CHAPTER SEVENTY-ONE

RITAAH

SPARTA’S WRATH (VORTEX CRUISER 341)

Shiria was no fool. 

She had not lived over ten thousand years and not learned many different things. Wayonn had been of the mind that she needed to be protected, guarded in some silly fashion. He failed to remember that she had lived among perhaps the most violent race of beings in this part of the universe and done very well all by herself. She knew Resumar Leonidas was keeping something from her. She could see it in his eyes, and it was only confirmed when more and more men and women began to appear on Vortex Cruiser 341 over the last three days from the hidden ships in orbit above Ritaah. They were not here to secure data storage units or oversee the transfer of any information of that she had no doubt. She recognized this Captain Fang easily after being introduced to her the first time. The human female had an air of confidence about her that Shiria did not think human men or women were capable of. Shiria had never met a pure or unaltered human before, yet this woman impressed her immensely. She was amazingly intelligent and while just barely thirty years old, she had knowledge and expertise that many people four times her age did not have. She saw how Resumar himself acted towards her, treating her as an equal and questioning her when he didn’t understand something; which was often when it came to ship combat Shiria saw. This should have been her first clue. 

Captain Fang had been to the ship half a dozen times in the last day and a half alone, and this is what finally made Shiria realize that something else was going on. She was not about to let Resumar keep her out of the loop because he thought he was protecting her. She knew that he would be on what would normally be the bridge of the ship. This is where Avatar 341 and Avi had been spending most of their time these last days as they uploaded the core systems of VORTEX Cruiser 341 to the Lycavorian ships in orbit.

The doors on the cruiser were keyed for her Pralor bioscans and the double doors to the bridge opened without pause as she approached. Three steps onto the massive bridge and Shiria came to an abrupt halt with wide eyes as her mouth opened in shock. She had not been here in several days, not since the last communication with Androcles, and then there had been data storage units scattered all over as well as techs working at several different stations. There had been nothing but minimal power to the bridge and only three terminals active. What she saw before her now was simply amazing.

It was readily apparent to her that full power to the bridge had been restored, as every one of the thirty-nine station consoles was active. Over half of those stations were now staffed by men or women who were working diligently while others moved between them with data pads or scrolls adjusting one thing or another. The data storage containers were gone, though the cables remained and now connected the working stations to the central hub processing core of the bridge as it fed information and received information from the active stations. The men and women were sitting comfortably in seats that had never been occupied by crewmembers before since Cruiser 341 had never received its allotment of crew before leaving the home planet with her on board. Shiria’s wide eyes scanned the immense bridge area, so large that she was hard pressed to see the crewmembers at the far end, until her eyes fell on where Resumar stood with 341, Avi and Athani near what would be called the Command Station. She recognized Mican and the woman elf who Resumar called aunt with them and taking a deep breath she marched towards them. Several men and women simply got out of the way of her decidedly angry gait as she made her way over to them and came to a halt behind Resumar’s tall form.

“Just what is going on here?” Shiria demanded loudly. “I will no longer be kept out of the loop! You will tell me exactly what it is you are doing Resumar Leonidas! And you will do so right now!” She watched as Resumar turned to look at her with a very sheepish and very guilty expression on his handsome face. 

“Good morning to you too Val'istar.” Resumar spoke to her.

Shiria stumbled for a moment with what to say and she saw Ckaoa enter the bridge from another side door obviously worried that she had not found her in her quarters. She turned back to Resumar. “Do not change the subject!” She snapped finally. “I wish to know what is going on and you are going to tell me!” She waved her hand behind and to the side. “Why are your people sitting at stations that have lay dormant for centuries? Why has full power been restored to the bridge when it is not needed to transfer data to storage cells?” She stepped closer to him. “And why are the worker drones adjusting and synchronizing the reverse flow of power through conduits in parts of this ship that should be lifeless?”

“You noticed that did you?” Resumar asked softly.

“Of course I noticed it!” Shiria barked loudly. “I traveled on this ship for two years until we arrived in this quadrant! I explored every deck, every room! There is now main power to living sections that have never housed crew before! Why do this if we are going to destroy the ship? There have never been any crewmembers so there is nothing to find on those decks!” She snapped. “Why would…?” Shiria stopped talking as her dark eyes grew wide and she stared at him. “You… you…” She shook her head gently as she stammered once more. “You are not going to destroy the ship are you?”

Resumar met her gaze evenly and shook his head. “No.” He stated flatly. “No we are not Vali'star.”

“Why?” She demanded. “This is what your father sent you here for Resumar! He knows the danger involved with keeping this ship intact! He sent you here to destroy it and that is what you must do!”

Resumar shook his head once more. “No.” He stated once more.

“No?” She gasped. “I demand that you destroy this ship!” She exclaimed. “I demand that you follow through with your father’s orders!”

“My father is not in charge Val'istar.” Resumar said simply. “At least not at the moment.”

Shiria’s eyes grew wider still. “Androcles?” She hissed at him. “He knows what you are doing here?”

Resumar nodded his head. “I forwarded the idea to him several days after we arrived here on Ritaah Val'istar. After seeing this ship. Seeing 341.” He said.

“Avatar 341 tried to kill you!” Shiria exclaimed.

-That is not an accurate statement Elder Pralor Shiria. I…- 341 began to answer her sentence as he stepped forward.

“Shut up!” Shiria barked at him cutting off his words. She glared at Resumar and saw that her look was bouncing off of him quite easily. “You can not do this Resumar.” She stated.

“We are doing it.” Resumar answered. “It was my idea… and Androcles agreed with me completely.” He said. “We are not going to throw away what this ship is capable of. Taking the data cores is not enough. The Coven made off with several cores of information that they will not use in a peaceful manner. We cannot allow them to do this without a counter of our own. We have several advantages already… advantages from the tech we got from CS41, but they aren’t enough. SPARTA’S WRATH gives us that defensive counter fully intact.”

“SPARTA’S WRATH?” Shiria gasped in disbelief. “You named it?”

Resumar smiled. “It was 341’s idea. It’s a fitting name don’t you think?”

“This is insane!” Shiria rasped. “All of you have gone insane! Athani… tell him please. Tell him what your father will do with this ship and its technology if it is captured intact. Tell him please!”

Athani batted her blue/green eyes a few times in surprise. “But I agree with what we are doing Val'istar.” She replied softly.

“What?” Shiria gasped. “You are Kavalian! How can you agree! You know…”

“It is because I am Kavalian that I agree with all of it Val'istar.” Athani stated. She had discarded the name she had called Shiria growing up in favor of the name everyone now called her, and that was Val'istar. “You said it yourself… if even one small piece of this ship falls into my father’s hands they will eventually figure out ways to use the technology to further oppress my kind. Mican, Jalersi and I are all in agreement Val'istar. Taking this ship is the far better option to anything else we have.”

Shiria looked at Mican. The tall and powerfully built son of Keleru nodded his head. “My sisters are right Val'istar.” He stated. 

“Where is Jalersi?” Shiria demanded. “She has more sense than the both of you combined you know! She would never agree to this!”

“But I have.” Jalersi’s voice echoed from behind Shiria causing her to spin around and see Jalersi walking up behind the group, Nikkei, Ardis and Karun on one side and Pian on the other holding her hand.

“Jalersi you can’t possibly…” Shiria couldn’t believe this was happening. “I don’t… I don’t believe this is happening.” She stated. “I won’t allow it! I won’t!”

“You can’t stop it Val'istar.” Resumar spoke softly.

Shiria turned back to him. “My command codes still work!” She snarled. “I can damn well stop it if I choose!”

Resumar shook his head slowly. “You know as well as I do that 341 and this entire ship will only answer to someone of my bloodline now. Your Command Codes became inactive and frozen the moment I came on board. Nothing will work now without a biometric scan and authorization from me or someone in my family.” He stated softly.

Shiria glared at him. “The risk… the risk involved is too great Resumar.” She said. “You and Androcles understand this don’t you?”

Resumar moved closer to her staring down into her dark eyes. “I believe we understand it far better than you realize Shiria.” He said. “You know what has happened. What my family has been through. What we are still going through even now?”

Shiria nodded slowly. “Yes.” She said softly.

“Then you know even with our Pralor blood we are still Lycavorian.” Resumar said. “We still listen to our instincts.”

“I know this Resumar.” Shiria said.

“Then you must know by now that Andro and our father are in constant communication within Mindvoice Val’istar.” Resumar said seeing her eyes go a little wider.

“But… how… the distance involved.” Shiria gasped. “Resumar how is that…”

“Was our ancestor Sumar not the most powerful Pralor among your people by your very own words?” Resumar asked.

“Well yes but…”

“My father and brother are different Val'istar.” Resumar spoke. “You know this as well as I do. My mother Aricia as well. They are connected in a way that is truly beyond amazing because of when he was conceived. I think the only ones who really understand, though I doubt they realize it, are Eliani and Zarah. My sister Zarah for obvious reasons and Eliani because she was conceived while my father and mother Anja were still new to everything that was taking place all around them. Still emotionally affected by the events that took place on Enurrua. You have to remember… my mothers Anja and Aricia were so very close… and it was she who first went to her on Enurrua.”

“Yes… I know this.” Shiria snapped. “I have seen your thoughts… those you chose to share with me.”

“Zarah will always be stronger now because she took so much of Andro’s blood to live and Eliani is stronger because of the time she was conceived as I said.” Resumar spoke. “Did you not think that my father and brother would be able to communicate easily within Mindvoice because of the bond they share? My mother Aricia as well? And even if the distance is too great for them, they have other means available to them thanks to Avi.”

“Does your father know what you and your brother intend?” Shiria hissed.

Resumar shrugged. “I believe he has an idea.” He answered. “He is not as stupid as most people like to think he is. Even if he does and he did not agree with what we were doing… he can do nothing.”

“He is King!” Shiria barked.

“Who, at the moment, is very dead… correct?” Resumar said. “Making Andro the King elect. At least for the moment while the Kavalians hold our mother For'mya.”

“Resumar… you are letting your emotions guide you into rash decisions.” Shiria told him. “Keeping this ship intact is a mistake! If it leaves this planet it…” Shiria stopped speaking for a moment looking unsure of her words.

“What?” Resumar asked her.

Shiria blinked and stammered once more. “It will… it will become a target! Everyone will know you have this technology and they will want it! They will try to take it!” She finally got the words out.

Resumar tilted his head slightly while he looked at her and was silent for a moment, his mind wondering what it was that she had wanted to say. He finally nodded his head. “That is a possibility.” He said finally. “341… what are the odds that a Kavalian task force could in some way capture this ship once it is fully operational and staffed with a full crew?”

-The Kavalian Federation would need to assign a minimum of four complete Fleet groups as well as the operational equivalent of a Lycavorian Union Combined Forces Fleet Group in order to properly stage any sort of attack against this ship that may prove remotely successful- 341 answered quickly. –Even with such a task force, the odds that such an action would succeed once SPARTA’S WRATH has a full crew are miniscule. Every Lycavorian member of the fleet is trained first as a ground soldier. The Kavalians would need to place at least a full battalion of troops onto this ship to conduct an operation of what you speak. An operation such as you refer to would succeed only 4.3 percent of the time-
Resumar looked at her. “So you see… the odds are in our favor by a substantial margin.”

“The odds?” Shiria gasped loudly. “The odds! Does Wayonn know you are doing this? He would side with me! He would not allow this!”

“Perhaps… but he is with father and again… Androcles is the one in charge.” Resumar answered.

“Then I wish to speak with Androcles!” Shiria exclaimed. “I wish to speak with him right now! Before you proceed further!”

“I believe they are in the middle of that ridiculous hearing on Hadaria.” Resumar replied. “If that is what you would like however, certainly Val'istar. I will arrange that but I will not cease our preparations.” He turned and looked at Athani, leaning over to kiss her softly. “I will be back shortly Aryschanne. Make sure everyone proceeds as we discussed.”

Athani nodded. “Yes.” She spoke.

Resumar turned back to Shiria and motioned with his hand. “We’ll use the starboard COM room Val'istar. That is the one with the direct link to Andro’s STRIKER on Hadaria.”

Shiria huffed and began walking in that direction, Resumar looking at her oddly as he began to follow.

EARTH

SPARTA

KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL


“…can not begin to offer my apologies Aihola.” Armetus spoke from the bed. “I…”


Aihola stepped forward and shook her head as she took his hand. She looked at his tan and weathered face and her amber eyes filled with warmth and emotion. “Do not even start with that Armetus.” She told him softly. “You are almost as revered among my people as Martin. You and he gave us the opportunity to become what we have become as a people and we have embraced it. You and Martin. You allowed us to do what we do best.”


“It… it cost too much.” Armetus spoke softly shaking his head.


“No.” Aihola replied gently. “I have spoken with every Drow Matriarch or Patriarch that lost their family members in the attacks. Not one of them expressed regret or remorse at their decision to take part in the operations Armetus. All of them however, all of them were only concerned for you.”


Armetus looked at her with his one good eye. “They were… they were my people! Every one of them!” He looked at her as the fire returned to his face and his remaining eye. “We will have vengeance Aihola!” He hissed softly. “I swear to you… we will have vengeance!”


Aihola nodded. “I know that. They know that. Right now... right now however we have many other concerns. I came here today with Deia, Marci and Panos because I’m taking a more personal role in what we will do and to show you that the Drow still believe. That we still have faith. And that we worry for you.”


Armetus nodded from the bed. He was sitting up now and he was gaining strength every day but he was a long way from being recovered. It helped that Marci had daily reports being delivered to him every morning for the last week and he was almost thoroughly caught up on what had happened. It was difficult getting used to having only one eye, but at least they had been able to save his limbs. It would take many months, but he would walk again and he would still be able to shift. Eleven thousand plus years of life and he had survived yet again. Perhaps the gods were not done with him just yet.


“I would like… I would like to meet with them one at a time.” Armetus told her. “As their schedules permit.”


Aihola nodded. “I will arrange it.” She answered. “You are looked at in a new light as well because of Lu'ria. Many of our people think you acted knowingly, sending her to Iraruzu to be found by Andro. They believe you knew she would fulfill the prophecy. That she would one day be the next Drow Queen.”


Armetus met her gaze. “Aihola… I had no idea.” He stated.


Aihola chuckled and squeezed his hand. “I know. Do not worry, I have no intention of stepping down anytime soon and Lu'ria has no desire to be Queen as she has told me herself. Besides… she is newly turned and Androcles and Sadi will need to school her in the many nuances of being a wolf now. As well as being a Drow Mistress to four beautiful women I might add.”


“Four?” Armetus asked.


Panos chuckled from where he stood against the wall. “That boy is turning into a stud Alpha just as his father is!” He snorted with some male pride in his voice. “He claimed his fifth mate and wife only a few days ago. A blue skinned Vanari female. A stunning young woman if I do say so myself, with light blue skin, violet lips and lush black hair. She fits in very well with his other wives and mates.”


Armetus looked at Marci. “Vanari. As in the ones from the Beta Quadrant like those new Lycavorians from the Protectorate?”


Marci nodded and handed over two data scrolls. “I’ve been compiling a dossier on them and just incorporated Andro’s sense of those he has met besides Caliria.”


“Caliria is this mate I take it?” Armetus asked taking the scrolls.


Marci nodded. “Yes.” She answered. “Bren has taken her mother as his mate as well and Andro seems to think that there might be something going on between Caliria’s sister Arduri, Denali and Lisisa but he is not completely sure.”


Armetus met her gaze. “Almost as if…” 


Deia nodded now. “Yes. As if it has somehow been foretold that the Vanari would come to be with us in this way. Planned by something greater than we can see.”


“Well… it’s definitely no coincidence.” Armetus spoke as his mind returned to business. “Those who come in contact with the Leonidas family tend to do so for a reason I have learned through the years. And it started with you Panos.” He spoke looking at him. “The day Martin swore to take his place as the son you had lost.”


“Yes it did.” Deia spoke.


Panos nodded. “A day my mate and I have blessed every moment since.” He stated pushing off the wall. “We will need to let Andro know you are awake and ready to get back to work soon. He is under tremendous pressure having to maintain this façade that his father and mother are dead. It is driving him insane to not be able to lash out at those who have hurt us. He and Marci have been flying by the seat of their pants I believe the expression is.”


Marci chuckled. “That is putting it rather mildly.” She said with a shrug.


“And doing an excellent job.” Deia added. “Make no mistake about that in the least.”


Armetus nodded as he looked at her. “That she has.” He said. “I have read the reports and first thing is first. Marci are we sure that Nessa and her team have rooted out all of Laustinos’s network?”


Marci nodded her head. “Nearly one hundred percent.” She answered. “Anything they are not sure of they have laid traps for. All of his command codes and any clearances he might have had have been revoked and deleted. All Military networks, as well as government databanks have been recoded. Our people have been working twenty-hour days for weeks now. They are just about finished adding the new layer of security that Avi was working on before he left with Resumar. Zaala Randall finished it shortly after the Battle of Kranek and it is being installed now.”


Armetus nodded his head. “Good. We were going to shift to the new network anyway… now is as good a time as any.” He spoke. “Andro did the right thing with the Gates around Hadaria.”


Deia nodded her head slowly. “We know. The loss of life was massive, but there was no other way to stem the flow of Kavalian personnel and equipment. He’s the only one who could have made that decision.”


“How much misery has he caught from the Netnews because of it?” Armetus asked.


“Not as much as you might think.” Marci answered. “This former Netnews Anchor that he made his spokesperson put the cap on that quickly with several press releases and the reasons behind his thinking. She answered the questions before they were asked really. How it plays out with this Hadarian hearing is another story, but Dilaen will stay on top of it I’m sure.”


Armetus looked at Deia. “He saw this coming you know.” He told her.


“Saw what coming?” Deia asked.


“Martin… he saw this coming. He knew his brother would one day get around to making a play for the throne of Sparta and the Union. It simply made sense to him. It’s what he would have done he told me, had he been in Pusintin’s shoes.” Armetus told her. “Martin didn’t think he would go after For'mya however. He thought Pusintin would go after Aricia because of her bloodline and try to do what Andro and Eliani believe has happened with For'mya. Martin never suspected this backdoor type play at the throne would be used though. This grab at the throne by using birthright and not bloodline.” Armetus straightened up further on the bed. “Deia… can he succeed?”


Deia sat back in her chair slowly shaking her head several times. “Pusintin would never have succeeded going after Aricia and he knew it. She is far too powerful a woman now, within Mindvoice as well as physically with her skills to allow it. Hell…no one in the Durcunusaan will even challenge her to spare anymore because she is too skilled. And as my Mandri’s anome she would have forced them to kill her before allowing another man besides Martin to take her. Even against her will. She has the vicious survival instincts of a pureblood Lycavorian female wolf, Anja and Dysea as well simply because of their natures before they were turned. For'mya unfortunately does not. In many ways For'mya is still ruled by her calm elven sensibilities even though she is wolf and this is why they love her so. Which Pusintin and Laustinos obviously knew about and used against her.” Deia looked at them. “That and her love for Martin and the others as well. She was the last of Martin’s Queens, but all of them love her more fiercely because of whom she is inside. She is their focus and center. Their calm. If you have ever seen them all together in a room when they are relaxing, where is For'mya almost always situated?”


This caused everyone to stop and think about the times they had seen Martin and his Queens together relaxing at their home. It was Aihola who answered for all of them. “She is always at the center, closest to Aricia and Martin.” She said softly looking at Deia.


Deia nodded. “She is Martin’s Kinsoaurgai yes… but she is also the voice of all of them in a sense.”


“So you believe the move with Dysea was a ploy by Pusintin like Andro and Eliani now believe?” Armetus asked.


Deia nodded. “It is the only thing that makes sense. A type of control over For'mya that they would not have otherwise.” She stated evenly. “And implanting the same type of inhibitor in her as they did within Dysea only makes it much worse. For'mya cannot feel us Armetus; she cannot sense us at all within Mindvoice. This simple fact alone, after seeing what we did on the Netnews in my office that day, this fact alone would make her body start to change. She was three days from the peak of her Phase cycle, just as all of them were. Pusintin knew this… he knew what he was going to do and he took advantage of the biological nature of Lycavorian females.”


“How would he even know this?” Marci asked now. “It is not something that is common talk at cafés and such Prime Minister. At least not in a manner that would be understood by someone who is not Lycavorian.”


“Do not forget who is he Marci.” Panos spoke now. “He was born here on this planet among the Lycavorians here. We remained much closer to our instincts than those off world simply because we did not know any better. Those Lycavorian females within Spartan society, they would have reacted in the same way For'mya has reacted. If it’s true. Many of them did when their mates fell in battle. It is part of why we were able to keep our presence here secret for so long. The unmated males would smell this on the females and they would get to them before any non-Lycavorian could show an interest no matter if they were Spartan or not. They did not force themselves upon any female, as we believe Pusintin has done, but it gave the female a much larger choice of who to turn to for a prospective mate. We did not start taking mates outside our people until after World War Two when many Spartans of Lycavorian blood fell in battle against Hitler and his vampire cronies. Then we had no choice. No one that we turned was ever forced however, and that is when we began the code by which we lived. Never without their consent or only in order to save their lives.”


“And Walter passed this to Martin and the others.” Marci said softly. “That is why they changed the men and women who travel with them now?”


Panos nodded. “My son was of the original three hundred Spartans who fought with Martin’s father those days at Thermopylae. One of only two who survived. He may not have known who Martin was when he was brought to him, but he knew enough to teach him our ways.”


Aihola turned to him now. “I have always wondered Panos… how is it that Walter could not smell the Leonidas bloodline in him when he was first brought to him by Helen and the others?”


“I asked Anja this many years ago and she said it is most likely because he was placed in a sleep chamber so soon after being born. His true scent did not have an opportunity to fully mature until years after he returned to Earth because it had been suppressed for over twenty-five hundred years using chemicals while in the chamber.” Panos answered. “It was faint enough that Walter was able to sense a connection within his blood, but not how deeply that connection went. That did not happen until Martin finally went to Thermopylae and was touched by his father’s essence.”


“He has with him men and women who will die at his command more readily than any others.” Armetus spoke softly. “And men and women who will know exactly what he and Daniel will do in almost any given situation. The most experienced and lethal fighting unit that exists today. Andro knew exactly what he was doing when he gathered them and sent them to be with his father.”


“A unit that now includes three of his mates and an Immortal.” Deia spoke. “I shudder to think of what trouble they will conduct.”


“You can be assured the gloves have come off.” Panos spoke. “I have spoken with my son at length about these men and women and what they did before the Great Fire. Dymas is preparing his personal command for battle and as Polemarch of the entire Union ground forces he will begin preparing them. After speaking with him it is my belief that we will begin to see a new era of warfare. An era of warfare that will change the face of the universe, as we know it anyway. An era that Martin and Androcles are going to bring shattering to the forefront and the Kavalians will bear the brunt of it. I pity them in a way… for their leaders do not yet understand the force of what they have unleashed. And after what Gorgo did, whatever restraint Martin and his son may have exercised… that is now gone.”


Armetus looked quickly at Marci. “Project Arizona?” He gasped.


Marci nodded slowly. “Fully operational and already in the field. Andro uncorked them at the Battle of Kranek and Admiral Lorian put a serious hurting on superior Kav numbers.” She answered. “And that is just with two ships.”

“Admiral?” Armetus questioned.

Marci nodded. “Andro promoted her with Ben’s blessing and put her in command of the entire Block One series. The last three from the Block One batch will be finished by the end of this week according to Ben. They will be commissioned immediately for Andro already has a mission for them.”


“What is this Block One? This Project Arizona?” Deia asked. “I have never heard of these things?”


Armetus looked at her. “Martin wanted you to have complete and utter deniability Deia.” He answered. “Only six of us knew they were being built. It was better that way.”


“What is this Project Arizona Armetus?” Deia asked once more. “What has he been building?”


Armetus took a deep breath. “A completely new class of ship based solely on technology we took from CS41. Avi helped with the blueprint and engineering and Zaala Randall designed and oversaw the building of their propulsion plants. Essentially… essentially they are twenty of the most devastating warships we have ever built as a government and they are meant for only one purpose.”


“War.” Deia spoke softly.


Armetus nodded slowly. “Martin did not want you involved because of the ramifications that could arise.” He said. “He didn’t want your reputation as a mediator tainted.”


“And look where that has gotten me?” Deia hissed softly in anger. “The near destruction of everything in my family… a second time! The family I never thought I would have again!” She shook her head. “Never again. You will fill me in on these ships when we are done here. I want to know everything, so that when I have to confront a politician with too much arrogance or a Netnews reporter with too much curiosity, I can tell them where to go and how to get there in the most eloquent of terms.”


Armetus nodded. “Marci?”


Marci nodded as well. “I can arrange a full briefing. I will need to let Admiral O’Connor and Andro know but I doubt they will disagree. Not now.”


“Back to Pusintin.” Armetus said. “Deia… can he do it?”


Deia met his eyes. “He will put forth evidence of birthright and such no doubt. As well as the combination of royal blood. He is the oldest son of Leonidas and Martin did clear the path for him to do this by reinstating him into the ranks of the Spartans.”


“That’s not what I asked Deia.” Armetus spoke. “Can he take the throne legally without Andro starting a war to stop him because you know as well as I do that is exactly what Andro will do.”


“It will depend on what the Galactic Court rules.” She said. “And what the consensus of our allies in the senate will be.”


“Deia… our allies in the Senate will never allow it and you know it. And the Galactic Court appears to have been bought… hook, line and sinker as Anja says! Especially from these reports Marci has given me not to mention what I have seen so far this morning on the Netnews channels.” Armetus growled. “My question is, does he have a legitimate claim to the throne! Can he give those in the Senate who have never cared for Martin; can he give them ammunition to use to rise to the position of King?”


Deia met his eyes. “Yes he does have a claim. Or I should say a child of his would have a claim. And he will be successful if what we think has happened has indeed happen… yes.” She said looking at him and then allowing her dark eyes to wander to everyone in the room one at a time. “We changed the Ascension Laws in regards to bloodline after what happened to Aricia on Enurrua. That is not what they will use however. They will use the few Ascension Laws in regards to birthright and those of have never been altered and they have remained buried in the wording of the Twenty-Third Scroll of Lycavorian Law. They only reference bloodline vaguely and deal mostly with actual birth lines. Many scholars did not even know they ever existed. At least not until Laustinos found them and then gave them to the Kavalians. They will take the context of these few words and twist them to suit what they want to accomplish Armetus, even though that was not the intent when it was written. I should know, I helped Canth and Resumar to write them. We can do nothing at the moment until we hear what it is they want fully. Using For'mya… well it is my belief they will attempt to usurp not only the Union throne, but that of the elves as well.” 

“And there are more elven members of their parliament who have never cared for Martin than there are elven Senators within the Union Senate.” Panos spoke. “So it could potentially be a large problem?”

Deia nodded her head. “If this is what they have done, then it was done within days, more than likely hours after they took her. Pusintin would have moved very quickly.” She said softly. “We were still reeling from the attacks as they knew we would be. It is why Matuarr told Andro any attempt to retrieve For'mya and they would kill her. The Kavalians have been planning this for some time Armetus and Laustinos was the one who helped them.” Deia shook her head. “There is no way to know what lies they told her immediately after they took her, knowing what she would have seen on the Netnews. With the Inhibitor in place she would not have been able to sense any of us within Mindvoice as I said. She would think we were all dead. It gave them the time they needed for her body to begin to change and to force her to agree to their terms. If she carries his child she will be bound to him now, no matter that she hates him with every fiber of her being. Her wolf instincts will drive her to protect their children no matter the enemy and when combined with her elven instincts that run along the same gambit, well you can not be more protective a mother than when you are wolf and elf. Pusintin is counting on that I tell you.”

“What a nubous lash up!” Armetus hissed. “Do we know how many of our own people will support this?”

Marci shook her head quickly. “Not very many Armetus. Lycavorians or elves anyway. I’ve spoken to the head of EI and just about every counterpart that I have among the other Union members. The mass consensus they are seeing as more and more information comes out is that the vast majority of all their people are incensed. Even the King’s normally vocal opponents are making rumblings about this. They may have fought him on everything he and the Queens did, but they respected and honored him.” Marci said. “There is the local Utopian Movement here on Earth and their branches across the Union, but they have no real power. And while they may support this openly, they will remain silent for the most part. Too many of our people adore the King and Queens and they will not risk confrontation. They do however have a new voice.”

“What do you mean?” Armetus asked.

Marci handed him another scroll. “The young woman Andro dated for a brief time before Sadi came back into his life, Ulana is her name. She was elected to take her father’s position within the Senate after he was killed in the bombing. She is a closet supporter of the Utopian Movement. No doubt they will attempt to have her use her new position to try and advance their agenda. Perhaps even try and renew her relationship with Andro.”

Armetus looked at her. “Andro knew this when he was seeing her?”

Marci shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. Probably. I can’t believe that would have escaped his notice.”

“He knew.” Deia said with a small smile. “And he took perverse pleasure in it as well. He is far too much like his father. Let Ulana attempt what she will, Sadi and the others will quickly put her in her place.”

“Androcles will not let this stand Deia.” Armetus said turning back to her. “You have to know that.”

Deia nodded. “I do. And neither will I.” She answered. “However… I am unwilling to put For'mya in any kind of situation where her life is threatened. If it were to come out before we are ready that Martin is still alive, their plan will fall apart and Pusintin will kill her outright and possibly invade.”

“Their actions so far require we declare war!” Armetus spoke. “We would be well within our rights to do so!”


“And all but the most liberal Senators would agree and vote for war.” Panos spoke.


Armetus looked back at Marci. “Marci?”


“They haven’t pulled any of their forces away from the High Coven borders based on our most recent Intel reports and scans. Probably as a way to win support from the masses.” She told him immediately and with much confidence. “They could still field a massive army with their biogenic clones and those could pour across the borders in any number of locations. Our Border Defense Network would not stand for long against a concentrated attack. Their fleets outnumber us for the most part, but we don’t know how experienced they are and there is some question as to the durability of their ships and equipment. It’s one of the reasons they supported Buonau in her bid to oust Queen Anja. It gives them access to what they didn’t have before. Hadarian Healers.”


“Yes… but it is my understanding none of those who are active duty heeded her order to return.” Armetus said.


Marci nodded. “No… for the most part they all told her to get screwed.” She answered. “And there are millions who made it off planet before the Kavalians clamped down and we put the blockade in place. Perhaps another ten to fifteen percent of them were trained Healers as well. Most of them went to Apo Prime, some came here to Earth and immediately began helping within the hospitals and clinics across the planet. Those that were treating injuries from the bombings.”


“She still has a substantial number of Healers she can use.” Armetus said.


“The question remains… how well will they be trained?” Marci said. “Certainly not on the same caliber as the Union Healers or those who escaped.”


“It is still an advantage for them however. At least initially.” Armetus said. “They will have something they didn’t have before.”


“I question what Buonau gave up in order to secure their assistance.” Deia spoke. “That woman is power hungry and has always hated Anja because she could never control her as she did Yelu.”


“We do have some assets left on Hadaria…” Marci said. “But they will only report in if it is important enough. Getting transmissions off world is a tricky prospect and they do not want to attempt it more than they need to.”


Deia shook her head. “We must avoid that Armetus.” She stated. “I do not want to put those people at risk and there are other things that Andro says he has working. There are things he will not tell me, but I know he will not risk his mother for any reason until certain pivotal things happen or don’t happen.”


“What things?” Armetus asked.


Deia shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered. “But whatever they are you can be assured of one thing.” 


“And that is?” Armetus asked.

“Pusintin will be successful for now. He will be successful right up until the time that it is discovered Martin is still alive and Pusintin is guilty of raping a sitting Queen of the Lycavorian Union.” Her eyes became hard points of darkness. “Then his life will be for sibfla, for not only will Martin be after his blood, but every member of the Leonidas family as well. Of that you can be assured.”

CURILA 6

I think we wore her out. Ceuma spoke within Mindvoice as she lifted her head from Joci’s broad chest, her Persian red hair damp with sweat. Her jade green eyes turned with her face and she looked at the ebony skinned face and dark eyes of her husband and mate. Joci’s chest rose and fell evenly with deep breaths as his racing heart began to slow to a more sedate rhythm. Ceuma couldn’t help but grin when she saw the look in his eyes and how wide they were at the actions that had taken place over the last three hours since he had walked into their quarters and found her and Naesta naked and locked in a torrid embrace of mutual pleasure. 


Joci’s eyes dropped to the mass of white blond hair and soft blue skin that rested on his abdomen totally spent and sleeping the sleep of the much contented. Naesta’s face was a mask of blissful pleasure for that is how she had fallen asleep. Her naked body, so very enticing and firm and blue, was pressed against his side. Her breasts, though not as large as Ceuma’s, were stabbing into his naked side deliciously. Her arm was draped over his lower abdomen and her hand rested intimately on Ceuma’s hip. His eyes turned back to Ceuma.


What have we done? He asked her.

I thought we experienced buckets of pleasure as Anja and Sivana are so fond of saying. Ceuma answered him. I know you smelled it Joci… if I could smell it upon her then you must have.


I… I’m not saying I didn’t… but you… you are my mate and wife. He answered.

Yes I am. And I thank whatever gods are up there for that every day. But I also could smell the desire wafting from Naesta. For me. For you. I could not… I did not want to fight it anymore Joci. Ceuma answered. She told me that the more Alkay they produce during sex is a large indicator of their emotional state and how much they desire a person.


You talked of this? Joci gasped.


Joci… I have been working with her for weeks now. The medical background and tests we did were instrumental in discovering the cure for her people. Ceuma answered. We have talked of many things since then. She is amazingly intelligent and grasps the concepts of problems incredibly fast. And she tastes wonderful. Don’t you agree? She asked him with a smile as her fingers traced his chin and his bottom lip.


Ceuma we…


Are you going to tell me you don’t find it overwhelmingly exciting to have two women worshiping you as we did? Ceuma asked him with a seductive twinkle in her eye. Kissing you? Tasting you? And you do taste wonderful my husband and mate.


Ceuma that is not what I was going to say. Joci spoke lifting his hand and pressing it to her cheek. He watched her eyes close in happiness and she leaned into his touch, his alpha aura drifting almost lazily around her body and tickling her senses.


I know what you were going to say. She spoke opening her eyes and looking at him. You feel shame for enjoying when Naesta was atop you and whimpering your name as you filled her and she clutched at your arms. You feel shame because you felt pleasure with her.


It is not the same. Joci said quickly. She is not you.


I know that my love. Ceuma spoke. And while you took pleasure with her, watching you with her, knowing what we could have together. It made me so very happy. And I know what I mean to you because you took me immediately after with more passion and intensity than you ever have. My senses were alive as your aura caressed me Joci. We…


“Ceuma?” Anja’s voice broke into her thoughts and Ceuma turned her head quickly breaking out of her daydreaming trance.


“Hmmm? What?” She stammered.


Anja looked at the clone of herself who she now considered another sister. Ceuma had developed into a person all her own that was for sure, but she still had a small bit of Anja and Sivana within her. A rebellious side that came out every so often and also any angry streak that she had only ever seen when Ceuma had run her Nehtes through Rinard on Hadaria. Anja had seen it coming for several weeks now, the relationship between Naesta and Ceuma developing very quickly. The attraction was easily noticeable by any Lycavorian simply by her scent which spiked whenever either Ceuma or Joci was nearby. Now Anja could smell Naesta’s sweet scent all over her sister and no doubt when she saw Naesta it would be the same. And Anja knew it was not something that Ceuma would have done without including Joci she knew and she also knew it had probably taken the charcoal skinned Spartan completely by surprise.


Anja settled into the chair next to Ceuma’s medical work station with a smile. “I’m guessing from your distracted look and the smile in your eyes that it happened last night and it was everything you hoped it would be?”


Ceuma looked at her with wide eyes. “What… what do you mean?”


Anja chuckled. “Sister… do you think that Sivana and I haven’t seen it. Smelled it these last weeks. You and Naesta.”


Ceuma looked down somewhat embarrassed. “It is that obvious?” She asked softly.


“To me it is.” Anja told her. “Vana will catch on eventually… but I can see it in your eyes and on your face because it is how I feel with Aricia. With Bella. With Dysea and For'mya. And now Cirith.”


“Is it normal?” Ceuma asked her.


“Normal? No.” Anja answered. “What you have to understand is you are wolf now sister. Just like me. Turned by a man with very pure blood, no matter the asshole that he was. You are also the mate and wife to another man with even purer blood and no doubt by now Joci has bitten you simply to make his claim on you?”


Ceuma nodded. “Yes.”


“Then his blood is within you as well. And if I’m right, his blood is more than likely more pure than Rinard.” Anja said. “The purer the blood the stronger you will be sister. It will allow you to feel and think of things differently than others. You and Naesta were together last night?”


Ceuma nodded again. “Anja… I have… I never desired something like this. I never even imagined myself doing something like this. But seeing her… smelling her… it became so clear and focused and the desire and want so powerful.”


Anja nodded in understanding. “It is no different than what I feel for any of the others.” She answered. “Martin may rock our world sister, he continues to make us feel things that we have never felt before, but that does not mean we, as his wives and mates, can not make each other cry out in passion without him.”


“It is very confusing for Joci.” Ceuma said. “He does not understand how… how he can feel what he does with her and not be betraying me. I tried to explain it to him but I don’t know if he truly understood.”


Anja leaned back with a knowing smile. “Given how the two of you met that doesn’t really surprise me. He is a very honorable man and it would be something that he would feel. What you need to do is make him understand that the two of you need him just as badly as you do each other.” She took Ceuma’s hands. “Does Naesta feel the same for Joci that she does for you? It can’t work if she does not.”


“That’s just it!” Ceuma exclaimed. “She does! She is taken by him! His skin, his hair, she feels exactly the same as I do for him. It is so… so surreal.”


“You have found something that very few people ever do sister.” Anja said. “Don’t let it slip away. Do you want me to talk to Joci?”


“Carians no!” Ceuma gasped. “He would be mortified that you know!” Ceuma squeezed her hands. “No… I will make him understand. Naesta and I will make him understand. We want each other… but we both want him more.”


Anja smiled. “It will work itself out don’t worry.” She stated. “You are very…” The terminal Ceuma sat next to began chiming furiously and both of them turned to look at the screen. Anja’s face changed then. “Ceuma… what… what are you running?” She asked finally.


Ceuma began typing furiously on the console. “I was bored and trying to think when I woke this morning so I programmed the computer to run all current samples of blood through a Phased Passive Ionic Inducer. To look for any abnormalities.” She stabbed down on the control panel. “I never thought it would find anything. Everyone is so healthy. What… Anja what is this?”


Anja moved closer to the screen and looked at the genetic strands. “Do a Spatial Analysis on the gene.”


Ceuma adjusted the controls once more and then looked up at the screen with her sister as the massive medical computer worked. The results came only five and a half seconds later. “The core strand for Darpia Syndrome? And it’s active.” Ceuma spoke softly. “What is Darpia Syndrome?”


“Who has this sister?” Anja asked her face now holding a very concerned expression. “Who has this core strand?”


Ceuma typed once more and the small gasp escaped her throat as she turned to look at Anja quickly. “Isabella!” She rasped out. “It’s Bella’s blood sample. Given only four days ago Anja!”


Anja sprang to her feet and rushed to the COM panel on the adjoining console, furiously stabbing her finger down on the panel. “Eurin! Eurin I need you in the medical center! Hurry!”


“Anja… what’s wrong?” Eurin’s voice echoed.


“Quickly Divine One.” Anja said. “And bring Vana with you! No one else!”


Anja tapped the console again and took a deep breath calming herself before reaching out within Mindvoice. Bella… where are you?


I woke famished and I’m just leaving the private dining area. The two Sanguine members arrived last night and I was showing them around now … why? Isabella answered immediately.


Would you join me in the medical center Bella my love? Anja asked keeping her voice neutral. It didn’t work with Isabella for they have been lovers and friends for far too long.


Anja… what is wrong? Bella asked.


Bella… we… we need to talk and I need you to come to the medical center. Anja told her. Now.

I’ll be there in six minutes.     

HADARIA

“…me again bitch and I will make you regret your life as it is!” Pusintin snarled viciously into For'mya’s face as his large hand squeezed tighter around her slim throat and he pressed her against the wall of the room.


“You… you lied to me you nubous ronnus!” For'mya snarled back at him undeterred, her hands gripping his wrists. “They are not dead! They are here!”


Pusintin rolled his eyes. “Of course I lied to you bitch!” He growled. “You wouldn’t have done what I wanted otherwise!”


“Bryon?” For'mya gasped. “My son! You don’t have him do you?”


Pusintin grinned evilly. “If I did… he would already be dead.” He hissed at her.


“You putrid excuse for a man!” For'mya almost screamed at him as she began to struggle anew. “You fucking contemptible bastard! You…”


Pusintin squeezed harder, cutting off her words as he leaned closer, pressing her body against the wall firmly as she fought to pull his hand away from her neck. “Do not press me woman!” He rasped at her. “What is done is done! My brother is dead and you are my mate now! I have claimed you in the old ways of the Lycavorian people. You are my mate and I will teach you to be a good woman and learn your place!”


For'mya hissed as her wolf fangs extended and her eyes changed. “Never!” She snarled at him.


Pusintin chuckled. “My dead brother and I are the strongest alphas in the entire Union For'mya. Now that he is dead and I have claimed you… who will sate the burning of your wolf blood when the phase comes For'mya? Only I can do that!”


“I did not want you!” For'mya snarled. “I did not choose you! You murdered my mate! You murdered my Martin!”


“Your mind may not have chose me… but your blood and your body did.” Pusintin hissed at her. “That is all that matters! Your choice is irrelevant. And now you are bound to me! Bound to me in such a way that your instincts override your mind’s desire to slit my throat at the first chance you get! It’s beautiful isn’t it? You want to kill me so bad that you can taste it, yet your instincts won’t allow you too. Your instincts tell you to protect me…” Pusintin’s other hand came up now and settled almost gently on For'mya’s swollen abdomen. “And to protect the child you carry for me! My child! My son!”


Tears clouded her eyes as she struggled even more, shame washing over her at his words. Shame at what she had done… what she had agreed to do to protect those she loved because she believed them all she had left. She believed Dysea and Bryon the only remaining family she had and she would do anything to protect them. For'mya slapped his hand away from her abdomen.


“Don’t… don’t touch me!” She screamed.


Pusintin smiled wickedly. “You didn’t seem to mind me touching your body when I was pounding your tight pussy into the bed.” He growled at her. “You were fucking me back pretty good if I recall.”


“Liar! You lie!” She almost screamed out. “You… you are a sick perversion of a man! I never wanted you! Never!”


“Maybe.” He told her. “But you still need me. If not your mind… then the blood in your veins.” Pusintin grinned. “I plan on keeping you around For'mya. You are a class act… and you have got the tightest snatch I have ever had! I plan on keeping you around for a long time. You are too good a lay to kill you… even though you want me to. Don’t worry when we get back to Cabelir, I’ll hit you with my aura again and let you snuggle up between my legs and suck me off as long as you want. If you suck cock as good as you fuck then I’ll know why my brother kept you around even with your smallish tits. Tell me… are the rest of your whore lovers as good in bed as you? I just might order my men to take them alive so I can try them out too!”


“Monster!” For'mya hissed at him.


“You just remember that you agreed to all of this willingly.” Pusintin snarled back at her. “It doesn’t matter why you did… but you did. And you signed all the orders and documents that we need right now.”


“Do not… do not make me face them.” For'mya whimpered now. “If you… if you have any decency in you… do not make me face them like this.”


Pusintin chuckled cruelly and squeezed her arm. “Androcles killed my youngest son! He butchered him like an animal. Having him and the others see you in your condition is something I can’t wait for.”


“Bastard!” For'mya rasped as he released her throat and she settled back to the floor reaching up to rub the area on her neck where his hand had been.


“Why do you think you can’t feel them in Mindvoice For'mya?” Pusintin asked with a grin. “They already suspect what you have done and they are blocking you. You are dead to them because of it. They feel you have betrayed them. Betrayed my dead brother. It’s poetic really. Now pull yourself together… we are going out there in a few minutes. I warn you though For'mya, do not do anything stupid. I have enough ships and troops in this system to make sure they all die before they even get off world. Don’t make me kill them. Nothing you do can stop what is coming, and as long as you do as your told, no one has to die needlessly. You just do what you are supposed to do and everything will be fine. You speak when I tell you and don’t say a fucking thing to them.”


“They are my children!” For'mya screamed.


“Not anymore they aren’t!” Pusintin growled. “Don’t fuck with me on this For'mya. It will be bad if you do.”


“They will speak to me! I can’t just ignore them!” For'mya wailed.


“You can… and you will.” Pusintin snapped.


For'mya glared at him with her dark brown wolf eyes. “I… I will kill you one day.” She hissed at him. “I will watch you die I swear.”


Pusintin smiled. “Yeah… better people than you have said that.” He stated. “I’m still here. Just shut up and get ready.”

“…And that is the negotiations between the Kavalian Federation Imperium and the Lycavorian Union to obtain the release of our Queen and to stop a war from happening.” L'tian didn’t even bother looking at Buonau and Wiktor.

“You do realize that we will review the Hadarian evidence and then render a decision on their charges Ambassador.” Kagan spoke.

L'tian nodded. “If you wish to waste your time that is certainly within your rights.” He replied.

“Very well…” Sel'ke spoke. “I believe the Kavalian delegation has arrived and is ready to enter.” His eyes moved to the entrance across the room directly facing the Union table as the double doors opened. It was the entrance furthest from them, but it also allowed them to see everyone who came out, as they had to walk across in front of them to get to their table.

Andro rose to his feet with Eliani next to him, Arrarn moving up beside her as three large Kavalian soldiers came out, their weapons visible in their hands but pointing at the floor. Andro saw the Kavalian Admiral he had spoken with on the airfield walk out next, followed by a young man who appeared to be around his age and looked very similar to his cousin who he had killed on Iraruzu. They watched as another half dozen Kavalians exited the doorway, bunched tightly around who could only be his uncle. Andro had never seen Pusintin before, only in still images really and those were very old, but it was undoubtedly him. Beside him walked another tall Kavalian who was dressed in regal looking dark blue clothes and then he saw the flash of golden blond hair. She was walking on the far side of Pusintin, and Andro could detect her scent easily now. The same wild orchid scent that had brought all of them such comfort as children. The sweet scents of their mothers was all that was needed most often to sooth them as children as they grew. Andro heard Eliani gasp and grip his arm tightly when she too caught her scent, and Arrarn pressed closer, his mother’s smell filling his nostrils.

“Mother!” His whisper came out hoarsely but Andro and Eliani understood it without question.

Andro could see his grandfather stiffen slightly next to him as he saw his daughter and then as if it was staged for their benefit, the Kavalians stopped walking in front of the large Magistrate’s table and the Kavalian guards bunched tightly around Pusintin and the others moved out of the way. Eliani’s green eyes grew wide and then burst into tears as her hands came to her mouth in stunned shock.

“Mother no! Son vada carians no!” She gasped loudly.

“NO! NO!” Arrarn screamed as he started forward only to have Jomann and Andro seize his arms. “MOTHER!”

Andro held his brother’s arm even as his azure eyes changed and his fangs burst forth in anger. He had been preparing himself for this moment, steeling his emotions against what he dreaded he would see. It didn’t seem to be helping as he felt his blood beginning to boil in rage and not even Sadi grabbing his own arm could calm them. The emotion was mirrored by L'tian whose eyes were wide, but his face a mask of terrible rage as they fell upon his daughter. She walked with her head down unable to look up at them though the tears could be seen easily that were rolling down her cheeks. Pusintin was gripping her arm tightly, but there was no denying the swelling of her pregnant abdomen. The was no mistaking the flush of her soft tanned skin as he had seen it twice before in the last twenty years. It shone with beauty and radiance as it did when she was pregnant with first Arrarn and then Bryon. There was definitely no mistaking that For'mya was very pregnant. It appeared as if she was only days away from giving birth and this made it all the more painful for them to witness.

The Kavalian politician ignored their outbursts and bowed his head slightly to the twelve Magistrates, Sel'ke and several others with wide eyes as they gazed at For'mya. They knew who she was of course, and her condition was not lost on them. Nor was the fact that she was not restrained in any way considering the claims that she was a prisoner. The reactions Androcles Leonidas and his siblings was expected as well considering what they saw. They could hear the loud murmurs of shock coming from nearly everyone in the audience, most especially among the many Netnews crews who were present and reporting back live to their respective stations. What Sel'ke and the others could not hear, what no one but those on the single ship far from Hadaria could hear, was the pure and uncontaminated roar of fury that came from one man. Had anyone in the massive meeting room heard this cry, had they heard the promise of cruel, hideous and chilling demise in the echoes of that cry, had they heard any of it, they would have immediately fled from the planet and renounced all of their sins and become priests of some sort. 

“Magistrates of the Galactic Court… Chief Magistrate Sel'ke, my name is Ambassador Rutork’Toren.” The Kavalian who stood next to Pusintin spoke. “I am the appointed Kavalian Ambassador to Hadaria and I have been assigned as counselor for these proceedings and I will represent Marshall Pusintin and Prefect Keleru on behalf of the Kavalian people.”

Sel'ke tore his eyes away from where For'mya stood next to Pusintin and looked at the man. He nodded quickly. “Am… Ambassador.” He stammered still in somewhat of a shock. 

Rutork motioned elegantly to Pusintin with his hand. “Please… allow me to present Grand Marshall Pusintin of the Kavalian Federation and overall Commander of the Kavalian Federation Imperium Military. Beside him is Senior Admiral Menot who is also the Kavalian military liaison to Hadaria and then we have the Marshall’s oldest son Colonel Kalis of the Puma Bane Regiment. I believe you are already acquainted with the elf female For'mya as the former Queen of the Lycavorian Union and current Queen of the Elven people.”

“What is the meaning of this?” L'tian barked from behind them unable to contain himself any longer. “You abduct a sitting Queen of the Union from Earth, killing hundreds of innocent civilians in the process and then you parade her around in front of the Galactic Court and the eyes of the entire known universe as some sort of prize?” L'tian screamed. “I demand she be released instantly! This very minute! To allow this is beyond acceptable!”

Rutork looked at him from where he stood. “The elf female is not a prisoner Ambassador L'tian.” He stated.

“She is a Queen of the Union and you will refer to her as such!” Arrarn snarled from his spot.

Rutork chuckled defiantly. “The elf female For'mya is no longer a Queen of the your silly Union young man. She willingly relinquished this title upon the death of your tyrant King and became the bound mate to Grand Marshall Pusintin.”

No one’s eyes were wider than L'tian’s and he moved closer to the group, the Kavalian guards not attempting to stop him. “What nonsense is this?” He shouted. “That is a lie! For'mya would never do that! I demand that she be released immediately before we hold any sort of discussions!”

Rutork was still smiling as he looked at Sel'ke and the other Magistrates. “I assure you Magistrates… everything I have just said is quite true. The elf female For'mya was changed many years ago and…”

“Stop calling her that!” Eliani shouted the tears streaking her cheeks. “She is Queen! And she is our mother! You kidnapped her! Took her from Earth against her will!”

“Magistrates… do you see any restraints upon the female?” Rutork asked motioning to where For'mya stood. “She is no prisoner. And I will speak about her as Kavalians refer to all of their females. In our culture they are not recognized publicly. The elf female For'mya willingly relinquished her title as Queen of the Union upon the death of the Lycavorian tyrant King. Due to her Lycavorian blood she was in the midst of what Lycavorian and females turned by them call their Phase. When female wolves are most fertile and their scent and blood calls out for a mate. When she lost her former mate, her body began to change and upon meeting Marshall Pusintin, the need to mate with him was overwhelming to her. She accepted his advances, for he too is Lycavorian, and then Marshall Pusintin claimed the elf female in the ancient ways of the Lycavorian people. The elf female did not resist and as you can see she now carries his child. She is now bound to him, his mate and wife, also in the ancient ways of the Lycavorian people.”

“Ambassador… we are not fools on this court!” The Lycavorian Magistrate snarled as he leaned forward. “The Lycavorian people have not used this method of taking a mate in nearly twenty millennia! It is considered barbaric among our people! And you wish us to believe that Queen For'mya is this far along in a pregnancy, as her obvious physical condition dictates, in only the few weeks since you took her from Earth?”

“The Lycavorian people may not use this method any longer Magistrate… however it is not unheard of… am I correct? Did not Jorak, the son of Chetak, use this very means to claim the now dead Queen Aricia as his mate?” Rutork spoke calmly. 

“That ronnus used drugs!” The Lycavorian growled. “He used drugs that were unnatural Ambassador!”

Rutork nodded. “Yes… I understand that. We certainly do not condone that. However that is not what has happened now. You may ask her yourself Magistrates. The elf female For'mya will tell you that she agreed to this willingly when she mated with Marshall Pusintin. You may test her all you wish as well. You will find no drugs or foreign bodies influencing her. They have one of the most powerful Healers standing among them in former Queen Anja’s daughter… surely she could determine this with a cursory examine. And all she will find in her blood, as with any Kavalian child born in the last thousand years, is a mild growth accelerator that is used on the fetus to shorten the gestation period by many months. It was a way we used to replenish our numbers after the High Coven and Lycavorian Union nearly wiped us out. It has never been changed. The Marshall’s other children were treated in a similar fashion.”

“This is preposterous! We came here to Hadaria to enter into discussions to have my daughter released!” L'tian screamed now. “You expect us to see her like this, after she has been obviously raped and impregnated, you expect us to simply tolerate this! This is your idea of discussions!”

“We came here to discuss the status of your daughter as Queen of the Elves Ambassador L'tian.” Rutork corrected him. “Nothing was ever said in regards to what you are saying. She is not being held against her will, so why would we need to discuss her release.”

“Magistrates we protest this in the…” L'tian began to speak but Sel'ke held up his hand.

“Hold your protest!” He barked out, his eyes staring at For'mya. “Lady For'mya... is what the Ambassador says true? Have you done this willingly? Have you allowed Marshall Pusintin to take you as his mate and is the child you carry his?”

For'mya lifted her head slowly; unable to even look at her children because of the shame she had washing through her. Her Martin was gone. Aricia was gone. Those she called children were blocking her within Mindvoice for she could not sense them in the least even though she was trying to reach out to them now. Pusintin had been right… they knew what she had done and were incensed by her actions. Betrayed by what she had done. She had been tricked to submit to Pusintin and his vile rutting, thinking she was saving Dysea and her son from certain death, and this was the result she thought to herself as she lifted her hands and placed them on her swollen abdomen. She could sense the life growing within her, but the growth hormones they had injected her with made it fuzzy and nearly indiscernible. If she did not speak up Pusintin would invade the Union and millions upon millions of the people she had sworn to protect as their Queen, would die. He swore to her that if she went against him now the first planet they would crush would be Elear. Billions of Elves and Lycavorians and Algolians and Hadarians, her people, they would die needless deaths. 

For'mya knew her father and the First Minister well enough to know what they would have done the moment they realized she was taken. It was something that both her and Dysea had agreed on many years ago and they had filed documents and Vid declarations in secret all those years ago. The only man she had ever loved and worshiped in her entire thousand plus years of life was dead now, as was the woman who was not only her truest and best friend, but also her dearest female lover among them all. All of it was gone now. The only thing she could do was try and save as many lives as possible before the storm arrived. They would hate her, she had no doubt of that, but if in her actions she could save them from death as she failed to save Martin and Aricia than it would be worth the disgrace and shame and pain that she would endure. She would be with the two she loved most in this life soon enough.

“Yes… yes.” For'mya stated softly, her voice almost a whisper. She turned her head to look at Pusintin and saw the cruelness in his eyes as he pulled her closer to him. “Yes…” she continued turning back as tears began to stream from her eyes. “Yes… I accepted the Marshall willingly. And yes… the child I… the child I carry is his.”

“ARRGHHH!” The roar was something none of them expected and all eyes turned to see Eliani step back from her older brother, her hand dropping from his shoulder as he bent over and gripped the edges of the huge table. Arrarn, Toria and L'tian were looking at him in stunned shock as his face was changed and contorted in unabashed rage. For'mya’s eyes were wide in surprise as she gazed at him.

“Order!” Sel'ke barked out. “There will be order in this chamber!”

“You upaee!” Androcles screamed at her. “Our father’s body is not even cold and you do this! He knew you would be the one to betray him if that day came! He knew!”

“Andro I…” For'mya moved to step forward but Pusintin held her arm.

Pusintin couldn’t help but laugh at Androcles’s reaction and as he pulled For'mya back he sneered. “I guess we shouldn’t tell you how she was whimpering my name as I was fucking her silly and making her mine then huh?” He stated loudly.

“DIE!!” Androcles roared once more and heaved upward on the table.

The eight foot long, hardwood and steel table weighed nearly three hundred pounds, but it left the floor of the chamber as if shot out of a gun. Directly at the tightly bunched group of Kavalian soldiers as Andro charged forward taking everyone by total surprise with the speed in which he moved. As the huge table smashed into the group of Kavalian troops and sent them sprawling painfully in awkward directions, Rutork and two other Puma Bane troops did what they were trained to do. Pusintin shoved For'mya away from him unceremoniously to protect himself when he found his body being yanked to the side and buried by the furry bodies of his security detail in order to protect him. That left only Kalis standing in front of a moving Andro and as he started to bring his weapon up Androcles lashed out with his left arm, slapping away the barrel of the weapon and bringing his right hand forward in a heel strike that hit Kalis dead center of his chest and lifted him into the air. As the air in his lungs painfully left those same lungs Kalis felt himself smash back against the table that held the Magistrates and he flipped over the top dragging two judges with him with his flailing.

Then there was nothing between For'mya and Andro and he glared at her with more savage anger than she had ever seen from one she called son. Anger that was directed at her. His beautiful eyes were changed and his vicious dual fangs were fully extended as he grabbed her arms and yanked her to her feet.

“You!” He snarled at her.

The tears poured from her eyes as she looked at him and they were not tears of fear or anger, they were tears of relief. “Kill… kill me my son!” She hissed at him her own eyes and fangs changed now as she stared at the young man who she had held and bounced on her knees as a baby. “Kill me Androcles… kill me please… so that I can join those that I love more than my life.”

Andro’s hands came up quickly and seized her head as he stared at her with those azure orbs. “Forgive me mother.” He rasped out in a whisper. “Forgive me for what I must do!”

For'mya closed her eyes in release as she saw his jaws part and then Androcles Leonidas struck deep with those vicious and flesh shredding fangs.

CURILA 6


“…Darpia Syndrome?” Isabella gasped looking at Anja with wide hazel eyes. “Anja… Anja please tell me you are joking.”


Anja moved closer to her lover and fellow Queen, taking her hands and pressing tightly to her taller frame. Eurin and Sivana stood with Ceuma looking at the large monitor and adjusting different factors.


“Stay calm Bella.” Anja spoke calmly. “You must stay calm… but no… I’m not joking.”


Isabella’s eyes blinked rapidly and became moist. “No.” Isabella said. “No… this can’t be happening. Not now! It is our son I carry! This can’t be happening now!”


Anja reached up and took her face in her hands quickly, holding her firmly and causing her wide eyes to stare at her. “Bella!” Anja snapped. “We will figure something out! You must trust in me! I love you! We love you!”


“Anja I…” Bella shook her head back and forth.


“Isabella Leonidas do you trust me?” Anja barked.


Isabella blinked her eyes and stared at her Persian haired fellow Queen. Her hands came up and she gripped Anja’s arms tightly. Anja’s blood tasted the sweetest when she was in phase and Isabella could not get enough of her long and talented tongue. Behind only Martin and her ussta she-elf Dysea, Bella took the most pleasure and joy from spending intimate moments with Anja. Moments that had started so long ago on CS41 as they were returning to Apo Prime and Martin was very busy quenching the burning need that Dysea had at that moment in time. Anja was the most intelligent woman Isabella had ever known and she the most gifted doctor and surgeon she had ever seen practice any sort of medicine. She nodded her head quickly, bringing her forehead to Anja’s and holding her tightly.


“Yes!” She gasped. “You… you know this!”


“Then trust me now Bella.” Anja stated. “I know how much you want this son. How much we all want you to have this son. And you will! Have faith in me!”


Isabella took a deep breath and nodded her head. “I… I can’t lose this child Anja.” She whispered. “I have wanted to give him a son for so long. I just can’t....”


“You won’t.” Anja declared kissing her hard on the lips. “You won’t! Stop thinking like that! We’ll will figure something out! I swear to you!”


Ceuma turned back to Sivana and Eurin as Anja and Isabella embraced tightly. “Vana… I am still… I am still learning so much. When Anja saw this she panicked and I did not want to begin questioning her. What is Darpia Syndrome?”


Sivana looked at her cloned sister and rested her hand on her shoulder lovingly. “It is not surprising you haven’t read about it in your studies yet sister. It is an extraordinarily rare and solely hereditary condition found only in pureblood vampires.” 


“There have only been two dozen known cases in the three millennia since the Union was founded.” Eurin continued. “And the only reason we know of those is because of the vampires that began to defect several hundred years after the Union was officially brought into existence. I don’t know how many before that within the High Coven itself.”


“I’m assuming it has something to do with child bearing since Bella is in such a frenzy.” Ceuma asked.


Sivana nodded. “Darpia Syndrome is hereditary as I said but essentially it is a defective gene strand that can lie dormant within a vampire for as long as they live. We don’t really know what triggers it to become active when a female is pregnant. When it does however, it will begin to break down the consistency and protective nature of her womb until such time as it can no longer support a child. It happens rather quickly, within a month of the onset of the disease, and right now there is no known treatment.”


“But this did not happen with Zarah and Carina?” Ceuma asked.


“It’s completely random.” Eurin answered moving around to adjust the screen in front of Ceuma. “Bella could give birth to three, four, even five children before this gene became active. Once it runs its course, she could have another three or four children and it would never become active again. We don’t know why it chooses to become active or if there is some sort of series of events or requirements for it to rear its head. It is so very rare that we have never spent much time studying it.”

“Can we not reverse the process with Isotomner injections?” Ceuma asked.


Eurin shook her head. “Darpia Syndrome doesn’t respond to any known treatment.” She told her. “Even Isotomner injections would fail. The deterioration happens too quickly. Even now her womb is beginning to degrade and provide less and less nutrition to the baby.”


“We can’t remove him Eurin.” Sivana said. “He hasn’t fully developed yet. His wolf and vampire genes haven’t completely merged together.”


“How much longer before the Osmosis process is complete?” Eurin asked.


Sivana leaned over and typed quickly on the control panel. She stood back up shaking her head. “The same as with Zarah and Carina. It wasn't complete until three weeks before she gave birth. ”


Eurin shook her head. “The one pairing that makes it so difficult to monitor pregnancies.” She said. “Wolf and vampire pairings are so complex when it comes to children. The merging of the gene codes and chromosome strands is beyond multifaceted and can cause one to go insane trying to figure it all out.”


“What about trying to reinforce the womb?” Ceuma asked.


Sivana shook her head. “With what?” She stated. “Darpia Syndrome happens so quickly that whatever we do would need to be nearly instantaneous. And it doesn’t respond effectively to any known medications.”


“Can’t we use our power to reinforce the walls of her womb?” Ceuma asked.


Eurin shook her head. “That would require a Healer to remain at her side twenty-four hours a day until the baby was born, constantly in physical contact with her and infusing her with metaphysical radiation. Not only is that not reliable or feasible, it is no guarantee it will work. Even with our abilities, the metaphysical radiation in our bodies would begin to break down and require constant replenishment. And while we could provide the nutrients and such needed for the infant on a temporary basis, we could not no do it for an extended period. Not for a hybrid pregnancy such as Isabella’s.”


“What about a manufactured womb?” Sivana asked looking at Eurin. 


Anja stepped back up next to them now, Isabella holding tightly to her hand. Her face was drawn and worried but she was a strong woman they all knew, and she trusted Anja without question. Anja shook her head slowly. “A manufactured womb could not provide the precise nutrients that a hybrid baby needs.” She answered. “Each hybrid pregnancy is different. Each embryo needs different nutrients that only the mother can provide because it’s in her body.”


Ceuma looked at her. “So let’s examine Isabella for a twenty-four hour period, categorize the nutrients that the baby pulls from her and then assemble a manufactured womb hooked up to the same nutrients stream.”


Now it was Isabella who shook her head. “It was different for both Zarah and Carina.” She stated calmly as she began to regain control of her emotions. “With each of them I would react differently at different times Ceuma. It drove Martin insane because he did not know what I would ask for next.” She showed a small smile with that last statement attesting to the inner strength she had.

Anja nodded and squeezed her hand. “There were times with Carina where she would feel weak one day because Carina would pull from her iron levels and then the next day she would pull from her estrogen reserves. It was even more random with Zarah. There is no way to predict what Dorian will require from one moment to the next. His requirements have been all over during just this last stage of the pregnancy alone.”


“Dorian?” Ceuma asked softly. “Then you already… you already have a name picked out.”


Isabella brought her hands up to her abdomen. “He has had a name for many years now.” She said softly.


“Vana… at the current rate of breakdown how long do we have?” Anja asked.


Sivana turned to the screen and adjusted the console. She sighed heavily and turned back. Isabella moved closer to them allowing them to see the trust she had in not only Anja but them as well. “Do not be afraid Vana.” She spoke. “Just tell us.”


“It appears… it appears as if the Darpia Syndrome asserted itself four days ago.” She stated. “If Ceuma hadn’t run the scan she did…”


“Vana… please.” Anja said.


“A month before the womb deteriorates to the point where it will no longer sustain Dorian.” Sivana answered.


“A month before I am to give birth.” Isabella said softly. “It is… it is not enough time.”


“There has to be something we can do!” Ceuma exclaimed.


“We can’t force Dorian to finish growing and be born sooner Ceuma.” Sivana spoke taking her arm.


Eurin’s eyes grew a little wider. “Yes… yes we can.” She said softly causing them to look at her.


“Eurin?” Anja asked.


“I was watching the events on Hadaria on Netnews when you called Anja.” Eurin said moving up to the computer console and beginning to type. 

“What does that have to do with this Eurin?” Anja asked harshly. What Buonau and the others had done was a subject that everyone stayed away from when around Anja.


Eurin stepped back and allowed them to see the monitor. “This.” She stated pointing to the screen.


Anja’s eyes grew wide as she moved closer. “Eurin… you can’t be serious?” She gasped. “This is genetic manipulation!” 


Eurin shook her head. “No it isn’t.” She stated. “I thought it was when I first heard of it, but I have studied it extensively through the years and it’s not. It’s a simple process by which growth is accelerated by a certain factor. I was surprised that the Kavalians were even able to come up with this kind of process until I discovered…”


“They stole it from the Coven.” Isabella stated softly.


Eurin nodded. “Yes.”


Isabella nodded her head. “It was one of the early procedures my father sanctioned to speed up the cloning process. Long before I defected.”


“Eurin… we don’t have the refinements that the Kavalians have made to perfect it.” Sivana said as Anja stepped closer to the monitor and began adjusting several things while Ceuma watched.


Eurin shook her head. “No… we don’t.” She answered. “But I’m willing to bet that Resumar’s young wife Athani or those with her do.”


Ceuma reached up. “No… this strand here and then…”


Anja nodded as she felt her pulse begin to race with excitement. “Core strand here.” She finished. “Yes! This will work!” She spoke.


“The core multiplier equation is locked though.” Ceuma spoke touching the screen. “We can’t adjust it without altering the process completely.”


“Anja… what does that mean?” Isabella asked moving closer.


Anja turned to look at her. “If we do this… if we do this Bella… Dorian will survive.” She said.


“I feel… I feel a ‘but’ coming on.” Bella said.


“We can’t adjust the CME which dictates acceleration.” Anja answered.


“And that means what exactly?” Isabella asked.


“That means if we do this… once initiated… Dorian will grow into adulthood within the space of several months.” Anja answered. “Ceuma?”


“If the factors are right… when the CME reaches final output he will be just past twenty-three years of age.” Ceuma answered.


Isabella’s eyes grew wide at this and her hands came to her mouth. “Twenty-three?” She gasped. “He will… he will be a man.”


Anja nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“But… but his mind?” Isabella asked. “His personality? He will… he will never be a child? He will… he will not be normal.”


“The Kavalian procedure requires that they school their children for the next three to four years just to make them productive.” Eurin said. “They leave out so much in their schooling and I believe that is why many of the pureblood Kavalians are so violent. They do not experience all that they should.”


Anja my sister? Miath’s voice filled Anja’s mind then.


Anja blinked almost forgetting that she almost never blocked her bonded brother from her thoughts and he was listening to everything they were saying even as they spoke and he flew high above the compound hunting. “Miath… now is not the time.” Anja said softly.


The Elder Mother my sister. Miath told her. She has the ability to ease this burden. She did essentially the same thing to us as we were born and grew, keeping us from realizing our natural abilities in order to protect us. Could she not do the same thing in reverse?


Anja’s eyes grew wider as she looked at Isabella. “Son vada carians Miath. You’re right!” She exclaimed.

“What?” Isabella gasped.


“Anja?” Eurin asked.


“Ceuma… have Joci prep my STRIKER.” Anja said. “He can fly correct?”


Ceuma nodded quickly as she stood. “Yes.”


“Good… Belen can second him.” Anja stated. “We’re going back to Earth.” She looked at Isabella. “We’ll get Gorgo and Dasha and the children and return to Earth. It’s time anyway.”


“But why?” Isabella asked.


“Arzoal.” Anja told her. “Miath is right. She was able to inhibit the growth of the dragons in their eggs. Keep them from realizing their full potential in order to protect them. And she did it using Mindvoice.”


Eurin moved closer. “She can do that?” Eurin asked.


Anja nodded. “Yes. It wasn’t until Martin and Aricia convinced her what we could be together as Bonded Pairs that she stopped doing this. If she can do that… than she can help us.”


“How?” Sivana asked. “Dorian is not a dragon sister.”


“No… but Arzoal can protect his mind during the accelerated growth period.” Anja said. “She can help him to adjust better.”


“That… that does not change the fact that he will miss so much Melyanna.” Isabella said.


Anja looked at her. “No… but at least we can ease this burden for him. And perhaps make it so that he adjusts far more easily than he normally would. What choice do we have Bella? It’s this or we lose our son and that will devastate all of us.”

Isabella gripped her arms. “You can do this Anja? You can save him? You can save our son?”

Anja kissed her once more. “Damn straight I can.” She spoke. “Come… there is much we need to do and all of us will need to be there. And I need to speak with Duewa.”

“Duewa?” Eurin asked more sternly than she intended. She still did not trust Buonau’s oldest child even though she was now wolf and Thoti’s wife and mate. “Why?”

“Because she will have the most knowledge of her mother’s library.” Anja said. “Buonau forced her to read every scroll and data pad in it. And Duewa has a memory like a computer.”

“Do you trust her Anja?” Eurin asked.

Anja met her eyes. “I trust Thoti.” She answered. “And if Thoti chose her for his wife and mate than he saw within her Eurin. He saw within her and what was clamoring to get out. The real Duewa. Yes… I trust her.”

Eurin nodded. “Then let’s not waste any time.” She stated. “We need to prepare and make sure everything is just as it needs to be. The sooner we do this… the better it will be for Bella and Dorian.”

OMEN THREE

SOMEWHERE IN THE WILDS


Aricia, Dysea and Cirith turned as Danny came up to them quickly in the corridor. They were standing outside the small gym on OMEN THREE, Aricia with dried tears in her eyes and Dysea and Cirith both looking as if they had been crying recently.

“Danny…” Aricia gasped taking his arm as he came up to them. “The ship?”


Danny nodded his head. “Yuriko reinforced the interior shields just before. I think she saw it coming.” He told them.


“He is blocking us Daniel.” Dysea said. “He’s blocking us but we can feel…”


Danny nodded. “I know. I feel it too.” The sound he had heard come from three decks below had chilled him to the bone even as he was watching the same thing that Martin no doubt had been watching on the Netnews. He had been moving before that echo had dissipated away through the corridors of the ship. As he moved closer to where Martin was he could see crew members of OMEN THREE moving rapidly away from where their King was. Danny leaned over and kissed Dysea’s cheek softly. “Wait here.”


“Danny you…” Aricia began.


“Don’t worry about me.” Danny said. “Wait here until I call for you.”


Danny didn’t hesitate and moved past them through the short corridor and up to the door of the gym. He took a deep breath and opened it, stepping into the large gym and feeling instantly the surging through Mindvoice. The power was nearly staggering and as he looked around with wide eyes he could see several pieces of equipment drifting in the air as if held by some unseen hand. Several large pieces of workout equipment that had been torn from their places on the floor or along the wall. 


Danny saw him then, kneeling in the center of the room on the mat on one knee, his head bowed low and one fist pressed into the mat with great force. Danny strode across the mat without hesitation for he had learned through the long years together that he had a calming influence on his adopted brother. He moved right up to where Martin knelt and let his eyes gaze at the smashed equipment that lay all around him for a moment before he knelt across from him.


“Marty?” He asked softly reaching out to place his hand on Martin’s shoulder. He felt his body tense for a single instant and then relax just as quickly. “Martin… you back with me?”


Martin looked up and for a single split second Daniel Simpson saw the Grim Reaper in those near glowing brown tinted yellowish eyes. That shadow and hand of death that always reached out the instant before life left your body and blackness claimed you. Danny saw it in his brother’s eyes, and then it was gone. Yet for that single heart stopping moment, Daniel Simpson had felt the chill of the Grim Reaper all around him. Danny had heard the phrase ‘Death rode a Pale Horse’ several times in his younger years. Now however, Daniel Simpson could say that death didn’t ride a pale horse, death was the hand of this man before him.


“I was… I was going to make it quick Danny.” Martin whispered to him as he reached up and grasped Danny’s forearm. “When the time came I was going to make it quick. For our mother… for our father. Not any longer brother.” Danny waited silently, staring into Martin’s eyes as they shifted between the near glowing brown tinted yellowish eyes and a more solid golden color. “I am going to make him pay for what he has done Danny. I am going to make him pay for everything he has done. I am going to open him like a science project and force him to eat his own entrails. I’m going to cut his cock from his body while he lies there screaming and then I’m going to shove it in his mouth and listen to him choke. I’m going to inflict pain on him for every touch upon her body… I’m going to rip his eyeballs from his head and feed them to the crows bit by bit for every lustful gaze upon her elven beauty. And before I finally send him to the Sirogus rie Jorbhe he will know the agony she has endured a thousand fold. He will join Jorak in the soulless dark that inhabits that realm of pestilence, cursed to never see the light again! As my son has sworn a Oath of Blood Vengeance on Dante Moran, so I do the same against my own brother. This I swear before you today… my true brother! This I swear to you this day.”

“And a more warranted act will not ever exist.” Danny said gripping the back of Martin’s head and lowering his forehead to touch his. “A more righteous act will not ever exist brother.” Danny gripped his head tighter. “But now you need to reign in that rage brother. Pull it back within you Marty and bury it deep. I know it… I understand it… but don’t show it to your mates. They will not comprehend it. Harness it Marty… harness it and when we begin this trek, we go all out. No holding back. No prisoners. No hesitation. No… no mercy. Just as our fathers would do without question.”

“Tell… tell them Danny.” Martin said. 


Daniel Simpson nodded. “I intend too. And take comfort and strength in the love you know she has for you and Aricia and the others. Hold on to that… hold it tight… because that is what will lead us to her.”


Martin nodded. “I will.”


“Good.” Danny said. “Now… you have three mates outside who are pissing their pants in worry for you. We have nineteen hours before we reach our target. You take them Marty… you take each and every one of them and show them how you feel for all of them. You make them scream your name until they are hoarse. You know that is what For'mya would want you to do. If you neglect them now, when we do get her back she will torture you for doing that. That is your power Marty… the love you have for each other. That is your power and your strength and we need that now. We all do.”


Martin looked at him. “When did you become such the accomplished shrink?” Martin asked him.


Danny laughed. “Same time you did brother. I just hide it better.”


Martin turned quickly when he smelled them and he watched as Aricia, Dysea and Cirith moved slowly across the mat towards them holding hands. He nodded his head and rose to his feet. “You’re right.” He said looking at him.


“I’ll keep everyone away.” Danny said gripping his neck. “You do what you need to do.”


“Tell them Danny.” Martin said.


Danny nodded and he stepped back as the three women came up to them. “I will.” He said. “I will.” He turned quickly and headed for the door of the gym.


Martin looked at them in front of him, dried tears in their eyes. His Saaraurano, his Melda Min and now his equally ravishing hybrid wife and mate. Their scents filtered around his head and Martin did exactly what his blood told him to do. He unleashed his full, unshielded aura and saw all their eyes instantly change. The effect on Cirith was most telling as she had never been with any man, let alone a wolf as powerful as Martin. Her body instantly ignited into many different fires, her nipples becoming painfully hard, and her center beginning to drool sweet nectar. She exploded in the first of many orgasms in the next few hours when Martin lifted her off the deck and covered her trembling lips with his own.


Danny caught the first wafts of what was coming just as the door closed and he breathed a sigh of relief as Yuriko, Julie and T’lolt walked up to him. He stepped away from the door and looked at them.


“Yuriko… you have Mindvoice dampeners on this deck?” He asked.


Yuriko nodded quickly. “Yes… all the decks Uncle Danny.” She answered.


“Activate them on this deck and pass the word this entire section is off limits for at least the next twelve hours.” Danny said.

“Father…” Yuriko began.


“He will be fine.” Danny said. “Right now he needs to do what he needs to do.”

Yuriko understood completely and nodded without question. Danny looked at Julie and T'lolt. “Pass the word to the team… Centaur Protocols Julie.”


Julie’s eyes grew a little wider. “You’re kidding?” She gasped.


Danny shook his head. “Not now. Not after what has happened.”


T'lolt looked back and forth between them. “What is this Centaur Protocols Daniel?” He asked.


Danny met his dark eyes. “It means we kill everything.” Danny said. “No prisoners… no mercy and no hesitation.”


T'lolt’s gaze was unwavering and he finally nodded. “As it should be.” He said.


“Uncle Danny… what is going on?” Yuriko asked.


“What do you mean?” Danny met her eyes.


“You didn’t see the rest of the transmission?” Yuriko asked.


Danny shook his head. “I bolted the moment I saw For'mya why? What happened?”


Yuriko blinked several times. “Uncle Danny… Andro… he…”


“Andro what?” Danny asked sternly.


Yuriko took a deep breath. “Andro attacked mother.” She gasped. “He went crazy and… he attacked mother. The transmission ended just as he was… just as he was beginning to tear at her with his fangs.”


Danny’s eyes were wide and he gripped her arms. “What?”


Julie nodded. “We saw it too Danny. It was… it was chilling. He was in a rage.” She spoke.


“I’ve never seen him like that before Uncle Danny!” Yuriko gasped.


“Fuck me! Show me Yuriko! Quick!” Danny gasped.

HADARIAN SPACE
PRIDE OF PUMAS


“… rather nasty wound.” The Kavalian physician spoke as he lifted the dressing and looked at the jagged teeth marks at the juncture of her shoulder and neck. It had already begun to heal, but there was no telling that it had been deep and had to have been painful. “I must clean it before it heals anymore.” He told her looking into For'mya’s face. There were droplets of blood dotting her cheeks and her eyes looked shallow and void of any emotion in the least and she was staring off into nothing as he lifted the portable scanner. “Please take into account that I am not as skilled as the Hadarian physicians you are used too, but I will be quick and efficient.”  He said as he lifted the scanner and began to pass it over her wound. “Ummm… one more inch to the right and he would have severed your artery. Those teeth of his are vicious on exposed flesh. He needs to learn to bite in the right spot for the kill if that is what he is going for. Sloppy.”

For'mya turned her head and looked at him. He was an older Kavalian with large amounts of gray seeping into his naturally dark fur. She remembered him from before on this ship, but she hadn’t seen him since. On Cabelir the Kavalian doctor who was monitoring her condition was a gruff brute who cared not for her modesty. Thankfully he had not had to deal with him in over two weeks after she threatened to poison herself if he so much as touched her again. Pusintin was taking no chances and granted her demand. For'mya only saw him now for the scheduled visits on her condition and then as briefly as possible.


“Andro is… Andro is many things… but sloppy is not one of them.” For'mya said softly.


The doctor looked at her with wide blue eyes. “So you do speak.” He said with what passed for a smile on his face. “Interesting.” He began to move the scanner to the left and right almost casually. “Perhaps he needs more lessons in where to bite then. He was trying to kill you wasn't he?”


For'mya lowered her head shamefully. “As… as he should have for what I have done.” She whispered.


“Excellent.” He said as if not hearing her. “Your body is responding just as it normally would. The Growth Accelerator didn’t affect your own systems.” He pulled the scanner down over her abdomen. “Now let us check the child, for that is all Pusintin will care for, and we don’t…”


“No!” For'mya barked suddenly, reaching up to grab the hand which held the scanner, her eyes wide.


She was too addled by what had happen to stop him, and didn’t have the strength to move faster. She was unable to budge his hand holding the scanner over her abdomen no matter how she tried and she saw the look of shock spread across his face as he looked up at her slowly and met her eyes. “You are carrying…”


“…execute each and every one of those men who were guarding us!” Pusintin’s voice snarled from behind them and For'mya watched as he spun around quickly, gently prying her hands from his wrist and tucking the scanner nonchalantly behind his back with its control pad towards For'mya as he blocked her figure from view. “He was one man and he almost was able to succeed. His own fucking brother stopped him, not any of my men!” Pusintin roared.

“I’ll see to it Marshall!” The worried aide spoke.


“Motun?” Pusintin spoke as he came up to the Kavalian doctor.


The Kavalian physician smiled even wider. “It has been a long time Marshall.” He spoke bowing his head. “I’m glad it is not you I am treating.”


Pusintin smiled. “So am I.” He stated. “Well?”


Motun turned to look at For'mya. “I can repair it easily Marshall. It will leave somewhat of a scar on the elf wench’s skin however.”


Pusintin chuckled. “The skin on her shoulder I don’t care about.” He said. “My son?”


Motun nodded and lifted the scanner tapping on the control pad a few times before handing it to him even as For'mya tried to snatch it back. Motun reached out and grabbed her wrist tightly. “He is quite healthy and unaffected by the ordeal. I do recommend we do not send her to the surface anymore. The bite seems to have damaged some nerve endings in her arm and it wouldn’t appear in our best interests to have her twitching on the Netnews now would it?”


Pusintin nodded moving closer to For'mya as she glared at him. “I guess your precious family didn’t care for you anymore.” He snarled at her. “I think it’s hysterical that my nephew tried to kill you For'mya. Maybe you weren’t as popular as you thought.”


“Bastard!” For'mya hissed vehemently.


Pusintin laughed. “Motun… insure she goes back to her quarters under guard.” He spoke handing the scanner back. “I need to at least monitor the transmission going on right now. From now on, you are the only one who treats her until we return to Cabelir.”


Motun nodded. “Of course Marshall. A request if I may?”

Pusintin looked at him. “Speak.”

“With your permission, I’d like to run some additional tests on her.” Motun asked. “The physician you have on the homeworld does not seem to be monitoring her eating habits very well and as you know, those turned by Lycavorians have special needs in the way of minerals and such.”

Pusintin glared at For'mya for a moment before looking at him. “Anything I should know about Motun?” He asked.

Motun shook his head quickly. “Not at all Marshall. It’s just a precaution.”

Pusintin nodded after a few moments. “Your precautions through the years have saved my ass more than once.”

Motun nodded. “Indeed they have.” He said.

“Do what you must. My son needs to be healthy when he is born.” Pusintin said.

“And he will be Marshall. He will be.” Motun told him.

Pusintin turned without another look and began marching out of the room. When the door closed behind him Motun turned slowly and looked at For'mya, holding the portable scanner out to her. For'mya watched him with questions in her eyes and then she reached up and snatched the portable scanner from his hands. He didn’t lift his hand to strike her as she would have expected a full Kavalian male to do given their treatment of their own women and she glanced down at the scanner. He watched as she looked at the small console and her eyes darkened somewhat before lifting to stare at him once more.


“What… what fool trickery is this?” She snarled. 

“That fool trickery just saved your life For'mya Leonidas.” Motun spoke seeing her eyes grow wide when he used her name. “You carry twins woman!” He hissed at her. “Do you know what would be done if this was known?”


“You… you used my name.” For'mya stammered.


Motun took the scanner back from her unresisting hand and nodded. “Of course I used your name.” He spoke tapping on the scanner several times. “I thought Lycavorians could detect their children once they impregnate a female?” He asked as he lifted it again and passed it slowly over her abdomen. “Pusintin doesn’t know does he?”

“He is a fool! He is no more a Lycavorian than you!” For'mya snarled viciously. “He is a monster! A vile monster! All of you are!” She spat expecting this Kavalian to reach up and slap her.


For'mya sat there stunned when he nodded his head slowly. “Yes he is.” Motun echoed her statement. “Though I would appreciate if you did not lump all of us into that category. It would not be entirely fair.”


“Who are you?” For'mya demanded. “This is a deception isn’t it? Some cruel test from Pusintin in order to play with my mind!”

Motun looked at her. “My name is Motun’Canterus from Pride Canterus. And this is no deception so please keep your voice down. There are still guards in the corridor and while we do not have as sensitive hearing skills as Lycavorians, Kavalian hearing is still superior to many species. I do not wish to die before my time.”


For'mya stared at him. “Who are you?” She demanded.


“I will answer your questions For'mya… but first I need to know why a young man you have called son for over twenty years tried to kill you.” Motun asked her. “Why would he act in such a manner when they are here under the auspice of trying to get you released? Not that it will do any good. Why did Androcles attack you?”


For'mya dropped her head quickly. “Why do… why do you think?” For'mya’s voice came out in barely a whisper. “I… I have betrayed them. Betrayed all of them by allowing this to happen. I…. I should have been stronger. I… he lied to me! He told me he had my son, that he would give Dysea to the Immortals if I did not do as he said. He told me all of them were dead and if I wanted to save my son and Dysea I… I needed to do as he said.” The tears came now and she shook her head. “But they are not dead! And now they hate me for what I have done. I am a traitor to them… nothing more important than an insect. They will… they will kill me the first chance they get for what I have done. I…” For'mya looked up. “I asked him to kill me. When he held me… I ask my son to kill me.”

Motun turned from her and took something from a tray behind him. He turned back and held out the hypoinjector. “Take this.” He said. For'mya looked at him and then the injector. “Take it!” He said again.


For'mya reached up and took the injector looking at it briefly and then back up to his face. “What is this?”


“End it.” He spoke calmly. “End it right here. There is your means. It’s Concentrated Green Death Root from our homeworld. It will stop the hearts of your babies in ten seconds and then your heart in twenty seconds and this will all be over.”


For'mya looked at him. “You lie!” She gasped.


Motun snatched the injector back from her and walked across the med bay to another room. For'mya heard some soft crashing noise and then he was rolling a large rodent in an open container towards her. The rodent was remarkably similar to the large rats she has seen on Earth that frequented the more desolate areas of the planet that had not yet been restored. She watched as he rolled the container right up to her and then lifted the injector to stab the rodent in the back of it’s dark brown neck. The creature let out several hideous squeals, it’s large body twitching almost uncontrollably and then it was still. Motun looked back to her as he pushed the container away. He held the injector back out to her. “Now… am I lying to you?” He moved closer. “I will do it for you if you wish.” He said, beginning to lift the injector to stab into her arm.


For'mya hissed viciously and sprang from the table, wrapping one arm protectively around her swollen abdomen. Motun stood there calmly as her fangs burst forth and her eyes changed and she hiss at him from across the table she had been on. He lowered the injector and dropped it onto the small table that held the container with the now dead rodent and pushed it away.


“So it is true.” He spoke softly turning back to look at her.


“What is true?” For'mya snarled. “Stay away from me!”

“The instinct to protect.” Motun spoke softly to her. “The ingrained Lycavorian instinct to protect their children combined with the inherited trait of all living elves to defend their children, born or unborn, from harm.”


For'mya’s fangs didn’t retract and her eyes didn’t change, but her posture lessened from the defensive one just seconds ago. “What… what do you know of this?” She hissed.


“It is why he chose you For'mya, don’t you see?” Motun spoke. “I do not know all the details but I know it is why he chose you. This would not have worked with any of his brother’s other Queens. None of them possess the hereditary elven sense of protection of children that you do. Pusintin knew this. The traitor Laustinos told him.”


“Dysea is an elf!” For'mya declared.


Motun nodded his head. “Dysea is an elf, but she is not a pureborn elf like yourself. She came from cloned parents.”


For'mya’s eyes grew wider. “How do you know that?” She barked.

“Listen to me For'mya Leonidas.” Motun spoke stepping closer and noticing that she did not back away. “You carry twins. From what I can tell with just the brief scan I saw, a boy and a girl. The moment Pusintin discovers this he will order the girl child aborted. Kavalians… we do not… twins among our people are extremely rare and in most cases they are signs of some sort of genetic defect. One or both of the fetuses are almost always destroyed and the mother is usually sterilized.” He saw her eyes widen in horror. “You could no more kill your unborn children then I could, even if you wanted too. The instincts within you forbid you taking such an action. No matter if you want to or not. I know this For'mya.”


“How do you know this?” She demanded. “This… this curse inside us… it is not known to any but the elven scholars! It is no longer taught in our schools and hasn’t been for nearly ten thousand years! How do you know of it?”


“It is not a curse.” Motun spoke.


“I carry his vile children inside me!” For'mya screamed. “They… they are the product of him forcing himself on me! Violence not love! I love only one man and he is dead now because of you and your people!”


“They are part of you For'mya. Inside you now.” Motun spoke. “You know what he plans don’t you? He intends to use the boy child to regain control of the Union throne using bloodline not birthright. A son with his royal blood of Resumar, your royal blood as the last of the Elven King’s heirs, he will have a claim to the Union throne because of this.”


For'mya shook her head vigorously. “No! Impossible!” She snapped. 


“It is not impossible.” Motun said. “Resumar’s elven concubine gave him two sons did she not? That concubine was the daughter to the elven King that was slain by the High Coven wasn't she? A Princess in her own right.”


“How… how do you know this?” For'mya gasped.


“One of those sons did not survive the High Coven assassinations when the Lycavorians began their rebellion over three thousand years ago. One however did, and he had three children during the long years of the initial rebellion. One of those children gave birth to four children through the next generations. Only one of whom still lives. Her name is Janae.”


For'mya’s eyes were huge now as she forgot everything around her and moved closer to him. “How… how could you possibly know this?” She gasped. “Janae… Janae’s secret has never been publicly announced. No one but our family knows this.”


Motun nodded. “Yes I know, however Laustinos figured it out and he told Pusintin and others. They tried to take Janae during the attacks but they failed thankfully. Your son Andro stopped them without really knowing why. They will not stop trying to take her however, because if a son of Pusintin and your blood joins with Janae and her bloodline then it will seal the divide and give Pusintin absolute power. He will rule through his son don’t you see? Your son because of the bloodlines.”


For'mya shook her head. “He can not!” She stated with supreme confidence. “Martin… Martin and Andro… they brought all the ruling bloodlines of the Lycavorian people back together.”


Motun looked at her oddly. “What do you mean?”


“Martin is the grandson of Resumar. He has two ruling bloodlines within him. Aricia is a third bloodline. Androcles and Denali are their sons and have three bloodlines within them. Andro’s mate Sadi… she is of the fourth and any child they have will have four of the original bloodlines within them. Pure Lycavorian bloodlines. The purest to ever exist!” For'mya told him. “The Lycavorian people will never allow that bloodline to be broken! Not after what happen on Earth and the merging of those that were lost during the occupation!”


“Are you sure of this?” Motun asked. “We did not know this?”


“Who are you?” For'mya snarled.


Motun looked at her and held out his hand. “Suffice to say we are not enemies For'mya Leonidas.” He said. “Sit back on the table and I will explain.”


For'mya stared at him without moving. “I do not trust you!” She barked. “I do not trust any of you!”


Motun nodded his head. “Then let me give you cause to trust me.” He spoke. “I think I have already shown that I am not your enemy. If it was discovered that you are carrying twins For'mya, Pusintin would order the girl child to be aborted and the boy child would be removed from your womb and placed in a chamber. They would still find a way to use the boy child but you would then be killed or sterilized or worse. Pusintin will not go against the laws of the Kavalian elders and senior Prides. They are deeply entrenched and even Keleru himself would not dare act in opposition to them.”

“Why… why should I believe anything that you are saying to me?” For'mya demanded.


Motun looked at her. “Because I know Arzoal, the Dragon Elder Mother. Because I know she is, or rather was a Pralor, hell she still is really. Because I know of the ship your second oldest son Resumar and Athani were sent to destroy.” He spoke seeing her eyes grow huge. “I also know that Keleru and Pusintin are stupidly unaware of what your son is doing on that ship or that it even exists. They have also dismissed the astounding facts that Androcles has taken one of Yuri’s children as his wife and mate, that your own blood son Arrarn has taken that bitch Aikiro’s daughter Narice as his wife, and they have absolutely no clue of the brothers Sumar and Xaxon or the role they both played.” Motun looked at her and smiled at the expression on her face. “Now shall we sit and talk For'mya Leonidas, for while I may look and act Kavalian, I am nearly twelve thousand years old and I remain on my feet too many hours during the day for my age.”

“You… you are a Pralor?” For'mya gasped.


Motun shook his head. “A Pralor… well that is debatable now.” He answered. “You do not know of how the Kavalians and the elves came into being I take it? And the part Arzoal played in that?”


For'mya shook her head quickly. “No… no.”


Motun nodded. “We have the time thankfully.” He said taking her hand gently. “You must get off your feet as well and unless I miss my guess, if your son Androcles was not trying to kill you, then there is only one other reason why he would attacked you in such a blatant manner and that… you will need to be sitting down for.”


“What… what do you mean?” For'mya asked as she allowed him to lead her around the table and towards where his desk was in the corner of the room.


Motun smiled as he led her to the desk, tapping on the control panel to insure the doors into the med bay were secure so no one could enter. “While I will truly miss the opportunity to meet with and speak with Martin Leonidas, his son Androcles, your son by nature of the connection you all have within Mindvoice.”


“I can not… I can not sense them within Mindvoice.” For'mya spoke as she sat down. “They are blocking me. It is nothing… like a black void where they would normally be.”


Motun looked at her. “Truly?” He said. “I have never heard of such a thing. We will have to discuss that further.” He settled into the chair after she was comfortable. “First however, let me regale you with why I am not your enemy and I will do everything within my power to see you kept safe and returned to your family.”


For'mya shook her head. “They… they will not… they will want nothing to do with me now.” She said softly. “Not after what I have done.”


“For'mya Leonidas you do not really believe that do you?” Motun asked her seeing her eyes lift to look at him. “You told me not so long ago that Androcles is not sloppy. What did he say to you just before sinking his teeth into you? I saw the transmission as well. He spoke something to you… what was it?”


For'mya looked at him tears beginning to appear in her eyes. “He said… he said forgive me mother… for what I must do.”


Motun nodded. “Then your son Androcles is far smarter than Pusintin and Keleru give him credit for. He did something in biting you, of that I am sure. What it was I do not know, but he accomplished two things if you think about it. Whatever his true intentions were, and he also managed to make Pusintin and his idiots believe that you are now a pariah to them. Very devious young man that Androcles. Very intelligent.” Motun waved his hand. “We’ll discuss it later… for now… allow me to fill in some parts of history that you are probably not aware of, and it will also explain to you who I am.”

SCIMITAR

MED BAY


“…sure Andro?” Eliani asked as she slowly drew her hand across his cheek and neck, the soft pulsing of the white light in her palm clearly visible.


He sat on the examining table, Caliria standing beside Eliani and holding his hand tightly. Sadi sat next to him on the table, Carisia and Lu'ria next to her while Ne'Veha stood beside Caliria. 


“I’m sure Eli.” Andro answered almost wistfully. “I… I touched them sister! She carries twins and they…”


Eliani lowered her hand and looked at him. “What?”


Andro smiled. “They… they told me ‘Hello our brother.’” He said.


Eliani gasped softly and small tears formed in her eyes. “Then… then it worked?”


Andro nodded his head. “I believe so. I was stunned when I sensed them so easily. They were strong to begin with and I didn’t expect… I didn’t expect there would be two of them.”


“Son vada carians!” Sadi gasped gripping his arm. “Can they help us to communicate with her Andro?”


Andro nodded. “I believe so yes. I… I passed quite a bit of information to them in so short a time. It… it was easier than I thought with Elynth helping me. They… they were strong to begin with. I wish I had a few seconds longer.” 


“Then they…” Eliani asked.


Andro met her eyes. “Yes… they are fully aware now.” He answered.


“Carians Andro… father, the Feravomir… you know it is forbidden to do this.” Eliani said softly. “I hope… I hope they understand.”


“It was the only way Eli… you know this.” Andro said. “It’s why I told only you, Zarah and my mates. I found the inhibitor as well, just like you told me to look for. It’s on the back of her neck under her hair. About half an inch under the skin near her collarbone. I told our brother and sister this.”


Eliani sighed heavily and squeezed his hands. “I didn’t know if it would work. Thank the gods. They will tell her?”


Andro nodded. “Yes. Who hit me?” He asked reaching up to rub the back of his head.


Eliani glanced at Sadi and then back to him. “Arrarn got to you first.” She told him. “He was crazy Andro… he thought you were killing her. I told you we should have let him in on the plan. Our uncle’s son joined in moments later. They hit you… gods… it had to be eight times in the head before Arrarn finally changed and reared up, slashing you across the neck and shoulder blade. It was horrible. Grandfather was in shock! So many people were screaming.”


Sadi gripped his hands. “They hit you so many times my love.” She asked. “When you finally released your mother after Arrarn attacked you just fell to the floor unconscious. Kalis shoved her back without regard and then kicked you several times before Jomann got to you and tossed him back.


Andro looked at Eli and shook his head. “Arrarn can not control his emotions enough when it comes to mother Eli. We would be no different if it was the mother who gave birth to us. I couldn’t trust him enough to maintain calm until I acted. I…”


“Nubous ronnus!” The voice screamed out.


Whether it was the sluggishness from being hit so many times in the head or just simple fatigue, Andro wasn't able to move before Arrarn got to him. Using all of his combined elven and wolf strength Arrarn Leonidas struck his older brother square in the side of the head, propelling Andro’s body back over the table, knocking Sadi and Ne'Veha aside and causing Caliria to stumble back reaching for Lu'ria and Carisia to keep from falling.

“Arrarn stop!” Eliani screamed frozen in place.


The medical bay was rapidly filling with Leonidas children, Denali and Jomann making directly for where Arrarn was atop a still dazed Androcles and beginning to pummel his brother with his fists. 


“Get him off him!” Normya screamed.


“Arrarn no!” Zarah shouted as she and Lisisa moved directly for where the two brothers were.


“You fucker!” Arrarn screamed driving his fist down once more. “You tried to kill her! My mother! You tried to kill her!”


“Stop it Arrarn!” Denali roared grabbing his brother’s arm before he could punch downward again.

“Get off me!” Arrarn screamed shoving Denali away and turning back to continue punching an unresisting Andro in the face. His cheek was badly cut now, blood covering the side of his neck and face. “Is this what you planned?” Arrarn barked dragging Andro’s upper body off the floor in his rage and smashing his forehead down into his face. “You planned to kill my mother! You sonofabitch! You…”


Andro suddenly came alive and snatched the front of Arrarn's uniform in rage. His azure orbs flared wide, changed to the wolf within him, his dual fangs fully exposed and he brought his head up as he pulled Arrarn’s upper body down.


“Get the fuck off me!” Andro growled savagely just before his forehead collided with Arrarn’s cheek.


Arrarn Leonidas was not full wolf and while he had the speed and strength of a wolf elf combination, he did not have the much denser bone structure as a pureblood Lycavorian like Andro or Denali. The blow from Andro’s forehead was like a sledgehammer and stars erupted into his eyes as Andro heaved off the floor. Arrarn had also made the mistake of attacking his brother while all of his mates were with him, tossing aside the knowledge that they would also instinctively defend him to their last breath. As Andro heaved off the floor holding Arrarn’s clothes, Sadi righted herself from where she had sprawled, her jungle green eyes aflame with anger, and her wolf fangs viciously exposed. The much smaller dual fangs that had grown in since Andro took her as his mate were now very prominent however and she lifted her hand towards Arrarn and unleashed a Mindvoice fueled blast of angry power. Arrarn was torn from Andro’s grasped and hurtled backward to slam into the medical table he had knocked Andro from. As he began to fall forward he met a cruel chop from Lu'ria on his shoulder and a brutal knee in the face from Carisia, snapping his head back and sending him up and over the table to crash to the floor beside Jomann and Denali who quickly buried him under their combined bulk.


“Enough!” Jomann bellowed as he wrapped his arms around Arrarn’s chest.


“Let me alone!” Arrarn screamed, spitting blood from his mouth where Carisia’s knee had split both his lips.


“Arrarn stop!” Denali shouted grabbing his brother’s arms. “This does not help any of us!”


“You weren’t there!” Arrarn screamed. “He called her names! He grabbed her and tried to tear out her throat!”


“That’s not true!” Sadi snarled. 


“Shut up upaee!” Arrarn screamed. “I saw it! Of course you would protect him! We all saw it! All of you were watching! Tell me you didn’t see it!”


“We saw it Arrarn!” Lisisa barked. “But this helps nothing! There… there has to be a reason!” She turned to look at Andro and saw him getting fully to his feet, wiping blood from his mouth and cheek. He pushed away Eliani’s attempt to quick heal him and shook his head slightly before looking at where Jomann and Denali held Arrarn back. “Andro!”


“Andro what is going on?” Normya barked now, pulling away from Tir'ut’s grasp as Narice and Toria moved up to where Arrarn was. “Why have you attacked mother? Why?”


Andro met her emerald eyes and then rose to his full height looking at all six of his sisters and brothers as they stared at him. Eliani had moved to Arrarn now to try and heal him, Zarah standing beside Sadi while Lucia moved up next to her, all of her senses on alert. Nearly half a dozen Durcunusaan troops had poured into the med bay now, along with Bren, Devra and Arduri, all of them looking on with wide eyes. 

“This… this is what you believe?” Andro growled at them. “You believe I would try to kill my mother!”


“She is not your mother!” Arrarn screamed. “She was never your mother! She is my mother!”


“Arrarn Leonidas! How dare you!” Lisisa gasped in horror as she looked at him now. Never in all their years had any of them ever suggested such a thing. It was so taboo within their family that none of them even thought such a thing casually. It was forbidden, for since the day they were old enough to understand, they were raised and drilled and schooled that there was no distinction between their mothers. None of them was held above the other, all of them spoke with a single voice and all of them were loved and respected just as equally as the next. Even Denali was shocked, so much so that he removed his hands from Arrarn as if he had been scalded with boiling water. “How dare you say that?”

“I dare it because it’s true!” Arrarn screamed yanking his arms from Jomann’s grasp now but remaining where he was. “All of you saw it! He tried to kill her!”


Lisisa turned her head slowly and looked back to Andro now. “Andro… we… we all saw it. You… you attacked mother… why? What is going on?”


“All of you believe this?” Andro asked moving forward now. “After all… after all we have done together… you believe I would kill my own mother!”

“She isn’t your mother!” Arrarn shouted again. “You proved that today by trying to kill her! You can’t deny it! The entire Union saw it!”


Andro glared at Arrarn for a long moment. “Even… even after the promise I made to you Arrarn… you… you think this?”


“Fuck your promise!” Arrarn barked. “You lied to me! That is what I see! And you tried to kill my mother! You can’t deny it Andro… not when we all saw it!”


“Arrarn you don’t…” Eliani began to speak.


“Eli no!” Andro barked out looking at her and seeing her head turn to him. “It doesn’t… it doesn’t matter now.”


“So you aren’t going to deny it?” Arrarn snarled. “Not even in front of your own blood? You aren’t going to at least try and deny it!”


“The only reason you are even still breathing is because you are my blood!” Andro growled savagely as he stepped closer to him. “After all we have done as family, all we have been through as brothers and sisters, that any of you would think I would try to kill mother is…” Andro shook his head slowly. “That you… that you believe I am capable of something so vile… it breaks… it breaks my heart Arrarn.”

“The truth hurts doesn’t it Andro!” Arrarn growled back at him.


Andro met his eyes and they all saw his azure orbs return to normal and his fangs slowly fade away. “Yes… the truth does hurt brother. More than you will ever begin to know.”


“I am not your brother!” Arrarn screamed. “My brother would not do what you have done!”


“Arrarn stop!” Eliani shouted. “You don’t know what is going on!”


“Then tell me Eli!” Arrarn barked at her. “Tell me! Make us understand why our brother attacked my mother and tried to kill her! Make us understand that!”


Andro shook his head slowly. “No.” He said. “You will believe what you will believe. I do not answer to you Arrarn. I answer only to our father, our grandfather and the gods who watch over us. What I have done… what I do… it is my burden to carry. And I will continue to do so.” Andro moved closer to him. “You have one hour to collect your things from my ship and then you are to return to Earth.”

“You can’t order me to…” Arrarn began.


“This is my ship!” Androcles screamed shocking even Sadi with the tone of his voice. “I am first born! I am acting in our father’s stead! You will do what I command you or so help me I will have the Durcunusaan place you under arrest and escort you back to Earth in chains!”


“Andro father would…” Normya started to speak.


“Father knows exactly what I am doing!” Andro screamed out. “He knows exactly what I am doing because I speak with him every fucking day!”


“What?” Lisisa gasped. “Father knew?”

Andro ignored her and glared at Arrarn. “One hour Arrarn. Do not make me resort to actions that I do not wish to use… but make no mistake… I will use them! One hour!”


Androcles Leonidas spun around and strode quickly from the medical bay leaving his siblings there with stunned expressions. Sadi only glared at Arrarn for a few seconds more before following him, Lu'ria, Ne'Veha, Carisia and Caliria following immediately, though Caliria had a very confused look on her face.


As the doors to the med bay closed behind them the female voice echoed out as Zarah Leonidas could no longer hold it in.


“Arrarn you fucking fool!” She screamed moving up in front of her brother. “Have you utterly lost your mind?”


“You saw it Zarah!” Arrarn shouted back. “You saw what he did! He tried to kill her! And now we discover that father knew about it! We…”


Zarah Leonidas then did something that she had never, in all her young life, begun to contemplate. With every ounce of her combined wolf and vampire strength she reared back her hand and slapped her brother. The blow reverberated throughout the medical bay like a gunshot, snapping Arrarn’s head around and sending him sprawling across the floor from the force of the blow. Narice made to move and block her from following his body but she felt the whip like grip of something surround her waist and hold her in place. She whirled around and saw Lucia holding her with her Mindvoice whips.


“Lucia… release me!” She snarled.


Lucia shook her head as she came up beside her. “No Aunt Narice. This does not involve us. We must let it run its course!” She said softly.

“Lucia… he could hurt her in his rage.” Narice said.


Lucia smiled gently. “Hurt Zarah?” She said. “I doubt that very much Aunt Narice. Zarah is much more than she appears.”


Arrarn looked up from the floor as Zarah appeared over the top of him. “Don’t make me hit you back Zarah.” He said holding his face as he got to his feet.


Zarah laughed and faster than even Arrarn could follow she hit him again, spinning him around and watching him slam into the bulkhead with a resounding thud. “You are a fool!” She screamed at him. “If you would pull your ego inflated head out of your ass for once in your life and actually think about something other than yourself, you would see that Andro was trying to save our mother!” She screamed at him.

Arrarn’s dark eyes were full of surprise at the power Zarah had hit him with and he held his face glaring at her. “You saw it yourself Zarah!” He screamed. “How can you defend him?”


“AARRGGHHH!” Zarah screamed before lashing out again and hitting him in the face once more, the light blue psychic shield appearing and encompassing her entire body now, the blow driving Arrarn to his knees. “You fucking idiot!” She shouted at him. “The same way he has defended each and every one of us without hesitation! The same way he has saved all of us without question! Just as he was trying to save our mother!”


Arrarn surged off the floor now. “He tried to kill her!” He screamed with rage. “Right there in front of me! In front of everyone!”


“She’s right Arrarn!” Eliani snapped moving across the room to stand beside Zarah.


Arrarn looked at her with wide eyes. “You believe him too!”


“If not for Androcles… you would not have Narice and Toria!” Zarah screamed at him.

“That has nothing to do with what is happening right now!” Arrarn barked.

“Doesn’t it?” Zarah demanded. “Who was it that told you to follow your heart and your feelings Arrarn? Who was it that told you to go after what you wanted no matter that Narice is the daughter of the woman who ordered me to be raped like some animal in the gutter?”

“Zarah that…” Normya stepped forward now.


“NO!” Zarah snapped at her sister. “Never… never did I imagine that it would come to this! Never! Never did I imagine we would fall so far as to forsake our own blood! Androcles was the first one to accept your feelings for Tir'ut Normya! He did so without question because he trusted you! Because he loved you!” Normya became silent as Zarah then whirled around and faced Lisisa and Denali. “He protected you both! He knew of your love for each other and he protected your secret! He kept you together on the SCIMITAR so that love could blossom into what it is now! Because he loved and trusted you both! He protected Resumar and Athani! He was the first to know about them and he protected and shielded them because he loved his brother and he trusted him!” Zarah whirled back to face Arrarn. “I would be dead if not for him! Do you hear me Arrarn! Dead! The Fever would have killed me! And if the fever had not, then the unwritten laws among our people would have demanded it! He saved my life… kept my secret from even our mothers and father without hesitation! Without pause… because he loved me! And now you forsake him… accuse him of something so vile… because you do not know what is going on?”


Zarah looked at all of them now. “What do you want to do? All of you? Do you wish to walk in our brother’s shoes Arrarn? Do any of you?” She screamed at them. “Do you truly wish to see what he sees when he lays down his head to sleep? Do you truly wish to see how he lives every minute of every day? I will tell you what he sees! He sees the faces of nearly four million Hadarians! Men, women and children that he had to sacrifice in order to protect us! He sees our mother Anja hating him for having to do that, though she would have done the same thing! He sees the day looming closer when he will have to plunge our people into a war we don’t want! He questions everything he has done; not knowing if what he has done might have caused all of this to happen! He wakes every day not knowing what will happen or who will hate him for his actions but he wakes and he does what he does because he must! Because father is out there looking for mother and planning to take her back! He does it because none of us can!” Zarah glared at Arrarn once more. “As you so prominently have proven this day dear brother! All he has done for us! Everything he has ever done for us… and you just toss him to the side because you don’t know what he is doing?”


“Do any of you… can any of you honestly believe he would ever cause us harm? Any of us? Do you truly believe he would try to kill one of our mothers? He was trying to save her Arrarn Leonidas you insufferable midaeus! The Kavalian dogs implanted her with one of those inhibitors, just like they did with our mother Dysea. She can not feel us, she can not sense us! She is lost! Cirith’s father works day and night trying to find a way to negate this effect and still he falls short! Andro did the only thing he could think of to try and make contact with her. The one thing that would insure she knows we have not forsaken her as readily as you have forsaken our brother! A way to let her know that father still lives and still loves her, even after what she has been forced to do! A way to let her know we love her! A way that is forbidden to all of us that can Mindvoice! Something so taboo it is not even spoken of because of what it means! And of us all… only he knows what that means the most, because he is the only one of us who has ever experienced it!”


Lisisa gasped as she was the first to understand what Zarah was saying. “Son vada carians!”


Zarah looked at her. “Yes Lisi.” She said. “Our mother carries life within her. And in order to insure that she did not give up all hope, Andro touched that life within her, awakening them to all that was around them. Giving that life the burden that he has carried alone since he became aware while in our mother’s womb.”


“Two lives.” Eliani spoke now as she stepped up next to Zarah. “Mother carries twins. He touched them both. And now we have a way to communicate with mother. To let her know that we have not forgotten her!”


Zarah stared at Arrarn for a long moment. “You wish to know who our brother is Arrarn? The brother you so callously tossed aside after everything he has done? I will show you our brother! I will let you hear it in his own fucking words!”


Zarah stormed to the control panel on Eliani’s desk and began stabbing down on the console. The medical bay suddenly became dark as the holo emitters on the floor kicked in and the disc in the corner came alive. It faded in and out for a moment and then became perfectly clear. It was a room of some sort and all of them could see the Evrotas river outside the massive double doors. They could see the men and women walking the streets of Sparta below and then a man they had never seen stepped into view.


“How are you doing Milord?” He asked.

“Is this really necessary?” Andro’s voice filled the room. “I am very busy you know.”


They watched as Andro came into view. He was wearing his formal Union Dress uniform of black pants and jacket with crimson trim all around. Four rows of vertical ribbons dotted the left side of his chest and his field rank of Admiral rested on his shoulder boards.

“It has only been a month since Alba Tau Milord.” The man spoke. “Your father, mothers and the Feravomir felt it was necessary. The King goes through it himself. As do the others who survived that night.”


“Oh very well.” Androcles answered.

“I can trust in your honesty Milord? It is the only way this will help you going forward.” The man said.

Andro nodded. “If I must.”


“You are trying to forget what happen I take it?”


“Wouldn’t you?” Andro said. “It was not the most pleasant of evenings for Elynth and I. For my father and Torma. Any of us.”


“I don’t imagine it was.” The man replied. “I’ve seen the after action reports. I’ve talked to your father and uncle. To Moneus Simpson.”


“And now it is my turn?” Andro said with a smile.


The man smiled. “If that is the way you wish to view it. Your mothers have told me you are having nightmares. That you and Elynth both thrash about at night. That most of the time you sleep on the patio of your villa in Gytheio.”


Andro turned and stepped up to the balcony clasping his hands behind his back. “My… my room is claustrophobic.” He said. “And my KertaGai is not with me.”


“KertaGai?” The man asked.

“The woman who will be my life. My love. My center.” Andro answered. “One of them anyway. As my mother Aricia is to my father. As she is to all my mothers.”


“And how many will there be if I may be so bold?” The man asked.

“Women?” Andro said.

“Yes.”


Andro chuckled softly. “Five.”


“You sound so sure.”


“I have seen it.” Andro said confidently turning back to look at him. “Just as my father saw my mothers. In his dreams.”


“Tell me of them.” The man said.

“Is that really necessary?” Andro asked.

“It will allow you to become more comfortable with me Milord.” The man said.

“There is Sadi… my KertaGai. She will be my anome. My soulmate. Carisia… with maya blue eyes like gems. A vampire and daughter to an enemy. Ne'Veha… my SirsanGai… she does not know or understand her path just yet but then again, who among us does. Lu'ria… my Drow Mistress and with the brightest amber eyes. And then there is Caliria. With skin like a blue sky and hair as black as the night.” He looked up. “I will find them all one day.”  


“That is incredible Milord. They are in your dreams you said.” The man said. 
Andro nodded. “One of the many curses of being born fully aware of everything around you. A curse Elynth and I would not wish on anyone given its nature.” Andro said softly. “It allows us to have abilities that others do not. Some of which are not exactly the easiest to accept mind you. We have come to accept them however.”

“Does it allow you to see the future?” The man asked.
Andro chuckled turning to look out the large balcony doors again. “Thankfully no. Even we would not want that ability. Mostly it allows us to see and understand some things differently than others. If it allowed us to see the future we certainly would not have done what we did that night knowing the horrors we would see.”

“So tell me of that night Milord.” The man asked.


“What do you wish to know?” Andro said.

“Why did you do it?”


Andro turned back to look at him. “Why did I do it?”


The man nodded. “Yes.”


“I did it to protect them.” Andro said without hesitation.

“I don’t understand Milord. Protect who? The dragons?” The man asked.


“My brothers and sisters.” Andro answered just as quickly. “My mothers. I did it to protect them. So that they would not have to do it. Just as my father did.”


“So you endured the anguish and pain of that night so they would not have to?” The man spoke.

“Wouldn’t you?”


“Milord… what you experienced that night? The horror. The death. The blood. I would not wish that on my worst enemy.” The man said.


Andro chuckled softly one last time. “I would happily endure a thousand nights like that if it meant my brothers and sisters did not have to experience it. If it meant my mothers and they were safe and secure.” He said laconically. “That is my calling and my duty as the oldest. As my father’s first born son.”

“But you are… you are the Crown Prince of the Union Milord. Surely that is a burden you need not carry.” The man said.

Androcles shook his head. “A burden? By all that I hold holy… that is no burden to me sir. No burden in the least. First and foremost I am their brother and their son. I must protect them as best as I am able. That is what my grandfather Leonidas would wish of me. What my great-grandfather Resumar would wish of me. That is part of my destiny. I would die for any of them without a single moment’s hesitation.”

“That is who I am. Are we done here?”


The holo image faded just as quickly as it had appeared leaving all of them standing in silence. When it did they saw Sadi standing with the others a look of astonishment on her face. She and the others must have come back into the Med Bay while the holo recording had been playing and now like the others they were silent. It was Devra Re Mydala who broke the silence in the Med Bay, tears streaming down her face.


“By the Grace of the Prophets Bren.” She gasped gripping the arms of her new husband and mate tightly. “I… I am humbled.”


Bren pulled her close, just as deeply affected by what he had seen as she was. Even as long as he had served with Androcles… he had never known what drove him to do the things he did. Now he knew… and he too was humbled.

Zarah turned back slowly to look at her brothers and sisters. Normya was openly weeping into Tir'ut’s chest, Lisisa clinging to Denali with tears streaming down her cheeks. She looked at Arrarn, who had a trembling Narice and Toria clinging to his waist. His face showed the utter horror at what he had said and done. 

“There is our brother Arrarn Leonidas.” Zarah spoke softly. “You should be shamed to even walk in his shadow after what you have done here today. Never have we even thought the words you spoke today. That you… any of you… would question his honor or his love for us… for our mothers… next time why don’t you just take a blade and carve out his heart. That would have been less painful for him after what you have done.”


“Zarah…” Normya spoke. “Zarah… will we be able to talk with mother?”


Zarah turned to looked at Eliani. “Eli… you and Andro knew what you would do.” She said. “What does it mean?”


Eliani pulled away from Jomann slightly, and wiped away the tears in her eyes. “He told me he was able to touch them. We are hoping because only mother has this inhibitor implanted within her that he will be able to communicate with them. They will then be able to talk with her since they are within her.”


“What did… what did he tell them?” Lisisa asked. “What are their names?”


Eliani shook her head. “I don’t know. I know he passed to them information that father wanted him to pass. And he told them of their family.” Eliani looked at Arrarn. “He told them of their brothers and sisters.”


Arrarn started for the door. “I must go to him.” He stated.


“You can’t.” Sadi declared stepping in front of him. “He has left with L'tian to return to the surface and take part in the farce that these meetings are about. There was a chance… there was a chance that we could have gotten your mother free Arrarn. A slim one… but a chance nonetheless. Because of what you did on the surface that chance is lost to us. Now we don’t know what will happen.” Sadi stepped up to him. “And mark my words to you Arrarn Leonidas, if what you have done this day causes him to act in a way that will place him in harm’s way, that will cause him pain, brother or no brother I will revisit that pain to you ten fold! I swear this to you as his Anome!” 


None of them could do anything as Sadi spun around and marched back out of the Med Bay without another word.

