CHAPTER SIX
SCIMITAR

ELEVEN HOURS FROM SOLMAR SYSTEM
FEBRUARY 4TH, 1840 HRS EST

“…lost your minds?” Ben O’Connor’s voice sprang from the holo transmission in front of Sadi and Ne'Veha.

Sadi glanced at Ne'Veha quickly where she sat next to her and smiled, Carisia and Lu'ria bookending them on the couch in their quarters on the SCIMITAR, also with small grins on their faces. She turned back to the life size figure of Admiral O’Connor who was pacing back and forth in his office at Dreamland.


“I assure you Admiral… we are quite in command of all our cognizant abilities.” Sadi answered him with a smile.


Ben stopped pacing and looked at them. “I’m not so sure.” He hissed. “He’s beginning to take after his father you know! Now their nut job mentality has rubbed off on you just like it did Anja and the others! Andro’s boneheaded move just revealed to half the Kavalian Command Structure where he is and…”


“You know the reason he did that Admiral.” Lu'ria spoke up quickly.


Ben nodded. “I know why he did it.” He stated. “I’m just trying to determine how much of a blow he took to the head in order to actually do it!”


“We trust him.” Sadi spoke confidently. “And I have already ordered Admiral Ceneu to deploy forces in order to counter any reinforcements the Kavalians may send. Whatever forces they have there already will be all they are getting.”

Ben lifted the data pad. “Now you send me this?”


“You received our schematics then?” Ne'Veha asked.

“I got them Ne'Veha. How long did it take you and Sadi to put this together?” Ben asked her.


Ne'Veha glanced at Sadi. “Seven hours.” She answered almost embarrassed, turning back to the image of the most famous human/vampire hybrid in the entire Lycavorian Union. A man who made the impossible seem mundane. Admiral Benjamin O’Connor was one of Martin Leonidas’s oldest and most cherished friends. A man who had been with him long before he had ever become King of the Union and a man that the King listened too exclusively when he spoke. A man that Andro secretly suspected of being an Eridiani Sadi knew. It would account for his amazing longevity even before becoming a vampire as well as his supreme intelligence.
“Seven hours!” Ben almost shouted. “Seven hours to take the frame of one of the Pralor corvettes, twist it and turn it to suit your needs and turn it into one of the most advanced ships in the fleet!”


Sadi nodded her head. “Umm… essentially yes.” She said also somewhat embarrassed.

“Why ain’t you two working for me instead of traipsing all over the galaxy after that malda man you are mated too!” Ben barked.


“It wouldn’t be anywhere near as fun.” Carisia spoke now.


Ben snorted loudly. “Fun!” He bellowed. “Are you saying I’m not fun young lady?”


Carisia’s face narrowed in worry and she shook her head quickly. “No… no sir.” She stammered.


“Admiral… we consulted with both Avi and 341 and they…” Sadi began.


Ben held up his hand. “No wife to Androcles Leonidas calls me Admiral… is that clear?” He stated. “I forbid it.”


“Ben…” Sadi said softly. “There is a reason for this.” She spoke. “With Ne'Veha and I now bonded to dragons, even the new STRIKER is not large enough for all of us. We needed a ship that could match the speed and abilities of the STRIKER and still carry all of us. You know Jomann and Eli will never be apart from Andro. They are too close as Prince and Captain and brother and sister. Eli would never let him go anywhere far from her. She feels her purpose is to keep him in one piece and that purpose now extends to us as well it seems.”


“Good luck to her with that.” Ben said with a smile. “She’s been trying to do that since she was a little girl and he always manages to get the shit kicked out of him every so often. She might have better luck with you five, but I doubt it.”


All of them laughed softly at that. “How true.” Lu'ria said softly.


“With all of us combined we are talking about seven dragons. Possibly one or two more in the future. We are not sure about that yet. ” Sadi said. “We used Shiria’s ship as a foundation base and it just turned out to be a perfect fit.”


“Sadi… considering the size and power this ship would have… you’re talking about an entirely new class.” Ben spoke. “A Heavy Corvette for lack of a better term. Not to mention it will be our first attempt at building a purely Pralor ship.” He typed on the pad. “What kind of crew are we talking?”


“We want to keep the flight crew at three.” Sadi answered. “Myself, SirsanGai and a Flight Engineer. Preferably one who is an excellent pilot so that we can cross deck to one another. Andro and Jomann are well versed enough in weapons and tactics and Eliani added her designs for a small Med Bay. Dutkne has become Andro’s… his Oracle for lack of a better term. If all goes as Shiria and Deia have worked out then Jomann will have a counter to him as a Paladin. Aside from the eleven of us and our dragons, perhaps a dozen more permanent crew. More than likely cross trained Durcunusaan that Jomann will pick.”


Ben looked at her in the transmission. “You do realize that putting one of SPARTA’S WRATH’s spare Quantum Fusion Resonance Reactors in this puppy will make it seriously overpowered for the size you are talking.”


Sadi smiled. “That’s what we like.” She said.


“We’re going to have to reinforce every brace and strut with a solid coating of inch thick Dragon Armor and Lyrium Durcorsis seams.” Ben spoke almost to himself. “The outer hull shell will have to be made up of our Dragon Armor laced with the Pralor Lyrium Weave Durcorsis to keep it as light as you want but not lose any structural integrity or the ability to take a pounding.” He looked up and them. “We can’t duplicate the bio-mechanical properties of true Pralor vessels, I’ve already confirmed that with Avi. We don’t have the minerals needed for full osmosis into the hull.”

Sadi nodded her head. “Avi told us their Lyrium Weave Durcorsis and Dragon Armor will make a superior combination almost equal in endurance.”

“Sadi… this will be the first ship that we build that will be based solely on advanced Pralor technology right down to the brackets. It will just look like one of ours.” Ben told them. “After a fashion anyway. Most of the tech will come from SPARTA’S WRATH since CS4’s main drive is inert.”

Sadi nodded. “It will also serve as a test bed for future enhancements of the ARIZONA’s and other ships.” She smiled. “Miranda and Zaala were with 341 when we contacted him and Avi. They actually already had the design ideas for the power conduits and the engine core chamber. They are taking a very interested stance. If these designs work on this ship, Miranda will request to have similar ones installed on the newer ARIZONA’s. I’m betting they will want to help build it since it needs to fit into the SCIMITAR’s landing bay.”

“Figures they’d have their two cents in on this.” Ben spoke. “They are the best people I got on Pralor tech outside of Avi and 341. And those two have been like winning the lottery to me. And no bet with Manda and Zaala or their back channel intentions.” He said with a grin. “I’d lose anyway. I got nearly a thousand of those worker drones scurrying all over the fucking place tweaking this and that and working with my engineers. They are helping us to kick out ships at four times the rate. I love it!”

“Given the design parameters and the worker drones you have Ben… how soon do you think before you can have it?” Sadi asked.

Ben looked at her. “Jeez girl… you don’t beat around the bush do you?” He hissed. “This is going to take time! We’re building it from the frame up!”

Sadi met his gaze. “I’ll give you three weeks.” She stated firmly. “We know Andro… and we can give it whatever shake down tests it may need. We want…”

Ben held up his hand. “Give me four weeks.” He told her. “I’ll have it for you before you go to the Beta Quadrant.”
Sadi blinked and looked at Lu'ria quickly before turning back to him. “What makes you think we are going to the Beta Quadrant any time soon?” She asked.

Ben chuckled gently now. “Ah… Sadi. Don’t forget… I’ve known Androcles a lot longer than you. I know how that boy thinks… cause he thinks just like his father. And his father is one evil and devious sonofabitch when he wants to be.”

Carisia leaned forward now. “What… what do you mean Ben?” She asked softly.

Ben smiled. “Ask him what he has planned when you link up with him. He’ll tell you.” He answered. He held up the data pad. “I’ll put together a team to start building this. 341 will be giving you updates. Avi is heading out on one of the Pralor corvettes tomorrow.”
“Heading where?” Sadi asked.

“Andro contacted me a couple days ago and said he wanted Avi put on one of the Pralor corvettes and sent to link up with Marty and the others.” Ben said with a shrug. “He didn’t offer a reason and I didn’t ask. We’re packing the ship with some extra goodies for Marty and the gang and it will return with messages for families and Intel. It’s the first of a series of supply meets that we have arranged. Having the corvettes makes it relatively smooth.” A chime of some kind echoed in the background and caused him to look up. “Ok… got to go. I’ll have 341 keep you in the loop and contact you if he has any questions.”

“Thank you Ben.” Sadi said quickly.

Ben nodded. “Tell Andro to keep his hard head down.”

“We will.” Sadi answered just before the transmission ended and Ben’s life size image disappeared. She leaned back on the couch and looked at Ne'Veha thoughtfully. “He took that better than I thought.” She said.

“He couldn’t have known…” Lu'ria said. “You and SirsanGai only just finished the details a few hours ago.”

Sadi looked at her. “Perhaps… but it just seems he has been expecting such a request.”
“The 1st Elven Engineer Division considers him the most brilliant mind in the entire Union when it comes to engineering.” Ne'Veha spoke. “That is as big a praise as you will get from the commander of that unit.”

Sadi nodded. “Yes it is.”

Carisia moved closer to Ne'Veha on the couch. “We should speak of Sehri while we are here together.” She stated softly watching as they all turned to her. “I’m a pureblood vampire and even I could sense within Mindvoice that her Coming of Age fever is upon her. And quite strongly.”

Sadi nodded again. “From what we now know, the Rothryn people are Lycavorians who simply cannot shift their forms. They are identical to us in every other way. And that means they still have the same physical reactions.”

“And since she would be considered a pureblood…” Lu'ria began. “Her fever will be very strong.”

“She is suppressing it rather well.” Ne'Veha commented. “At least to others.”
“It’s still battering her shields terribly.” Sadi agreed with a nod. “And she has doubts about something that is keeping her from embracing what she feels entirely.”

“We will need to strengthen our connection with her as we draw closer Sadi.” Lu'ria spoke. “I am only recently turned… just like SirsanGai. Because of how we are connected within Mindvoice, the effects of her fever are more pronounced on us physically and with Enylarcopri it within Mindvoice . We can’t let that distract us.”
“There is no doubt in Andro’s mind.” Ne'Veha spoke with a small smile. “No hesitation in the least when he thinks of her or any of us.”

Sadi nodded and smiled. “I know. He has accepted it fully now. After what happen with Caliria he will no longer doubt his instincts. We belong to him.”

“What do you mean?” Carisia asked.

“He feels responsible for what happen with Caliria.” Sadi said. “All of you feel that. He won’t speak of it to us because it shames him but his emotions are torn about what to do.” Sadi shook her head. “That will work itself out.” She spoke. “We must concentrate on the here and now.”

“And you still will not allow me to visit Ulana and explain things to her?” Lu'ria asked with lethal humor.
All of them laughed and Sadi leaned over to grab Lu'ria’s soft, pink lips in a kiss as Ne'Veha and Carisia grinned while looking on. “Oh Mistress… that would not be entirely fair.” Sadi spoke.

“Who said anything about being fair?” Lu'ria hissed. “Andro is ours!”

Sadi nuzzled Lu'ria’s throat and ran her tongue between the deep valley of ebony skin between her Drow Mistress’s large breasts. “Have no fear Mistress. That will become painfully clear to Ulana in the days ahead… and we won’t have to do a thing. Given what we are all feeling from Andro… I’m thinking he will set Ulana in her place.”

SOLMAR

REMAINS OF THE NORTHERN SETTLEMENT

FEBRUARY 4TH, 1915 HRS, EST


Azlenr squatted among the smoking remains of the settlement, his dark eyes focused on the rows of bodies stretched out before him. He wanted to feel anger for this action but he was unable to. These were Puma Bane troops and not his or Byka’s men. As far as he was concerned these men got what they deserved for their actions, though he would never say that aloud. The bodies had been dumped unceremoniously in rows of thirty or so. No care was taken in this action and it was obvious to Azlenr the message that Prince Androcles was sending, though he knew it would be lost on Marsin in a fit of rage. The bodies had been collected near the south and north entrances to the settlement, and they were the first thing anyone saw upon entering the walls. The stench of dead flesh was beginning to grow more pronounced as his head shifted and he saw Byka and Kameka moving towards his location. Dozens of his men were moving through the wreckage of the settlement, looking for additional bodies and any clues as to how this battle had unfolded. Azlenr rose to his feet as Byka came up to him and Makali began moving towards him from across the rows of bodies. He had not seen Marsin since they had landed close to twenty minutes ago and Azlenr didn’t know if that was good or bad.


Azlenr met the eyes of his cherished friend as he came up beside him. “Survivors Byka?” He asked softly although he was relatively sure of the answer.


Byka shook his head slowly. “No. The entire contingent was wiped out.” He answered. “No one survived.” He looked at his daughter and motioned with his head. “Tell him what you told me Meka?”


Kameka glanced at her father and then looked at Azlenr. “At least two dragons took part in the assault General.” She spoke. “There are prints from a third one, a much larger third one, but nothing that indicate that particular dragon was on the ground during the assault.”


“Three?” Azlenr gasped. “You are certain?”


Kameka nodded. “The prints are very clear and very different sir. They were used to sweep up the interior of the settlement along the retaining wall. I found… I found the remains of several dozen bodies.”


“Remains?” Azlenr asked.


“They were burned to ash for the most part sir.” Kameka answered. “There is not much that can stand against three thousand degree heat when directed with such intensity.”


Azlenr nodded. “You are correct in that.” He said. Azlenr looked at Makali as he came up. “Makali?”


The Kavalian Colonel took a deep breath. “I suspect no more than a hundred and fifty Union soldiers hit this settlement General. There are both boot prints and paw prints outside either entrance. I suspect they got close to the walls in their wolf forms and then shifted just as they launched their attack.”

“Ground sensors would not pick up the shapes of wolves as they approached.” Byka spoke looking at Azlenr. “Their silhouette is too small.”


Makali nodded. “I estimate sixty to seventy hit the settlement from either end while their dragons took out the men with T19 missiles.” He continued. “I doubt they even knew what was happening before they were killed. Intelligence reports from the Evolli indicate these dragons can strike with blinding speed. Even out of the sky.”


Azlenr looked around. “Three dragons and a hundred and fifty men took out a five hundred member strong Puma Bane detachment.” He said softly.


“They took casualties General.” Makali spoke. “There are signs where their men went down.”


Azlenr turned back and looked at him. “That they even attempted this to begin with shows me some measure of what they are capable of Makali.”

“Yes sir.”


“Has anyone seen Marsin?” Azlenr asked.


Byka motioned to the west of their location with his head. “He was looking for the body of the detachment commander near the western wall.” He answered. “The… the death toll did not seem to concern him.”


“As if this is any news to us.” Makali said with some contempt.


“I saw the scorch marks of at least two short range ships General. And one larger one. If I had to guess I’d say it was one of their KADEN transports. The crashed ship was definitely a STRIKER, though it has been gutted and destroyed with Thermite core charges. They burned everything so we could not recover it.” 
“Not even pieces of their Dragon Armor?” Azlenr asked. “Don’t their STRIKERS all carry that?”

Kameka nodded. “Yes sir… but these thermite core charges were designed to melt even their Dragon Armor and render the stable chemicals involved in the forging inert and unusable.” She stated. “We will get nothing from the wreckage.”


“Lots of tracks leading north of the settlement towards the coast. A few hundred at least.” Byka said. “We should send a gunship to investigate Azlenr. They might be able to catch them as they are moving.”


Azlenr shook his head. “Which is exactly what he would suspect I would do.” He said. “No… I will not lose one of our gunships to a surprise missile attack from the ground. The ground column was more than I expected to lose in so little time on this planet. The terrain becomes less friendly the closer to the coast that you move does it not?”


Byka nodded. “According to the thermal scans yes.”


“Darkness is coming and any gunships we send would be sitting ducks flying at tree top level looking for civilians in the jungles below.” Azlenr spoke. “I will not chase him. That is what he wants. The Puma Bane troops may be trained to go after them in the deep timber and jungles but our men are not. I will not risk them against the kind of experience he undoubtedly has with him. They would be slaughtered. He cannot have more than a few hundred men with him or our teams would have detected them by now.”

“If they have transport our ships may be able to pick them up from orbit.” Makali said.


Byka shook his head. “Not through their Shrouds.” He stated calmly. “Remember their KADEN transports and their STRIKERS are interstellar ships and both are equipped with those damnable Shrouds. They have the range to be anywhere on the planet by now.”


Azlenr turned to look north. “They called him Soul Slayer.” Azlenr said softly.

“Sir?” Makali asked.


Azlenr turned back. “The Evolli. They called him Soul Slayer. He and his dragon are said to have killed more Evolli soldiers during their war than five others combined. Even more than his father.”


“He is a boy General.” Makali spoke.


“And he is considered to be one of the foremost tactical minds within the Union behind only his father an one or two others. And he is even more brutal than his father when it comes to his enemies. You know what he did to the Icalro Alliance. And that was over a female he considered his wife!” Azlenr said. 
Kameka looked at him for a moment and then turned to her father. This was something she had not heard. “Father?” She asked.

Byka met her eyes. Azlenr had stood beside him and Meka throughout the entire affair with Marsin and he knew his friend treated his own daughters with much more respect and emotion than normally allowed by Kavalian standards. “The Icalro Alliance apparently was involved with a criminal organization that kidnapped a female who this Prince considered his wife and mate. He went to rescue her and in the process he utterly destroyed the Icalro Alliance Fleet and their capital city. All of their leaders were killed and the Icalro Alliance is now nothing but a memory.”

Meka’s eyes grew a little wider but she kept her council to herself. What would it be like to be loved by a man in such a way? A man who would destroy entire governments for her. A man who worshiped the ground upon which she walked. That was what Meka yearned for… but it was something she knew she would never have. 
“Young he may be Makali… but this Lycavorian Spartan Prince knows what he is about quite well.” He looked at Byka. “I want gunships up first thing in the morning Byka. Move them in pairs to cover each other. Sweep the entire area to the north. Put down as many troops as you need to cover all the way to the coast. I will move another company of our light armor to this location before nightfall so they can support you.”


Byka nodded. “We should be able to follow their trail easily enough.” He said. “It will be almost impossible to hide that many civilians trampling through the jungle and timber. They can not hide from us.”


Azlenr nodded. “Make it happen Byka.” He spoke. “I need to find Marsin and insure he does not exact retribution for this.”


“You believe he will do as he says General?” Makali asked.


Azlenr met his eyes. “I believe he will do exactly as he says.” Azlenr spoke. “He has the skill and the personnel to dance around and cut us in so many spots we could not respond to them all. And he will adhere to his promise. I have no wish to lose our men to Marsin’s anger and stupidity.” 

Marsin tossed down the remains of the message satchel and looked around the area. The half cooked body of his detachment commander lay before his feet, his upper body looking as if it had been held over an intense fire for hours, while his lower body rested a meter away. 

“Empty. Fuck!” He hissed softly. He turned to two of the three men that accompanied him. “Search the immediate area!” He ordered. “Look for data pads or message cubes! Quickly! Before Azlenr’s men move into this area.”
Marsin’s second in command moved up beside him as the two others moved off. “He had nothing tying us to the plan Major.” He spoke.

“No Dico’Noers.” Marsin answered. “What he did have however, would undoubtedly cause Azlenr to become suspicious of our motives in being here and he would start asking questions.”
“The Prefect will not be happy sir.” Dico spoke.

“The Prefect will not find out.” Marsin spoke. “If these Spartan dogs are the ones who took the files as I believe, they will not tell Azlenr. To them… our orders would be a benefit.”

“True.” Dico said.

Marsin looked at him. “We must act accordingly.” He spoke. “I will demand several gunships to search for these animals. Azlenr will no doubt send Byka after them. And since he likes to take chances, it makes our job easier. He will fly with his bitch daughter and I can have her one last time before I give her to you and the others. When we are done they will be dead.”
“Is she as good as you claim sir?” Dico asked with a smile.

Marsin grinned. “Tightest pussy I ever had my friend.” He stated. “And it is much more fun when she fights. It will be gratifying to hear her howling in misery once more.” He looked at him and tapped his arm. “One more sweep of the area in case we may have missed where the messages might have been tossed. Then we find Azlenr.”

SOLMAR

NORTHERN JUNGLE PLAINS

FEBRUARY 5TH, 0435 HRS EST

Kelelm watched as Sehri leaned slightly across the front of Andro’s body holding his shoulder while he inspected her wound once more.
All around them civilian men, women and children rested quietly under the canopy of the temperate jungle. The mild humidity was nothing new to them since they had been here for many months and sometimes years. Most of them were simply thrilled to be alive and all of it was due to the male and female Spartans all around them, led by their Crown Prince. Kelelm had been slightly surprised at the lack of complaining by the civilians. The Bontawillian were on odd looking people who did not appear used to such physical labor. Not a single one of them stopped or demanded to rest as they made their way through the undergrowth. They moved as quickly as they were able in very simple groups that stuck together and helped one another, all the while putting their trust in the Union Spartans. Kelelm saw many of these soldiers carrying small Bontawillian children and sharing what rations they had with the many civilians. The civilians were not in the least bit frightened of the soldiers as most Rothryn would be of the military. They actually seemed to look up to them in many ways.

Kelelm moved his eyes back to where Andro and his brother were, Daio sitting only a few feet from his prince next to Dorian. The two massive dragon beasts sat stretched out behind Andro and Dorian, their heads resting on wickedly curved talon equipped feet, but their eyes taking everything in. Andro’s fingers gently probed the skin along Sehri’s side in a manner that the vast majority of Rothryn women would consider inappropriate from a man they were not mated to and hardly knew. This did not seem to faze his sister Sehri in the least, and while his touch was only to check her for further injuries, Kelelm knew from the look on her face that there was much more to it and Sehri was already well aware of what she felt.


“The pain is gone?” Andro asked her.


Sehri nodded quickly. “Not even a throbbing in my side anymore.” She answered. “My leg however…”


Andro nodded his head with a small smile as he lowered his fatigue top that she wore and then reattached her body armor. “You’ve been using it that’s why.” He stated. “I’m pretty sure I recommended you didn’t.”

Kelelm watched his sister stick her tongue out at him as he refastened her upper armor and then settle to the ground. Sehri quickly scooted over between his legs, her hands grasping his left arm as it draped over her shoulder in an almost possessive manner. Kelelm had read as much as he was able to obtain on these Lycavorian people after his father told him he would be coming here. Denali and Lisisa both supplied him with as much material as he wanted to read. Kelelm was now convinced, like his father, mother and Sehri, that the Rothryn people were simply an offshoot of the Lycavorian people as a whole. An offshoot that could not shift their forms, but were identical in every other way. The instinctual nature of these Lycavorians was written about extensively in what Kelelm had read, and it seemed that Sehri was embracing it far faster than anyone else realized. Kelelm was happy for her really. Sehri was the youngest of his sisters and because she was a member of the Circle of Shamans she was very different from Osbela and Ibani. She was far stronger in her Etheric abilities than her older sisters and in many ways they hated that about her. They also teased her mercilessly about having never been with a man and how she would not know what to do if ever the situation came up. Kelelm had to smile to himself because Osbela and Ibani had been thinking that they would be the ones to vie for Androcles’s attention. They would be very angry with Sehri when they discovered Androcles Leonidas had eyes only for Sehri if what Kelelm could tell was any indication.

“We are much further away from the settlement than I thought we would achieve given all of the civilians.” Kelelm stated as he shook his mind clear of those thoughts. He watched Androcles hand Sehri a brown ration bar after taking a bite out of it and beginning to chew. His sister didn’t hesitate and began to gnaw on the ration bar.


Andro nodded his head towards him. “You will find that most of the citizens of the Union are in excellent physical condition Kelelm, regardless of how frail they look outwardly.” Andro answered. “My mother and others have seen to their well being for decades and they have made sure everyone is as healthy as they can be.”


“Your… your Hadarian mother?” Kelelm asked hesitantly.


Dorian chuckled softly. “Have no fear Kelelm… it will take some time to get used to the fact that we draw no distinction between any of our mothers. They all speak with the same stern voice regardless of which one gave life to us. It is sometimes confusing when we speak of them because some don’t know to which one we are referring.”

“How true.” Andro spoke with a grin. “And yes… I was referring to our Hadarian mother Colonel.”

Kelelm looked at Dorian. “You… you call all of them mother?”

“All of them have had a hand in raising us.” Andro answered. “Well… except for Cirith, but from what I understand she is making up for that with Fedor and Eirene.”

Kelelm looked at Dorian. “You are Dorian… brother to Androcles. A Prince of the Union as well?” He asked. “I must say… your skills are impressive.”


Dorian smiled. “Not bad for someone who is only four months old huh?” He stated.


Kelelm looked at him and then to Andro. “Four… four months? I don’t understand… you are fully grown.”


Dorian smiled again. “There is a story to that… trust me.” He answered as he took a long pull from the container of water. “Someday one of us will understand it enough to explain it to you.”

Andro chuckled at the look on Kelelm’s face. “Don’t ask me. I was lost when mother began to rattle off the molecular structure thingy.” He spoke as turned his head and watched Jeth’s massive body land light footed in the small clearing fifty meters away. Kelelm watched his face as he saw his petite sister jump causally from the saddle and then head towards where they sat. The monstrous dragon moved to settle beside the obsidian colored beast that Kelelm knew to be Androcles’s dragon. Kelelm watched as Lisisa began to settle to the ground next to her younger brother.


“You and Daio were right Andro.” She stated confidently. “They swarmed all over the settlement but didn’t pursue.” Lisisa stated as she nudged Dorian in the shoulder and he moved over on the ground to allow her to perch her butt on the dry leaves where he handed her the container of water.


Andro nodded and Sehri looked up into his face. “This Azlenr is no fool.” He said. “His dossier was very extensive. He and this General Byka are two of their best officers as far as Armetus and Marci are concerned. At least those who operate strictly on the ground.”


“He knew we would have the advantage if they pursued with their DAGGERS.” Lisisa said. “We could blow them out of the sky from under this canopy and they would never know where we hit them from.”


Andro nodded. “You can bet they will be out in force come daybreak though.” He said. “We will be long gone by then however.”

“How have you kept your base hidden?” Sehri asked. “Wouldn’t they be able to pinpoint it from orbit?”


“Normally yes… if you wish to call it a base at all.” He answered her with a larger smile that did not go unnoticed to Lisisa. 
Lisisa was not as close to Andro as Zarah or Eliani but she knew her brother well enough. It was obvious to any Lycavorian that Sehri was to be his, and her scent and interaction with him made it very clear she was very much in agreement with that arrangement. No male among their people would approach Sehri once they recognized that, not because Andro was crown Prince, but because it was the honorable thing to do. Lisisa could sense Sehri’s vivid Mindvoice resonance and how it echoed for Andro, but she could also feel the echo for Sadi and the others. Considering that the Rothryn people were Lycavorians who could not shift, Lisisa could detect the strength of Sehri’s fever buried beneath her attempts at suppressing it. It was the fever of a pureblood Lycavorian, of that Lisisa was sure without question. It would be very interesting to see how the Rothryn were received by Lycavorians across the Union, as well as how they would be accepted by the Rothryn people. 
“We have taken to using some of the very first Pralor designed devices our engineers built after we discovered CS41.” Andro explained to Sehri. “One of those discoveries was a masking device that hides personnel and ships from orbital or ground sensors. It is not unlike our Shrouds. It can’t be used on a massive scale, but for the size of our base it suits our needs for the moment.”


“It helps that Kavalian sensors are not as accurate as ours either.” Lisisa continued. 


“What about Elynth and the others?” Sehri asked.


“All dragons have some sort of reflecting composition within the molecular structure of their scales.” Andro answered. “It makes all of them invisible to any known sensors.”


Elynth lifted her head and butted Andro in the back of the shoulder. And sometimes our own riders. She stated humorously.


Andro turned and looked at her. You can’t hold that against me. He exclaimed.


And why not? Elynth asked smugly.


Sister… I was… I was…


You were as drunk as I have ever seen. You could barely stand up. It was a wonder you even found your way back to the villa.


Lisisa laughed softly. “Oh Elynth… you’ll have to tell me more!” She spoke quickly. “I’ve never heard this story! Andro drunk? Now that is bound to be hilarious!”


“Yes!” Dorian spoke. “I want to hear that too!”


Andro turned to look at them sternly but he could not hold the expression and even Kelelm laughed. He was able to hear what the dragon had said since his Etheric abilities were far above average for the Rothryn people, much more so than his younger brothers. Sehri was by far the most powerful in her Etheric abilities, followed by their mother and father and then his sisters and himself. The extent of Sehri’s abilities had never been made public because she would have been forced to surrender herself to the Rothryn Etheric Academy which was a very mysterious and sometimes repressive institution if what he heard was accurate. It is why their parents chose to have Sehri schooled by the Circle of Shamans in secret, something that Kelelm had supported fully. 
Kelelm was amazed at the strong sense of confidence and calm that swept these men and women even though they were in an extremely dangerous situation. Their humor also helped to make everyone around them relax. His eyes fell once more to his youngest sister. Her fingers absently stroked the simple bridle on Andro’s left hand that allowed him to call forth his shield from Flatspace. It was the same hand he had seen that psychic knife explode from. As his eyes lifted, he looked at her face and saw a happiness that had never been there before. He had seen her laugh and smile and show happiness, but what he saw in her face now as she looked at Andro and felt his left arm draw her tighter, it was far more than he had ever seen before.

All heads turned as Dantio made his appearance and lowered his 190A4. “Sa'roh and the others have landed.” He stated simply. “One klick northeast of here. A large clearing just before you leave the jungle canopy and hit the beach.”


Andro nodded his head and got to his feet, pulling Sehri with him. “Very well.” He said. “Let’s get everyone moving. As quietly as possibly. Daio… take point with Dorian and Lisisa. Sehri and I will follow with the civilians. Dantio… take your team and make sure we missed no one following us.”

Dantio nodded. “If we stumble across someone?” He asked.


Andro’s answer was quick and very much to the point. “Kill them.”

RAVAGER

DIATAGA-CLASS MISSILE CRUISER
FLAGSHIP OF JUTURI PRIDE
FEBRUARY 5TH, 0515 HRS EST

Ceale rolled over on the soft sheets and stretched out her body luxuriantly on the large bed. Her auburn colored hair splayed across the pillows and she felt alive and completely rested for the first time in weeks. Her green eyes opened slowly and as she looked around the room she suddenly remembered where she was and what was happening in her life. She sat up very quickly, her body filling with fear and forgetting to catch the sheet as it fell away from her large breasts, as her eyes darted around the small room she was in.


“You are awake!” The soft female voice spoke and Ceale cut her eyes to the doorway and saw the face and copper colored shoulder length hair of the Kavalian female. She could also see the long tail twitching back and forth behind her.


“Where… where am I?” Ceale asked quickly.


Corsa smiled as she came fully into the room carrying a small bundle in her arms. “These are our quarters.” She answered. “My husband Mataen and I. You don’t remember coming here?”


Ceale clutched the sheet tighter to her chest and slowly shook her head. “No.”


Corsa moved up next to the bed. “It’s not surprising really. You have slept for nearly fourteen hours. It appears your body and mind needed the rest. I’m sure it will return to you.”


Ceale watched her as she set the bundle on the end of the bed, the cobwebs clearing from her mind and the memories of what had occurred in the last hours before she went to sleep slowly returning to her. Coming to this ship, what Kalis told her before coming here. Her brief conversation with Serale before sleep finally claimed her. All of it was returning to her now. That she was here in this bed, unhurt and having slept for so long told Ceale that perhaps she was as safe as they told her she was. She began to relax slightly.


“Fourteen hours?” She asked softly.


Corsa nodded as she perched her firm ass on the edge of the bed. Her tail twitched back and forth behind her indicating the calm she felt. “Yes.” She said. “Koguth has been seeking an audience with that pig Pusintin for weeks. We knew you were on board but he never returned our requests until two days ago. We moved as quickly as we could then.” She placed her hand on the bundle. “Some fresh clothes for you. The Hydro Shower is through the door. My beloved Mataen cannot cook to save his life, so his brother Nedoni has prepared a full breakfast for you. We have only Kavalian food, but I think you will find it to your liking. His mother Mani taught him. And Nedoni will be the one escorting you through the ship.”

Ceale looked at her. “This isn’t a dream right?” She asked knowing it sounded stupid.


Corsa laughed softly and reached out to take her hand and squeeze it. “No Ceale… this is no dream.” She stated. “Please… take a shower so it helps you to relax and remember you do not need to fear anyone on this ship. Especially with Nedoni by your side. He is a pilot by trade, but he is one of the largest and most vicious fighters within the Juturi Pride. You will be quite safe. We will wait for you to begin eating.”


Ceale watched as she rose and left her alone. She looked around the room and realized her heart was not racing as much as it should have been. The memories of what the older Kavalian woman and Corsa had told her before they arrived here were coming back quickly. They were from the Juturi Pride of the Kavalian people, having been well known and respected for many decades among the Prides. They were now also one of the nearly two dozen Prides who had secretly turned away from the teachings and barbaric laws of the old Kavalian Empire that Keleru and Pusintin wanted to remain in place. They had pledged their loyalty and their future to the Nruarani Pride, the largest Pride to openly side against Keleru and his cronies. Mani and Corsa had told her they were at Nefoa when Pusintin showed up to form a Strike Force to go after the Lycavorian King. Koguth and Mataen had heard through the intelligence grapevine that her youngest daughter Iama had been rescued from a Kavalian outpost the Union King had obliterated. Their latest intelligence surmised she was still on the ship he occupied and this is the only reason they had accompanied Pusintin. The passion Mani had spoken with about her daughter left no doubt in Ceale’s mind that what she was saying was truthful. Their actions convinced Ceale she was in no danger. She had been treated wonderfully since coming aboard this ship. She had been given a short tour, introduced to many different Kavalians, some of whom had undergone the biogenic treatments to remove their body hair but they still retained their long tails. They had fed her until she could not eat anymore and then Corsa had led her to this room where Ceale had fallen instantly asleep the moment her head hit the pillow.


Ceale was pretty sure that if they had planned anything nefarious, they would have done it already. As she moved quickly to the shower she determined to try and immerse herself in the respite she was getting from that pig Pusintin. The shower was hot and helped to wake her completely and sooth her battered body even more. After she toweled herself dry, she used her healing skills to repair and bruises she still had, and then she dressed in the simple satin soft undergarments and plain dark blue jumpsuit. As she stepped out of the doorway she heard Corsa talking to someone out of her view. The room was filled with the enticing aroma of food and smelled slightly of nutmeg.


“…strong to have endured so much and kept her wits Corsa.” The male voice out of Ceale’s sight was speaking. “And no matter what that fucker Pusintin has done to her, it has not made her any less beautiful.”


“Ah Nedoni… you are taken with her.” Corsa’s voice echoed.


Ceale heard a soft snort. “As if that will matter. Pusintin and those pigs on his ship have already given her a picture of our people that she will not be able to overcome. That we are all violent animals. Their actions demean our people and make others see us as beneath them when we are not!”


Ceale saw Corsa step into view and continue placing items on the large table that she was setting. “The Nruarani Pride has already begun to show others not all of us are like those in charge Nedoni. You have heard of how Pian Nruarani treats Jalersi. How their entire Pride has embraced new values and ideals, just as we have.”


“Yes… I just want… I want us to do more.” Nedoni’s voice said.  

“What we are doing now is more Nedoni.” Corsa spoke turning to look into the kitchen area. “Bringing your sister back home to us is more. And it is only the beginning. Your father cannot focus on anything else until Iama is back with her family and we can show her that what she thinks is not the truth.”


“I know.” Nedoni’s voice answered.


“Have faith Nedoni.” Corsa spoke. “All will come together when the time is right.”


“You think so?” Nedoni’s voice asked.


Ceale saw Corsa nod quickly. “I know so.” She answered. “Faith brought me your brother and he made me his wife. Faith will bring Iama hone to us and then faith will guide our path into the future.”


Ceale’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw Nedoni move into view now and she was barely able to suppress her gasp. Nedoni towered over Corsa by a good foot, and she stood five foot six easily. His entire body that she could see was covered in short, dark blond hair, much shorter than she had seen his brother or other Kavalians. The long mane of hair that fell from his head was shiny and tied tightly into dozens of long braided portions, almost like dreadlocks. His face was surprisingly almost void of hair and she could actually see his tanned skin under the very short covering of hair on his cheeks. A thicker but neatly trimmed beard covered his strong chin and his lips were surrounded by a precisely groomed mustache. The shirt he wore encased a fur covered body that was incredibly muscular from what she could tell and then there was that two meter long tail that casually flipped back and forth behind him. His size didn’t surprise her so much, nor the words he had spoken. What stunned Ceale right down to her booted feet was how very attractive she found him.


Apparently she was not able to suppress her gasp as much as she thought for they both turned to see her standing there in the doorway of the bedroom. Corsa didn’t hesitate.


“Ceale… you should have told us you were there.” She stated as she began walking towards her. 


“I’m… I’m sorry.” Ceale stammered. “I did not… I didn’t want to interrupt your conversation.”


Corsa laughed. “Never fear doing that.” She stated as she came up to her and took her hands. “I was blessed when my husband made me his wife.” She spoke. “He brought me into a family and a Pride that can actually carry on intelligent conversations most of the time.”


“Most of the time?” Nedoni asked as he moved closer, his light green eyes staring at her. He bowed his head slightly to her as he continued to stir something in the pan he was holding. “I hope… I hope you rested well.” He fumbled with his words.


Ceale nodded quickly equally at a loss for words as she gazed at him. “Yes… yes… thank you.”


This interaction did not escape Corsa’s view and she filed it away in her mind as the door to the quarters opened and she saw Koguth, Mani and Mataen enter the quarters. “Finally!” She exclaimed moving towards Mani with open arms. “I have had to listen to Nedoni complain how he has to do all the cooking at he is hungrier than all of us.”


Koguth grinned as Corsa embraced his wife. “If he was not so large he would have no problems.” He grunted.


Mani looked at Koguth, a twinkle in her eye as she gazed at his six foot four frame. “And whose fault is that husband?” She asked calmly.


Koguth smiled broadly and stepped up to Ceale. He reached out and took her hands within his much larger fur covered hands and gazed at her. “Fourteen hours of sleep makes you radiant Lady Ceale.” He spoke.

Ceale looked at him with wide eyes, not expecting such a compliment from a Kavalian. “I… thank you.” She stammered.


Koguth laughed at her expression. “Didn’t expect that from me did you?” He asked. “Good… I hope to show you many unexpected things in the hours and days you are among us.” He motioned to the table where she saw everyone beginning to sit down. “Please… I would like to explain everything to you now that you are well rested.”

SOLMAR

SPARTAN BASE CAMP

42.6 KILOMETERS INLAND FROM COAST ON SOUTHERN CONTINENT

FEBRUARY 5TH, 0608 HRS EST
   


Aleatia could barely contain herself and remain behind the row of Spartans that stood in front of her as she watched the STRIKER come in low over the tree tops and spin about before beginning to settle to the ground. The ramp was opening as the ship lowered and she could see masses of people waiting to exit. The same type of men and women she had seen exit the KADEN transport and first STRIKER that had landed only half a hour ago. Lisisa Leonidas had arrived on the first STRIKER and told her Sehri and Kelelm would be arriving shortly. Aleatia felt a sense of enormous relief after being on the bridge of the REAPER and listening to the battle that her son and youngest daughter had inadvertently been caught right in the middle of. She hadn’t lasted long before the Captain submitted to her constant badgering and threats and released the last STRIKER to bring her to the surface after them. By the time they were heading for the planet Aleatia knew Sehri had been injured and Kelelm was with her. Though she felt an enormous amount of pride at what Sehri had done, she was also very angry with her for doing something so stupid. Osbela and Ibani stood beside her, Harira on her opposite side. The Spartans were waiting until the backwash from the STRIKER’s powerful engines died before they allowed them past.

Harira gripped her arm. “I’m sure she is fine Lady Aleatia.” She spoke. “Princess Lisisa told us as much.”


Aleatia nodded slowly. “I know. But their definition of fine may be different than ours.” She stated. “She is just… she is just a child still. Barely out of her Coming of Age! She should not have been so stupid! I raised her better! You taught her better!”


Harira nodded. “She has always been headstrong.” Harira said quickly adding. “At least that is what her instructors report.”


“Mother is right! It was a stupid move!” Osbela snapped.

The sounds of the engines grew silent and they watched as the Spartans parted to allow them through just as the civilians began to exit the ramp of the STRIKER with measured quickness. Ibani and Osbela pulled their mother forward hoping to get a glimpse of Sehri before their mother began to dress her down in front of everyone and embarrass her. They would be unpleasantly surprised.


“There… there she is!” Harira almost yelled as her eyes caught sight of Sehri’s white blond hair. “Who… oh my!” She gasped as she came to a stop only a few meters from the ramp and actually winced.


Aleatia saw the look on her face and stopped as well. “Harira?” She asked with some concern.


Harira shook her head. “I… I am fine.” She stammered. “Aleatia… Aleatia can you not feel it?” She asked. “Your shields… lower your shields!”

Aleatia did as Harira asked and her eyes instantly shot open and she whirled around to see Osbela and Ibani staring openmouthed at the sight coming down the ramp. Their sister was being carried with hardly any effort in the least by the tall, powerfully built young man. Aleatia immediately felt what Harira had first detected and she felt her insides begin to twist and turn in disbelief. 


The Etheric resonance of the young man before them was staggering to say the least. He radiated raw, brilliant power. It flowed through him and around him as easily as the wind blew across the small landing area. And within that resonance Aleatia felt her daughter’s presence, merging and mingling with his and five others in a harmony unlike any she had ever felt. Sehri’s left arm was draped over his broad shoulders, her right hand pressed against his chest and holding an edge of the armor he wore. He cradled her in his arms tightly Aleatia saw, and as other Spartans and medical people approached no one attempted to take Sehri from him. Not until the Hadarian doctor she had met upon first landing pushed his way through a throng of men and women with a hover field bed.


“Aleatia!” Harira gasped. “Aleatia… do you feel it!” She gasped knowing that while Osbela and Ibani were strong Etheric users they were still far too young to have reached their mother’s level of focus and ability.


Aleatia looked at her. “Yes! And I don’t care! She is my daughter!” Aleatia snapped and broke into a short run towards where Andro was gently lowering Sehri onto the bed as the Hadarian female began to run her hands across Sehri’s body, a soft glow forming around them.

Captain Trenou was an experienced Healer who had worked beside Princess Eliani on the SCIMITAR for nearly three years now. She had quickly come to take on the mentality and sometimes coarse nature of Eliani when it came to men and women interfering in her duty as a Healer. She also had a healthy respect and like for Androcles because he accepted her without question even though he already had his sister on the ship. Aleatia ran up just as Trenou was finishing her exam.


“Sehri!” Aleatia exclaimed practically throwing herself into Sehri’s arms as she was sitting up on the hover bed.


“Momma!” Sehri cried as her mother’s arms enveloped her and Andro stepped back slightly to allow Aleatia to hug her as tightly as she wanted. He had a small smile on his face as mother and daughter were reunited.


Aleatia held her at arm’s length now. “Are you insane child!” She cried out. “That was the stupidest stunt you have ever pulled Sehri! Were you looking to get killed!”


“Mother… we were perfectly safe until the ship was shot down and…” Sehri began.


Aleatia’s eyes went wide. “Shot down!” She almost shouted. “They said you… they said you were injured but not how! Where…”


Trenou looked up now trying to keep her stern expression in place as Eliani had taught her. “Her abdominal injury is completely healed.” She said. “However… I need to lightly treat her leg as it appears she has over exerted herself.”


Sehri turned her head quickly and looked at Andro. He smiled and shrugged his shoulders once. “I did tell you.” He said.


“Andro…” Sehri spoke with a tone of worry in her voice now.


Andro quickly stepped forward next to Aleatia and took her hand in his. He leaned over and kissed her hard, causing the eyes Aleatia, Harira, Osbela and Ibani to nearly explode out of their heads. That Sehri returned the kiss with equal fervor and brought her hands up to grip his face shocked them even more. Aleatia and Harira could sense the intense emotion within the Etheric resonance of both of them, and the passion the kiss exhibited. Andro pulled away and leaned over to nuzzle Sehri’s neck and cheek, inhaling deeply of her sweet apple walnut scent and feeling the same surge of desire rise in him that he felt for all his mates and especially Sadi and Ne'Veha. Aleatia and Harira both saw Sehri gasp in near guttural delight, her eyes closing heavenly before he drew back and waited for her to look at him with eyes that filled with desire.

“Let Trenou treat you and then Eotharon will bring you to me.” Andro said. “I’ll be in my ship trying to plan our next moves. Sadi and the others will be here soon. Then… then we will need to figure all this out.”


“Promise me.” Sehri spoke softly holding his face in her hands.


“I promise.” Andro told her. He took her hands and kissed her knuckles before turning to Trenou. “Be good to her Trenou.” He said.


The Hadarian Healer smiled. “I got your back Andro.” She stated as she shifted the bed around and began to head back to where she had set up a portable triage area. Aleatia followed without question, Osbela and Ibani stealing glances back at Andro as he turned away. Harira stood for a moment longer looking at him intently until those azure eyes turned and fell upon her. Harira felt her heart racing as those eyes bore through her and his head tilted oddly to the side. Lisisa and Dorian broke that gaze as they came up.

“Andro… this is Shaman Master Harira.” Lisisa told him. “She is a member of the Circle of Shamans. Sort of like out School of the Oracles only covert.”


Andro blinked at his sister. “Covert?” He asked.


“The Rothryn Etheric Academy keeps pretty close tabs on Etheric use within Rothryn space.” Lisisa explained to him. “Most of those who have real ability go to the Academy.”


“Where they are repressed and looked down upon.” Harira quickly added. “Etheric use is not as widely accepted within Rothryn territory as it is within the Union.”


Andro moved closer to her. “Why? It is part of who we are.”


Harira nodded her head. “An ideal we are trying to push.” She stated. “But one that is not very popular. The Etheric Academy has succeeded in causing the majority of our people to fear the use of their Etheric abilities.”


Andro looked at Kelelm who moved up beside him. “It’s true.” Kelelm said. “They can not regulate everyone, for we all can use our Etheric abilities to speak within what you call Mindvoice but anyone with the skills that Sehri and others have shown are taken from their families and entered into the Academy. Many times against their will.”


“And many who go willingly!” Harira stated quickly.

“So you… you jail them?” Andro stated his eyes narrowing.

“They are schooled and treated well.” Harira spoke. “But many of their life decisions are made by Academy Scholars.”

Kelelm looked at Harira for a moment and then back to Andro. “They are prisoners.” He hissed softly. “Unable to come and go as they please and always under heavy guard from the Academy Security forces.”

Andro looked at Kelelm. “You will have to tell me more of this Etheric Academy. Our Feravomir will be very interested.” He stated.

Kelelm nodded. “With pleasure.”

“The Academy serves a purpose.” Harira spoke softly.

Andro turned to look at her once more. “You sound as if you approve of these actions Shaman Master… Harira is it?” He said.

Harira shook her head quickly. “I do not!” She stated quickly and forcefully. “I was once a member of the Academy but I left them for the Circle!”

“Why?” Andro asked.

“I… I did not agree with what they were teaching.” Harira said.

Andro nodded his head. “Taking a piss in the forest serves a purpose.” Andro told her seeing her eyes go wide. “Putting down a rabid dog serves a purpose. Imprisoning men and women because of what they are serves no purpose. And it is wrong.”
“You know nothing of our people or our ways young man!” Harira scolded him.

Andro smiled. “I know more than you might believe.” He stated. “If you will excuse me, I have tasks to attend to.”

Harira stood there for a moment longer staring at him and then turned to head for the triage area where Sehri would be. Kelelm watched her go and then turned to Andro. “The Circle of Shamans is a unique bunch.” He said. “They are who have trained Sehri up until now.”

Andro looked at him. “Something that will cease immediately.” He stated confidently. “Sehri no longer needs them.”
“She seemed more defensive then the last few days.” Lisisa spoke looking at Andro.

Andro let his eyes fall to Dorian and a silent message passed between the two brothers. Dorian acknowledge this message with an imperceptible nod and flick of two fingers on his right hand. Andro turned to Kelelm once more.

“I do not know how you treat your honored dead Colonel… but while we have the time… we should give them a service as we will for my men before they are taken up to the REAPER.”

Kelelm looked at Andro now. “My men… they… we are not Spartans like you Prince Androcles.” He stated.


Andro turned to fully face him. “Your men are Lycavorian by whatever name you choose to call them.” He stated. “They died in battle in a Spartan aircraft, fighting beside and in defense of fellow Spartans and innocent civilians. In my book that makes them Spartans! In their actions and in their hearts! As their commander… you should be present.”


Kelelm nodded his head without hesitation, feeling pride swell within his chest unlike any he had ever felt before. “Thank you.” He said softly.


Andro shook his head. “No. Thank them.”


Trenou finished running her right hand over Sehri’s leg and looked up at her and nodded. “Excellent.” She spoke. Sehri sat on the exam bed, Aleatia next to her and several thick curtains hiding them from the view of the rest of the massive portable canvas triage center that had been set up. “Your healing systems are just as robust as any Lycavorian in the Union. That’s very good. I treated the deep bruising which was causing the ache and I gave you some additional strong antibiotic enzymes.” Trenou looked at Aleatia. “I’d like to give all of your people these same injections. There may be microbes within the Alpha Quadrant that you have not been exposed to in the Beta Quadrant. It’s just a precaution.”

Aleatia looked at her and nodded her head. “Of course. There is no permanent damage?” She asked quickly.


Trenou shook her head. “None at all.” She looked at Sehri. “You’ll be a little weak for a day or so because of the amount of blood you lost, but your systems will replenish that quickly enough.” She smiled. “You are a tough young lady.”

Sehri smiled shyly. “I didn’t… I didn’t feel tough at the time.” She said.


Trenou smiled. “Who among us ever does?” She said. She patted Sehri’s leg. “You can leave whenever you want. Andro’s STRIKER is a hundred and fifty meters west, but you should be able to…”


Sehri nodded her head quickly, her eyes bright. “Yes… I can smell him very easily. He and his brother Dorian are talking with my brother and Lisisa.”


Aleatia looked at her daughter with some surprise, Osbela and Ibani standing to the side with looks of consternation on their faces and not for the reasons that they should have been concerned about. While their people used their sense of smell for many things, Aleatia knew of no one who could use it with as much precision and skill as the Lycavorians did. No one except her daughter that is. 

Trenou nodded her head. “Good. I have to attend to my other charges.” She said with a smile. “Spartans are notoriously bad patients. They tend to think they are indestructible.”


Aleatia waited until Trenou had left them alone and then she turned back to Sehri. “That was the most incredibly stupid thing you have ever done!” She hissed. “You could have been killed Sehri! What were you thinking?”


“She wasn’t thinking obviously!” Osbela snapped.


Sehri ignored her sister and looked at her mother. “I needed to go mother.” She stated calmly. “You know that.”

“She only did this to try and get to Prince Androcles first mother!” Ibani snapped. “It seems you aren’t so stupid in that regard after all sister!”


Aleatia tore her eyes from Sehri and glared at Ibani. “Not now Ibani!” She growled.


“It’s the reason she did it mother!” Osbela barked now. She looked at Sehri. “You can’t have him Sehri! Ibani or I are meant for him! You won’t be able to keep his attention! He is the type of man who desires an experienced woman!”


Sehri turned her glaucous blue eyes on her older sister and smiled. “Then by all means sister…” She spoke warmly and with a calm that Aleatia had never seen from her daughter when her sisters teased her in such a way. “I encourage you to use your experience on him. I’m sure he will be quite impressed.”


Aleatia looked at her two older daughters. “Leave us alone!” She snapped. “I need to speak with your sister alone!”


“Mother!” Osbela protested.


“Go now!” Aleatia snapped. 


Osbela and Ibani had looks of indignation on their faces as they glared at Sehri one last time before they left the small area. Aleatia shifted her position and settled onto the exam bed next to Sehri, taking her small hands within hers.

“Sehri… tell me everything that happened.” Aleatia told her. “Leave nothing out. I want to know everything.”


“Momma…” Sehri smiled at her and squeezed her hands. “I belong to Androcles. And Sadi, and Ne'Veha, Caliria, Carisia and Lu'ria. I belong to all of them. Just as they belong to me. Nothing is going to change that. Not now.”


Aleatia nodded her head and reached up to stroke Sehri’s cheek. “Indulge me Sehri.” She said softly. “Tell me of this young man who has affected you in such a way. Tell me of them all.”


Sehri’s eyes were bright as she began to share with her mother all she had felt since this trip had begun.

ARC ROYAL

ECHO QUADRANT

FEBRUARY 5TH, 1128 HRS EST


Martin looked up from his tray of food and gazed at Helen who sat across from him. Since discovering this Pralor Paladin thing, they had been spending as much time together as they could just talking. At first it had been awkward, Martin always considered her a mother figure, but as the days and hours passed it became like second nature. He had never held anything back from Helen through the years, and discovering this new connection made it all the more important. Helen may have been over four thousand years old, but the time and the training she had put in since becoming bonded with Arzoal had been well worth it. The hard life in Sparta had caused her to look much older, but that was a ruse Martin knew. Helen was a terror in a fight as evidenced by the fact she was the one who killed Aikiro. She was very easily capable of holding her own in a fight, especially with Arzoal beside her. Not to mention that she and Arzoal had developed some very unique skill sets together. They met nearly every morning for breakfast and Wayonn had commented on how their connection was becoming more and more intertwined. Helen, for her part, thoroughly enjoyed the closeness they had nurtured these last weeks. From the day that Hadarian couple had returned Martin to Earth she had felt a bond with the infant, and always inquired of him from Walter even after he had assumed his role as Guardian of the Line. Now Helen understood why.


Helen lowered her mug of tea and looked at him. “What are you thinking Martin?” She asked softly. 
Martin poked at his food several times before lifting his eyes to meet hers. She didn’t press further for she knew he would answer when he had his thoughts focused. Martin Leonidas was far more intelligent than the vast majority of people gave him credit for. She knew he liked to put forward the idea that he was simply a soldier with good people around him but Helen knew better.

“I’m… I’m thinking about what we will discover.” He said finally.

“Whether we will find an thriving people with thousands of dragons and Pralors… or the bones of long dead ancestors.” She said.

Martin nodded. “Yes.”

Helen nodded. “Arzoal and I have talked of this as well.” She said softly. “Sometimes we question whether we acted too quickly once we rescued For'mya and the eggs from Enurrua. It is interesting that the planet that caused us so much pain in the past was the catalyst to us reaching out across the stars in search of part of our past and our future.”

Martin looked at her. “You aren’t going to go all cryptic on me are you?” He asked with that odd look on his face. One of his eyebrows would raise and the corner of his mouth would turn upward.

Helen chuckled softly. “No.” She stated. “It does make you think though.”

Martin nodded. “Sometimes too hard and it gives me a headache.” He answered.

“Do you question whether we should be out here Martin?” She asked.

Martin shook his head. “No. I just don’t like not having any idea of what is coming.” He answered. “I don’t fear the unknown Helen, you know that, but there are times when it is scary as all hell.”

Helen nodded her head. “Indeed it is.”

Martin looked at her. “And these Scourge. They give me pause.”
Helen met his eyes. “The species we found recently has too many similarities to them. Yes… I was thinking the same thing.”

Their talk with Wayonn and Arzoal in the cargo bay had been rather one sided. Martin had shown just a small portion of the anger he could bring to bear and it had surprised Wayonn to say the least since he was the focus of that anger. 

“No more bullshit! I want to know everything! No games! No hidden information! I want to know everything or so help me I’ll turn us all around and go back right fucking now!”

Martin’s outburst had caught Wayonn by surprise indeed considering the look in his eyes. Part of it was because the anger was focused at him and part of it was because Helen knew he had seen this type of thing before. He was the Mage to Sumar, and no doubt from his expression he had seen Sumar angry like this in the past. Her grandfather had talked then, talked for hours with Arzoal helping to fill in bits of information. In the end they knew all that Wayonn knew and Martin had taken Wayonn’s arms in his hands.

“You have to trust in me now Wayonn.” He had told him.

“Trusting you was never an issue Martin my boy.” Wayonn had said. “It was only a matter of time before this all came out. It was a burden I did not want you to bear before you were ready. Now you are.” 


“You don’t think Wayonn is holding back from us do you?” Helen asked him after a long moment of silence.

Martin shook his head quickly. “No. I think he sees what we see but doesn’t have any more answers than we do. Just the same questions. That is why he is working with Anja and Duewa as much as possible. And I believe deep down he hopes to find more Pralors. I think part of him is lonely knowing he and Shiria are all that remains.”

Helen nodded. “Yes. I will agree with that.” She stated. “He tries to hide it from me, but we are blood and he cannot.”


“Hell… I hope we find more of them.” Martin said. “Lots more. We…” 

Martin looked up and saw Anja crossing the mess lounge towards him and Helen with Duewa in tow. Both of them carried trays of food and held mugs of coffee, but Martin also took note of the bright, animated face Anja wore. He knew it was because of the steamy bout of sex they had stolen in the shower this morning while everyone still slept. Anja usually rose before the others and he had discovered her in the shower under the hot stream of water. Their brief coupling had been very intense and very satisfying, if a little short to suit them both. Though she was the smallest of his Queens in terms of physical stature, Anja more than made up for her size with her intense personality and her extremely fit body. Her Hadarian genes allowed her to last longer than his other Queens except when they were all in Phase, and behind Aricia, Anja was the most vocal and adventurous during their love making. The petite stature of her body had always made him crazy with lust, especially how she fit so easily into his arms, and combined with her urging moans and nips of love with her fangs and her whispers of ardor in his ears, it more often than not made him over excited and equally attentive to her. Which then led to some mind blowing experiences.

Helen turned to where his eyes were focused and saw Anja and Duewa move up to their table. Anja immediately went around to his side of the table and leaned over to him, catching his lips in a hungry kiss while Duewa settled next to her.

“Hi ya lover.” Anja spoke as she broke their kiss and she settled into the chair beside him.


“Hi yourself Red.” He stated with a smile.


Helen patted Duewa’s hand and kissed her cheek. “You are looking very… fulfilled Duewa.” She said with a smile. “This pleases me.”


Duewa smiled and nodded her head. “Until Thoti changed me, I didn’t fully grasp what I was missing about life.” She said thoughtfully looking at her. “Now I do. And I don’t intend to ever let it go.”


Martin lifted his coffee looking at Anja out of the corner of his eye. “I thought you two were going to be doing research this morning. Decided to take a break?”


Anja stabbed a piece of meat with her fork and plopped it into her mouth to chew before she answered. She turned to look at him as he waited. “Actually we came to see you.” She spoke after swallowing.


Martin’s mug stopped halfway to the table. “Oh boy… I know that look!” Martin said. “What is going on Red? Whenever you get that look it’s because you want something that I more than likely won’t want to give.”

“Lover?” Anja gasped. “You don’t mean that.”


“Uh-huh.” Martin muttered. “What do you have going through that devious mind of yours?”


“We need your permission for something.” Anja said.


Martin put his mug down. “I definitely am not going to like this.” He stated.


“Do you trust me?” Anja asked him.


Martin rolled his eyes. “Anja… please.”


Anja slid her hands around his arm, the warmth of his skin and the pulsing of his muscles always extremely pleasant and enticing to her and she looked at him with those jade green eyes. “I would not do this without asking you first. It’s too important.” She stated. “Duewa and I have discovered a way to revert the body of our guest back to their original state.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Come again?”


Helen leaned forward. “I thought our… guest was dead?” She asked.


Anja nodded. “Our guest is.” She answered. “But all cells take time to lose their viability, and because our guest has both Pralor and Lycavorian cells in them it’s taking longer than it normally would.” She looked at Martin. “We can alter those cells now that it is dead to see what it looked like. It might give us an idea of where it came from and how it got out here.”


“How?” Martin asked.

Duewa leaned forward now and the excitement was evident in her reply. “It’s actually a combination of two things that Anja and I have been working on separately and never knew until now. Her Reverse Genetic Modifier combined with my work on Hereditary Chromatin Mycosis will allow us to…”


Martin held up his hand and stopped her. “Excuse me… what did you just say?”


Anja laughed and hugged his arm tightly knowing that he was truly out of his element here. “Duewa is saying we can make the cells in our dead guest revert back to their original form.”


Martin looked at Anja. “Why didn’t she just say that?” Martin asked.


“I did.” Duewa stated confused.


Helen chuckled and took her hand. “You must remember Duewa… Martin is very good at conversing with Avi about computer and electronic algorithms but start talking in advanced medical terms and he is lost. Literally.”


Duewa looked at him. “Oh. Sorry.”


Martin smiled at her. “Don’t worry… I’m sure you’ll spend enough time around me to discover all my pet peeves.” He stated. “Everyone else does.”


“How does this help us?” Helen asked.


“Well… if it works…” Anja began.


“It’s a big if too.” Duewa chimed in.


Anja nodded. “Yes… but if it works… Wayonn or even Arzoal might be able to tell us where this Pralor came from. It could give us an idea of how far they ranged out after the war, or if there are other survivors. If it works…”

“If it works it could also help us if we have any future encounters with this species.” Duewa said. “It might even be worth it to try and capture one.”


Martin blinked. “Capture one?” He hissed.


“If this reversion process works on the cells we have Marty, then there is no reason to think it won’t work on actual living cells.” Anja said. “Like those found in the living creatures. It could not only benefit us because we can treat any of our people who may get infected, and we may even be able to cause any of these creatures we may come across in the future to return to their normal appearance. I mean who would submit to this willingly?”


“I would hope no one.” Helen stated.


Duewa nodded. “Exactly. We’ve already determined how aggressive these cells are and the most effective way to inject so many of them at once. I find it hard to believe anyone would willingly submit to being raped by one of these creatures. Male or female.”


Martin looked at Anja intently. “You can do this Red?” He asked finally.


Anja nodded. “It’s possible. I wanted to make sure you were in agreement before we tested it on the cells we have.” She answered. “We may even be able to devise some sort of immunization to this type of forced conversion in case any of our people are caught by them. I… For'mya believes we will encounter them again. So does Melda Min.”


Martin’s dark eyes grew slightly wider. “Really?”


Helen leaned closer. “Her gift?” She asked.


Anja nodded. “Yes.”


Duewa looked at Anja and then Martin and then back to Anja. “What do you mean Anja? What gift?” She asked.


Anja dropped her fork onto the plate. “Dysea has a sense of what most of us would consider precognition. She can see things that are going to happen. She doesn’t get these flashes very often and they are usually jumbled and she can’t really explain them but when she does we usually try and listen to what they might mean.”


Martin looked at Duewa. “She saw that the Evolli would invade and that is why we were able to respond to their initial attacks so quickly. We just couldn’t jump the gun without overstepping our intelligence sources or determine where they would come from and that is why they were able to gain three planets right off the bat.”


“For'mya also is able to… how do I explain this…” Helen said. “She can sense life and death and even deeply buried emotions just from being near people or inanimate things like a ship or a rock even.”


“Empathic abilities?” Duewa gasped.


Helen nodded. “Yes.”


“That… that is fascinating!” Duewa stammered. “How… this is not common knowledge among our people is it. I have never heard of it!”


Martin shook his head. “No it’s not common knowledge Duewa. There are seven outside of our family who know if it. You make eight.”


Duewa gazed at him with wide eyes for a long moment. His answer was clear, but the fact that they trusted her enough to share this information with her told Duewa all she would ever need to know. No matter what had occurred in her past, her life as far as they were concerned began the day Thoti turned her. The trust they were showing in allowing her to know this swept through Duewa like a wave and she embraced it completely. They did not have to trust her, but they did, and Duewa would honor that trust just as intensely as she honored her love for Thoti.


Duewa met Martin’s eyes. “I will… I will not forget the trust you are placing in me.” She said softly.


Martin nodded his head and that was all she needed to see. “So this little reversion thingy could make our people safer if we run into those ugly bastards again?”


Anja nodded. “It’s possible… yes. We need to run lots of tests to confirm it, but yes.”


Martin looked between them. “And it’s safe. It won’t hurt you or Duewa… or put you in any kind of danger?”


Duewa nodded. “We will take every precaution.” She said. “Neither of us wishes to make a mistake.”


Anja nodded her head. “No argument here.” She stated.


Martin nodded. “Ok… but I want two security people with you at all times. And both of you will be armed always. I don’t want whatever you do to magically bring that ugly fucker back to life!”


“We’re not gods Marty.” Anja said. “That is not something we can do.”


Martin looked at her. “When you put your mind to something like this Red… it’s downright scary what you can accomplish.”


Anja beamed with adoring love at him. “Well… thank you lover!” She said. “You have never told me that before.”

Martin leaned over and nuzzled her cheek and then kissed her softly. “It’s true.”


Duewa shook her head slowly. “My last attempt at holding a weapon did not turn out so well Martin.” She said with an embarrassed grin. “I got shot and almost died.”

“It got you Thoti didn’t it?” Martin asked.


Duewa smiled and nodded. “Well… that part is true.” She answered.


“We’ll get you some basic firearms training before you two start your work.” Martin said. “Thoti will get a kick out of it trust me.”


Duewa nodded. “Very well.”


“We should let Wayonn and Arzoal know so they can be there if its successful.” Anja said. 


“I will tell them this afternoon when we gather with Fedor and Eirene.” Helen said. “Both of them are advancing rapidly in their Etheric skills and Wayonn wants to proceed to the next level.”


Martin looked at her. “Helen could… could my brother pass this Paladin gene to his children even if they aren’t pureblood?” He asked.


Helen shook her head slowly. “We don’t believe so. Granted we haven’t been able to test his children who are with Jalersi but you would have felt something from Karun if this was the case. Paladins can sense each other when close by. You never felt anything odd about Karun did you?”


Martin shook his head. “No.”


Helen nodded. “And neither you, Wayonn or I have sensed it within Fedor or Eirene.” She answered. “Given their accelerated growth it would have already manifested itself if it was present. The gene seems to have skipped Pusintin and is only present in your blood. Their skills may be a secondary result of For'mya’s latent empathic abilities which come from you, so in essence their skills come from you. Given what they have learned and mastered so far I would put them at Resumar’s level in terms of abilities, especially bonded with dragons as they all have.”


“That’s still pretty powerful Helen.” Anja said. “Resumar is no pushover by any means.”


Helen nodded. “I know. I have seen flashes of his anger and skill.” She said. “Eirene’s skills seem more passive, helping her to have incredible reflexes like For'mya. She is becoming an exceptional pilot. Fedor’s abilities seem to be more focused on his physical abilities, more to the point his uncanny knack for those throwing knives he carries wherever he goes. It seems he can almost guide them with a passive Etheric ability. Much like you and Andro can guide your Shi Viskas. It’s rather unnerving to be honest.” She finished with a smile. “Not to mention that he is becoming quite the budding engineer according to the ARC ROYAL’s Chief Engineer.”

Martin nodded. “Good. I wanted both of them to pick something that they discovered they liked and focus on that.”


Helen nodded. “Well… they have.” She answered. “Now all I have to do is keep Eirene’s attention focused on her studies and less on her new mate.” She spoke with a grin. “Their… their activities are tiring her out.”


Anja laughed and pushed her shoulder into Martin’s arm. “Oh… you’ll never get that out of her Helen.” She exclaimed. “Once a Leonidas woman latches onto a good thing… namely a man that curls their toes… they keep it!”


Helen shook her head. “Yes… I’m beginning to see just how accurate that statement is.” She said. 


Iama pulled the sheet tighter around her lush body and turned to look at the sleeping form of the Lycavorian in her bed. Her tail dangled behind her under the sheet, twitching gently back and forth. Iama felt a flash of anger that surged through her but she quickly shook her head and fought it down. It was anger at herself she knew. She had wanted him Iama thought to herself and his interest in her was utterly obvious but this was becoming too much. She would never be more than a delightful fling to the men on this ship, and she had already taken three men into her bed on this trip. Three more than she had wanted too when it had started. They had been nice to her, treated her respectfully and she had initiated their encounters because no matter what she had been through, Iama still enjoyed the company of men. She could still feel pleasure even after all these years. Perhaps what she had endured had made her this way, but they were men after all, and when she stuck her firm ass up at them they reacted as any man would. The only problem was that Iama wanted more. Much more than these men were willing to give to her. This one, as with the other two before him, would wake and go back to his duties and his life. He would no doubt try and entice her into his bed in the future, but as with the others, Iama would not allow that now. Their encounters had been pleasant and pleasurable, but Iama wanted more than just a casual fling. There was another reason as well and it was one she did not quite understand herself.


Iama turned to go into the living area of her quarters, crossing to the small kitchenette on the far bulkhead and pouring herself a mug of tea. As she lifted the tea to her lips his face came to her again. The same face that had taken the place of the man in her bed as he had been taking her. The same face that made her beyond anxious. The man she could not stop thinking about now. His face, his body, his voice. Iama didn’t understand it for it had never happened to her before. After years as a sexual toy for so many Kavalian men, Iama was thrilled that she could still enjoy the pleasures of sex when she wanted to have it. The three Lycavorians she had bedded since being rescued had been adequate lovers, usually fumbling about as if they knew what they were doing, but they had shown her she could still feel and enjoy sex. They had not done much to really excite or satisfy her, and last night Iama had actually lost herself as she clutched at the man’s shoulders in a small climax. Lost herself because she saw his face and not the man who was actually thrusting into her.

Fedor Leonidas.


There was something so very different about him. Something that drew her to him, but also frightened her terribly. That he was the most delicious specimen of any man she had ever met was without question, but he had been born as all the Kavalian clones had been born. The accelerated birth process was notoriously efficient, but it also left the clones decidedly lacking in intelligence. This had to be made up for in several months of intense schooling that not all of them did well in. Iama had already embarrassed herself in front of him twice by trying to treat him as she had treated the other clones. He was different than the Kavalian clones, something lurking within him that was far more dreamlike than she knew. Perhaps there was something to this Etheric Mindvoice thing than she had first thought possible. She was very practical and did not believe that such things could exist. Perhaps she was wrong in her beliefs. It was obvious to her that he and his sister, his whole family really, it was obvious they could do things that were not normal. All of them except his vampire mothers being bonded to dragons probably played a part in it, but even his two vampire mothers were far more skilled than any vampire she had ever seen or heard of. He and his sister trained privately for several hours a day with King Leonidas and no one was allowed within the gym during those hours. It made Iama wonder as she sipped her tea. What could the King be teaching them?

“Iama?” The voice broke into her thoughts and she looked up to see the Lycavorian come out of her bedroom pulling his shirt on.


“Deleon.” She spoke getting to her feet.


The man moved up in front of her and smiled. “You could have woke me up you know.” He stated.


Iama smiled. “And risk having you start again when we both need to get to work?” She said.


“Can we see each other again?” He asked.


Iama wanted to blurt out no right away but she smiled. “We’ll see… ok?” She spoke.


Deleon nodded. “Fair enough.” He spoke. “I should get going.”


Iama nodded. “Of course.” Iama thought quickly. “Deleon… do you know of a way to get into the gym on deck eight when it is locked down? The hot tubs in there are much larger and I was hoping to sneak in and use one when they aren’t in use by others.” She lied.

The Lycavorian smiled and took something from his shirt. “Here… take this.” He told her. “This is a level six pass. It will get you into the gym.” 

Iama smiled. “Thank you.” She said.

“Call me Iama.” He said.

“We’ll see.” She said with a sadness in her voice that he did not pick up. She allowed him to lean over and kiss her and then she watched him move to the door of her quarters and exit. Iama looked at the pass in her hand and began to plot how she would discover what she wanted when it came to the twins. She needed to know why Fedor affected her so. She wanted to know why he made her feel as she did and Iama could be very persistent when she wanted to be. She wondered if he was as large as his physique hinted at. He was a beautiful man, even if he was no smarter than one of the clones. Her tail twitched at the thought of being wrapped in his arms, yet she did not quite understand the warm flush that swept through her at that thought either.

She would learn.

Had she been more attentive and looked into the corridor before allowing Deleon to leave she would have seen the dark brown eyes on a certain young man she was interested in look up and see Deleon exit her quarters as he was walking towards her doorway. She would have seen his eyes narrow somewhat as he came to a stop, and she would have seen the flash of pain across the same eyes as he turned and headed in the opposite direction quickly. 


“…picked it up about seventeen minutes ago.” Akemi told Martin as he moved up beside her near the star chart on the ARC ROYAL’s bridge. Wayonn stood beside him on the right watching her intently.

“It’s on a planet?” Martin asked. 

“A moon actually.” She told him her fingers dancing across the three dimensional chart and enlarging the dark green moon. It was smaller than the gas giant it was orbiting, but it was obviously able to sustain life if the vegetation data modifiers running alongside the moon were any indication. “About the same size as Earth’s moon. Class M with near identical atmospheric conditions as Elear. Surprising considering it’s a moon.”


“Life signs?” Wayonn asked.


Akemi shook her head. “We’re still too far out even for our long range sensors.” She answered. “This was picked up by one of the probes we sent before making the last jump.”


Martin looked at her. “Ok… why are we here again? We’ve seen a bunch of these type moons on this trip.” He asked with a grin.


Akemi chuckled and played with the holographic console once more. “This.” She told him pointing to the lone white dot on the image now. “A low power generator emitter.” She said. “The probes are designed to detect any power emissions and then take extensive scans of the area they detect the power source coming from.” She adjusted the image again and Martin saw a series of what appeared to be buildings. “These are the scans the probe sent back.”

“It’s a building.” Martin answered.


Akemi nodded. “A very large building by all accounts.” She answered. “Seven stories above ground and an additional ten below ground. It’s Pralor tech King Leonidas.” She told him seeing his eyes come up to meet hers.


“Pralor?” He hissed. “Out here?”


Akemi nodded. “All of the probes used on the ARIZONA-Class ships are designed to detect anything with a Pralor signature on it, whether it be power flows or mineral deposits. To include building materials. Anything.”


Wayonn was leaning close to the chart table moving certain frozen images around on the holographic display. He adjusted one final one and let out an interested gasp. “Martin… it’s a Pralor Portable Science Facility!”


“A what?” Martin asked.


Wayonn looked up now. “A Portable Science Facility. We would launch them from orbit and once they were situated on the surface of a planet we would occupy them.”


“Launch them?” Akemi asked.


Wayonn nodded his head. “The part that is underground starts out as a very large drilling core. When launched it will activate upon touching the surface of a planet or moon, any solid surface really and burrow down until a predetermined depth is reach.” He looked up at them. “Then it becomes the central power core as the rest of the station is extended from protected interior cells.”

“No shit!” Martin asked surprised. “Very cool.”

“I agree.” Akemi echoed.


“What’s it doing out here?” Martin asked him. “We’re a long way from Pralor space Wayonn and you yourself have said there was nothing of value within the Echo quadrant. At least to Pralor civilization.”


Wayonn nodded. “I don’t know.” He said. “Captain… how soon before we get into active sensor range?”


Akemi turned to an officer standing to her right. “Duty Officer?”


“Roughly six hours twenty-two minutes Captain.” The man answered.


Akemi turned back to look at Wayonn. “Six hours and twenty-two minutes.” She stated. “But that will be extreme long range for our sensors. Two days travel time at our current speed unless we kick in the Light Speed Drive.”


Martin looked at her. “How does that affect our jump status?”


“It doesn’t really put a crimp in our scheduling sire.” She answered him. “With our Quantum Resonance Field Reactors we can do both. It will only slow the recharging of the Jump Drive several hours because we’re diverting some power to the Light Speed Drive Coils.”


Martin leaned over and touched a separate panel on the chart table. “Danny… you and Jules getting this?” He asked.


“Looking at it now Marty.” Danny replied from the work station that he had quickly taken over nine decks below when Martin had sent him a Mindvoice pulse about a possible ground mission. Julie had been with him and they had been headed to do some mission report work when Martin had pulsed them both.


“Jesus!” They heard Julie gasp. “How big is this thing Wayonn?”


“Our Portable Science Facilities came in different versions and sizes depending on the type of research.” Wayonn answered. He leaned closer to the images. “If I’m not mistaken, this is one of the smaller ones.”


“Smaller?” Julie barked. “If these initial scans are correct it’s the size of five square city blocks!”


“What’s five blocks to a race that built planet size cities.” Danny quipped.


Wayonn chuckled on the bridge and looked at Martin who was smiling. “We did want to be thorough.” He stated.

“What’s the big deal if its abandoned?” Danny asked. “Why waste our time?”


“That’s the question.” Akemi spoke. “The reason the probe picked it up at all is because of very low frequency power emitter readings coming from this base.”


Martin looked at her. “Life support?” He asked her.


Akemi shrugged. “It’s possible. We just don’t know.”


“How long to get there if we kick in the LSDs?” Martin asked.


“A little under eleven hours.” She answered immediately.


“Kick it then. Danny… prep a ground team.” Martin spoke. “We’re going to take a look at this thing.”


Wayonn looked at him. “We may be able to discover quite a bit of information Martin. Information that could tell us quite a bit of what happened to my people.” Wayonn said. “I’d like to go.”


Martin nodded to him. “Danny… you, Julie and the Master Chief meet with Wayonn in the Tactical Command Center on deck three. I’ll join you in one hour.”


“On our way.” Danny said.


Martin looked at Wayonn. “I’ll grab Helen and meet you there with Aricia and Isabella.” He told him. 

PUMA’S PRIDE
FEBRUARY 5TH, 1145 HRS, EST


The deep voice woke her up and Serale lifted her head off the pillow. She saw her brother Danim still sleeping soundly on the floor so she knew it was not his voice she heard. She sat up slowly, trying not to make any noise as she heard Kalis’s voice speaking. Slowly she got out of the bed, the lightweight jumpsuit conforming to her body. She had slept in her clothes since coming onto this ship and it had almost become second nature for her. The jumpsuit that Kalis had secured for her fit her like a second skin, and while she would not have picked it out of a store because it was so revealing, the almost leather like fabric kept her warm and made it very easy to move around. She crept quietly to the large sheet that Kalis had erected over the single open arch doorway to his bedroom and gently pulled it aside to look into the main living area of his spacious quarters.


Two days they had been here now and he had not spoken to them unless needed. Serale did not go out of her way to speak with him, especially with the hate Danim felt for him, but she could not deny the desire too do just that. He cooked for them, very good food actually, which both her and Danim ate quickly. He allowed them full access to his quarters when he wasn’t there, a surprising move until they realized there was nothing left they could use as weapons against him or in an escape attempt. Not that they could go anywhere. They were buried within the bowels of this ship and neither she or Danim had any idea how to reach the upper decks. He was always reading from that strange looking data pad he kept on his desk. She and Danim had tried to access it when he was gone the first time, but no matter what they did, it never activated as the data pads normally would by their touch. It must have been keyed to his bio-signature, which was technology Serale did not think the Kavalians had. If he knew they had tried he never said anything to them about it. It seemed that he was almost embarrassed to talk with them now. He had been true to his word though, and Serale had spoken to her mother just last night. Ceale was not able to tell her much, only that she was reasonably certain that Kalis had been right and she was in no danger among these Kavalians.


Serale held in the gasp of surprise when she saw Kalis. He was completely naked and sitting on the cold floor of the main room staring at the holo image of a young man Serale recognized without hesitation. Androcles Leonidas. He was wearing only a plain white pair of pants with crimson trim and appeared to be pacing calmly in front of a large fireplace. Serale let her dark green eyes wander over Kalis’s body, taking in the wide shoulders and exceptionally powerful back. She winced slightly when she saw the scars that crisscrossed his skin. They were long since faded, as if he had gotten them some time ago. His skin was deeply tanned and glistened with a fine sheen of sweat as if he had been working out. Her eyes went back to the moving image of Androcles Leonidas and she realized it was a recording of some kind.

“…will become like second nature the more you practice cousin. And you must try to practice as often as possible.” Androcles was saying. “You will only need to see it in your head and it will happen. In a few years you will not even need to do that. You need to master the little things Kalis… and this will come with time. Be patient, concentrate and when you become frustrated cousin, shift back and review what you just attempted. You will need to judge the surface beneath you with your paws, the feel of the air shifting around you. When you shift, your sense of smell will become ten times what it is in human form, be prepared for this. Everything will become sharper and clearer. Your vision. Your hearing. All of your senses will elevate to levels you are not used too. As you master them you will be able to draw upon them even in human form. You will be larger than normal Lycavorians even though you are half Kavalian. That is the strength of the Leonidas blood within us. Our grandfathers were nearly four feet at the shoulder and over three hundred pounds of muscle and teeth. Our fathers are nearly their equal. Use this to your advantage when you can Kalis but never abuse it. As you master these skills, other Lycavorians will sense the blood within you easily. They honor our name because of our grandfathers, and the actions of one of us affect us all cousin.”


“Is it possible to block a scent that affects us strongly?” Serale heard Kalis ask the holo image and her eyes grew a little wider when the holo image flickered for a few seconds and then she saw the vision of Androcles shake his head.


“A scent that triggers stronger than normal emotions is usually caused by an event you witnessed or a female that has… a female that has certain potency to her scent that tickles your senses beyond normal if that is the definition of your question.” Andro replied. 
Serale realized then that whatever he was watching was a very sophisticated interactive holo program. Most definitely not the type of technology the Kavalians should have had access too.

“I will use Sadi and my other mates as an example for you if that is your meaning. All of them have a certain flavor to their scent that… for lack of a better explanation… that sets my blood to burning. I could track any of them across thousands of kilometers of a planet or across the stars simply by their Mindvoice and Etheric resonance. You will know when you taste that flavor on a female’s scent. It will… it will excite you, make you feel full of energy and above all else, it will make you want to claim them as yours with an almost overpowering urge. It will make you want to protect them at any cost, even your own life, and you will not care about the price you might have to pay. It is easy to detect a similar emotion from females of Lycavorian descent, not so much in those who are not like us, and that is why grandfather taught our males to harness that part of ourselves. You will gain far more in treating the woman you wish to scent or become closer with as a precious gem as opposed to forcing yourself upon her. You will learn what makes her feel, what makes her breath. You will feel it within you and instinctively you will know what will make them quiver in your arms. If they desire you in a similar fashion, believe me, the pleasure you will feel is beyond words. That is what a female can do to you cousin. Knowing… knowing what the future with them could bring to you gives you power and strength. It makes you a better man.” 
    


Serale watched as the image of Androcles paced and then stopped to stare into whatever was recording the program.

“I have taught you all I can teach you using this manner Kalis.” Androcles told him. “To be honest… I never thought you would get this far along.” Androcles bowed his head. “For that you have my apologies cousin. I would be honored to run with you here in Sparta cousin. You can join my brothers and I and we could teach you so much more. This program… it was made by my father specifically for you Kalis. To show you what you could have! What could be yours! You do not need to forsake the blood the runs in your veins cousin. You do not need to follow in the footsteps of someone who has forgotten all our grandfather taught him. I am inputting the code so that you may retrieve my father’s last message to you. I will leave you with this Kalis… make the choice from within your heart!” Andro brought his fist over his bare chest. “Draw it from deep within you before you proceed. Make the right choice… the choice I believe you wish to make if you have come this far. Make that choice and I will stand with you against any foe! Against any odds! All of us will! No matter what it may cost us… because you are family.” Andro moved a little closer. “Make the wrong choice Kalis… make the wrong choice and there will be no place within the entirety of the galaxy where you will be able to hide from me. And while I may weep while doing it, I will drive my Nehtes through your chest and watch as the life leaves your eyes.” Andro stepped back. “I don’t believe that is the choice you wish to make cousin. I… I believe now you wish to discover what has never been shown to you. You have tasted it… and now you want more. A future awaits you Kalis my cousin… a future with your family. With your blood. Make the right choice.”  

Kalis sat there as the P1 powered down the program and he retrieved it from the floor. He typed on it for several seconds and confirmed that a code had indeed been released. He saw it there on the screen and his finger hovered over the activate button. That is when Kalis’s focus opened more and he smelled her sweet cinnamon and cherry scent and detected the quickening of her heartbeat. He had spent the last four hours shifting back and forth, exactly as Androcles had spoken to him. This last week, learning to master his body while in wolf form had been exhaustive but so very rewarding to him. Androcles telling him it would only get easier with time and practice made Kalis want to remain as a wolf for hours and days on end. He could not do this he knew, so he spent the last few hours of every night going through the exercises with Andro’s voice filling his head. He hadn’t got much sleep this way, but his desire to discover something beyond what he had here was fuel for the fire that drove him.

Kalis reached out and pulled the sheet from the nearby couch and then rose to his feet slowly. As he placed the P1 on his desk he inhaled deeply and let Serale’s scent flow through him. Incredibly, just as Andro had said, her scent rushed through him and charged his body and senses. He turned to the sheet covered doorway.


“You may come out now Serale.” He spoke softly. “I know you are watching and you do not have to fear me. Ever.”

Kalis watched the sheet moved a few inches to the side and then she stepped into view and quickly pulled the sheet back behind her. She turned to look at him with a sheepish expression because she had been caught. Her hands trembled because she did not know what he would do and she certainly did not want to anger him.


“I… I heard the Prince’s voice.” Serale stammered. “Forgive me… I did not…”


Kalis tucked the edges of the sheet tightly around his waist and crossed the distance to her in three strides. Serale gasped softly but did not back up which shocked her. She stared into those beautiful blue eyes of his as he looked at her for a long moment and felt the flush his gaze caused within her. “I will never hurt you Serale.” He said softly. “If you believe nothing else I tell you… believe that.”


“Where… where did you… how did you get that?” Serale asked. “How is it that you have an interactive holo program with the Crown Prince?”


Kalis smiled warmly. “Not just my cousin… my Aunt Dysea and Aunt Anja as well.” He answered. “My Hadarian Aunt is very colorful in her choice of words. Are all Hadarians like her?”


“What?” Serale gasped. “Like the Queen? Heavens no! I wish I was like her.”


Kalis turned away and moved back to the desk where he poured two glasses of the juice. He turned towards her and offered it out to her. Serale and Danim had refused anything he had offered to them personally because they feared him so. Serale decided there was something very different about him and the fear that had been there before was nearly gone. Without thinking she stepped forward and took the glass. Kalis smiled at this and turned back to the table, picking up the P1. He faced her once more and held it out to her.


“It is something my Uncle gave to me on Enurrua.” He told her.


Serale looked at the odd pad as she sipped the juice. “You mean… you mean King Leonidas?” She said.


Kalis nodded. “Yes.” He answered. “Take it.”


Serale reached out hesitantly… watching his eyes as her fingers closed around the pad. When she had it fully in her hand he released it and lifted his glass to drink. “You… you know what this is?” She asked him as her eyes dropped to the pad to inspect it.


“Apparently it is a very sophisticated data pad.” Kalis answered. “One that every member of the Leonidas family has. My uncle said it was somehow derived from the amazing advances they discovered on that ship.”


Serale looked at him. “The Mindvoice ship?” She spoke.


Kalis nodded. “Yes. It has… it has opened the door into a world I never knew existed.” He told her. “A world that I very much want to reach.”


Serale met his eyes as she held it back to him. “How… how did you get those scars?” She asked.


Kalis turned away from her and placed the P1 back on the table. “When I was fifteen I made my father angry.” He answered turning to look at her. “His punishment was fifty lashes.”


Serale’s eyes grew wide in horror. “You mean… like from a whip?” She gasped.


Kalis nodded his head. “Something similar yes.”


“What… what did you do?” Serale stammered.


“I questioned what he told me to do.” Kalis told her. He motioned to the couch and Serale didn’t hesitate much to her further surprise. She watched him sit in the chair opposite her and finish the rest of the juice before settling his eyes on her. “I will protect you and your brother Serale. I will die before I allow harm to come to either of you. I promised your mother this and I will begin to live my life honorably by fulfilling that promise. I don’t… I don’t want you to be afraid of me.”

Serale blinked several times and then did something that she had heard Queen Anja say once in a speech. She took a leap of faith.


“Tell me of yourself.” She asked him.

Kalis chuckled. “You do not wish to know about me.” He said gently.


“What… what if I do?” Serale asked him.


“I would say you are crazy.” Kalis answered with a smile. “My life has not… it ha snot been pleasant.”


“Will it be the truth?” Serale asked him.


Kalis met her eyes. “Do you wish the truth?”


Serale nodded quickly. “Yes.”


“It could take some time.” Kalis said.


Serale looked around the room. “I don’t think I’m going anywhere.” She said with a small bit of humor.


Kalis’s lips turned upward in a smile. A smile that made Serale’s heart flutter and caused delicious sensations to ripple through her.


“Very well.” He said. 

ARC ROYAL

2142 HRS, EST

THIRTY MINUTES FROM ORBIT 


“…detecting any lifesigns on the surface or within the facility itself.” Martin spoke as he used his fingers to move the holographic images around on the Chart Table. “However… given our recent luck we’re not going to take any chances and we are going in heavy.” Aricia stood to his left while Isabella and Dysea stood to his right. Around the table also stood Wayonn, Helen, Danny, Julie, Fedor, Miseo and Muton. “This is a pure Pralor science facility according to Wayonn and we could possibly get a wealth of information and material from it. Lucky for us… the first of Ben’s supply shipments should link up with us mid morning tomorrow. Avi will be among the group of Durcunusaan and engineers that he is sending.” Martin looked at Akemi. “You’ll have your full Science Department then Akemi.”


The Captain of the Arc Royal nodded with a smile. “We’ll need them out here Milord. Especially Avi. We’re finding things that we’ve never seen before in probe scans.”


Martin nodded and turned back to the Chart Table. “Ok… though the facility is huge, it precludes us from bringing any dragons into the interior of the facility so Arzoal and Torma are going to remain outside and provide aerial recon with Isheeni and Iriral. For'mya, Endith and Tina will remain airborne in the STRIKER after they drop us off and monitor things from above. Miath will be covering the north entrance here which is our main point of entry. Aurith will be doing the same on this west entrance. Mark the points on your data pads from the map here. Anything happens inside, beat feet to one of these entrances. If it ain’t wearing one of our uniforms, Miath and Aurith are going to burn the shit out of it if it follows us out of the facility.”


Danny leaned forward now. “The Skipper, Julie, me and five members of our team will be point and don’t no one complain. This is our kind of Op and we need to know what each one of us will do in a given situation. Fifty meters behind us will be Aricia’s group with Isabella, Cirith and Fedor. They’ll have the bulk of the Science team we are sending with them and the rest of our team. Wayonn… Tony is going to be sticking to you and Helen like glue so you don’t wander off.”


“I have no intention of wandering off Daniel Simpson.” Wayonn said as the others smiled at Danny’s comment.


Danny grinned flashing his white teeth. “He’ll make sure of that.”


Muton leaned forward. “Forgive me Martin… why exactly am I going?” He asked. “I am not a scientist. I’m a doctor... not a very good one either I might add.”


Martin nodded. “Anja and Dysea will be in the last group fifty meters behind the second. As soon as we move to the medical wing here…” Martin pointed on the map. “You and she will then set up a medical evacuation point. And Red requested you Muton. You have extensive experience in field medicine and that’s what she wants. The four medics going with you will be taking orders from you and her.”


Muton nodded after a moment. “I will make sure to thank her for her recommendation.” He stated.


“Once we reach the medical wing and establish a perimeter we’re going to start breaking off into teams to try and obtain as much data and material as we can.” Danny continued. “We’ll determine makeup after we get set in the facility. Miseo… you and your team of Monitors… they will be the security for Anja’s third group. They are the only medical team we are sending so you got our lifeline if anything goes to shit.”


Miseo nodded his head confidently. “We are ready.” He said.


Helen looked at him from across the Chart Table. “Martin… is it wise to bring all of your Queens with us?” She asked.


Martin met her eyes and shrugged. “I was already told in very definitive terms what will happen if I leave them behind.” He stated embarrassed. “It wasn’t pretty.”


Aricia gave him a gentle elbow in the ribs. “We are bringing extra security Feravomir.” She said with a smile. “That is why Miseo and the Monitors are coming. We will be safe.”


Helen knew better than to argue with any of Martin’s Queens and she nodded her head. “Very well.”


“There are five areas we want to inspect that are priority.” Danny spoke adjusting the Chart Table. “Jules has worked out the COM frequencies for each team and all we need to do is upload them to our implants. This place is fucking huge so we need to stay in constant radio or Mindvoice contact. No exceptions. Obviously… the power core is central. According to Wayonn, the Research labs are here, four levels down from the medical wing using either stairs or an elevator if we can get it working. We…”

The soft chime caught everyone’s attention and Martin pulled his P1 from his vest. He looked at it and then back to Dan. “We’re good.” He stated quickly. “Keep going Danny.” Martin glanced at Helen before Danny began speaking again. He ignored the looks Aricia and Dysea gave to him before turning and moving off to a quiet portion of the TCC.


Martin lifted his P1 and typed his code into the pad.


-PRIMARY TARGET COMPLETED HISTORY PROGRAM 10.4 HOURS AGO-


-FINAL CODE HAS BEEN INPUTTED AND AUTHORIZED-


-NOTIFICATION OF SPARTAN 11 HAS BEEN INITIATED-


“Has it been accessed?” Martin asked softly.


-NEGATIVE-


“If Final Code is activated I want an immediate connection.” Martin spoke. “Full safeties and security protocols.”

-AFFIRMATIVE KING LEONIDAS-


“Once Avi is on board download any signals received to his neural link and have him monitor them twenty-four seven.” Martin spoke. “I want…”


“Nauta Melme?” Dysea’s soft voice interrupted him and he turned to see Aricia, Bella and Helen standing with her.


“What is it Beloved?” Aricia asked. “Is it Kalis?”


Martin looked at them intently. He had shared what he was doing with his Queens and Helen only. Aricia, Anja and For'mya liked the idea while Bella, Cirith and Dysea thought it was too dangerous. Helen knew why he was doing it and she was the only one who knew what would happen should things not work out the way Martin wanted.


Martin held up the P1. “He… he completed the program.” He said with a half grin.


Dysea’s eyes grew the widest and she stepped forward. “He completed it?” She asked. “Are you sure?”


Martin showed her the read out on the P1. “He completed Andro’s portion ten hours ago and the code was automatically downloaded to his P1. I told you how I set this up in the very beginning. There is no way he would have gotten this far if Pusintin was involved in any way. He completed it in half the time I calculated he would, which means this is all he has been doing.”


Isabella took the P1 and gazed at the readout for a moment. She looked up at Martin. “I… I never believed he would complete it.” She said softly. “This… this is…”

“It changes things.” Dysea said gently her stunning emerald green eyes focusing on Martin. “This changes things a great deal. Forgive me for not believing in him at the outset.”

Martin shook his head. “I had more doubts than anyone.” He stated. “I still have doubts.”


Aricia shook her head and took his arm in her hands. “You believed when many did not Beloved.” She said. 


“Yes you did.” Isabella commented. “I… I must have let my hatred for them overrule my belief in you.”

Dysea pressed close to Bella and slid her arm around her waist. “I am guilty of this as well Bella.” She stated.


“That does not matter now.” Helen told them as she moved closer. “What we do now does Martin?” Helen asked. “What has to happen?”

Martin shook his head. “He has to activate the last code in order for us to know.” He told them. 


“You are sure about what you felt?” Helen asked him.


Martin nodded his head. “He may be half Kavalian but I could smell it all over him. The doubt. The fear. Beneath all that… it was there Helen. He only has to reach for it to let it out. He could… he could be just as powerful as Res or Dorian for all we know. And if he discovers what I hope he discovers… if he embraces it… then there will be no doubt.”

Helen met Martin’s eyes. “Then if he activates the last code Martin… we must retrieve him. You will have shown him a different life and in order for him to truly believe in that life we will need to go for him.”


Martin took a deep breath. “Then I will.” He stated firmly.


Dysea moved closer to him as did Isabella. “No. We will.” Bella spoke.


“You must tell Fedor and Eirene Martin.” Helen said now. “He is their brother… they have a right to know.”

Martin nodded. “I know. We will tell them after this mission.” He said. “I need them focused right now. Fedor already has enough issues.”


“The Kavalian girl. Iama?” Helen asked.


Martin nodded. “She’s got a hold on him something fierce.”


“Does she even feel the same thing?” Helen asked.


Aricia nodded. “If what I have smelled from her is accurate… yes. She just does not… she is hesitant and unsure. It is almost as if she thinks of herself unworthy if her surface thoughts are any indication. She is not used to the emotions I can smell swirling through her.”


“Well… we will need to bring an end to that sooner rather than later.” Dysea said. “Bella and I both have heard she is…”


“What?” Martin asked.


“She is searching for something Nauta Melme. And she is allowing herself to be taken advantage of in the process.” Dysea answered.


“She has already slept with three members of the crew.” Isabella told him. “Cirith was coming back from the mess lounge and saw another this morning leaving her quarters.”


Martin’s head tilted. “She is searching for something so she is making herself easy?” He spoke in a low voice that said he found that hard to believe.


“Nauta Melme… she is acting out the only way she knows how.” Dysea said. “She was a sex toy for the Kavalians for so long. Forced to bed men who she cared nothing for. She is strong to have kept her wits about her as she has, but it is the only way she knows how to look for what she is seeking.”


“And what is she seeking?” Martin asked still not convinced.


“We have no right to judge her.” Bella spoke softly. “What she is seeking is her business and how she goes about it is her business. Believe me… I have been where she is. I think we all agree based on what you have smelled that Fedor is what truly interests her… but like Aricia said… I think she believes she is not good enough for him. And she believes because his birth was accelerated he is no more different than the Kavalian clones she had to endure for so long. We have to let this play out on its own.”

“Bella is right.” Helen spoke. “We can watch and guide but we must not interfere in any way. She is coming on the mission yes?”


Martin nodded his head. “The food processors are one of the areas we want to see if we can salvage. It would help her feed all of us without spending hours in the kitchens.”


“I believe she likes that part of her duty… but if we can acquire devices to help her… all the better.” Helen said. “Let this play out Martin. Fedor is no fool… and I think he will begin to see what he needs to do.”


Martin nodded and looked over to see Danny bringing the briefing to an end. “Ok… all this goes on the back burner. We have a mission to go on and I want everyone focused on it.” He saw the nods from all of them. “Let’s get moving.”


Aricia drew Isabella and Dysea with her as they headed back to the Chart Table, but it was Helen’s hand that stopped Martin. He instantly felt her throw up heavy shields that he immediately reinforced and they both felt Torma and Arzoal instinctively add their own power to them.


[You have a plan if this doesn’t work don’t you?] Helen asked.


[Helen…] Martin began to speak and she squeezed his arm tighter.


[We are Paladin and Mage now Martin my boy. What affects you will affect me.] She said. [I am not your queens and I do not think like them. If this is all a ruse by Kalis… if he has only done this at the behest of that foul ronnus Pusintin… what do you intend?]

Martin met her eyes. [I had Avi installed a very small fusion device in Kalis’s P1.] He told her. [If this is not real… then I will trigger the device.]


[I know why you are doing this Martin.] Helen said. [Your Queens do not… but I do. Is it truly worth it?]


[I intend to make my brother pay for everything he has done Helen! For every touch he laid upon my Kinsoaurgai! For funding the scum who took my Melda Min and abused her! For raping Yuri and forsaking Lisisa in the manner he did! For everything he forced her to suffer through until I found her! For every innocent member of the Union he has killed! For depriving his children with Jalersi the right and the knowledge of their bloodline! For everything he has done!] Martin hissed his eyes changing and becoming yellow orbs and the tips of his dual fangs extending slightly. [I intend to make him pay in the most painful and horrific way that I can possibly imagine Helen! Taking his last child from him is part of it yes… but I will love that boy as if he is my own if it happens! You know that! He is a Leonidas and I know what I smelled and felt from him on Enurrua! Is it worth it? In intend to fulfill the promise I made to my mother and I will remove the stain upon the name of Leonidas! Yes! It is worth it!]


Helen stared at him for a long moment and finally nodded her head slowly. [Your Queens would not approve with the possible exception of Aricia because she is Spartan born.] She told him. [They would not understand this part of you. It is a part you have never shown them I sense! I do understand however, and I approve Martin. Just be sure to never reveal this side of your nature to your Queens. They… they might find it hard to truly understand.]


Martin nodded as he began to calm down quickly. [I will.] He said softly. [Thank you Feravomir.]


Helen squeezed his arm. [Let’s go see if we can discover more of our history shall we?]

