CHAPTER SEVENTY-FOUR

SCIMITAR

ONE HOUR FROM EARTH’S SYSTEM


Jomann leaned close to Eliani where she sat next to him at the massive table in the large conference room on deck three just beneath the large bubble observation lounge. Eliani’s fern green eyes closed in bliss as he gently nuzzled her behind her left ear.


“I have spoken with my mother.” He said softly. “They have postponed my brother’s party until I return. Even though all that is happening with your mother has your attention, I was hoping you would come with me.”


Eliani looked at him slightly surprised. “Jomann… that is not a question you have to ask me my love.” She said.


“I didn’t know if you would want to spend time with your family considering all that is happening.” Jomann told her. 


Eliani gripped his hand within hers and pulled it tightly to her chest and feeling the warmth of his knuckles against her large breasts. She leaned over and kissed him deeply in a very passionate and sensuous way but not overtly sexual, using her four-inch long tongue to tease the insides of his mouth as she had discovered he liked so much. The shivers of delight that coursed through her as his aura swept around her could never be matched by anyone else and Eliani blessed the day he came into her life. “You are my mate Jomann, my husband and my Anome.” She told him softly. “I will always want to spend time with my family, but I will never deny you or your family Jomann. I… I am part of them now as well.”


Jomann smiled at her, his ocean blue eyes causing tiny jolts of delight to ripple through her. “Indeed you are.” He stated confidently. “My mother will truly enjoy your company. She was born and raised in Sparta and she is just as fiery now as she was when my father met her. You two will get along spectacularly.”


Eliani smiled and leaned into him as more people filed into the huge conference room. Androcles had called this meeting only a short time ago and most of them knew it had to do with events on Hadaria and elsewhere. Eliani glanced over to where Andro sat whispering with Dutkne at the end of the table. She had not seen much of him since he had returned from the surface of Hadaria, though that made sense since she and Jomann had spent the last hours exploring each other’s bodies and minds intimately. Sadi and the others sat to either side of him, watching in silence, Devra and Bren next to Caliria. Andro’s Vanari mate and wife seemed very distracted for some reason, always looking at her brother quickly and then turning away. Denali and Lisisa sat across from her and Jomann, Arduri Re Mydala next to Lisisa as she had been for the last few days. If Eliani was any judge of character and intent, she would have to say that the Vanari was smitten with both Lisisa and Denali, though her brother was completely ignorant of the fact. Lisisa however was not, and she seemed to genuinely enjoy Arduri’s company, more so than any other female had Lisisa had hung out with in the past years outside her family. Not to mention that her detecting the cautious desire for Arduri in Lisisa’s scent was rather easy for her. Her sense of smell was probably the strongest among the non-pureblood Leonidas children, mainly because Andro and her father had spent years teaching her the nuances of tracking and sorting scents and their meaning.


Eliani was surprised to see Coren Re Mydala enter the conference room with the single Durcunusaan troop who had become his shadow whenever he left his quarters. He had refused to leave when Regent Ardan had departed and Andro did not have the heart to send him away. It would not help matters in the least Eliani knew, that his daughter Naesta was involved with the clone of her mother Ceuma and her Spartan mate Joci, nor would he be pleased to know that the young Vanari woman who had come here as his betrothed was now quite happily involved with Lu'ria’s brother Am'uur if the sounds coming from his guest quarters were any indication.

Eliani’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw Tastia walk in shortly after Coren clinging quite possessively to Am'uur’s hand and making no attempt to hide it. She watched Coren’s eyes grow a little wider at this and he started towards her, but she quickly took a chair at the table ignoring him completely. Am'uur simply stood behind her and folded his arms across his chest. Normya, Tir'ut, Zarah and Lucia rounded out those members of her family that were present on the SCIMITAR which made Eliani believe this definitely had something to do their mother For'mya.


She turned her head as Andro got to his feet and motioned to the Durcunusaan officer at the door. The man nodded and stepped out into the corridor, sealing the door behind him. Andro moved to the credenza that held coffee and Danishes and poured himself a steaming mug of his mother’s coffee. “Thank you all for coming.” He stated as he turned back around. “Please… feel free to get coffee or tea or a snack as the meeting progresses. This is to be very informal. Resumar, Athani and Shiria are joining us in a few moments via secure COM so…”


The holodiscs along the bulkhead wall flared to life and suddenly they were all looking at images of Resumar, Athani and Shiria. The images flickered and cleared as the advanced Pralor communications array kicked in and focused and then it appeared as if they were in the room with them.


Andro chuckled. “Right on time brother.” He said.


“Punctual.” Resumar echoed. “That’s me.”


“Hah! Calling you punctual is like calling me neat.” Denali exclaimed. “It doesn’t go together.”


“Oh… how true.” Lisisa agreed with a grin as she leaned into his side.


“Andro… Arrarn and Narice aren’t going to join us?” Normya asked.


Andro shook his head. “What I’m about to say does not leave this room. Is that clear to everyone?” Andro saw the nods and then the heads turn to look at Coren Re Mydala who was not a fan of the Lycavorian people in the least. “Regent Re Mydala will be returning to the Beta Quadrant as soon as we get back to Earth.” Andro continued seeing Coren’s eyes grow wide as he looked at him. “He is not a threat unless he has friends within the High Coven and Kavalian government that he can contact from there. He may not like us very much, but I do not consider him an enemy. And there is another reason that I asked him to be here which I will get too later on.” Andro sipped his coffee. “Arrarn and Narice are currently arriving on Kranek and within two hours will be moving to a rendezvous with a senior High Coven Admiral to discuss terms for his support of Narice in her bid to take control of the High Coven. All of our intelligence reports indicate that now would be a perfect time for her to make an attempt to take power and I have made the decision to support her as best as we are able. Cha'talla will be providing most of the manpower, while we will provide most of the logistical support.”


“Saoi sibfla Andro!” Denali gasped leaning forward in his chair. “Does father know this fervon?”


Andro shook his head. “No. This is something I decided after several long conversations with Narice and Cha'talla over the past few weeks. We were going ahead with the plan we came up with over the course of the last weeks, which I will fill you in on today, but if we can now somehow pull the support of High Coven military forces that are in a position to help us… it is worth the risk.”


Zarah looked at her brother and leaned forward in her chair now. She could sense the anger coming from Lucia over this information and she squeezed her hand silently. “Andro what…”


Andro turned his azure eyes on his sister and shook his head. “There will be no reprieve for Dante Zarah my sister.” He spoke quickly. “Lucia… you can put your mind at ease because I can feel your anger. He will pay for what he has done, to both of you, I promise you that; no matter how long it takes or where he may hide.” Andro waited until Lucia turned and met his eyes and nodded her head. He felt her anger begin to bleed off. 

“Promise me Androcles.” Lucia said softly. “Promise me and Zarah.”

Andro nodded his head. “That is a promise I have already made to you and it is one I will keep.” He stated.

Lucia looked at Zarah and then back to him. “Then we will do whatever you ask of us in order to help.”

Andro nodded. “To begin with… we have had a deep agent within High Coven territory for many years now. Only seven of us know his identity and I won’t reveal it now but you should know he has risen quite high within Aikiro’s former inner circle and his last report to us was that now would be the perfect time to make this happen. The High Coven is in turmoil. The military is divided over not only the war with the Kavalians but also Aikiro’s actions on Earth. Our asset is of the mind that the population is split as well. Many of the younger vampires are beginning to openly question the current state of affairs. It appears many of them were of the mind that the Cease Fire we all knew to be a cover so that we could train their dragons was actually real. They are tired of war with us. Narice and I are going to try and bring that to a close. There are far too many loyal vampires living within the Union for us to remain enemies when all it could take is a gentle nudge and the entire High Coven apparatus comes crumbling down. It is a risk that I am willing to take.”


“Androcles… father is going to have a fit!” Lisisa said stating the obvious.


Andro nodded his head. “Probably… but I will deal with father. I have not told him Lisi because of his views of the High Coven and all of you know this. Our mother has mitigated his distrust and hatred for vampires through the years with their love for each other but after what they did to Zarah and the fact that they are responsible for grandfather’s death… I don’t believe he could make an honest tactical decision in regards to them.” 


“How big a risk is this Andro?” Resumar asked from the transmission.


“I won’t lie to any of you.” Andro said returning to his seat. “The risks are extreme, but Narice is willing to take the chance. And so am I. Arrarn is with her because the escape plan will require his skills as a pilot if they need to use it. Cha'talla is with her because of the recent decision by Moran to release all Immortals from their service to the High Coven.”


“Release them?” Tir'ut gasped from where he stood behind Normya’s chair at the table. “Androcles… you are serious?”


Andro nodded. “It is being kept very low key by everyone within the High Coven, but something happened that made Moran give the order. We believe it was in large part because of the transmission that your family did. I had Dilaen beam it across the entire High Coven on fundamentally pirated channels so that it could not be jammed. The exodus began within hours of this transmission happening.”


“And my mother does nothing?” Lucia asked surprised.


“We know she is alive… aside from that we know nothing.” Andro told her. “She has not returned to your homeworld and her position is being kept from even those within the High Coven government.”


“She is waiting to see who is loyal to her and who is not.” Lucia said confidently. “When she discovers this then she will strike.”


Andro nodded in agreement. “That is what Narice and I believe as well, which is why now is the perfect time to make this happen. My decision on this is final and I did not tell any of you because I will bear the results of failure alone if we can’t make it happen. And father’s wrath will be mine alone to endure.” The room fell silent for a long moment and then Andro began again.


“Now that aside… as I said earlier… Regent Re Mydala will be returning to Austrova when we return to Earth. Since Regent Lamurrion has already departed on CITADEL ONE, he will be traveling on board the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser ARCH DEMON. She will have with her a full Strike Wing in support. Deni… you and Lisisa will be in command.”


Denali and Lisisa looked at him with shock on their faces. “WHAT?” Denali almost shouted. 


“You are ready for your own command brother.” Andro said. “Kranek proved that. With Lisisa as your support you will do fine.”


“Andro… you’re sending us away?” Lisisa exclaimed. “Why? Now is when you need us the most! We are strongest when our family is together! You know that!”


Andro nodded his head holding up his hand. “Yes I do… and you are correct. You will not be there long so don’t start complaining. Dutkne is returning to facilitate the merger of the Protectorate into the Union and hopefully by the time you arrive Regent Lamurrion will have been able to lay the groundwork for a real treaty between the Vanari and our people.” Andro got to his feet. “If so then I will need a member of our family to represent us. That is where you and Deni come in. If not… you will insure that Inamarno and mother’s work on the counteragent for the OSG chemical is then distributed to who it needs to go to and you will return. I do not trust this Corbin Faith person of the OSG anymore than I trust our uncle and I will not go tit-for-tat with the Vanari Board of Regents over issues that no longer apply to our people.” Andro looked at Coren. “And you may relay that message when you return Regent Re Mydala. What I told you and Ardan before still applies. If the Vanari do not wish to let the past remain where it belongs and move into the future then all trade between our people will stop effective immediately. There will be no discussion on that whatsoever. Dutkne will be acting with my full authority as well as that of my father.”


“So you will threaten and cajole us into doing what you want?” Coren asked with a touch of sarcasm.


Andro shook his head. “Not at all sir, but I will not associate with a group or species that does not wish to associate with us. I will not allow the status quo to continue. Your people, those that actually travel to Protectorate space, have free reign no matter where they go. They are not hounded, harassed, watched or limited to certain areas of different planets as you do with my people within Vanari space. If you wish to discriminate against us… that is your right. It is our right to refuse to trade with you and refuse access into our territory. Which is what will happen.”


“The Board of Regents will not be forced into anything!” Coren snarled.


“I’m not forcing them to do anything.” Andro said. “I’m simply explaining how it will be going into the future.”


“Tastia and my children?” Coren asked. “Will they be returning with me or will you hold them hostage here?”


“I’m holding no one hostage Coren Re Mydala.” Andro said. “And that comment is part of the reason why I will not tolerate you or your Board of Regents. I do not know why you hate us so… or why you seem to consider us beneath you. It is obvious there are others among your people who do not view us in the same light. To be frank… with everything that is happening I no longer have the patience to discover why you feel the way you do. I have already spoken with Naesta. She is on Earth as we speak and you can ask her yourself if you wish when you arrive… but she has chosen to remain here. She does not want to leave what she has discovered. Nirilo is returning for the sole purpose of bringing the Lycavorian woman who he loves back here. Caliria is returning as well to continue her studies.” This announcement caused Caliria’s head to whip around and look at him with wide green eyes as well as the members of his own family, including Sadi and the others. “As for Arduri, Devra and Tastia… they can make their own decisions.”


“I have already said I will not be returning.” Devra told him from her seat. She held Bren’s left hand in both of hers.  “For the very same reasons that Naesta is remaining. I have discovered my future here and I will not let it go so easily.”


“Nor I.” Tastia spoke from her chair. 


Coren looked at her in shock. “Tastia… you are to be my… my wife!” He gasped.


Tastia shook her head. “You never intended for me to be your wife Coren.” She said. “I would be nothing more than a trophy for you to have on your arm. I will not live my life like that.” She looked up at where Am'uur stood behind her and took his large hand in hers. “I have discovered something I want to explore far more than I want to be your trophy.” She looked back to him. “I will be staying as well Coren!”


“That is not acceptable to me!” Coren snapped.


“At this stage in my life I don’t particularly care what is acceptable to you or not.” Tastia told him. “I have made my decision.”


Arduri jumped right in after her. “I will return father.” She stated simply. “But only to insure that this arrangement with Cruor Ahn Vernalo does not take place.”


Coren’s eyes were wide now. “Arduri… you have agreed to become his wife! A contract has been drawn up! You were compatible during the Celebration of the Hundreds! You can not back out now! Your hand has been promised to him! You agreed to this!”


Arduri met his eyes. “I have changed my mind. And I have every intention of backing out. You know as well as I that even if we are compatible, that is not the full measure of what forms our unions.” She stated evenly. “I’m sorry if that disappoints you father but that is what I want.”


Coren glared at Devra then. “This is your fault!” He snapped at her. “You have done this Devra!”


Devra met his eyes evenly. “I gave birth to them Coren… but I have never tried to rule what they think unlike you.” She stated. “Does it bother you so much that they do not adhere to your fool ideals?”


“It is the way of our people!” Coren shouted.


“And our ways need to change.” Devra stated simply.


“So you will consort with animals instead of your own species!” Coren snarled.


“Regent Re Mydala, have you ever considering listening to your children for once instead of dictating what you believe they should do?” Andro stated. 


“Do not lecture me boy!” Coren roared. “You… you who have killed millions!”


Andro nodded. “And I will live with that fact every day for the rest of my natural life.” He said solemnly. “I believe the portion of this meeting that you needed to hear is over. The Durcunusaan will escort you back to your quarters sir.”


Coren knew he could do nothing, not while he was here. He allowed the Durcunusaan troop to lightly grasp his arm and urge him toward the now open door. “This way sir.” He said.


“This ploy of yours will not work Androcles Leonidas!” Coren snarled as he moved into the corridor through the door. “I see right through what you are trying to do!”


Andro nodded as the doors closed. “No doubt.” He said softly. He paused for a moment and then looked up. “Ok… now I will inform all of you what is going to take place over the course of the next few days.”


“Jeez fervon… you mean there is more?” Resumar exclaimed.


“Unfortunately… yes.” Andro said.


“It’s about mother isn’t it?” Eliani asked. “About our brother and sister that she carries?”


Andro nodded. “In a manner of speaking yes.” He answered. “I do not know why she has chosen to not remove the inhibitor from within her body. I gave the location to our siblings just as you told me Eli. It would be so much easier if I could talk with her… but I can’t. We are too far out of range for me to touch our brother and sister now either; not without a Max power Neural Booster and at least the Elder Mother within the connection with Elynth and I, so my options are limited and there is more going on that we did not know before leaving Earth.”


“What options?” Deni asked.


Androcles looked at them. “The Union Senate will convene to hear our uncle’s ridiculous claim to the throne. I have spoken with tenna Deia and the Feravomir since leaving Hadaria and they are in agreement that the Senate will never allow him to fulfill this birthright claim. Father and our mothers have succeeded in their mission and will be returning to Kranek to further plan ongoing missions. We will not reveal that father is alive just yet. That must remain secret until such time as we discover mother has somehow made contact with us or we know she is free of our uncle’s control.”


“Andro… how will we know that?” Lisisa asked. “If you can’t touch them… surely father will not be able to. You are the one who gave them awareness.”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes I know. When I spoke to them they told me of someone… a Kavalian doctor who they thought was attempting to help mother. They told me he was strange in some way. Different. Not like the Kavalians that they had seen so far in mother’s memories. I didn’t have time to press them further because they were still too weak but if that is indeed true then we may have more allies than even Mican and your rebels fervon.” He said looking at Resumar. “Has Mican ever mentioned someone else? Someone not within his group that could feel as they do?”


Resumar shook his head. “No.”


Shiria shook her head as well. “I am not aware of anything either.” She told him.


“Could there be others that you are not aware of Val'istar?” Andro asked her.


“If there are then they have a level of security that I have not seen.” Shiria answered. “You must understand Androcles… Keleru is paranoid to the extreme. If he had even a hint that someone was disloyal or acting against his rule he would not hesitate to crush them completely. He would destroy them utterly.”


“He has done this in the past I take it?” Andro said.


Shiria nodded. “Many hundreds of years ago yes. He…” Shiria stopped talking and her face turned reflective.


“What?” Andro asked.


“It was six… no seven thousand years ago.” Shiria said. “A small group of individuals thought to protest some of his edicts. They wanted more freedoms. He branded them religious fanatics and butchered thousands of them.”


“Why does this make you pause?” Andro asked.


“They were an odd bunch if I remember correctly.” Shiria answered. “And their numbers were far greater than some simple group that formed in a matter of months. It was almost as if they were spread out among the populous naturally.”


“Naturally?” Andro said softly.


“Yes.”


“Interesting.” He continued. “Does the name Muton mean anything to you?”


Shiria shook her head. “No… why?”


“It is the name they gave me.” Andro said.


“No… I’m sorry.” She said.


“Fervon… are you ready?” Andro asked.


Resumar nodded in reply. “As soon as the order goes out.” He replied. “Power was not an issue with SPARTA’S WRATH and her Phased Quantum Fusion Core. It was only a matter of stripping as many generators as we could without endangering those who went back. Avi and 341 have integrated them into the ship’s systems now. It’s a patch job but it will work until something more permanent can be devised. Uncle Isra and Aunt Tarifa are confident in their plan to extract Ckaoa’s sister and the other females as well. Mican and six of his team will be accompanying them while Na'lia and Dario escort the remainder to Shiria’s fortress.”

Androcles nodded. “Very well. We…” 


“Andro… will you dispense with the rensibfla and just tell us what is going on?” Eliani exclaimed.


Andro looked at her and a small smile tugged at his lips. “As you wish.” He stated. “The Union Senate will convene and hear our uncle’s claim to birthright as I said.”


“And?” Denali asked.


“Tenna Deia and the Feravomir believe they will then vote to condemn his claim and reveal that father and I have already brought the ruling bloodlines back into order and that it is bloodline that is primary in determining who rules.” He said. 


“Yes… we already had that figured out.” Deni spoke quickly. “What aren’t you telling us?”


“When the Senate does this our uncle will fly into a frenzy.” Andro said. “All of you know this.” 


“And hopefully his heart explodes, but we can’t get that lucky!” Eliani snapped. “What is going on Andro?”


Andro returned to his chair and looked at them. “When the Kavalians discover that their plan to have our uncle take the throne will not bear fruit they will undoubtedly fly into a rage as well and come at us from every direction.”


“And… so?” Deni asked.


“Once the Union Senate makes its announcement I am going to strike first.” Andro said seeing their eyes go wide. “I am going to launch a premeditated and concerted attack within Kavalian space that I hope will sow enough confusion and destruction within their ranks to buy father enough time to find and rescue mother and our siblings before they can fully bring their forces to bear on us. War is unavoidable now… no matter what road or path we choose to take and no matter how we try to avoid it… war is going to happen. I’m just going to make sure we have the advantage. At least initially.”


“Andro… Andro the Union has never… we have never struck first.” Resumar spoke from within the transmission with stunned eyes. “It is against everything we believe. Everything we covet.”


Andro nodded. “I know fervon… and that is why I have not told anyone what I have been planning until now. I think the Feravomir and Tenna Deia may have some inkling that I am planning something, grandfather Riall as well, but they don’t know what exactly. It is already in motion and as with the plans for a coup in the High Coven; I will bear the success or failure of this plan on my own. We will either succeed or we will not. The odds are slightly against us to be honest, but father always taught us to ignore the odds and that is what I’m doing now.”


“And if it fails?” Lisisa asked.


Andro met her eyes without doubt. “Then I will have wasted lives and our most advanced ships and equipment in a futile effort and the blame will be mine Lisi.” He told her softly. “And we will be at war regardless.”


The conference room was silent for a long moment as everyone absorbed what he had just told them.


“What can we do?” Zarah was the first to speak. “Tell us Andro… tell us what you need us to do. You have stood alone, carried these burdens alone in order to protect us… protect all of us, and you have done it for far too long. I will not allow you to do it any longer! Tell us what you need us to do? We are a family… and we do nothing alone! Our parents taught us that! Now we need to start acting like it.”


“Zarah’s right.” Resumar’s voice came from within transmission. “As much as it pains me to say that… she’s right!”


“Nubous forn!” Zarah snapped at him but her eyes held nothing but love in them.


“Out with it Andro.” Eliani spoke now. “Tell us all of it. This is our decision now as well.” Her eyes touched each of her siblings and they all nodded without hesitation.


Androcles Leonidas nodded his head. “Very well.” He stated. “Together then.”


Caliria waited until the conference room had emptied before rising to her feet and moving up to where Andro was pouring himself another mug of coffee. Sadi and Ne'Veha moved on either side of her while Carisia and Lu'ria remained where they were in their chairs equally puzzled but unwilling to rush to conclusions.


“You… you are sending me away Androcles?” Caliria asked softly.


“Andro… what is going on?” Sadi asked. “What are you doing? Inamarno belongs with us.”


“Yes!” Ne'Veha exclaimed. “You did not talk to us about this! You can’t just order her away like this!”


Andro’s eyes never left Caliria’s face as he turned around and gazed at her. “I am not sending you away Inamarno.” He told her softly.


“What do you call it then?” Caliria asked. 


“Giving you the opportunity to discover what it is you truly want. The opportunity to truly discover who you are.” Andro replied.


“I want you!” Caliria snapped. “I want all of you! And I know who I am!”


“Do you?” Androcles asked.


“Andro?” Sadi declared almost angrily.


“This is about this morning isn’t it?” Caliria asked. “About what you heard me say to my mother.”


Sadi and Ne'Veha both glanced at her. “What happen this morning?” Sadi demanded to know.


“Do you honestly believe I want to do this?” Andro asked her. “Do you think I want to have you away from me? From us?”


“Then why?” Caliria stammered.


“Because Inamarno, what you have endured is beyond anything anyone should have to endure.” Andro told her gently. “What you have experienced is more than most people will ever imagine… let alone experience. You need to find your center again… and you can not do that here feeling as you do. I do not want you here if you are not completely sure.”


“Andro!” Carisia exclaimed coming to her feet now.


Andro ignored her and moved closer to Caliria, taking her beautiful face within his hands. He used his thumbs to caress the smooth cornflower blue skin of her cheeks. “Remaining here with us Inamarno… when you do not know who you are or what you truly want is not only unhealthy… it is a crime by us if we make you stay.”


“Do you… do you hate me?” She stuttered the words.


“Hate you?” Andro gasped. “Inamarno I love you. We all love you. With all that we are. And that is why we need to let you find your way. You question everything around you… I can sense it within you. You question my love for you. You question how I can feel as I do for you. For all of you. You question everything you have been raised to believe all of these years about many different things. These are the items you need to work out within yourself. Only when you have come to terms with that can you be with us and be happy.”


“I… I didn’t mean what I said this morning Androcles.” Caliria said.


Andro smiled gently and leaned over to kiss her soft violet lips. “Yes you did Inamarno.” He said softly with a smile. “I care less about what you said than I do about you and your well being. Perhaps… perhaps I have rushed everything in order to insure you are with us. That is my mistake and I apologize to you for that Inamarno. My world… our world is foreign to you, I know that now. And it was my selfish actions that reasoned you would accept it without any question to be with us. You obviously have doubts. Doubts about me… about what you feel. Our difference in ages. So much of it.”


“But it… it does feel so normal Androcles. So right… when I am with you and...” Caliria stated gripping his arms tightly.


“And what you need to do is reconcile that with the conflicts that still reside within your mind and heart.” He told her. “Our feelings will never change Inamarno. You belong to us and we to you… and only when you are ready to accept that completely can you truly be happy with us.”


“I’m… I’m sorry.” Caliria sobbed looking up at his face.


“There is nothing to be sorry for.” Androcles answered pulling her tightly to him and feeling her arms wrap around his waist as Sadi and the others crowded around, pressing their own bodies close to theirs. “You have done nothing wrong. You will still be a Princess of the Union Inamarno. At least to us.”


Eliani smelled her the instant she walked into the medical bay and she felt her hormones cry out excitedly as the scent of wild strawberries filtered across her senses. She moved quickly from her private entrance into the main portion of the medical bay and saw the Durcunusaan soldier standing near the crew entrance to the bay. Her eyes shifted and she saw Brandi standing beside the medical bed, with Elenor Faith sitting on the bed looking pale and weak and the older man standing to her other side. Eliani crossed the distance to them immediately.


“What is wrong?” She asked looking at Elenor, real concern in her voice.


“I know how… I know how you must feel about us…” Brendi began. “But my mother is sick and…”


Eliani looked at her. “You don’t know half of what you think you do Brendi Faith and the sooner you realize that the better it will be.” Eliani told her as she moved closer to the bed and lifted her hands.


“Coming here was a mistake Brendi.” Elenor Faith spoke looking up. “Let us return to the room we…”


“You will sit right there.” Richard Faith declared to his wife before turning to Eliani. “My wife… she has not been feeling well for several days. Even before your people took us from Edolus. Brendi said you… she said you could help her because you are Hadarian. She said you could discover what is wrong.”


Eliani glanced at Brendi quickly. “Did she?” She said softly. She turned back to Elenor and rested her hands on the woman’s shoulders, her hands flaring a soft white in color Brendi noticed, though her mother did not. “You stay right there.” She stated firmly. “And tell me what is wrong…?”

“Elenor. Elenor Faith.”

“A pleasure to meet you Lady Faith. I am Eliani Leonidas.” She answered.

“The Princess?” Elenor asked. “Like… like your sister?”

Eliani smiled warmly. “Yes… like Lisisa my sister.” She answered. “Your body temp is four degrees higher than normal and you are extremely dehydrated.”

“How… how do you know that without…?”

Eliani pulled her hand back slightly and let Elenor see the soft white glow radiating from her palm. “I’m Hadarian.” She answered. “Well… half Hadarian. I’m the Chief Medical Officer on my brother’s ship.”

“We have… we have heard of your people.” Richard said. “You are said to be gifted doctors.”

“She collapsed as we were retuning from breakfast.” Brendi told Eliani. “She won’t tell me what is wrong with her. The Durcunusaan soldier there carried her here.” 

“I don’t know what is wrong.” Elenor spoke softly. “I… have not felt right for several weeks to be honest. I feel weak and faint at times.”

“We have always been healthy.” Richard Faith continued. “Nothing like this has ever happened before.”

“Lady Faith… may I examine you?” Eliani asked.

Elenor looked at her husband quickly. Brendi shook her head at this. “Mother… they already know of the genetic enhancements the Eridiani go through. That is not secret! Just let her examine you!”

Richard Faith nodded. “We have come this far.” He said. 

Elenor nodded her head then. “Please.” She said. 

Eliani nodded and quickly removed the waist length jacket she wore over her jumpsuit. Her dark gray t-shirt like material of the upper portion of the jumpsuit strained against her large breasts and Richard Faith shifted on his feet in discomfort. Brendi shook her head in amusement at her father. “Papa stop!” She exclaimed.

Eliani looked at her and then to her father. “What?” She asked turning back to Brendi.

“The Eridiani are… we are more modest in how we dress.” Brendi said. “We are not shy… but we do not…”

Eliani smiled and nodded her head. “I guess you are in for a surprise when we get to Sparta then.” She said. She turned back to Elenor and lifted her hands once more. Both of her palms flared softly and she began to slowly draw them over Elenor Faith’s body. Most of the Hadarian Healers relied on instruments to find or discover an issue in the men or women they were treating and then they applied their healing power. Eliani, her mother, her aunt Sivana and Eurin were among perhaps five or six dozen Healers who preferred to locate whatever the problem was using their unique healing abilities to detect oddities within a person’s body. They believed it allowed them to treat the ailment more effectively if they were able to detect it right down to the genetic level.

Eliani’s hands dropped past Elenor’s shoulders and stopped directly over her chest. Her face creased somewhat and she rotated her hands into a different position and then slowly around the side of her chest and under her armpit. “Have you eaten anything unusual in the last few weeks? Gone anywhere off Edolus perhaps… on vacation?”


Elenor shook her head. “No.”


“We are not encouraged to take vacations.” Richard Faith told her.


Eliani reached up with her left hand and used her PK power to draw down the metallic medical arm from the ceiling above them. Elenor saw this and drew back quickly with a gasp of alarm. Elaini’s eyes grew wide and she gripped Elenor’s hand with her right hand. “Forgive me! I didn’t mean to frighten you!” She spoke quickly.


“Mother I told you that many Lycavorians have this ability.” Brendi said.


“Well seeing it is quite different!” Elenor exclaimed.


Eliani smiled. “It’s my fault.” She said. “I tend to concentrate when I’m treating someone and I forgot you are not used to our species. Or what many of us can do.”


“We have… we have seen them before on Edolus.” Elenor said. “But none that ever used this skill.”


Eliani tilted her head slightly. “On Edolus… really?”


Richard Faith nodded. “Traders mostly I think.” He answered. 


“Interesting.” Eliani said glancing at Brendi quickly before drawing the medical arm over in front of her. “My species is able to use our minds to talk among each other. Not all of us mind you, but many. The skill in this is measured by the pureness of our blood and is measured in Tiers. There are six tiers currently. Many do not advance this skill past the third tier, but some of us, some of us were born Tier sixes because of our blood. This allows us to utilize this skill, what we call Mindvoicing, in other ways.”

“You are… you are among this group?” Elenor asked her. “These Tier Sixes you called them?”

Eliani nodded. “Me… all of my brothers and sisters. Yes.”

“Your brother as well?” Richard asked. 

“If you are referring to Androcles… then I would have to say no. Andro and our father, for lack of a better explanation, they are in a league of their own.” Eliani looked at Elenor then. “Lady Faith this will take a drop of your blood and run some standard scans that will appear on the small screen behind me. You won’t feel a thing I promise.”


Elenor nodded and Eliani directed the arm to her right shoulder. The narrow tip touched her skin for only a split second and then drew back with a mechanical whirring noise. Elenor looked at it with wonder and smiled at her husband. Eliani turned and drew the portable medical console to her side using her PK power once more. She tapped the console several times and looked at Brendi who moved up beside her. “You should have told me your mother was sick.” She said softly.


Brendi looked at her. “I didn’t know until she was back here.” She answered somewhat defensively. “You’ve had me prisoner for the last two weeks so I could not contact her like I normally do.” Eliani grunted in reply. 

“You are not a prisoner.” Eliani spoke.

“Oh… what do you call it?” Brendi asked.

Eliani looked at her, admiring her exceptional beauty. “Would you prefer to be out there on your own Brendi Faith?” Eliani asked finally. “I’m quite sure with your unique skills at thinking you know everything you would survive with no problems.”

Brendi lowered her eyes slightly embarrassed. “Point taken.” She said softly. She looked back up at Eliani. “You know… you seem less agitated the last couple of days.”


“Do I?” Eliani asked.


Brendi smiled. “Yes. I wonder… does it have anything to do with the rumors flying around the ship?”


“What rumors?” Eliani demanded.


“That your boyfriend finally clipped your wings and tamed you.” Brendi asked with a smile.


“Stop calling him that!” Eliani hissed softly. “Jomann did not tame me! He made me his mate!”


“So the rumors are true!” Brendi said. “I thought you hated him from the way you were talking before.”


Richard and Elenor Faith looked at each other as they heard their daughter and Eliani talking back and forth. Richard Faith shrugged his shoulders at his wife.


“I didn’t hate him.” Eliani said. “My blood was…”


The console chimed and drew Eliani’s attention back to the screen as several different smaller screens popped up. Brendi could not make anything of the information that was being displayed on the screen but it was obvious Eliani Leonidas did. She stabbed down on the console several times urgently.


“What is it?” Brendi asked with worry in her voice now.


Eliani turned to the Durcunusaan troop by the door. “Seal the Medical Bay!” She barked. “Activate Containment Protocol Three One from outside! And get my brother down here! And have him bring Devra!”


The soldier nodded immediately and was backing through the door calmly. “At once Princess!”


“And find the other two Eridiani and bring them here!” Eliani barked. “Quickly!”


“As you order!” The Durcunusaan snapped as the doors to the medical bay shut and were sealed.


Eliani turned to Brendi. “What is going on?” Brendi demanded. 


“Brendi?” Elenor stammered. “What…”


Eliani held up her hands. “It is only a precautionary tactic.” She stated keeping her voice as calm as possible. 


“Precautionary tactic for what?” Richard Faith demanded. “What… what did you find in my wife?”


“I need you to trust me.” Eliani said turning to Brendi. “I need all of you to trust me.”


“What? Why? What is going on?” Brendi demanded. 


Eliani turned back to Elenor. “Lady Faith… you have been infected by a very virulent form of a Vanari disease. It is called the Facara Virus. If left untreated it is one hundred percent fatal.”


“Oh my god!” Elenor gasped. “But… but how?”


“Have you come in contact with any Vanari besides those on this ship?” Eliani asked. “Over the last six months?”


Elenor shook her head quickly. “No! Never!”


“This is not a naturally occurring disease Lady Faith. The Vanari have all but eradicated it from their society according to their medical journals.” Eliani told her quickly. “It had to be introduced into your body in some form.”


“We have seen no Vanari except those on your ship!” Richard Faith raged. “Our people do not tend to get along! The OSG enslaves them and that carries over to their feelings towards us!”


“Eliani…” Brendi’s voice carried genuine fear in it as Eliani met her eyes. “Tell me… tell me you can fix this!” She almost cried. “Tell me that you can save my mother!”


“I need… I need all of you to calm down.” Eliani told them looking at Brendi. “I need you to strip down to your undergarments jochath Duhiraared. Your father as well. I need to examine all of you.”


Brendi did not understand the Lycavorian words, but she understood the urgency in Eliani’s words and she began to immediately strip out of the uniform she wore. She looked at her father who was unmoving. “Papa! Enough of your modesty! Now is not the time! Eliani is a doctor! Do it!”


His daughter’s words shocked him out of his trance and Richard Faith began to disrobe as well.


“A Vanari disease?” Andro asked.


Eliani nodded her head and touched the screen she, Andro and Devra were looking at. “See these amino strands. They are unique to the Facara Virus. They are present in Elenor and the twins Tasha and Nicolle, but not Richard or Brendi.”


Devra shook her head. “I don’t understand Eliani.” She spoke. “The Facara Virus has been eradicated on all but the most remote Vanari colonies. It has been for six hundred years. It was a disease exclusive to my people. How is it that they have the active strands within them?”


“It’s been modified.” Eliani replied touching the screen once more and watching as the two separate views merged into one. “Someone has altered the molecular design of the disease at its base level and changed its protein sequence. The alleles are in different sequences. In this form it can be used against other species with equally lethal results.”


“So this was made?” Andro asked.


Eliani nodded. “Yes.”


“Eli… who has the skill to do this?” Andro asked.


“Well… modifying the disease itself is relatively easy. Weaponizing it as they have is another story. The better question fervon is who would want to weaponize this disease?” Eliani answered. “It’s not contagious and that is why I canceled the quarantine… but it’s kill ratio is nearly perfect. It infects the respiratory system rapidly after its incubation period of four to six weeks from the time of infection. Symptoms appear as flu like but since most people dismiss flu symptoms now, they just take prescribed meds, it is not properly treated. Once the disease embeds itself in the tissue of the lungs it is lethal one hundred percent of the time. It would take very specific equipment and facilities that are not uncommon… but the type of equipment I’m thinking of is regulated heavily within Union space. If I had a sample of the actual infecting agent I could probably narrow it down with mother’s help… but right now no.”


“We were never able to determine a person had it until they were diagnosed and by then it was too late.” Devra said. “Once a cure was created we began immediate inoculations for all Vanari. How did you determine Elenor Faith had it?”


Eliani looked at her. “Lycavorians require far more protein in our diets than most species. I’m sure you noticed this in Bren’s diet?”

Devra nodded thinking back on what she had seen her husband consume since they had been together. “Yes.”

“We need the additional amino acids and Polyploidy elements found within protein. Lady Faith has been enjoying our food profoundly the last few days according to her own words. The polyploidy source elements in our food are what accelerated the rate at which the disease was metastasizing within her system and she began to show signs of the disease in its very early stages without actually suffering all of the effects.”

“So someone turned this disease into a Bio-Weapon.” Andro said.

Eliani looked at him. “Looks that way.” She said.

“Androcles…” Devra gasped. “This is not something we would do. We do not have any kind of Bio-Weapons! They are forbidden among the Vanari.”

Andro nodded his head. “As they are in the Union.” He stated. “Eli… since it’s just Brendi’s mother and sisters it must be something that they all use. Something feminine perhaps, that they brought with them?”

“You… Eliani you treated them? Please tell me you were able to treat them.” Devra asked.

Eliani nodded. “Yes. Lady Faith will feel fine in a few hours and Tasha and Nicolle had not yet reached a point where the disease would affect them. It’s gone now except for the samples I took from their blood.”

Devra breathed a sigh of relief and nodded. “We must find out how this happen.” She stammered. “This… this could be very bad if my people are accused of having made any type of Bio-Weapon.”

“I was just going to start questioning them when you got here.” Eliani said motioning them over to where Brendi stood with her family. 

Richard Faith had dressed already, while his wife and daughters sat on the single bed side-by-side in the long hospital gowns, Elenor between her two youngest children. Richard Faith stood a little straighter as he watched the tall and exceptionally built young Lycavorian step up with the Vanari Regent and Eliani Leonidas. The young woman had impressed him with her knowledge and skill, and her ability to put all of them at ease. Her concern had been very genuine and she had gone out of her way to try and make them comfortable as she treated them. Richard Faith considered himself an excellent judge of character, and though he had never met a Hadarian or a Lycavorian for that matter before coming to this ship, he found himself duly impressed more and more each day. They were not treated as prisoners as he had expected they would be. They had guards yes, but the men were polite and very accommodating in answering whatever questions they had no matter how off the wall. They suggested places to go and visit when they arrived on Earth, foods to eat, places to shop. Even though he knew what Brendi had been part of, there was obviously no harsh feelings towards her judging by her interaction with this Eliani and others. He watched the young man approach and knew right away this was not someone to be trifled with. The young man carried himself with a confident grace and had an aura about him that said he would brook no obstacle. He watched Eliani and them stop in front of the bed and how Brendi fidgeted on her feet so close to the man, who she had almost had a hand in killing, though he did not yet know who the man was.

“Mister and Mrs. Faith, Tasha, Nicolle, this is my brother Androcles.” Eliani told them. “I think you already know of Regent Re Mydala.”

Andro held out his hand to Richard. “Mister Faith.” He spoke. “A pleasure to meet you.”

Richard looked surprised and he reached out slowly to take the hand, feeling the power within his grasp. “You… you shake hands with the father of the woman who attempted to kill you and your wives.” He said in disbelief.

“Papa!” Brendi exclaimed. “You don’t have to remind him!”

Andro glanced at Brendi with a smile and then back to Richard Faith. “They did not succeed and your daughter was not aware of the ultimate goal of the man who led the team.” Andro said. “I don’t hold grudges sir. And it was not your daughter’s intent to do me or my mates harm. She would not be here if that was the case.”

“I’d be rotting in some hole somewhere. Probably in little pieces.” Brendi muttered under her breath, though only Eliani heard her and looked at her with smiling fern green eyes.

“I… I wish to thank you for what you have done.” Richard said. “I… I did not expect such action from…”

Andro smiled and when he did the severe look he could project disappeared. This served to put all of them more at ease. “You did not expect Lycavorians to be this way?”

Faith shook his head. “The few Lycavorians we have seen on Edolus were… they were very…”

“Dangerous looking.” Tasha Faith finished the statement for her father.

Andro looked at Eliani quickly and then back to Richard. “You have seen my people on Edolus?” He asked.

“I meant to tell you that.” Eliani said. “Mercenaries probably.”

Andro looked at Eliani again sharing a silent thought with his sister and then he nodded his head. “Yes… more than likely… but the majority of my people are not like them. We need to ask you a few questions if we could. We are trying to determine how exactly you caught this disease being the main one.”

Elenor looked at him and shook her head. “I do not know.” She said honestly. “We do not travel off world, it is strongly discouraged.”

“Discouraged?” Andro asked looking at Brendi.

Brendi nodded. “Forbidden is the more appropriate word.” She said. “At least it is for those who are not members of the OSG or the Eridiani military complex. I told you… they use family members as sources of control and they aren’t just going to let them go where they want because then they have no control.”

“Have you received any gifts from off world then?” Andro asked. “Perhaps purchased some different food or something from off world. Maybe…” He stopped talking when he saw the look on her face. “Lady Faith?”

Richard looked at his wife. “Elenor?” He asked. 

“I received a package three weeks ago from Corbin.” She answered finally.

“What?” Brendi gasped.

“Why did you not tell me?” Richard demanded of his wife. “We agreed to take nothing from him!”

“He is our son Richard.” Elenor said.

“He has not been our son for almost two decades!” Richard Faith spat. “Not since the OSG took him and twisted him into what he is now! You should have told me Elenor!”

“What was in the package Lady Faith?” Andro pressed her.

“Nothing spectacular.” Elenor answered quickly. “Just some new clothes and some new perfume that Corbin’s note said I might like.”

“Perfume?” Eliani asked, her eyes lifting and jarring her from the very pleasant scent of Brendi next to her. 

“What sort of perfume?” Andro asked causing Elenor’s face to look at him oddly.

Eliani chuckled and moved closer to her. “Lycavorians don’t use perfume Lady Faith.” She said. “It tends to hurt our sense of smell and we prefer the natural scent of a person. That is like a perfume to us.”


“Truly?” Elenor asked.


Eliani nodded. “Everyone has their own distinct scent… and to us it is like perfume.” She replied. “This perfume your son sent you was in liquid form I take it?”


Elenor nodded. “Yes… a small spray bottle. It was unmarked but his note told me he had purchased it special for me on the Eridiani Homeworld of Casbin. It smelled very nice and I let Tasha and Nicolle use it. They are… they like to be matching.”


“Mother!” Nicolle spoke demurely as she and Tasha looked at the floor embarrassed.


“I don’t suppose you still have it?” Andro asked.


Elenor Faith nodded. “I… I brought it with us when your sister took us off Edolus.” She said. “Why?”


“Lady Faith… you were intentionally infected with this disease.” Eliani explained to her. “Your husband and Brendi did not have traces of it in their system so it is not contagious. Only you and the twins were infected which means the three of you have shared something or done something together where you all got infected.”


“Corbin… Corbin would not… he would not try and kill me.” Elenor stated but her voice did not hold real conviction in it. “I am… I am his mother!”


“This perfume is in the quarters you are using?” Andro asked.


Tasha was the one to answer and she nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “A small blue bottle on top of the credenza.”


Andro turned to the Durcunusaan troop who was standing just inside the door. “Take one of Eliani’s medics and bring that here. Now!” He ordered.


The troop bowed his head. “Milord!” He barked before turning and exiting the Med Bay.


Andro turned back to Richard Faith. “My sister has made sure your wife and daughters will be fine sir.” Andro said respectfully.


“You… you believe my son has done this?” Faith asked him.


“I would prefer to wait until my sister and Regent Re Mydala have had the time they need to examine this perfume before making any clear assumptions. However the evidence is looking as if that is the most likely scenario.” Andro answered. 


“My daughter… Brendi told us what you said to him.” Richard Faith looked at Andro. “You would do this?”


Androcles nodded without hesitation. “Yes sir I would.” He answered. “It is part of my duty to protect my people and our allies.”


“But the Vanari do not like your people.” Nicolle spoke now looking at him. “They do not like anyone who is not Vanari.”


Devra nodded her head now. “Some of your statement may well be true child.” Devra said. “But there are those of us who believe differently.”


The doors to the Med Bay opened and Jomann strode through quickly, his eyes searching for Eliani. He stopped when he saw they all by the table and turned to the side when he realized the state of dress of the three females. Eliani smiled. “Excuse me for a moment.” She stated before breaking from the group and moving over beside him. All of them watched as Eliani stepped in front of him and he lowered his head to nuzzle her cheek and neck firmly, causing Eliani to reach up and grasp his powerful arms in delight.


Andro turned back to see the Faith family watching them intently. Richard Faith looked at Andro after a moment longer. “Her husband?” He asked.


Andro nodded. “That is one word we use yes.” He answered.


“Why does she act like that?” Tasha inquired innocently. “She looks…”


“Aroused.” Nicolle finished.

“Tasha… Nicolle… enough!” Elenor spoke firmly.

“Ah…” Andro stammered slightly.

Devra saved him from sticking his foot in his mouth. “Among the Lycavorian people, as Eliani explained, their scents are like perfume. When they become husband and wife, mates, no other scent will elicit from them what their mate’s scent will. To Eliani… Jomann’s scent is the sweetest perfume and to him… her scent is the only thing he desires to smell. They can also communicate emotionally in some fashion with their scents. Their love and affection and desire for each other being the most prominent emotion that their scents can manipulate, and this does have an outward visual affect in some respects.”

“But they do not wear anything to signify that they are married.” Nicolle spoke. “How does everyone know this?”

“Yes… would not other men attempt to interest her? She is young and very beautiful.” Tasha finished.

Devra shook her head. “No other Lycavorian male will come near her or attempt such a thing.” She said in reply. “They will detect Jomann’s scent within Eliani’s blood. Lycavorian females have the ability to absorb their mate’s scent deeply within them. It stays with them and other Lycavorians can detect this easily. As for other species within the Union…”

Andro smiled at Devra as he listened to her explain. “They tend to let how our men react to females to be their barometer.” He said looking at Devra. “You have been quizzing Bren I see.”

Devra smiled shyly. “I pester him every moment of the day with questions.” She replied with a nod. “He has to kiss me to shut me up.”

Andro chuckled. “And I am sure he just hates doing that.” He said.

Richard Faith nodded in understanding then. “Ah… if your men do not attempt to strike up a conversation with a woman or are reserved around a woman… then other species recognize this and know not too press too hard because there is a reason?”

Andro nodded. “Essentially yes. There are other factors involved but that is the largest one. Hadarian and elven females, if they are not turned but are involved in a serious relationship with a Lycavorian will begin to exhibit small changes to their bodies and their scents. Vampire females or males involved with Lycavorians, or any species for that matter, tend to be much more reticent around others of the opposite sex.”

“There are no casual relationships among your people?” Tasha asked boldly.

“Tasha!” Elenor scolded her.

Andro chuckled. “It’s quite alright.” He answered. “To answer your question… yes… there are many uncommitted relationships. It is not frowned upon within the Union. More often than not they are younger men and women who are still discovering who they are and what they want.”

“Can your people detect this in us? In other species?” Richard asked.

Andro nodded his head. “From the intensity of Lady Faith’s scent combined with yours sir… I estimate you have been together for nearly forty years, give or take a year or so, and I can smell that your daughters and Brendi are from your linage.”

Elenor’s eyes grew wide at this information. “Forty-one years and three months.” She said. “That is amazing!”

Brendi had not heard any of what they were saying because she was watching Eliani and Jomann with each other. Eliani looked so tiny compared to his powerful six foot three frame, but there was no mistaking that as a couple they looked utterly perfect together. Though he was the one who had shot her, Brendi could not deny the sexual appeal he exuded. The way he held her tightly and looked at her, the confidence with which he had entered the Med Bay. She had already concluded that Eliani Leonidas was one of the most attractive women she had ever met and that was something Brendi never thought about when it came to other females. The way they gazed at each other was also a reminder to Brendi that she was very much single and had no prospects at all in her future. She tore her eyes away finally and turned her head back to her family only to see Androcles staring at her intently. Brendi blushed a deep red and only her tanned skin kept her family from noticing her sudden discomfort at being discovered watching the couple so keenly.

Eliani patted Jomann’s chest as the doors opened once more and the Durcunusaan soldier and medic returned. They shared a soft and passionate kiss before Jomann turned to Andro. Brendi noticed Andro motioned with his head after a few seconds and Jomann nodded towards him and left the Med Bay. They had communicated within Mindvoice about something Brendi knew. The medic brought the small blue bottle, now in a sealed container, over to Eliani who took it and placed it inside an oval shaped machine on the far wall. She made some adjustments and then walked back over to where her portable console was. She tapped the console there and the screen came alive with flashing symbols and colors. Brendi stepped up beside her now, taller than Eliani by a good four inches at five foot eight, the color of their hair almost identical. The flashing screen stopped with a beep and Eliani tapped several more times on the console before turning her head to look at her evenly.

“It’s a match.” She said softly.

Brendi’s dark brown eyes narrowed in righteous fury and her face became a mask of anger. “That sonofabitch!” She nearly screamed as Eliani turned to look at Richard and Elenor Faith.

“I’m sorry Lady Faith… but the sample of the virus I took from your blood and the twin’s blood matches what is in this bottle.” Eliani told her seeing her eyes go wide, but her face remaining almost impassive. 

Richard Faith was not so silent. “He tried… he tried to kill his own mother?” He gasped.

“Of course he did papa!” Brendi spat. “He wants Tasha and Nicolle in the OSG and you and mother are in his way! He is the oldest and if you and mother are dead, custody of them reverts to him by Eridiani law!”

Tasha and Nicolle were leaning into their mother for comfort and Elenor lowered her head to Tasha’s shoulder as small tears began to roll down her cheeks. “I… I did not want to believe that he would stoop to such actions.” Elenor said softly.

Andro looked at Brendi. “Custody?” He asked confused. “Exactly how old are your sisters? They… they appear to be in their mid twenties. Even their scent puts them at around that age.”

Richard Faith shook his head. “That is part of the genetic enhancement that all Eridiani go through.” He stated evenly. “Tasha and Nicolle are only eighteen despite how old they may look. Custody of Eridiani children does not end until the age of nineteen.”

Andro met his eyes. “Interesting.” He said as his mind raced with different options. He turned to Brendi. “Will the OSG agents on Earth know what your parents and sisters look like?” He asked finally.

Brendi met his gaze. “Some of them may.” She answered with a nod. “Not all of us have photographic memories like me, but I don’t know what all of their latent abilities are.”

Andro nodded. “Then your family will remain on Crane Island until we determine what to do.” He stated.

“A prison?” Richard asked somewhat angrily.

Andro met his gaze. “No sir… my home.”

“You… you own an island?” Nicolle gasped as she looked up.

“Yes… and while we have been gone, Durcunusaan Engineers have been finishing new facilities on the opposite side of the island from my villa. Apartments and such. You will have free reign of the island and if you wish to go into Gytheio, which is the nearby port city, we can arrange that.” Andro told them. 

“What about the Netnews crews surrounding the island?” Eliani asked him. “Won’t they eventually discover them somehow? Brendi says many of the OSG deep agents like her are Netnews members.”

Andro nodded. “Probably… but I can not limit them Eli… you know that. Besides…” He looked at Richard. “After what I told your son… do you think he will attempt something?”

Richard shook his head. “Not unless he was certain he could get away with it and not be discovered.”

“He’s a bastard!” Brendi agreed. “But he isn’t stupid. The Home Council would have his ass if he goes against their orders.”

Andro nodded. “Then it is settled.” He said. “Eli… have Jomann arrange for the Faith’s to have their own apartments and give them the proper access to the island. It is the best way to keep all of you safe… at least for the short term. There is… there is much going on that does not concern you or your family sir, and I would rather you are as safe as I can make you then have to worry about whether I will receive word one morning that Brendi and your family are dead.”

“You’re… you’re just going to trust us?” Brendi asked him. “Just like that?”

“Would you prefer I let them stay with you in Sparta and make it easier for your brother to reach all of you?” Androcles asked. “I can arrange that too.”

“No!” Richard Faith proclaimed.

Brendi shook her head, a sheepish expression on her face. “No.” She muttered.

Andro nodded his head. “As much as you may think otherwise Brendi Faith… you are now an asset to me. The knowledge you have in your head is invaluable and I will not throw that away. If protecting you means protecting your family as well… so be it.”

Brendi glanced at Eliani and then nodded her head. “Thank you.” She said softly.

Andro smiled. “Your thanks may be premature… but you are welcome. I will make the…” Andro stopped talking and looked up at the ceiling oddly as if hearing some silent voice that none of them could detect. Eliani moved closer to him as the internal ship intercom chimed and the voice of the OOD sounded through all the compartments and decks.

Attention all hands! Attention all hands! We have entered Earth Sector One! Three hours until we are home! Three hours until we are home! Department Heads and Section Chiefs please submit initial shore leave requests to the Duty Officer! We are maintaining a standing Level Two alert until further notice so shore leave with be limited to twelve-hour increments! That is all!


Eliani reached out and placed her hand on Andro’s arm. “Andro… what is it?”


Andro’s head snapped around and he looked at her with the biggest smile she had seen from him in months. “Dorian!” He gasped.


Eliani moved closer to him worry on her face now. “What about Dorian? What’s wrong Andro?”


“He has joined us Eli! He… he is fully aware and he has joined us!” Andro said with a shocked face. “We can sense him! We can hear him and his Bonded Brother. Elynth and I can hear them! We can feel them!” Andro said.


Eliani looked at him confused. “How… how is that possible?” She gasped. “Mother… mother wasn’t due to give birth for at least two more months!”


Andro shook his head. “I don’t know… but he…” His eyes grew a little wider and he suddenly laughed out loud, something Eliani rarely saw him do among non-family members. His azure eyes were bright and he met Eliani’s gaze with true happiness in those eyes. “Hah!! Dorian… he told me to tell you not to worry about the schematics of things! He is among us and he wants a sister, not another doctor! He has enough of those doting over him with our mother and aunts!” Eliani gasped in shock, her hand coming to her mouth as she nearly burst out laughing as well now and she watched as Andro moved to the wall and stab down on the control panel.


“Officer of the Deck?” Andro barked.


“Milord!” The voice answered calmly.


“Commander… inform the Strike Wing they are to continue on as normal, but I want a Targeted Pinpoint LSD jump to Earth in ten minutes!” Andro informed him quickly. “Have PROMETHUS Station clear the space around our standing orbital location and prepare to receive us.”


“Something I should know Andro?” Sa'sur’s voice came onto the channel as she always monitored internal channel to the bridge.


“A bit of good news Sa'sur. My brother Dorian has joined us two months early.” Andro said.


“Outstanding! Andro that is… that is wonderful news!” Sa'sur’s genuine exclamation of happiness was easily discernible in her voice. “OOD, you heard him! TP LSD jump! Make it happen now!”

“TP LSD to our holding orbit! Aye Milord!” The OOD answered. 

“Andro… I’ll meet you on the bridge!” Sa'sur exclaimed. “This calls for a steaming hot mug of your mother’s coffee and I’m buying!”


“On my way!” Andro said turning to Eliani and taking her hands. “Have everyone in the landing bay and ready to leave the moment the jump is over. We’ll take the Mark IIs. Sadi and Normya can fly them and drop us before moving to meet us at the Dragon Mountain landing pads.”


“Dragon Mountain?” Eliani asked. “Andro… why are they at Dragon Mountain. I… I thought they were still on Curila 6.”


“So did I… but that is where they are!” He stammered. “Go Eli! Hurry!”


Eliani nodded her head quickly, unable to contain her excitement. Finally… finally a glimmer of happiness and joy among everything bad that had happened over the last few months. If Eliani knew her family, they were going to grab onto that and use it to drive them forward to become even stronger. 

KAVALIAN LEUGERS-CLASS MILITARY TRANSPORT

0.8 LY INSIDE KAVALIAN BORDER TO THE WILDS

ENROUTE TO NEFOA

“... Must examine the elf bitch!” Muton snapped to the dozen Puma Bane troops who occupied the seats on either side of the transport. “If you hear any screaming… don’t feel the need to come running.”

The Puma Bane troops all laughed at Muton’s words as he walked among them. He had been the Marshall’s physician for centuries, and while his bedside manner left something to be desired, he was a competent doctor. They also knew he hated elves and Lycavorians both.

“Don’t mark her too badly Muton!” The senior officer spoke from his spot. 

“I will leave that to you and your men Captain.” He answered. “I can’t stand the stench of the bitch. I understand Marshall Pusintin just may be giving her to some of our men after she spits out the boy child. I’m sure you will have fun with her.”

The captain grinned. “Indeed.” He said as Muton moved through the bulkhead door out of the main cargo area. He shut it smoothly and then secured the hatchway as For'mya rose to her feet looking at him from the chair. He shook his head quickly and moved to the small control panel on the bulkhead where he deactivated the security cameras and the audio sensors. He didn’t see the three pilots in the cockpit frown at this action. They had hoped for a show as the old doctor took the elf female.

Muton finally turned to her. “It is safe to talk now For'mya.” He said. “I have deactivated the security monitors and audio sensors.”

“Won’t that draw suspicion?” She asked.

Muton shook his head as he dropped the medical bag he was carrying to the table. “They think I will abuse you in some way because I have nurtured the idea that I can not stand other species. I’ve done it quite well actually.” He said with a grin impressed with his acting skill.

“Muton you haven’t…” He looked at her with a disgusted look and For'mya shook her head. “Forgive me… that was stupid on my part.”

Muton lifted the hand held scanner from the bag. “Now let’s find this thing that they have inside you. Where did Fedor and Eirene say it was?”

For'mya reached around and touched the back of her neck where it met her shoulders. “Andro told them it was here… but I can not feel anything out of place.” She said placing her fingers underneath her hair just above her left shoulder blade.

Muton lifted the scanner and as she held her hair out of the way he activated the scanner and ran it slowly over that portion of her body. It only took a few seconds before he found it. “I see it.” He said softly. “Two point five four centimeters in length; just over half a centimeter thick; and exactly one point seven four centimeters deep.” He pulled the scanner away and ran two of his clawed fingers over that spot. “Very close to the spinal column but not close enough to do any damage and deep enough where you won’t feel it outwardly if you probed the area.”

For'mya turned to look at him. “Can you remove it?” She asked.

Muton nodded. “Easily when we reach Nefoa. I would attempt it now if I had the tools and these ships were not so rickety. They bounce at any subspace shift in our path.” He met her eyes. “Do we want to remove it For'mya? That is the other question we should be asking?”

For'mya met his gaze. “What do you mean?”

“I have never seen anything like this before For'mya.” He told her honestly. “It seems to be self contained… but how do we know there is not some sort of trigger device that will signal Pusintin that it has been removed?”

For'mya was silent as she looked at him. “I… I don’t know.” She said finally. 

Muton nodded his head. “Then may I suggest we leave it where it is for the moment.” He held up her hand when he saw her about to protest. “Only until I know that the others are on Nefoa and ready to act. They should arrive about the same time that you are giving birth and will be ready to move within a hour of arriving. I can take it out as soon as Fedor and Eirene have joined us. Your body will recover quickly and it is prudent to do everything at once. The more recovered you are when its time to act the better off we are.”

For'mya dropped her hands to her abdomen and slowly caressed the skin there. Eirene? Fedor? She questioned reaching out with her thoughts.

Muton waited patiently as he watched her. The best hopes for his people rested with this woman, her children and the full power of the family that would undoubtedly be coming to rescue her. Over the past hours since discovering she could talk with the twins she carried in her womb, Muton had seen more and more of the woman who he had witnessed on the Netnews channels coming back. Confident and decisive in her actions. Her dark brown eyes lifted to meet his once more and she nodded. 

“Very well.” She spoke.

Muton nodded and reached into his bag removing the sheath and blade. For'mya watched him as he removed it from the sheath and showed it to her. “A Kavalian Assassin’s knife.” He spoke. He turned it to the side and his finger moved over the small button near the middle of the hilt. “Concentrated Rock Spider venom.” He told her. “Each dose enough to kill a fully grown Kavalian in perhaps four to five seconds. The hilt holds six doses so if you need to use them, do it sparingly and for fuck’s sake, stab into something vital. You are in no condition physically to tangle with a fully grown Kavalian male. Use you elf speed and reflexes to counter his brute strength.”

For'mya’s lips curled into a thin smile. “I’m not exactly at my best right now am I?” She said as her hands rubbed her abdomen.

Muton chuckled. “Hah! Even as pregnant as you are… I’d still wager on you.” He said returning the blade to its sheath and holding it out to her. “Keep it well hidden.”

For'mya nodded as she took the blade. “I will.”

“When we arrive on Nefoa simply keep your head down and avoid eye contact with any Kavalians until we reach the medical bay.” Muton spoke. “They know me… and they will not question me. I may need to speak some disparaging things yet again, but I hope by now you know enough to ignore them.”

For'mya nodded. “Yes.”

“Good… I had to make sure.” He told her with a smile on his fur covered face. “This base has the largest Puma Bane detachment outside Kavalian space and the team leader is a foul mannered beast. Thankfully Pusintin has given me ultimate authority when it concerns you and he will not challenge me more than once.”

“I get the feeling I will not like this man?” For'mya said.

“Let me put it to you this way… given any other circumstance you would gladly sever his balls from his body and carve him into small pieces.” Muton said.

“That bad?”

Muton nodded. “Yes. I outrank him, and I have Pusintin’s authority so if he is smart he will stay away. If not… let me handle him.”

“With pleasure.” For'mya said.

Muton reached out and pressed his clawed, furry hand to her abdomen. The trust between them was still building he knew, but it grew stronger by the hour and that For'mya allowed him to do this now without hesitation told him much about her. It was a trust he would not fail. “How long?” He asked softly.

For'mya rested her hand over the top of his. “It is moving along quickly. I believe I can accurately say they will arrive when I said earlier. The accelerated growth hormones Pusintin used have altered my perception somewhat, and what I felt take place over a period of weeks and months with Arrarn and Bryon I now have to tolerate over hours, but I believe I am being reasonably accurate. Give or take an hour or so.”

“Good.” Muton said as he drew his hand back and ushered her back to the chair at the small table.

For'mya looked at him as she sat down. “Tell… tell me of your family Muton.” She asked him.

Muton settled into the other chair and relaxed. “Lubina and my sons.” He said with a smile. “She is beautiful, with long dark blond hair. The initial biogenic treatments removed the hair from her body, but her tail is still intact. And her claws.” He said with a smile. “I have been away from them for too long now.”

“How old are your sons?” For'mya asked.

“Kaleen is the oldest at two hundred and sixty-four. Olin is ninety-three and Miseo is the youngest at a mere twenty-nine.” Muton answered. “We have wanted to have more, but as you can see, our time together is limited.” 

“Why… why did you wait so long to have children to begin with?” For'mya asked.

Muton looked at her. “Up until a thousand years ago, we always had to move in order to keep clear of Keleru’s agents and Puma Bane assassins.” He said. “It wasn't until we discovered the abandoned ruins on Wentania that we felt safe enough to start a family. The ruins are very well hidden, even from active sensor scans from orbit. And they are large enough to hold everyone as well. Over these years we have been bringing everyone from across the KFI to Wentania.”

“And you do not use the growth hormones?” For'mya asked.

Muton shook his head. “No… all of our children are naturally birthed and raised. They grow just as any other child grows. The growth hormones are an abomination to many of my people.”

“If there are only thirteen of this Warrior Class that you belong too, who defends your people while you are gone?” For'mya asked.

“Oh… we are capable.” Muton replied. “Pirates have stumbled across our hiding place two… no three times in the last five hundred years. They didn’t survive.” He told her. “Lubina acts as my voice when I am gone. Since I am the oldest… I am considered the leader. Miseo my youngest enrolled in the same training regimen that our Caste goes through. Only thirteen of us are active within the KFI, but there are upwards of three hundred of us on Wentania. Miseo should have completed his training five years ago and is probably among those who guard the ruins. Kaleen and Olin work primarily within the small Astrophysics Research lab we have created. They have been trying to determine ways to find the ship that Resumar now has. They will be most pleased when I tell them it has been found.” Muton shook his head. “Enough about me… I have always wondered something?”

For'mya looked at him. “Yes.”

“The stories of how you and Martin Leonidas first met are varied and more than likely not true to begin with.” He said. “How did you meet each other and then…”

“Fall in love?” For'mya asked.

Muton nodded. “Yes.”

“It is a long story.” She answered.

Muton chuckled and looked at his time piece. “Well… we have just over fourteen hours.” He said.

“I was captured by cloned vampire troops during the Battle for Earth.” For'mya began. “It was not…”

EARTH ORBIT

STRIKER FLIGHT LAUNCHING FROM SCIMITAR

“…too tight?” Lu'ria asked Caliria as they stood near the rear of the STRIKER.

Caliria shook her head as she looked at the tight fitting but equally comfortable Mark IV ArmorPly that she was encased in. It was matte black in color and allowed for amazing ease of movement. “No.” She answered softly looking at Lu'ria’s beautiful ebony face and her long shimmering white hair. “Why am… why am I part of this Lu'ria?” She asked. “I… I did not think any of you would want to be around me.”

Lu'ria stopped adjusting the bodyarmor and lifted her wide amber eyes to gaze at Caliria. “Why would you think such a thing Inamarno?” She gasped.

“You do not hate me?” Caliria asked.

“Hate you because, like all of us, you wish to discover yourself and who you are? That will never happen.” Andro’s voice came from behind her. Caliria turned quickly and saw him there holding two helmets in his hands. He looked so imposing and so devastatingly handsome standing there in the body armor. He held one helmet up to her and she slowly took the matte black helmet with raven locks flowing down from the top. “If I must show you before you leave that this is where you belong, with me, with us, then I will do so Inamarno. We will do so without question. Then it will be up to you to decide when the time is right.”

“You said… you said I would be leaving as soon as we arrived here on Earth.” Caliria spoke softly.

Andro stepped closer, looking down into her eyes. “I said that for your father’s benefit.” He told her reaching out and taking her hand in hers. “First I will show you what your life with us will be like. At least a little part of it.”

“Part of that is dressing like this?” Caliria asked.

Andro grinned. “No… not all of the time.”

“What is going to happen Androcles?” Caliria asked again. “Why am I dressed like this?”

Are you afraid of heights Inamarno? Sadi’s voice filled her mind from the cockpit, all of them hearing the question.

“No.” Caliria answered. “Why?”

Then like all of us you will enjoy the ride. Sadi told her.

“The ride? What ride?” Caliria asked looking at Andro.

Andro put his helmet between his knees and took her helmet in his hands lifting it above her head and slowly lowering it down. The cheek guards and nose guard fit perfectly and Andro smiled. The uniform actually gave her a rather fierce looking appearance. “I am going to show you something that will take your breath away.” Andro said. “You just have to trust me. Trust us.” Andro took his helmet and pulled it on. He held out his hand. “Think you can handle that?” He asked.

Caliria looked quickly at Lu'ria, Carisia now having joined them and standing beside her Drow Mistress. She turned back to Andro and slipped her hand into his. “I think that will be rather easy.”

“Then let’s go!” He said pulling her towards where Elynth waited anxiously by the ramp, Anthar beside her on one side and Majeir on the other.

EARTH 

DRAGON MOUNTAIN

Anja could feel the tremors easily as she walked into the lounge they had been in just the day before and she saw Helen standing on the balcony that opened into the main chamber of the mountain. She sipped her coffee as she came up beside her, still tired but exceptionally pleased with herself.

The procedure had gone like clockwork, all of them working in perfect harmony. Deia had commented that she had not seen so many powerful Hadarian healers in one single room in centuries and the level of their work showed in every way. With Sivana, Duewa and Eurin providing a constant stream of healing metaphysical radiation pouring through Isabella; Anja, Ceuma and Anuk had worked efficiently and expertly to introduce the growth accelerator into Isabella’s womb. Then they watched as before their eyes, not forty minutes later Dorian Leonidas entered this world howling louder than any of their children before, his arms and legs kicking furiously until the arms of his Hadarian mother encircled him. Anja had tears in her jade colored eyes as he calmed immediately and then she moved to give him to Isabella while Ryner’s massive head remained in the room through the specially designed sterile bubble they had hastily built for him. 

Isabella couldn’t hold back her tears as she held her son in her arms. The son she had wanted to give Martin for so long was now here and he was beautiful. He sported a full head of black hair and mildly tanned skin. His eyes made her catch her breath as she realized that the left was a deep, dark brown just like his father and the right a dazzling cobalt blue. Isabella immediately lifted her hand as she cradled Dorian in her opposite arm and reached out to stroke Ryner’s cool scales as he lowered his huge head to gaze upon his Bonded Brother. Isabella could only laugh as Dorian’s small hands reached up to clutch Ryner’s muzzle tightly, his fingers clenching and unclenching as they finally were able to touch physically. Once Anja and Anuk had finished and Ceuma disconnected the many monitors, those who were in the room sat back and watched as another strong Leonidas child cooed in his mother’s arms, pulling on Bella’s hair and then switching to Anja’s long locks over and over.

Though Anja had only gotten four hours of sleep, she was rested enough and decided to see what the commotion was all about. She moved up next to Helen and looked down to see hundreds of dragons gathered on the floor of the main chamber.

“Helen… what is happening?” She asked calmly knowing it could not have to do with danger or an emergency since no alarms had been risen.

Helen smiled and looked at her as she lowered her own mug. “He has come home and they sense him.” She answered. “He has entered the atmosphere and they can feel him Anja. They can feel him reaching out to his brother and Ryner. I can feel it.”

“Andro?” Anja asked.

Helen nodded her head. “Until Arzoal and I bonded I did not understand it.” She said. “He is a Talon Guardian yes… just as Martin is… but what they feel for the dragons is beyond any emotion I have ever felt. It is almost as if they are dragons themselves. And that emotion and feeling is returned just as strongly from every living dragon without question.”

Anja sipped her coffee as her jade green eyes gazed at the dragons below. “Perhaps in some way they are.” She said softly.

Helen looked at her. “Maybe you are right.” She said as Ceuma and Naesta entered the lounge now. They both appeared as if they had recently woken and were carrying mugs of tea and coffee themselves. 

“Anja… what is happening?” Ceuma asked as they came up to them. “The dragons… they are rushing through the corridors of the ship making all sorts of noises. They all appeared to be heading in the same direction as well.”

Anja motioned over the edge of the balcony. “Take a look.” She said.

Ceuma and Naesta moved closer and peered over the railing only to have their eyes widen as they could both see hundreds of dragons in every color and of every species far below. Ceuma drew back quickly and looked at her sister with wide eyes.

“What is going on?” She gasped. “I’ve never seen so many in one place! What…”

The deafening trumpet so close easily drowned out her question and they all turned to see the dark, blood red scales of a Heavy Horn dragon as he clung to the side of the main chamber only a few meters from their position on the balcony. They heard the soft humming of hydraulic motors and the huge top of the main chamber began to open, admitting the bright sunshine of the early morning.

GO! Arzoal’s voice bellowed out in Mindvoice from far below. Go my brothers and sisters! Go and greet him as a Talon Guardian should be greeted! Go now! And bring him here!

The trumpets that followed would echo for minutes as every dragon in the main chamber erupted in agreement with their Elder Mother. Helen stepped back from the balcony just a little and looked at Ceuma and Naesta. “Ceuma… Naesta… now would be a good time to move back a little.” She said. 

“What?” Naesta asked turning to look at her just as two dragons blew past her going up. Their wings were flapping smoothly and the concussive force of the air in the main chamber almost swept Naesta over the side.

Ceuma and Anja grabbed her and drew her back as Naesta’s eyes grew wide at what she saw. Hundreds of dragons all taking to the sky and shooting for the opening in the main flying chamber above them. Even standing back a good meter from the edge they were buffeted by the winds of so many dragons racing out of the opening to greet their Talon Guardian.

“By… by the grace of the prophets!” Naesta was able to manage before more dragons began to rocket by their position.

STRIKER FLIGHT

FOUR MINUTES FROM DRAGON MOUNTAIN

The ramps on the two STRIKER Mark IIs were still down, and the observation bubbles were exposed, allowing the bright sunlight to enter the ships as they held perfect formation five hundred feet behind the six dragons in front of them. Sadi and Normya were using just their station keeping thrusters to follow Andro and the others as they approached Dragon Mountain at five thousand feet. There were others crowded into the back of Andro’s STRIKER, to include Bren and Devra as well as Coren, though crowded would have been the wrong word to use. Devra watched with much respect from behind them as Sadi and Ne'Veha made their STRIKER do things she had never seen a ship do, especially as they left the SCIMITAR and passed into and through the atmosphere. The STRIKERs were amazing ships to begin with as far as Devra was concerned, able to do things that ships their size should not have been able to do. Tastia, Arduri and Am'uur were standing near the ramp secured with thick nylon life lines so that they would not be sucked out of the rear while Coren sat by himself across from the man who had stolen the heart of his former wife. 

Bren sat on the opposite couch in the rear of the STRIKER going over a data pad and well aware that Coren Re Mydala was alternating between staring at him and looking at Tastia and his daughter Arduri at the rear of the ship. Every time he saw Tastia grip the Drow Am'uur’s hand Coren felt his anger seethe forth. He turned back to Bren finally.

“You do realize that no child you have with Devra will be like you!” Coren spoke loudly. “They will not be able to turn as you do! They will have blue skin coloring like Devra! They will be nothing like you!”

Bren lowered his data pad and lifted his eyes to look at Coren. “You seem to think that this in some way bothers me Coren Re Mydala.” He spoke.

“They will not be Lycavorian!” Coren snapped at him. “I was under the impression all Lycavorians wanted their children to be like them!”

Bren stood up and slowly crossed the deck plating to squat in front of Coren who sat back in the seat, suddenly very aware he was in a dangerous position. Bren smiled at him however and shook his head. “There is fault in your logic Coren Re Mydala… because they will be like me.” He stated confidently. “They will look like Devra yes and I bless the gods that is so, but they will still be like me. They will carry my blood in their veins. They will carry my history and lineage in their minds and hearts just as they do their mother’s. And though they will have blue skin as my new mate and wife does, they will be part of me always. A part I will never forsake or dismiss.”

“Why are we moving so slow?” Arduri called out to Am'uur from the rear of the ramp causing both Coren and Bren to look that way.

“They are coming.” Am'uur stated with a smile.

Tastia looked at him. “Who is coming my Am'uur?” She asked.

“Wait and you will see my beautiful Tastia.” He told her, leaning over to kiss her hard on the lips. A kiss she accepted easily, melting against his hard body.

“Who is coming?” Arduri snapped excitedly.

“Their family.” Bren answered coming up behind her.  

Arduri turned and looked at them. “Bren… their family is scattered across the stars! They could not have all arrived here at the same time. Could they?”

Bren smiled. “Not that family Arduri.” He answered. He pointed out the rear of the STRIKER. “That family.”

Arduri turned just as Tastia released a stunned yelp loud enough to draw all of their attention. “By the holy grace of the prophets! Look!” She exclaimed.

Arduri’s stunning green eyes grew exceptionally wide as she watched dragons rise from below them, their powerful wings propelling them along effortlessly. Dragons of every color and shape and size. They kept rising too, until the entire cloudless sky behind them was filled with dragons as far as they could see. Arduri’s eyes grew wider if that was possible and at that moment she swore to herself that nothing living or dead would remove her from the path she was now on. She wanted Lisisa and Denali in a way that made her whole body ache in desire. She wanted to know them, to love them, to have them love her, but most of all she wanted to be part of their life forever. This life. A life that held more wonder in it than she had ever seen in her short lifetime.

“Breaking for Dragon Mountain.” Sadi’s voice announced over the internal COM.

“On your six. Three point seven.” Normya’s voice echoed.

Arduri felt them begin to turn slowly and leave the dragon filled skies behind.


Arduri’s sister Caliria had wide green eyes as well; however they were more from the fantastic view she was experiencing as well as the incredible sensations of flying so openly and free among the clouds. Her raven black hair that protruded from under the helmet she wore was pulled over one shoulder now, Andro’s head next to hers on the opposite side, his arms curled tightly around her waist and their legs securely held by the Dragon Armor Bracers on the saddle. Caliria had seen and almost felt through their Mindvoice connection what all of them had felt on their first ride upon a dragon, and now she was experiencing it for the first time herself and it was breathtaking. The rush of air and adrenalin through her as they left the STRIKER and the short plummet through the sky until they leveled off at their height now had given her a new perspective on these marvelous creations known as dragons. She felt an enormous thrill feeling Andro’s powerful arms wrapped around her waist as they dove for the earth, a sensation of power and confidence she had never felt before.


[You see Inamarno.] Andro’s voice filled her mind causing her to close her eyes in joy. [My life is not all war and violence and pain. This is what I live for. What we live for. The freedom of open skies around you and not a care in the world. This is what brings Elynth and I such happiness. All of us really. This is what I want for you as well.]


[It is… it is amazing Andro.] Caliria spoke softly.


[My people can be barbaric at times.] Andro told her, feeling her head shift slightly against his so that she could see his eyes under his helmet. [It is our instinct. Our nature. But we have conquered that part of us and it no longer commands what we do Inamarno. Not in the way your father and so many Vanari believe. If we could live out our days without every having to fight another battle, well, believe me when I tell you we would much rather nuzzle and caress our mates and wives than we would fight.]


[Andro… Andro what if I don’t want to go.] Caliria asked gently.


He turned his head slightly and those azure eyes almost made her whimper in delight as they focused on her. [You want to go Caliria. You want to discover the answers you seek. And you can not do that here with us because then you will never know Inamarno.] He said. [You will always question and doubt your decision. I don’t want that. We don’t want that. Your happiness is our happiness and ours is yours. Will you ever truly know that happiness if you do not discover the answers to what you seek?]


[You are the last piece of the puzzle for them Inamarno. For yourself.] Elynth’s voice filled her head. She turned slightly as Elynth’s wings propelled them forward and she saw Elynth’s head turned slightly back towards them. [They will wait forever if need be, but when you decide what it is you want, decide with what your heart tells you. Not what others tell you?]


[Let me show you Dragon Mountain. Meet my mothers and now my new brother. Naesta is here as well. Then we will return to Cranae Island and we can sit on the beach and watch the sunset with the others.] Andro said.


[And then…] Caliria asked almost wistfully, a large part of her wanting him to take her again and make her feel what she had felt on his ship.


Andro’s arms tightened slightly on her waist. [My desire for you Inamarno… our desire for you will never wane now. But if you are to be clear headed and make your decisions with your heart then that would not be wise before you left. And it would only make it harder for us to let you go.]


[You… you seem so certain I will choose to… to come back to you.] Caliria said. [Can you… can you see the future?]


Andro chuckled softly. [If I could see the future Inamarno… much of what has happened would not have taken place. No… I can not see the future, but I have faith in my instincts and what they tell me. I have faith that you will return, because I have faith in you.] He shook his head as she was about to speak. [No more talk of you leaving. Let us enjoy the time now and I will show you more wonders. Elynth my sister… go!]

Anja released Eliani from her embrace as happiness surged through her. She looked at her daughter and something caught her eye. Eliani’s face beamed her fern green eyes brighter than she had ever seen them. Anja could easily detect the strong scent of sweet jasmine coffee wafting from her daughter and mixed deeply with her own maple and wheat scent and the almost surreal glow in Eliani’s skin color. She looked at her daughter with wide eyes.


“Eli?” She gasped.


Eliani nodded her head, small tears forming in her eyes. “I found him mother.” She whispered. “I found him.” She turned quickly behind her and pulled the tall Durcunusaan who had been waiting silently forward. Anja recognized him instantly from the transmission but her eyes grew a little wider as she realized just how tall and imposing this young man was as he stepped up next to her. “Mother… this is Jomann. My mate, my husband and my anome.”


Anja’s eyes showed their stunned happiness as she looked at Eliani and then to Jomann. He moved closer confidently and bowed his head to her deeply. “It… it is a true honor my Queen.” He spoke softly. “I… I hope to present myself to you and to the King in the traditional manner some day soon in the future. All I can offer now is my eternal thanks for bringing Eliani into this world so that I could find her.”


Anja almost burst into tears herself as she grasped his face in her hands, having to truly reach up to do this because of his height. She looked into his ocean blue eyes and he met her gaze unwavering. “Will you… will you adore her Jomann? Will you love her with everything you are?”


Jomann smiled. “With every waking moment.” He answered her without hesitation.


“Then what you offer I accept on behalf of Martin and all of her mothers.” Anja said. “She is stubborn you know. And she has a sharp tongue.”


“Mother!” Eliani gasped.


Jomann nodded his head. “And that is why I love her so.” He told Anja.


Anja surprised him by leaning up and kissing his cheek softly. “She is not as tough as she likes to think Jomann.” Anja whispered so that only he could hear her. “Love her with all that you are.”


Jomann pulled back slightly and met his Queen’s eyes. “As the god’s are my witness and my guide I will Milady.” He whispered back.


Anja nodded and kissed his cheek again just as the happy squeal reached her ears and Zarah came tearing up to where she stood with Lucia in tow and wrapped her arms around her mother. Jomann stepped back next to Eliani and she took his arm looking up into his face. “What did she say Jomann?” Eli asked him.


Jomann looked at his fiery wife and anome with a glint in his eyes. “She told me to be mindful of your willfulness and to put you in your place in I felt the need.”


Eliani laughed and leaned close to him. “Well… as long as that entails being wrapped around your body… you can put me in my place anytime you wish.”


Jomann leaned over and kissed her softly as Anja greeted the hesitant Lucia with an embrace that soon had her smiling in happiness. Anja greeted Denali and Lisisa in much the same manner as they all crowded around and Helen joined her with Deia. 

Bren and Devra stood back and watched with Arduri and Devra shook her head slightly. “They… they do this all the time Bren?” She asked. “Greet each other in this way? As if they haven’t seen each other in months and years?”


Bren nodded. “They haven’t seen Anja for many months actually, but yes. It is part of their power and appeal. Their loyalty and sense of devotion to their family.”


Anja released Denali from her embrace and looked at him. “Where is your brother?” she asked.


“He was right…” Denali began to answer looking around.


Anja turned and looked behind Denali and saw him standing there. It became very quiet suddenly as Anja moved around Denali and Andro stepped up to her bravely. In all his years of growing up, Androcles had witnessed the wrath of all his mothers in some manner. Usually it was directed at some ridiculous politician who had more arrogance than brains, but of them all, his Persian red haired mother’s wrath was the most frightening to behold. Everyone’s eyes fell on mother and son at that moment and Andro opened his mouth to speak.


“Mother… I had no… if I had not done what I did I…” Andro stammered to her.


Anja reached up and put a finger to his lips silencing his words. “You will never need to apologize to me for doing what needs to be done Androcles Leonidas. No matter what it may be.”


“They… they were your people.” Andro said.


Anja nodded her head slowly. “And they were your people as well. You had a choice to make my son. There was no good side to this choice Andro and you know it. Everyone does. Both options were bad. You chose to protect the many over the few, picking the lesser of two evils. It is a choice any of us would have made Androcles…” She reached up and took his face in her hands. “Including me. I would have cried my eyes out as I gave that order… but make no mistake… I would have given the order my son. Just as you did.” Anja pulled him down close to her, Andro having to bend over in order to accomplish this because of her five foot three height. “Now you need to let it go, do you hear me?” She hissed at him softly but with true force behind her words. “Now you need to let it go Androcles.”


Androcles Leonidas inhaled deeply of his Hadarian mother’s honey scent as he lifted her into his arms and embraced her tightly. Anja smiled in happiness, small tears rolling down her cheeks as he crushed her to him and she held his broad shoulders tightly. She felt him relax, the tension in his body slowly leaving as she enveloped him with her motherly aura and let him know it was alight. After a long moment he lowered her to the ground and she gripped his arms tightly.


“Come on.” Anja spoke. “Bella is waiting… and so is your brother.”


“Mother… why has Dorian joined us early?” Andro asked quickly. “Is something… is something wrong?”


“Let’s just say you will be surprised ok.” Anja said. “You felt them I take it?”


Andro nodded his head. “The moment I entered the system. He is as aware as I was when I was born and I felt his Bonded Brother as well.”


Anja nodded as she held his hand and reached out to take Zarah’s as well. “It is probably better if you see for yourselves, and then I can explain everything.” Anja said. “Come.”


To say it was a shock would have been the understatement of the century. They had all crowded into the room, Anja now sandwiched between all of her children and happily trying to talk and listen at the same time. They were all filled with concern for their Hadarian mother after what had transpired over the last months and Anja spent most of that time trying to reassure them she was fine. All conversation stopped when they entered the large lounge like room and all of them came to abrupt halts.


Isabella stood waiting for them, her hand resting on the soldier of the young boy who looked to be about six years old. He had short black hair, tanned skin and his eyes a piercing dark brown in one and cobalt blue in the other. Isabella beamed, looking just as beautiful to them as she always did, though her face was slightly drawn. Standing behind the small boy as if offering moral support were the rest of the younger Leonidas children, Retta and Nara closet to their new brother. Behind them was the huge Sinopia colored dragon with emerald green eyes. Isabella stood there her heart racing, not knowing what to expect, as if she had anything to really worry about. The room was silent for a full two minutes, and then it was Androcles who stepped away from Anja and moved up to them. His first act was to lean over and kiss his vampire mother’s cheek, reaching out to grasp her arm and feeling her shaking hand grip his forearm. Isabella had single tears falling down her cheeks as she looked at him and then his azure eyes focused on Dorian who was looking at him intently.


Andro knelt in front of his brother, feeling his aura sweep outward, feeling his mind reach for him. Andro accepted without question and suddenly he could see all that had taken place, he could see all that Dorian’s Bonded Brother Ryner had experienced and witnessed. A smile began to part his lips as he looked at him. Andro reached up and ran his knuckles over Dorian’s jaw. 


“We… we have a lot to talk about brother.” He said with that smile. “So much to talk about.”


Dorian didn’t give him the chance and leaped into his arms knocking him over onto his back as he hugged Androcles. 


“Tag!” Bryon shouted.


“Get them now!” Nara echoed.


And the room descended into loud shrieks of joy as Retta and Nara led the charge to their siblings and the laughter echoed as the Leonidas children reunited in a tangle of bodies. Anja drew Isabella back to her as Denali and Andro were buried by their brothers in a mass of bodies, and Eliani, Zarah and Normya were squatting with their sisters next to this tangle of bodies as Retta and Nara chattered away in between hugs and kisses of greeting. It didn’t take long before Sadi, Lucia, Carisia, Lu'ria, Ne'Veha and Caliria were drawn into the group of girls with Nara stroking Lu'ria’s shimmering white hair in fascination and Retta gripping both Eliani and Sadi tightly with one hand as she used a finger to caress Caliria’s cheek. That was until Bryon tackled Zarah from behind, knocking her into Lucia and then you could not tell the two groups apart as they tumbled together.


“This is what we needed.” Gorgo spoke softly looking at Anja and Isabella.


They stood beside the waist high divider, looking out onto a small section of the main flying chamber of Dragon Mountain. It was that spot that all of the Leonidas children had finally gravitated too, along with dozens and dozens of dragons. They were sitting in a large circle, Dorian sitting in Andro’s lap and staring intently at his brother’s face as he spoke to them, alternating between spoken words and Mindvoice. Retta rested in Eliani’s lap as she leaned back against Jomann; Nara between Lisisa and the blue skinned Vanari Arduri and teasing the hair on the back of Denali’s head. The reunion between sisters had also been quite a sight as Caliria and Arduri greeted Naesta and seeing the three of them together hugging to each other tightly as well as a teary Devra had nearly given everyone blue spots in their eyes. Naesta’s greeting of her father had been much less so, but he quickly got the message when Naesta pulled the smiling Ceuma over to their group and introduced her to her sisters and mother. Introducing them to Joci was better suited for a more private gathering and Joci had agreed completely. Naesta sat between her sisters now, Caliria on the opposite side of Andro and Arduri next to Lisisa.

Bryon sat between Sadi’s legs next to Andro, while Calyb sat between Normya and the giant Tir'ut and he kept reaching up to touch the bone spurs on Tir'ut’s jaw while Tir'ut made horrible faces at him causing him to laugh. Tir'ut had always had a way with children Normya knew, and it apparently carried over here as well. Carina and Moneus had arrived from Sparta only a short time ago to join them. The circle of Leonidas children and those they loved was enclosed by a circle of dragons, Ryner resting between Elynth and Anthar. He felt the strongest draw to her because he was like her now, and because Anthar was her beloved mate, Ryner felt a kinship to him. A brotherhood connection that would only grow in the years to come. Jeth, Tharua, Aradace and Majeir all rested comfortably as their dragon siblings adjusted their spots on the floor. Those dragons bound to Retta and Calyb, Nara and Deion and finally Bryon were just as excited to see their own brothers and sisters and it showed in their affection, especially towards Jeth who, even though he dwarfed them in size, had always been the most playful with them. Aurith had even joined them, since she had been alternating between here and the Dragon Cave on the Royal Estate. Since For'mya’s capture she had been so very hard to console and only Arzoal’s influence had kept her sane. Now as her brothers and sisters were here and reaching out to her, Aurith had sped to Dragon Mountain to try and draw support and love from them, something which she received in droves when she arrived.


Anja and Bella turned to look at her and Helen as they came up to them. “Yes it is.” Anja said in agreement.


“Arzoal and I can even sense a great deal of Aurith’s despair drifting away.” Helen said. “And it is not very often a Talon Guardian comes to Dragon Mountain.”


“He’s telling them of For'mya. And their brother and sister that she carries.” Bella spoke.


Helen nodded her head. “As if we would have been able to stop him anyway.” She said. “You know he will keep nothing from them. It is not his way.”


They turned as Deia came up slowly. “Well… the Netnews has discovered he is back.” She said. “And they are all screaming for interviews.”


Anja looked back to where Andro sat and shook her head. “They are going to have to wait. He’ll be here for most of the day and evening. He’s not going to be rushed.”


Deia nodded. “That’s what I told them.” She answered her eyes falling on Dorian in Andro’s lap. “He’s growing quickly.”


Anja nodded her head. “The combination of proteins that we used is acting more quickly than we thought.” She said. “It’s not harmful in any way, but the potency is taking longer to wear off. He will begin to slow his growth by tomorrow and fall into the schedule that we had originally thought.”


“Have you heard from Martin?” Deia asked.


Isabella shook her head. Whatever fears or doubts she may have had were long gone now and she positively glowed in happiness. “They will return to Kranek in four hours and I’m sure we’ll hear from them then.”


Deia looked at Anja. “Was it necessary for them to do what they did Anja?” She asked. “I mean… posing the bodies in a such a way? Leaving their heads on…”


“If you are looking for me to agree with you Deia… I can’t.” Anja said. “They were the most feared military unit back then and something tells me that they will be again. They are masters at warfare in every form, including psychological. No matter what they did, it was done for that purpose and not some sense of petty revenge. Marty is not like that and you know it.”


“I just think it will only anger the Kavalians.” Deia said.


Anja nodded. “Probably… but only those who don’t have to face them.” She said. “For everyone else it will always be a fear now.” Anja shrugged. “Besides… angry people make angry mistakes.”


Deia nodded. “The Kavalian delegation is on its way from Hadaria under heavy escort. They screamed about not being able to bring their own ships so Riall granted them permission for a short group. Ten ships, but only one GREAT SOUL.” 


Helen reached for Bella’s hand. “Come… we have other guests who we should be paying attention too. And plans of our own to form. Let Androcles handle his siblings.”


“… They doing this Andro?” Retta asked the question. “Why hurt our mothers? Why try and hurt you. All of us. We have never done anything to them.”


Andro looked at her stunning green eyes and even at eleven years old it was easy to see Retta was going to be just as devastatingly beautiful as her mother and sister. “I do not know Retta.” He answered shaking his head. “Some people… some people just crave what others have because they do not.”


“Or do not want to work to achieve themselves.” Lu'ria spoke up.


“I have never lied to you.” Andro said. “Our mothers and father may not like what I tell you… allow you to know… but one day it will fall to all of us. We may fight and disagree but we are family. We are all blood.”


“Blood before all else.” Dorian Leonidas spoke softly. The voice did not belong to a boy who looked only six years of age, but the Leonidas children had quickly dismissed that oddity. They all knew what was happening and why it was happening and they accepted it and adapted without hesitation as was the way of any Lycavorian. Indeed… it was a strength of their species and their family.


Andro nodded. “Blood before all else.” He said. “Our uncle thinks to use the siblings our mother carries within her for his own gain. That is why I did what I did. It is not something I would have considered had the situation been different. It is not…” Andro looked at Dorian and their eyes met and understood. Having someone, even six year old Dorian, who would grow into a man very quickly, that knew and understood what Andro was saying in a way his other siblings did not, even this had given Andro a peace that Sadi had never seen in him and it made her supremely happy. “It is not as easy as many people believe. It is… it is difficult having father’s memories… grandfather’s memories… knowing so many things and…”


“Andro stop.” Normya spoke softly. “You do not need to explain anything to us. You don’t think we can imagine what it is like for you? How it will be for Dorian now? For our brother and sister that mother carries?”


“You did what you needed to do to keep our family from shattering Andro.” Denali said thoughtfully. “You are the only one who could have. We all know that. Even Arrarn in his own pig headed way.”


Lisisa hit Denali’s shoulder lightly. “Look who is talking about pig headed.” She said with a smile.


Andro smiled as well and looked at Caliria. At Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. At Arduri and Naesta. “We have discovered… we have discovered so much in so short a time.” He said. “Those who were… who were meant to be with us and those we had no idea would be with us. And there is probably much more we will discover before our journey ends.”


“If it ever does.” Sadi spoke softly.


Andro smiled and nodded his head. “If it ever does.” He agreed. “No matter what… no matter what happens… we are family. All of us. We are Wolves and Dragons of the Blood.” He looked at Caliria and then her sisters. “And now Vanari of the Blood. That is what our mother has grasped onto. What our siblings she carries have grasped onto. You all know father will never relent, never retreat and never surrender until she is back within his arms. Back among us where she belongs.” Andro looked at Bryon and saw his brother set his jaw and nod. “And we must not either. There are those who would hurt us… try to hurt us… speak bad things about us. Never believe them. These people do not know that we share everything as brothers and sisters. They do not know we already know the truth of things.”


“Kick’em in the nor!” Deion barked out causing all of them to laugh now.


Elynth stretched out her head on her neck until she was looking at Deion with golden eyes. And what if they are not male Deion Leonidas?

Deion hesitated for only a moment. “Kick’em in the goldur then!”


This brought a snort of laughter from Jeth, Jomann and Anthar as well as all of them and Elynth lowered her snout close to Deion her eyes smiling as she butt him gently in the shoulder and Nara reached up to slap him lightly in the back of the head.


Andro shook his head and looked at them once more. “We are different.” He said. “All of us. We bear the name Leonidas… and that makes us different. We will discover many things as the years pass but what has father always taught us?”


“Never fear the unknown.” Retta said. 


Andro nodded his head. “Yes… and I believe that is part of our strength. As a family. As a species. As a people no matter who we are. When we look at the unknown we see promise and hope and what could be. We fear it yes… but that fear does not keep us from moving forward into that unknown. That is what we face now. The unknown. I… we do not know what is going to happen… but no matter what it is… we will face it head on. And we will always face it together, for a Leonidas is never alone, are we?”

Andro began and they all began to speak together.
“Wait”. 
“There’s no mountain too great.” 

“Hear these words and have faith.”

“Have faith.”

“He lives in you. He lives in me.”

“He watches over everything we see.” 

“Into the future. Into the truth.” 

“In your reflection he lives in you.”
“Aovi.” Eliani spoke in a whisper when they had finished reciting those words. Words they had learned and memorized before they could even walk.

Andro looked at Dorian and lifted his hand under his brother’s palm. Dorian spread his fingers out on top of Andro’s hand. “Welcome our brother.” He said. “Welcome Ryner.” He glanced up behind his shoulder to see Elynth and Anthar rub their snouts against Ryner’s cool scales. “Welcome to our family. Welcome to all of you who sit with us now.”

Eliani gripped Jomann’s hand tightly in hers. Caliria felt the warmth and love embrace her as Andro took her hand and then Naesta her other. Arduri felt Lisisa’s soft touch and then her fingers were entwining with hers. She looked at her beautiful face and saw in her dazzling green eyes a desire and want that matched Arduri’s own. She glanced at Denali, only to see his dark eyes gazing at her intently, so intently it made her shiver.

“Let us make a vow right now. All of us. We will not rest… we will not hesitate. We will fight everyday until our mother and the brother and sister of ours that she carries is among us.” Andro spoke. “Only on that day will we take the path into the future. Only on that day will we move forward once more. And see what the unknown holds for all of us.”

“Saan bruard hote sali.” They spoke together. “Saan bruard hote sali.” 

CRANAE ISLAND


She moved up behind him slowly, knowing that he already could smell her. She was torn between wanting to remain and needing to return and try to figure out her life. What she had seen at Dragon Mountain, what she had felt, it made Caliria want to weep. She was so very confused as she stood there looking at his broad back. They had returned only two hours ago, and Sadi and the others had given her the grand tour of the villa while her mother and sisters had settled into the rooms they normally occupied. She had learned much more about him just letting her eyes wander over much of how the villa was decorated. By Sadi’s own admission, Andro had done most of the decorating before she had even arrived back in his life. In some ways it gave her a window into his mind and heart, and she could see the real him. He loved her without question, they all did, and Caliria felt that love and devotion to her always, yet she could not bring herself to just let go and love them back as completely. Putting aside that the lovemaking between them, between all of them really, was torrid and oh so delicious. They had feasted on her and she on them so willingly yet for three hundred years she had been taught and raised to believe something completely different about Lycavorians. Though all of the Vanari females that had been rescued with her were safely on their way back to their families with nothing but words of praise and compliments on their rescue and how they had been treated by the Lycavorian people, Caliria was the only one who questioned what had happened; why it had happened and how. 


Caliria saw his head turn towards her in the darkness, though the moon was nearly full and flooding the beach and the surface of the ocean around them with its glow. His azure eyes once more made her shudder and she saw him reach out his hand to her.


“Come sit with me Inamarno.” He said softly to her. “I promise… no nuzzles or anything intimate.” His smile was devastating to her, hammering against her will.


Caliria didn’t hesitate though and she doubted she would have even if he hadn’t said what he did. Being intimate with him, feeling him possess her as he had with his size and gentleness and experience, it had been the most electrifying sexual occurrence of her life. The most rapturous time she had ever imagined really. Having not only Andro, but Sadi and Lu'ria and Carisia and Ne'Veha pleasuring her in every way, it had nearly made her lose her mind in glorious abandon. She took his hand without doubt and lowered herself between his long legs, snuggling her back against his bare chest.


Andro let her get situated and then he brought his head around over the top of her slim shoulder. She thought he was going to nuzzle her and she would have thoroughly melted if he had, but he kept his word and simply looked out over the surface of the water. You have all of your things ready? He asked her.


Caliria nodded her head. Yes. 

She was still amazed at how easily Mindvoicing came to her now. Sadi and the others had instructed her as they laid intimately pressed against one another and Andro on the bed, their passions cooling and they led her on a dreamlike trip through Andro’s mind. As that event had unfolded, the Mindvoicing had become so much easier and she felt stronger and focused. Those feelings remained even after they had woke and she continued to practice by simply skipping along other’s shields, picking up their surface thoughts but never intruding. However it had occurred, she found her abilities had grown a hundred fold in just the hours she had spent with them. Even the Lycavorian First Oracle had commented that she was far stronger now, and with continued practice she would soon be on the same level as the Leonidas family in the upper echelon of those who were considered Tier Six Mindvoicers.


Good. He said simply.


Androcles… why are you letting me go? She asked him suddenly. 


I can not keep you against your will Inamarno. He told her.


You know what I mean! She snapped softly. I know enough about your people to know that if you considered me your… your wife… that you would not let me go.


Andro turned his head and leaned back slightly so he could focus on her eyes. What you just said should be all the answer you need.


What? She gasped. What I just said? How does what… Caliria stopped when she realized what he meant and her green eyes grew wide.


Andro smiled as he saw realization flood her face. You see. He told her. Inamarno… if I thought it would ultimately lead to acceptance by you, I would not let you leave. I would beg you to stay; we would beg you to stay. We would love you until you could not stand it anymore, until you had not the strength to leave us. He shook his head. That is not what I want. You have so many questions. You have doubts and concerns. About me, about us, about my people. About everything. After what you have been through, I can not and will not fault you for this.


Androcles I…


Andro shook his head. Let me speak for a moment Inamarno. He said with a grin as he looked at her and put a finger to her violet lips. You are confused yes? And be honest with me Inamarno. Truly honest.


Caliria nodded her head slowly. Yes.


You do not understand how you can feel for me what you do. How you can feel for KertaGai and SirsanGai what you do. For Enylarcopri and Ilythiiri Tessai. And you certainly do not understand how we can all feel for you what we do. How I… as a male… can love all of you equally. He said.


But it’s not equally. Caliria said quickly. Sadi…


Sadi is my anome. Andro said. And yes… part of me will always be drawn more to her because she is a pureblood like me. My blood mother Aricia is anome to my father, but after what you have seen of my mothers who you have met, do you see any jealously among them. Do you detect any malcontent… and I know you could feel this Inamarno because you are stronger than you have let others see. And you have become this way in a very short time.


Caliria shook her head slowly. No… if anything… if anything Sadi is the one to draw us closer together. Closer to you.


Andro nodded his head. Yes.


Androcles… you know you can’t change me. Caliria said. I can’t become like you. Like Sadi and Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. Vanari physiology is not able to do this. Any children we might… any children we might have… they will look like me. Not you.


Andro chuckled. And you think this matters to me?


It matters to all Lycavorian men. Caliria said quickly. We have seen it… She stopped once more when he tilted his head and his azure orbs glinted in the moonlight and she realized what she was going to say. 


You have spent the majority of your three hundred plus years believing one thing about my people Inamarno. He told her. Having it drummed into your head. Now you are beginning to discover that all might not be as you have believed and it is causing a rift within your heart and mind. Until you bring that back into balance, you will never be happy here with us.


You are… you are so much younger than me and… Caliria began.


I could recite to you the speech my great grandfather Resumar gave on the day he was crowned King from memory. Andro said. A speech that does not exist anywhere in our written history because it was from before records were kept. I have the memories and experiences of my father, my grandfather and my great grandfather within me Inamarno. I recall them in my dreams at times but they are within me. In my father as well. In essence… I am far older than you… by many thousands of years so that argument is not one you can use. At least not in a logical sense. He finished with a smile looking at her. 


“Andro…” Caliria said switching back to words now.


Androcles shook his head. “No. You have seen a part of me that only reinforces what you have been told of my people. You are aware of things that I have done. My actions in rescuing you, the orders I gave near Hadaria. Yet you have also seen a part of me that does not fit with all you have been taught. A part of my people that, according to what you have been schooled does not exist. These two things are causing a conflict within you that you can not make sense of. I do understand this you know.”


“Andro it is not just you.” Caliria said softly.


“I know this too.” He said. 


Caliria leaned back now looking at him. “And how could you know these things without probing my thoughts?” She asked more sternly than she intended.


Andro smiled. “You forget Inamarno… when you swim within my thoughts I can swim within yours as well. Our minds are open to each other completely. I have a good idea of how analytical your mind works.”


Caliria dropped her eyes from his almost embarrassed. “I am so sorry that…”


“That you believe these things?” Andro questioned. “Do not be sorry Inamarno, because I believe them as well.”


Caliria’s head snapped back up and she looked at him. “What?”


Andro chuckled as he pulled the small data pad from the loose pocket on the leg of his pants. “You and your father are not so different Inamarno.” He said as he held it up. “And regardless of what he thinks… I have a great deal of respect for him. A great deal of respect.”


Caliria looked at him wide eyed. “After what he has accused you of Androcles?” She gasped. “What he has called your people? Even you?”


Andro nodded his head. “He is doing everything within his power to protect the Vanari people. To keep their faith and maintain their connections to the past. Just as I do with my people. His only fault is not seeing that the Vanari will need his even hand of leadership and dedication through this change and it would be better if he guides them rather than try to fight it. Your father… his foresight is incredible Inamarno… it is where you get it. Arduri and Naesta and Nirilo too. His only fault is trying to direct what is happening as opposed to guiding it.”


Caliria looked at the data pad in his hand. “What is that?” She asked.


Andro looked at her for the briefest of moments and then held it out to her. “This is proof to what your father believes.” He said softly. “The equipment used to design and shape the bio-weapon that Eliani discovered infected the Faith family is of Lycavorian Union origin. She confirmed it with my mother only a short time ago… and to be specific it is Hadarian made and engineered. Needless to say my mother is quite furious. More angry than I have seen her in quite some time aside from the Kavalians taking my mother For'mya from us.”


Caliria took the pad with wide eyes. “But that… that would mean…”


Andro nodded. “Yes. That someone within the Union gave the equipment to the OSG to produce this weapon. Which also means that someone in the Union is more than likely working with others in the Protectorate to assist the OSG in taking and moving Vanari slaves that are captured.” Andro shook his head slowly and looked out over the calm ocean water. “Seventeen thousand years of slavery and oppression before we truly threw off the yoke of the High Coven and still there are some among my people who walk this path. Inflicting it on others.” Caliria Re Mydala watched his face and the sadness in his eyes actually caused her pain.


“Androcles this… why… why would you give me this?” She gasped. “This… this only implicates your people.”


Andro looked at her. “Yes it does. And it will also free my people.” He said. “And yours Inamarno. Dutkne is the only other person outside of Eliani, Sadi, my mother and your mother that knows of this. That is why he is returning with you. He is going to end this and those who have taken part in it will meet Spartan justice. Our justice.”


“You… you trust him still… after knowing this?” She asked. “He is the leader of the Protectorate Andro.”


Andro nodded and met her eyes. “I trust him as I trust you. We have a deep connection Inamarno. Within Mindvoice. It is not unlike the connection Wayonn had with Sumar, Canth with my grandfather Resumar and that Helen had with my grandfather and now my father. You know the history of Wayonn and Sumar?”


Caliria nodded. “Some of it yes.” She answered. “Unlike others I discovered these things because of Nirilo’s position among Dutkne’s court. And my mother’s insistence that we read of their history. They were… they were like brothers almost. Knowing what the other knew and being able to speak for them.”


Andro nodded. “Just as Dutkne now is with me. He knows me better than anyone except my father, Sadi and now you.” He answered. “I will share with Lu'ria, Ne'Veha and Carisia what you now know when the time is right.”


Caliria looked at the pad. “But why… why give this to me? To my father?” She asked.


Andro smiled. “Because at this moment in time… you are the only one who your father will listen to.” He said.


“Me?” Caliria gasped. “He won’t… he won’t even acknowledge I am his daughter!” She said angrily. “After what I told him… after being together with you and Sadi and the others, why would he listen to me?”


“He will listen to you because you and he are the only ones among your family who still have doubts and questions.” Andro said. “He will listen to you Inamarno… because no matter what he says or does… he loves you with every breath he takes. And it kills him each time he has to do or say anything against you.”


Caliria looked at him with wide eyes. “How… how do you know this?”


Andro touched his nose. “The nose knows.” He said with a small laugh. “And he is the only one who can help you find your center and open your mind. He is the only one who can help you decide if being with us is truly what you want.”


“But he… he hates your people.” Caliria said.


Andro nodded and used a finger to brush the flawless and smooth blue skin of her cheek and jaw. “Yes he does…” Andro said. He crushed her lips to his and kissed her then, pulling her tightly against him. Caliria didn’t resist… she didn’t want to resist and she whimpered as her own desire and need came rushing to the surface. She met Andro’s kiss with everything she was, firmly pressing her body against his and hoping that he would take her right here on the beach. 

It wasn’t to be however, and Caliria tried to capture his lips once more even as he drew away from her slowly. She opened her eyes dreamily and looked into his simmering azure orbs and saw the desire and passion for her burning in them. 

“Yes… he does hate my people Inamarno.” Andro drew back and she watched him with confused eyes as he got to his feet and looked down on her. “He hates my people… just as his daughter does.” He spoke softly. “Just as you do Inamarno.”

GYTHEIO


Jomann walked the last two hundred meters towards Eliani’s mountaintop villa in a very good mood. He was going to finally spend time with his new mate and anome in a bed that was not designed to injure someone. They would be able to worship each other on fine, soft sheets and listen to the wind as it whispered through the mountains around them. His mother was ecstatic about him finding a mate and equally ecstatic about meeting her tomorrow. She was somewhat upset that Jomann would not tell her the name of his new mate and wife and his father was positively livid with him for not revealing this information so that he could properly invite her family to the celebration for Jomann’s brother’s graduation. As he closed within a hundred meters of the large villa he looked up and saw two dragons swoop low over the horizon and suddenly land just outside the main door of the villa. Jomann stopped walking as he saw the tall, muscular Spartan and the stunning blond haired female quickly dismount the dragons and move to the main door of the villa. It opened almost before they got there and he saw Eliani. She stepped out of the doorway slightly, wearing only a loose fitting sundress that did little to hide her luscious body and as Jomann tilted his head slightly he caught her enticing maple and wheat scent on he wind. 


He watched as words were exchanged, Eliani shook her head several times and then her face dropped and she surrendered to an embrace from the woman and a far too familiar embrace from the Spartan. Jomann felt his blood surge in anger just a little as Eliani directed them into her home and then glanced around outside the entrance to her villa before moving into the villa after them. He stood there for a moment, his heart hanging on the precipice, and then he took a deep breath.


No.


Eliani was his mate and his anome now. Her scent and her blood burned only for him and no other would make her betray that. She was a Leonidas and it was something she would never do. This man and woman, who he now recognized from her thoughts, this was Malic and Nyla. The man and woman who she had been with before discovering him. The man and woman she thought she had loved. No… Jomann knew she would never betray him. Whatever they were here for, Eliani would not allow them to convince her otherwise. Jomann raised his Mindvoice shields to the highest level so that his thoughts did not interfere in whatever she was doing and he turned to go back down the mountain. He got three steps before the massive body of Tharua settled to the ground only four meters away from him.


Jomann? Her voice touched him.


Tharua? He answered moving up to stand beside her. Why are you here? I thought you would be with Jeth hunting over the island.


I came to see if Eliani needed anything before we left. Tharua answered. I saw Vincix and Arydun outside as I circled to land. And then I saw you standing here. Eliani is your mate and anome now Jomann… you should go up there.


Jomann shook his head confidently. If she had wanted me there she would have called for me. He said. 


Jomann you don’t think that…


What? No! Jomann answered quickly. No! This is something she must deal with on her own. No one can make her feel as I do Tharua… I know that. Just as no one can make me feel as she does. We are anomes. I do not question her or what she does. I knew this day would come sooner or later. I knew she would have to face them. And she is strong enough to face them alone. She needs to face them alone.


You were suppose to be with her tonight. Tharua said.


Jomann nodded with a smile. Yes… but I will have eternity with her Tharua. One night without her will not kill me. Two maybe… one no. He answered with a smile.


Tharua chuckled within Mindvoice and nodded her large head. You… you are a very remarkable man Jomann of the Lycavorians.


I like to think so. Jomann answered.


Come… jump onto my saddle and let me at least return you to the island before Jeth and I depart to hunt. I will make sure she is on time tomorrow. Tharua said as Jomann used her thick foreleg to climb into the saddle easily. She has a tendency to get sidetracked at times.


Jomann smiled. Yes… so I have noticed.


Tharua laughed as she propelled them into the night sky. 

PROMETHUS STATION


“…Have all the gear and equipment that Ben sent to you Hene?” Andro asked.


The stern looking Durcunusaan Spartan nodded his head. “Yes Milord.” He replied. “I have already transferred it to the ARCH DEMON.”


“How many in your team?” Andro asked.


“Three of my people not including myself and three half vampire Drow scouts.” Hene answered. “My plan now is for one of them to be shadowing Regent Re Mydala at all times while remaining wrapped in the shadows. The rest of us will maintain distance surveillance, but close enough to react within two minutes. Lady Devra has already given us a very detailed blueprint of his offices and the surrounding area in the capital city.” Hene looked at Devra who stood next to Sadi. 

“I bought four offices within the building across from the Board of Regent Headquarters so that I could maintain a public place.” Devra explained. “It is an older building, a landmark you would call it, so it is not full and the entrances are not readily available on the main public promenade that is nearby.”

“As it stands right now access and egress is subtle and out of the way as Lady Devra has said.” Hene spoke. “My Drow will have no problem moving back and forth, and if need be we can use the sewer tunnels below. They connect with the Regent headquarters and will allow us to be mobile quickly.”

“Androcles… you truly believe Coren will be in danger?” Devra asked.

Andro met her eyes. “Men and women do not change their colors so quickly Devra.” He told her. “Your former husband clings to what he has thought for centuries about my people even after we rescued Inamarno and the others. Ardan Lamurrion turned so fast I thought his face would separate from his head. He is a traitor to your people and he has his hands very deep in whatever deal there is between the OSG and whoever among your people and mine that are capturing and enslaving Vanari. And if I am correct he will accommodate us as much as possible so that we believe this façade he has built and do not question him. He does not know what we have discovered in regards to the disease Corbin Faith tried to inflict on his mother however.”

Devra looked at him. “But you trust Coren… a man who hates you and your people with every fiber of his being?” She said.

Andro chuckled. “Ironic isn’t it?” He said. “I trust in Coren’s dedication to your people and in his ultimate love for Inamarno. He will stop at nothing to discover who is behind this when she gives him the data pad, especially since the evidence proves that Lycavorians from the Protectorate are involved.”

“But you and Dutkne will be incriminating your own people.” Devra said.

Andro shook his head. “No… we will be discovering a cancer among our people.” He replied with cold anger in his voice. “A cancer that Dutkne will remove permanently and with extreme prejudice.”     


“Who will be watching Inamarno?” Sadi asked from beside Andro.


“That would be me Princess.” The young female spoke stepping forward smartly. “Junior Commander Paga.”


“And you know your task?” Sadi asked.


“Yes Milady… go where she goes… become her friend. Watch out for and protect her. Report to you everything she does.” Paga announced.


“No!” Sadi declared. “Her decisions must be her own Paga. I forbid you to report to me or to anyone what she does unless it endangers her life. I will not have her believe we are watching her.”


Paga glanced at Andro quickly and then back to Sadi. “If that is what you wish Milady.” She spoke. “I don’t know if she will believe me though.”


Sadi smiled warmly. “She will believe you.” She said. “I have left something in the quarters she will use for the trip that will convince her.” 


“Commander Hene… as for Coren Re Mydala… you are to let him do what he will. I do not doubt he will uncover what we want and you will only interfere if his life becomes exposed to harm in any manner. Denali and Lisisa know of you and your team and if you feel the need to get authorization for something contact them on their personal channels.” Andro spoke calmly. “I expect that Coren will move quickly when he returns. He will want to expose us to everyone as quickly as possible considering what my directives to Denali are.”


Hene nodded. “Understood Milord.” He said. “And if his life does become threatened sire?”


Andro looked at Devra quickly and her nod was without hesitation or doubt. He turned back to Hene. “Eliminate the threat Commander.”


Hene nodded. Consider it done sire.” He answered.


Andro nodded. “You are dismissed.” He said waiting for Hene and his team to exit the room before looking at Devra and pulling Sadi close to him. “I have done everything I can do.” He told her. “Anymore and I will expose our hand in all this.”


Devra nodded her head. “I can’t believe Ardan is involved.” She said. “And you let him go.”


“It was the only way to insure that we did not lose control of the situation.” Andro told her. 


“When did you know he was involved Andro?” Sadi asked.


“Just after the OSG tried to kill us.” He answered. “He made such a big deal out of what I said in my anger and then suddenly his caution about me was tossed aside. My father once told me that a person can always change their spots; and they can be true about what they believe if it is over a matter of time and they have been given good reason to do so. Like being confronted by the truth. We killed a couple of OSG men and women and suddenly Ardan is on my side? I am not a fool, and I saw right through that. Then when I was speaking with Brendi’s brother, he tried to hide the recognition on his face. He knew this Corbin Faith person. It was there only for a moment but I saw it. That only confirmed my initial belief.”


“If Ardan is involved in selling our people to the OSG then there is no telling how many other members of the SBR are involved as well. Or members of the General Board for that matter.” Devra said.


“If things go as I have planned them we will have our answers.” Andro stated. “And then we can act. Why do you think I am sending Denali and Lisisa there?”


Devra looked at him. “What… what do you mean?”


“They have grown close to Arduri.” Sadi said. “And she wants to be closer. As do they.”


Andro nodded. “My brother is a lot more dense than Lisisa… but she has told me the attraction is there. It will probably take both Lisisa and Arduri jumping his bones before he gets it…” Andro said with a smile. “But they will not let anything happen to Arduri. No matter how long they have to stay. Unfortunately… what we are doing will put all of your family in danger I believe, but there is no other way.”


Devra was silent for a time and then nodded her head. “I guess I should not be surprised about Arduri. She has always been the more adventurous of my daughters… and the most tenacious. If your brother and sister are what she truly wants then that is why she is refusing to advance her relationship with Cruor. Not that I mind that. It will make Coren even more livid however. Especially if they discover why she is doing it.” Devra said with a hiss.

Andro nodded. “Probably… but if we are going to have a future among our people it needs to begin now. No more of this back and forth and playing games. My father will not let the status quo continue, and better that I be the one to do this. He will be far more blunt and unforgiving than me.”

Devra nodded and looked at them. “Will you see Caliria off?” She asked finally.


Andro looked at Sadi and then shook his head slowly. “No. That will only succeed in confusing her more than she already is.”


“She loves you Androcles.” Devra said sincerely. “All of you Sadi. I know my daughter well enough to see that.”


Andro nodded. “She also has some deep issues that she needs to come to terms with and they involve us. Me mainly… but they are things she can only work out away from us.” He said. “Believe me… I do not want her to go Devra. None of us do… but if she does not go then over time she will come to hate us. That I could not bear.”


Devra nodded. “I understand.” She said softly. “Just don’t stop loving her.”


“That will never happen Devra.” Sadi spoke firmly. “There is nothing she could do that would make us stop loving her. Ever.”


Devra looked at them and smiled. “I should probably go and say goodbye then. I will see you back on the Island.”


Andro and Sadi watched her leave and then they were alone. Sadi looked at him for a long moment and then wrapped her arms around his waist. “What are you thinking?” She asked.


Andro pulled her close to him and buried his face into her long blond hair. “I am thinking that we just may lose her KertaGai.” He said softly. 


“I won’t believe that.” Sadi said. “No matter what happens… her heart of hearts belongs with us and she knows that.”


“I hope you are right.” Andro said. “I hope you are right.”

GYTHEIO

Oh Tharua… he must be so angry with me. Eliani gasped as Tharua raced over the tops of the mountain villas heading for the homes closer to the gulf. I can’t believe I let them do this to me!


Tharua turned her head as she dipped lower in the cloudless sky. He is not angry sister. I have told you this. They are more than friends to you Eliani… and you cannot just dismiss them now. Especially now. Jomann knows this. Nyla is pregnant and that is why they came to you.


I should have reached for him. Eliani berated herself. I should have had him there with me. It is so inappropriate for me to be with a man I had a relationship with and not have Jomann be there. It was supposed to be our first real night together. I had wine and rose peddles for the bath and…


Enough! Tharua hissed at her. Do you think your anome would have so little faith in you? You are bound with Jomann in a way sacred to your people sister. And this would not have happened if there was any question about how you feel for each other. 


I just… I don’t… I can’t lose him Tharua. I can’t. Eliani said.


Lose him? Ahh… Eliani my sister, now you think too little of yourself. You will never lose Jomann sister. You are soulmates! Meant for each other by a higher power. Tharua told her. We are almost there… and be yourself. That is what your mate would expect.


Yes it is. The male voice spoke now intruding on their conversation. And it is what I expect of my sister as well.


Eliani turned her head and admonished herself once more, for flying in almost perfect formation with Tharua was Elynth, Majeir and Anthar. Sadi rode just in front of Andro while Ne'Veha sat behind Lu'ria on Majeir.

Andro! Eliani gasped.


Her brother smirked from perhaps ten meters away. Jomann invited us as well. Given what is happening all around us, a little time away from it enjoying some happiness will be good for all of us. Andro shook his head. And our mothers demanded we go too. Dorian too. They threatened to turn me over their knee if I did not.


Eliani couldn’t help the laugh that escaped her lips at her brother’s face and the fear she had felt only moment’s before vanished instantly. She gripped the saddle’s edges just a little less tightly as Tharua dove for the ground.
The home was comfortable and very well kept. Herolia was a traditional Spartan woman and while Josoric’s position within the Union military granted them the ability to have several employees, she refused to allow anyone to tend to her flower gardens that surrounded her home. The Union Captain from Apo Prime had swept her off her feet the moment she saw him all those years ago and to this day, their desire for each other had not dimmed one bit. All four of their children were proud and strong and their upbringing showed the pillar of their love for each other. 

Josoric had so impressed her own mother and father that they urged her to accept his courtship sooner than normal even though he was nearly eight hundred years senior to her two hundred and six years of age. Their youngest son had just graduated from the Union Flight Academy and their home was now filled with family and friends to celebrate that. Herolia and her mother stood outside the front of their large villa sharing company with four other females, among them two elven females who were wives and mates to Herolia’s brothers. Soft Greek music played in the background throughout the house, a lavish display of food and drink laid out in the center of the villa. Four of the members of her husband’s Union military Command stood sharply outside the entrance of their villa to direct others to the correct home and assist in parking any Lifters that were brought. 


“…You said we would meet Jomann’s new mate?” Her mother Rohebi asked her.


“Yes Herolia… all of us are waiting with baited breath you know. We all want to see who has claimed the heart of your son.” Ye’nai spoke. “He is the only one of your sons that has not shown an interest in any females. His uncle and I had all but given up hope.”


Herolia smiled and laughed. “He has not told me anything Ye’nai. Only that we will meet her today. She is suppose to be arriving soon I think.”


“You have not caught a scent at least?” Her mother asked.


Herolia nodded her head. “Oh yes… maple and wheat. Very sweet and soft. Embedded deeply in his blood. Whoever she is… she is very powerful if her scent is any indication. He is being so obstinate in not telling us. Josoric is furious with him.”


“Why hide who she is?” Rohebi asked. “Do you know if she was born here in Sparta?”


Herolia nodded. “I know that much at least. All he would tell us is that she was born here in Sparta and she comes from a very traditional family.” 


The shadows that flashed overhead caused Herolia to stop in the middle of her sentence and look up. It caused all of them to look up as low as the shadows were and they witnessed the ochre colored dragon flare its huge wings and land easily on the ground outside the entrance, followed quickly by a single dragon that all of them knew well enough from the Netnews reports. 

“The Prince!” Rohebi declared getting to her feet. “Here?”


Herolia relaxed slightly and held her mother’s arm. “Jomann is his Captain mother. He told me he invited Prince Androcles and his mates.” She stated. “Though I must admit… I did not think he would come.”


“Bah!” Rohebi spat. “A more traditional family does not exist than the Leonidas Royal family. It would be dishonorable for him not to come if Jomann invited him. It is why they are so loved. They truly act like normal people.”


Herolia held her mother’s arm as she saw the four guards snap to attention when Andro and the others approached slowly. Herolia recognized all of his mates and even his sister Eliani, the half Hadarian. The four soldiers parted smartly and Androcles smiled at one and patted his shoulder as the four dragons settled gracefully to the ground to rest some twenty meters outside the wall of the villa’s property. No Lifter would try to come down this road now she knew. Herolia turned quickly as Josoric came rushing from inside the villa. One of their guests must have rushed inside to where he was and told him who was here. He tried to smooth out his clothes as he took a place on Rohebi’s opposite side, gently helping to hold his mother-in-law steady. She was not a frail or very old woman, but she had just gone through a lengthy sickness common to older wolves and as per her history, she endured it without medical treatment as her ancestors did. She would recover fully in a few weeks and it would never occur again, but stubborn woman that she was, she would not let it keep her down.


“Now… do not try and impress yourself upon Prince Androcles Josoric my boy.” Rohebi told him. “Your record and history speak plainly enough for themselves. They are beyond stellar. Be yourself.”


Josoric glanced at his mate and wife and smiled as Rohebi gripped his hand while she spoke. Josoric had lost his own parents centuries ago to the High Coven and Rohebi and her mate had quickly filled this role for him. “With you here medwaw… I could not be anything but myself.” He answered.


Rohebi nodded. “And that is why you are mated with my daughter.” She said with a smile of her own as Andro stepped up to them holding what looked like a large bottle of Spartan wine and each of his mates carrying small packages as well.


Andro bowed his head to them, stunning all of them with his action. Josoric stepped forward quickly. “Milord please…” He stammered. “You need not…”


Andro looked up. “General Josoric… we are guests in your home. I hope Jomann told you we were coming.” He said.


Herolia’s keen female wolf nose caught the sweet scent on the slight breeze. The same sweet maple and wheat scent she had detected on her oldest son and her dark eyes grew a little wider.


“He did Milord.” Josoric answered. “You honor our home with your presence, especially with everything that is happening now.”


“Please General… what better way is there to try and put my problems on hold for a time then coming to a Spartan home and partaking in some of that delicious Greek food my nose tells me has been prepared.” Andro spoke with a genuine smile. “Is that Pasticcio I smell? And Arni Me Patates?”


Sadi gave him a gentle elbow in his gut. “Andro… your manners over your nose.” She stated drawing a smile from both Herolia and her mother. She stepped up and held out the package in her hands. “Dolmathes… for your table Lady Herolia. My father taught me to make them.” She said with an embarrassed smile. “They are the only thing I can make to be honest. I hope you like them.”


Herolia took the package which turned out to be a large platter in a thin box and it smelled of fine herbs and rice filled grape leaves. A delicacy to many of the older Spartans and it would no doubt be a big hit with her family. “Thank you Princess… you honor…”


Sadi shook her head. “Today… and always forward it is only Sadi.” She said.

Herolia’s eyes narrowed. “I could not Princess… it would not be appropriate for me to refer to you in such an informal way.”


Sadi blinked. “Isn’t that what family does?” She asked.


Herolia looked at her, eyes growing wide. “Family?” She gasped.


Andro grimaced. “Oops!” He said sheepishly. “I think the cat is out of the bag.”


Herolia glanced at her mother and husband and then back to Andro. “Milord… I don’t know what you mean? We…”


“Eli!” Jomann’s voice boomed from behind them causing them to turn and watch as their oldest son approached with his younger brother Donal beside him.


A small squeal emanated from behind Androcles and suddenly they watched his younger sister Eliani dart from behind him and practically launch herself into Jomann’s arms. As Eliani passed her Herolia once more caught the sweet scent of maple and wheat and her eyes exploded in disbelief.


Jomann caught her easily and their lips came crashing together in a positively possessive kiss. His arms crushed her petite frame to his suspended in the air, while her arms flew around his broad shoulders and her hands gripped the back of his head.


[Jomann my love!] Eliani exclaimed with her thoughts even as she deepened their kiss. [I am so sorry! Tharua told me and…]


Jomann pulled his head back and looked into her stunning fern green eyes while her hands stroked his cheeks. [You are mine Eliani Leonidas! Just as I am yours! I know this and you know this. They… they are important to you. And it was something you needed to do.]


[I should have reached for you! Told you what…] Eliani began but his kiss staggered her thoughts and her legs curled up sensuously along his hips.


[We are anomes and our trust is as powerful as our love.] His words flooded her mind and Eliani felt all the doubts and fears she had been holding inside her all morning lift away into the wind. [Besides… I will enjoy you that much more this night.]

Eliani cooed in his arms, a sound that reached everyone nearby and caused Andro to shake his head. [Ahem!] He cleared his throat while sounding the word into their connection even though it was partially shielded.


Jomann and Eliani parted quickly and saw everyone’s eyes upon them. Her tanned faced grew instantly flush with embarrassment and she tugged on his arms to lower her to the ground which he did quickly. He did not release her however, and Eliani made no move to take her hands from his arms. Jomann coughed softly and looked at his wide eyed parents.


“Ah… mother… grandmother… father… I would like to present Eliani Leonidas.” He said. “My… my mate. My wife. My anome.” 


Herolia gasped and almost dropped the package from Sadi before Josoric caught it and quickly set it on one of the chairs to the side. He turned back to his son, who stood there looking rather out of place and stupefied.


“Anome? Jomann… Jomann why did you not…” Herolia began to stammer.


“Hmmm…”


Eliani squeezed his hands and stepped forward in front of him almost defensively. “It is my fault Lady Herolia.” She said. “This is Donal’s day and I did not want to… I did not want to overshadow that. It would not be…”


“Show me!” Herolia snapped almost angrily.


Eliani knew immediately what she meant and she stepped closer to her and pulled back the collar of the loose fitting pink pullover shirt she wore with the dark leather pants and boots. Herolia stepped closer to her and her eyes saw the teeth marks on Eliani’s shoulder that indicated where Jomann had bitten her. She moved even closer and leaned close to Eliani’s cheek, inhaling deeply of her maple and wheat scent as well as the pungent jasmine scent of her first born son deeply embedded within Eliani’s blood and scent. Rohebi stepped forward now as well and both of them looked at her.

“I thought… Jomann told us…” Herolia stuttered softly.


“I know what you are going to say Lady Herolia… but that was not… that was not…” Eliani tried to find the words and cursed under her breath. It was Herolia who reached out and took her hands drawing her fern green eyes back up to her face. “I’m sorry… I can not find the words to express what I want to say. I am not… I am not usually without words.”


Rohebi chuckled. “If you are anything like your mother child I would not think so.” She said with a glint in her eyes.


“Does your blood burn for my son Eliani Leonidas?” Herolia asked softly. “Does it truly burn for him?”

Eliani’s face lit up and she smiled a rapturous smile. “Oh… Milady… if only I could describe how my blood burns for him. Every single moment since I first smelled him. Since I first touched him. It hasn’t stopped burning. I tremble at his touch upon me, I smell him everywhere I go. I dream of him and…”


Herolia grinned at her. “Hush child.” She said softly. “Before you make even my mother wish for male companionship.”

Eliani blushed as she smiled. “Forgive me for not letting him tell you sooner.” She said. “We… I was afraid you would think badly of me because of…”


Herolia drew her into an embrace and inhaled deeply of her scent, her arms tightening and enjoying the feel of her. She felt Eliani’s arms do the same and Herolia knew. She knew by her actions and be her scent. If you have taken the heart of my son Eliani… smitten him as you have done… then you have done something many have tried and not succeeded at. And now I know why.


I will love him forever and an eternity Milady. We will have strong children and… Eliani told her as Herolia drew back.

Herolia laughed and embraced her once more. “Oh child… I like how you think!” She exclaimed. She looked at Jomann as she held Eliani’s hands and her face became stern. “You… young Spartan! You on the other hand… you had best devise a way to make up to your father and I this breach of protocol.”

“Mother I…” Jomann began.


“Not now!” Herolia snapped. “After I have gotten to know your anome better. She is obviously more well mannered than you.”


Herolia grabbed her mother’s hand and still holding Eliani’s hand began to draw them into the villa. Eliani glanced back at him quickly, her face beaming and Jomann grinned at her. Until his father stepped up in front of him.


“You and I will talk boy!” Josoric scolded him before turning to Andro who stood there sheepishly. “Milord… allow me to welcome you and show you and the Princesses into my home. I hope all of you are hungry for we have an overabundance of food.”


This time it was Ne'Veha who stepped forward, the scent of the food clashing with her new wolf blood and setting her mouth to watering. “We are famished.” She stated. “Our mate did not allow us to eat before we left.”


“No he did not.” Sadi agreed stepping up beside her.


Josoric smiled. “For shame!” Josoric announced. “Then please Princesses… follow me and I will sate your hunger.”


Andro stood there for a moment watching as Jomann’s father led Sadi and the others into the villa. He looked at Jomann then.


“Explain to me how you and my sister took a sibfla and you and I end up holding it Jomann.” Andro said moving up to stand beside him and his brother.


“I am asking myself that same question Andro.” Jomann said. “My brother Donal.”


“Milord!” Donal almost shouted.


Andro nodded. “Since I am here… why don’t we secure a nice small corner… eat until we burst and stay out of the line of fire of your parents.”


Jomann nodded. “At this point I would say that is a sound tactical move.” He stated.


Donal laughed. “It won’t work. Mother is like a heat seeking missile when she wants to find you.” He said.


“Let’s give it a try anyway shall we?” Andro said. “I’m starving.”


“Left flank.” Jomann spoke. “Donal… you have point.”


“Why me?” His brother asked.


Jomann laughed. “Mother will not shoot you.” He said pushing his younger brother ahead of him.

