CHAPTER SEVENTY-TWO

HADARIA

LYCAVORIAN EMBASSY

“…should have told me Androcles.” L'tian spoke from behind Andro as he walked into the large room.


Andro turned away from the window and looked at the man he called grandfather. “It was too risky grandfather.”


“Andro… I barely got them to allow you back on the planet!” L'tian hissed softly as he came up with the large mug of Aricia’s coffee and glass of Spartan Wine. He held out the mug to Andro knowing that he hardly ever drank alcoholic beverages. He glanced quickly to the shadows where Jomann stood silently.


Andro smiled as he took the mug. “Do not kid yourself grandfather. They allowed me back on the planet because tomorrow is when my uncle and Buonau will make their grand play before the Galactic Court. Once he discovers what capturing mother means, once he discovers that, he won’t be happy. He will still want me there so that he can gloat over how he will soon be in command of the Union. He will preach to the Netnews that we are a law driven society and we need to follow our own laws. Buonau wants me there because she thinks she will arrest me, furthering strengthening my uncle’s position.”


“I sincerely hope you do not intend to allow that.” L'tian said.


“I will not allow that.” Jomann spoke from the side of the room.


“No grandfather.” Andro answered with a smile. “Eli made sure to tell Jomann I am to do nothing stupid.” 


“You do realize that they will not allow her back into any meetings now? They will keep her sequestered from us no matter what.” L'tian said.


Andro nodded his head. “I know. The chance Sadi and I thought we may have had was very slim to begin with. Once we saw the arrangements outside the Arch Ministry Building, combined with the number they brought to the meeting, we decided against it. The risk to mother was too great. Arrarn’s actions only made it impossible.”


“You know… the comparisons between Sadi and your grandmother Gorgo continue to grow by leaps and bounds.” L'tian said as he sipped his wine. “If not for the color of her hair, I dare say most of the Lycavorians born and raised in Sparta would consider her the second coming of Gorgo.”


Andro smiled. “Yes I know. She hates that.”


“To be compared to your grandmother in so many ways is an honor Androcles. I hope she knows that.” L'tian said.


“Oh… don’t mistake my statement for something it is not grandfather. Sadi… she does not feel she measures up to grandmother Gorgo in any way. Either by intelligence or deed.” Andro told him. “That is what my statement means.”


L'tian smiled in understanding. “Well… if she continues to act and do the things she does, the comparisons will only grow and she gives herself far less credit than she deserves. Did you know she sprang upon Pusintin’s son with the fervor of a rabid female wolf protecting her mate?”


Andro looked at him confused, his eyes going to where Jomann stood. He quickly made sure his eyes were anywhere but looking at his Prince and fast growing friend. “What? No… I… she told me Jomann was the one who finally tossed Kalis aside.”


L'tian chuckled. “And that is what I mean. You should have seen it. She pounced on him, clawing at his eyes, fangs out and spitting death and she finally hit him with a Mindvoice blast that nearly sent him flying across the room. Jomann was the one who kept him from getting to his feet and continuing the fight. A fight which I sincerely doubt he would have won given how she was reacting. Your KertaGai is becoming more and more refined at using her abilities it seems. And they are skills I think she is passing to the rest of your mates.”


Andro shook his head. “I will need to have a talk with her it seems.” He said with an almost embarrassed grin.


“Did it work Andro?” L'tian asked after a long moment.


“I believe so… yes.” Andro answered knowing what he meant. “They said ‘Hello our brother’ grandfather. They spoke as one voice and it sounded somewhat strange, but it was definitely them.”


L'tian sipped his wine. “Part of me… part of me is enraged at what she has had to endure Androcles. I want to squeeze the life from that foul man for what he has done to my baby. But part of me…” L'tian shook his head. “She carries new life within her! Innocent life. You know what that means to elves don’t you?”


Andro nodded his head as he moved closer to him. “Yes. I know that part of elven history grandfather.” He answered. “The Elder Mother told me.”


L'tian looked at him surprised. “Arzoal? How… how would she know?” L'tian stared at his grandson for a long moment in silence because Andro would not answer him and then shook his head. “On second thought perhaps it is better if I do not know. At least right now. Suffice to say… if you were able to do this then it will at least allow her some small measure of peace knowing that we have not forsaken her. That we are doing everything within our power to get her back.”


“I gave my brother and sister knowledge that father is still alive.” Andro told him. “With that knowledge, I told them to reveal it when they needed, but only to keep mother from doing anything stupid. I didn’t have the full thirty seconds I needed to pass to them all I wanted, but enough to start with. They… they will not be fully aware because I was interrupted… but enough to know and understand much of what is going on around them. Mother will discover it soon enough and she will be the one they need to draw from. Perhaps it is better that I did not establish so deep a connection as to give them the complete knowledge that I carry. That is a burden I wish upon no one.”


L'tian looked at him keenly. “You did… you did what you felt was necessary given the circumstances.” L'tian said reassuringly. “You do not have to refer to them as your siblings Andro.” He said. “I don’t think anyone would expect you too.”


Andro met his eyes. “They are part of one of my mothers.” He stated firmly. “She did not birth me grandfather, but she has played just as important a role in my childhood and my life as my blood mother. As any of my mothers did. To be honest… as I grew I think I learned more from her and my blood mother than any of them. Now… they are part of her, and that makes them part of me as well.”


“And how much trouble is doing what you have done going to get you in?” L'tian asked him. “I have to believe that Helen and Arzoal will not be happy about it. I doubt the School of the Mages is going to be pleased either once they discover what you have done. You are the only one to have ever been fully aware while still within the womb Androcles. The only one born fully aware. That is no small burden to carry. In some ways I think they fear what you could be capable of. Now there will be two more.”


“The Elder Mother and the Feravomir will not question what I have done.” He said. “They may not like it… but they will understand why, just as father does. It will be easier to accept when they realize they are not fully aware, but they will be upset that I did what I did regardless. What the School of the Mages thinks I do not care. The Feravomir can handle them and she knows to keep them away from me. Stuffy old fuckers is what they are.”


L'tian laughed warmly. “Yes… I don’t doubt that, but they have always raised a stink because you never went to them to be ‘properly trained’ as they say.” L'tian said. “All of your brothers and sisters… but you most of all because of your unique situation.”


Andro nodded. “They will need to get over it.” He said with a grin. “Has Tenna Deia given any indication of the reaction back home?”


L'tian shook his head. “I spoke with her within an hour of the incident. I believe most people are still in shock. Just as I was. You should have told Arrarn though.”


Andro took a deep breath and shook his head. “No.” He said softly. “I love my brother grandfather… I love him deeply… but he does not have the emotional control that Eliani does. He is not good at hiding his feelings. He wears his heart on his sleeve most of the time. If I had told him what we planned, his love for mother would have driven him to push for it to happen sooner. Perhaps do something that would have given us away. My uncle is not stupid… he would have known something was amiss.” Andro shook his head again. “No… I did the right thing. I needed Eliani to pinpoint the Inhibitor within her, and she is like my mother Anja. She has the best damn Tarchan face of anyone I know. It is why no one will play Tarchan with her anymore grandfather.” He said speaking of the popular card game with the Union.


“What now?” L'tian asked.


“I’m going to return to the SCIMITAR for the evening.” Andro said. “I need… I need to feel my mates around me and I wish to try and contact them as well. I doubt they even have her on the surface anymore and it will be easier to maintain a connection with them if all of us are in orbit. I do not wish to overload their newfound abilities.”


“And Arrarn?” L'tian asked looking at him. He saw Andro’s eyes grow a little wider. “Yes… I know what happened. Normya told me within Mindvoice as you were sitting in the back on our way down.”


“I… I don’t know.” Andro said softly.


“Androcles… he is… terrified that you will hate him.” L'tian said. “What he said… he spoke in anger and concern and…”


“Hate him?” Andro gasped. “He is my brother grandfather… I could… I could never hate him. I love him too much!”


“Then why send him away?” L'tian asked.


Andro sighed heavily. “I do not wish to grandfather… I have to.” He answered. “For three reasons.”


“And they are?” L'tian asked. “And do not think I am trying to get you to change your mind Androcles. I agree with you. I only wish to understand.”


Andro met his eyes evenly. “He has already proven he can not control his anger at what has taken place. In his shoes, I do not doubt I would be the same. That is reason number one. Also…Narice and Toria are his strength and they are in danger every minute we remain here. The Kavalians would like nothing better than to capture or kill Narice. That weighs heavily on him always. He acted… he acted without fully thinking and you know as well as I, that is always something that will get you killed. If we are to save mother we can’t afford that. Having them here is a distraction for him. That is reason number two. The last reason… he… he needs to be with… he needs to be with Narice when she leaves.”


“What do you mean when she leaves? Where is she going?” L'tian asked.


Andro looked at him. “I am not infallible grandfather… as much as everyone likes to place father and I on pedestals, we do make mistakes. Many of them.”  


L'tian nodded. “We all do Androcles. Most of us fully understand that. What does that have to do with Arrarn?”


Andro took a deep breath. “Narice is returning to High Coven space grandfather. She is returning to make a claim to leadership there.” Andro saw L'tian’s eyes grow wide in disbelief. “We can not fight the Kavalians and the High Coven at the same time. Narice and I have spoken at length since all of this began, and we agree it is in both our best interests to have her make a claim to leadership now that Aikiro is dead. The time is right. If she can wrest control of the Coven government from Yuri… then she can put them on a new path. The path that they should have been on before Aikiro came back to power. Narice is a Leonidas now, vampire blood or no. She has taken enough of my brother’s blood to know everything there is to know about our family and she has embraced it. Her love for Arrarn knows no bounds, and neither does Toria’s. We have avoided it up till now, but with the information that is coming out of Coven space, now is the time.”


“That… that is a bold move Androcles.” L'tian said. “Does… does your father know?”


Andro shook his head. “Not about this… no.” He replied. “I fear his anger and hatred of the Coven and Yuri runs too deep for him to make a substantial decision that does not include destroying them completely.”


“After what they have done, do you not agree with him?” L'tian asked.


“Make no mistake grandfather… Dante Moran will die a painful death.” Andro told him meeting his gaze. “For what he did to Zarah I will track him to the ends of the universe and he will die a death fitting his vile deeds. He will rue the day he ever set his eyes on my sister of that you can be assured. That… that does not mean that the people within the High Coven agree with what Aikiro and Yuri did. Narice… she has told me the younger generations are making themselves more known within High Coven society. Pureblood and turned vampires alike. They are joining together and becoming more vocal in what they want. And they want peace between our people. They see what we have and they want that as well. Narice is part of that generation grandfather, Toria as well. If she can rally enough power, enough people to her cause with our support, she would be a strong ruler.”


“Where does Arrarn come into play?” L'tian asked.


“Arrarn loves her grandfather.” Andro said. “He loves her and Toria more than anything else in his life. Perhaps it is their vampire blood and the coolness with which they have been raised, but they are good for him. A calming influence. And… and because I am not infallible… I trust in Arrarn’s love for them and his ability of precognition to make sure that if I have made a mistake, it does not cost us everything.”


“What mistake?” L'tian asked.


“Trusting the Immortals.” Andro said bluntly.


L'tian’s eyes grew wider. “You don’t trust them?” He gasped. “Even after all they have done?”


Andro shook his head. “I am not talking of Cha'talla, or Tir'ut or anyone connected with their tribe and clan. Them I trust implicitly, just as mother and Normya do. I am speaking of the millions of Immortals that are leaving the High Coven in droves and have been for the last week.”


“What?” L'tian gasped in shock.


Andro nodded his head. “It is part of the intelligence we’re getting from our deep agent. Millions of them. All responding to Cha'talla’s call for a new life. A call that I asked him to make. I have no doubts that a good portion of them will not be coming for that life Cha'talla has said they could have.”

“Deep agent?” L'tian said. “I was under the impression your father recalled all of our agents many years ago.”

Andro shook his head. “You don’t honestly believe that do you grandfather?” He said.

“Who is this agent then?” L'tian asked.

Andro shook his head quickly. “I’m sorry grandfather… I can not tell you. Suffice to say the agent is very high up within the Coven ranks. Seven of us know his identity and that is the way it will stay.”

L'tian nodded. “Fair enough.” He said. “And Arrarn?”

“Arrarn knows how I feel about the Immortals. He knows that… Cha'talla knows that. That is why Narice must be surrounded by those who love and trust her. Those that she loves and trusts. I am sending my brother into harm’s way grandfather. Into a situation that may very well get him and them killed. And I will not be there with him to guide him or make the many decisions he will need to make for himself. I need him to be focused and alert in order for this to work. And if it doesn’t… I need to know that he will have his wits about him so that he can get them out of there if the need arises. His skills will be the only thing that can.”


L'tian was silent for a long moment. He set the glass of wine down on the table and nodded. “He can do it Andro.” He said finally.


Andro nodded in agreement. “My faith in him is not in question grandfather. That is why I need to send him away. He needs to focus on something just as important as getting mother back or else he will drive himself to do something utterly stupid in regards to our mother and possibly get both of them killed. That is a risk I am not willing to take. And ultimately I don’t believe he is willing to take that risk either.”

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN


Arzoal and Helen watched as the ramp of the STRIKER came down and locked into position. Arzoal rested comfortably with her four legs beneath her, while Helen leaned against her side. 


Have you spoken with Androcles sister? Arzoal asked turning her massive head to look at her bonded sister.


Helen shook her head. No… not yet. She answered. Deia and I have been trying to maintain calm with the Senate for most of the day. I had to let Dilios and Arete know and they will discretely pass the word along to the more senior Senators.


You know what he has done then?


Helen nodded now. I felt them for the briefest of moments yes. And then they threw up shields that blocked everyone. Helen met her eyes. You know why he did it Arzoal?


Arzoal nodded her huge head. Yes. I thought perhaps the Elder Council would be angry that he used his natural abilities and the added power we gave to him as a Talon Guardian to accomplish this but I was so wrong. I inquired of all of them as soon as I saw it and realized what he was doing and they support him without hesitation. Daurgo and several others would have gone even further.

They trust him and Martin implicitly Arzoal. Helen spoke. And as much as I snarl and growl at them… so do I.


Arzoal nodded in agreement. Yes. I as well. The First Mage must have contacted you by now. Even if they were not watching the events I’m quite sure that they felt them for that brief instant.


Oh… he contacted me. Helen answered as she rolled her eyes in disgust. And once more he professed to me the dire consequences of not having Andro or his siblings attend the School of the Mages and learn how to properly manage their powers.


Arzoal chuckled softly. He forgets that it was you who trained him. Trained them. 


Helen smiled. Perhaps. I placed him in charge when I stepped down because he knows the danger of doing what the Aikiro and the Coven did. Not giving those who are more gifted within Mindvoice than most… a means to grow and learn. They limit themselves. I think he and the senior instructors simply resent to a large degree that Andro and his siblings are far more powerful than he and they are. I may have to have a talk with him on a more personal level. I do not need him questioning our motives and what we do.


Why do you think Anja wanted to meet with us? Arzoal asked.


Helen shook her head. I don’t know. She wouldn’t go into details because she had to contact Resumar and Athani for something. It has something to do with Isabella and it’s urgent I know that.

The baby? Arzoal gasped. There is something wrong with Dorian?


Helen looked at her. That’s what I thought as well. What else could it be? If it had to do with Andro or Martin she would have contacted them directly. 


 They turned as first Anja and Isabella exited the STRIKER, holding hands and walking together, though Bella was taking shorter steps because of her taller frame. They both looked radiant as always. Close behind them were Gorgo, Dasha and the young Leonidas children Nara, Deion, Bryon, Retta and Calyb. Sivana and Belen exited next followed closely by Ceuma and Joci with the stunning blue skinned Vanari female between them. Helen’s eyes narrowed slightly when she saw that this Vanari female was clinging tightly to both Ceuma’s hand as well as Joci and her face was beaming in happiness.


Interesting. You see them? She said.


Indeed. Arzoal answered. It seems that the Vanari are going to play a much larger role in the future than anyone expected.


Yes it certainly does. Helen said as her eyes fell on the half dozen Durcunusaan troops that exited next and the two female vampires that moved quickly to flanking positions of Anja and Isabella. 


Colonel Norris’s people no doubt. Arzoal spoke. I had heard that Isabella and Dysea requested he send additional security for Bella.


Helen nodded. Yes… it would appear so. She stated as she looked at the blond haired female to Isabella’s right. Her hair was cut and styled in such a way that it folded mainly to one side of her face, the ends reaching to her jaw line. The Mark IV ArmorPly hugged her form tightly, accenting long, muscle packed legs for a woman who looked no more than five foot two inches tall. Her confident walk and the way her eyes shifted constantly told Helen she was exceptionally skilled. No doubt a result of Colonel Norris and his training regime. The man had fought with Martin during the Battle for Earth, the commander of a cloned vampire division that had defected to the Union side almost immediately. Men and women who had chosen their paths in life long before Yuri had sent them on their mission. Colonel Norris was known to frequent the many stores and shops within Eden City with War Master Tareif for the men had become close friends indeed. Helen tilted her head somewhat as she watched the young woman walk towards them, her eyes coming to rest on Arzoal. The young woman on the right has not been around dragons very much sister. She is very nervous.


Surprising. Arzoal spoke. But not unexpected sister. Many of Colonel Norris’s people come here to train and learn, but many do not.

Their shielded conversation stopped as Anja and Isabella came up to them. Helen stepped forward and embraced both of them as they hugged her back tightly.


“Feravomir.” Anja spoke nuzzling her cheek in affection. “It has been too long.”


Helen smiled and nodded her head, giddy at seeing the fiery Persian haired Anja once more. Though she would never admit it openly to any of them, she favored Anja for her quick wit and her endless one liners intended to accent her outgoing and blunt nature. It was a trait she had apparently inherited from the human father she had been placed with after being sent to Earth. Helen kissed their cheeks, lingering a second longer on Anja’s skin because of her sweet honey scent and she had not seen her in several months. Even after everything that had happen on Hadaria, Helen still saw the bright glint of her mischievous nature in her jade green eyes. The events on Hadaria had not broken her confidence or her will in any way it seemed and that pleased Helen. She stepped back squeezing their hands as they both reached up to touch Arzoal. The Elder Mother closed her eyes and like her bonded sister relished in the touches of such dear friends.


Arzoal… it has been too long. Anja said.


Yes it has. Bella echoed.


Arzoal opened her flame colored eyes and lowered her snout to Isabella’s shoulder nudging her gently. It is always delightful to see any of you. She spoke. Will you be staying on Earth?


Anja nodded after glancing at Bella. It is time for us to return home. She said. It will give Helen and Deia a small reprieve from the Netnews crews who hound them. And I need to speak with Androcles when he returns.


“Then you saw the transmission?” Helen asked softly. 


Anja nodded. “We saw it.” She said.


And you no doubt knew what Andro intended? Arzoal asked.


Isabella nodded now. “Yes… we knew.” She replied. “Do not be angry with him. It was an idea he brought to us and we all agreed. Cirith’s father is working on trying to interrupt the Inhibitor but we could not let For'mya go a moment longer without knowing we love her and are looking for her.”


Helen shook her head. “We are not angry.” She said. “We were just speaking of it before you arrived. Arzoal and I agree with what he did. We may not like it… but we agree with it. We only wish he would have consulted us first. It does not matter now and we will deal with the consequences as they come our way. Andro mostly since he is the one tied to them now. At least until they are grown.”


Anja looked at Bella quickly and then back to Helen. “That is what we need to discuss. Or at least something like that.”


Helen glanced at Arzoal and then back to Anja. “I don’t understand.”


“We are relatively sure Pusintin will have used the Kavalian accelerated growth hormone on the children KinosaurGai carries. She carries twins.” Anja said.


“Yes… we felt them for a brief moment before their brother taught them to throw up very powerful shields.” Helen said. “What exactly did Andro pass to them Anja?”


“That… that I don’t know.” Anja said. “He would not tell us and only Marty gave him a message to pass to them. We don’t know what that was either. Knowing our son… I’m quite sure it was enough to allow them to help For'mya stick it to the raping bastard Pusintin in as many ways as possible!” She finished with hatred in her voice.


“Well… if this hormone was used on them… and I have no reason to not believe you… then he will need to communicate with them at least until they are fully grown.” Helen spoke. “He will need to instruct them as much as he is able within Mindvoice and For'mya can augment and go into greater detail what he teaches them.”


Anja nodded. “Yes… he knew that. As did Martin. We are hoping that he can use them as a conduit directly to For'mya since they are tied to her anyway and even with the inhibitor in her head it should not block her from communicating with them while she still carries them.” She said. “The inhibitor blocks incoming and outgoing Mindvoice abilities… not ones that are internal.”


Helen’s eyes grew a little wider. “Son vada carians… I never… I never thought of that.” She gasped. “That would work! This was Andro’s idea?”


Anja nodded with a smile. “Yes.”


What does this Kavalian hormone have to do with why you are here now Anja? Arzoal asked now.


Anja met her flame colored eyes evenly as Arzoal lowered her head almost even with Anja’s five foot three height. “Arzoal we know how you used your abilities within Mindvoice to basically inhibit the growth of dragons before they hatched. So that they would not realized their full abilities and escalate your conflict with Chetek and his people.”


Arzoal nodded. Yes.

“We need you to do the same thing for Dorian Arzoal. Only in reverse.” Anja said. She took a deep breath. “Isabella has Darpia Syndrome… and her womb will break down before Dorian is ready to be born and it will no longer be able to sustain him. We are going to inject him with the growth hormone the Kavalians developed. That is why I needed to speak with Athani and Jalersi before coming here.”  


Arzoal’s eyes were wide now, even for a dragon. I… oh my. She gasped. I… perhaps we should go inside to one of the meditation chambers and speak. I… I need to hear this plan you have in its entirety. 

He lifted his head from the delicious bone he had been gnawing on when he felt the tingle in his head. His Sinopia colored scales gleamed with health and power, his emerald green eyes clear and bright. He was only three years old, but already he was just a tad under fifteen meters long, and nearly three and a half tons of lean muscle and bone, his talons long, strong and wickedly sharp. He was taking after his father his mother had always told him, but with her eyes. He was a hybrid dragon, born from a Firespitter father and Heavy Horn mother, both of whom were members of the Dragon Council Guardians. The protectors of not only the Elder Council, but also this wondrous ship that was their home. It was a position that was sacred to a dragon and brought back into existence less than a decade ago. A Council Guardian was second in importance to only a Bonded Pair in their culture now. He was the youngest dragon of his parents fourth clutch of eggs together, and only their third son. The His other nine siblings were all sisters. His parents were deeply committed to each other and their Guardian duties in Dragon Mountain, and this was something they expected from all of their offspring. His oldest two sisters had been chosen as bond mates to members of Mjolnir’s Hand and his two older brothers were just finishing their combined training to become Council Guardians. He had the size and musculature and power to become a member of the Council Guardians, but his carefree and often reckless attitude had gotten him into trouble several times as he was growing and this was weighing heavily on the decision of the Guardian Officers on whether to push for his inclusion into their ranks. The only reason he was still being considered was his father and even several disciplinary beatings by his father had so far not changed his nature. He had lived his entire life here in Dragon Mountain and the surrounding island; and he had been among the nearly seven hundred dragons who had been in the main chamber when the Elder Mother and the Feravomir had faced down the vampire witch Aikiro.


His name was Ryner and he spent his many days now continuing to train as a Council Guardian but knowing deep down he would never be chosen for their elite ranks. His only desire now was to go to Elear and find a young female dragon like himself and begin his own family.


Ryner bent his head back to his bone once more and continued to gnaw on it with his massive fangs. He felt it again and looked up once more. It was similar to what he felt within Mindvoice when his father was reaching out to him in order to scold him for something. He had not been reprimanded for anything in the last week so he did not understand why his father would be reaching for him in such a way now.


Brother.


Ryner dropped the bone from his talons and rose to his feet as that single word echoed within the corridors of his sharp mind. His wings fluttered for a moment nervously as he looked out across the dozens of other dragons who were sitting on the same ground and gnawing on their own bones. Standing up during this time was against the disciplinary rules for those being trained and his size caught the attention of two senior dragon instructors.


Initiate Ryner return to your position! The order was barked and Ryner’s head snapped around to look at him. He quickly dropped back to his belly on the cool stone and reached for the bone.


Feel… feel me brother. The voice once more echoed within his head, louder this time and Ryner lifted his head but remained on the ground. The tingling in his head was growing more pronounced and Ryner shook his head and snorted softly to try and clear it.


Who… who are you? Ryner finally asked.


I… I am you. I… I do not know. I feel you. Do you not… do you not feel me? The voice asked.


My head… my head tingles. It… Ryner spoke.


Yes! You are so close. Closer than you have ever been. Where… where are you?


Ryner felt the unique tingling growing more powerful now and he glanced over to the other dragons for they had played tricks on him before. None of them even acknowledged him, as they were too busy on their own bones. He gasped inwardly as a sharp pain suddenly shot through his temple, more surprising than it was intense and he saw several images flash through his mind. Grand images of a young man dressed in golden armor and sitting atop a dragon that looked so much like himself. And then golden armor sprang forth to encompass that dragon as well and the young man lifted what could only be a Nehtes into the air and howled as the dragon leaped into the sky. Ryner shook his head harder this time but the images were not going away and the tingling had now become that steady sharp pain thudding in his head.


What… my head! What is happening?


We… I am you. You are… you are me! I am… I am near. So… so close. Find me… find me my brother. Find me. It… it is time!


Wait! Who are you? What is your name? Ryner gasped.


Name? Ah… I hear my father’s voice through the walls. Those who are my… who are my mothers. Dorian. My name… my name is Dorian. Find me… I am… I am so close brother. Find me. It is time. 


You… you are here? In Dragon Mountain?


A mountain… yes! Beautiful liquid all around. Walls of stone that are not. It… feel me brother.


Ryner came to his feet once more his long tail twitching madly and his wings snapping out to the sides drawing the attention of everyone in the chamber as his head darted back and forth.


Initiate Ryner I will not tell you again! The instructor barked out. You are disrupting this resting time! Return to your position or I will call for your father to remove you!


Ryner’s head snapped around and looked at the instructor with his blazing emerald eyes. Vith dos! He snarled out angrily and bolted for the entrance to the chamber.


The Senior Instructor’s muzzle snarled openly in fierce anger and he reached out with his mind. This is Senior Instructor Cormarn. Initiate Ryner is to be detained and held for severe disciplinary action! Council Guardians respond and subdue him! Senior Guardian Mafera respond to training room three. 


All of the rooms on CS41 were immense, carefully altered and crafted by Avi using the bio-mechanical nature of the bulkheads and hull to make it appear like the inside of a mountain. Though they would not pass close scrutiny, the walls and corridors appeared to be nothing more than rock and granite. The many rooms, with very few exceptions, all looked the same. Since dragons did not need chairs and such, there were several rooms near the top of the ship on the upper deck that had been made into meeting places for the many Lycavorians, elves and others who frequented Dragon Mountain. The entire upper deck of CS41 had long been changed into furnished quarters and places of meeting that were large enough for the dragons to come into and associate with their Bonded Ones or others. It was not uncommon to see dragons and humanoids conversing within Mindvoice in these rooms as if it was the most natural thing in the world. The only thing that was different from when they had discovered the ship on Lycavore was the massive open air chamber in the center of the ship that extended from the bottom most deck all the way up to the very top. It could open and close depending on the weather outside and was now open halfway allowing bright sunlight to shine down within the main hall and glitter off the walls. 

Naesta stood along the waist high wall that ran the length of the room and could see the many hundreds of younglings in whatever stage of learning to fly they were in. Her eyes were open in amazement at what she was seeing and she barely felt Ceuma and Joci come up on either side of her as she stood there transfixed.


“Amazing isn’t it Naesta?” Joci spoke softly. He watched Ceuma step close to Naesta and entwine their fingers together and unlike only a few hours ago this no longer bothered him. He, Naesta and Ceuma had spent nearly the entire trip here to Earth speaking of what they had discovered and their feelings. Part of him reacted as any male would with two such stunning females who craved his touch and attentions, but Joci also knew that he had joined very elite company and importance. Not only because he now had two mates, but because one was the sister to the Queen, a Princess in her own right, and the other was from a new species that looked as if they would become strong and faithful allies to the Union. Naesta came from a powerful family within her species, and now he had to live up to not only the Lycavorian standards but also theirs.


“By the Grace of the Prophets Joci.” Naesta gasped. “It is breathtaking.”


Joci smiled at her words and shifted his spot so that he stood behind both of them. He lowered his head between theirs and nuzzled both their cheeks. “I have only been here once and it was many years ago.” He told them. “Their numbers have increased substantially in that time.”


“The King… Martin did this Joci?” Ceuma asked as she watched several younglings swoop by the open area in front of them.


Joci nodded. “He asked the Elder Mother what she needed and knowing that Avi could shift the internal structure of the ship because of its bio-mechanical nature, once he brought this ship to Earth this became their new home.” He said. “They are originally from Elear and that is where the bulk of their population resides, but their numbers here increase every year. Many of the dragons who are born here on Earth choose to remain here for they consider it their home. The human President, Charles Taylor, he has designated the entire south west hemisphere as dragon land. They can hunt and breed and live as they wish, just like they do on Elear. They all bring their younglings here to learn to fly and be schooled however.”

Ceuma looked at him. “I saw many humans as we were coming in Joci. They don’t seem to be frightened of them.” She said.


Joci nodded. “Those who had lived in the area when the King first brought the ship here. Those that did not remain moved to the south with those dragons and they live together in harmony. The humans and others protect the dragon lands, and the dragons in turn protect them from harm.”


“There are no incidents?” The new voice asked fro the side and they turned to see the young female vampire listening to them. She saw the look in Joci’s eyes and quickly stepped forward. “Senior Lieutenant Sheva Juconi. My fellow Sanguine officer and I have been newly assigned to Queen Isabella’s protection to supplement the Durcunusaan sir.”


“You have never been here Lieutenant?” Joci asked.


“No… no sir.” She answered. “My rotation… my rotation here was cancelled because of the Evolli War and it has not been rescheduled yet.”


“You are uncomfortable around dragons Lieutenant?” Joci asked.


“I… I have not been around them enough to get comfortable sir.” She answered honestly.

“What do you mean by incidents?” Joci spoke.


“They… they do not argue?” Sheva asked. “The humans… they do not… they do not demand more than what they are entitled too?”


Joci chuckled softly. “Are you familiar with Earth at all Lieutenant?”


Sheva Juconi shook her head. “I have only been assigned to Earth for the last three years sir. Since the end of the war. I was with the 19th Spartan Recon Division based on Apo Prime before that.”


“Ah… General Garnak’s Division.” Joci spoke.


“Yes sir.”


“The Great Fire as it is now called depopulated the Earth by nearly half Lieutenant.” Joci told her seeing Ceuma and Naesta both turn to look at him as he spoke. “When the fires in the atmosphere finally ceased there was little left except a scorched wasteland. Those humans that remained were influenced or oppressed heavily by the High Coven forces that had survived. It became even worse when the elves created by Senior Polemarch Dymas came into being. The Battle of Earth changed all that. The King’s adopted sisters Tarifa and Aihola changed it. President Taylor changed it. Even your Colonel Norris had a hand in it. Suffice to say… in the end… all differences were readily tossed into the abyss and they decided it was time to start over. Those that did not adhere to the rebuilding were quickly shown the error of their ways. It is how Earth prospered so quickly after the war. Elves, humans, Spartans and even the vampires that remained worked side by side to build new lives. What they have now is what they have built from nothing and you will find that anyone who calls Earth home is fiercely loyal to their home planet. The population grows each year, but many changes have been made since the time before the Great Fire, and no one, human, elf, Lycavorian or vampire feels the need to expand into areas they do not need simply for the space. So to answer your question… no… there are no incidents.”

“They are… they are so different from the Eridiani Joci… yet they are the same.” Naesta said softly. “They look the same… yet the few I have seen from before Curila 6 and since… they have not looked at me in the same way. As a piece of fodder. They are intrigued… but they are so much more pleasant and respectful.”


Joci nodded turning back to her. “I think you will find the humans on Earth and within the Union are far different from the Eridiani Naesta my mate.”


“Excuse me sir?” Sheva asked. “Do you know why we are here? We left in such a hurry that I don’t fully understand what coming here does to help the Queen’s condition.”


Joci turned his head back to where he saw Anja and the others sitting with Arzoal near the center of the huge meeting room. “You do not know much of the Leonidas family do you Lieutenant?” He said finally.


“No sir. Only official reports and such.” Sheva answered. “Watching them in Netnews reports and specials.”

“And what was your impression of them before being assigned to Queen Isabella?” Joci asked.


“To be honest sir… I didn’t have one.” Sheva said. “I never expected to be placed in service to the Queen so it is not something I ever thought about.”

Joci grinned. “Well… I have not been among them long myself… but I will tell you what I have learned in that time.”

And there is nothing you can do to halt this? Arzoal asked looking at Anja.


Anja shook her head as she lowered her mug of coffee. “No. Darpia Syndrome is so very rare that we have not studied it enough to truly learn what the triggers for it could be.” She answered. “We know it is hereditary… and that’s about all.”

So Veldruk had this within him? Arzoal asked.


Anja nodded. “The male is usually the one to pass the gene yes. That much we do know.” She answered.


Isabella snorted softly. “Another way for him to torture me from the grave.” She spat.


“Does Martin know?” Helen asked.


“Not yet.” Anja replied softly. “We… given everything that has happened in the last few hours we don’t want to saddle him with this knowledge just yet.”


“You have to tell him Bella.” Helen spoke. “Anja. You have to tell them.”

“And we will.” Anja stated. “We know our husband and mate Helen. If there is anything we can do to save Dorian, he would agree to it.”


“I don’t doubt that.” Helen answered. “All I’m saying is that you need to tell him before you attempt this procedure.”


“That is not something we would keep from him.” Bella spoke. “From any of them. Anja and Sivana both say this will work. As does Eurin. If I can not trust the three most gifted medical minds within known space who can I trust Feravomir?”


Helen looked at Eurin. “Eurin… not that I do not trust Anja and Bella but…”


Eurin nodded her head. “It will work.” She stated. “The Kavalians have been doing this for centuries Helen. They’ve refined the core process over the generations and after speaking with Jalersi and having her transmit to us the fractal equations I am more sure now. We will adjust the procedure somewhat since it is still crude… but it will work.”


How will it work? Arzoal asked. And what must I do?

Anja looked at her. “Arzoal we didn’t…”


Say not another word Anja Leonidas. Arzoal spoke. Look around you. This. All of this is because of what Martin has done. What Androcles has continued and added too. I can… we as dragons can never repay this. Whatever you need me to do… I will do.

“Well… Bella will remain here at Dragon Mountain.” Anja said. “Once we inject the growth hormone… it will be a matter of perhaps two weeks before Dorian is born. We are calculating the dose to provide a grace period in case the Darpia Syndrome is further along than we thought. Once he is born, then we’ll need you to shield his mind and bring him along slowly as his body grows. Within two months he will reach full maturity. We estimate he’ll stop growing between twenty and twenty-three years old.”


“Why so much?” Helen asked.


“We do not have the time to fully break down the compounds within the main Kavalian formula.” Eurin answered her. “That would take us at least one to two months of dedicated research. With that much time we could merely adjust the dosage so that we simply accelerated his birth until just before the womb collapses completely. Bella’s womb will stop being able to sustain him within three to four weeks. We…”

“Ohhh!” Isabella gasped as her hands went to her womb and she shifted quickly in the chair.


Anja was instantly alert. “Bella?”


“He… he just kicked something fierce!” Isabella panted with a smile. “More so than when we were landing.”


Arzoal looked at her now. He has been active since you landed? She asked.


Isabella nodded with another smile. “Very. Kicking like a little fighter almost nonstop.”


“And this started when you landed?” Helen asked casually.


Isabella nodded. “As we were coming down from orbit.” She answered as she adjusted the way she was sitting. 

Helen watched her carefully as Anja began helping her and she saw the tiny beads of sweat rolling down her flawless skin. She glanced up at Arzoal. [Sister?]

[They are the same signs Helen.] Arzoal answered quickly. [Almost exactly the same. It is uncanny.]

[But it happened when he was only six months along. Dorian is well past that.] Helen said. [And Bella has been among dragons for almost that entire time.]
Arzoal nodded. [But not here.] Arzoal gasped. [She has not been here among so many who are not bonded. She…]

There was a soft screech from Naesta and she stumbled back from the edge of the wall when the yellow tinted dragon trumpeted and began landing. Arzoal looked at one of her senior Council Guardians, her usually unflappable temper flaring at this interruption. She rose to her talons and glared at the dragon, everyone now watching her.

Gazokh! What is the meaning of this? She snapped.

The Heavy Horn folded his wings along his back and bowed his head to her, his front forelegs lowering to the floor. Forgive me Elder Mother. One of the Guardian Initiates is… he has lost his mind Elder Mother!

What are you saying Gazokh! Arzoal snapped. What do you mean lost his mind?

He abandoned the rest cycle during his training and bolted from the chamber. He has been scrambling up from the lower decks since telling the Senior Instructor something in a language I do not understand.

A language you don’t understand? Helen asked moving closer.

Yes Feravomir. It… it sounded like what I have heard the Talon Guardian Androcles speaking to his beloved sister Zarah. Gazokh spoke.

The ancient Lycavorian language? Helen asked him.

No… the other language they use. Gazokh answered. 
Arzoal moved closer. Who is it?

Ryner… Elder Mother. Gazokh replied. Senior Guardian Mafera’s youngest son. He attacked the Guardians sent to retrieve him Elder Mother. He injured one with his talons and…
Attacked! Arzoal gasped.
“Owwwww!” Isabella grunted as she leaned way back on the chair, both her hands going to her swollen abdomen. “Oh… Anja… something is wrong! That… that one hurt!”

We have subdued him Elder Mother, below in the main chamber! He was attempting to take to the sky and escape through the upper chamber hatch! Gazokh hissed. Mafera is trying to calm him but it isn’t working! He keeps shouting something about his brother!

Arzoal moved with amazing speed for a dragon so large and went right to the ledge, extending her head and neck out so that she could see far below. She could see several dragons laying atop another thrashing one some thousand meters below with her incredible vision and as she opened her mind further she heard what Ryner was screeching.

…go to him! Get… get off me! My… my brother needs me!

Arzoal’s head snapped back around and she looked at Isabella on the chair, her beautiful face grimacing once more in pain. [Sister?] She gasped at Helen.

[Order them to release him Arzoal!] Helen barked moving up next to Isabella. [It has to be! It is the only explanation! Release him!]

Arzoal didn’t hesitate and looked at Gazokh. Release him Gazokh! Now!
But Elder Mother… he is mad! Gazokh gasped.

Release him now! Arzoal nearly screamed scaring Gazokh terribly. 

The older dragon had never seen the Elder Mother so passionate about anything and he immediately leaped from the ledge and dove for the bottom of the chamber.

Helen grabbed Isabella’s arm. “Bella… prepare yourself!” She snapped.

Isabella looked at her. “Helen… what… now is not really the time! Something… Dorian is… something is wrong!”
“Prepare yourself Bella!” Helen spoke.

“Helen what…?”

The trumpet was deafening and all heads turned to see the huge Sinopia scaled dragon come barreling over the ledge to land with a wild flapping of his massive wings. Joci pulled Ceuma and Naesta back quickly, instinctively protecting them while Sheva and several other Durcunusaan staggered back in wide eyed shock as the click of talons screeching on the deck sounded. 

Ryner’s wide emerald eyes searched the open meeting area seeing two of their Queens, the Elder Mother and her Bonded Sister as well as several Durcunusaan troops. He ignored then all as his emerald eyes focused on Queen Isabella’s pregnant abdomen. He took two large steps towards her when the rust colored scales of his father appeared from below and Mafera landed within the area as well.

Ryner no! Mafera screamed out moving to block his son from getting any closer to the Queen. 
Leave him! Arzoal barked out, imposing her body between Mafera and Isabella. Do not touch him!

Elder Mother he is… he is mad! Mafera barked.

Isabella squeezed Anja’s hand as they watched the dragon move closer, but her face was still grimacing in pain. Dorian was kicking madly within her womb and it was now bringing tears to her eyes at the intense pain. Two things happened in the next five seconds. Ryner wasted no time and immediately lowered his snout to Isabella’s womb, pressing his oversized muzzle just under her belly button and Isabella’s face changed from one of pain to one of utter enchantment. 

Helen rose to her feet quickly. “Don’t touch them!” She barked. “No one touch them!”

“Helen?” Anja snapped stumbling to her feet and reaching for her. “What…”

“Son vada carians!” Helen gasped as she watched the dragon’s body relax instantly, his wings fluttering madly as they folded back in place. His tail was madly flapping around behind him as he settled to the floor in front of the chair keeping his snout pressed tightly to Isabella’s abdomen. “It’s happening again! Just like…”

Anja looked at her. “Like what?” Anja barked.

“Anja… this is… you were not there when Elynth bonded with Androcles!” Helen gasped holding her arm tightly. “Arzoal and I witnessed it! It was… it was almost a surreal event! It’s happening again… just as it did then! Almost exactly the same! He’s… he’s bonding with Dorian!”

“What?” Anja gasped. 

Isabella’s eyes were wide and she had that peaceful expression on her face as she lowered her hands to Ryner’s snout and placed her palms against his cool scales. The tears of pain had changed to tears of happiness and her hazel/green eyes were looking upon the head of Ryner with immense affection. Isabella could almost feel them communicating through her womb, Ryner’s talons clicking madly on the floor as their minds merged and became one. “Anja!” Bella gasped reaching for her hand.
Ignoring Helen’s earlier warning to them Anja didn’t hesitate and she grasped Isabella’s outstretched hand tightly. Her jade green eyes flew open as they experienced the merging just as Dorian and Ryner were experiencing it. While they could not see or feel what was being passed between the two, the utter seamlessness of the bond and the exquisite nature of the feelings that trembled through them provided Anja and Isabella with a sense of profoundness. They suddenly were able to understand just how Andro and Elynth were to each other. How they were able to do what they did.

“By… by the gods Bella.” Anja gasped as she dropped to her knees next to Bella in the chair and they both stared at the almost dreamy expression in Ryner’s large emerald eyes. One of his front talons rose up and gently, almost reverently it came to rest on Bella’s legs where both she and Anja covered it with their hands without question. This contact only caused both of them to tear up as they could feel and sense even more of what was happening.
Mafera’s eyes were wide with worry for his son and for his Queens as he moved up next to the Elder Mother. Elder Mother? He gasped. Elder Mother… what is happening to my son?

Arzoal’s large flame colored eyes turned to gaze at him as Helen moved towards Anja and Isabella. You son Mafera… your son has… he has entered into a whole new world now.

I don’t understand Elder Mother. Mafera exclaimed. 

You know the bond Elynth and Talon Guardian Androcles share? Arzoal asked him.

We all do Elder Mother! An act of the gods it was. Bonding our two species together for all time. Mafera answered. His eyes grew wide and he turned back to see his son’s large head still in direct contact with Isabella’s abdomen. My… my son…

Arzoal nodded her head. The same gift granted to Androcles and Elynth has been given to your son Mafera. She told him. Dorian Leonidas is becoming fully aware and Ryner will be his conduit. His voice. His Bonded Brother. 

Mafera looked at her with wide eyes. His Bonded Brother? But he… he has no training for such a task. He…

Arzoal smiled and lowered her snout to touch his. He will be in good hands Mafera. Who better to learn from than the two most powerful Bonded Pairs within the galaxy? Androcles and Elynth will show them the way. The King and Torma will guide them. You and your kin have just been thrust into a role that none of us ever imagined Mafera. Go. Go and bring your mate Inidra. Family is the most important thing that is needed now. Go quickly and return with her and all of Ryner’s siblings that are here in the mountain. I do not care what they are doing, tell whoever asks it is my directive.
SCIMITAR


Caliria’s soft green eyes fluttered open slowly and she found herself staring at the tanned, delicious mounds of Ne'Veha’s cone shaped and incredibly firm breasts. Her nipples were no longer as hard as they were a short time ago, but they stood proudly nonetheless.


Hello Inamarno. Ne'Veha’s soft sexy voice echoed in her mind and she lifted her eyes to see her dark brown orbs staring back at her. 

Caliria Re Mydala had imagined what it would be like the first time. Well… she had tried to imagine it anyway, but nothing she had imagined over the last few days had come even remotely close to what she had experienced over the course of the last few hours and what she was experiencing now. Caliria was no stranger to men, or to women for that matter. Yet this was beyond anything she could have ever desired. Her Alkay seeped from her pores non-stop it seemed, and not from some chemical introduced into her system, but because Caliria was more aroused than at any time in her three hundred years of life and her body and her mind was willingly responding to every touch upon her. Five different sets of lips and hands had sent her blissfully over the edge more times than she could remember now. They had adorned her with attention and pleasure the likes of which she could not conceive. And they did so without neglecting each other, which was completely amazing. The Vanari men she had bedded, even the Eridiani man Franklin, none of them had shown the stamina and utter devotion to her that Androcles had given her these last hours. He was by far the largest equipped male she had ever seen, never mind allowed to make love to her. She had cried out in fantastic enchantment that first time, cried out and gripped his broad shoulders as every wonderfully thick inch had impaled her with delicious sloth like slowness. Once he was fully within her he had simply stared into her beautiful face as she grew accustom to such a magnificent piece of manhood. He had dotted her face and lips with soft kisses, nuzzled her cheeks and neck, her Alkay seeming to affect him differently than others. It was almost as if he had a natural immunity to the oil seeping from her skin, and only later would she come to discover that it wasn’t an immunity so much as it was a dominant will that kept him from surrendering to the effects her Alkay could produce in a sexual partner. None of them were. She had tasted each of them throughout the past hours, hungrily drinking down whatever they offered her, even while they let her partake of the wondrous pleasure Andro was giving her solely for herself. Their lips were so soft, so tasty, their kisses with her toe curling in every way. They suckled her breasts, her neck, any portion of her exposed skin that was not wrapped around Androcles’s and his god like body. Whether it was long, powerful and sundering strokes into her tightness or languorous and inevitable thrusts into her depths, Caliria howled out her delight with each heart stopping plunge. Once they had shifted and she found herself happily feasting upon Ne'Veha and Carisia much the way she feasted upon Yssyla not so long ago, while Androcles caused Sadi’s and Lu'ria’s cries of enchantment to fill their room. And still they always came back to her. 

Now her senses were in complete overload as she rested atop Andro, her back pressed tightly against his exquisitely chiseled chest and his will breaking cock fully buried within her. She was rapidly losing all conscious thought as Sadi’s incredible tongue was battering her painfully hard clit, Ne'Veha and Carisia were attacking her eraser hard nipples and her Drow Mistress had her locked in a kiss that was stealing her breath away by the second. She could feel their minds and hers mingling, whispering to her like voices on the wind of how they loved her and how she was part of them now. Caliria felt the volcanic orgasm begin deep down in her belly. Andro was using short, loving strokes to drive her mad while Sadi’s tongue was relentless in its task. The sensations of their touch upon her was maddening, once more pushing her up to the edge of the abyss. And then Caliria tore her lips from Lu'ria and screamed. One hand dropped to Andro’s hip as the other gripped Sadi’s golden blond hair holding her lips in place and her body convulsed almost painfully as the orgasm erupted from her. Her pussy clamped down on Andro’s deeply buried organ and she took great pleasure in the groan of his own release that he expelled into her ear with his face buried in her neck and her long black hair covering his shoulder. As she felt him swell within her once more, the floodgates blew open and Caliria screamed long and loud as she too detonated with the most powerful orgasm of her entire life. She leaped into the abyss of divine pleasure never wanting to return as she felt Andro’s scorching hot seed erupt and rocket into her depths, driven along by Sadi’s wildly licking tongue driving them both to heights unknown before now for Caliria. 

The last thing that raced through her clouded mind before she had succumb to the shattering orgasm was that she had found herself. She had finally discovered what she had been seeking for so long. And then the wonderful, pleasure induced blackness claimed her.

Caliria couldn’t help but smile in blissful contentment as she gazed at Ne'Veha. Hello yourself. She answered once more stunned at how easily Mindvoicing had become and knowing that as each day passed she was growing stronger.

Caliria detected the mass of shimmering white hair behind Ne'Veha and she lifted her head slightly to see Lu'ria and Carisia sleeping soundly, Carisia’s petite and incredibly powerful body tucked quite deliciously against Lu'ria’s taller and equally potent body, the contrast in the color of their skin exotic and alluring to look at. Lu'ria’s arms were wrapped around her slave almost possessively and Caliria knew that only one of them could get her to release Carisia from her embrace if they so choose. She looked back to Ne'Veha’s breathtakingly beautiful elven face and she allowed her head to rest back on the pillow.

How long have I been asleep? She asked finally.

Only a few hours. Ne'Veha answered with a smile. It is nearly morning. How do you feel Inamarno?

Caliria met her eyes and her smile grew even larger. Blissful. She answered immediately. So blissful and… and worn out.

Caliria could hear Ne'Veha laugh softly within her mind and she relished in the sensation of being able to touch one so intimately. It was no different for me. He took me three times in the night before he changed me. I thought my limbs were never going to move again so tired as I was. So tired and so…

Willing. Caliria asked.

Ne'Veha nodded. Very willing.

Caliria reached out and touched the very faint scars from where Andro’s dual fangs had sank into her that night. She caressed them softly for a lingering moment. Will they never go away?

Ne'Veha shook her head. I wouldn’t want them too. She replied. Even Sadi, who is pureblood like Andro wears the scars from where he bit her proudly. It is a status thing among Lycavorians I think. I am still learning many things as I go. Lu'ria too. You have seen what he did with our Drow Mistress haven’t you? Within our minds?

Caliria nodded slowly. I… I can not be changed Ne'Veha. She said. That is something that was determined long ago by our doctors.
And neither can Carisia. Do you think that matters to him? To any of us? He has marked Carisia Inamarno. Her scars are much fainter than mine for they are older but he has marked her as well. Ne'Veha said.

Then… they why did he not bite me? Mark me? Caliria asked.

He will Inamarno. Ne'Veha answered. Perhaps he did not want to do such a thing because you are so new to Lycavorians and their ways. 

Where is he? Caliria asked her eyes darting around the room.

He and Sadi are in the living area. They are purebloods and their systems rejuvenate ten times faster than ours at the moment. They do not need as much sleep as others. I think he is trying to contact his brother and sister within Mindvoice. Ne'Veha answered.

Will… will you and Lu'ria become like them? Caliria asked.

As my grandmother has told me… she is also wolf and elf… it takes nearly two years for the changes to fully take affect right down to our molecular structure. We will grow stronger as time passes, able to do more things, but we will not have the resilience that purebloods do. Ne'Veha smiled. After a night like last night we will be up and moving in much less time, but nowhere near what Andro and Sadi can do.

Caliria looked at her. Ne'Veha… what we saw yesterday. That recording. How did… how did he know our names before he met us. Especially… especially me. Until my mother came for me, no one within this quadrant even knew we existed.

Ne'Veha shook her head. Fate perhaps. Destiny. I don’t know and I don’t care. Seeing that recording… it only confirms what I already knew in some way. I was meant for him and he for me. I was meant for Sadi and Lu'ria and Carisia. And you Inamarno. We were meant for each other by some greater power.

My people teach us the Prophets always have a plan for us. Caliria said softly. That no matter how much we may try to avoid it, our destiny will always find a way.
Ne'Veha nodded. We believe much the same thing Inamarno. You felt different before. Before Andro and…

You mean before he waltzed into that room like some waking god and saved me. Before last night and making me feel what I did? She asked with a grin.

Ne'Veha nodded. Yes.

Caliria nodded as well. I felt I was different yes. And not just because I was born with black hair. What I feel with him… with all of you… I think I have found what I have long been seeking. It is very… it is odd that he can feel for each of us what he does though.

Ne'Veha nodded now as well. I thought that too. All you need do is ask him Inamarno and you can swim within his thoughts and discover how for yourself. He will keep nothing from you. From any of us.

Caliria scooted closer to her on the bed and pulled her closer relishing the feel of her firm elven body against her own. Perhaps soon I will. For now I wish to sleep.

Ne'Veha smiled and closed her arms around her Vanari lover and fellow Princess. Well… we still have a few hours before we must rise. And sleeping with you in my arms is perfect.

Caliria smiled and closed her own arms around Ne'Veha. Her mind was awash with questions and ideas, but for now she was content and happy. The answers would come she knew. She just needed to be patient.


Andro sat on the couch in the living area of his quarters wearing only his white pants. Sadi rested in his lap comfortably, the near see through robe draped around her body and their heads were touching. She had an animated look on her face, one of wonder and happiness as the voices of Andro’s new brother and sister filled her mind as well as his. It had taken them nearly an hour to sift through the strands of Mindvoice and find the right connection, but as soon as they did their voices were clear and strong.

[…are you?] The soft female voice asked. [Are you… are you nearby? Who is with you?]

[We want to know more brother.] The male voice echoed.

Andro smiled warmly upon hearing their voices. [Be calm… I… I don’t know what to call you yet. Mother… she has not named you.]


[Who is with you brother?] The female voice asked again.


[You feel KertaGai. Sadi… my anome.] Andro answered.


[Hello to both of you!] Sadi said happily. [It is so wonderful to hear your voices.]


[Tell us more brother!] The male voice told him again. [We want to know more.]


[Patience brother.] Andro said. [You are still very new to all of this. I was not… I was not able to impart to you everything I wanted. You will not be as strong as you should be and you will tire easily. Trust me… I know. What you are experiencing right now I have already experienced.]


[You… you were like this?] The female asked.


[Yes sister. Unlike you however… I was fully aware while still within my mother’s womb. I was attempting to do that for you but was not able to complete the process because of outside circumstances.] He told them.

[Because of our brother Arrarn?]


[Yes… but he did not know what I was doing. He was concerned for our mother and acted impulsively. Do not be angry with him for I am not.] Andro answered. [Do you… do you understand what is happening around you. What is going on now?]


[We understand that we are… we are here because… because of something bad. Are we… are we bad?] The female said.


[NO!] Andro exclaimed. [That is not true! No matter why you have come to be you are not bad sister. You have been given life and… and because of me now you have awareness before you should. You have knowledge of things before you should. It was wrong what I did… my people consider such a thing very taboo but I did this… I did this so that…]


[So that you could talk to mother, yes we know.] The male spoke. [We could see that in your mind’s eye brother. How did you know she… she is in such pain. Her… her heart aches Andro.]


[I know because she is my mother as well. Perhaps not as my birth mother… but you have seen how we all view each other. How we view those we call mother. They speak with one voice… they all have had a hand in raising us as we grew.] Andro said softly, Sadi feeling his arms tighten around her hips. [What is happening… to the both of you… to all of us… it is…]

[It is horrific.] Sadi picked it up. [It is the result of men who have no concern for others and all they wish is more power. They do not care whose lives they destroy or harm in the process. The man… the man who is your father… he…]

[NO!] Both their voices together was powerful and both Sadi and Andro’s eyes grew wide at the strength. 


[That… that foul man… he is not our father!] The female exclaimed. [We have seen in our mother’s mind what he forced her to do. We see what she endured! She can not… she can not put it out of her mind. There was no love from him when we were created Andro! He could not even sense that we both were here! No!]


[We have no father.] The male said now. [We…]


[Do not say that!] Andro barked out. [You have a father! He may not… he may not be your blood… but he will love you without question! That is what we are as a family! He loves our mother, he loves all our mothers beyond any life he has, and anything that is part of them he will love! Do not doubt that for an instant! The images I passed to you… he did not know there would be two of you… but they still apply. He… he tells you he will love you as his own.  No doubts! No hesitation! My father… our father now… he means what he says.]

[Why?] The male asked.

[Because that is our strength as a family. And you are part of that family now. Both of you.] Andro answered.


[What can we do?] The male asked. [We are…]

[Mother… she has something within her. See the image in my mind.] Andro spoke projecting an image of the exact spot on For'mya’s neck where he had felt the void that Eliani said she had sensed. [There is something under her skin that prevents us from communicating with her directly as you and I do now. If you can sense her emotions and see what she sees in her mind then it is as we hoped. The Inhibitor that blocks us from communicating with her does not interfere with you.]


[Inhibitor?]


Andro shook his head. [Forgive me? It is a device that blocks her from Mindvoicing. It doesn’t allow her to do what we are doing. That is what we call it.] He explained. [It does not block either of you and that makes us so happy.]


[Because we can talk to her!] The female voice echoed as realization filled her voice.


[Yes!] Andro said. [I do not know how much longer we will be this close. After events today they will take her away from us and the distance between us will be too great to speak with you like this. At least not until you are stronger. You must tell mother everything I have passed to you. As soon as you are able. We… we do not want her to go another moment longer than necessary believing father is dead or that we do not love her. That we are not coming to get her. To get you both! You must tell her these things.]


[She was calm last night.] The male spoke. [A man… a Kavalian who is much nicer than the rest was talking to her. He hid our… he hid our existence from that… that man. They spoke for hours. Mo… mu…]


[Muton. That was his name.] The female chimed in.


[Yes… that was it! Thank you sister.]


Andro’s head tilted. [He was nice to mother? He spoke to her?]


[About many things we do not… we do not understand.]


[Do not strain yourselves!] Andro told them. [It will come in time. Probably more quickly than you realize. Be careful when you exert yourselves.]


Sadi squeezed his cheeks indicating she wanted to say something and he nodded. [Listen to me both of you.] She spoke in as soft and inviting a voice as she was able. [When she discovers her love is alive… when she realizes what she has been forced to do… she will be… she will be devastated. You must tell her… make her understand and know that your father is coming for all of you. Tell her… tell her Martin Leonidas says she can not die. No matter what else you tell her… tell her that.]


[Why that?]


Sadi smiled. [You will see little ones. You will see.]


[You will be born soon.] Andro picked it back up. [And you will grow so much faster than you are supposed to. Take what I have given you… learn from it. When it is time our mother will guide you even more. You must be strong for all of you until our mother knows that she is not forsaken. As you grow quickly, your minds will… they will evolve quickly too. Our sister Eliani says if you take what I have given you and slowly absorb it over the days and weeks then it will be as if you grew normally. Don’t ask me how… I am not a doctor as she is.]


[Our sister is a doctor?] The male asked.


Andro nodded with a smile. [Yes… the finest behind only our Hadarian mother. Our brother Arrarn is one of the finest pilots, another of our sisters as well. We are so many and so different yet we love equally.]


[Will we meet them?] The female asked.


[We are your brothers and sisters!] Andro announced. [And you will meet them. I swear to you.]


[We… we are tired Andro.] The female said.


[I know. I can feel that within you.] He replied. [Remember what I have told you today. Remember what you must do. It will be far easier to talk with mother. Never… never forget we will come for all of you. No matter how long that takes! I promise you. Our father promises you!]


[We will.]


[This connection between us will always be open just for you. I will maintain it always.] Andro told them. [When you feel you are strong enough together, perhaps if mother is able to remove the device in the future and help you, then contact me. Remember this if nothing else my brother and sister. You carry the name Leonidas! And you are family. We do not forsake our family for anything!]


[We will… we will remember brother.] The male voice spoke.


[Goodbye Andro.] The female said. [We will talk again soon. This is fun. Goodbye!]


Andro and Sadi blinked several times and then the connection was lost to them. Andro sat back on the couch and sighed heavily. He blinked rapidly as Sadi’s hands dropped to his chest and caressed the skin around his Talon Guardian Brand as she always did.

“Have faith in them my love.” She said.


Andro met her jungle green eyes. “I do. I just do not want them to try and do too much given all that I passed to them. They will grow stronger by the hour now, but they are still very weak.”


“Then trust in your mother and the strength of her will.” Sadi said. 


Andro sat up and kissed Sadi hard, drawing her tighter against him. After a moment he pulled away. “My faith in mother has never wavered.” He hissed softly. “She has… she has survived so much in her life. She will survive this. And she will give my father the daughter she so wants to give him. Then she will be complete.”


Sadi gripped his face in her hands. “I felt something else my love. Something faint and not unlike what I feel when I am around you and Elynth together.”


Andro nodded. “Yes… it was like an echo reaching outward.”


“What was it?” Sadi asked.


“I don’t know. It felt familiar in a way but I don’t know.” He answered. “Why did you tell me it was Jomann who threw Kalis off when it was you?”

Sadi’s jungle green eyes glittered. “I was protecting my mate and husband. My center, my life. It is not that big of a deal and your mothers have done similar things through the years.”


“You should have told me.” Andro said with almost a pout on his face.


“Then will you tell me now?” She asked.


Andro blinked several times looking at her. “Tell you what?”


“Why you did not tell me you saw all of us in your dreams Androcles. So long ago.” Sadi said.


“What was I supposed to tell you KertaGai?” He said with a smile. “Was I suppose to tell you so soon after having you come back into my life that I would have five wives and mates? That you would love them, they would love you, and I would love all of you? Even I myself did not want to believe that for I felt it made me too much like my father. You would have either cut off my nor quite painfully or thought I was completely and utterly insane and demanded that I be committed.”


Sadi couldn’t help but laugh at the expression on his face. “Perhaps.” She said finally. “But only after I got my fill of you and your divinely masculine gifts! To include you nor.”

Andro shook his head. “What was with the… you know KertaGai… when I…”


Sadi grinned even wider and kissed him. “We have power over you in our bed my love.” She told him huskily. “I have shown all of our loves just where to nibble and bite to make you last all the more longer. We will never get enough of you Andro… you should know that now. No one can fill us as you do. Make us feel the things you do.”


“That’s… that’s not exactly fair you know.” Andro said.


Sadi shrugged. “Then take it as added incentive to learn all of our special spots and make us howl more than you do now my love.” Sadi gasped when he snapped his head forward and suddenly his nose and lips were firmly nuzzling her neck and cheek. She cooed out her delight softly as delicious sensations surged through her body at his touch. By the gods he could incite flaming passion within her with barely any effort. 

“I love you KertaGai.” He whispered in her ear as the tip of his nose crushed against the scent gland behind her ear and he inhaled deeply. “I love all of you more than any breath I might take.” 


Sadi’s eyes closed in blissful happiness for she knew it was so very true. And while he did have five mates and wives, women that she adored and loved herself, Sadi knew she would always be first in his heart. She felt him pull away slowly and look at her.


“I must contact my father before they go completely dark.” Andro told her staring into her beautiful eyes. “Will you wake the others and join me for breakfast before I go to the surface and meet grandfather to finish this farce.”


Sadi nodded and kissed him softly. “Go.” She said. “We will be there.”


“… Twins?” Martin gasped as he looked at his oldest son in the secure transmission.


Andro nodded his head. “Yes. I was able to pass much of what we wanted to both of them but not all. I was interrupted.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Interrupted?”


Andro nodded. “I didn’t have the full thirty seconds father.” He said. “My cousin got to me quicker than I thought and gave me a rather promising welt on the back of my head.”


“Arrarn and Jomann did nothing?” Martin hissed.


“Aside from saving me from a Kavalian shooting or stabbing me in the back?” Andro said. “Father… I touched them! Sadi and I spoke with them less than an hour ago! They know what they need to do but they are also not as strong as they would be had I been able to fully complete the transfer. They will adapt.”


Martin nodded his head and turned to the side as Aricia, Dysea and Cirith moved into the transmission with him. “Andro were you able to… could they tell you anything about her now?” Aricia asked.


Andro nodded his head slowly. “She is distraught mother.” Androcles replied. “Just as any of you would be. She believes father dead. She believes she has betrayed his memory by what my uncle has forced her to do. She believed all of us dead until she saw us on Hadaria. And then she can not feel us within Mindvoice and I supposedly attack her. What would you think?”


“Androcles Leonidas you…” Dysea stepped forward speaking in a stern voice but Aricia took her arm.


“No Melda Min.” Aricia said. “It was a stupid question to ask.” Aricia looked at her first born son in the transmission. “Forgive me my son. We… we are asking so much of you in these times. It is not fair to you.”


“I will not shirk from what I need to do mother.” Andro spoke. “I love her as I love you. As I love any of those I call mother… which now includes Cirith.” He saw Cirith’s eyes grow a little wider in the transmission. “I will do what must be done.”


“Andro… L'tian has the scrolls?” Martin asked moving up next to Aricia again.


Andro nodded. “No matter what they attempt today concerning mother, it will not even be recognized by the Union Senate.”


Dysea gasped. “The Writ of Annulment?” She spoke.


Andro nodded. “The documents both you and mother signed many years ago medwaw.” He answered. “We will use them if we need to… but based on their attitudes and arrogant actions yesterday, grandfather is quite sure they think they will drop some fantastic bomb on us today.”


“What… Dysea… Martin… what is this Writ of Annulment?” Cirith asked.


“Two years after KinosaurGai was christened as the fifth Queen, she and I signed and dated documents stating what would happen if one or both of us was killed, incapacitated or taken prisoner.” Dysea explained looking at her. “We did it in secret, with only the First Minister and chosen members of the Elven Parliament present. For'mya’s father among them. We later had it ratified by the Security and Defense Councils of the Union Senate and only Deia and select Senators know,”


“Which I did not like!” Martin snapped.


Dysea looked at him. “We know Nauta Melme. But it needed to be done. For'mya and I talked much about it before going forward.”


“What does it do?” Cirith asked.


“In a situation such as it is now… all of For'mya’s authority and power was taken from her the moment she was taken prisoner.” Dysea said. “It now rests with Arrarn and Bryon. Whatever they may have forced her to sign or agree to under duress will not be valid. No one will acknowledge it.”


“That… that is a good thing isn’t it?” Cirith asked.


“In one sense it is good yes.” Martin spoke now. “Anything they may have coerced her to agree is null and void and will not be recognized by either the Elven Parliament or the Union Senate.”


“So?” Cirith prodded him.


“The Kavalians will argue that she was not coerced.” Aricia spoke. “Foul creatures that they are.”

“They will argue that she agreed to these things willingly Cirith.” Andro said. “They will argue that after recognizing that her mate had died, she allowed my uncle to claim her while her blood was burning for a mate.”

Aricia nodded. “It is what happens to a Lycavorian female after their mate has died. Their body changes so that they will accept the advances of other alpha males and be able to mate again. She was not able to sense us within Mindvoice which only added to her belief that Martin was dead. Given the growth hormones they are obviously using on her for the children she carries, no doubt this also served to increase the potency and speed of her shift.”

“What… what does that mean?” Cirith asked still not used to being around so many wolves after over three thousand years among only vampires and her father. Her wolf instincts were suppressed as she was only a third wolf, and she was only just beginning to feel them and use them. Martin’s aura and its impact on her being the most telling up until now.

Aricia glanced at Martin who stood silently with his arms crossed across his broad chest. He nodded his head slowly knowing everything his saaursanno was saying was very true and this knowledge only caused his blood to boil in anger more. Aricia turned back to Cirith. “It means her body will have responded to Pusintin’s alpha aura even though her mind would not. If he hit her with his full aura, she would not be able to resist him no matter how much her mind screamed for her too.” Aricia shrugged her shoulders. “It is considered a curse among Lycavorian females that this is how our bodies react, but this manner in claiming a Lycavorian female has not been used since the before the time of Martin’s grandfather. It is vile and goes against all we believe in. Pusintin would know that.”
“It is partly my fault.” Martin spoke now unwilling to allow anyone to take the blame for something his instincts told him was his fault. “I should have… I should have pulsed her with my full aura long ago. I should have pulsed all of you long ago.”

Dysea took his arm in her hands. “Do not blame yourself for this Nauta Melme.” She said softly. 
“If I had pulsed her fully when my instincts told me too Melda Min this would not be happening.” Martin said.  

“Yes it would. She would still believe you are dead.” Dysea told him. “They would still be using the inhibitor on her. It would not matter.”

“They will claim she was only following the instincts of a Lycavorian by doing this medwaw Cirith.” Andro spoke once more seeing her look back to him in the transmission. “They do not know of the Writ of Annulment because it is not something Laustinos would know about.”
“We can not stop them from making a claim to the throne… but we can certainly stop them from whatever else they may have thought to use For'mya for.” Aricia said strongly. “And the Union Senate would never abide Pusintin… even as a regent until his son came of age. Hell… half of them remember when he was King and they would devise a way to kill him if they had to.”

“I have more enemies back home than you think I do Aricia.” Martin spoke once more looking at her.

Aricia met his eyes. “Perhaps… but they would not dare move against you so soon after you have been declared dead.”

Dysea nodded. “And they will run like the roaches they are when it is discovered you are not dead!” She spoke passionately. “We must ride the… we must ride the wave of what is coming until it is time for us to act. We have been caught unaware and unprepared for what we never saw coming. We are not infallible and we must stop blaming ourselves for what has happened! This does not helped Kinsoaurgai and it is not how she would council us to act. You all know this. We need to begin to act to counter what our enemies do!”

Andro nodded. “Mother is right.” He said. “We will be departing quickly after today and what grandfather tells them. They will not be happy in the least but they will be unable to do anything to counter it. And nor will the Galactic Court. You realize of course that the court is not on our side?”

Martin nodded. “They have been bought!” He answered. “I should have listened to the advice I got when I formed them.”

“Not all of them are in the Kavalian or Hadarian pockets father. But not enough of them to alter the outcome I fear.” Andro said.

“Fuck them! I will deal with those traitorous bastards after I get your mother back!” Martin snarled.  

“Once we are finished here I will return to Earth and begin making preparations.” Andro said. “Uncle Ben has informed me that the remainder of the Block Ones are leaving today for Earth so we should arrive about the same time.”

Martin moved closer to the transmission. “Your plan is sound son?” He asked.

Andro nodded his head. “As sound as any plan can be I suppose.” He answered. “I have… I have a few surprises also. Some of them… some of them you will not like father but they are necessary and could very well benefit us in the long run.”

“Like what?” Martin asked. “I don’t like surprises son.”

Andro nodded his head once more. “I know… and I can’t discuss them even within this secure of a transmission father. You are the one who taught me about OPSEC.”

“Now you are going to use that against me?” Martin snapped but his voice held no anger in it for him.

Andro shrugged his shoulders. “It will either work or it won’t.” He stated plainly. “Arrarn will be on site with Cha'talla to evaluate and make the final decision.”

“Cha'talla?” Martin said. “Why do I get the feeling that if Cha'talla is involved I won’t like your plan? You wouldn’t use Cha'talla unless it was some hair brained scheme you cooked up in your noggin!”

Andro smiled. “Sort of like the many schemes you have cooked up in your saltwater corroded head as mother says. Have faith father.” He said. “You can scream at me afterwards whether it works or not. And my head is just fine thank you for asking by the way.”

Martin’s face became serious. “Be strong my son. Be strong for your mates, your siblings and for our people.”

Andro nodded. “I will.” He said.

“If you are able to contact the twins again advise me immediately.” Martin told him. “I wish… I wish to discover as much about them as I can.”

Andro nodded. “You are going dark father?” He asked.

Martin acknowledged this with a small nod. “I will forward any relevant intelligence we get from the LP.” He spoke. “Unless necessary… we won’t speak again for a week.”

Andro nodded. “Understood.”

“Good luck my son.” Martin spoke warmly. “And be safe.”

“You as well father. Mothers.” Andro said seeing them nod their heads in his direction. He waited for a few seconds and then the transmission faded into nothing.

“Transmission clear Andro.” Sa’sur’s voice came over the intercom.

“Very well Sa'sur.” He answered. “Secure and lock the array. I’m going to have a short breakfast with Sadi and the others and then head down to the surface to meet grandfather.”

“I don’t like it Andro.” Sa'sur told him from the bridge of the SCIMITAR. “A dozen of their ships moved closer during the night. DIEROYS too. Extreme weapons range for their Hellbringer Gauss Cannons but still troublesome. They must think we wouldn’t notice. Carians they are stupid.”

“How many does that make?” Andro asked.

“Including the ones shadowing Pusintin’s flagship… fifteen.” Sa'sur answered. “A smattering of other ships but those DIEROY are the biggest risk. Let me target some Mark 22s just in case. I can take them out before they get real close.”

Andro paused for a moment thinking about that action. “Very well.” He told her. “Do what you think is best. We may have to leave quickly and I will not be in a position to question what you do.”

“Don’t worry… we’ll be ready.” Sa'sur answered. “Your surprise is standing by right?”

Andro nodded. “It will be, in about two hours. She wasn’t pleased.”

“She’ll get over it.” Sa'sur said. “She’s a Pralor and it’s too valuable an asset to lose. She just doesn’t understand.” 

“Alright Sa'sur. I’ll advise you before I leave but I’m going to meet Sadi and the others.” Andro said.

“Will do.” Her voice spoke.

Andro turned and took his mug of coffee from the table before heading for the door. He heard the locks release and began to walk out the opening doors, lifting the mug to his lips. He came to an abrupt halt in the corridor, his mug frozen to his lips as his eyes fell upon his brothers and sisters in the corridor. Zarah and Normya climbed back to their feet as the others pushed away from the bulkheads when they saw him. He saw Jomann standing beside Eliani and he lowered his mug as Arrarn moved around from behind Denali.

“What’s… what’s this all about?” He asked.

As was usually the norm, Lisisa stepped forward. She had always been a spokesperson for her siblings simply because of her age and now it was no different. “Androcles…” She began and this caused his azure eyes to grow a little wider. None of his brothers and sisters ever used his formal name unless they thought it was important. “About yesterday… we… all of us, we wanted to say we were sorry for… we’re sorry for not believing in you. For not trusting you. We… we should have known better.” Lisisa rolled her eyes. “If anyone should have known better it should have been us.”
Andro lowered his mug as his eyes went back and forth between his brothers and sisters. “Ok… what is this all about?” He asked finally.

“It’s about us not trusting in you when we should have.” Lisisa told him. “Especially after all you have done for us without question. How you feel about us. All of us.”
Andro’s right eyebrow lifted slightly. “Ok… I am very confused.” Andro spoke. “Exactly what are we referring to Lisi?”
Zarah stepped forward and took the arm that did not hold his coffee mug. “I… I wanted to make a point.” Zarah said softly and with her dark brown eyes looking up at him innocently. “I sort of… I sort of used Eli’s security code to access some files that were classified.”
Eliani’s eyes grew wide. “My code?” She exclaimed. “How… how did you get my code? Why would you need my code? How…?”

Zarah looked at her and grinned. “Eli… of all of us you are the worst at keeping your code secret. I needed access to medical files. Files that only you and mother have access too.”

“Zarah… you didn’t?” Andro asked her.

She turned back to him. “No not all of them!” She exclaimed. “Just one that… just one that I knew would make everyone step back and actually think!”

“You had no right Zarah.” Andro told her.

“You are our brother!” Zarah snapped. “I had every right. When we begin to question each other, to doubt each other… just like yesterday… then I have the right to step in and set everyone straight on the facts! That’s what I did.”

“You should have told us Andro.” Lisi spoke once again. “You should have told us how you feel.”

Andro met her eyes. “I didn’t think I needed too.”

Lisi moved closer. “That’s not what I mean and you know it you dope!” She snapped.

Andro bowed his head slightly and looked at the floor. “Lisi… you know I am not very good at expressing…”

“It is done!” Eliani barked now. “No more. It is in the past! We… we know how you feel Andro. We know how you feel and we can not say we are sorry enough.” She stepped up next to Zarah. “We may question your sanity from time to time brother… but we will never question your love for us or anyone in our family. Not ever again.”

Andro grinned now. “Are you sure you want to give me that much rope? You never know what I could do with it.”

“Asshole!” Zarah exclaimed punching him in his opposite arm as he leaned over and nuzzled the top of her head.

Arrarn stepped forward quickly, unwilling to allow his sisters and brothers to cover for him. He looked at Andro whose azure eyes focused on him. “Andro… Andro I… I can not begin…”

Andro reached up with his empty hand and gripped Arrarn behind his head. “It’s done Arrarn.” He stated. “I know you meant none of it within your heart. You were speaking with emotion and worry. You do not have to explain it to me.”

“I was wrong Andro.” Arrarn spoke softly, his dark eyes almost beginning to tear up as he gripped his brother’s arm.

“And you think you are alone Arrarn?” Andro spoke shaking his head. “You are not.” He squeezed the back of Arrarn’s neck. “Forget what has happened and let’s move forward from here brother. I need you and Narice to be at your best now.”

This caused Arrarn to perk up and he looked at him. “You’ve decided?” He asked.

Andro nodded. “I’m going to set things in motion yes.”

Arrarn blinked several times, glanced at his sisters on either side of him and Andro and then turned back to his brother. He took a deep breath and then nodded his head. “I understand.” He said. “I can do it Andro.” He said.
Andro nodded. “I know that.” He said. “I will keep my promise to you Arrarn. You know I will.”

Arrarn nodded as he squeezed his brother’s arm even more. “I know.”

“Then all of you walk with me to the mess lounge and we can discuss some things as we go. I think it may be time I let all of you in more on what is going through my head.” Andro said.

“Sibfla!” Denali declared. “I don’t know if I want part of that. You are certifiable brother. You do know this right?”

Andro chuckled as Lisisa punched Denali in his abdomen. “Yes well… what is the expression mother uses?”

“Shit happens!” Eliani spoke proudly as they began to walk down the corridor.

PUMA’S PRIDE


Mother wake up!


For'mya bolted upright on the small bed in the quarters she occupied. Kavalian ships were not meant for comfort and the bed was not only small, but exceedingly uncomfortable given her very pregnant condition. She groaned softly knowing full well what it felt like to be pregnant and waking up before she was ready. For'mya had spoken to Muton, or listened to him speak actually, for nearly three full hours before he finally chased her to bed. After ordering the two Kavalian guards to escort her back to her quarters in a particularly harsh voice and tone, For'mya had wondered if perhaps everything he had told to her was nothing more than a lie. She should have known better, but something inside her told her she could trust this man. No matter that his entire body was covered in fur and he was part of those who had imprisoned her and then condoned her being raped and…

For'mya slowly threw her legs over the side of the bed and tried to straighten her hair as best as she was able. She shook her head slowly wondering why the voices woke her. No… she had not been raped. She had willingly agreed to endure Pusintin rutting above her in order to save those she loved; all that she had been led to believe that remained of her beloved family. She knew how the hormones within her body changed, she had known for years, ever since becoming wolf. Never had she imagined that she could desire another man, and even as her mind screamed in sorrow and shame, her body responded to Pusintin and his pathetic aura. Responded in such a way that she had to fight each and every time he took her to keep from screaming out in pleasure. He had held nothing back from his aura, and even at its full radiance, it didn’t not compare to her Martin. Yet because she had seen him die, because she could no longer feel him within Mindvoice, her body immediately began to change and prepare her to take another mate. No matter how much she did not want to submit to him, her body gave her away. And now, discovering that they all still lived. All those who she had called son and daughter and watched be born and grow into the adults they were. She saw them yesterday and she could not feel them within Mindvoice. It was unlike anything she had ever experienced. They had conducted exercises to block each other within Mindvoice as a means to protect one another, but yet they could always sense their resonance within the many strands of their minds. She felt nothing now, and that could only mean they considered her dead to them. A traitor who dishonored the memory of their father by her actions in allowing Pusintin to take her and make her with child so soon after their father’s death. That was the ultimate betrayal she knew. Something that they would never forgive no matter how many years passed.
Androcles’s attack against her only gave proof to her convictions that she was hated now. She had denied Muton and his claim that Andro had been sloppy in his attempt to kill her. She would go to her grave never believing those she consider children to be anything but perfect and she had never seen or heard of Androcles being sloppy.

Her conversation with Muton had been the distraction she needed. His actions and then the three hour long conversation they had went against everything For'mya knew about the Kavalian people. He treated her with respect and spoke to her in such a way as to recognize that she had once been a Queen of the Union and he thought was still a Queen of the elves. For'mya was well aware of what would happen when Pusintin returned to the surface today. He would discover many things that she had no doubts would send him into a rage. A rage so intense that she could only hope that he took her life after she gave birth to the son he wished to claim the throne with. A son that would never see the throne of the Union or Sparta, not even for a single split second. The things Muton had told her were nearly unbelievable. He knew things that he should not have known. He knew of Arzoal and he confirmed to her what Martin had always believed. Arzoal was a Pralor. He knew of the ship Resumar and Athani had gone after in Kavalian space. The story he had told her was almost too impossible to believe, but it seemed right in line with what Martin and her fellow Queens had always thought.

No! She was no longer a Queen! She was no one! She had betrayed the memory of the man who she loved and adored far more than her own life! Betrayed the love and adoration for her fellow Queens and lovers! She was nothing now! And soon she hoped she would no longer be made to suffer the indignity of life without the ones she loved.

NO! The voices were so loud in her head and she whirled around in the small room, her dark brown eyes wide with disbelief. There were two voices of that she was sure, one male one female.

“Do not hide from me!” For'mya snarled her eyes continuing to dart around the room. “Show yourselves you bastards!”  
We can not. The female voice echoed. The voice sounded calm and confident, like a teenage girl who was beautiful and smart. Like Eliani and all her sisters had sounded at that age.

For'mya spun around again. “Where are you? Watching from another room? Will you give me no peace?” She snapped.

We are within you mother. The male voice spoke. Very similar in demeanor to the female voice yet distinctly male and filled with warmth.

You carry us within you mother. The female voice echoed.

For'mya looked down at her swollen abdomen her hands coming up to lay flat across the front. “What… what trickery is this?” She snarled removing her hands quickly and looking up around the room trying to find a camera of some sort.

This is no trick mother. The male voice said. 

“Don’t… don’t call me that!” For'mya barked.

Do not call you mother? The one who carries us within her womb? The one who gave us life and nurtures us even now? The female spoke in that soft voice. My brother and I will not do that.

Return your hands mother and we will show you. The male spoke. We will show you that it is us.

For'mya reacted instinctively and placed her hands back on her abdomen. She gasped loudly when she felt the two solid, but painless kicks against the wall of her womb. She staggered back somewhat, banging into the small bunk and easing herself back down onto the rough mattress her heart and mind racing out of control. “This… this can not be!” She gasped.

But it is mother. It is so because of our brother. The female spoke once more.

“Your… your brother?” For'mya questioned. “I… I don’t understand.”

You said it yourself mother… Androcles is not sloppy. The male voice said.

For'mya’s eyes grew wide and instantly her hand reached for where Andro had bitten deeply into her shoulder and neck while pulling her tightly to him. His words to her just before sinking his fangs into her skin came slamming back into her mind like a thunderbolt.

“Forgive me mother. Forgive me for what I must do.”

You see mother… our brother would never harm you. Andro… he did what he did to reach my brother and I within you. The female voice explained. He touched us mother. He touched us and showed us so many things.
“His blood… he… he granted you awareness!” For'mya gasped. 

He did mother. He spoke.
“He had no right!” For'mya snarled. “He should not have done this!”

Why? You are his mother as well. A mother to all of our siblings. They… they did not want you to go a moment longer and know they did not love you. That they were not working on returning you to them. The male continued.
“I betrayed them!” For'mya stammered. “I betrayed them all by what I have done! By…”

By giving life to us? The female said. Do you think that we do not feel what you feel mother? Do you think we do not know that you question your actions every moment? You thought only to protect those you love in your actions. Those that you thought remained. The one… the one who forced himself upon you… he tricked you mother. He violated you in the most heinous of ways. 
And now… to know that they still live pierces your heart every waking moment. The male voice continued. You feel you have betrayed them and now they shun you because you can not feel them. Because they don’t answer within Mindvoice no matter how hard you try. They did not know for sure you had even been taken until after you had given us life mother… but not a day has gone by where you were not in their thoughts. 
“How… how can you know this?” For'mya rasped out.
We are part of you mother. We know… we know you have struggled with the idea of… of ending our lives by ending yours. The female voice said again. But this is so very hard for you because of who you are and we are so grateful for that.

“You speak with… you speak with such knowledge of things.” For'mya gasped. “How can…”

We speak with the knowledge our brother gave to us. The male said proudly. The love he gave to us without even knowing who we were. No matter what has happened. He said he was not able to fully complete what he wanted to do because of what occurred, but we have talked to him since and…

“Wait!” For'mya gasped coming to her feet. “You have… you have spoken with him? With Androcles?”

Early this morning. The female answered. He was with Sadi his… an… anome he called her.

“His soulmate.” For'mya said as her lips trembled in disbelief.

She is very beautiful. And very nice. The female said. He told us to rest and learn and study what we could. To gain our strength so that we could help you. We decided we have rested enough and now we wanted to talk with our mother.

“What… what did he say?” For'mya pleaded. “What…?”

We will tell you mother. Be at peace. The female said.

First you must know some things mother. Things my sister and I have decided. The male spoke. 

“That you have decided?” For'mya gasped with a tearful smile as she moved to the bare metal chair in the quarters and sat down. 
Yes. The… the substance used to make us grow faster is also making our minds grow faster mother. Andro knew this and that is part of the reason he did what he did. So we would know who and what we are.
For'mya gripped her abdomen tighter and shook her head. “You are… you are tools my poor babies.” She sobbed. “Tools… tools that I helped to create thinking that I was saving my Bryon and Dysea. I… I am ashamed. I should have… I should have taken my life when I knew what he wanted. I should have…”

That would have made father so very sad mother. The male said. Our mothers equally as much.

For'mya blinked several times. “He is not… he is no father! He is a vile creature who deserves the most painful of deaths for what he has…” For'mya stopped taking and looked at her abdomen with wide dark brown eyes now. “You… you said mothers.”

Yes. Our mothers. Andro’s mothers. Arrarn and all of our sibling’s mothers. The male spoke once more. Our family.

Making father sad would not be the best thing to do. The female said with a hint of giddiness in her voice. At least that is what Andro says.

“I don’t care if he is sad!” For'mya snapped. “I hate him! I hate him with every fiber of my existence for what he has forced upon me. I… he intends to use you my son. Use you to further his sick plans for power. He will kill you my daughter… the moment he discovers your existence he will order your death. He is no father that…”

We do not speak of him! The female spoke urgently. He is not our father!
For'mya stopped speaking and rubbed her abdomen gently, lovingly. “But he is… he is the reason I carry you.” She said softly.

He may be the father of our blood… but he is not the father of our hearts! The female hissed out.

“What… what do you mean?” For'mya asked.

There are two things we must tell you now mother. The male said. Two things that will surprise you and make you sad. But you must know them so that you never give up hope.

For'mya shook her head. “I don’t understand.”

We have chosen what we wish to be called when we enter your world mother. The female said softly. We have picked… picker our names yes?

For'mya couldn’t hold in the small laugh that escaped her lips. “You have chosen your own names?” She rasped. 

We have. The male said evenly. Names that we will always carry to honor and love you, who gave us life and provides for us now. I wish to be called… I wish to be called Fedor. It means…

“It means lion in ancient Greek.” For'mya whispered aloud.

Yes. A lion. A lion to protect my mother.

And I wish to be called Eirene. The female said.

“Eirene.” For'mya said softly. “It means… it means peace.”

So that I may bring peace to my mother in bad times. She answered.

The tears came freely now and For'mya curled up on the bed. “Why has this happened?” She sobbed softly. “Why must I endure this agony? Why must I bring into this world two hearts that are so beautiful… only… only to see them taken from me just as everything else has been taken from me.”
It will be yours again mother. Fedor said. It will be yours again.
For'mya shook her head slowly against the pillow. “Martin is gone. The man… the man who I ache for every waking moment. The shining point of light in my universe. He is gone. I will never feel his touch upon me again. Never feel his lips caress my ears. Aricia is gone. Dead beside her anome. My… my dearest friend and my love. They are all…

No! Eirene and Fedor barked at once. NO!

For'mya blinked several more times clearing her eyes of the tears. “Now… now you see my beautiful Fedor and Eirene. Now you see what I have lost.”

But you have not lost them! Fedor exclaimed. The father of our heart lives mother! Our… our mother Aricia lives! Andro told us this! They live and even now they are coming for us! There is something… something in your head that blocks you from feeling them as you feel us. As we feel you. That is why Andro did what he did. To make it so we could tell you that all is not lost! That your family lives and they are coming for you! For us! Sadi… she told us to pass you a message. She said you would… you would know what it means. She said to tell you our father says… Do not die For'mya Leonidas. She made us swear to say exactly that. 

For'mya sat up on the bed her eyes wide and her mouth open in shock at what she heard. She could feel the truth of what they were telling her without question. No deception. Just clear and untarnished truth. She knew that statement. She knew it so well burned into her memory as deeply as anything she had ever heard. That simple phrase meant so much to her. It meant the beginning of what she had. It meant the eternal nature of what she felt. Words spoken so long ago that drove her forward and made her see that this was where her life was going to be. This was where her life needed to be. 

This more than anything drove the howl that followed. A howl louder than any other that had escaped her lips since becoming wolf that day so long ago. A howl filled with rage, with sadness, with shame and above all else… 

A howl filled with hatred. Hatred for one man.
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“… Be certain there will be no incidents like yesterday?” Sel'ke asked from his chair. “I can assure you Prince Leonidas… if there is, I will use the tools provided to this body by the Hadarian government and I will have you arrested and held in contempt!”

Androcles met Sel'ke’s eyes from the chair next to L’tian. His grandfather closed his fingers around his forearm and rose to his feet. “We apologize for what took place yesterday Chief Minister… emotions flared and were acted on. I can assure you nothing of the sort will come from us this day.”


“Good!” Kalis snarled from the table where he sat beside Pusintin and the Kavalian Ambassador. “This occasion he has only his pitiful guard here to protect him and I will kill him this time!”


Sel'ke eyed Andro carefully, his tanned face completely void of any emotion, and a stark contrast to the savage anger Sel'ke saw there yesterday when he attacked his elven mother. Even the comment by Marshall Pusintin’s son did nothing to faze his expression and that more than anything made him uneasy. He turned and looked at Pusintin.

“Marshall Pusintin… Ambassador… we are trying to avoid anymore incidents.” Sel'ke spoke. “There is no reason to provoke one.”


“We are only stating our concerns Chief Minister. Need I remind you that we are the victims here?” The Kavalian ambassador Rutork’Toren spoke.

“Yes… we are well aware of your concerns Ambassador.” Sel'ke answered. “We have spent the better part of the night reviewing the information you have given to us.” He looked at L'tian. “Given the events of yesterday Minister L'tian, we had no recourse but to forward official data pads to the Lycavorian Embassy on the information given to us by Ambassador Toren provided to us.”


L'tian nodded his head. “Yes… I reviewed them last night as well. Thank you for that Chief Minister.”


Sel'ke nodded. “Very well. To mitigate any confrontations that may or may not appear based on these accusations I will read them quickly. Ambassador Toren and the Kavalian delegation have already agreed to forgo any argument on their behalf as they feel they have provided more than enough information and evidence in their favor. Since you, as the chosen representative of the Lycavorian Union has not had the opportunity to address these issues in a public forum before us, you will be allowed to address each of the Kavalian points in turn.”


L'tian nodded. “I believe that is fair Chief Magistrate. My answers will be framed as replies to these issues and or charges; however you wish to refer to them. Late last evening and early this morning I conferred with Prime Minister Deia, President Charles Taylor of Earth and necessary members of the Union Senate.”


Sel'ke looked taken aback at this but nodded his head. “As you wish.” He stated.


“There is one thing Chief Magistrate… given the rulings issued by this very body several months ago on Earth in regards to the status of Marshall Pusintin and Princess Lisisa Leonidas, is this court going to use the standard they established then… or will it be changing?”


“What standards are those Minister L'tian?” Magistrate Kagan asked. “My Limian colleague and I were not part of the court back then.”


“The standard of citizenship Union and Kavalian citizens Magistrate Kagan.” L'tian told him. “I have copies of those rulings for you if you were unable to acquire them yourself.”


The Hadarian’s jaw line twitched slightly but he nodded his head. “I thank you.” He stated firmly.


Toren came to his feet now. “Magistrates… we do not believe those rulings were made in all fairness to the KFI given where the proceedings took place. I submit to this body that those rulings be voided and not used within these proceedings.”


Sel'ke shook his head. “That we can not do. It goes against the very rule of law within the Lycavorian Union and the governments that encompass the Union.”


“Chief Magistrate Sel'ke… we are not in the Lycavorian Union.” Toren spoke. “This is Hadarian Free Republic space.”


“I know very well where we are Ambassador.” Sel'ke spoke. “I will not however, reverse a ruling this body has made in the past based on that alone. Unless you have extremely gripping additional information that was not provided at the time of the ruling we made, nothing will be changed.”


Toren looked at Pusintin quickly L'tian saw and he shook his head. He turned back to Sel'ke. “Very well Chief Magistrate… we will abide by your earlier decision.”


Sel'ke nodded. “Very well… I believe Limian Magistrate Sonla has offered to read the Kavalian portion of the dual complaint before us so that it may be part of public record.”


L'tian returned to his chair as the Limian Magistrate leaned forward. “If it is agreed by both parties I will skip through the majority of the legalese and wording and only read the parts pertinent to what we will be ruling on.”


Toren nodded. “Of course.”


“Minister L'tian?” Sonla asked.

L'tian shook his head. “As you wish Magistrate Sonla.” He answered.


The Limian nodded. “There are four Items of Ruling Contention brought against the Lycavorian Union and two Action Items submitted by the KFI. Please refrain from responding to them until I am fully done with each area Minister L'tian, but it is my understanding you wish to split the different areas and that is acceptable to us. You will respond to the four Items of Contention and then we will move to the Action Items.” He spoke lifting the data pad. “Item One. The covert assistance of the United Lycavorian Union towards the Vampire High Coven in a time and state of war. The Lycavorian Union knowingly and willingly trained and supplied a number of dragons brought to them secretly by the High Coven. These dragons were to be used against Kavalian forces in combat and consequently the Union is guilty of subversive action against the KFI. The KFI therefore acted properly and lawfully in responding to these subversive actions with targeted assaults against Union forces in several different areas meant to keep these actions from occurring and happening in the future.”


“Item Two. The direct establishment and support of ongoing intelligence gathering on the KFI by members of the Drow species. The Drow species of elf within the Lycavorian Union are widely known to be used as spies. They were used in these instances against the Kavalian Federation at several strategic points within The Wilds.”


“Item Three. The direct intervention by Queen Dysea in two, very large trading contracts between the Kavalian Federation and the Folcani Registrar. In each instance she directed the Union Trade Advocate to intentionally provide false information in regards to the ability of the Kavalian Federation to supply the Folcani people with Tazli Extract. This is a key ingredient in Lyanerium Oil, which is an essential part of the Folcani society in many ways, and their actions resulted in the loss of substantial and essential revenue.”


“Item Four. The support and aide given to the defection of Athani’Puat, when Kavalian law dictated she be returned to Kavalian hands. Also the support and aide given to Jalersi’Puat and Pian’Nruarani in their defection as well as the continued support in hiding them from legal Kavalian authorities.”

Sonla looked up as he set the pad down on the massive table. “Minister L'tian… you may now respond to these Items of Contention but keep in mind we are only concerned with fact.”

L'tian got to his feet. “Oh… I intend to only deal with facts Magistrate Sonla.” L'tian said. “The facts… the Lycavorian Union has had dragons among us for more than two decades now. They have their own hierarchy or government if you wish to call it that. They are without question, extremely intelligent and independent. They have integrated deeply within Union society because of their inherent ability to bond with distinct individuals both mentally and in most cases emotionally. These duos are known as Bonded Pairs. They are not the beasts of burden that the Kavalian Federation seems to think they are. They are dear friends and family to many within the Union and we consider them to be almost sacrosanct.” L'tian moved around the front of the table. “The Vampire High Coven, in what would be the last operation they took part in against the Union nearly twenty-four years ago, stole several dozen dragon eggs and early dragonlings from a crashed Union transport. When those dragonlings and eggs began to come of age, the Coven did not have the experience or the capability to properly school these dragons. Given that it had been nearly a quarter century since any confrontation between our government and theirs they requested a meeting to perhaps discuss a Cease Fire and the schooling of these lost dragons.”


“You meaning training don’t you Minister?” Toren spoke from his seat. “Military training in how to kill my people.”


L'tian looked at him. “I mean schooling Ambassador. You have the young man who oversaw that schooling sitting right here. They were taught how to fly with a rider… how to blend with each other. They were taught things that the High Coven could not… or would not teach these young dragons. The ultimate goal of this schooling was to open their eyes to what it was they were missing. To make them see what they could be if they left the High Coven and returned to the mothers and fathers that waited for them. All of them chose to sever their ties to the High Coven, as did all of their riders. In essence they defected.”


“Minister… do you deny that the Bonded Pairs as you refer to them… do you deny that they receive intensive military training?” Kagan asked. 


“I don’t deny anything.” L'tian said turning to face him. “Once a Bonded Pair has been together long enough they receive advanced skills in working together as a pair. If you wish to call this military training, that is your right.”


“So you do not deny that these High Coven dragons received military training within the Union, similar training in fact to that which Union dragons receive that would allow them to go into battle against the Kavalian Federation?” Kagan pressed.


“How can they deny it?” Kalis burst out from next to his father. “He has taken a vampire wench as one of his whores! The daughter of the outlaw Princess Yuri rides one of these beasts! His brother, the same one who attacked him yesterday for his actions, took the whore Aikiro’s daughter as his wife! She rides one of these dragons! The same vampire whores they allow into their beds! It is disgusting if you ask me!”


Andro turned his head and looked at Kalis with a lopsided grin noticing that his uncle sat there looking rather proud of his son for his outburst. “Don’t knock it until you try it cousin! Enylarcopri is a five foot two dynamo in and out of our bed! But then again… I don’t need to force myself upon any woman.” 


This comment brought soft laughter from several of the Netnews reporters but almost no one within the gallery since they were all supporters of Buonau and Wiktor. Pusintin reached out and held Kalis’s arm before he could rise to his feet and retort.

“Again… if that is how you wish to categorize the training they received that is your choice.” L'tian told Kagan with a smile of his own after another moment. 

“So they are a military asset?” Sonla expressed.


L'tian met his eyes. “As I said Magistrate Sonla… they receive schooling.” He spoke. “If you choose to define it as military training I can not change your mind, but it is not considered as such by anyone within the Union.”


“That is not the way it is described by the witness statement submitted by former Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos.” Sonla said. “I quote… “The training is intense and carefully laid out in a manner that would allow each Bonded Pair to conduct devastating attacks in multiple ways. Bonded Pairs accounted for nearly a third of all inflicted casualties during the Evolli War years. It is simply fact.” Sonla looked at L'tian. “Is the former Deputy Prime Minister lying sir?”


“The former Deputy Prime Minister is a liar and a traitor!” L'tian hissed. “If you wish to accept his word over mine… then why are we here?” L'tian faced the Magistrates completely. “The KFI did not approach us about their concerns! They had a trade delegation in Sparta at the same time as when the High Coven arrived on earth. They could have brought their concerns to our attention at any point after discovering this information and we would have told them what we were doing! They chose instead to assassinate the King of the Lycavorian Union and one of his Queens! They chose instead to conduct a vile terrorist act and destroyed the Union Senate Office building in Sparta in an effort to cover their act of kidnapping my daughter! This cost the lives of eight hundred and seventy-nine Union citizens, among them two hundred and forty-one children whose only crime was coming to visit their mother or father on a day set aside just for that! They chose instead to try and assassinate every member of the Leonidas family! That is fact!” 

“Tell me Magistrates… how does attacking seventeen Drow outposts within The Wilds protect them? How is raping and butchering nearly three hundred Drow elves and many of those they consider family and friends protecting themselves? They can deny it all they want but we have the medical evidence to prove this!” L'tian barked.

“Evidence from your doctors I’m sure.” Toren spoke smugly from his seat.

“How does having a vicious mercenary Immortal organization capture and then attempt to break the will of another of our Queens, using more heinous means, protect them from us?” L'tian continued. “These are all facts! I’ll tell you why they did not come to us! They did not come to us because they had no idea the Coven dragons were even on Earth! None! This very knowledge is something that Laustinos did not know for sure! He was not involved in this decision and could only guess! So the Kavalians acted in such a manner on a guess!”

“So you admit they were there?” Kagan spoke up now. 

“We have never denied it! No one has ever come right out and asked us!” L'tian barked out. “The Kavalian government did not know this until after they conducted a malicious and violent attack against the Immortal settlement where Queen Dysea and her daughter Normya were! They had no idea where the Coven dragons were until they landed troops on Kranek and those very same dragons helped to defend against their brutal attempt to destroy a peaceful settlement!”

Andro sat and watched as his elven grandfather was beginning to get wound up. L'tian turned around to face the Kavalians at the table. “Or will the Kavalian representative deny this event ever took place?”
Toren shrugged his shoulders. “Our operations on Kranek were part of the overall plan to defend ourselves from the covert and subversive activities of the Lycavorian Union. Nothing more.”

“Of course it was.” L'tian spoke. “Nearly three thousand Akruxian people and almost a thousand Lycavorians died in that operation. They died defending themselves from a surprise attack perpetrated by Kavalian military forces!” He turned quickly to face the Magistrates once again. “Why don’t you ask them what happen to the forces they sent against Kranek? Ask them why don’t you? You will discover that they were destroyed by a combined force of Lycavorian, Akruxian Immortal and High Coven forces in the process of defecting! A little fact that the KFI forgot to mention!” L'tian waved his hand dismissively. 

“To Item Three shall we. There were no lies used by Queen Dysea Leonidas in the matter of the trade contracts with the Folcani people. No misinformation. The simple fact… the Tazli Extract that the Kavalian Federation Imperium was attempting to sell to the Folcani was a base extract of Tazli Root. A commonly known and highly addictive substance within the Kavalian Federation. A substance also very widely used within Kavalian space. While Tazli Extract is indeed an ingredient in Lyanerium Oil, it is first processed to remove the addicting properties from it’s stems. This process is done through humidifiers and vacuum sealing of the extract while it is purged of the addictive chemicals. The Folcani mass produce Lyanerium Oil and they do not have the equipment or manpower to inspect every single root. Just one root that retained its base properties would have infected entire batches of Lyanerium Oil, making the oil highly addictive to all of the Folcani people since all of them need this oil. The delicate balance of their bodies would have been irrevocably changed in such a way that they would then need this substance all of the time after prolonged use. It would have become a repulsively additive drug to them. A detoxification program would have been hideously expensive and costly to the Folcani people in more ways then one. It would also therefore insure the Kavalian Federation was able to destabilize a wholly sovereign government within the Lycavorian Union.”

“Magistrates…” Toren snapped coming to his feet. “These are all lies!”

“Are they?” L'tian asked turning to face him. “We still have the samples provided to the Folcani people by the Kavalian Federation for that trade agreement. Would you like me to send for them so that they can be examined?”

“As if we should believe anything you put forth here today after your actions yesterday!” Toren barked. “You have already shone your willingness to impair our rightful place! You attacked an elf female you claim to still be a mother and a Queen! You attempt to take her life when she has, in her own words, declared she willingly acts of her own accord now that she is free of you and the vile influence of the Leonidas family.”

“Ambassador Toren you will return to your chair and remain silent!” Sel'ke barked out. “I will not have these proceedings dissolve into a shouting match!”

Toren kept his tongue and took a deep breath. “As… as you wish Magistrates. We will… the Kavalian people will trust to your keen judgment.”

L'tian turned quickly. “As to the last point of contention brought forth… Athani Leonidas asked for and received asylum within the Lycavorian Union. There was much discussion in regards to this as King Leonidas did not want to grant this at first. After speaking with her and seeing her love for Prince Resumar he relented. Athani is now a recognized princess of the Union and the Kavalian Federation may scream about it all they want. As to her sister Jalersi… we have no knowledge of her. We were told by the Kavalian Ambassador Matuarr that she died in the High Coven attack on the Kavalian embassy. We later saw her and several Kavalian officers attempting to defend our King and Queen during the Kavalian assassination attempts. They disappeared after these events and we have no knowledge of where they are. We are investigating however.”

“You expect us to believe that?” Pusintin snarled. “They are wanted criminals! Traitors! We want them back so that they can face justice!”

“What you want or believe Marshall Pusintin is of no concern to me.” L'tian spoke. “It is my understanding that your former mate left you for this Commander Nruarani. Earth is a very large planet and still largely unpopulated. They could be anywhere by now, if they even remain on Earth.”

Pusintin kept his mouth shut while he glared at L'tian. He turned to the Magistrates. “Let us continue!” He barked. 

L'tian looked at Sel'ke. “I have no need to present further evidence Chief Magistrate.” He said. “We have done nothing wrong nor have we undermined the Kavalian Federation in any way by our actions.”
Sel'ke nodded his head. “Very well Minister… we will absorb what you have told us and accept any evidence you can present to support your claims before we rule on these points. We will move on to the Action Items now.”

L'tian returned to his chair and looked at Andro. [This is where it is going to get nasty.] He told him as he sat down. 

[Yes I expect as much.] Andro answered. 

[You do realize that what happens will send Buonau into a tizzy?] L'tian said.

[Good. Maybe her heart will explode. Eliani would love to see that.] Andro spoke.

[Given what has happened so far I would say our chances of a decision in our favor are very slim.] L'tian said.

[I knew that coming in grandfather.] Andro answered. [These proceedings are a farce. It is all theater for the public. The gallery is strictly Buonau supporters, and even many of the Netnews fools waver. They are discovering more about my family from sources outside our own government and they are enthralled by it.]
[They may attempt to stop us from leaving Andro.] L'tian said. 

[Let them try.] Andro said with finality.

Sonla lifted the second data pad in front of him. “We shall move on to the Action Points as they have been presented to us and they will become part of public record.” Sonla spoke. “The first Action Point concerns the child that Queen For'mya of the Elven people carries. This child is of the blood of two separate but recognized royal bloodlines and will be the son of Marshall Pusintin, formerly King Pleistarchus of Sparta, and Queen For'mya, last descent of the first Elven King. Therefore… on this child’s behalf… his father and mother have petitioned this body to require that the Lycavorian Union Senate and government recognize that this child, by birthright, has a legitimate claim to the throne of the Lycavorian Union and Sparta. Marshall Pusintin is the first born son of King Leonidas and with his brother Martin now dead, Marshall Pusintin believes it is his unborn son that should be the sole recognized ruler of the Union as determined by the Union’s own Laws of Ascension concerning birthright, as this son does have the blood of two royal bloodlines within him.” Andro looked over at his uncle as Sonla read and saw him cross his arms smugly over his chest. Kalis met his eyes and his snarl of satisfaction was almost too much. 
L'tian didn’t look at Andro but spoke out to him in Mindvoice. [It is as Deia thought.] He spoke. [They are using birthright.]
Andro turned back and slowly nodded his head. [Yes.]
“Minister L'tian… does the Union wish to answer this Action Point? I can read the more tedious legal wording of Scroll Twenty-Three of your Chronicle of Lycavorian Law if you wish it.” Sonla asked looking up from the pad. 

“No Magistrate Sonla.” L'tian spoke sending a wave of murmurs throughout the room.

“Then you recognize this claim by birthright of law?” Sonla asked shocked.

“Such as it is yes.” L'tian replied. “We are a government of laws and we hold ourselves to the same standards as others. I have been authorized by Prime Minister Deia to inform this body that the Union Senate has already been notified and will be convening in four days to review this claim and decide what to do. A decision is expected within two days after they have convened.”

“Six days?” Toren barked coming to his feet. “That is not acceptable to the Kavalian Federation! We demand action here! Today!”

L'tian looked at him. “Do you expect the Union government to simply accept what you have put forth without first reviewing it themselves? Would you expect the Kavalian Federation to do such a thing? I think not. The Union has over three thousand Senators and it will take four days for all of them to be able to take part in such a decision.”

Toren looked at Pusintin who nodded his head with that smug smile. He turned back to Sonla. “Very well. The KFI accepts this… as long as it is publicly monitored by this body and the Netnews so that all may see and witness.”

L'tian nodded and shrugged his shoulders. “That is acceptable to us.”
Sonla nodded and looked at Sel'ke. “Chief Magistrate?”

Sel'ke nodded as well. “So this Galactic Body rules.” He spoke. “The Lycavorian Union is directed to review the evidence and then respond to the claim six days hence adhering to their written law in this regard. Of which this body has a copy of.”

“There is only one way they can rule if they value the so called laws they follow!” Toren snapped.

Sonla looked at L'tian. “May I continue on to the second Action Point?”

L'tian nodded. “Magistrate.”

Sonla lifted the pad. “The Kavalian Federation Imperium submits to this Galactic Body the evidence of birthright and blood in regards to the elf female For'mya. As the sole recognized heir to elven royalty, she submits the following orders as sole Queen of the elven people. The immediate termination of any and all claim to the elven throne shown by the elf female Dysea. She has no legal status to the Elf throne and is hereby removed from her position as co-Queen effective immediately. The elf Queen For'mya subsequently orders all diplomatic ties to the Lycavorian Union henceforth severed. All trade agreements currently in place are hereby cancelled until review is possible by her Kavalian husband and mate Marshall Pusintin and the KFI Commerce Directorate. All elven citizens of Elear are ordered to return to Elear forthwith, all military ships to remove themselves from Union fleets and return forthwith to elven space, and all elven delegates to the Union are ordered to return to Elear from their respective postings on the member planets. The compliance with these orders is required and any resistance will be viewed as a subversive attempt by any and all involved. Any attempt to coerce or force elven citizens or military ships and personnel to remain within Union space by Union delegates will be viewed as a hostile act and acted upon accordingly… up to and including military action and force. This order goes into effect immediately and has been signed, sealed and authenticated by Queen For'mya herself.” Sonla lowered the pad slowly and looked at L'tian.
L'tian was silent for a long moment. “I will… I will submit this directive to the Elven Parliament immediately Magistrate Sonla. A decision will be made before you return to make your ruling. Let it be known however, that the elven people will follow our Queen without any hesitation. We always have and we always will.”

Sonla looked at Toren and Pusintin. “Is this acceptable to the Kavalian Federation?”

Toren nodded. “In the auspice of peace and understanding yes.” He answered.

“Very well.” Sonla spoke.
Sel'ke nodded. “We will adjure for two hours to review all evidence and then return to make our rulings.” He spoke coming to his feet. “We are in recess.”

EARTH
DRAGON MOUNTAIN


“What a nubous joke.” Deia spat as the holotransmission ceased and she turned to look at the others in the room.

“Deia… they can’t possibly believe such a declaration will work can they?” Anja asked as she sat in the oversized leather chair, holding the large mug of Aricia’s coffee and sipping it gingerly.
 

She had been up most of the night with Isabella as they came to grips with the fact that Ryner was now a very intricate part of their family as well as their plans. Isabella had been far too excited to sleep as she discovered all there was to know of Ryner and his family while being able to speak with the child she carried in her womb. Dorian for the moment was speaking with a halting and childish voice in their heads, but he would soon have his own distinct voice given that he would join this world very soon. He and Ryner most wanted to know of his brother Androcles and Elynth which didn’t really surprise Isabella and Anja in the least. It had been only two hours earlier when Isabella had finally been unable to remain awake and drifted in to an exhausted sleep. Ryner and Dorian were still chattering away when Anja rose and left her fellow Queen and lover to sleep while she went to shower and get something to eat. Dragon Mountain had a small but well stocked dining area for those that were permanently assigned here, and the human woman who ran it was nearing ninety years of age and spry as someone half her age. All of the food that she turned out was delicious in every way and the menu was quite extensive. She knew exactly what every member of the Leonidas family liked to eat the most and before Anja had even finished drawing herself a mug of ever present coffee; a plate of steaming pancakes and five thick slices of honey cured ham was waiting for her. Anja was always hungrier during her Phase, as most Lycavorian women were, and the ham curbed her appetite and her wolf desire for meat. Deia had joined her just after she sat down and they ate together before coming to this COM room to view the proceedings on the Netnews.

“There is no telling what they will believe.” Deia answered as she went to the small table and poured herself a mug of coffee. “I’ve never met such arrogant or obnoxious individuals in all my life!”

“Well… that is not entirely their fault.” Anja spoke up.

“Anja… you are defending them?” Deia gasped.

“Oh no… I’m just saying… because of the way they use accelerated growth on all of their children, they must indoctrinate them quickly to insure their minds expand to the full extent of their bodies within several months after reaching maturity.” Anja said. “They teach them what they need and want them to know and nothing else. Among the things they teach is that Kavalians are superior to all other species. That is where their arrogance comes from.”
“I don’t care where it comes from… it is annoying and very telling on a sane person’s patience to the extreme.” Deia snapped and Anja chuckled at her reaction.

“Do you think they will wait until the Union Senate convenes before doing anything?” Anja asked. “They are going to flip when L'tian tells them of the Writ of Annulment… but will they hold off until after the Senate meets?”

Deia nodded. “Yes… for two reasons. The first one is they are trying to wage a public relations war against us. They are trying to project themselves as the victims here. If they react in an overtly negative way to what L'tian tells them about For'mya then it will be seen for what it is. A grab at power within the Union through superfluous means. Even the dullest individual will see right through their façade and then begin to question what we already know as fact. That they took For'mya against her will and forced or coerced her into something she would never have accepted to begin with.”

“And the second?” Anja asked softly.

“They fear Androcles.” Deia stated. “They fear him Anja. He is not Martin and they do not know what he will do. What he is capable of.”

Anja snorted. “Deia… we don’t know what he is capable of most times and we are his family.”

Deia nodded. “Exactly. Martin… is predictable after a fashion. While we know this to not be true, in the public eyes he is politically inept. That view of him will disappear once he returns but right now that is how everyone views him. With Andro… they do not know. His record alone would give even the toughest and most experienced military man pause. He is utterly unpredictable. That is our advantage.”

“Deia… you aren’t actually going to have the Union Senate vote on this fool claim are you?” Anja asked.

“I most certainly am.” She replied. “I know for a fact that it will never pass. It does not stand even a remote chance of passing. Even though every Senator, except those close to us, believe Martin to be dead they adore him Anja. They adore all of you. Not just for what you have done through the years but because of what you represent. Helen has to have told you this before. You are normal. You are just like them. People… men and women… they respond to that. They embrace that. It is the same confidence and endearment that Resumar inspired in all of us.” Deia sat down across from her. “It will also be a way for me to discover who our enemies are. If they vote for this fool notion that Pusintin could somehow claim the throne through a child knowing what they know about the bloodlines then they are fools and they are enemies.”

Anja looked at her evenly. “This… this has changed you Deia.” She said.

Deia nodded. “Yes… I know. It has opened my eyes Anja. Opened my eyes to how foolish I have been at times through the years. No longer. Everything I do going forward will be for the good of our people and what we represent.”

“Deia… you have always stood for that.” Anja said.

“Perhaps… but I have wavered at times… and that has caused pain for others I care about.” Deia said. “No more. Now tell me of what you and Bella are planning?”

“Eurin, Vana and Ceuma are putting the finishing touches on the growth hormone we will use. Martin and the others have gone dark so we sent a message via secure sub space. He should get it today when they stop to get messages and then he will contact us. I don’t believe he will not trust us to do this Deia.”

“Nor do I.” Deia said.

“Once we talk with him then we’ll proceed. Bella and I will be here for a few weeks but I will make appearances if you need me too.” Anja said.

“No… what I need you to do is talk to Andro when he returns.” Deia said. “He carries a great deal of anguish for what he had to do Anja and…”

“I already intend to Deia.” She spoke. “He did nothing that I would not have done. I would have cried my eyes out while I gave the order… but I would have done it.”

Deia nodded. “Good.”

“What is this I hear that Ulana was elected to take her father’s seat?” Anja asked sipping her tea.

“You know her then?” Deia asked.

Anja nodded. “We know her. Pompous little upaee if you ask me. When it comes to her I think Andro was driven only by his hormones. She doesn’t hold a candle to Sadi.”

Deia nodded. “I agree.”

Anja met her eyes. “You think she is a threat?”

“Then you know of her affiliations as well?” Deia asked.

“We all did.” Anja said. “That’s why I say she was simply a stress reliever for Andro. She never stayed at the island estate for more than a few hours if it required spending any time with our family. Andro treated her well enough… but you know as well as I do that Sadi is and always has been the one to hold his essence.”

Deia nodded. “Yes. As for Ulana… I have a meeting with her and several other Senators who we know sympathize with her and her ideals this afternoon in regards to the committees her father was Chair of. She wants to know why she can not simply assume those roles as well. She’s driven… I’ll give her that.”

“We never saw her as a threat Deia.” Anja said.

“I don’t believe she is either.” Deia answered. “But I like to make sure I know all of the potential troublemakers.”

Anja nodded. “Let me know if you need any help with that.” She said with a grin.

“I wish to be here when you go forward with your plan.” Deia told her. “I have been present for the birth of every Leonidas since Androcles and I don’t intend to miss this one for anything.”
RITAAH 


Resumar walked into the small observation room off of the massive bridge and saw Shiria standing near what would have been an observation window. The biomechanical nature of the bulkhead however made it appear as if she was staring at a blank wall. He stopped behind her, watching as she lifted a mug to her lips and sipped a strong herbal smelling tea.


“Val’istar?” He spoke softly.

“Your brother is far more headstrong than I had realized.” Shiria said. She turned and looked at him over the rim of the mug. “As are you young Resumar. He does not like when others question his orders or motives does he?”

Resumar shrugged. “None of us do.” He spoke. “You may say what you want about my brother Val'istar, but Androcles motives have always been laid in dragon armor. Protect his family, protect his Union, protect his Bonded Sister and protect himself. In that order.”

“I’m guessing it is a trait that you both have inherited from your father?” Shiria asked.

Resumar grinned sheepishly and shrugged his broad shoulders. “No one has ever accused my father of being weak minded and no one has ever questioned his motives.”


“I don’t imagine they have.” Shiria said.


“Perhaps now that it is just the two of us Val'istar you will tell me why you are so dead set against us taking this ship.” Resumar asked her as he moved to the empty chair and settled into it. 


“I don’t… I don’t know what you mean.” Shiria said. “And enough of this Val'istar silliness when we are alone. It is ridiculous and annoying coming from you.”

“My father and mothers did not raise stupid children either Val’istar… Shiria.” He told her calmly, crossing his arms over his chest. “There is something you are not telling me.”


Shiria met his eyes and lowered her mug somewhat. “I was thirty-one years old when our leaders put me on this ship and sent me away. I knew what they were doing Resumar. It was their last ditch effort to try and save a small portion of our species. I have spent the better part of ten thousand years among those who are not like me. Not in any way, shape or form. I have had to hide who I really am all of this time. Oh… I sensed your father or someone like your father would come eventually but I have been alone. Ckaoa and Poysha are so very dear to me but they are not like me and they never will be. The abilities they have I gave to them. Their ability to Mindvoice… that is something I gave to them and schooled them in. When you arrived… when I felt you and then Athani. When I felt your father and brother within you, it was as if I had recovered some small piece of my past. I do not wish to lose that again Resumar.”


“Then you must know and understand why we need to take this ship and not destroy it.” Resumar said. 

“I know that whatever data the High Coven was able to take from this ship they have already begun working on to advance their own agenda.” Shiria said.


“I would not disagree with that assessment.” Resumar answered. “Which makes your anger even more confusing. You can sense me… and my father within me. You must know that no matter what he does, he would never use this ship or any part of this ship as a means to take something that did not belong to him. He would never try to subvert a people, to conquer them? You must feel this.”


Shiria nodded her head. “I do.” She said.


“Then why?” Resumar asked.


Shiria took a deep breath and moved closer to him. She reached up and place her palm on his cheek. “I would imagine that Wayonn has given your father some idea about what I fear. He would hold the same knowledge and fears that I do. Wayonn is much older than me as well… and I will admit better able to control and hide his feelings. The fear I have is not as strong as it once was… not since talking to your brother and seeing within you the mettle of your father. It is still there… but it has become more of a distant echo. No doubt Wayonn has felt the same thing, I am just more passionate it seems.”


“Passionate about what?” Resumar asked her. “A threat to us? To the Union?”


“In a manner of speaking yes.” Shiria told him. 


“From who?” Resumar asked. “The Kavalians?”


Shiria chuckled. “The Kavalians? No my dear boy… the Kavalians do not hold a candle to what I am speaking of.”


“Then tell me!” Resumar demanded.


“I will.” She told him softly. “When the time is right. I do feel better since talking to your brother. I see what he is doing. What your father is doing. For whatever reason… the sense of dread inside me has eased. I do not know why… and if I talk to Wayonn I will imagine he will say the same thing. We have more important issues to deal with now. I wish to meet Helen and see Arzoal again. I wish to see your family and all those who descend from my people. And I wish… I wish…”


Resumar tilted his head to the side. “What?”


Shiria met his eyes. “I wish to discover love Resumar.” She said softly.


Resumar’s eyes grew a little wider and he rose to his feet slowly. “Shiria I… I don’t know what… I mean you are…”


Shiria laughed heartily and slapped his chest. “Not with you!” She exclaimed. “You are far too young for me and your heart belongs solely to Athani. That is so obvious even to the densest of individuals. I have seen how you look at Athani… how Dario looks at Channa. The complete devotion and love. I have never had the opportunity to experience that but I am quite sure when we do finally return to Earth and the Union I will discover a wolf such as you and your brother and father, one who has a few more years of experience though.”


Resumar grinned. “Considering you beauty Shiria I would say they will be busting down your door.”


Shiria chuckled. “We will see.” She said. She reached out and took his hand. “I find you so very easy to talk to Resumar. Athani as well. I always felt like that with her and now I know why. And you have no idea how good it feels not to have to maintain this façade of being older than I actually am.”


“Does this mean you will no longer frighten the crew?” Resumar asked with a grin.

Shiria took his arm. “Yes it does. In fact… it also means that I intend to lend whatever assistance I can in this endeavor. How soon before we leave?”


“Avi and 341 have returned power to the entire ship including weapons. We stripped the ships in orbit of every spare generator we could without compromising them for their return trip. Captain Fang and RAGE OF ACHILLES will be the only ship that remains. When the time comes it will be taken into the bay of the ship.” Resumar told her. “Pian, Jalersi, my uncle Isra and Aunt Tarifa are putting the final touches on their operation to free Ckaoa’s sister and the others within the main compound. Then we will move to Rizon Four and finish helping Pride Nruarani establish the defenses there on your fortress. When that is complete we will return to Union space to insure SPARTA’S WRATH has a full crew and supplies and then we will return to begin our war.”

“You sound so certain that war will come.” Shiria said.

Resumar nodded his head slowly. “My father will never allow mother to remain with them. He will not allow her to endure any more indignities and for every one she has endured he will return that to them a hundred fold. There will be a war Shiria… and it will be unlike anything the Kavalians have ever fought. We can not stop it now. They set us on this path the moment they took our mother from us. My father knows many things he does not share with anyone Shiria. He knows what my brother and he are capable of.”

“I don’t understand.” Shiria said softly though she could feel the dread building within her. 

“You will. You will. If they think they saw us at our finest during the Evolli War then they are so limited and wrong in what they think and believe.” Resumar said.
“When… when do we leave?” She asked finally.

“When my brother sends word we will launch.” 


“And until then?” Shiria asked.


Resumar shrugged. “We wait.”

