CHAPTER SEVENTY-SIX

EARTH

DROW CITY OF ABBIL

SEVENTEEN KILOMETERS WEST OF EDEN CITY

The second of three newly established Drow cities was a flourishing center for commerce and rest. A dozen of the largest Drow Families had agreed to pool their resources and effort to form this city and with the blessing of their Queen, Abbil had been born. Eight years after it had been formed the population was now well over seventy thousand. A mixture of Drow elves, Wood elves and High elves combined with human and Lycavorian citizens made up the vast majority of permanent citizens. The City Council was made up of representatives from the twelve Drow families and six other elves and humans. Abbil was a Drow city and as with any of the three Drow cities it had very strict laws. Many of the laws were the same or very similar to Earth and Union laws as a whole, but like Sparta, the Drow cities were very harsh on those who were not there to enjoy themselves and preferred to violate established laws. While crime was not a large problem at all, it was still a small issue. Shops and stores were very active and the Riyal flowed abundantly within the city from contracts and commerce. Abbil was home to four very large resorts that catered to the person who wished for peace and quiet within the beautiful and mountainous terrain that the city was built within. Foodstuffs from every culture within the Union had come here and were bought and sold. Several Amarian taverns had been opened, one Limian trader, a Folcani trinket store and half a dozen other alien species had come here and opened shops or different restaurants. Abbil was rapidly making a name for itself across the entire Union as the place to come for solitude, security and peace at a very reasonable cost.


Which is exactly the reason Panos had chosen this location. Abbil was also home to the secondary command center for all of Earth. Looking at it from the outside you would never know that the facilities above ground and those below had anything to do with the military. The Drow were masters of hiding things and they had outdone themselves here. It appeared like any resort to those who didn’t know any better. Pools, games, restaurants and large entertainment areas on the surface. Yet walk through a plain looking door that you weren’t supposed to and suddenly you would find yourself staring at several stern face Drow who were not guests at all. Of course, you had to find these doors first.


They had arrived secretly over the last three hours and now sat in the main conference room beneath the largest of the three pools. The room was furnished with a massive oval table and several couches and chairs along the walls, able to seat fully sixty men and women if it was needed. An entire counter held food and drinks which could serve those same people, though now it held only coffee, fruit and Danishes for it was still early in the morning. Panos looked around the table as the others talked softly with each other. Aihola sat to the left of Charles Taylor, who sat next to Selene and Lynwe on his right. Tareif sat on Aihola’s left with the Drow Senator Daba beside him. Dilios and Arete sat nearest to him, Thr'won, Helen’s second in command if you will, beside Arete. Thr'won had risen to a position of some power within the Union for her actions during the Battle for Earth and afterwards. She was the senior mage for Sparta and acted in Helen’s stead when she was off Earth. Aihola would speak for Tarifa as the Governor of Sparta Panos knew. Her word would be considered Tarifa’s for they were very much mates with each other as well as to Isra, and when one spoke they both spoke. Daba had been somewhat surprised when Panos contacted her, but he quickly explained that her family was now tied to the Leonidas family for all time because of Lu'ria, and the Drow were held in very high regard by both Martin and Andro even before Lu'ria became a Princess of the Union. The other nine occupants of the room, five men and four women, four humans, three elves and two Hadarians, were all members of Earth’s senior political leadership. The two Hadarians had come to Earth within a year of Earth becoming a member of the Union. They had remained to help in whatever manner they could and had soon come to love the open spaces and clean air. They were now well respected members of Earth’s leadership and citizens of their adopted planet.


Panos got to his feet. “We should probably begin.” He spoke drawing all their attention to him. 


“Panos… where is Deia?” Charles asked. “Shouldn’t she be here as well?”


“The Kavalians arrived very early this morning and it would look odd if both Deia and I were gone from Sparta.” Panos answered. “She knows why we have gathered and she approves of whatever decisions we come too.”


“In regards to what Panos?” Selene asked.


“Pusintin.” Panos told her bluntly.


Charles snorted loudly. “Well then let’s cut right to it!” He snapped. Eighty-three years old and still as spry as a man forty years his junior, Charles Taylor had been elected President of Earth with the second highest vote count behind only Selene and her second term. He was a man who was adored by humans and elves alike. “I have spoken to all four Senators from Earth who hold a Union seat and not one of them has any intention of voting in favor of that retched man and his dubious goals! As the elf Senator Co’moro told me… Pusintin can go suck a comet’s tail!”


This brought a round of laughter from everyone in the room and Aihola and Selene both leaned into Charles.


“You have such a way with words Charles.” Selene told him. 


“I do try.” He said with a grin. “The fact of the matter is… not one person on this planet would support Pusintin. We have come too far as a group of people, as a planet to let that foul man set things back. Everyone knows his only intent is to use this child with Queen For'mya to gain control of the Union. We all know who would give the orders. No one is willing to allow him to destroy three decades of work. Not after what we have been through together.”


“That is the one of the other reasons we are here.” Panos spoke. “All of you know what has taken place with For'mya. She has been used and manipulated in the cruelest of ways for a female who is wolf. They have used her natural instincts against her. What are you hearing from the people in regards to this?”


“Before or after you listen to them curse this traitor Pusintin in two or three languages Panos?” Daba spoke now. “I know I can speak for the Drow…” Daba looked at Aihola. “My Queen?”


Aihola nodded. “Please Daba… we are all equals here.”


Daba turned back to Panos. “There is not a single Drow, or any we call family and friend, that believes for an instant that Queen For'mya betrayed her family and the King willingly. The have been whispers from many Drow within our militia ranks who speak of Am'uur and Lu'ria leading some daring raid to retrieve her. No one among the Drow will support Pusintin or any puppet government he may install if the Union Senate votes in his favor; which I can’t see happening unless they all leave their common sense on the toilet somewhere the day of the vote.”


Panos smiled and nodded his head as the others laughed softly. “Indeed.” He said. “I can tell you that will not be necessary. Androcles has given me permission to inform all of you what is happening now and what will happen over the course of the next few days. Some of us in this room know a little of it, but what many of you do not know is that Martin is very much alive and right now in The Wilds searching for where the Kavalians have taken For'mya so that he can get her back.” Panos smiled at the expressions of wonder and shock from those who were not privy to this information before now and just before they all began to throw questions at him in a barrage he held up his hand. “Allow me to continue…” He waited for them to settle back into their chairs, their faces alone showing the happiness many felt. “This information has been kept very secret for the sole purpose of keeping For'mya alive. Pusintin would not hesitate to kill For'mya if he knew Martin was alive, and in order to do everything he could to keep his elven mother alive, Andro ordered that this information remain within their immediate family. It was Andro’s decision since Martin has not been on Earth since the attacks. Now Martin was actually injured and out of it for a time but he is fully recovered now. It is also why we have not gone through with a coronation for Androcles.”


“By the gods Panos… this is unbelievable!” One of the elves spoke from his chair.


Panos nodded his head. “Yes… it has been a very hard month since their initial attack.” He spoke.


“Androcles has dealt with far too much for a young man his age to tolerate.” Charles spoke softly. “Being born aware… having to follow in his father’s footsteps and shadow.” He looked at Panos. “How is he holding up?”


Panos nodded. “Surprisingly well.” He answered. “He has an extensive support network and he commands almost as much loyalty from the Durcunusaan and the people as Martin. His words on Hadaria saw his popularity soar throughout the entire Union according to those silly polls that Deia’s staff conducts.”


Charles shook his head with a grin. “I hate polls.” He muttered.


Panos chuckled as he settled into his chair. “Yes… so do I. When all else fails Andro turns to Sadi and his mates.” He told them looking directly at Daba. “They will always be able to sooth him.”


Daba nodded. “As it should be.” She said.


Tareif leaned forward at the table. “Now why don’t you tell us why we are really here Panos?” He spoke. “We could have told everyone that Martin was alive by vid conference. This meeting is about something else isn’t it?”


Panos nodded his head. “Indeed it is Tareif my friend.” He said. He picked up the data pad that rested by his arm and plugged it into the slot on the elevated section of the table in front of him. “The Union Senate will meet and vote in four days time. The Kavalians asked for an extension on the vote, no doubt in order to try and garner support for their cause as well as conduct their searches, and both Deia and Andro agreed.”


“Why?” Charles asked.


Panos touched the pad activating a large holo display on the monitor wall. “Because the extra four days will benefit us more than the Kavalians Charles. Regardless of what the Union Senate votes… Andro has no intention of reacting to what the Kavalians may do anymore. The instant the vote is completed, regardless of the outcome, Androcles is going to launch a surprise attack into Kavalian space against targets he has already selected. He is essentially going to beat the Kavalians to the punch and try to cripple their ability to come at us from more than one location.”


Tareif snorted approvingly and that was followed by a nod from Aihola and Lynwe both. “It’s about time.” Tareif growled. 


Panos thought he was going to have to sell this plan of Andro’s to the men and women in this room, but he should have known better. He watched as knowing glances were passed between Charles and Selene, as well as Charles and Aihola, and finally Charles and Tareif, who nodded at his human President. 

Finally Charles turned to look at Panos. “It comes in very handy when, as President of Earth, I have access to so many different people who think along the same lines as I do.” He said. “Tell Androcles… tell Andro that all he needs to do is say the word and all of Earth stands behind him. Right to the very end, whatever it may be.”

Panos nodded his head. “You don’t know how glad I am to hear you say that.” He spoke. “Because Andro wanted you to stand beside the Senator who will deliver the speech explaining why Androcles is going to plunge us into a war we don’t want.”

Dilios sat beside Panos and shook his head. “I would not want to be that person.” He said glibly.

Panos looked at him and his smile grew larger. “I’m sorry you feel that way Dilios… because you are the one Andro choose to deliver that speech to the entire Union.”

Dilios’s eyes grew as wide as anyone had ever seen. “Me?” He gasped loudly. “Panos… I… there are many who are far better qualified than me to give such a speech. I hate to stand before the Spartan Senate and speak! I can’t do this!”

“Andro disagrees and so does Deia.” Panos spoke. 

“Why?” Dilios asked astounded.

“You are a Lycavorian Spartan and the only surviving member of the Spartan Senate from when Martin’s father ruled. There are many of us still alive from that time but only you had the distinction of serving King Leonidas first hand.” Panos said in reply. “Regardless of what you may think my friend, that fact alone carries great weight within the Union. Among many circles.”

Dilios stared at him for a long moment, the quiet in the room almost unnerving. Finally he looked at Arete and then back to Panos. “I would be honored.” He spoke.

Panos nodded. “Good.” He motioned to the large monitor. “I have brought the parts of Andro’s plan that concern us and he wanted me to go over them carefully with everyone. When this meeting is over you will return and begin letting your subordinates know what will happen. Charles… since the vast majority of Union Senators will be here on Earth and you are Earth’s President, Andro has asked that you be the one to acknowledge the vote count and announce the findings.”

Charles nodded. “Consider it done.” He stated.

Panos smiled. “Then I suggest we get to work for there is much to be done and little time to do it.”

“Panos…” Charles asked. “Where exactly will Androcles be when we are making all these announcements?”

Panos met his gaze and smiled. “He is a Leonidas… and he leads from the front.” Panos said simply.

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


“Feravomir, are we… my father and I… our family… are we cursed?” Androcles asked.


Helen looked up at him as they walked along the edge of the water, the scent of the blue/green Laconia Gulf on the breeze and filling their nostrils. They had returned to Cranae Island, leaving Arzoal and Daurgo with each other for they had much to discuss and Helen had no intention of spoiling what she knew deep down her bonded sister needed and desired. She enjoyed these times, whether it be with Martin walking along the Evrotas River or the few times she had done this very thing with Andro on Cranae Island. It was during these times where she discovered the deepest thoughts of the two men she loved most in the universe. It was during these times when all humor and playfulness vanished and they shared with her things that they only shared with their mates. Items that occupied the deepest regions of their minds and their emotions. 


“Cursed?” Helen asked softly. “What would make you say that Androcles?”


“It just seems sometimes that our name is synonymous with trouble. With discord.” He answered her. “Grandfather Leonidas fought his entire life did he not? My father for the better part of the life he knew when he came out of the sleep chamber. And it seems now that I will be forced to begin a war now as well.”


“You think you are the only Leonidas to have these very same thoughts?” Helen asked him gently. “Do you think you are the only Leonidas to doubt themselves and their decisions; their actions and preparations before they are to commit our people to war?”


Andro smiled gently. “Somehow I just don’t see grandfather Leonidas or my own father doubting themselves.”


“Then you would be wrong.” Helen told him. “I will share with you something I told your father on the eve of The Battle for Earth. Something I told your grandfather as well… do not be afraid to lose Andro, for the moment you become afraid to lose something or someone, you will become afraid to act. And when you become afraid to act… all will be lost.”


“And it falls to me because father is not here.” Andro said.


“Yes.” Helen said.


“I just never expected… I never expected to have so many lives riding on my decisions so soon in my life Feravomir.” Andro told her.


Helen nodded. “Frightening isn’t it?”


“Downright terrifying.” He told her.


Helen took his hand and stopped walking, turning to look up into his face. “Androcles… you have a gift. Elynth has a gift. The gifts are each other. Your father and Torma are bonded so very deeply, but you and Elynth… the two of you are special. What happened between you… it is not something that can be explained. Dorian and Ryner will experience it to some extent, but you and Elynth… it is like you are she and she is you.” She smiled. “Am I making any sense to you?” She asked.

Andro nodded. “Far more than you realize Feravomir.” He said. 

“It is different than your father and Torma. Both of you are different. The name Leonidas is not cursed Androcles… it is blessed. You… your father, your mothers, your siblings, all of you represent all that is good and beautiful to so many people and so many species. They view you not as their Crown Prince or their Royal family; they view you just as they view themselves and so many others. You care.”

“Will they still care when men and women begin to die because I have begun a war of choice?” Andro asked.

Helen’s eyes darkened. “This is not a war of choice Andro!” She spat out. “This is a war of necessity! One not of our choosing! If we do nothing the outcome will be far more terrible to contemplate. If you do not do this then the Kavalians will invade us! You know that just as well as I do! You are simply doing what you must to keep them from destroying all that we have built. That our people have built. Your uncle would tear it all down just for his vanity and quest for power.”

“And the future? What about that?” Andro asked.


“I can tell you that a tough-minded optimism is best.” Helen said reaching up to take his face in her hands. “The future is not shaped by people who don't really believe in the future. Men and women of vitality and courage have always been prepared to bet their futures, even their lives, on ventures of unknown outcome Androcles. If they had all looked before they leaped, we would still be crouched in caves sketching animal pictures on the wall. That was always your father’s way, and though you do not wish to admit it, it is your way as well my boy. The decision is now yours Androcles Leonidas. I suspect no matter what, you will do your father proud.”


“I am still so much like him no matter how I try to not be, aren’t I Feravomir?” Andro said.


Helen smiled and nodded. “Yes… and both of you are far more like your grandfather Leonidas than even you realize. I suspect more like Resumar as well. At least that is what Deia tells me.” She told him.


Andro took a deep breath. “I will do what I must.” He said.


Helen nodded. “Yes you will.” She said. “Now walk me back to the villa and tell me what it is your brother Resumar is going to do. Shiria is very important to us now and she must be protected at all costs.”


Andro nodded as they began walking again. “And she will be.” He said as Helen took his arm and they headed back towards the villa.


Sadi was watching from the patio doors and she smiled when she felt Andro’s emotions become calmer. Helen had started to fix his wildly doubtful thoughts and tonight Sadi and the rest of them would finish what she started. She turned when she smelled Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Carisia enter the main room and approach her.


If someone told her a year ago where she would be right now, Sadi Leonidas would have laughed at him or her without a doubt. Finding Andro again had brought everything into utter clarity. That she could love him so powerfully and with such absolute devotion was something she had accepted and embraced the moment his fangs sank into her flesh and hers into his and they became anomes. That their lives would now include four other such beautiful women did not make her bat an eye in the least. This was their destiny, their fate, and Sadi had surrendered herself to destiny the moment she draped that pendant Elynth had given her around her neck twenty-five years ago. Andro was her anome, but these three women here and Caliria so far away, they were part of who Sadi was. Who Andro was. The love that they shared now and would well into the future was unquestioning in every way, for Andro as well as each other.


Sadi took the mug of coffee Ne'Veha offered as they came up to pressed close to her. Lu'ria looked over past Sadi’s shoulder and saw Andro and the Feravomir walking towards the villa still deep in conversation.


“His spirits have lifted.” Lu'ria said softly turning back to Sadi.


Sadi nodded as she sipped the coffee. “Some things even our attentions will not make go away.” She told them.


“Our attentions?” Carisia said. “Last night he gave us the attention. Not the other way around. I don’t think my legs stopped quivering until mid morning.”


“Nor mine.” Ne'Veha said with a smile before turning to Sadi. “Maybe now you should tell us what all that was about with this Ulana woman this morning KertaGai.”


Sadi nodded and glanced back over her shoulder one last time at Andro before taking Ne'Veha’s hand in hers and leading them into the villa. “Ulana was the one who Andro was seeing before we discovered each other again on Apo Prime. He had been seeing her on and off for several months before he ended it the morning we saw one another again. As you all know we have not been apart since.”


“Was she a Senator then as well?” Carisia asked.


Sadi shook her head. “No. She only became a Senator when she was elected to fill her father’s role. He was killed in the Senate Office Building when it was destroyed. Ulana won the emergency election. So easy to do when no ones runs against you.”


“So why is she here now?” Lu'ria asked.


“The obvious political portions aside… Ulana is an Alpha female.” Sadi told them as they ended up in the main room and settled to the couch. “Just like all of us… but she is also a pureblood like me. Her upbringing was… unique.”


“You mean she is a spoiled upaee who had everything handed to her on a silver platter.” Ne'Veha spoke.


Sadi smiled and nodded her head. “Essentially yes.” She answered. “She considers herself better than me.”


“But what she did…” Lu'ria asked. “I thought that was… I thought it was an insult to do that to a male who is already mated.”


Sadi nodded. “And it is. Ulana however… she comes from a certain class of pureblood who believe they are better than everyone else. Most of them claim some of the highest Purity Concentration Coefficients within the Union. Or so they say.”


“This is not true?” Carisia asked.


“Oh… it’s true in some cases.” Sadi said. “It’s easy enough to test as well. This group however, they use their PCC number and their supposed ancestral lineage back to the original Lycavorian bloodlines as a way to show their pre-eminence. It’s utterly ridiculous considering any Lycavorian can tie their family background to Lycavore in some fashion at least.” Sadi sipped the coffee once more before handing the mug back to Ne'Veha. “They try and use this as the reason why they are better than everyone. Ulana thinks she is a stronger Alpha female than me when it comes to our PCC, and therefore she believes she should be with Andro and not me.”


“Is she?” Lu'ria asked.


Sadi shrugged. “I don’t know. I had the PCC test done when I was a small child, but I never knew the results. I don’t really care either.” She said. “The results are never conclusive and can vary at different times in a Lycavorian’s life. Ulana targeted just me because she knows you and our Drow mistress are recently turned and your PCC will not stop changing until the transformation is fully complete within you. She doesn’t consider Carisia a threat because she is a pureblood vampire. She only considers me the threat and therefore she is targeting me. She knew I would be the only one who could feel her aura as she shamelessly pulsed Andro.”


“Why now?” Ne'Veha asked. She was more analytical being a female elf from Elear. “Did Saradasaar nubous her so good that she finally realizes what she is missing?”


Sadi laughed with the others and looked at her. “Well… you must admit SirsanGai… he definitely knows how to curl our toes and make us scream. It is so very rare to discover a man so gifted in length and girth and who knows exactly how to use it.” She said.


“How true.” Carisia spoke.


Lu'ria shrugged her slim shoulders. “I have known only Andro so I can not make that determination.” She said with a smile.


“I think it is probably some sort of a political move.” Sadi said finally. “Especially now considering they think Andro will become King.”


“She thinks to insinuate herself into a position of some power and recognition?” Lu'ria said nodding. “She is in for a surprise I imagine.”


Sadi nodded with a chuckle. “Yes she is. She can think about it all she likes.” She said. “Andro loathes her now after what she did… more than he ever has.”


“He felt her doing this?” Ne'Veha asked.


Sadi nodded. “Why do you think he acted as he did?” Sadi answered remembering their kiss and how her blood burned in her veins at that moment. He could cause any of them to melt with just a simple kiss. “Our Saradasaar will always defend us… against all enemies, no matter what it takes.” 


Carisia grinned. “The look on her face when Andro was kissing you was priceless.” She said.


“I will deal with Ulana and her games.” Sadi spoke confidently. “I’m the only one who can face her evenly in that regard. I fully expect that she will pull some silly stunt in order to try and make others see that she should be with Andro while making me look bad. She will learn very quickly that her pathetic attempts to entice him have only succeeded in pissing me off. When she makes the mistake of going public with her fool game then I will respond.”


“What will you do?” Ne'Veha asked eagerly. “Can we watch?”


Sadi looked at her and laughed at her eagerness. “Oh SirsanGai, all of you are going to help me show that fat cow that she can not compete against any of us. Oh yes… Ulana will learn very quickly that she is in way over her head. She will learn this very quickly.” She said. “How much embarrassment she wants to face before she actually realizes it is going to be up to her?”

EARTH

SPARTA
WESTERN FACE OF TAYGETE MOUNTAIN RANGE
HOME OF SENATOR ICHO


Icho looked up from what he was reading when his senior aide walked into his office and then turned to lock and secure the door. Icho immediately turned and rose to his feet, moving to the large bay type window that overlooked the western part of Sparta far below his mountain villa. The view was magnificent and he thoroughly enjoyed the nights when he would stand on his balcony and overlook the city he would have a hand in ruling one day. Now however he touched the control pad on the side of the bay window and the clear glass suddenly became very opaque in color, effectively hiding whoever was in his office.


He turned back to see his aide move to the large wet bar and pour two glasses of Spartan wine before turning to him and moving up to the desk where he held out one glass to Icho. 


“They are beginning to arrive.” The aide spoke.


Icho nodded as he sipped the sixty year old wine and moved back to his desk and settled into the chair. “What have you found Aleus?” He asked finally lifting his eyes to look at the man who had been with him for nearly five hundred years now.


Aleus leaned forward and held out the data pad. “I pressed a little harder on a contact of mine within King Yelu Hospital after something you said Ulana spoke of. Her PCC number is indeed one hundred and ninety-six give or take five points with the usual variance thrown in.”


Icho looked up. “So? Given their history I’m not surprised. Maraud was from the original bloodlines on Lycavore. He turned traitor to our people and became a mercenary. You know well the history of Maraud and the King’s punishment of him. It was the reason I chose Ulana’s father once I discovered his relation to him. He was so concerned that the knowledge would get out and ruin his legacy it was easy enough to turn him. What does her PCC have to do with anything?”


“We know that the Prince’s PCC is two hundred and seventy-three with the five point variance.” Aleus spoke. “Senator… Sadi Leonidas’s PCC is two hundred and forty-nine give or take the variance of five.”


Icho’s eyes grew a little wider. “Two hundred forty-nine?” He stammered. “Aleus… that would mean…?”


Aleus nodded his head. “That she descends from one of the original five ruling bloodlines for only those in the original five ruling bloodlines had PCCs over two hundred and twenty-five. That was determined by Queen Anja and Eurin the Hadarian Divine One nearly twenty-five years ago after thousands of tests and their facts are indisputable.” Aleus sipped his wine. “What you said the Feravomir told Ulana is very correct. Ulana is about to enter into a world she does not belong in if she intends to try and challenge this Sadi for the Prince. She will end up embarrassing herself to the extreme.” 


“Your information is certain?” Icho asked.


Aleus nodded. “The data is all there on that pad.” He answered. “Ulana thinks this Sadi is somehow beneath her. While she may come from a family that has chosen the lifestyle that they have, their bloodline is essentially royalty. Ulana does not have a chance at luring the Prince to her, even if he was willing, which I understand from what you have told me he is not. Sadi Leonidas’s blood is far too powerful, and combine that with the fact they are Anomes…” Aleus shook his head. “Ulana only end up embarrassing herself at best, getting her ass handed to her at worst.”

Icho looked at him. “So you believe in the ancient myth of Anomes? I never knew that Aleus.” He asked.


Aleus nodded. “To a large extent yes. It has never come up in any of our conversations so it is not something I volunteered. I may believe in it… but I support what we are doing and have been doing Senator.”


Icho sat back. “No worries my friend… you have proven your loyalty to me far more times than I care to recall.” He paused for a moment. “I’ve never really delved into that myth Aleus. Legends and myths never really interested me. Tell me about it.”


“The mystical side of it or the scientific side of it?” Aleus asked.


“Both.”


“The mystical side is easy enough. It is believed that when a male claims a female under the Centennial of the Moon and they share blood at the peak of their pleasure, a powerful bond within Mindvoice is formed within their minds. It allows them to do things others cannot. They can then pass this down through their children.” Aleus told him. “The scientific side is a little more detailed but the data is better explained. The sharing of blood between Lycavorians with PCCs as high as the five original bloodlines does in fact make a bond. At the molecular level. According to the Hadarian scientists who conducted the tests on King Leonidas and Queen Aricia after he reclaimed his father’s throne, when their blood merged it actually became purer in many respects. It is very possible that the King and Queen Aricia’s PCCs may have gone even higher than what they were when they were tested. As we all know, the purer the blood the more powerful a Mindvoicer you will be. Gorgo’s PCC was two hundred and eighty-three when she was tested. She and the King refused to allow a test on the remains of King Leonidas the First, so the scientists had to extrapolate his PCC. They estimate it was within two points of three hundred which is the highest our instruments can measure, considering that the Prince’s father’s PCC was two hundred and ninety-three when tested for this research. And this test was done within a year of them sharing blood if the dates are correct, so it is very possible that their PCCs could be much higher.”


“That would put Androcles’s father over three hundred.” Icho said. “I thought you said our instruments couldn’t calculate over three hundred.”


Aleus nodded. “They can’t. Now you see why Ulana will get her mida handed to her? It’s very possible that Androcles’s PCC is even higher than when it was tested shortly after he was born. Given that possibility and considering it has been just about a year since they became anomes, it’s very likely Sadi’s PCC is much higher as well. We only test once and that is within a year of a child’s birth. If they are of the five original bloodlines their PCC will be over two hundred and twenty-five when they are first tested. Ulana’s was not. We’re setting her up to take a very big fall Senator.” 

Icho nodded. “Better her than me.” He said coldly. “There is no way to boast her PCC so as to have a chance?”


Aleus shook his head. “Not to my knowledge and the Hadarian research didn’t even go in that direction.”


Icho nodded as he placed the pad on his desk. “Then we will need to work around her.” He said thoughtfully. “If Ulana keeps the attention on her… it is better for us. Especially if they discover where her bloodline leads. I have no connections to Maraud, and nothing her father did for me can be tied back to me. I was very careful to insure that Laustinos and Ulana’s father were the ones out in front on this. My contacts to them have already been eliminated.”

“Ulana’s father was no fool and he covered his tracks very well, but the Krypteria will eventually discover the part he played in helping Laustinos. The few rumors my contacts have heard coming out of the Krypteria speak of someone working with Laustinos, so they already suspect he had an accomplice.” Aleus said. “The vampire witch that the Prince put in command of the Krypteria until Armetus recovers was trained by Armetus himself. And she is just as ruthless as him if the reports are accurate.”


Icho nodded. “And then they will have discovered their traitors and we will be safely unknown.” He stated smugly. “And then I will be in a position to help Pusintin even more in bringing down the Union.”


Aleus looked at him. “How so?”


Icho smiled. “Ulana’s father had a seat on the Defense Committee Aleus.” He spoke. “I helped him to obtain it. It was granted to him by Deia as a gift in a way. To keep him better under her thumb. Or so she thought.”

“Then he would have had intimate knowledge of military workings and such.” Aleus spoke.

Icho shook his head. “He was on the Committee… but the King was smarter than that. Anything truly important he kept to those he trusted implicitly. Senator Dilios and Arete among them. When Ulana falls and everything is brought out into the open then I will be in a position to gracefully offer my knowledge and service on the Committee.”


“So we are going to let Ulana be the fool and then you will fill the spot she now holds?” Aleus said.

Icho smiled. “Yes… that is exactly what we will do. And when I move up… you will move into my position, with my glowing recommendation of course, and increase our power even more.”


“Does Pusintin know why we are helping him?” Aleus asked.


Icho shook his head. “No. Only you and I have that knowledge.” He answered.


“And what about Senator Silele?” Aleus asked.


“Fuck her! I never liked the bitch that peace loving upaee to begin with. She can go down with Ulana.” Icho snapped with a smile.

ULU HORNET

ULU BISMARCK
THE WILDS

2nd and 3rd ARIZONA ASSAULT WINGS DETACHED

TDY COMMANDERS PRINCE ARRARN LEONIDAS; PRINCESS NARICE LEONIDAS; GENERAL CHA’TALLA
UNION LIAISON COMMANDER JANON 


Janon turned his head when the doors to the bridge opened and he saw Prince Arrarn and Princess Narice enter with Princess Toria, General Cha'talla and Cha'talla’s sons Lynom and Fash'ka. Narice and Toria walked on either side of Arrarn, clinging tightly to his hands while Cha'talla was talking softly to Lynom and Fash'ka. Janon had to shake his head at the irony of everything that had happened in the past year. Miranda putting him in command of this ship as opposed to the captain who had been slated for her. He would get a later ship from the Block II Group which the man seemed genuinely happy about. Discovering the Immortals on Kranek and what they had built. The history behind the way they looked and then the magical serum that had returned them to how their people had looked before that monster Veldruk had twisted their race. Cha'talla was bonded to a dragon, one of his sons was married to Normya Leonidas and the other had a half elf wife who he had rescued and from what he had seen was every bit as tough as her Akruxian Immortal husband. It was all quite overwhelming and yet everyone was acting as if it was the most natural thing in the universe. He grinned to himself as he recalled a Folcani diplomat saying that Lycavorians were the most adaptable species he had ever seen. That nothing seemed to faze them. If only that ambassador knew how right he was.


Janon rose as they approached his command chair. He held out the data pad to Narice; for she was truly the one in command here. This was her mission and Prince Andro and Miranda had made it very clear that her orders came as if they were from him and Manda. He was happy to see that she let him do everything she was unfamiliar with and her stock had risen quite a bit in the last three days since she had come aboard.

“Admiral Pontal sent the signal.” Janon told her. “He has returned to his command ship and his fleet and he is issuing his orders now.”


Narice looked at the pad and nodded her head. “Are we able to verify this Commander?” She asked.


Janon motioned them over to a holo star chart and he typed on the wide control panel once next to it. “We were able to tap into the two sensor relays that you suggested.” He said. “Security wasn't as tight as I would have thought.”


“They are secondary sensor relays.” Narice explained. “The High Coven does not put as much effort into securing secondary sensor platforms within High Coven space unless they consider it necessary.”


Janon nodded. “Apparently not.” He said. “He must have begun issuing orders as soon as he returned to his ship. It appears most of his fleet was in the exact location he told us. One of the three transmissions he sent was to this BLOOD REVERENCE here.” Janon touched the star chart. “Six minutes later all of their DARK BROOD Frigates and BLOODRUNNER Heavy Frigates engaged their Shrouds.”


Cha'talla nodded. “Standard practice in preparing for combat operations.” He spoke. “They will take up picket locations to cover for the main fleet.”


Janon nodded. “That’s what I figured. The other two transmissions were both sent to BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts in two of the adjoining systems.”

“More of his combined fleet.” Narice said softly. “Or other officers he says follow him.”


Janon nodded. “The remaining ships within this sector formed into three distinct action groups.” He stated as his finger twirled around three different spots on the star chart. “The HORNET’s sensors are good… but not that good. Without an active scan we can’t be sure but using the older systems on this array we estimate at least forty-three BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts, an equal number of REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts and between three and four hundred ORIC-Class Heavy Cruisers and BLOODLETTER-Class medium Cruisers. We weren’t able to get an accurate number of the frigates but we’ll assume a similar number.” Janon looked at her. “Quite the force this Admiral Pontal commands.” He said.


Narice nodded. “He is one of the oldest and most experienced officers in the fleet.” She said. “When he made a suggestion… it was usually heeded.”


“And he said he has six others who feel and think as he does?” Arrarn said.


“Many of the High Coven officers tended to associate with those of like mind.” Narice explained. “It was always like that and it became even more prevalent when Robert Moran became Supreme Commander.”


“Class warfare.” Cha'talla said. “Pit the officers against one another and they will never be strong enough to usurp you.”


Narice nodded. “Exactly.”


Toria stepped forward now. “I recognized two of the other six names he mentioned.” She spoke. “They were two officers who the Venorik Elghinn investigated but never found anything solid to follow up on.”

“Why were they investigated?” Narice asked.


“Speaking out against your mother and the conduct of the war.” Toria answered her calmly. “Nothing was proven and no witnesses to their comments were ever found.”


Arrarn looked at her. “Coincidence?” He asked.


Toria shrugged. “If General Esavorna was as active as I suspect, no doubt he covered their tracks for them. He was co-commander of the Venorik Elghinn at the time.”


“The more time that passes the more I believe we can trust him.” Cha'talla spoke.


Narice nodded. “I agree. Having a turned female as his wife and the one who had his children is a huge decision.” She said. “And I detected no signs that she was being forced to do or say anything against her will.”


This time it was Cha'talla who nodded. “Nor I. Toria?” He asked her knowing her skills from the Venorik Elghinn would have given her the perception needed to pick this up.


Toria shook her head as well. “No. Pontal didn’t flinch when she spoke openly. And did you notice how she kept clinging to his arm and whenever he looked at her his face softened?” She shook her head again. “Their relationship was true and honest.”

“Why didn’t you tell him what we are planning Princess?” Janon asked.


Narice met his gaze. “Let’s just say I don’t trust him completely as yet.” She answered. “There is no reason for him to know all our plans. When we act, if his forces act with us then we will know where his loyalties lie. If not… we will still accomplish our mission and be ready to react if he moves against us.”


Janon grinned at her now. “You are beginning to think more and more like a Leonidas everyday Princess.” He said.


Narice looked at Arrarn. “It must be the company I’m keeping.” She said with a smile.


Arrarn shrugged. “What can I say...? I’m addicting.”


Narice smiled and looked at Janon. “I believe it’s time Commander.” She said.


“You do realize that no Union ship has ever gone where we are about to go.” Janon said. “Let alone with an entire Task Force.”

“There’s a first time for everything.” Narice said.

Janon chuckled. “Indeed there is.” He spoke. “Indeed there is.” He turned slightly to face across the bridge. “COM officer... burst the Task Force to prepare for sustained QRR operation! All ships to verify and confirm their coordinates and prepare to jump! We will be at Combat Stations the moment the jump is initiated!”


“Tactical Officer... two squadrons on Rapid Deployment Force 1! In the tubes ready for launch! Swap squadrons every hour until we secure from QRR operation!” Janon continued to issue orders. “Weapons! All missile tubes and batteries to priority standby! Give me M22A SKIPPERS in all even missile tubes! Standard Concussive Warheads in odd tubes! And spool up the PDTs as well!”

The COM officer turned. “Commander... Task Force signals ready sir!”


Janon turned back to Narice. “Princess?”


Narice nodded. “Let’s do it.”


Janon nodded. “Helm! Begin QRR targeted jumps! Take us to Uzu Ozeib 7!”

EARTH
DRAGON MOUNTAIN

SEVENTY-EIGHT HOURS UNTIL H-HOUR


It had been unexpected for everyone, but as the Leonidas family stood and watched as father and oldest son embraced tightly, it came at the perfect time. Isabella and Anja had long suspected that Martin would not be able to stay away for very long once Dorian had been born, they knew their husband and mate too well, and they had not been disappointed. Yuriko had pushed OMEN THREE right to the edge in getting them back here to Earth in only eleven hours. As they had greeted their fellow Queens and lovers with embraces and passionate kisses, Martin was rolling on the floor of the lounge buried under the bodies of his smaller children including Dorian. The screams of happiness and joy had brought tears to their eyes as they watched. He clung tightest to Dorian and Bryon and all of them knew why as they welcomed Yuriko and Filrian into their fold once again. Their adopted daughter had been out from under their wing for too long on her own and no more would she lack the comfort and warmth of those she called family. 

Word went out quickly via Mindvoice, even at the early hour, and within a few moments all of the Leonidas children were making their way to Dragon Mountain under the cover of darkness. The reunion was just what they needed as a family and amidst all of the tears and words, the love they all felt for one another swept throughout mountain and affected even the hundreds of dragons present. It wasn’t until father and oldest son were face to face that the laughter and happiness stopped for a moment. Then Martin was crushing Androcles to him, and small tears filled both their eyes as Andro didn’t hesitate and returned the rib cracking hug. With the final tension broken, the Leonidas family was almost entirely back together, and it was only that single fact that tempered their reunion. 


It was two hours before their mothers shooed the smaller children back to bed within the comforting walls of Dragon Mountain, with a promise from their father that he would see them in the morning before he left once more to retrieve their mother For'mya and their new brother and sister. It was two hours more before Eliani began the procession of the older children out of Dragon Mountain, Aricia and the Queens drawing Sadi and Andro’s wives and mates into another lounge leaving just father and son, father and daughter and Bonded sisters present in the room.


Martin handed his oldest son a large mug of steaming coffee and then sat down next to Helen and across from him. “This job really sucks doesn’t it?” He said as he sipped his own mug.


Andro looked at him. “I am beginning to see why you pounded into my head those things you did when I was younger.” He answered him quickly. “As soon as you retrieve mother, you are more than welcome to it back father.”


Helen grinned. “And believe me, he means it.” She said looking at Martin.


Martin chuckled. “No doubt. Who is to say I just won’t take your mothers and go?” He said.

“Martin you have been saying that for years.” Helen said. “No one believes you now.”

Martin snorted. “You wait... one of these days I will. I’m going to slip out during the night and leave it in your hands. I’m going to retire and enjoy the good life with six beautiful women.”

“Give it another ten thousand years father.” Andro said with a smirk. “Maybe by then I will have your temperament in dealing with all this.”

Martin smiled and took a deep breath. “You want to tell me where your brother Arrarn is?” Martin asked him as he sat back on the couch.


Andro looked at him. “Do you trust me father?” He asked.


“I think you know the answer to that son.” Martin said.


“Then trust me now and just know it is not something I did on a whim.” Androcles answered him.


“I wouldn’t approve of it would I?” Martin asked.


“Probably not... no.” Andro told him honestly.


“Well if Narice and Cha'talla are involved I have a pretty good idea of what it is.” Martin said. “And you’re right... I don’t approve.”


Andro met his father’s dark eyes. “Whether you approve or not is irrelevant at this time father because you are still dead. I am in charge for the moment.”


Martin looked at Helen. “Was I this cocky when I first became King?” He asked.


Helen shook her head. “Worse.” She said.


Martin sat forward. “Alright Andro... I won’t pry anymore. No matter what it entails you would not have risked your brother without him having a surefire way out with Narice and Cha'talla. You realize this could all backfire on you?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“And it could cost us quite a bit?” Martin said.


“Not as much as you might think... but yes.” Andro said.


“And you think it is still worth the risk?” Martin asked.


Andro nodded again. “Yes.”


Martin sat back. “Ok... it’s your ball... your game and your rules.” He stated. “Now tell me about this Kavalian bastard that is supposedly helping your mother.”


Andro sipped his coffee and shook his head. “They were not able to tell me much.” He said. “As I told you earlier... he was nice to her. He hid their existence from others. They said he and mother spoke for hours about things they did not understand.”

Why would he do this Andro? Torma asked from beside Elynth. She was leaning up against her father’s thick muscular midsection with affection. He had not stopped stroking her wings or the back of her neck as a father would and it had been many months and many terrible words since she had last felt his love for her so close.


Andro looked at him. “I asked Athani when I spoke to Resumar as we returned to Earth. She said it is because the Kavalians do not view a pregnancy such as mother’s as healthy or normal. A male and female child. When this is discovered, the female child is usually killed while still within the womb so that the male child gets all of the nutrients and such from the mother and does not have to share.”


It only affirms their views on females in general. Elynth spoke. 

“Carians... the more we learn of them the more brutal they become.” Helen spoke softly.


We need only look back to their origins. Arzoal spoke softly.

Martin turned his head quickly and pointed at her. “Don’t you go and start blaming yourself again.” He snapped. “You are not responsible for what Artre cooked up in his sick mind.”


Arzoal laughed softly within Mindvoice. I have finally let go of that part of my life Martin. She spoke. Thanks to your son and Elynth. No... I am only using it as a comparison. This is part of their genes... who they are.


Martin looked at her and smiled. “I understand that congratulations are in order as well.” He said. “I always wondered how long it was going to take Daurgo to finally make his feelings known.”  

Arzoal’s flame colored eyes grew a little wider. Why is it that everyone knew of Daurgo and his feelings for me… except me?

Martin smiled again. “Because the only thing that mattered to you all of these years is keeping your kind safe and insuring their continued future.” He said. “So… did he claim you?”

“Martin Leonidas that is so not your business!” Helen exclaimed.

I would like to know as well. Torma interjected.

Father! Elynth shouted.

We will need to tell our kind sooner or later. Torma spoke. The joy that will sweep through our kind will be felt even on Elear.

Arzoal shook her massive head and if a dragon could smile, the thin split of her muzzle that exposed her razor like teeth would have been it. Yes. She answered softly. Yes he did. And to say it was glorious would be the understatement of the century. At least to me.

“Good.” Martin said. “Good.” He turned back to Andro. “Now… about this Kavalian that is supposedly helping your mother?” 

Andro nodded. “The only thing they were sure about was his name.” He said. “Muton.”


Arzoal’s massive head snapped around to gaze at Androcles intently. It was a movement that did not go unnoticed. Muton? She questioned.


Helen leaned forward. “Does this name mean something to you sister?” She asked.


Andro are you sure that is what they said? Arzoal asked.


Andro nodded. “Yes. They were positive.”


Arzoal turned her head away and blinked several times in quick succession. That is... it is very strange.


“Why?” Martin spoke.


Arzoal blinked one last time and looked at him. Androcles has shown you what we talked of a few weeks ago? She asked him.


Martin nodded. “Yes. Some of it I had already figured out.” He told her. “The details you told him only filled in what I had put together overall. At least in some fashion. The Kavalians were a surprise, but you being a Pralor was not.”


The Pralor who found me after I transferred by conscious mind to an egg... Arzoal spoke. Her father was a member of our crew. The Senior Science Engineer. His name... his name was Muton.


So it’s a Pralor name grandmother? Elynth asked.


Arzoal nodded. And not a common one. One of the first things we learned of as a child in our schools was about our first generation leaders. One of the three Pralors who founded the Science Agency was named Muton. Every few thousand generations that passed within his own descendants and they would name another after him. As I said... it was not a common name.


Martin looked at her. “Arzoal... just for reflection purposes here... how long had the Pralors been around before all the bad stuff went down.”


Our recorded history went back over three million years. Some scholars suspected our actual history went back as far as ten million years. She answered.


Martin nodded. “Ten million years.” He said. “Wow... ok... that’s a lot of years.” 

Andro looked at his father. “Now you know why we can’t destroy it. Why we have to keep it. It has too much history father. The technological aspects aside... it has too much history to simply let it go. And part of it is our history for we carry Pralor blood within us.” He said. 

He looked at Andro. “I already came to the conclusion my first reaction was kneejerk. I just wanted to make sure Aikiro didn’t get any of it.” Martin said. 

“Well... we failed in some regard with that.” Andro spoke.

Martin shook his head. “What you and Resumar are doing is the right way to go. Yes... they got some data cores... but they wanted one of the avatars and they didn’t succeed in that or getting the history cores as you say. No... you did the right thing Andro.” He turned to looked at Arzoal. “My biggest question right now is why would a Kavalian have a Pralor name? The inhibitor would affect her Mindvoice abilities but not her wolf senses. Kavalians can’t fully hide when their scent changes and they lie. Kinsoaurgai is more than proficient enough to detect that.”
Arzoal shook her head. I do not know. If Shiria has not mentioned it then it can only be a coincidence. Perhaps the children got it wrong.

“They were pretty adamant Elder Mother.” Andro said. “Maybe they just mispronounced it?”

“It’s possible.” Helen said. “So soon after being granted awareness they may have either mispronounced or taken it out of context.”
Martin looked at Andro. “Could you touch them again with a Mark II Andro?”

Andro shrugged. “With Elynth, Sadi in the connection with me probably... yes. It would be far easier with you and mother of course. The four of us could focus more and direct our search.”

Martin shook his head. “If both of us are in the same connection anyone even remotely skilled in Mindvoice could detect us. Add if your mother and Sadi and it’s a given.”

Your father is correct Androcles. Arzoal spoke. It is a risk just with you and Sadi within the same connection because she now burns almost as brightly as you within Mindvoice. With your shielding skills it tempers it a great deal... but your father and you... your mother and Sadi… even shielded, it would be like turning on a million lights in a dark room.

Andro looked at his father. “Then the only question is where to direct our search. We don’t know where they have taken her. She has not returned to Cabelir as I thought. Res burst that information to me late yesterday. Pusintin has returned but without mother.” Andro rose to his feet and sipped his coffee. No one spoke as they watched him pace back and forth for a short time. All of them had seen him like this before and they knew his mind was running scenarios and options like a computer. He turned back to his father. “Nefoa.” He said finally. 

“Nefoa?” Martin asked.

Andro nodded. “Grandfather Riall mentioned this before and I did not think anything of it. Nefoa is their most forward base and their most heavily fortified. It is where they have launched several invasions into High Coven space from.”

Martin nodded. “So?”

“If you knew there was an active resistance within the Union father and you wanted to hold a very high level prisoner that the resistance could possibly try and rescue, would you put that prisoner on Earth? On Apo Prime?”
“No!” Martin answered instantly. “Too high profile. Too risky. I’d stick them in the most secure location as far out of the way as possible.”

Andro nodded. “Yes... a forward base that has not only ships and ground troops but is also protected by numerous ODTs?”

Martin sat back in his chair. “The officer in charge of monitoring the equipment we tapped into at the Kavalian OP said there was increased traffic between Nefoa and Cabelir but he couldn’t determine about what.” 

Andro nodded once more. “Grandfather was right.” He said softly. “I’d bet good credits that is where they have taken her.”

Martin thought for a long moment. “Pusintin wouldn’t have direct control over her though.” He said after a minute shaking his head. “He wouldn’t let her out of his sight.” 

“You are thinking like a Spartan father.” Andro told him. “You know how Kavalians treat their females. They are like second class… third class citizens! No Kavalian male is afraid of a female. Any female.”

Martin met his eyes. “Your mother is not just any female Andro.” He said softly. “She is certainly capable of taking out a Kavalian or two. Or three. I’ve seen her pissed remember, it ain’t a pretty sight.”

“She also is very pregnant Martin.”  Helen spoke. “And with the Mindvoice inhibitor… she will not be able to draw on her reserves or her connection to you, Aricia or any of her fellow Queens.” Helen leaned forward now. “Andro is right. They don’t fear her. To them she is just another elf female. Pusintin has been among them for so long now he thinks like they do. He believes you are dead and he believes For'mya will do nothing because she craves his aura and his touch upon her, whether willingly or not.”
Martin looked at her with dark eyes. “Helen…” He growled at her.

Helen waved her hand at him. “Oh do not get your dander up Martin Leonidas. No one believes what they say but you can not deny the blood within her. Or what it would do if you were truly dead. Her mind would scream out no while her blood would say yes. That is a curse and a blessing to our females and not something you can just wish away. You know this.” She spoke to him. “Besides… we are conjecturing here. Andro is right… this is how your brother will think.”

Andro nodded. “So he would have no problem sending her somewhere until the children are born. Especially someplace as heavily fortified as Nefoa.”

“I can’t hit Nefoa with just the thirty people I my team.” Martin said getting to his feet. “And any large scale attack and they will order her killed instantly. I won’t risk that! I won’t! She is my mate and wife and the children she carries are now my children! I won’t risk them! I won’t! Not for anything!”


Helen breathed a large sigh of relief and her face softened somewhat causing both of them to look at her. Andro’s eyebrow lifted slightly. “Feravomir?” He asked.


“You don’t know how wonderful it makes me feel to hear you say that Martin.” She said finally getting to her feet and looking at him. “A part of me feared that perhaps you might… that you might view them differently because of how they came to be.”


Martin met her eyes not taking offense at what she said. “Never.” He said softly. “She is… For'mya is part of me, just as Aricia, Anja, Dysea, Bella and now Cirith are. Each of them hold a part of me that makes me who I am. Anything that comes from within them is part of me. I will never forsake that! Never!”


“The father of their hearts.” Andro said softly moving closer to his father. “That is what they said you know. They called you the father of their hearts. I could see it in their thoughts.”


Martin looked at him now his face becoming harder. “Do it son. Find them Andro. I’ll figure something out if they are there. Have Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria join you as well. They are part of your strength now and the added power, even as unfocused as it is right now will be useful.” He ordered. “Arzoal?”


I will send for a booster immediately and have it brought to the meditation chamber on deck five. She spoke instantly. You and the others will need to remain outside the chamber Martin. Andro and Sadi will be able to direct their shielding, but if you…

Martin nodded. “I know.”


Andro put his hand on his father’s shoulder. “We’ll succeed father.” He said. “We’ll find out for sure. And then you can go and retrieve our mother.”

“Damn straight I will.” Martin growled.

NEFOA

MUTON’S QUARTERS


“You should have told me Miseo! Your mother should have told me! The Monitors should have told me!” Muton snapped angrily staring at the monitor.


The handsome face of the young Kavalian stared back at him from the monitor. The dark hair was cut very short, the blue eyes of his mother staring back at him. Gone was the black fur that had covered his son’s body the last time he had seen him, in its place smooth tanned skin like his mother.


“We tried to reach you via the usual sources but you did not respond.” Miseo spoke calmly.


“Things have been… they have been busy.” Muton answered.

“So busy that you can not make contact with us father? With mother at least? We have been worried. And then you call for all active Monitors to form on Nefoa with no reason or consulting with the Monitor Officers.” Miseo asked softly. “I volunteered to do this in case it was needed in the future. I still have my tail father. I’ve become quite good at hiding it if need be. This allows us to move about more freely among the cloned soldiers and gather information. I have already been on three different missions and all of them were successful. It was a good decision. Now tell me… what is going on that you would call all the active Monitors father? To Nefoa of all places.”


“I will tell you… but first… is the ship finished?” Muton asked.


Miseo nodded. “Kaleen and Olin finished the navigation array two months ago. The propulsion systems have been tested as much as we are able without revealing where we are to the KFI. Things are becoming very tense within KFI space. Reports are sketchy but war with the Lycavorian Union is looming in the future from everything we have heard. The Prefect and Marshall Pusintin have assassinated the Lycavorian King and taken the elven Queen prisoner. Pusintin raped and impregnated her and now they are using the children she carries as a means to take power within the Union.”


Muton nodded slowly. “Yes… that is true Miseo. How have you discovered that much? This information is not common knowledge.”


“The Fifth Monitor was able to make contact in the last year with a biogenically altered female within the Command Compound. He suspected she may have been connected to the Pralor Shiria is some way.” Miseo answered. “He has been posing as a high ranking officer within the Sixth Infantry Division as you know. The cloned troops who guard the compound. The senior officers are allowed access to the compound and use of these females. He believes she is privy to intelligence she should not have. Where she is getting the information we don’t know, but he sees her on a regular basis and this is the information that he is discovering when he sees her. How… I don’t know.”


“Well it’s true.” Muton spoke plainly. “I am with For'mya here on Nefoa. I have been caring for her and her children. That is why I have called the Monitors. We are going to take her and her children from the Kavalians and escape. You will need to inform the remaining Monitor Elders and start moving our people onto the ship today.”


“Today?” Miseo gasped. “Why?”


“Listen to me Miseo! Everything we have ever believed is true. Everything! Arzoal lives! She lives my son! For'mya herself is Bonded to one of her grandchildren!” Muton explained. “What we have always thought about Shiria is true! The Mindvoice ship exists and is now in the hands of Resumar Leonidas and his wife and mate Athani!”


“The Prefect’s youngest!” Miseo exclaimed.


Muton nodded. “The one who defected yes.” He answered. “Listen to me Miseo. The family… the entire Leonidas family are descended from Pralors. Just as we are! But they have not been limited in their abilities as we have. If what For'mya tells me is true, Martin Leonidas is not dead!”


Miseo’s eyes grew even wider. “Not dead?” He stammered. “Then… that would mean he…”


Muton nodded. “Yes. He will be coming for his wife and mate and he will utterly destroy everything in his path until he gets her back. A war with the Lycavorian Union would put our people at great risk while they are within Kavalian space. You know how Lycavorians value their families and especially their females. We must use the ship we have built and leave. Now. Before we are caught up in a war that could very well expose all of us.”


“But where will we go father?” Miseo asked. “Kaleen and Olin had hoped to discover the Mindvoice ship and find out where our people are. They…”


Muton shook his head. “The Mindvoice ship would not have had that information. If what For'mya tells me is accurate… information she learned from before she was taken by Pusintin… the ship is only ten thousand years old. It would not have what we want.”


“Then we… all we have done is for nothing.” Miseo said.


Muton shook his head. “No! Arzoal lives Miseo. The Elder Mother lives!”


“So?” Miseo stated. “She is a dragon now; she has been for almost forty thousand years father. How…” Miseo stopped talking and his blue eyes grew wider. “By the gods!”


Muton nodded feeling pride swell within him. All of his sons were supremely intelligent but Miseo was not only intelligent… he was unusually perceptive. “Yes Miseo. She may be a dragon but she was a Pralor before and she would know where the ship is that brought them from Elear. That ship would have the coordinates we need. That ship would have all we need.”


“But… but how do we get that knowledge?” Miseo asked. 


“Leave that to me my son.” He said. “Just get our people onto the ship and prepare to launch and meet us wherever I tell you.”


“Father… we won’t be able to mask the output of the engines.” Miseo spoke. 


“We won’t need to. Just be prepared to come when I call for you.” Muton spoke. “And no matter what you do… ignore the maelstrom that will be taking place on Nefoa when you arrive Miseo.”


“What maelstrom? What are you talking about?” Miseo asked.


“Do you truly believe Martin Leonidas will not discover she is here?” Muton asked. “After all we have studied of the Lycavorians and their culture and their people? That man… if he is as powerful as I believe… he will be like a heat seeking missile in his trek to find one of his mates. And he will sweep aside any in his way. His entire family is no different. He’s alive! He is letting his oldest son… his hammer if you will… he is letting Androcles control the wave of war that is coming, while he sneaks in and recaptures what is his. I have spent many hours speaking with For'mya my son… she is wise beyond belief and patient and what she tells me I believe. The time is not far off and you need to be ready.”

Miseo nodded. “I will inform the others and see to it father.”


Muton nodded. “I must go and see For'mya… but tell your mother I will see her soon and I look forward to holding her in my arms once more. And tell your brothers I have many surprises for them as well. Be safe my son. I will see you in a few days.”


“And you father.” Miseo said in reply.


Muton waited until the image of his son vanished from the highly secure and totally illegal COM array’s monitor. He quickly collapsed the small array, built with technologies that the KFI did not even know about, and soon he placed the data pad sized device into his vest. He got up and adjusted his desk before turning and moving to his door. He glanced back as the door opened and then turned to see the stern looking Kavalian officer take four more strides and stop in front of him.


“Senior Colonel Muton!” The large Kavalian spoke. “How good to see you again!”


Muton calmed himself easily and he forced a natural smile to his face as the door to his quarters closed. “Senior Colonel Dinxi of the famed Puma Bane Defense Forces. It has been a long time has it not?”


“Thirteen years.” Dinxi answered. “And you have not changed your appearance in all that time.”


Muton chuckled. “Clean living my friend. You should try it.” He stated. 

“Yes…” Dinxi stated. “You have secured two entire wings of the medical center for your purposes and I wish to know why. I also want two of my men in the same room as that Elf bitch you brought with you at all times.”


Muton crossed his arms over his chest. “For what purpose?” He asked.


“I don’t trust her!” Dinxi snapped. 


“She is four days from giving birth to the Marshall’s son.” Muton spoke. “She is no security risk to you or to your men. Marshall Pusintin has given me full authority in regards to her. I don’t particularly care to be around her myself, but it is my duty.”


“This base is under my command.” Dinxi snapped. “I will decide what will be done and why!”


“Nefoa is under your command yes… but my authority supersedes yours Dinxi.” Muton said. “Marshall Pusintin tasked me with insuring his son is born healthy and with no difficulties. Non-Kavalian females are notorious for being modest in this time. Anything that causes her stress will cause the child stress. Would you care to contact Marshall Pusintin and explain to him that his son suffered mental damage because you did not get your way?”


Dinxi blinked several times before his hostile posture dissipated and he stood there. Even as well respected as he was, he had no desire to bring the wrath of Pusintin down on him. “No.” He said quickly. “No I would not.”


Muton nodded. “I didn’t think so.” He said. “Listen Dinxi… we have not seen eye to eye on many things through the years, but on this we agree. Neither of us can stand these elf scum and we both consider their women no more than glorified whores.”


Dinxi nodded. “On that we agree.” He stated becoming even less hostile now. 


“If Pusintin goes through with things as he has impressed to me, once I deliver his son, he will dispense with the elf bitch.” Muton spoke. “Now…” Muton moved closer to him. “If you like, I can insure that she is left here with you as your toy. Pusintin was going to give her to the brothels, but take it from me… she is too good for the brothels.”


Dinxi met his eyes. “Ahhh… I had heard that you…”


Muton held up his hand. “Please… I would tear her to pieces in my frustration. I have heard the Marshall speaking though and he says she is almost as good as Jalersi. Now… how many of us have not fantasized about having Jalersi’Puat in our bed? Dinxi… wouldn’t it be better for you to gain something from this inconvenience?”


Dinxi met his eyes. “You can assure this to me?”


Muton met his eyes. “Give me the space and time I need to deliver this child and I will give her to you myself.”


Dinxi nodded. “Then you will have it.” He said. “But I wish to inspect her once the child is born.”


Muton nodded. “I believe that is fair.” He said. “I will give you daily reports but she must not be disturbed.”


Dinxi nodded. “Done.” He spoke.


Muton grasped his hand. “Then let this be the first day of a new beginning between us. We will both achieve something from this dull duty.”


“When can I expect your first report?” He asked.


“I am heading to the lab now. I will do a full medical scan with intimate details and images for you and send them right off.” Muton spoke. “I have most of these things already. Images from before she began to show.”


Dinxi nodded. “Very well.” He stated. “I will expect them within the hour?”


Muton nodded. “Done.” Dinxi grunted and headed off down the corridor. Muton watched him go with a cruel smile on his face. “Enjoy them while you can Colonel Dinxi…” He whispered. “For when you come to collect For'mya I can guarantee you will get far more than you bargained for.”

NEFOA MEDICAL CENTER


Androcles! Fedor and Eirene’s voices exploded into the powerful connection.

Hello my brother and sister. Androcles’s voice echoed in their minds within For'mya’s womb. It was deeper than before but very clear.


Where are you? Eirene asked. You sound so close.


I am using a device that boosts the clarity of our connection. Andro answered. And Sadi has returned with me as well as my other wives and mates. You feel Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria within our connection as well now.


Hello little ones! Sadi’s musical voice echoed.


Sadi! They both declared. We have names now! We asked mother to allow us to name ourselves and we have. Eirene and Fedor! Those are our names! Eirene affirmed happily. 

Ah… Eirene for Peace. Andro said. And Fedor means Lion. Your names fit my brother and sister. Where is mother? Where are you?


The time when we will be entering your world is coming and mother grows more tired easily now. The drugs they used to… Eirene stopped almost as if she was distraught and could not continue. Fedor picked it up for his sister.


The drugs they gave to mother to make us grow faster… now that it is so close they make her tired. She just fell to sleep for she was talking with Muton for some time. He came to check on her and then he left. Fedor answered.


Is he there now? Andro asked.


No. He will return with lunch for mother. Eirene replied once more. He is a nice man Andro. He even gave mother a weapon to protect herself if he is not here.


A weapon? Andro said. Why has he not removed the inhibitor from mother Eirene? You and Fedor told her about it yes? 


We did. Muton and mother decided to do it at the same time as Fedor and I enter the world. She answered. She will heal faster if she does not have to undergo a second operation to have it removed. 


Do you trust this man Eirene? Fedor? Does mother trust him? Andro asked.


Yes. He is funny looking with all that hair, but he has been very kind to mother. Eirene answered. He laughs when he touches her stomach and we kick for him. Mother does too now a little. She has a beautiful laugh Andro. We want to hear her laugh more.

Yes… yes she does. And you will… I promise you. He answered. Do you have any idea where you are? Have you seen anything that may give you a clue?


We are on a planet. Fedor replied. It is a large orange like planet with many of the hairy men. We saw lots of ships among the stars. Muton called it… Ne… Na… Eirene?


He called it Ne… fo… a. Eirene answered. Yes… Ne… fo… a. We are still learning different words and we study everything you showed us.


Do not do so much as to tire yourselves out. Andro told him with some worry in his voice. That would not be a good thing. What has this Muton been talking with mother about? Do you recall?


Funny things. Eirene said. He speaks of dragons like mother’s Bonded sister Aurith. We want to meet her so badly. Mother has told us of her and how much she loves her. And today he talked of strange people with strange names. A place he does not know how to get too. He wants mother’s help in finding it.


What do you mean? Andro asked.


He talked with her until she fell asleep today. I don’t think mother told him that we hear everything he says. Or that we understand so much. Fedor said. He asked mother to have us ask you if we spoke to you again. Mother said she did not think we would but she would make sure.


Ask me what fervon?


Where a ship is. A space ship I think. He said the mother of all dragons would know and to ask her where it is. Fedor continued. Do you know what he means Andro?


I think so yes. Andro answered. Eirene, Fedor, KertaGai is going to leave our connection for a time. She will be back soon but while she is gone I want to pass more things to you as long as you are able to digest them. The father of your hearts is here with me, our father, and you must hear what he has said. Mother must hear so share it with her when she wakes. Then I wish to pass you more skills.


We are ready. Eirene spoke.

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN


Martin and the others turned quickly when the door to the meditation chamber opened and Sadi exited quickly. She re-sealed the door and moved to where they were standing in the large corridor. Arzoal was settled on the floor of the corridor beside Isheeni and Torma. Aurith on her opposite side.


“Sadi… what is wrong?” Aricia gasped taking her hands with concerned eyes.


“Nothing. Nothing truly. We have made contact.” She said a little out of breath.


Helen moved forward and placed her hand on Sadi’s arm seeing the signs first. “Breath Sadi… you are still swirling from the intensity and power of the connection. Calm your heart as Andro showed you.”


Sadi took a deep breath and closed her eyes allowing the breath to leave her lungs slowly. She opened her jungle green eyes again and looked at Martin who was watching her intently. “I’m sorry Martin… this is the first time I have used a Mark II and it makes… it makes Andro so powerful and so focused.”


Martin placed his large hand on her shoulder gently and smiled warmly. “You do not need to apologize Sadi.” He said softly. “The first time is always strange… but it will become easier. Hope it doesn’t make you regret becoming his anome?”


Sadi smiled and shook her head as she felt his aura swirl around her in a fatherly fashion just as her own father’s did. She took another deep breath and let it out and then nodded her head. “Nothing will make me regret that.” She said. “We have made contact and they are on Nefoa… just as Andro and Admiral Riall thought.” She looked around and noticed Cirith was missing. “Everyone is not here?” She said.

“Cirith is with Dorian and Ryner.” Isabella answered. “They could not sleep and she is instructing him in how to use his skills. She uses the shadows very well if I do say so myself.”


Sadi nodded. “Well… we have contact with them as I said.”


“They are sure they are on Nefoa?” Martin asked.


Sadi nodded. “Andro passed quite a bit of knowledge to them the first time. More than I had thought. They match almost Dorian in what they know and how they speak. Fedor said the planet was…”


“Fedor?” Anja gasped with a smile.


Sadi nodded as Anja, Dysea, Isabella and Cirith crowded closer. “Yes… forgive me. Their names are Fedor and Eirene.”


“Peace and Lion.” Helen whispered as she grasped Martin’s hand and squeezed it with a smile. “For'mya named them well.”

“They chose their names.” Sadi said surprising them all. “They chose their names in order to provide comfort and protection for their mother. Until the father of their hearts comes for them.” She finished looking at Martin.


Carians alinn jar hote. Isheeni’s voice broke in filled with awe. (Gods bless us all)

Helen looked at her and nodded. “Yes indeed Isheeni. Yes indeed.”


“Go on Sadi.” Martin said his own face softening somewhat and his voice very nearly breaking.


“He said the planet looked orange and there were a lot of hairy men as he called them. Many ships in stars above.” Sadi said. 


“The light particles in the oceans make the planet appear orange from orbit.” Martin said with a nod regaining some of his exposure. “It’s Nefoa.”


“Is For'mya alright?” Aricia asked. “Is she hurt?


Sadi shook her head quickly. “No. This Kavalian… and his name is Muton… it appears he is a doctor. He has been taking care of her and insuring that she is safe. He even gave her a weapon to protect herself when he is not in the room with her.”


“A weapon?” Dysea asked shocked.

This man is a Kavalian? Arzoal asked now. He does not act as any Kavalian we have ever heard of.


“No he doesn’t.” Martin said. “What else Sadi?”


“The time of their arrival is coming soon.” Sadi told them. “They told us that For'mya is sleeping more and she gets tired very quickly.”


Anja nodded as she pressed close to Aricia. “The same way she got just before Arrarn and Bryon were born, do you remember?” She said. 
Aricia nodded. “Yes.”

“If she’s doing this and sleeping more then it is only hours before they arrive.” Anja said.

“Hours?” Sadi gasped.


Anja nodded. “Based on the design of the Kavalian growth hormone and how it worked on Dorian, and removing our modifications to it, if she is acting like this now… then I estimate she’ll give birth within the next twelve hours.” She told them. “This is exactly how she acted before Arrarn and Bryon were born as I said.”


“Sadi… anything else?” Helen pressed her.


“The Kavalian… Muton… he wants to know the location of a ship. He asked For'mya to have Eirene and Fedor question Andro if he contacted them again. I think it’s something recent for they mentioned none of this before.” Sadi said. She turned to look at Arzoal. “Eirene told Andro it was a ship that Muton said only you would know the location of Elder Mother. It was your ship.”


Arzoal’s eyes grew wide at this. Me? My ship? I do not… no… Arzoal stopped talking as her wings fully extended out to the sides. It can’t be!

Martin looked at her, watching as her eyes batted several times in confusion. “Can’t be what? Arzoal… you know what this man is talking about? What ship? Why would he want to know where your TYPE I was Arzoal?”


No Martin… not my ship now. Arzoal answered meeting his eyes and extending her head out on her neck to within inches of his face. They had trusted each other implicitly for over two decades, many times Arzoal sharing with Martin things that only Helen knew. Martin… do you remember what I told you and Torma all those years ago. About the eggs.


Eggs? Isheeni asked looking at her mother. What eggs?


I swore you to secrecy that day Martin Leonidas. Arzoal spoke softly. You and Torma both.


“I remember.” He said. “What does that have to do with what we are discussing right now?” 


Those eggs were stored on the ship I brought the dragons from Elear on. Arzoal said. Buried in a mountain much as CS41 was. 


Martin’s eyes grew wide. “The egg chamber was your ship?” He gasped.


Arzoal nodded. Yes.


“How the hell would a Kavalian know about that ship?” Martin snapped. 


Helen looked at Arzoal. “Perhaps now is the time to share this knowledge with everyone sister.” She said.


Arzoal looked at her Bonded sister and drew her head back. Yes. She settled back to the deck and drew a deep breath. The ship I used to bring the remainder of the dragons from Elear to Enurrua was the same ship used to transport those who left Elear to find another world for us to prosper on. It was a Pralor Scout ship. About the size of one of our LEONIDAS-Class ships now. It made two trips and was suppose to return within four years to take the remainder of us off. It did not return for nine thousand years. We never discovered why, but it returned in working order with all of its systems operational. It’s data cores had been wiped except for the automated order to return to Elear. By this time I could not bring myself to leave this quadrant of space and we did not know where the others had gone. I chose Enurrua so that we could remain reasonably close to the elves as they grew and prospered. When we made the move to Enurrua, the ship was used as our main egg chamber for nearly ten millennia. Only when Chetak and the others were getting too close did I reach out to Shiria. I had felt her presence for some time but now I needed her help. She brought VORTEX Cruiser 341 to Enurrua and I sent four thousand of my kind off Enurrua. She brought them here to Earth. Just as I told you and Torma Martin. Once that was done… the only part of the scout ship that remained operational was the egg chamber. Arzoal lowered her head now. When Chetak was about to breach the egg chamber I ordered it destroyed. Nearly ten thousand eggs and almost three thousand of Chetak’s forces died in the explosion and the resulting collapse of the tunnels around it.


Oh mother. Isheeni gasped pressing her body close to her mother to give her support. You have carried this burden all of these years?


I gave the order. Arzoal spoke softly. It was the only way to keep Chetak from taking so many of our children and brutalizing them for his own gain. She looked at Isheeni. I did the right thing Isheeni.


“Yes you did.” Martin spoke moving up to her and placing his hand on her thick foreleg. “We have already discussed this Arzoal and it will remain where it belongs. In the past.”


I agree. Torma spoke. We have bigger problems.


Martin nodded. “Like how this Kavalian even knew your ship existed. And how he knows about you.”


Arzoal turned to look at him and nodded her massive head lowering her snout to butt Martin gently. Yes. She spoke.


“Chetak never knew that the egg chamber was actually a ship right?” Martin asked.


Arzoal shook her head. No. Impossible. None of them ever made it inside the chamber. Only into the tunnels. And they were carved from the mountain. The ship was made from the same bio-mechanical materials as CS41. It would appear as organic rock and such unless you had the proper instruments. Just as Dragon Mountain does.

Dysea looked at Martin with wide emerald green eyes. “Nauta Melme… you knew of this ship in Kavalian space? And Shiria?” She asked stunned.


Martin nodded slowly. “Of its existence Melda Min… yes. Of where it was… no.” He answered her. “Arzoal and I tried to use Avi to find it but we never could. Shiria must have powered it down to the bare minimum.”


“That is why you acted so calmly when Aikiro brought it to us?” Anja said. “You didn’t bat an eye because you already knew about it.”


Martin nodded again. “Yes.”

“And you never went after her?” The new voice spoke and they turned to see Wayonn walking towards them. He moved up between Anja and Helen. “You knew Shiria lived and you never went after her Martin? Why?”


“I knew… I knew she would contact me if her situation became untenable.” Martin answered. 

“How did you know this?” Wayonn asked.


Martin shrugged. “A feeling? A little voice in my head? Does it matter?”


“Even I did not know Arzoal was a Pralor until I came here.” Wayonn spoke. “I always knew Shiria was protecting something or someone and that is why she remained among the Kavalians. That is why she went against my advice and did what she did here on Earth. The technology… the ships. She knew you were alive! And she knew you would return!” Wayonn moved closer to Martin. “What else do you have in that head of yours Martin Leonidas? Things you are not telling anyone?”

Martin’s dark brown eyes focused on Wayonn for a long moment and when he spoke his words were clear and tinged with a wisdom that none of them had ever heard before. “What I know… what Andro and I know… it is not by choice. And it would terrify you Wayonn.” He said softly, his words causing both Aricia and Sadi to look at him oddly.

“Perhaps not so much as you might think my boy.” Wayonn said softly. “There is a very unique thing that sets you and your son Androcles apart from all of us Martin. You know things that others do not. You sense things that others do not. This is a skill I have known in only one other person… and that was Sumar.”


“I can’t… we can’t see the future Wayonn.” Martin said.


Wayonn shook his head. “No… but this prescience you share with your son… it is part of the reason you are so powerful. And I suspect it is why your father was so powerful as King of Sparta and Resumar so enigmatic as King of your people and the others who choose to follow him. This could also be why the Spartans were so devastating and feared in combat. And this skill you pass to those around you in different ways. Surely you have noticed it.”  


“This is all very interesting grandfather” Helen spoke. “And we will need to explore it in the future but we have other issues right now. Andro can not maintain the connection to the twins forever… even with the Mark II helping him. We won’t know anything for sure until we ask Shiria what she knows. If anything at all.” Helen spoke. “She needs to return now Martin. She needs to return here so that we can have her knowledge behind us. So we can use it. And we need to decide what to do!”

I agree. Arzoal spoke. 


Wayonn nodded staring at Martin for a moment longer. “As do I.” He said.


Martin nodded his head. “I’ll let Res know… but now we need to determine what or who this Muton is and why he wants the location of your old ship.” 
  

“You are sure the ship was destroyed Arzoal?” Isabella asked now. 


The entire upper half of the mountain collapsed into the tunnels and on the egg chamber. Arzoal answered. Nothing could have survived.


“I have found that nature does not always make the perfect killing machine.” Isabella said.

Arzoal shook her head. I do not know who he is! We never had contact with the Kavalian people after we sent their ancestors to Cabelir. And if Shiria knew of him she would have told us by now.


Wayonn nodded. “I concur. This man… he obviously has some knowledge of Pralors. How else would he know of you Arzoal? Shiria would not tell even me that you existed, so why would she share it with a Kavalian?”

She wouldn’t. Arzoal spoke.


“Exactly.” Wayonn said. “There is only one other logical explanation. He is descended from Pralors.”

“What?” Martin gasped.


Impossible! Arzoal exclaimed. A Kavalian! Never! We banished them!


Wayonn looked at her. “Was that decision unanimous among the remaining Pralors on Elear after you defeated Artre?”


Arzoal nodded. Yes. There was some discontent but all of us ultimately agreed.

Wayonn turned back to Martin. “Leaving out Xaxon for the moment… none of the original Pralors on Lycavore left the planet until Sumar sent me to try and determine what happened on our homeworld. Arzoal is the only Pralor that had contact with the Kavalians. Therefore it is only logical to assume, somehow at least, that those who left Elear in the first two waves as you said returned and assimilated themselves somewhat into Kavalian society as it was.”


But why? Arzoal gasped. They are no less savage and brutal now than they were then Wayonn.


“Perhaps to try and do what we did on Lycavore.” Wayonn answered. “As Pralors that was our sole purpose Arzoal. You know this… you are older than me by nearly ten thousand years. That is what we did.”


I know that Wayonn! Arzoal huffed.


“When all that is left is the logical and the impossible and logic no longer applies… then the impossible is the answer.” Wayonn said. “Or something to that effect.”


“Nubous!” Martin swore spinning around. “This cerebral sibfla is beginning to give me a headache! Just point me in the right direction and tell me who I have to kill and how many so that I can get For'mya and my children back damn it!” He finished the sentence almost shouting the words.


Aricia and Dysea reached for him at the same time and as their hands touched him, the rapidly building anger seemed to flow out of him instantly. Wayonn and the others noticed this as Anja and Isabella moved closer to him as well.


“If the ship is destroyed then tell him.” Wayonn spoke. “He obviously already knows it exists and if he is protecting For'mya as the twins say, then he is not an enemy.”


“Part of the problem is we don’t know what he is Wayonn.” Aricia stated.


Wayonn nodded. “Then let’s find out child.” He spoke. “Tell him where the ship is and then we take our team and go to Enurrua and find it before he does and then we meet him there. It’s obvious by his actions so far that he has no intention of turning For'mya over to Pusintin or the Kavalians. What he has done so far would get him executed immediately if what we know of the Kavalians is true, so it is logical to assume she and the children will be with him. And if he does what he says he’s going to do, we’ll confirm this as soon as he removes the inhibitor from her body and Andro can talk to her directly.”


“Andro?” Martin said. “Why not me?”


“Because you are still dead my boy, at least as far as the Kavalians are concerned. If this is some sort of elaborate trap, it would not do for them to actually succeed where they failed before. And to be honest… right now Androcles is far more focused and attuned to the twins and by virtue of that For'mya herself.”


Martin paused and then nodded. “I really fucking hate it when you are right.” He said.


Wayonn smiled. “Yes… so Dutkne has told me on many occasions.”


“I will remain here.” Isabella said. “Dorian is still too young for me to leave him Martin.”


Martin nodded. “I know.” He stated. “Red… you have to stay here too. With Andro and you together, it shows a united front even after Hadaria.”


Anja nodded. “I figured as much. But take Duewa at least. And Thoti. He is her strength. As much as it burns my ass to admit… she is the strongest Healer we have right now behind Eurin and Eliani. I need Sivana and Ceuma to remain here with me. You may need Duewa and I think… I’m beginning to trust her.”


Martin nodded. “Aricia you…”


“I am dead as well remember Beloved.” She said with a grin. “And I do not fear going back to that place. I have long put it far behind me.”


Martin looked at Arzoal. “Arzoal… get with your aide and have her draw up as accurate a map as you can. You are not going… before you ask.”


Martin I must. Arzoal spoke. 


It will be much faster if the Elder Mother is with us Martin my brother. Torma spoke.


“Shit!” Martin swore again. “Alright… have a new TYPE II prepped. No sense in risking OMEN THREE if it is a trap.”


“I agree.” Wayonn said. “I will contact Shiria and tell her the choice is no longer hers. She needs to take her ship and return now. Bella… you and Anja will be able to get whatever knowledge she may have to us as soon as you have it?”


“Count on it.” Anja said.


“If we have to carry it ourselves.” Isabella answered.


Martin nodded. “Ok… Sadi you…” He turned and realized Sadi was no longer next to him. “Sadi?”


I needed to get back Martin. Sadi’s voice filled their heads. I could not wait any longer. I will tell Andro and the twins.


Wayonn chuckled. “And here you thought your mates were the only stubborn, action oriented females you knew.” He said.


“Stubborn?” Dysea snapped. “You think we are stubborn?”


“Thanks Wayonn.” Martin said. 

