CHAPTER EIGHTY-FOUR
CABELIR
FOUR DAYS POST DECLARATION OF WAR


The Center within the Command Compound was once more filled with Kavalian officers, having been declared safe the day before after a thorough search of every possible hiding place for enemies and bombs of any kind. Many of the gathered men were still in a state of shock at what had transpired over the last three days and all of them knew their leader was not in any way happy. Keleru stood in front of the large window staring out over the compound itself. Smoke still trickled into the air from where the wall had been destroyed and the Secondary Command Center reduced to burnt rubble. Kattu stood to the side once more with a handful of data pads waiting to answer whatever questions his uncle may have had. Caruma’Pameni and 
Diseno’Sessi sat beside one another, since they were now senior, the other Admirals and Pride Leaders not daring to speak.

With a heavy sigh Keleru turned back to his military and Pride leaders and looked at them. He had acted rashly he now knew. He had thought them untouchable here on Cabelir. The High Coven had never staged so bold an attack even with their Shroud capable ships, and it was now painfully obvious that the Union Shrouds were far better than the ones employed on Coven ships. The Lycavorian Union also had officers and leaders who were far more daring and capable it seemed. Keleru’Puat did not reach his position by being foolish. His anger had cost them dearly. Admiral Liatthi and his force were now licking their wounds and hiding outside Coven space. They had poured across the High Coven border expecting to be met by a handful of High Coven Fleet Groups as their intelligence had told them. Keleru should have known the son would have laid a trap for them. They had witnessed Liatthi fighting a losing battle almost from the start. Ten Lycavorian Union Fleet Groups had joined with the five Coven Fleet Groups to pulverize the invading Kavalian force badly, led by that vampire Admiral Pontal who had been a thorn in their sides for over a decade. If all their reports were accurate, it would also seem that the Union Admiral of the Fleet Riall had been in joint command with Pontal. The name Riall was well known among the Kavalian officers, and their combined experience and leadership had decimated the Kavalian Task Force. 

Liatthi had led bravely and well, but in the end the surprising coordination and power of the front line Union ships began to simply wear down the Kavalian forces. Keleru had never expected the Lycavorian Union and High Coven to blend so easily together. Fighter squadrons from both sides had swept in against Kavalian forces using flanking tactics and in some cases brute force. They fought side-by-side as if they had been fighting like this for centuries. The Union ships maneuvered and fought with High Coven ships within their ranks, and vice versa. The hated vampire Admiral Pontal himself had led a daring strike into the heart of the Kavalian Task Force with a hundred ships, half of them Union. They had jumped directly into the center of the rear of the Task Force and decimated the follow on Fleet Groups with missiles and long range batteries, jumping away before the superior numbers of the Kavalian Task Force could respond and destroy them. It was almost as if they knew what the Kavalians would do.

Keleru knew that was not possible. Androcles Leonidas had outsmarted him, and while that fact burned Keleru’s pride he knew that Androcles had others around him that simply reeked with experience fighting against superior odds. The Union leaders were well versed in such tactics and the High Coven Commanders appeared to be learning very quickly. After sixteen hours of battle Liatthi had done the only thing he could do and he retreated back across the border with barely half his Task Force intact. The man had actually asked to be allowed to kill himself for his failure, but Keleru had long before that regained his emotions. He refused Liatthi’s ridiculous request and ordered the man to return to the space they controlled and to reform his forces. Keleru was not about to throw away experienced men because they had failed at something he had ordered gripped in his savage anger.


He looked at his leaders, men who had been with him for years. Loyal to him and his goals. He stepped back up to the table slowly.


“I allowed my anger at events to override my good sense.” He finally spoke. “Many of you in this very room have cautioned through the years that attacking the Union would not be the same as fighting the High Coven. They are a different breed you told me. I didn’t listen and now we have paid for my foolishness. We will pay no more.” Keleru returned to his chair and looked at the men. “It has been nearly two thousand years since I have picked up a weapon and fought. It is you in this room who have done that. I should have listened to you. I will take the blame for everything that has happened and now we must decide what to do.”

Keleru’s admission was a surprising relief for the men in the room, but something all of them had expected. Their leader was not a fool, and they were loyal to him because of this. Unfortunately… the last few days had not been kind to the Kavalian Federation. They had won many more battles than they had lost against the High Coven, and all of them had become drunk with the victories. They all thought of themselves as unbeatable. That was not the case as they all now knew. Their losses just in the last three days had surpassed their combined losses in the last ten years of war with the High Coven.


Keleru turned to Kattu. “Nephew… tell us what has happened?”


Kattu stepped forward. “Uncle… Admirals.” He spoke. “As we all know, Admiral Liatthi is now holding position 1.2 Light Years Spaceward of Ukwav. The combined High Coven and Union forces have retaken some territory, but they stopped after reclaiming ten light years. As best we are able to discern right now, they are beginning to send out ground forces to the few colonies that we conquered. Our forces there are cut off and there is no way to help them. We must consider them lost.”


“How many colonies Kattu?” Keleru asked.


“Six major colony worlds Uncle. Four minor resource worlds.” Kattu answered. “To include the populations of those worlds and colonies. We have lost perhaps two thirds of the gains we made in and around Ukwav. The garrison forces there will fight, but they will be eliminated as superior firepower and numbers are brought to bear on them.”

“Coven and Union losses?” Caruma asked.


“No where near as severe as our own.” Kattu spoke. “As you all know… Union ships are built from day one to take enormous damage and still be able to function. Their technology has increased this trait. Many of the Union ships shielded Coven warships as the Coven pummeled Admiral Liatthi’s ships with long range missiles before he was able to close within weapons range. The Union ships, especially their LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers, proved superior in many ways that we were not aware. Their tactics were quick and brutally efficient strikes against the flanks of our Task Force, followed up with major engagements right into the hearts of our formations. All of their ships are far more maneuverable than anything we had thought. Their coordination was the tipping point. No matter what we tried we could not breach their defensive line. The Union has extensively upgraded their ships and fighters it appears. More so than anything our intelligence detected.”


Keleru looked at him. “What of the ships that struck our force in the Farnuri Expanse?” He asked.


“The logs of all twenty-three frigates that returned show the same thing Uncle.” Kattu answered. “A massive seven kilometer long ship the likes of which we have never seen before. Its weapons and missiles were far superior to anything we have. From logs and what sensor data the frigates were able to obtain, the weapons seem to be some sort of Quantum Fusion based power source. Even fully shielded ships were torn asunder.”

“And the ships that struck at Dalean and Kranek?” Caruma asked.


“They appear to be based, at least in some way, off this single large ship involved with the Farnuri Massacre. Power signatures were similar in many instances.” Kattu answered. “It just suddenly appeared within the field of battle and began firing. It’s technology is far more than anything we have.”


“It’s obvious the Union has developed new ships and technology that we did not know they have. It is only one ship though.” Diseno spoke. “Prefect… can this traitor Laustinos tell us anything?”


Keleru looked at him. “I have already sent for him.” He answered. “He has been hiding at Gellen Station since the destruction of the Icalro Alliance. I offered him anything he wanted to provide us as much information as he could. As much as I hate him as the traitor he is, now we need to use what he can tell us.”


“Can he be trusted?” Caruma asked.


Kattu stepped closer. “Androcles Leonidas has issued a bounty on his head of nearly fifty million credits. His only chance at surviving is within Kavalian space and he knows it. He will help us. He still may have connections that we can use as well.”


“I misjudged this boy Prince.” Keleru spoke. “I expected him to be like his father. I was wrong. His father never would have destroyed the Dregir Moon to stop our invasion from Uirmeik.” Keleru sat back. “No. I do not know that either. They are like rabid animals and we can not predict what they will do.”


Kattu placed the data pad on the table next to him. “Destroying the moon as he did has rendered all LSD travel through that sector of space impossible. The adjoining sectors are less affected, but the gravitational fluxes created by the destruction of the moon will be random and unable to detect. They could suddenly appear and swallow an entire Fleet. The risks involved in traversing this area now have become unacceptable.”

“Do not think he didn’t know this.” Caruma spoke. “Now… if we invade the Union from anywhere along this border they will see us coming long before we could strike. The fools in the Consortium and Limian governments will warn the Union as soon as any of our ships are detected crossing through their space. And the Union can reinforce any part of their side of this border in hours. That does not include the Defense Network they have installed along these sectors.”


“Pull them back Prefect.” Diseno spoke softly. “Pull them back out of the Union’s Border Network Sensor Array’s range.”


“We should keep them there.” Caruma spoke in disagreement. “Have the Union keep forces aligned against them so we can attack in other places.”


Diseno shook his head. “No Caruma. That is what they want us to do.” He stated. “Then they know where a good portion of our forces are. Pull them back so that we can regroup. There are far too many unknowns to deal with right now.”


Kattu nodded. “I agree with Admiral Diseno Uncle.” He spoke quickly. He bowed his head. “Forgive me… if I may speak among the Pride Leaders.”


Keleru looked at the men around the table. “He can do no worse than those of us here is that not true my friends? Perhaps a younger, fresher perspective is warranted now.” The officers nodded amongst themselves and Keleru looked at Kattu. “Continue nephew.”

Kattu nodded and moved to the large star chart that occupied the wall. “The Lycavorian Union is not a military state as we are. The actions Androcles Leonidas has taken are those of someone who wants time.” He said. “And for all intents and purposes he has achieved that. By destroying the moon and effectively sealing this portion of their border and then destroying a large portion of our front line warships, as well as our main cloning facilities on Dalean, he has effectively bought them six months.”


“Six months!” Caruma declared.


“That is how long it will take our other cloning facilities to produce the ones lost on Dalean.” Kattu spoke evenly. “And our shipyards to replace the losses we have already suffered at their hands.”


“So we allow them six months to build their forces?” Caruma asked with less hostility.


“It also gives us six months to replace what we have lost Admiral. And time to try and discover if they have more of these seven kilometer long ships.” Kattu spoke. “Where did they get this technology? It is obvious that at least some of their ships are using technology derived from this unknown ship. Where did this ship come from? It is obviously alien in origin. How else do you explain the ability of their forces to drive so deep into Kavalian space undetected? We have underestimated them Admiral… and it has cost us dearly. This also may be connected in some way to the Empress Aikiro’s actions. Now is not the time to continue to underestimate them.”

“Kattu is right.” Diseno spoke. “Think Caruma my friend. One ship and a small Union task force obliterated six hundred of our front line ships in minutes! Minutes! What if they have more of these ships?”


“Why would that witch have anything to do with what is happening now?” Another Admiral asked.

“What the Coven did on Earth was out of character for them sir.” Kattu spoke. “She risked her life and those of her daughter and her lover for a reason. They went to Earth for a reason.”


“To have the Union train their damnable beasts!” Another spoke.


“That was only part of it Admiral Werra.” Kattu said. “If all they wanted was the Union to train their dragons they could have sent an envoy. The Empress went herself. Why? She obviously was not prepared for what would happen. And she underestimated not only King Leonidas and his son, but the intentions of her own family.”


“If the King still lives where is he?” Caruma asked.


“He does still live.” Keleru stated. “Commander Popal contacted me again as they arrived at Talbor Seven. Leonidas is confirmed through Kalis to be the one who rescued the elf Queen For'mya. He is alive. Though his location now is suspect.”


“There is another reason we must use this time just as the Union is going to use it Uncle.” Kattu spoke. “Rape is among the most heinous of crimes you can commit within the Union. The rape of a sitting Queen as they have accused Marshall Pusintin… this will incite their people beyond anything else. We have seen that with the acceptance of Androcles Leonidas’s actions in their very Senate chamber.”


“Another question?” Diseno asked. “What did he do to Matuarr? This power he used to crush him like that? I have never seen anything like it.”


“And they gutted Qurot like an animal!” Another Admiral spoke harshly.


“We are not fighting the High Coven now.” Kattu spoke. “The Lycavorian Spartans will not retreat. They will fight to the death and take as many of our soldiers with them as they can before they fall. This drive… this spirit has infected all of their military. We will face it from the front line soldier and even from the lowliest technician. We must move with care Uncle. We must plan our assaults with care and guile. And we must have the forces to do so. We hold a nearly a four to one advantage now, but we need at least five to one if we are to invade the Union and gain any ground.”


Keleru sat back in his chair. “Then we will use the time just as they will.” He stated. “Caruma… redeploy the forces around Uirmeik into staging areas outside the Union’s Border Sensor Network. Put them back into a training mode and drill them mercilessly.” Keleru looked at Diseno. “I want you to reinforce Liatthi. Send him everything that we can spare right now. We can not afford to lose the space he occupies.”


Diseno nodded. “As you order Prefect.” He spoke.


“When Pusintin returns to full health he will undoubtedly have more for us to do.” Keleru spoke. “Order our other cloning facilities to increase their production and our shipyards into full war time mode. I want our losses replaced in six months.”


“Do we try to communicate with them diplomatically?” Another Admiral asked.


Kattu looked at his uncle. “This could be a good tool to try and confuse them Uncle.” He stated.


Keleru shook his head. “The son will not be fooled, but it may just work in taking away support from within their Senate.”


“We have Lycavorians that we have reached out to before Prefect.” Caruma spoke. “Maybe we could use them now as well.”


Keleru nodded. “Indeed. I want full reports from all of your Prides and the Prides you command. We will meet every week from here on out. Any new information I receive I will insure reaches you as soon as it comes across my desk.” He got to his feet. “One week from now we will return here and begin to plan the downfall of the Lycavorian Union.”


“What of the High Coven Prefect?” Diseno asked. “Do we continue operations against them?”

“That could incite reprisals from the Union.” Caruma spoke. “They obviously have made it clear they are willing to fight beside one another.” 
“The majority of our forces intended for use against the Coven are not factored into our overall fleet forces intended for use against the Union. We can still use them to keep the Union and the Coven guessing by conducting small raids and attacks within High Coven space.” Diseno continued. “It will incite reprisals yes… but it would also look odd if we did nothing at all.”
Keleru nodded. “I agree Diseno. Make it happen but do not waste these forces. When the time comes… we will turn everything against the Union and we will wipe both of them from existence.”

EARTH

GYTHEIO

ELIANI’S VILLA


Even with all that was happening around them, Eliani was still amazed at the peace and comfort she found in Jomann’s arms. They were sitting on the patio of her spacious villa as the sun was just beginning to break the horizon over the Laconia Gulf. They were both naked, as they usually were within her villa, Eliani sitting between his long legs and her bare back pressed against his chest with one of his legs bent at the knee. She was feeding them from a platter of leftover food they had gotten from dinner with his parents the previous night. Eliani was half Hadarian yes, but her father’s blood was dominant within her veins and it allowed her to feel things that many Hadarian’s who had been turned could not, simply because of the purity of that blood. 
That she and Jomann were truly Anomes was something Eliani would never forsake. Could never forsake. It was an incredibly rare occurrence in history when males or females not of pure Lycavorian blood became anomes. When they did however, it showed a connection and calling that their blood could not deny. The way Jomann could make her blood churn with desire and passion with just with a simple nuzzle upon her neck made Eliani realize that what Andro had told her so many times through the years was true. She was different. Half wolf, half Hadarian and very different indeed because of her blood and to a lesser degree of when she was conceived.


As Jomann’s lips grazed the back of her neck ever so softly, pushing aside her long Burgundy red hair, she smiled in wistful delight as tiny shivers coursed through her. She picked up one of the large Yiouvarlakia, ancient style Greek meatballs, within her fingers and lifted it over her shoulder. With a growl Jomann bit it in half and then she tossed the other half into her mouth and they both chewed as his powerful arms encircled her and pulled her closer against his bare chest. She loved it when his powerful arms crushed her to him, the skin of their bodies pressing close and touching in all the right spots. His aura, so powerful and dominant, swirled around her always now. Jomann was not the largest man Eliani had ever slept with, but Jomann’s cock was certainly the thickest and had impressive length nonetheless. His skill was that he knew just how to use it, which was not the case with most well equipped men. Every time he was inside her, Eliani found herself quivering in delight the entire time.

Eliani tilted her head upward a little and looked at his handsome face. A face she would see for eternity now. “When are you going to move the rest of your things in?” She asked him finally.


“Soon.” He said in reply.


Eliani sensed something in his voice and reached up with her hand to turn his face towards hers until his blue eyes were gazing at her intently. “What is wrong?” She asked him softly.

“Nothing.” He answered.


“Jomann… you can’t lie to me.” Eliani said. “It’s because of Malic isn’t it?”


Jomann looked at her. “Malic?” He gasped. Jomann chuckled. “No… Eliani my love. It is not because of Malic. You think I feel threatened by Malic?”


“I would hope not.” Eliani said with a grin. “He was never able to do to me what you do.”


Jomann chuckled again and lowered his face to hers, slowly drawing his lips across hers. Eliani’s four inch long Hadarian tongue snaked out to lick at his lips as he did. Jomann caught her tongue within his teeth for a brief second as he knew she loved and then he reached up and drew a finger over her lips and cheeks. “I did… I did not want to move all of my things here because I wanted us to purchase the home we will share into the future.”


“Here in Gytheio?” She asked.


Jomann nodded. “There are some newer homes on the bluffs.” He told her. “I have saved enough to buy one.”

“Jomann… you don’t have to do it all alone.” Eliani said.


“I won’t be.” He said with a smile. “I will have you with me. I wish to honor what I told your mother I would do Eli. Material possessions like in the past mean nothing to your father as a way of a gift for allowing me to claim you. What I can do is show them that I will care for you and love you with all that I am. Part of that is providing a home for you that suits you and the family we will have one day.”


Eliani stared at him with fern green eyes and felt the love wash through her. “Family huh?” She quipped.


Jomann nodded. “Of course.”


“I want four children at least.” Eliani told him. “Possibly six.”


Jomann chuckled as he pulled her closer. “I see you have been thinking about this as well?”


Eliani squeezed his arms around her. “I’m a woman. Of course I’ve thought about this.” She stated.


“You know… we should…” The chime on the door interrupted him and they both looked towards the door as the chime sounded again.


“Were we too noisy last night?” Jomann asked playfully.


Eliani laughed as she got to her feet. “You did have me howling quite loudly.” She said. “Stay right there. I will be right back after I ditch whoever is there.”


Jomann watched with passion filled blue eyes as her naked form crossed into the living room and she grabbed for the thin, nearly transparent robe on the arm of the couch. She pulled it around her as she moved down the short corridor to her main door. She passed her hand over the console and waited while the door slid open. Her fern green eyes grew wide when she saw the tall figure of Brendi Faith standing at the door. The rich auburn colored hair and stunning brown eyes made Eliani shudder involuntarily as she quickly closed the robe around her naked body.


“Brendi?” Eliani stammered.


Brendi for her part stared at Eliani Leonidas with stunned shock at how she had answered her door and what she was wearing. Her eyes caught a glimpse of Eliani’s breasts and Brendi glanced down for some reason, seeing a small tattoo on her hip and then her completely bald womanhood before Eliani closed the robe. Brendi brought her eyes up quickly, her mind confused as to why she suddenly felt flush and her skin tingled. Eliani’s burgundy colored hair looked wild and unkempt, her fern green eyes so very delightful and inviting. She shook her head quickly, remembering why she was here.


“Eliani Leonidas I need your help.” Brendi gasped finally.


Eliani didn’t hesitate and reached out for her hand drawing her into the villa. “Brendi! How… how did you get off Cranae Island without an escort?” She asked quickly. “How did you find our villa?”

“Eliani… my sister… my sister Nicolle is missing.” Brendi blurted ignoring her rapid fire questions.


“Missing?” Eliani stated. “What do you mean missing?”

“She is… she is gone from her room!” Brendi hissed softly. “She must have snuck out after Tasha went to sleep! She’s gone!”


“Are you sure? How did she get off the island?” Eliani asked as she pulled her further into the villa.


“I don’t know!” Brendi exclaimed. “You must help me find her! You must…”


Brendi looked up when she saw Jomann move quickly from the patio and back into the villa. Her eyes grew even wider when she saw he was completely naked and exposed for her gaze. Brendi’s eyes dropped and grew even wider when she saw his flaccid but still incredibly large cock. At least it was the largest she had ever seen in her life.

“Eli… what…?” Jomann skidded to a halt as he entered and saw Brendi beside Eliani. Her emotions had spiked and he had rushed back into the villa to discover what was wrong. “Sibfla!” He exclaimed finally as he yanked the small blanket from the couch and wrapped it around his waist.


Eliani immediately darted over in front of him to help him cover himself before looking into his face. “Nicolle got off the island somehow.” She said. “She’s missing!”


“What?” Jomann gasped looking at Brendi. “How? How did you get off the island?”


“I told… I told the Durcunusaan at the bridge that you had sent for me.” Brendi Faith explained quickly. “He just let me go!”


“He just let you go?” Jomann snarled. “I will have his…”


Jomann no! Eliani exclaimed within Mindvoice. I… I might have left word with the guards to let her come here if she… if she requested it.

Jomann met her eyes. Might have?


Ok… ok. I did. There is something about her Jomann. I… I want to be her friend. I want her to know she can talk to me. To us. Eliani urged.


Jomann looked at her beautiful fern green eyes and saw something within them that matched what he felt when looking at Brendi Faith. We will discuss this later. He spoke quickly to her. He looked up at Brendi. “Where did you see her last?”


“Her room on the island!” Brendi answered. “I need to find her. If my parents discover she is gone they will…”


Jomann shook his head. “Wait here. We will find her.” He stated before turning and heading for the bedroom.


Eliani looked at her. “Don’t leave Brendi!” She spoke. “We’ll find her… but we need to keep you with us too! Two minutes!”


Brendi nodded her head knowing she wouldn’t leave. She could not find Nicolle alone and she knew it. Brendi didn’t know why, but her first thought had been to come here. To find Eliani and Jomann. Something within her said they would help her without question. She didn’t understand it, she only acted. 


“I’m not going anywhere.” She stated.


Eliani turned and followed Jomann.


Jomann looked out over the gulf from where he squatted on the beach. He had tracked Nicolle by her scent to the edge of the ocean here. Eliani and Brendi stood to his side as he rose to his feet slowly.

“She came to this beach and her prints and scent stop here.” He stated. “Can Nicole swim?”


Brendi nodded. “Yes. She’s an excellent swimmer but…”


“But from here it’s nearly a mile across the gulf to the shore in Gytheio.” Eliani said.


Jomann looked at them. “She wasn’t alone.” He said. He motioned to the sand. “Wolf prints. Good size. About two hundred pounds. Given the depression I’d saw late teens early twenties.”


Eliani looked at him. “A Lycavorian?” She asked with surprise.


Jomann nodded his head. “A Durcunusaan. One I know well.” He answered. “Only a Durcunusaan could move along the shores without raising suspicion.”


“One of your people took my sister?” Brendi gasped.


Jomann looked at her. “No one took your sister Brendi.” He stated. “She meets the wolf’s prints here. Then there are a male’s prints and hers walking in circles. Several rotations at least. They were deciding what to do.” He pointed towards the water. “They enter the water together, side-by-side.”


Brendi moved closer to him. “She wasn't forced?”


Jomann shook his head. “No.”


“Oh I am so going to skewer her when we find her!” Brendi snapped.


“Brendi… what do you mean?” Eliani asked.


Brendi looked at her. “Nicolle is the more adventurous of my sisters! She mentioned to me a week ago how she had seen this Durcunusaan walking the perimeter of our building and she talked to him. She said he was very polite and very handsome but he seemed sad.”


Jomann lifted his arm. “Durcunusaan Control from Captain Jomann.” He spoke.


“Go for Control First!” The voice answered.


“Who was on duty last night at the guest villas?” Jomann asked.


“Enomotarch Carna and Phylearch​​​​​​​​​​​​ Mento. I relieved them myself with Phylearch​​​​​​​​​​​​ Harda at 2400 hours.” The voice answered.

Jomann looked at Eliani and Brendi with a slight nod. “Mento.” He spoke softly. “I knew it was him I smelled. A fast riser within the Durcunusaan. Come… your sister is in no danger.” He spoke.


“Where are we going?” Brendi asked.


“Mento lives with his parents in Gytheio. They are very wealthy and have built several stores in Sparta and on Apo Prime for their fine crafts. Their villa is one of the largest here in Gytheio where they are less well known.” He answered. “He will have taken her there.”


“To his parent’s home?” Brendi gasped. “Does he plan on forcing himself upon her in his parent’s home? My sister has only just turned nineteen!”


Jomann stepped in front of her quickly his fangs bared in anger now. Eliani stepped closer and placed her hand on his arm as Brendi backed up in surprise. “And Mento is only twenty-four!” He hissed. “Do not speak of what you do not know Brendi Faith! He has been in my team since he became a Phylearch​​​​​​​​​​​​. A Sergeant of Spartans! He is one of the finest soldiers I have ever led! He would never do such as you think! Never!”


“Jomann… my love.” Eliani spoke softly.


“Mento returned to our unit just after the attacks on the Senate Building.” Jomann spoke as his anger bled off quickly with Eliani’s touch on his arm. “He has been… he has been dealing with injuries he suffered.”


Eliani looked at him. “What injuries?”


Jomann met her gaze. “Injuries he sustained at Alba Tau.” Jomann lifted his arm and traced a line down his side starting at his neck and ending at his waist. “Mento stepped in front of an Evolli blade intended to kill Anicetus. The blade opened him from his neck to his waist! He saved Anicetus that night. He saved us all.” Jomann looked at her. “You said your sister told you she spoke with him?”


Brendi nodded. “Yes.” She looked at Jomann. “What is Alba Tau?”

Jomann shook his head. “That is not possible. The Evolli blade cut so deeply into his neck that it paralyzed his vocal cords. He has not spoken a single word since that day.” 


“Nicolle wouldn’t lie to me!” Brendi snapped.


“And one of my men would not force himself upon any woman!” Jomann barked. “Come and see for yourself!”
Eliani took her hand as Jomann began to walk across the sand. “She is safe.” Eliani said softly.

“What did I say?” Brendi asked.

“Alba Tau is… it was a battle.” Eliani said. “Well… more like a slaughterhouse really. The men and women that fought there saw terrible things. Horrible things. It was eighteen hours of the most monstrous hell you could imagine. Those who lived through it… well… they are different. Jomann. Andro. My father. It was a place that crushed those who were not ready. And those that survived left a piece of themselves there. They do not talk of it lightly, if at all.”

“Eliani… I didn’t mean to hurt his feelings.” Brendi spoke honestly.

Eliani nodded. “I know. Come… if Jomann says we will find Nicolle there… then that is where we will find them.”

GYTHEIO

MENTO FAMILY VILLA


The older Lycavorian woman opened the door slowly, as if peeking out to see who was there first, and when she saw Jomann her eyes grew bright and the door was thrown open.


“Jomann!” She exclaimed with bright eyes as she threw her arms around his shoulders surprising him.


Jomann forced a smile as he embraced her. “Lady Lema.” He spoke confused.


The large door opened further and the stern faced Lycavorian man appeared. His tanned and weathered face immediately softened when he saw Jomann and he stepped outside the door as well. “Captain!” He exclaimed grasping Jomann’s forearm tightly by way of greeting.


“Colonel Zeteu.” Jomann greeted.

“No more. You know that. I am retired.” He answered as he stepped back and looked behind Jomann, his eyes growing wide. “Princess Eliani!” He gasped bowing his head deeply. “It is… it is a great honor!”


Eliani stepped up beside Jomann with a smile… her arms slipping around his waist to their startled expressions. “It is my pleasure to meet such Spartans.” She spoke with proper respect and honor.


Lema looked at Jomann with wide eyes as she detected the scent of the young Captain buried deep within Eliani’s blood. And her scent within his. “Jomann, you and the Princess…?”


Jomann nodded. “Yes.” He answered. “It has not become public knowledge just yet, but we are not hiding it.” He looked at Eliani with a smile. “I’m sure that will change however.”


Eliani chuckled and pressed against him. “Probably lover.” She quipped.


“Then may the blessings of the gods be with you Captain. Princess Eliani.” Zeteu spoke bowing his head even more. “You have managed to capture one of the finest men alive Milady Eliani.”


“Yes… I’m beginning to realize that.” She said.


“He brought my boy home.” Zeteu spoke proudly. “He carried him across a hundred and fifty kilometers of Evolli hell and brought my boy home. He would not leave him behind. Any of them! And now you are Captain to our Crown Prince! A deserved position Jomann.”


Eliani looked at Jomann with intrigued eyes for she had not seen this within his thoughts as she swam within his mind. “Yes… it is.” She said softly.


Lema reached out and took his hand. “Tell us Jomann… why are you here? It is Mento isn’t it? You have heard?”


Jomann looked at her. “I don’t understand. Yes… we came to see Mento… but what has happened.”


Lema looked at her husband and mate and the tears came once more. “A miracle Jomann. A miracle.” Lema’s dark eyes fell on Brendi now and she looked at her oddly. “You… you are Nicolle’s sister. She told us you might come with others.”

Brendi sputtered for several seconds. “She is here then?” She stammered finally.


Lema nodded. “Oh yes.”


“And she told you I would be coming?” Brendi asked.


“She knew leaving the Prince’s Island would garner attention.” Lema said shyly. “We… we thought you were the Durcunusaan come to arrest our boy for helping her leave. Jomann… please tell me… you have to see him Jomann! Almost five years he has been tormented and silent. He…”


Jomann’s eyes grew wider. “Wait!” He gasped. “Are you saying Mento is…?”


Zeteu nodded his head with a beaming face. His eyes were moist when he spoke. “He… his voice fills our ears once more Jomann. The pain is gone from his face… the shame wiped from his shoulders. My boy has finally come home!”


Brendi felt Lema grab her hands. “Your sister… she is a blessed angel sent from the gods themselves.” She stammered softly. “This way… they are on the balcony overlooking the bluffs of the Gulf.”

Lema pulled Brendi along, Jomann and Eliani following and Zeteu bringing up the rear. It took several minutes to move around the outskirts of the massive villa until they came to the patio balcony overlooking the cliffs below and the gulf in the distance. 


There was a thick bear skinned rug spread out on the patio and the tall form of the young Lycavorian was sitting with his back against an outdoor lounge chair. Sitting between his long legs, her back pressed intimately up against his bare chest was Nicolle Faith, her medium length copper colored red hair pulled over one shoulder as she sat there, her body canted slightly so she was looking into his face and holding the data pad in one hand so he could read. Her other hand rested on Mento’s thigh while her fingers stroked his leg lightly. His large hand behind her shoulders extended down and rested on her hip while the other stroked the arm she was using to hold up the data pad. She was wearing a simple pink sundress, the front unbuttoned down to the fourth button and exposing the valley of her medium sized breasts.


“They have been there all night.” Lema stated softly. “She slept in his arms even as he read to her well past the moment she slipped away. He uttered a few words after first meeting her nearly a week ago, and now look! He is reading once more as if he never lost the ability to speak!”


“She sees past his disfigurement.” Zeteu spoke softly. “She looked within my son and gave him a reason to speak once more! Just as you gave him a reason to live Jomann! The nightmares have faded… he no longer wakes in a sweat! He is whole once more because of her.”


Jomann’s eyes were wide and he started forward onto the patio followed by Eliani and Brendi. Lema tried to reach for him but Zeteu stopped her. “No Lema.” He said softly. “It is time. Who better to see it first than the man who gave us our son back?”


Nicolle faith saw him first so engrossed in reading that Mento was, he didn’t even smell them until she tapped his chest softly. “Mento?” Nicolle spoke gently motioning with her head.


Mento turned and his eyes went wide when he saw his Captain approaching. “Sibfla!” He exclaimed, causing Jomann’s eyes to grow even wider when he heard the word and he watched Mento gently push Nicolle off him and rise to his feet. He helped Nicolle up first before turning to look at his Commander. “Captain Jomann!” He barked, the words coming out strong and proud as Jomann remembered them from so long ago.


Jomann stopped in front of him, his eyes wide and a smile he couldn’t contain splitting his face. “Mento… Mento?”


The young Durcunusaan officer beamed, the jagged scar that ran from just above his jaw and down the side of his neck changing to a white color when he did.


“It… it is me Captain.” Mento answered. “I know I should have told you sir but… I didn’t want to… I know it was wrong to…”

Jomann let out a loud whoop of joy and embraced the younger man tightly, pulling his head against his shoulder even as Mento returned the embrace. Jomann quickly pushed him back and looked at him.


“Mento… how?” He gasped.


Mento looked at Nicolle Faith. “It was Nicolle sir.” He spoke pulling her close to him. “I… I saw her on the island and I… I wanted to talk to her so bad. When she greeted me… the words… they just came spilling out again.”


“And he gets better every day.” Nicolle said with a brilliant smile. Her smile faded when she saw her sister step up beside Jomann and her grip on Mento’s waist tightened. “I’m not leaving Brendi!” She exclaimed.


“Nicolle you…” Brendi began to speak.


“No! We are not under Eridiani control anymore! I’m nineteen and I want to see all of this place you brought us too! I want to experience it! I won’t stay on the island anymore! I want to be with Mento!”


Mento looked at Jomann. “I wish to claim her Captain.” He said softly. “I want her with me always! I know this is not… this is not the way it is usually done. I… I have never wanted anything more than Nicolle.”

“This is what I want as well.” Nicolle stated.


“Nicolle… you hardly… you hardly know him.” Brendi said trying to keep her voice neutral.


“I know more about Mento than I have ever known about anyone!” Nicolle snapped. “He doesn’t treat me like an object either. He’s told me everything about himself! And we learn more about each other every day! I don’t want that to change! I never want that to change!”


Mento looked at Jomann. “I will do as every Spartan should do Captain! I will court her and give gifts to her father so he knows my intentions are noble. I will… I need help sir. Mister Faith… he is very old fashion Nicolle says. I… I want to do this right. I want to honor her parents for bringing her into this world. I want to…”


Brendi listened to him speak and couldn’t believe what she was hearing. There was no mistaking that his tone of voice was as sincere as anything she had ever heard and suddenly Brendi realized something. Nicolle was right. Her sister was right that they were no longer constrained by Eridiani rules and culture. They were free and had been given a new life here on this world. Her father was a skilled machinist and her mother was a gifted artist. Mento’s mother stepped forward then.


“Nearly five years Mento has not been able to speak Jomann.” She spoke softly. “You know this for yourself. The gods brought Nicolle to him and now he speaks like he did before Alba Tau. Zeteu and I know who Nicolle is, who her family is. She has told us everything. I will petition the Crown Prince if I have too…”


Jomann looked at her. “No!” He hissed. “We…” Jomann stopped talking and his head tilted a little towards the sky as he felt his Prince and now one of his closest friends reach for him. Andro even blocked his sister.

[He fought with us in that stinking place Jomann.] Andro’s voice told him. [He bled with us in that stinking place. He almost died defending his brother Spartans.]


Jomann nodded. [Yes he did.]


[We left behind too many of our fellow Spartans on that planet Jomann. Spartans and dragons on that world.] Androcles spoke. [We can not allow him to face this alone after all this time. This is a piece of happiness that we can all pull from the dredges of the darkness that we all lived through. In helping Mento, we help ourselves push back the memories even more.] 

[I agree with you Androcles.] Jomann spoke softly. [But protecting Brendi… her sisters and family…]

[Do you think that I do not know what you and my sister both feel for Brendi Faith Jomann?] Andro told him. [How closely tied together are we? You, me, Dutkne. You and my sister will discover her soon enough, enjoy the time you have with Eliani until Ms. Faith sees that her life is leading her right to the both of you. She falters even now doesn’t she?]


Jomann turned his head to look at Brendi as Eliani stepped closer to him, feeling the tremors of the heavily shielded conversation between him and Androcles. She would know her brother’s Mindvoice resonance anywhere. Brendi looked back at him with confused brown eyes, wondering just what was going on.


[Yes she does.] Jomann said.


[She loves her family for she was willing to risk me killing her if I did not get them out.] Andro told him. [I approve whatever arrangements you need to make. Let’s not let this opportunity pass us by Jomann. I for one would not mind if the nightmares went away a little more.]


Jomann nodded. [Neither would I.] He stated softly.


[Then let’s make this happen.]


Jomann nodded as Andro’s resonance faded and he looked at Brendi. “Do you love your sister Brendi?” He asked.


“Of course I do.” She stuttered.


“Then let us help your sister to be happy.” Jomann told her. “Androcles has given me permission to advise Mento’s parents about Nicolle, you and your family. The Colonel is a fine Spartan and they will be safe. I can not do that however, unless you agree to help me.”

“Help us.” Eliani stated squeezing his arm.


Nicolle stepped up to her older sister. “Please Brendi.” She said taking her hands. “I… I love Mento. I know this is all very sudden, I wish I could explain how he makes me feel to you. I don’t want to lose him and I don’t want to have to choose.”


Brendi Faith made the second largest decision of her life up until this point and she pulled Nicolle into her arms. “You won’t.” She said. “We’ll get mother and father to understand and know.”


Jomann smiled and looked at Zeteu and Lema. “To further this along Colonel… I now officially call you back to active duty to oversee this operation with the Prince’s blessing. There will be security arrangements that need to be attended too. Are you up to the task of this sir? The Faith family is under the protection of the Crown Prince.”


Zeteu’s chest swelled with pride and he nodded his head. “I am always up to the task Captain!” He announced.


“You… you talked to him didn’t you?” Lema gasped looking at Jomann.


“There is much you need to be made aware of if this is going to work.” Jomann said with a nod to her. “Androcles is not one to abandon those who have been through the same hell as him. The first task is arranging a meeting between you and the Faith family.”


Eliani turned and looked at Mento. “The second will be to give you a full medical exam Phylearch​​​​​​​​​​​​ Mento. You up for that?”


Mento nodded with a smile. “I am Princess.” He exclaimed.


Brendi looked at Nicolle and smiled. “Then we need to figure how to tell mother and father just what is happening between you and Mento.” She said.


“Thank you Brendi.” Nicolle spoke softly. “Thank you so much.”

“Does Tasha know?” Brendi asked.


Nicolle nodded. “She is my twin Brendi… of course she would know.”


Brendi smiled at her as her brown eyes lifted to look at first Eliani and then Jomann. She didn’t understand why she felt a surge of desire and passion when she looked at them, but she could not deny how good it made her feel. Before she turned back to Nicolle, Brendi wondered if perhaps they felt the same thing about her. And for a brief instant, Brendi Faith discarded all she had ever known and an image of her and Eliani flashed through her mind. Both of them pressed close to one another and completely naked. Their arms were wrapped around each other as their naked flesh touched in far more an intimate way then Brendi had ever imagined and they began kissing softly just as a set of powerful arms encircled both of them and Jomann pulled them close to him.

It was an image that would invade her thoughts for many weeks to come until she finally understood what it meant.


And then Brendi Faith would have a decision to make.
HIGH COVEN G9 LONG RANGE TRANSPORT
THE WILDS

NEAR NEBONESE


“Nalavi… Nalavi that can’t be right.” Yuri spoke as she sat across from him. “I can’t have Darpia Syndrome.”


Nalavi shook his head. “It is right. I have checked the figures seven different times. We’ve been going over this for three hours now. You do have Darpia Syndrome Yuri and with the chemical blueprints that Anja Leonidas gave to us, I can fashion a serum that will save the child.”


“By using Kavalian technology?” Yuri hissed angrily.


Nalavi shook his head. “Kavalian based technology that the foremost Hadarian Healer in the Galaxy altered in such a way that for all intents and purposes it is now a Union medical find.” He held up the pad. “I’ve read the entire medical report she gave to me on this Yuri. It was unbelievably accurate and detailed. She even included the first failures as a baseline for the serum. It worked on Isabella’s child Yuri. You saw him beside Androcles in the landing bay of his ship.”

Yuri instinctively dropped her hands to her abdomen. “Nalavi… I can’t lose this child.” She gasped. “I can’t.”


“And you won’t!” Nalavi declared. “Yuri… this serum she developed works! They used it on Isabella’s child. They would not do this if it did not work.”


“And the child would be fully grown in a matter of days!” Yuri snapped. 


Nalavi shook his head. “No. Among the work she gave me was a calculated timetable based on how far along you are now. You can carry this child for four months Yuri… that is how long your womb will sustain the child. After that it will begin to break down and then we will need to induce the birth with the serum. She calculates a lesser dose so your baby does not grow as fast as Dorian Leonidas. What took him hours to grow will take your child months.”

“You trust her?” Yuri spoke.


Nalavi shook his head. “It is not a matter of trust Yuri!” He told her. “They could have done nothing! They could have executed all of us and you know that. They did not have to tell us… and when I did discover it, it would have been too late!”


“Nalavi will this…?” Yuri began to ask.


He shook his head quickly knowing her question. “Darpia Syndrome is hereditary yes, but it only happens once and then it runs its course. You have already given birth to four healthy children Yuri! You will have more! The thing we have to concern ourselves with now is this child. And we have been given the means to defeat the Darpia Syndrome.” He shook his head. “Pa'cour… help me to make her understand!” He barked looking up.


Pa'cour had gone forward to check their instruments and had not returned yet. Yuri got to her feet. “Pa'cour?” She called.


They both heard the loud thump like someone had fallen and they rushed forward. They stopped by the small bathroom when they heard wheezing and soft groans. Yuri knocked on the door. “Pa'cour?”


“Not… not now!” His voice echoed from behind the door and it was obvious that he was in pain.


Yuri’s eyes opened wide. “Pa'cour… you open this door right now!” She barked. “Do you hear me? You open…”


The door slid aside and only Yuri’s vampire reflexes allowed her to catch his much larger body as he slumped into her arms. His weight drove her to the floor however and she cradled his shuddering body with great worry rushing through her.


“Pa'cour my love!” She gasped as his body convulsed several times.


Nalavi gawked at him. “You took it!” He barked. “I told you to wait fool Immortal! Your injuries were not fully healed!”


“Nalavi” Yuri gasped.


“He took the serum.” He hissed as he ripped a large container from the nearby wall and tossed it to the floor, tearing it open.


Pa'cour gripped Yuri’s arms tightly. “I… I will not…” He spoke through clenched teeth. “I will not have my child enter this world and see… see a monster!” He snarled.


“I told you to wait!” Nalavi exclaimed as he pulled out the portable medical scanner. He turned back to Pa'cour and froze, is eyes wide. “Phraktos!” He gasped looking at him.


Yuri too looked down and her eyes grew wide. “Pa'cour!” She cried.


“For… for you Yuri!” He gasped through his pain. “My… my Blessed Wife!” Pa'cour lifted his hand so that he could see and through the grimace of intense pain and stinging that was shooting through his body he watched the transformation take place. Yuri took that hand in hers without hesitation, wrapping her fingers around his as she watched with wide eyes. 

It began slowly, right around the injection point of the serum, the dark gray mottled skin began to lighten and smooth out. His eyes watched as it began to move up his arm, slowly but surely expunging his past life and purifying him. He groaned in pain, his body tensing until the veins in his neck and arms bulged outward and Yuri cried out in horror. Pa'cour could feel it though. He could feel the cleansing of his veins, his organs, feel it as the toxin was irrevocably purged and killed by the serum Esther Suira had made. The pureblood Blessed Wife of his brother Cha'talla and she had saved them all. Yuri’s hands tightened on him as he twitched several times, her wide eyes watching with tears rolling down her cheeks as the true Akruxian Immortal that Pa'cour was began to take shape. The folded dark gray skin was slowly being replaced by deeply tanned bronze skin. Smooth and vibrant with life. His strong jaw, his full lips that had given her such pleasure as they explored her body in ways Robert had never imagined. The bone spurs along his jaw becoming more white and healthy looking. As it spread across his head, dark hair began to sprout from his skin to cover his bald head. His thick neck strained as the toxin infected skin began to change and extend lower, changing as it moved. Yuri could only watch as the transformation continued while he lay on the deck, his upper body supported by her lap. She could only watch as the most handsome man she had ever laid her eyes upon began to take shape right in front of her. This man. This Immortal that had stolen her heart and soul. She had learned to look past his outer shell and into his soul the first night she had given herself to him. He had made love to her with such passion and intensity that it had stolen her breath away. To be filled by him was the most divine sensation she had ever felt. To feel his huge organ pulsing with her depths as she was wrapped in his arms. She had seen his love, his courage and his determination. Now… now the man she had seen within was coming out. 

The process took nearly ten minutes, and Yuri held him tightly through it all, unwilling to let him go. Finally… his face became less tense and his body began to relax and his dark eyes opened slowly to look up into her face.

Nalavi had also watched with stunned eyes. He lifted the scanner once more and could only shake his head. “Xal l'phraktos preserve uns'aa?” He spoke. “It… it worked.” (May the gods preserve me?)
Yuri could only stare in astonishment as her hand dropped and she began to tentatively stroke the skin of his cheek. Her fingers traced the edges of his bone spurs and she saw him smile as it sent tingles through him. He reached up and took her hand. 
“Do I… meet… do I meet your approval my Blessed Wife?” He asked softly.

All her emotions came out then and with a sob of relief and love she crushed his lips with hers. Pa'cour reached around and held her head to his with one hand, kissing her with every ounce of who he was. Yuri whimpered in unabashed delight but quickly drew her head back and beat hi on his chest.

“You fool!” She gasped. “Don’t you ever… ever frighten me like that again Pa'cour! I will hurt you if you do such a thing again! Do you hear me fool?”

Pa'cour smiled and a small laugh escaped his lips before he pulled her head down once more and kissed her again. 


Yuri found herself unable to take her eyes or her hands off him as they sat in the small lounge area fifteen minutes later. The dark hair had become more than just stubble, filling out quite a bit into short cropped black hair that she had run her fingers through many times. The bone spurs were much more prominent in their healthy white color, and they appeared to be slightly longer, but against the deeply tanned skin they looked so natural and fearsome. His skin was now a deeply tanned almost raw umber color. He didn’t wear a shirt as Nalavi examined him, and the muscular definition in his body was mouth watering to Yuri. She would need to spend many hours rediscovering his body the way it was and that caused blissful warmth to surge through her loins.

“We will go here.” Pa'cour spoke handing her the data pad as he leaned over to retie his combat boots.


Yuri looked at the data pad, saw what he was referencing and then looked back to him. “Veyerai?” She asked. “Pa'cour… this is one of the planets that Androcles Leonidas gave to us.”


Pa'cour nodded. “Yes.”


“Is that… is that wise?” Yuri asked. “They will know where we are eventually.”


“Yes they will.” He replied. “Do you honestly believe he could not find us if he so chose my Blessed Wife?”


Yuri gazed at him for a few seconds. “No. He’d find us.”


Pa'cour nodded. “This way… we have the added security that this facility provides to us. It is also only two jumps to where you ordered Lidene to move in the Holmar System.” He looked at her. “I assume that you have a reason for that?”

Yuri nodded her head. “Yes. He will continue his research just as I told him. Whatever he develops we will have control of. If Dante or Robert ever got their hands on it, it would be disastrous.”


“What is Lidene researching Yuri?” Nalavi asked.


“Weapons mostly.” She answered immediately. She was among the two people she trusted most in this life now and she would keep nothing from them. “Ship based and perhaps small arms.”


“Why?” Nalavi asked.


Yuri looked at him. “Something… something inside me tells me to go forward with this Nalavi. Not for the purposes of conquering or oppression, but for survival.”


“Survival against what?” Nalavi asked.


Yuri shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered softly.


Pa'cour took the pad from her hands finally. “The facility on Veyerai is fortified and has everything we need. Nalavi… it will allow you to establish a complete research lab and medical facility as you have always desired. Over time we can bring more to us. The facility can hold over five thousand.”

“Who would we bring to us?” Yuri asked.


“Those who believe they would not be accepted by Narice and what she has begun, but who are loyal to the Coven.” Pa'cour answered. “Those who believe as we do.”


“And what do we believe?” Nalavi said.


“You heard what Androcles Leonidas said Nalavi.” Pa'cour spoke. “The time has come for us to leave the past where it is. The future is what must hold our attention. There are many who have done questionable things to insure that future in their own way. They do not hate or kill and have no interest in oppression or conquering. Those are who we need to draw to us.”


“Build our own army?” Yuri said.


Pa'cour shook his head. “Not an army my Blessed Wife. A force for good. I… we both have much to atone for Yuri… and in this way we can do that.”


Yuri squeezed his hand. “Yes we can.”


“We will do the things that Narice can not.” Pa'cour said looking at her. “You wish to support your sister in what she does, I can feel this within you Yuri.”


Yuri nodded her head slowly. “She’s the only one who can.” She said finally. “And yes I do.”


Nalavi lifted his hand. “What makes either of you think Androcles Leonidas will allow this?” He said. “I don’t know about you two, but I have no desire to incur the wrath of that young man, not after what we saw him do to the Kavalian ambassador.”


Pa'cour looked at him. “Nalavi… why do you think he let us go?” He asked.


“What?” Nalavi gasped.


Yuri nodded her head. “He could feel it within me Nalavi.” Yuri spoke. “He could feel that the urge to rule, to command no longer resided within me. His perceptions of Mindvoice are far more attuned than anyone I have ever met. Including my mother. His father is the same way, but Androcles in many respects is more ruthless and devious than his father.”

“Are you saying that he let us go because he knew you would do what you are planning?” Nalavi asked.


“I doubt he knows that Yuri ordered the research he wanted destroyed moved to another location.” Pa'cour spoke. “But I believe he knew this is the road our redemption lies upon and he is giving us the opportunity to do it.”


“Why?” Nalavi asked.


“I am different from my sister.” Yuri said. “Narice will only resort to violence as a last resort and only then will she crush anyone who stands in her way of moving the High Coven forward.” She explained. “I am not so conservative. I can act in ways that Narice cannot to insure that she succeeds.”


“A shadow force?” Nalavi said. 


Pa'cour nodded his head. “We will watch over her from a distance. Never making ourselves known to her or those close to her, but always supporting her in what she does. That is what we can do.”


“And I ask again… you think Androcles will allow this?” Nalavi asked.


“Given what he felt within me…” Yuri said. “I believe he hopes that is exactly what we will do.”


“What about Moran?” Nalavi asked. 


Yuri rose to her feet and crossed the small room slowly. “Ah… Robert.” She spoke softly. “When the time is right…” She turned back and looked at them. “When the time is right we will meet again. I want the pleasure of gutting that vith'ez fa'la zatoast myself for everything he has done to me. For everything he and my mother were doing to me knowingly. And I will give Dante and Xaxon’s foul presence within him to Androcles Leonidas, for now only he or his father can truly destroyed what Xaxon has become.” (Fucking bastard.)


Nalavi watched as she returned to her place beside Pa'cour and took his arm within her hands. He shook his head finally and couldn’t help but smile.


“Ah uoi'nota… retirement didn’t look so promising anyway.” He said. “I’m in.” (Hell)

ULU ARC ROYAL
EDGE OF THE OUTER ARM


Martin Leonidas leaned against the edge of the door frame into the bedroom and let his eyes gaze upon them in the bed. He couldn’t help but think that a long time ago he would have considered all this a very big dream. He was a King to billions of lifeforms. Leader of a collection of species that thirty years ago he would have only seen in some Science Fiction Movie. He shared his existence and a bed with six of the most breathtakingly beautiful women he had ever met in his life and he loved them all to the point of insanity. With the possible exception of Aricia and her soul stealing azure colored eyes, all of them could incite him both intellectually and sexually. Aricia was only different because she could see into his very soul and this gave her an added edge the others did not. He knew she was the cog in their wheel. He was the center yes, but Aricia made it all work. All of them would be the first to admit that had anyone ever asked. How they laid in the bed was the perfect example. Aricia was at the center of the tangle of limbs. Her arms were tightly wrapped around For’mya; Anja spooned firmly against For'mya’s back. Dysea was pressed to Aricia’s opposite side; Cirith spooned against Dysea’s back with Isabella’s arms spread out over both of them. He knew every intimate detail of each of their bodies, their scents burned into his brain many times over. He would never forsake any of them. They were part of who he was and now nothing would ever separate them again. Many people had tried to determine through the years who he favored most after Aricia, and he always found it amusing to listen to their rationale. 
In truth… they were all more precious to him than his very own life.

Aricia, his Saaraurano, could and always did incite the wolf within him just a little more than the others, because they were anomes and because she was pureblood like him. Her lavender and coco scent was the one that reeked from his pores more potently. Who would he reach for after Aricia? There was something unique about Dysea’s wildflower scent and her five foot nine, powerfully built and tattooed body was a divine temple that he would never tire of worshiping at. Every sensual curve and contour of his Melda Min, and there were many, rippled with power and sexiness and her elven ears were utterly delicious. Whenever he was within her velvety depths, power flowed through him. What could he say about Anja? Her five foot three inch body was just as powerfully built as Dysea’s, yet the fire within her was a drug within itself. She could go longer than any of his other Queens, even Aricia at times, because of her Hadarian blood and the healing radiation within her. And her screams of passion were by the far the loudest of them. Anja was totally uninhibited and probably the most sexually adventurous after Aricia in their bed. Her talented tongue could drive any of them insane with pleasure and she had happily done this to all of them for years. For'mya… his Kinsoaurgai. The calm and patience that radiated from her was unmatched, and her quiet intensity in their bed was beyond thrilling as she drove them to new heights. His brother’s rape of her had all but been washed away and she was rapidly returning to the woman she was before with their love swirling around her. They would spend many more hours rediscovering For'mya, especially now that her breasts had grown larger because of the Kavalian serum. They were extremely sensitive and she would gasp delightfully just from having them kissed. Isabella was his dark lover. Intense and wild and always whispering into his ears. Her vampire scent of sweet lilacs was addicting and her equally long legs were just as enrapturing. Cirith. What could he say about her? The perfect combination of vampire and wolf blood. Cirith had the best of both worlds and was growing stronger by the day. That she carried Aikiro’s blood within her did not matter to him in the least. The wolf blood within her, one of the original six ruling packs, more than made up for that. She was rapidly beginning to become more familiar with all of them and her passion and desire for both him and his other Queens was growing each day. Her black hair and lush body they had spent hours exploring as she exploded endlessly. 

Who did he prefer after Aricia? To him the answer was easy. 
All of them.


Martin’s head lifted just a little as he felt Wayonn tapping gently against his MV shields. Martin sighed softly. There was always something. At times he utterly hated who he was and wished only to escape and take his women and go to so uncharted world to spend his days basking in the sun and sand and reveling in the scents and charms of his wives and mates. He could not though. He would never lead a normal life because of who he was and what he could do and the name he carried. A name that instilled respect in many and fear in others. A name that was his to wear with pride. Something he did every morning he awoke. 

With barely a conscious thought he lowered his shields just enough to talk with him. [Wayonn?]


[Forgive me for disturbing you my boy.] Wayonn spoke. [We need to have that talk now however. I have gathered Helen and Arzoal. We are waiting for you in the landing bay with Torma and Isheeni.]


Martin nodded. [I’ll join you in five minutes.]

Martin gazed upon the bed once more, his dark brown eyes alive with life as he brought his hand up to his heart and then clenched his fist over it.

I will love all of you until the very last breath leaves my body and I join my father and grandfathers beyond. That is my vow to all of you my Queens. Never again will any of you endure the touch of another upon your bodies or minds. You are mine. And mine you will be for all time.

Martin Leonidas turned and began to head for the door of their quarters. He did not see six sets of eyes open and heads lift to gaze at where he had been standing only moments before. He did not see those six sets of eyes then turn and gaze at one another with complete and utter love and commitment. He did not see those eyes close once more as those six women drew each other closer and sleep claimed them once more.


And you will be ours for eternity Martin Leonidas. Six voices reached out softly. Forever more.

ARC ROYAL

PORT LANDING BAY


The port landing bay had been turned into something of a nursery as half of it was now taken up by nearly two hundred sleeping hatchlings instead of fighters. Iriral and Miath were resting on the deck among the hatchlings now, all of the adult dragons willingly splitting their time to help the hatchlings adjust and begin to learn what they needed. Most of them were terrified of Torma, not just because of his size, but because he was a Talon Guardian and whenever he spoke he had the attention of all of them without question. He had joked with Isheeni how he wished their children had shown such rigid attention to him. That had quickly earned him a whap in the shoulder from Isheeni’s wing.


Now Torma, Isheeni and Arzoal sat around the small table that had been set up, with Wayonn, Helen, Danny and Julie occupying the chairs while Martin sat on top of Torma’s right foreleg. It was a unique spot that he had been sitting in for years when he and Torma were alone and thinking or speaking just the two of them. When you came upon the two of them when they were sitting this was usually the position you found them in. It was like this with all the Bonded Pairs within the Union. They were so tightly connected that everything was second nature to them. There were some, like Torma and Isheeni’s children who were much more introverted and would rarely allow others besides Andro or his siblings to touch them let alone ride them, but this was the way of things.

“…Paladins?” Martin spoke as he looked at Wayonn.


Wayonn nodded. “I was able to communicate briefly with Shiria before we left Union space and that is the term she was going to use to describe them when she told Andro and Deia and the others. It is the closest to what they could be called in terms you would understand completely.”


“Holy Warriors?” Helen said softly looking at him. “Why does that sound rather ominous grandfather?”


Martin snorted. “Holy Warrior? There ain’t nothing holy about me.” He stated.


Danny rolled his eyes. “You got that right.” He quipped. “Holy shit head maybe! That fits pretty good.”

“More like evil sinner…” Julie stated with a large grin. “The way you made your ladies howl for two nights straight. Pitiful!”


Torma chuckled in Mindvoice and butted his snout against Martin’s shoulder. Sort of like when I pinned Isheeni to the deck and made her trumpet my name.


Isheeni snorted herself now. You did not make me do anything I didn’t want to do. She stated calmly. I trumpet your name when I am angry with you as well my husband. Not just when you are causing my wings to tremble.

True enough
. Torma answered.

“Enough!” Wayonn barked loudly ending the banter. “This is important Martin!”

“Ok. Ok.” Martin said. “We’re listening.”

“There is a gene...” Wayonn spoke as everyone returned their attention to him. “An extremely rare gene found only within the Pralor species. Sumar had it. Xaxon had it. One in three trillion, or some similar ratio according to Shiria, that is how many Pralors had it.”

“So it was like… really rare.” Julie spoke calmly. “We get that part. Drop the other shoe Val'istar.”


Wayonn nodded to her with a smile. Daniel and Julie were here because he knew that Martin trusted them as he would trust a brother and sister. As Andro trusted his siblings. He was actually beginning to like both of them quite a bit. Behind only his wives and mates, Daniel and Julie knew Martin the best and they knew how his mind worked. And both of them treated Wayonn with respect and reverence that he did not feel he deserved, but he could not get them to stop.


“The other shoe… yes.” He spoke. “Let’s just say that this gene allows the person who has it to evolve the use of their Etheric powers and abilities into a physical manifestation of those same powers.” Wayonn said.


“Like what Marty did on Enurrua?” Danny asked.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes.”


“Very nice by the way Skipper.” Julie spoke looking at him. “Very nice indeed.”


Martin smiled at her. “Thanks Jules.” 


Wayonn looked at Martin. “You have this gene Martin.”


“Yeah… I gathered that.” Martin said. “I’m guessing it was kind of hard to miss.”

“That’s a fucking understatement if I ever heard one!” Danny spat.


“Daniel Simpson… your language.” Helen scolded him. “Just because Anuk and Nayeca are not here to reign you in, does not mean you can resort to your former self with Martin before they came into your life. It would be a shame to have all their fine work go to waste by your association with this brute.” She flipped a finger at Martin with a smile.


“Ouch!” Julie spoke with a smile as Danny looked properly chastised.


“You won’t tell them will you?” Danny asked with a playful tone.


Helen smiled back at him. “I just might.”


Wayonn shook his head but couldn’t help but smile at the ease with which all of them acted with each other. “As I was saying…” He brought their attention back to him. “Androcles has this gene… and it appears to have now manifested itself within Denali and Jomann as well.” Wayonn told him.


“So it is passed down within bloodlines grandfather?” Helen asked returning her eyes to him.


Wayonn nodded his head. “For the most part…yes. But it also appears to skip some generations. Resumar did not have the gene, nor did any of his siblings. I do not know about your father Martin. He may or may not have had it, I ten to believe he did based on what he accomplished, but unfortunately he did not survive long enough for it to manifest itself if he did. In you and your sons it has. Quite possibly Nara and Deion as well.”


“Why not Resumar or Eliani or Arrarn or Zarah?” Martin asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “I do not know all the particulars… Shiria would be better suited to explaining the intricacies of the genetic coding involved… but I do know that it will only manifest itself in those who are Purebloods. Lycavorians with two pureblood parents like your father and Gorgo. Like you and Aricia. Purebloods descended from the original bloodlines on Lycavore after we joined with them.”


“And why does this matter?” Martin asked.


Wayonn met his eyes. “How many of Sumar’s Tomes did you and Avi discover?” He asked. “And do not try and tell me none because you and your son would not have known how to do the things you have done without studying those Tomes intensely Martin. I know that because I helped him to write them!”


Martin exhaled deeply. “Fourteen.” He answered. “Avi told me that was all of them.”


“You have all fourteen?” Wayonn gasped. “I believed most of them lost during the Black Day!”


Martin shook his head. “Avi said Sumar knew something bad was going to happen and he put them on CS41 before the Coven attack. He told me about them six months after I brought CS41 to Earth.”


“The entire Regime.” Wayonn said softly shaking his head. “Thank the gods.”


“You want to fill us in on why these Tomes are so important?” Martin asked.


“Those Tomes are the entire training Regime that Sumar devised for those chosen to join us on CS41.” Wayonn answered. “It has allowed you and your sons to know how to channel your Etheric abilities in the ways you do. If you have read them all, then I assume you know why Xaxon was punished the way he was?”

Martin nodded. “Yes. I also know that nearly all of these… Paladins you called them? They were killed near the end of the first war with the Scourge.”


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. The Paladins were… they were responsible for the last dozen or so successes that drove the Scourge away and gave us victory. Unfortunately those last battles claimed many of their lives. When the war ended only fifty-three of them survived. Fifty-three out of a thousand. Among them Sumar and Xaxon.”


“And the Conclave of Elder Pralors punished Xaxon for what he did.” Martin said.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes.”


Helen looked back and forth between them. “What exactly did he do to be punished as he was?” She asked. “Separating his conscious mind from his body seems rather extreme.”


“His crimes were extreme.” Wayonn told her. “Xaxon’s actions are what started the first war with the Scourge. His actions are also what gave them the ability to begin the second war and bring about the eventual destruction of the Pralor species. I won’t go into great detail now Helen, but the history is all in the Tomes, which you will read I’m sure.” He turned back to Martin. “Where are they?”

“Safe.” Martin answered. 


“That does not answer my question.” Wayonn spoke.


“There are five of us who know where those Tomes are Wayonn.” Martin spoke. “Me, Torma, Avi, Androcles and Elynth. That is the way I’m going to keep it for now. It is not a matter of trust Wayonn… it is a matter of common sense. I… Andro has more than likely already told Shiria, or he will soon. Until we return and are within Pralor space, it’s safer if we keep the number as small as possible.”


Wayonn lifted his hand. “You do not need to explain it to me Martin.” He said quickly. “I would do the same. When the time is right you will tell me.”

Martin nodded his head. “I’m going to have to… you’ll be the one doing the training.” He said. “Or did you think I would not know. That is why you have stayed alive all these years Wayonn. That is why fate made you decide to keep tabs on us, and follow us and eventually bring you back to us. To fulfill the role intended for you. To shape Dutkne to stand beside my son and train the next generation.” He said.


Wayonn looked at him for a long moment and finally nodded his head. “There is more of Sumar in you than I had ever imagined my boy and it stirs my Pralor soul to know this. Your insight is unchecked. How much of Sumar’s memories do you understand?”


“Not nearly enough.” Martin answered. “They are mixed in with my father’s, with my grandfather Resumar’s. I catch glimpses of things and places. I witnessed Xaxon’s trial as if I was there. His sentencing. All of it. He was a bastard you know.”

Wayonn nodded. “That he was. Twins they may have been… but two different twins you will never find.” Wayonn looked at him. “What we saw on Enurrua… what we saw Androcles do… that is not all the two of you are capable of is it?”


Martin shrugged. “Let’s just say we still have some tricks up our sleeves.” He answered.


“And you won’t tell me?” Wayonn asked.


“Not just yet Wayonn.” Martin answered. “We are still trying to accept this… these kinds of abilities.”


“You do realize that you are the most devious man I have ever met.” Wayonn said.


Martin smiled and nodded his head. “Just don’t let it get around.” He said. “I’ll never hear the end of it from those two.” He motioned to Danny and Julie.


“Training?” Helen asked holding up her hand. “What training?”


Wayonn turned to her. “The next generation of Paladins.” He said calmly. “For seventeen years before CS41 launched, Sumar and I searched Pralor space for those with this gene. He was driven and convinced that the Scourge would return because of what his brother did. He needed to replenish the ranks of the Paladins lost at the end of the first war. At the end of that seventeen year period we had six hundred and nine candidates. All of them were assigned to CS41. We were going to use the years it would take for the Seed Mission to train them. By the time we returned to Pralor space, the Paladins would have been well on the way to being back to their original number of one thousand when they were at their peak.”


“Why were these Paladins so important?” Danny asked.


It was discovered early on during the first war that the Scourge were very sensitive to Paladins. Being able to manipulate Etheric psychic waves as they were caused the Scourge discomfort and distorted their ability to fight cohesively. It was only certain individuals mind you and after further study it was discovered that this gene was the cause. That is when the Paladins were born. Arzoal spoke from where she sat on the deck. Danny looked at her oddly and Arzoal chuckled within Mindvoice. I was not always a dragon Daniel Simpson. She said.

“Oh right! I keep forgetting that. Sorry.” Danny spoke sheepishly.


“So you discovered that this gene was the cause sister?” Helen asked looking at her.


Arzoal nodded her massive head. I was not involved in the project… but I shared much information with the men and women who were.


“Sumar and the others with this gene were shown to have the ability to physically manifest their Etheric powers as I said.” Wayonn continued. “They had the power to turn their abilities into weapons.” He looked at Martin. “The psychic diamonds that you and your son can throw were the first signs of this ability. They are the top of the tier of Etheric abilities for those who are able to use them in this way. Those who have this gene. Aricia has shown this ability and I believe Sadi had also shown an increased level in her abilities. From what I understand on several occasions she has physically tossed objects or men into the air with great force?”


Martin nodded. “Yes.”

“She came to me when this first happened grandfather.” Helen said. 


Wayonn nodded. “These are also the first signs. Usually random and driven by emotion. I would not be surprised to learn that both Aricia and Sadi have this gene within them and it is in its dormant state.”


“Dormant state?” Martin asked.


“The gene is extremely rare as I said.” Wayonn spoke. “It also has two stages if you will. It is either active or dormant. Within you, Andro, Denali and Jomann it has become active. It most likely has been active your entire lives and was simply waiting until you achieved a proper level of training and abilities before kicking in. In others, it will remain dormant, but allow that person to achieve things others just as skilled as they cannot. Aricia and Sadi being the best examples of this. Aricia’s ability to use her psychic knives and now Sadi’s ability to toss people about with the control she has. You and the others will be able to manifest your Etheric powers in a physical form Martin. This is evident in what you did on Enurrua and what Androcles, Denali and Jomann did at the Icalro Alliance base and what Andro did in the senate chamber. Balls of psychic Etheric power that can be hurled, waves of Etheric power that can be sent crashing forth with devastating power. Being able to make the ground beneath you ripple and heave as if you were controlling it in some way. All of these are abilities that the Paladins under Sumar had. And they used them with crushing success against the Scourge.”


What we were able to determine is that the high concentration of Etheric power within the Paladins could disrupt the Scourge along a mental plain if you will. Just being around a Paladin would cause them to falter and sometimes act erratically. We believe it has something to do with the electrical impulses to their brains and higher functions but we were never able to confirm that. Arzoal spoke.


“Why?” Julie asked utterly fascinated by this information.


“Prolonged exposure to a Paladin would eventually drive the Scourge subject insane.” Wayonn answered her. “It is why the Scourge frequently targeted Paladins in battle and even attempted to kill some of them in surprise ambushes on Pralor worlds. They feared the Paladins and what they could do. One Paladin could alter the course of an entire battle. It is why we won the first war with them.”

“Why not the second?” Danny asked. “Sumar and you were gone but you said that fifty others remained behind. If they were so powerful…”


Wayonn nodded. “And for the first few millennia they were able to hold the line. Even just the fifty-three. The Conclave of Elder Pralors had been trying for decades to discover where our ship crashed according to what Shiria told me. Eventually they gave up. It wasn't until the abominations that Xaxon had created began to appear and take power that the tide shifted against the Pralor species as a whole. They were immune to the affects of the Paladins and there were many more of them during the Extermination. From what Shiria has been able to tell me, and history scrolls she gave to me once I discovered her, these abominations were dubbed Magistrate Elites or Holy Elites. The Scourge are for the most part an insectoid like species. Hard shelled exteriors with four to six legs. The Magistrate Elites and Holy Elites had evolved enough to walk on two, triple jointed insectoid legs. Most of them still had the tentacles and hard shelled skin of the soldier class, but they were more evolved in most respects.”

“Evolved how?” Helen asked.

Wayonn shrugged. “I did not go into great detail with Shiria about them. I was Sumar’s Mage council… we existed to fight them and kill them. We did not try to study them. That was not our job. The Magistrate Elites were the Generals, the Holy Elites their ruling government for lack of a better term. We left the study up to the scientists.”

“That didn’t work out too well.” Martin said.

“No it did not. As it turned out, there was a disconnect between the scientists and the warriors. They did not share information. Now that they existed, the Conclave of Elder Pralors began to fear the remaining Paladins because of what they could do.” Wayonn said. “Shiria told me when the Scourge attacked the second time they used tactical surprise and superior force in every instance. They went after key installations and cities. They butchers billions and took hundreds of thousands prisoner.”

“Prisoner?” Martin asked. “Why?”

Wayonn shook his head. “We do not know. All we know is that hundreds of thousands were taken alive during the Extermination. None of them were ever heard from again. Many of those they killed they gathered after battles and used them for a food source for their eggs when they hatched.”

“Wait!” Julie stammered. “They ate your people?”

Wayonn nodded. “The bodies of many dead were collected and preserved so that when their next brood hatched they had food. At least that is what we believed given the evidence.”

“Fuck me!” Danny gasped.
Julie leaned forward. “Wait a minute.” She said. “Why are you telling us about these Scourge? They are hundreds of thousands of light years away. Why would anything we do affect them?” Wayonn met her eyes and then looked at Martin. Julie turned and looked at Martin and then back to him. “Oh man!” She gasped. “You can’t be serious?”
“Yes… I am.” Wayonn spoke. “They are coming.”

“The bugs?” Danny rasped. “The fucking bugs that killed the Pralors are coming here?”

“We’re the only ones who know right now.” Martin said. “Let’s keep it that way.”

“Andro?” Julie asked quickly.

Martin nodded. “He knows. Sadi and his other mates as well I’m sure.” He looked at Wayonn. “That doesn’t explain why all of a sudden this ability we seem to have has become so important though.”

Wayonn met his gaze. “It’s important because we need to find those with this gene and begin training them.” He said. “Our people will look to you Martin. They will look to you for guidance and support.” 

“Wayonn… don’t make me into something I am not.” Martin said. “I hate it when others do that.”

“You cannot deny what you are Martin Leonidas. No matter how much you and your son wish it.” He said.

“Jesus…” Martin spoke getting to his feet. “Canth told me something very similar to that and I didn’t like the way it sounded then. Now I know what he was talking about and it sounds even worse.”

“And what did my son tell you?” Wayonn asked.
“You have a power within you Martin Leonidas, a potential to be so much more than what you are now. You need to step beyond the power that you wield… step beyond the boundaries of what your eyes and your senses tell you. Everything is not always as it seems son of Leonidas.”

Martin looked at him. “I remember every word.”


Wayonn smiled. “He was very good with words my son.” He stated. “And he is right. Helen has told you before and I am telling you now. You cannot deny what fate and destiny have proclaimed you to be Martin Leonidas. Nor can your son. Or any of those with the Paladin gene.”


“What are you saying grandfather?” Helen asked him.


Wayonn turned to look at her. “Androcles’s actions have bought us time.” He said. “Time to find those with the Pralor gene and then to train them to properly use their abilities for when the Scourge arrive. And they will come. By their very nature they live to exterminate everything having to do with the Pralor people. Even their descendants. That means us?”


“Why?” Julie asked.


“It was because of what Xaxon did.” Wayonn answered softly. “His experiments twisted the subjects he used. Scourge and Pralor alike. His experiments were not sanctioned by the Pralor Scientific Council… and those subjects he created were driven mad. Mad with hate. With rage. All of it directed at the Pralor people, though they had no idea what Xaxon had done. Once his subjects returned to the Scourge colonies, this dark mentality became the predominate emotion among all of them over the course of centuries.”


“No one knew?” Helen gasped.


The Conclave of Elder Pralors chose not to reveal Xaxon’s deeds to the public. Arzoal spoke once more. There were many of us who knew what he had done, but we were sworn to secrecy. Even those like myself who only worked on the periphery of the projects. I dare say my deeds on Elear were of a similar nature. 


Wayonn shook his head. “No they were not!” He snapped. “Your goals were honorable Arzoal! It was Artre who holds the blame for that!”

“Why would what Andro did determine when they come?” Julie asked finally.


Wayonn shook his head. “I can sense them. Just as Martin can. And Andro. His actions on Lycavore over twenty-five years ago set it in motion. Though it would have happened eventually.”


“What actions?” Danny asked.


“Activating CS41.” Martin answered. “They detected the ship’s engines when Avi got us into orbit didn’t they?”


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. With Andro’s actions concerning the High Coven and with the activation of VORTEX Cruiser 341 they have stopped however. I don’t know why at this moment, but it has something to do with the High Coven I believe. And Cruiser 341. Perhaps they question if we have more ships or not. Their Colony ships were slow and ponderous when we fought them but immensely powerful. It has been nearly twenty-five thousand years since we escaped and settled on Lorent.” He shook his head. “I don’t know anymore about them now than any of you. What matters is that Androcles’s actions have given us the time we need.”


“And just how do we go about finding these people?” Martin asked. “They aren’t going to be wearing a sign that says I have the Pralor gene.”  


“Shiria will work out the details I’m sure.” Wayonn answered. “She is more than likely already working on it. Our task is just as important however.” He looked at Arzoal. “Finding these lost dragon eggs… finding Muton and the others with Pralor blood in them. These things are happening now for a reason.”

Arzoal nodded. Yes… I agree.

“What reason?” Martin asked.

Wayonn shook his head. “That I do not know.” He answered. “All I know is that what we do now is just as important to our future as what Androcles has done. And the High Coven ties into the circle somehow. Just as Muton and the eggs do.”


Danny shook his head. “Man… this is some heavy shit!” He rasped.


Helen nodded her head at his statement. “Some very heavy shit.” She stated causing all of them to look at her with barely concealed humor. Helen almost never used foul language.


Wayonn… could not the Bonded Pairs or Mjolnir's Hand do the same thing as these Paladins? Isheeni asked now.


Wayonn shook his head. “No. While they are powerful in their own right… their abilities do not generate enough of a resonance to be helpful against the Scourge.” He looked at Martin. “You asked why your other children can not achieve this skill Martin. It is because they are not pureblood. All of them have the potential to become more than what they are now with the proper schooling… especially those bonded to dragons… but they will never achieve the skills of you, Andro or other Paladins. Zarah is the first among them to show signs with her skills, part of that is because of what Andro did, but her own skills are far superior to others already. Now that she has come together with Lucia… I understand they both have displayed odd abilities.”

“But Aikiro and her father had no physical ties to Xaxon.” Martin said. “Bella and Narice confirmed this for us. Only his Etheric essence was contained on CS19. His body was on CS41. Without his actual body…”

“No… they did not have his physical body but he was more than powerful enough within Mindvoice to transfer some of his lesser skills to her father.” Wayonn answered. “These skills were carried over in her own children and so on down the line. Because of the specific Etheric composition of these skills, they lost none of their potency through the generations. Lucia’s psychic whips are the equivalent to the psychic knives Aricia uses. Almost on a physical plane… but not quite. When used while charged with high emotions they can be quite lethal however.”

Wayonn… Arzoal interrupted. CS19 had survivors aboard. Pralors that merged with the vampires of the High Coven. Is it possible that some of CS19’s had this gene in a dormant state and Sumar and you just did not detect it? It is really no different than what you and Sumar did on Lycavore.

Wayonn met her flame colored eyes and his own grew wider. “That’s it! That has to be it!” He finally exclaimed. “That has to be why the Scourge have halted! The total combined population of the Lycavorian species and vampires is in access of twenty trillion alone. They do not know how many of them are Paladins!”


 “Six months.” Martin said as he rose to his feet. “Eight tops.”

Wayonn looked at him. “What do you mean?”

“I agree what we are doing now is needed and necessary Wayonn.” Martin spoke. “I feel it within me just as you do. If however, after eight months we find nothing, then we are going back. I will not remain away and let my children and my friends fight a war with the Kavalians that I threw the first punch in.”


Training the Coven dragons. Arzoal spoke softly.


Martin nodded. “Eight months. That is all I am willing to spend out here among the stars searching for something or someone that may or may not exist.”


I agree. Arzoal spoke. In eight months the hatchlings will need to be set free in blue skies and clouds to truly evolve. And I believe as Martin does… for that decision was also partly mine as well.


Wayonn looked back and forth between them and finally nodded his head. “Then it will have to do.” He said.


Danny raised his hand. “Just one question folks… and this may seem minor really. Not important at all! Just a thought that crossed my mind.” Danny spoke. “Just how in the holy billy hell do we fight fucking bugs? No pressure mind you… I’d really like to know that. Just out of curiosity.”

EARTH
CRANAE ISLAND


They were sleeping soundly, Sadi on her back with Ne'Veha snuggled against her on one side and Carisia pressed to her other side with Lu'ria spooning Carisia from behind. The single sheet was disheveled, but it managed to cover most of their bodies from the coolness of the morning air. Carisia was the beneficiary of the body heat from both Sadi and Lu'ria which added to her warmth. The patio doors were open slightly and Andro was awake and holding a large mug of his mother’s coffee in his hand, the dragon medical scanner on his left arm active as he swept it over first Elynth and then Anthar and Majeir. The morning sun was above the horizon in the distance and basking everything it touched in warmth now. Sadi very slowly extracted herself from Ne'Veha and Carisia’s embrace and when she reached the foot of their bed she saw Ne'Veha move closer to Carisia and Lu'ria to regain the heat that Sadi’s body had given her. With a smile of love and affection Sadi got to her feet and reached for the thin robe on the back of the chair. She moved to the patio door padding silently and stopped when she could see him. The tremors of his conversation with Jomann had woken her and he would tell them what they discussed later she knew.
He had taken to wearing his body armor most of the time now and while the Mark IV ArmorPly conformed to his muscular body like a glove, he preferred to wear only his white pants and a loose shirt when he was here at the villa. He had not slept very well these last few days Sadi knew, the events and circumstances of everything that was happening keeping him very busy. Today was the first day where he would start without an early morning meeting and he was using it to do one of the things he enjoyed most Sadi knew, and that was to take care of Elynth and the other dragons that were now part of their family. Witnessing what they had in the Senate Convocation Building had stunned all of them. No one except Sadi and his other mates had known he had grown so much with his power and abilities, but even they were shocked at what they had seen. He had kept it secret from all his siblings and everyone else except for Denali. Now it was out in the open because he had become angry at the Kavalian ambassador’s attitude toward the rape of his mother For'mya. Sadi had seen many Netnews reports on what had happened in the chamber that day and all of them eventually came back to what he had done. Sadi knew he was not yet fully comfortable with the Etheric power within him. The brief excerpts from the Ancient Pralor Tomes that she had seen in his thoughts had spoken of his responsibilities with this power. What he needed to do. How he needed to act. Androcles, Sadi knew, was not a man of inaction but the fact he had this power within him forced him to think about everything he did now and it caused him to hesitate in his decisions sometimes. That is what he did not like. He was learning to deal with it, as he did with everything, but it was frustrating for him at times.

Andro had told them of his discussion with Shiria and Deia and what they were going to do. He never kept anything from them and that was part of the reason they all loved him so. Though Sadi Leonidas knew that deep within him, he would choose her over all of them because they were Anomes, it was not something he or she would do willingly. He was like his father in so many ways, and loving each of them just as intensely as the other was part of his strength. Part of the reason that Sadi and all of them were so drawn to him. No other man could ever do to her, to all of them, what Andro did. He missed Caliria she knew, they all did. She was part of them now no matter the struggles she had within herself. Sadi had no doubts she would eventually realize she belonged with them. With Caliria part of them now, adding to them, Sadi had detected something a few days ago while they were in the Senate chamber. It was very faint, almost undetectable, but her own power and the influence of his aura in the chamber on all of them had caused them to feel it. Almost like another mind had joined with theirs for the briefest of moments. Sadi knew if they had felt it, then Andro had felt it as well, but it was not something he would bring up. She and the others had discussed it, for the presence had been female in nature and feeling that presence even for that brief instant had caused all of them to shiver in delight. 
His resonance is much more calm and focused this morning. Lu'ria’s voice filtered into her mind and Sadi turned to see their Drow Mistress move up next to her. 
Lu'ria’s glorious ebony body was still completely nude, her shimmering white hair falling far past her shoulders. They had explored each other’s bodies intimately since coming together, Lu'ria’s smooth ebony skin a delight for all of the to delve into, and to them having clothes on when it was just them was silly unless it was very cold. Since becoming wolf her body had taken on a much more muscular definition and as a proud Drow female she already reeked of sexuality. Her new figure had led to many nights of blissful pleasure even when Andro was not among them. She could be dominant or she could be submissive in their bed but no matter what she was always willing to give pleasure just as easily as receive it. Lu'ria sipped from the large mug of coffee before holding it out to Sadi as she pressed her ebony body against Sadi’s side. They always had a large coffee machine in their quarters that was ready to brew on a moment’s notice. With the exception of SirsanGai, all of them had developed a great like for Aricia’s coffee. Ne'Veha still preferred the tea her grandmother had got her hooked on, which they now had plenty of at the villa.

Sadi nodded as she took the mug from her. Taking care of Elynth and the others has always done this for him. She answered as she sipped the hot, rich coffee. It will help to center him again.
He does not like having the lives of so many hinge on his commands and orders. Lu'ria said. My father and Am'uur saw that when they met. My father says it is a strength and that it will keep him on a path of moral righteousness.

Sadi looked at her. Lu'ria’s father, her entire family really, had taken an immediate liking to Andro and all of them. Lu'ria was much ballyhooed within the Drow culture now, a celebrity of sorts, for she had four equally stunning women who referred to her as their Drow Mistress and she was the first pureblood Drow who had ever been changed into a wolf. Her body in wolf form was covered in a lustrous coat of soft, pure white hair and she was very nearly as large as Sadi while Ne'Veha was slightly smaller than them. Your father and Am'uur have left? She asked.

Lu'ria nodded. They took a ten member team. Most of them fought beside the King here on Earth. She looked at Sadi with those glittering amber colored eyes. Those who betrayed my people will pay for their actions. She said.
Sadi nodded. As well they should. She spoke. 
The Krypteria had discovered that two very powerful merchants within The Wilds had been the ones who sold the information to the KFI about the location and routines of any of the Drow outposts that had been struck. In a move that was totally unexpected from Androcles, but which ended up garnering him almost as fierce a loyalty among the Drow as his father, he ordered the assassinations of these two men to be carried out by the Drow in retribution. He was not about to let them escape after helping to facilitate the rape and butchering of Drow females and small children among those the Kavalians killed with the help of these men. Aihola had approved of the mission and left it to Lu'ria’s father and brother to execute the mission with her blessings. 
What happens now Sadi? Lu'ria asked her.

His actions have bought us the time we need. Sadi answered. Now it is a matter of being able to consolidate what we have, reinforcing our strengths, addressing our weaknesses and ramping up our production.



So we will be remaining here on Earth? Lu'ria asked.

Sadi shrugged. There is no telling what he has planned. She answered. The part of his mind that formulates tactics and ideas is not one I will delve into. I tried once and it very nearly drove me crazy with his calculations and scenarios. I could keep nothing straight. I gave up finally. She said with a smile.


Lu'ria laughed softly. There have been many great military leaders in the history of Earth. Humans mostly, but no one ever wanted to analyze their minds either.


They both turned when they felt Ne'Veha and Carisia wake. As was usually the norm for Ne'Veha, she reached for the table console and turned on the Netnews. It was a running joke between them that she could not function without getting her daily dose of news. As she sat lotus style on the bed, Carisia settled next to her with a mug of coffee and one of tea. Ne'Veha kissed her softly in thanks and they both began watching. Sadi and Lu'ria grinned at one another but those grins vanished quickly as they felt Ne'Veha and Carisia’s hearts begin to beat faster.


“SirsanGai?” Sadi called moving back into the room fully. “What is it?”


“That fool Senator Icho.” Ne'Veha answered motioning to the monitor built into the wall. “He is giving a Netnews conference in Sparta.”

Sadi and Lu'ria moved back into the room near the bed and turned to watch the monitor as Ne'Veha turned up the volume. They could see Ulana in the background as well as half a dozen other Senators.

“… Saying that you are one of those who voted against the implementation of Spartan Law and going to war with the Kavalian Federation Senator?” A reporter asked.


“Of course I did!” Icho answered. “War is not what is needed now. What we need to do is talk with the KFI. Find out what their issues are with us and address them accordingly. It is irresponsible for King Leonidas to leave the Prince in command while he gallivants across the stars doing something that none of us are aware of. This is what I have been saying for years. We need to think of reorganizing the Union government. Prime Minister Deia has been in power for too long and we have no need for a King. Especially one who has spoken publicly about how he does not want the job!”


“So you are willing to essentially give the Kavalian Federation a pass on killing nearly a thousand Union citizens in the bombing of the Senate Building? Not to mention the brutal killings of nearly three hundred Drow citizens of the Union.” The same reporter asked.


“I’m saying we need to address why the KFI did this.” Icho spoke. “They had reasons for their actions! Reasons that we gave them. Prince Androcles has convinced everyone we need war to settle this. To get revenge for their actions. What drives the Prince to think this? We know very little about Prince Androcles… he has intentionally avoided most contact with the Netnews over the years. He orders the destruction of the Jump Gates around Hadaria, killing millions. He orders these surprise attacks against Kavalian forces who he says were preparing to invade… also killing millions. And his actions in the Senate Chamber behind me have to be explained. We all saw what he did. Where did these abilities come from? Why do we not know about them? And why has the School of the Mages been left out of the loop?” 
“Seven times they have requested that the King’s children attend the School and each time they have been rebuffed. Why is this? What is the Leonidas family hiding? What is hidden within the Crown Princess’s past? We all know she was an agent for the High Coven! I have learned only recently that it was she who led the assassins to the Royal Palace on Apo Prime all those years ago! The same assassins that almost claimed the life of our Queen For'mya. Now she is Crown Princess of the Union! How is that? These are the things we need to know. These are the questions that need to be answered! We have now been plunged into a war with the Kavalian people while we make friends with those who have been our enemies since The Black Day! Two of our King’s sons have taken daughters of our vile enemies as their wives and mates! What are we to fathom from this reversal? I for one would like answers! As would many of those I represent and…”

“It’s starting.” Sadi said softly. “And that upaee is there with him.” She finished her statement with a hiss of revulsion.

“It certainly is.” Andro’s voice echoed hers and they all turned to see him standing there in the room with them. “He can unquestionably play to a crowd don’t you think? And he is asking all the right questions too? How convenient don’t you think?”

“The right questions?” Ne'Veha asked looking at him. “What do you mean when you say that Saradasaar?” She asked.



“They are exactly the questions the Kavalians would want the answers to.” Andro said as he lifted his mug and sipped his own coffee. “Coincidence?” He asked. “I think not.”


“You think Icho is working for the Kavalians?” Sadi gasped.


“Laustinos wasn’t working alone that is for sure.” Andro answered her. “And the good Senator is in the perfect position to provide Laustinos many different types of information. So yes… I believe the good Senator is working for our enemies.”


Sadi looked at him as he moved to the COM panel in their room. “Andro what are you going to do?” She asked.


Andro grinned at her. “I’m going to make a couple of command decisions and then we are going to a Netnews conference my beautiful mates. I suggest you all get dressed.” He spoke as he stabbed down on the panel. “Command?”


“Durcunusaan Command Milord. Captain Feknar!”


“Patch me through to Assistant Director Marci.” Andro spoke. “Priority One.”


“Stand by Milord.” The officer spoke. “Patching her through now.”


Since the panel was audio only Andro typed several commands and then stepped back.


“Andro?” Marci’s voice spoke. “What’s wrong?”


“Are you seeing the Netnews Marci?” Andro asked.


“Armetus, Nesa and I are watching it now.” She answered.


“Good. Marci… how much funding does Icho’s family Engineering Firm get from the Union government?” He asked.


“They just received a proposed contract for a hundred billion a year times five, to develop and build a viable replacement for the M7 TEMPEST.” She answered. “We haven’t received a signed copy as of yet. Not to my knowledge anyway.”


“Really?” Andro asked. “That much?”


“Yes.”


“Pull it!” Andro ordered. “All of it! And void the contract.” Sadi looked at Lu'ria and the others with a large smile and beaming green eyes.


“Androcles…” Armetus’s voice broke in. “We will need to find a company to give that contract too. We need to continue the development of the fighters. Ben will scream if we do not.”


“Give it to MENKLA Manufacturing.” Andro said. “Sadi’s father no longer runs the company so it is not a conflict of interest. They have a larger construction base anyway do they not?”


“Very much so… yes.” Armetus answered.


“Then give it to MENKLA.” Andro said. “I will be arriving at the Senate Convocation Building in fifteen minutes. Have the voided contracts sent via my data pad.”


“Understood.” Marci spoke.


Andro looked at Sadi and the others. “Shall we go rock the boat as my father says?” He spoke with a grin.

SPARTA
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“…attending the School of the Mages is not something required within Union space Senator.” The female reporter spoke. 


“No it is not. “Icho answered. “However, as far as I know, any child with Mindvoice abilities in excess of the norm has attended the school at their parent’s request. At least those parents that I have talked to in my district on Apo Prime. Many of them have asked my why the King’s own children do not attend the school. It is the foremost academy for teaching our children how to use their skills is it not? My many constituents want to know why, if it is good enough for their children, why isn’t it good enough for the King’s?”


“Senator… why the sudden interest in the King’s children?” Another reporter asked. “You have been on the Senate for over seven decades, before King Leonidas ever took power. You have remained silent until now. Why?”


“Prince Androcles has plunged us into a war with the Kavalian Federation!” Icho replied. “A war of choice! I could sit back no longer and watch as his father and he took the Union in the wrong direction!”


“Senator… you and those who think like you are in a severe minority.” The same reporter spoke. “The outcome of the vote three days ago was very telling in that regard.”


“I believe it was because we were not given all the information we needed to make a sound decision.” Icho spoke.


“So… are you calling the Prince a liar Senator?” The man continued.


“Certainly not!” Icho popped. “I’m saying I believe he withheld information from the Senate that possible would have altered the decisions of many of my colleagues.”


“Senator Icho… these accusations are quite inflammatory.” An elven female asked. “If you have such concerns… why did you not address them with the Prince in private instead of an open forum like this?”


“I believe the people have a right to know.” Icho answered. “I have asked for an audience with the Prince four times in the last month alone and I have been rebuffed. Senator Ulana, a friend and former love interest of Androcles Leonidas has asked for an audience just as many times and received no reply.”


“Senator Ulana… is this true?” The reporter asked.


Ulana stepped up next to Icho. “I have wanted to speak with Androcles for some time regarding our relationship. As many of you know, we were together for quite some time after the Evolli War. I was the one who comforted him and talked with him after the war. As soon as the Crown Princess came back into his life, he dismissed me out of hand. As if nothing existed between us. I found that very out of character for Androcles.”


“Are you implying that there is something else to this reaction that you say is out of character?” The reported asked.


“I’m saying I know Androcles Leonidas to know he would not act in the way he did.” Ulana answered.


“You have heard what they said together many months ago no doubt.” The same reporter pressed on. “They are Anomes. Meant to be together by destiny and fate. This is something that is highly regarded by your people is it not? Why question that.”

Ulana smiled sarcastically. “Anomes are a myth of our people.” She spoke arrogantly. “No one believes in them anymore and there is nothing based in medical or scientific fact that supports this. Those who do adhere to this way of thinking are either uneducated or religious fanatics.”


This statement caught many of the reporters by surprise and some of them even looked to where Dilaen Roan was standing off to the side glaring in obvious anger at Icho and Ulana. She had not been informed of this Netnews Conference beforehand as was the procedure. It was a common courtesy for senators and others to inform the Royal family about such events if the topics that were going to be discussed concerned them or the policies of the Union in any way. 


A Lycavorian reporter stood up now from the back. “Senator Ulana… you do realize that the overwhelming majority of the citizens of Sparta, as well as a good number throughout the Union believe deeply in what you are dismissing. Do you think it is appropriate for you to call them uneducated or fanatical because of what they believe?”


Ulana looked at him. “The Lycavorian people who settled here in Sparta are an offshoot of our people.” She answered. “They do not reflect the mainstream thinking of those men and women who live on Apo Prime or other worlds.”


“Are you sure about that Senator?” The man asked. “It seems to me that you are, in one way, demeaning the men and women who were born and raised here in Sparta. Lycavorians who were sent here by King Resumar to save them at the beginning of the Rebellion. He sent his own son King Leonidas himself here because he believed it a final act. A way to insure our people lived on. Since the return of King Leonidas, many of the Lycavorians who do not live here in Sparta have rediscovered their faith. Are you demeaning them as well?”


“I’m saying that there is no factual information that supports this claim of anomes and soulmates.” Ulana said in reply.


“And therefore it does not exist to you?” The reporter continued.


“I would rather trust my future and what I do to what I can prove.” Ulana stated. “Not some ancient and silly myth.”


“It is not a myth to many of our people Senator.” The man snapped at her.

“All I am saying is that I know Androcles Leonidas… and his actions were not part of his character back then.” Ulana said. “He dismissed me for a woman who led a group of assassins to his home to kill his elven mother. A woman whose past is… questionable to put it mildly. Given what we shared I…”


“You what Ulana?” Androcles’s voice echoed in the room causing all of their heads to turn towards the back of the room to see Andro standing in the open doorway. Sadi stood beside him, Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria on both either side of them. He had changed into his Mark IV ArmorPly, the crimson cape with gold trim falling to the floor from his shoulders. Sadi and the others were dressed in a similar manner, Sadi gripping his right hand tightly, Carisia his left.


Andro looked at Sadi. KertaGai?

Sadi’s eyes beamed at him and she smiled. Ulana and I will have a reckoning of our own Saradasaar. You can not stop that now.” She spoke softly. I will deal with her in my own way. That does not mean you cannot defend my honor if it makes you feel better my love.


Andro chuckled and leaned over to kiss her. A lingering kiss of passion and love that was just as much for the benefit of the Netnews crews who were watching as well as Ulana.  I promise I will act appropriately.

So will I. Sadi told him.

Andro turned back to the Netnews room and started up the center aisle towards where Ulana and Icho stood. Andro glanced to where Dilaen was standing with Thomas and he saw her shake her head, cross her arms over her ample chest and shoot him three fingers, meaning that Icho’s people had not let her know that they were going to do this and that at least three of the Netnews channels were privy to it before it began. Andro nodded his head and turned back to look at Icho as he walked closer. He let his eyes gaze across the men and women gathered in the Netnews conference room as he walked.

“Good morning everyone.” He spoke casually as he moved towards the podium. “Since the good Senator Icho did not deem it necessary out of courteousness to inform my Chief Information Officer Dilaen Roan that he was going to have this little gathering, when I saw it on the Netnews I thought I might crash the party. I hope no one minds?”


Icho and Ulana watched as he mounted the podium stage with them while murmurs swept through the gathered reporters. Andro ignored Icho for the moment and looked at Ulana while shaking his head. “You are so far out of your realm of understanding Ulana that it isn’t even funny anymore.” He said softly to her though his voice carried to the first rows of reporters. “You don’t know me Ulana. You never knew me.”

Ulana’s eyes narrowed in anger. “You were mine!” She hissed softly. “I am five times the female she is! She is nothing more than a common tart!”


“I was never yours upaee!” Andro snarled at her more loudly this time. “I have belonged to Sadi since I was eight months old! And she to me! You never understood that Ulana! You have never believed in that! Do not presume to think you know me because we laid together a few times Ulana! You have never known me! You will never know me! And to be honest… it was never that good anyway! You don’t hold a candle to any of my mates individually, let alone when they are all together!”


This statement was heard by nearly everyone in the large chamber for Andro’s voice had risen several decibels in anger. Eyes flew open across the room, Dilaen Roan’s hands went over her mouth in stunned shock and Sadi, Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria could not help but burst out in soft laughter at the rear of the room.


Icho stepped forward now, his own eyes filled with anger. “How dare you treat her in such a manner?” He snapped.


Andro met his gaze. “I will treat her exactly how she treats everyone around her Senator Icho! You and she have no right to stand there and judge what the vast majority of our people believe to be wrong because it does not fit into your perfect little world! Neither of you can even speak the ancient language of our people! You think it beneath you!” He barked right back at the man. He shoved the data pad into Icho’s chest. “Here is what I think of you old man.” He spoke harshly. “My father and I, the Leonidas family, we will not have a company whose owner and chief operating officer believes it is acceptable for the Kavalians to rape my mother and kill hundreds of our people because they questioned our action; we will not have them building the many fighters our pilots will go into combat with. Your contract with the Union government has been voided and the now MENKLA Manufacturing will build the ships we need.”

Icho’s eyes grew wide in disbelief “You can not do this!” He declared.


“It’s already done igord!” Andro spoke before turning away from him and moving to the podium and looking out at the shocked Netnews reporters. “You wish to know me?” He called out. “Here I am! I will give those of you in this room one question each! The good Senator Icho complains that no one knows me… well here I am. I will answer whatever questions you wish to ask to the best of my ability. Since none of you have had the time to prepare for this, your questions will be honest I hope. Before we begin let me say this…”


Androcles looked at Icho and Ulana for a long moment before turning back to the many faces before him. “I am a Lycavorian Spartan! I was born here in Sparta and the gods be willing I will die in Sparta! I am the Crown Prince yes… but as many of you know… I do not care for titles. I never have and I never will. I… I follow what is in here!” Andro pounded his chest over his heart with an armored fist. “As my Spartan father taught me! As the Spartans who knew my grandfather Leonidas taught my own father in this very city when he discovered who he truly was! I do not care what you think of me. Every action I have taken in my life… every decision I have made has been made with the best interests of the people of the Union at its center! That is what my father taught me! Our people come before all! I am no different from them except for the blood that runs in my veins! I would die for any of them with question! That is my purpose and role in this life!” Andro turned and looked at Icho. “Others may see something else…” He turned back to the reporters. “But they do not know me!”

Andro lifted his right hand slightly and picked the heavy podium up several inches with his Etheric power before tossing it across the room to smash against the far wall between two Durcunusaan troops who didn’t move an inch from their spots. The reporters all looked at him in shock. “You wish to know me?” Andro said as he settled to the edge of the stage and sat down casually. “KertaGai! SirsanGai! Enylarcopri! Ilythiiri Tessai!” He called out. Everyone watched as Sadi and the others moved forward confidently holding each other’s hands as they climbed up on the stage to settle beside him. Sadi on his right, Lu'ria on his left and Carisia and Ne'Veha on either side of them. “Our Inamarno is not here with us at this moment but we will stand for her as well. The time has come for the people of the Union to know what we have discovered these last months. Ask your questions. But know this… I will not reveal military decisions or plans nor will I discuss them. I do this because it protects our men and women out there now and our citizens as well. Sadi has agreed to allow you to ask questions about her past as the good Senator Icho has questioned so recently. Whatever may have happened it is in the past, and that is where it belongs… in the past. And that is where it will remain. You wish a window into me. Into my family. Now is your chance. I hope Senator Icho does not mind if I take over his Netnews conference?”

Small murmurs of laughter came from the gathered reporters as they pressed closer, many of them moving their assigned chairs closer to the stage, fascinated by this unheard of access to the one member of the Leonidas Royal family who had always shunned the Netnews at every turn.

OFFICE OF THE PRIME MINISTER


“And to be honest… it was never that good anyway!”


Shiria nearly lost the tea she was drinking as they heard that and she saw Deia pump her fist up and down once.


“That is the way to get the attention of a crowd and take control Mandri!” She gasped in delight. She turned her head quickly at Shiria’s almost choking fit and she saw her, Thr'won and Panos looking at her with wide eyes. “What?” She spoke defensively. “I never liked that little upaee anyway! Or that worm Icho!”


Shiria wiped her lips with her napkin before speaking. “He certainly knows how to get a person’s undivided focus.” She said. “Deia is this wise of him?”


“Androcles has always been the one that so many have wondered about.” Thr'won spoke softly and saw Shiria turn to look at her. “He is Martin’s oldest son. The heir to the throne. He has never been shy about displaying his distrust and outright dislike of the Netnews. Rightfully so really. Ever since he was a small boy they have always been curious about him. He is the enigma they have always asked about and were never able to get answers on. Do not doubt he knows exactly what he is doing Val'istar. By doing this… he neutralizes any enemies that may try to use Sadi’s past against them. That is what Icho was trying to do. And by doing this… he is finally giving others a window into himself. To see what many of us have always seen. When he is done… he will have made far more allies than enemies. That is why he is doing it. He wants their trust. If he has their trust… he will have their support.”

Panos nodded. “It’s a brilliant move tactically speaking.”


“And it will divert any attention from what we are doing.” Deia said shaking his head. “That boy is too much like his father… no matter that he does not want to be.”


Thr'won nodded her head in agreement. “That he is.” She stated. “That he is.”

UZU OZEIB 7

VENTASH’MA MEETING CHAMBERS



The windows had been repaired quickly, several tables now lined up against the far wall that held Danishes of all kinds and pitchers of  Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. For the first time in more than twenty thousand years, the men and women in this room did not fear their fate. They did not fear the dozen Immortal Guards that stood along the edges of the room. They had never been allowed in this chamber before, but now things were different. No one in the room feared for their life. The Immortals were present because they had sworn themselves to the protection of Narice and the Ventash'ma for the good of the Coven and Akruxian people. Three speeches Narice had made since the Ventash'ma had overwhelmingly named her Empress of the High Coven with their full support. Two of the speeches had explained to the citizens of the Coven what she was doing to insure their existence into the future. By now, word had reached to every corner of the Coven about Admiral Pontal leading High Coven forces against the Kavalians and doing so with ten Fleet Groups of Lycavorians fighting beside them every step of the way. The word of Androcles Leonidas had proven true and now the combined Coven and Lycavorian forces were methodically taking back planets lost decades ago in the initial invasion. The light of hope could not change the atmosphere of their planet, but it had made the hopes and spirits of so many soar higher and louder than at any time in the Coven’s long history. The reaction and emotion of their people had breached millennia of distrust and caution and touched the men and women of the Ventash'ma allowing them to finally see that this should have been done long ago. It would not be easy going forward they knew… but their personal influence and power had only grown for the decisions they had made in the last few days and it was far sweeter than it had ever been. Now they were actually looked up too and not reviled. All of them had decided either in groups or by themselves that they needed to see this through. That this is what they should have done millennia ago.


The three holograms in the center of the table were Pontal, Riall and Cha'talla as they made their daily report. Narice sat at one head of the table, Toria and Felisa on either side of her. Datarik sat at the other head. He had been put forth as Chief of the Ventash'ma by Narice and the vote had been unanimous across the board. Something that had never happened before.


“…pressing on all fronts.” Pontal reported. “If all goes according to plan… we should retake Acewea and Taett by the end of the week.”


Riall nodded from his office on his own ship. “And we will have secured Kabjell and the forward Coven shipyards by the same time.”


“How much more can you reclaim Admiral?” Narice asked.


“The Kavalians are not putting up much of a fight, but forward reconnaissance indicates they have stop retreating and begun digging in along the Cuwa-rue and Yiyala 4 Systems.” Pontal answered. “They still have substantial forces however.”


Arrarn pushed off from the wall where he had been standing next to Ki'nuq. “Too much.” Arrarn spoke loud enough for them to hear him.


Narice turned and looked at him. “Arrarn?” She asked. He had been a rock for her these last days. He had grown so much in only the last two weeks, yet his humor and sharp wit was still there. 

“We are taking too much.” Arrarn said moving closer to her. “We won’t be able to defend it all if they counterattack. We need to stop and circle our wagons.”


“Circle our wagons?” Datarik asked from his chair. “What does this expression mean Arrarn Leonidas?”

“I realize that I am not as experienced as you or my grandfather Admiral Pontal… but I have learned quite a bit from watching my father and brother work.” Arrarn spoke. “Everything has happened quickly. Perhaps too quickly. We…” Arrarn stopped talking and looked around the room. “I’m sorry… I didn’t mean to overstep my bounds. I shouldn’t have said anything.”


It was Ventash'ma Riara who spoke next. “No!” He barked. “I wish to hear what it is you have to say young Leonidas. You are in a unique position. You are outside these events and looking in at everything that has happened. Your only concern is for your Blessed Wife Narice. We on the other hand are inside looking out. Tell us what you see young Arrarn Leonidas. I think I speak for all of us that we have entered a new age and we are not all knowing. We need young and fresh ideas. Tell us… what does this circle our wagons mean.”


Arrarn looked first to Narice who was staring back at him with beaming dark eyes and a dazzling smile. He then looked to Riall in the transmission. “Grandfather?” He asked.


“Tell them.” Riall said.


Arrarn moved up next to Narice. “It is an ancient Earth term… but one that has worked well in the past. It is how the Union survived against the Coven for so long just after the Rebellion began though they had a different term for it. We have taken nineteen planets back but our forces are stretched out across seven systems. Not bad right now… but if we try to take back more it will become dangerous. It is the same tactic my brother is using now within the Union.”


“Time.” Cha'talla spoke now.


Arrarn nodded. “Yes. We don’t know how much of the Coven military is still supporting Moran at the moment. Yuri is a non-factor as we all know. But Moran is still a threat. We don’t know how many support him.”


“My people tell me he has at least eight Fleet Groups.” Pontal spoke.


“Eight Fleet Groups that he can turn against us at any time.” Arrarn spoke. “I don’t think he is going to care that if he attack us, it only weakens us to the Kavalians. And he still has Dante with him and we don’t know what he is capable of.”


“Because of the same blackness that infected Yuri?” Toria asked.


Arrarn nodded. “We all saw it first or second hand. Everyone in this room. Some of you may not believe in it completely… but you are opened minded enough to at least consider it.”

“What do you propose Arrarn Leonidas?” Pontal asked.


“Circle our wagons Admiral. Consolidate our gains. Reinforce everything we have taken. Get the people back on their feet. Make each and every planet we have taken back a virtual nightmare to attack again.” Arrarn told them. “We have millions and millions of tactical mines that we aren’t using correct grandfather?”


Riall nodded and leaned forward in his chair as he began to see what Arrarn was saying. “Yes we do.” He answered. “As well as defensive fortifications that we have in storage.”


“Instead of trying to reclaim the old High Coven border… let’s make a new one. At least for right now.” Arrarn said. “Mine the shit out of the coreward side of our gains. Shift the PDPs you have guarding planets closer to Uzu Ozeib 7 further out. If the Kavalians want to attempt to take these planets back, we make sure they know the price in blood is going to be too high no matter how many clones and ships they throw at it.”


“So you did listen to the many hours of lessons you got?” Riall exclaimed.


Arrarn smiled. “Of course I did grandfather. Just don’t tell father or Andro. I’ll lose my reputation of being an airhead.”


Riall laughed at this. “Your secret is safe with me.” He spoke. “It is a sound and proven plan. If we move quickly… the Kavalians will not be able to shift enough of their forces into any one area to stage a serious counterattack.”


Pontal nodded. “Thank you Arrarn Leonidas.” He spoke. “I was becoming so revitalized by our victories that I almost lost my sense. How soon can we shift our own assets and get the rest from the Union.”


Arrarn grinned. “Andro is my brother sir. I just happened to have a direct line to him.” He said. “I’m not really doing anything right now. I don’t think Narice is going to be jumping across the stars anytime soon and I’m sitting on my hands. That’s kind of boring for someone like me. I can coordinate the move and where to send the assets if you like.”


Pontal looked at Narice from his own ship. “Empress… the decision is yours and the Ventash'ma’s… but with our current disposition we could implement it easily. Do you agree Riall?”

“Yes.” Riall answered.


Narice looked at his image. “How long can you stay Admiral?” She asked.


“I have a reserved force standing by to enter Coven space.” Riall spoke. “Personally… I would like to remain until Andro calls me back. I’ll be honest… I have fought the Coven for the better part of my entire life and I’d be lying if I said it doesn’t feel downright invigorating to work with you instead of against you. We’ve been where you are now Narice. We can help.”


Narice looked at the men and women at the table. “Do the Ventash'ma have anything to say?” She asked. “Other options perhaps?”


“I don’t think we have many of those open to us right now.” Anebal spoke. “Admiral Pontal… do you disagree?”


Pontal shook his head. “No.”


“Then I move we go forward with Arrarn Leonidas’s plan as he put forth.” Anebal spoke. 


Datarik nodded. “As do I.”


Narice nodded. “So be it.” She said.


“I will shift a battalion of Immortals to each location.” Cha'talla spoke. “Narice I will also divide the Coven dragons as well. Given the fear the Kavalians have of our dragon brothers… even two or three on the surface of a planet will give them additional pause.”


Narice nodded. “Very well. We’ll speak again in the morning and advise everyone of the status.” She spoke. “I would like a moment with just the Ventash'ma before we begin the rest of our day.”


Datarik and the others looked at one another as the room began to clear. Narice rose to her feet and moved to the table to refill her glass before turning back. 


“I believe we have some decisions to make.” She spoke. “And I will not make them without the consent of the Ventash'ma.” She moved back to her chair. “Let’s talk.”
