He will run back to the Kavalians Androcles. They are the only ones who can protect him now, and he is still useful to them in many ways. Do you believe Pusintin will reveal all this with your mother to you on Hadaria?”

Andro nodded his head. “Why else request a hearing with the Galactic Court?” He said. “First Minister Alocgeid has already publicly announced that the Elven Parliament and people as a whole will not abide by anything decided by the Galactic Court until such time as mother is released and returned to her rightful place as queen of the Union. They have already said they do not regard her as such anymore since they believe father to be dead. What other reason is there to make such a statement and to do it on Hadaria, the world that has tossed aside my mother and broken from the Union.”

Deia nodded. “I saw that announcement. Alocgeid will still have to contend with those in the Elven Parliament who have never cared for Lycavorians. Though they are few in number, they can still cause trouble, especially if they begin giving interviews with the Netnews. It is something they have already started doing in regards to you and your action in destroying the Hadarian Jump Gates and the loss of civilian lives.” She said. 

Andro nodded. “I saw that coming already Tenna.” He spoke.

“When do we speak to your father?”

“In four hours.” Andro replied. “We will hold at the border until I have confirmation that the Kavalians have withdrawn their ships.”

“And you think they will?” Deia asked.

“What choice do they have?” He answered her. “They can not risk killing me in public Tenna. Now that I think about it… if everything we have talked about is true, killing me in public would be a huge mistake. It would destroy any chance they have of convincing those members of the Union Senate and our people who have never liked father to side with them and their ridiculous ideas. If they kill me publicly now… even those who don’t like father will rally behind us. Besides… I don’t intend to be here long.”

“Who is going with you?” Deia asked.

“Just Sadi, Eliani and Jomann.” Andro answered. “I will not risk anyone else.”

“Buonau could still make an attempt to take Eliani.” Deia said.

Andro grinned savagely. “Then I hope she does. Jomann will gut her and leave her in the street.”

“Jomann…?” Deia looked at him. “Then…”

Andro nodded. “Yes… just as you had hoped.”

Deia smiled and nodded her head. “Good. I knew I smelled something in that blood of his.” She stated. “He is a superior young man and he will worship Eliani. He is cut from the same mold as those who followed your grandfather when he broke from our more barbaric ways so long ago.”

Andro nodded. “Yes he will.” He took a deep breath. “You will be ready when I initiate the transmission?”

Deia nodded her head. “Helen and I both will be there… as well as Marci and Riall. We will take the transmission from within Dragon Mountain since it is the most secure place and has the most powerful transmitters.”

Andro nodded. “Resumar will join us from VORTEX Cruiser 341 with Shiria and the others there.”

Deia nodded her head. “You have a few hours Mandri. Try to enjoy your new wife and mate’s company before all of this begins.”

Andro nodded his head. “We will talk again soon Tenna.” Andro said just before ending the transmission. He turned slowly to Dutkne. “Dutkne my friend… you and the Protectorate may have come at a bad time. Darkness is approaching… and nothing I do seems to be able to stem the tide. I do not wish to involve our people in the Protectorate in this.”

Dutkne moved closer to him. “Perhaps there is no way to stem the tide Androcles.” He said. “And it is like this for a reason.”

“What do you mean?” Andro asked.

“Perhaps everything is happening just as it has been preordained.” Dutkne spoke. “As much as it burns my mida to say that.”

“For what purpose though?” Andro asked.

Dutkne shook his head. “That I don’t know.” He spoke. “To be honest… I think only one person really knows what is coming. Or has an idea anyway, and that is grandfather Wayonn. Though for some reason he is just not talking. At least not yet.”


It had been the most magnificent few hours yet in her life and Caliria Re Mydala never wanted it to end. The most wonderful thing about it was that there had been no sexual contact involved in any way. Not even a hint of it. Whether by design or simply because of who he was, Androcles Leonidas was making her see that her dreams of the last few months had been so very correct. All of them were reserved in some fashion, Caliria knew it was because of what was happening around them, but they relaxed almost completely when it was just them in the bedroom of the large quarters. And what did they do?


They talked. And they listened.


Androcles wore only a pair of soft white pants with crimson trim, and none of them had anything on besides undergarments that left little to the imagination, but all of them were very content just to be in the same room with each other. They shifted positions many times as they talked and ate, each of them always remaining in physical contact somehow. They thought nothing of resting a head on Andro’s chest or the firm breasts of a fellow wife and mate. They would drape legs and arms over the most intimate parts of another’s body and simply bask in the warmth of the contact. They would feed each other, giggling at times because of some grimace or face that Andro would make. Caliria noticed one thing right away; Carisia and Lu'ria gravitated heavily to each other, while Ne'Veha and Sadi did the same as well as to her. They didn’t hesitate to touch each other, but it always seemed that Carisia and Lu'ria somehow remained in constant contact. As did Sadi with Ne'Veha and both of them with her. There was no jealous jockeying for position next to Andro no matter what position he sat in, and he did not show any sign of preferring one over the other. She did notice that he and Sadi shared several looks that only they understood and Caliria realized that this was because they were anomes.


They listened intently as Caliria told them about herself while opening her mind to them. She had to concentrate at first, but it became easier as each minute passed, and within an hour she was speaking within Mindvoice and sharing memories as if it was second nature to her. Unlike her mother, who was proceeding slowly with Bren and this new found gift, Caliria had five exceptionally powerful minds that were aiding her in learning and teaching. Their nuzzling of the back of her neck or her cheek, and Carisia’s tiny nibbles on her shoulders were their way of expressing to her what she meant to them and within the second hour she was returning these displays of emotion to them without question. Lu'ria had been so right when she explained to her about Androcles. His beautiful azure eyes held wisdom in them that you would not see in a Vanari that was a hundred times his age and any lingering doubts about their differences in age were quickly tossed to the wind. 


Caliria listened with rapt attention both vocally and with her mind as she learned how each of them came to be with Andro. They held nothing back from her, allowing her to see even the most intimate of details. She trembled in his arms as he told her very briefly of Alba Tau and she saw the stark images within his mind of that foul place he would always remember as a nightmare. She saw his father, Sadi’s father, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha’s family at different points in their lives. And she shared this back with them without hesitation.


Caliria could feel their burning desire for her within their minds. That was something she did not question after the first hour. Yet they knew she was still weak and her Alkay was slowly rebuilding itself after her ordeal and no matter how much they desired her, they would not do anything to put her at risk or spoil what they would soon enough share. It was simply enough to be with them Caliria thought. She was aroused yes, and her Alkay sometimes seeped through her pores, but it did not last long on her skin as one of them would quickly kiss her on that spot or delicately lick her skin. It had a definite effect on all of them, but Caliria realized that unlike many different species to include most Lycavorians, they were able to easily control the desire and extreme want it could inflame in a person.


Now they sat entangled on the bed wonderfully content. Andro had his back to the large headboard; Caliria pressed tightly to one side and Sadi the other. Ne'Veha spooned her from behind, her soft, satiny dark brown hair spilling over one of Caliria’s shoulders. Lu'ria rested on her back with her head using Sadi’s hip as a cushion and her shimmering white hair splayed out over her deeply tanned leg. Her long legs were tossed over one of Andro’s and Carisia was nestled quite snugly between Lu'ria’s legs with her head on her well defined abdomen. Lu'ria’s long fingers absently stroked Carisia’s shoulder and the outside of her breast in an almost possessive manner. 


Caliria lifted her eyes to Andro’s face, taking in the chiseled features and neatly trimmed goatee, as well as the most relaxed expression she had yet seen from him. She drew her leg up ever so slightly and used her fingers to trace the Talon Guardian brand over his heart. Sadi watched her with bright jungle green eyes and finally spoke.


“What are you thinking Inamarno?” She asked.


Caliria smiled. “I am thinking of how so very wrong my people have been for so long.” She answered. “About Lycavorians and other species. We are such an reticent species and we trust no one who is not like us.”


“Do you think it will change Inamarno?” Lu'ria asked from her spot turning to gaze at her with bright amber colored eyes. “You… your mother… your brother and sisters…”


“My sisters?” Caliria asked.


Carisia giggled. “Even I can see it…” She said. “And I am not wolf and can’t smell it.”


“Smell what?” Caliria prodded more.


“Arduri… she desires my brother and Lisisa.” Andro spoke opening his eyes and stroking her shoulder and Sadi’s back. 


“You can smell that in her?” Caliria asked.


Andro nodded his head. “Quite prominently too. And it is not something that is just a passing interest either.”


“Your sense of smell is that acute?” Caliria asked.


Andro laughed softly and looked down into her honeydew green eyes. “My father once tracked my mothers across two thousand kilometers of barren planet. They were angry with him for something and he thought he had lost them. He went after them, they led him on quite the chase across the Union, but he finally found them on a planet in The Wilds. As with all of you, I have burned your scents into my brain. I could track you across a planet easily, no matter how populated it is. And your Mindvoice imprint is easy enough to follow even through the stars of the galaxy. At least to me.”


“I never understood why she agreed to marry Cruor Ahn Vernalo.” Caliria spoke softly. “He is such a pompous ass. No different than his father.” She looked at Andro. “Are you sure Androcles?”


Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“Do your brother and sister know?” Caliria asked.


“I spoke with Lisisa briefly when they returned.” Andro said. “I think she has an idea of this. At least that is what her scent tells me. Deni is oblivious right now but Lisisa will fill him in. I don’t think it is something that is just random. I have a feeling your family and ours is meant to be bound together in many ways Inamarno. Everything happens for a reason.”


“Why can’t we go to the surface of Hadaria with you and Sadi Andro?” Lu'ria asked the question that had been eating at all of them. 


“It is not because I don’t want you there Ilythiiri Tessai.” He answered quickly. “It is more for security reasons than anything else.”


“What security reasons?” Lu'ria kept at him.


“They will know by now that my cousin is dead.” Andro told her. “They will know I am the one who killed him and they will know why. Bringing you to the surface and allowing them to see you, the reason my cousin died, that could very possibly cause them to do something in anger that they had not planned on and ultimately hurt my mother.”


“Nindyn l'puul fuer'yonii! Nind zhahen galla ulu elgg uns'aa!” Lu'ria hissed. (Those foul beasts! They were trying to kill me!)


Andro nodded. “I know this Ilythiiri Tessai. They will not see it that way.” He told her reaching out and placing the back of his hand to her cheek. “Carisia is not going because she is a vampire and again that would only inflame tensions. Inamarno is not going because we do not want our ties to the Vanari to become known just yet and SirsanGai is not going because she will be flying the Mark II that will be orbiting just outside the city and fully Shrouded. Carrying all of you.”


All of them looked at him with wide eyes. “What?” Lu'ria and Carisia gasped turning slightly and looking at him.


“You didn’t honestly think I was going to go to the surface of a hostile planet and not have someone ready to come pull our asses out of the fire did you?” Andro told her with a smile. “Majeir and Anthar will be with you and should the need arise, I will expect you to come tearing across the skies to get us.”


“That is something you need never question!” Lu'ria exclaimed. “We…”


The COM unit on the table beside their bed chimed loudly, cutting off her words. Andro rolled his eyes and reach over to stab the panel.


“Yes?”


“Milord… Duty Officer here. Captain Sa'sur told me to inform you when we received confirmation that all Kavalian ships have pulled out of the planetary sector.” The male voice spoke. “The Kavalian bastards screamed about for sure, but the only remaining ships in range of Hadaria are equal in number to our Strike Wing.”


“Very well.” Andro spoke. “Is everything ready for our secure COM?”


“Standing by sire. We will initiate the transmission in forty-three minutes and link all signals together then.” The voice answered.


“Thank you Lieutenant Commander.” Andro spoke.


“Sire.”


The COM went silent and Andro looked first at Sadi and then each of them. “As much as I hate it my beautiful and delicious mates, it is time to go to work. For all of us.”


“Wait!” Caliria exclaimed. “What… what do I do?”


“Eliani asked for you to join her in the Med Bay.” Andro said. “She would like for you to take command of the Med Bay while she is on the surface with me.”


“Me?” Caliria gasped. 


Andro nodded. “Eliani’s words were very simple and to the point as my sister usually is.” He stated with a small smile. “‘Next to me she is the smartest tool on this ship when it comes to medical treatment. Hell… she cured her people. Not withstanding her decision to fall in love with you that is. Damn straight she should be in charge when I’m gone. Now stop bothering me… Jomann and I are having too much fun!’” Andro grinned. “I did not press her on what she and Jomann were doing that was fun… but yes.” He leaned over and kissed her softly. “My family will grow on you Inamarno. Most of them are deficient in some way and they will think you utterly insane for falling in love with me. Especially my father.”


 Sadi chuckled. “You should have heard what he told me at our joining.” She said. “It was hysterically funny and I was laughing for a full hour.” She reached for Caliria’s hand as they began to rise. “Welcome to our world Inamarno. You’ll fit right in. Don’t worry.”

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN

MINDVOICE HOLOGRAPHIC PROJECTION ROOM


“… sure know how to piss people off don’t you boy?” Martin spoke gruffly to the crystal clear holographic image of his oldest son. 


This unique and specialized form of communication was developed by Avi and Admiral O’Connor. It combined the powerful transmitters built into capital ships and certain ground installations, all linking back to the massive Mindvoice Neural Boosters built into City Ship 41. When linked together and operating at full power, the huge storage room within CS 41 acted as a colossal Mindvoice receiver and holographic generator. Avi then programmed the emitters to link with historical databases and design a scenario that combined ancient Spartan design and modern architectural creations. It was here that the Leonidas family, and others with sufficient Mindvoice ability had met through the years to discuss matters. The last time they had used this was during the Evolli War to formulate the last parts of the battles that ended that war. Each individual would simply sit in certain rooms either on the ships or in the ground installations and the neural boosters did the rest. 


It was an incredible means of communications and one of the most strictly guarded pieces of technology that the Union possessed. The room they were in was a massive gathering hall with walls and ceiling, holographic in nature of course, but the walls were partially made of glass and you could look out on the Gulf of Laconia. Couches and chairs were also part of the room and the holographic projections of everyone could be seen occupying these pieces of furniture or just standing around the huge room. Even the bonded dragons of everyone in the family were present, all of them sitting along the walls of the huge meeting hall. Caliria was still trying to get used to the incredible fact that she was sitting in a chair on the SCIMITAR but her Mindvoice projection was here in this room with so many different people. She knew the others were helping her, but it appeared that only Sadi was unfazed by what was happening. She had apparently used something of this nature before. Her mother sat in a chair with an equally stunned expression on her face, Bren standing to her left. 

It was, simply put, the most amazing thing she had ever experienced.

Andro smiled at the projection of his father and shrugged his broad shoulders. “I learned from the best.” He stated.

Martin stared at his son’s image from the room on Curila 6 and couldn’t help but feel the pride swell within his chest. He finally chuckled and nodded his head. “Yeah… I do have that ability don’t I?” He spoke.

“One of your less endearing traits my son.” Gorgo spoke from where she sat in the chair next to a smiling Aricia.

“Introductions first father, so you know who it is you are speaking too and their grasp of the situation.” Andro stated turning and motioning to where Devra sat. Her green eyes grew much wider when she saw this. “Allow me to introduce Regent Devra Re Mydala of the Vanari Empire. This is Inamarno’s mother. Naesta, Arduri and Nirilo as well.”

Martin bowed his head to her without hesitation. “It is an honor Regent Re Mydala.” He spoke.

Devra rose to her feet quickly. “It is… oh my… it is my honor Milord King Leonidas.”

Martin turned quickly to Andro. “You didn’t tell her?” He asked.

Andro shook his head. “There really hasn’t been a whole lot of time for small talk father. I haven’t had the chance.”

Devra looked horrified. “Tell me what? Oh… what have I done Bren?” She exclaimed turning to look at Bren and her image shimmering in and out of view.

Bren smiled and moved up next to her. “You have done nothing Devra my mate.” He said.

Devra looked down at her hands which were fading in and out of sight. “What is wrong?”

“Avi designed the program for all us to be sitting. The more relaxed our physical bodies are, the easier it is for the emitters to compensate.” Martin said with a smile. “I’m guessing you just stood up because you think you have done something wrong?”

“Put your mind at ease Devra Re Mydala and please sit back down.” Wayonn spoke from near one of the massive windows. “Martin is not one to stand on formality, especially from those who are now part of his family.”

Devra’s image stopped fading in and out and once more became clear and seamless as she looked at where Caliria sat. “Forgive me.” She said quickly. “This is… this technique of communication is so very… it is utterly amazing.”

“The Vanari don’t have this?” Martin asked surprised.

Devra shook her head. “Holographic communications yes… but nothing of this advanced technology and utter clarity.”

Martin smiled. “Pretty cool huh?”

“It is astounding.” Devra exclaimed.

“You’ll get used to it.” Martin said with a grin. “You can make your projection do just about anything you want from where you are as you get stronger in Mindvoice. I’m sure Bren will make sure he works with his new mate every day.”

Bren nodded. “Without question sire.” He replied.

Andro moved in front of Caliria and his image reached out to pull her to her feet and he held her hand. “Father… mothers… this is Inamarno. Caliria Re Mydala.”

Caliria looked up into the eyes of Andro's father. Even his holographic image was imposing she decided. She watched as he reached out and took her holographic hand in his and his dark eyes almost twinkled.

“This is not exactly how we like to meet new additions to our family.” Martin told her with warmth in his voice. “I must apologize that we can not meet you and Lu'ria and Ne'Veha and Carisia in person.” His eyes drifted to each of them, finally coming to rest on Carisia. “And I want you to know that we will make up for it. Especially to those who I have caused pain with my words.”

Carisia choked back a reply and ended up only smiling at him for an apology she never thought she needed. “I look forward to that day.” She finally said.

Martin bowed his head to her with a smile and released Caliria’s hands. He looked at Andro. “Maybe someday you’ll fill me in on how you got all of them to fall in love with you. Doesn’t seem natural.”

“Certainly father… as soon as you tell us how you tricked our mothers into falling in love with you.” Andro stated with a smile.

That brought laughter from most everyone in the room and caused Martin to blush red under his tanned skin. “He’s got a point father.” Lisisa spoke from where she sat.

Martin looked at his oldest son. “Wise ass.” He muttered. The movement to their right caused them to turn and watch as Anja rose from her spot next to Cirith and Gorgo and she crossed the room to stand in front of where Eliani and Jomann stood by the huge window. Anja gazed at her daughter, took in the glowing face and eyes, not to mention the smallish bruises and the two puncture marks in the crook of her shoulder.

“Eli?” Anja asked softly. “Is this…?”

Eliani nodded quickly and her image stepped closer to Jomann, taking his thick arm in her hands. “This is Jomann momma.” She said.

Anja looked up at the tall Spartan. “He is… he is very tall Eli.” Anja finally muttered.

“Everyone is tall to you Red.” Martin spoke as he stepped over in front of Jomann who seemed to take a deep breath.

Anja turned her head and looked at him. “Watch yourself lover.” She warned using her hand to slap him hard in the abdomen. “You just might wake up one morning shorter than you are now if you get me drift.”

Martin winced. “Ouch! Check fire! Check fire!”

Anja smiled brilliantly and turned back to Jomann. “My first bit of advice Jomann… we can be a devious bunch. Careful.”

Jomann’s eyes darted back and forth between Anja and martin and he nodded. “Thank you my… my Queen.”

Martin looked down into his daughter’s beautiful beaming face and reached out with his hands. Jomann watched as she placed her palms in his and looked at him. “Did he steal your breath away Eli?” Martin asked her with a soft smile.

Eliani smiled and nodded her head quickly. “Yes poppa!” She answered. “And so much more. He…”

“I don’t need details!” Martin barked quickly. He looked at Jomann. “Not from you! I’ll get them from your brothers when I see them.”

“You sure will!” Denali chimed in.

“And all the complaints as well for keeping us awake for ten hours straight!” Arrarn offered up.

“Or never letting us get to sleep to begin with.” Normya Leonidas added her two cents from the couch where she sat with Tir’ut.

Tir'ut leaned closer to his beautiful half elf Blessed Wife. “Il kal'daka darthirii… we were not sleeping.” He whispered.

Normya poked him in the ribs with her elbow, looking ridiculously small sitting next to him. “They don’t need to know that.” Normya hissed drawing smiles from everyone.

Anja’s eyes grew a little wider now. “Ten hours straight?” She said. “Wow… I’m very suitably impressed.”

“Momma stop!” Eliani exclaimed as Jomann’s face flushed and became red. She turned to where Arrarn sat between Narice and Toria. “And it was eleven hours you riad aulved! You can’t even tell time!”

“Oh… pardon me!” Arrarn snapped right back.

All of them heard the snort of mirth and turned to see Devra barely holding the laughter in. Deia leaned forward from her seat next to Helen with a smile on her face. “You should see them when they are actually together.” She stated.

“Every minute I spend among your people… it alters everything the Vanari have been led and brought up to believe.” Devra told her. She looked at Wayonn. “You told me this all those years ago and I just never believed.”

Wayonn nodded. “It just took a little longer than I had anticipated for you to discover it yourself.” He stated. “No harm done. Though… this action is not precisely what I meant for you to understand.”

“I do not understand this!” The female voice erupted causing all of them to turn and look at Shiria. She sat on the couch with Athani and her face showed her confusion and even some anger. “How can you act this way with everything that is going on? We should be making plans! Discussing tactics! Not having this ridiculous sexual banter back and forth between all of you!”

Martin and Andro turned and looked at Resumar now who simply shrugged his shoulders in helplessness. “I tried to explain it to her father, but I obviously didn’t do a very good job.” He said.

“Then perhaps I can.” Arzoal’s voice spoke. It was not surprising to those who had experienced it before, but to those who saw it for the first time it was truly a wonder. Arzoal’s muzzle actually moved with the words she spoke and Shiria looked stunned. “You forget that there are almost no restrictions within this type of communication my sister Pralor. When Avi first developed this I told him I wanted it so that our muzzles and lips could move like we were actually talking. It is less shocking for those when they come here for the first time.”

“Arzoal… we have so much to…” Shiria began to speak.

“Yes we do… however… much of the strength and power behind the Lycavorian people as a whole and the Leonidas family in particular is their ability to adapt.” Arzoal spoke. “No matter how dark it may appear… they use laconic humor to keep their grasp on reality. When they lose that ability Shiria… then it will be time for us to worry. They have a missing mate and mother… but to not acknowledge the love and sense of family that has got them this far would be betraying For'mya and all they stand for. All that she helped raise them to acknowledge.”
Shiria looked at Resumar briefly and then back to Arzoal. “Forgive me.” She said softly.

“You have done nothing wrong so forgiveness is not needed.” Helen spoke now rising to move next to the projection of her Bonded Sister. “We are very different from what you have experienced with most of the Kavalian people Shiria. You have been away from those who are like you as well… for far too long. It is time for you to see what your actions through the millennia have wrought. And then perhaps you can teach those Kavalians who are actually on our side and want nothing more than to live in peace and prosper.”
Shiria looked at her and smiled. “I was very happy when I felt Canth pass his memories and knowledge to you Helen.” She spoke. “He made a superior choice.”

Helen laughed softly. “Some would debate that with you.” She said. “I will not.”

Martin turned and moved to the center of the room. “Alright… let’s get started.” He spoke. 

“Father… where is Uncle Daniel?” Andro asked.

Martin met his eyes. “He’s filling out the last of our gear and loading Yuriko’s OMEN.” He said.

“Why?” Andro pressed his father further.

Martin’s eyes hardened into small points. “Because I’m done waiting. Once your meeting is over I’m going hunting. I may not be able to kill my brother but…”

“STOP IT!” Gorgo screamed as she came to her feet startling everyone.

They all turned to look at her with looks of astonishment and Martin took a step towards her with a worried expression on his face. “Mother what…”

Gorgo looked at him, her still beautiful face twisted into what appeared to be a mask of pain. Riall stepped towards her reaching for him with one hand.

“Gorgo my love… now is not…” He began to speak.

“No my mate!” Gorgo spat turning to look at him. “I can not let this continue anymore! I won’t let this continue anymore! I cannot!”

Martin looked from his mother to Riall and then back again. “Mother… mother what is going on?”

Gorgo turned back to face him. “Do you think I don’t know my son?” She rasped. “Did you think I would never discover it?”

“Discover what?” Martin asked his face a mask of confusion.

Gorgo moved closer to him, looking up into his face. “Your Queens and I speak of so much when you are not around Martin Leonidas.”

Martin turned and looked to where Aricia and the others were sitting. He watched his anome slowly get to her feet and move closer, her azure blue eyes focused on Gorgo. “Gorgo… we do not have to discuss this now.” She said softly. “Truly… it…”

“When will we discuss it Aricia?” Gorgo spoke looking at her. Her eyes drifted over Anja, Dysea, Isabella and even Cirith. “I can not allow this to go on any longer. Not after what has happened.”

“Allow what to go on?” Martin asked quickly. “What’s going on?”

Gorgo moved closer to him and inhaled deeply of her son’s minty scent. The same scent he had when he was only three months old. She could remember vividly that day she lost him on that ship and what she felt as she saw it explode. She could remember exactly what emotions tore through her when she thought her last connection to her beloved Leonidas was lost forever. She could remember with utter clarity the day he came into that cell on Lycavore and wrapped her within his arms because he knew who she was. She had thought it all some sort of twisted dream meant to torture her mind while a prisoner. On that day Gorgo had been reborn. The baby she had thought gone forever returned to her fully grown, a proud and intimidating Spartan. The image of his father and it took her breath away. Through these past years she had seen the man he had grown into with the initial guidance of Dymas the Guardian of the Line and then later with the gentle hand of William Wallace watching over him. There was some truth to the rumor among the citizens of the Union that if you wanted something from King Leonidas you needed to go to his mother and she would get it for you. He never refused his mother and Gorgo knew this was right. The day he had brought her home to Sparta had been the happiest day of her life and to know that he was allowing suffering to those he loved because of her was not something she could live with anymore.

“It must end Martin.” Gorgo spoke reaching up to place her palm to his cheek. “It must end now.”

“That would be good… I’ll end it… if I knew what in the hell you were talking about.” Martin told her.
“Do you think I don’t know why you can not kill him?” Gorgo asked. “Do you think I don’t know why you did not kill him that day so long ago? Why you have let him cling to a life that is not his all of these years?”

Martin’s face softened somewhat as he realized what his mother was talking about now. “Mother you…”

“Have you never wondered why I did not support your action in reinstating his Spartiates status so you could rise a statue to him on King’s row?” Gorgo spoke. “You did this out of love for a brother you never knew and even then I knew it was wrong.”

“Your reasons were your own mother.” Martin spoke. “I will never…”

“Why didn’t you kill him Martin?” Gorgo asked him suddenly cutting off his words.

“What?” He gasped.

“You had him between your jaws!” Gorgo continued. “You had beaten him because you fought for more than power and wealth! You fought for love and honor and…”
“Mother this…”

“Why didn’t you kill him that day damn you?” Gorgo screamed out causing his eyes to grow wide.

Riall took another step towards her, reaching out once more but stopped in his tracks when Andro lifted his arm and pointed at him. “No grandfather Riall.” He said sternly shaking his head as he held out his other arm, keeping his brothers and sisters from moving forward as well.

Martin stared at his mother not even hearing his son’s words. “How… how can you ask me that mother?” He stammered.

“Answer my question!” Gorgo snarled at him.

“Mother…”

“Answer me anse forn!” 

Martin’s eyes flared angrily. “He is your son!” He barked out. “My brother! I would not take his life before your eyes! I would not…!”

The slap was resounding and even in the holographic generated scenario, because of the Mindvoice power of both Gorgo and Martin, it connected as if it was a real blow. Martin Leonidas staggered back slightly, his hand going to his face where her hand had struck him his eyes wide in disbelief. He glanced at her again, only to have another slap connect to the side of his face; Gorgo’s face a masquerade of pain and anguish.
“Your brother Pleistarchus is dead!” Gorgo screamed out. “He is dead! He died the day he betrayed his people and his blood! All these years I have lived with the knowledge that you did not kill him because of me! Because I was there witnessing it! Because in your mind I had suffered enough in my life! No more Martin! No more do you hear me!” 

“It… I would be dishonoring you to do such a thing! Dishonoring our father!” Martin hissed softly. “To take his life before the eyes of our mother! No! I will…”

“He is dead!” Gorgo barked angrily. “Do you hear me? He is dead! Daniel Simpson is your brother! He has always been your brother! If not by blood then by all the two of you have experienced and lived through together!” Gorgo moved closer to him and reached out to take his face in her hands. He shrunk back initially fearing she would hit him again but Gorgo was too fast and her hands took his face in their grasp. “Ritaro and Clelon and Ciuss are your half brothers and they love you knowing no distinction! Just as you have raised your own sons!”
“Mother I can’t…”

“You will not do this anymore!” Gorgo spat at him. “You will let go of this false emotion you have! I will not let you allow harm to come to those who you love because of some silly vow you made to me.”
“It is not silly!” Martin growled.

“This man has taken your mate! Your Kinsoaurgai! A woman who is part of who you are my son!” Gorgo hissed at him. 

“You don’t think I know that?” Martin barked angrily. “I see her face every time I close my eyes!” 

Gorgo gripped his face tighter pulling him down slightly until their faces were only inches apart. “For years since that day I have gone to your father’s place. Do you know why I go there Martin? I go there because I carry a burden that only he and I can carry and I carry it for both of us!”

“Mother you…”

“Be silent!” Gorgo snapped. “For years I have gone there in the hopes that one day he would appear to me as he appeared to you. To give me guidance and tell me what to do with this burden I carry for both of us! I have not asked that question of him in over a decade Martin, because it was not needed and we have gone on with our lives and lived happy and free.” She shook her head. “I had hoped perhaps… I had hoped that it would never need to be spoken of again. I am not so lucky it seems.”

“Mother this is not your fault!” Martin told her pulling her close to him. 

Gorgo met his eyes. “But it is Martin.” She said softly. “It is my fault because your vow to me has kept you from following your Spartan and Lycavorian instincts. Had you done what your blood told you to do that day, your Kinsoaurgai would not be suffering as she is now. Believing you are dead! Believing all she loves is dead!”

“I don’t… we don’t know that.” Martin said softly.

“Don’t we?” Gorgo told him. “It ends now Martin my son!”

“Mother I can…”

“Your father came to me Martin my son.” Gorgo said her face animate and bright and she watched Martin’s eyes grow wide. “Your father came to me in my dreams in this very place where we are not two days ago!”

Martin looked up at Riall quickly and he nodded. “She would not let me tell anyone.” He stated. “I was… I was beside myself. She levitated off the bed and…”

Gorgo smiled brilliantly. “We walked along the Evrotas river Martin, just as we used too so many thousands of years ago. He felt my anguish and pain and the gods of time and mystery allowed him to come and see me one last time. Just as he appeared to you. He finally was able to tell me himself what he did not that day he left. What he told you to tell me.” 

Martin’s eyes were wide and his face bright as he listened to her. “What did he… what did he tell you mother?”

“He lives in you Martin. He lives in me. In all of us. Just as you showed me… he sees everything we see.” Gorgo spoke softly enrapturing everyone in the room. “We talked of many things my son… the pride he feels for you. For how you and your wives and mates have raised your children. All of them, especially your sons. He gave me his blessing to do what I am going to do now Martin.”

“His blessing?” Martin gasped.

Gorgo nodded her head. “His blessing to tell you to let go!” She spoke. “Your brother died over three thousand years ago Martin Leonidas. Your father and I will no longer have you allow him to cause harm to others because of us.”

“What?” Martin gasped.

“Hear me Martin Leonidas.” Gorgo spoke. “I speak with the words of your father as well as my own now. We release you from this false vow you feel you must carry. This man… this Pusintin… he has taken your mate. Your Kinsoaurgai. He has hurt her… caused her pain. It is your duty as a Spartan and King to stop this.”

“I will mother.” Martin said. “I will and I…”

Gorgo shook her head. “You are not hearing me!” She snapped loudly. “We release you Martin! If this man has… if he has defiled your mate… if he has forced himself upon her then there is only one thing we want of you my son.”

Gorgo stepped back from him and straightened the jumpsuit she wore before taking a deep breath. Martin stepped towards her but she held up her hand. She lifted her head and met his eyes. 

“If this man has done these things you fear… if he has gone against the very blood that runs in his veins then it proves he died long ago.” Gorgo spoke. “If he has done these things Martin… then you have only one mission. You do what it takes… no matter the risk or the consequences… and you return your Kinsoaurgai to her place here with her family. Where she belongs. You remove the chains that bind you my son and you do what must be done. As a Spartan and a Lycavorian.”

“I will mother.” Martin said. “I swear to you I will.”

“And this man who has done these things.” Gorgo spoke softly looking up into his face. “This man… you bring your father and I his vile head on your shield!” Gorgo spoke those last words with more vitriol than anyone had ever heard from her in their lifetimes. Her words drew gasps of stunned shocked from many people in the room with them as she glared at her son. 

“You bring us his head on your shield Martin Leonidas… for only then will it be truly over. Only then will he atone for the crimes he has committed.” Gorgo spoke harshly. Her image took a deep breath and she stood up to her full height. “I have said my peace and now I am going to go and play with my grandchildren. Remember Martin my son, He watches over everything we see. In your reflection he lives in you.” 
