CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
ARC ROYAL

FIFTEEN HOURS POST ONTEROM

“…woke up about an hour ago.” Anja told Martin as they looked through the clear plexi window into one of three private rooms within the Medical Bay on the ROYAL. They could see Jacina and Aricia in the room with the second Pralor female Recia. “She kind of lost it for a moment, but thankfully Jacina was with us and was able to calm her quickly.”

Martin looked at her. “So she knows what happen to her?” He asked.


Duewa nodded as she stepped up on Martin’s other side. “Yes.” She answered. “She is a Botanical Biological Research Scientist who was concentrating on improving the growth and acclimation hormones of different plant sources to Onterom.”


Martin shook his head. “Come again?”


Duewa chuckled. “An advanced plant doctor.” She said as Anja laughed softly.


“Ah… ok.” Martin said with a grin.


“Jacina was able to sooth her within Mindvoice.” Anja said. “She did it without shielding and it was very impressive.” Anja looked at him. “She’s a Tier Six Marty.”


Martin nodded his head as he looked at the woman lying in the bed. She looked worn and still somewhat pale and sick, but her long auburn red hair was healthy and given more time she would turn out to be a very beautiful woman just as Jacina had when she was fully recovered. “I’m guessing most Pralors will be Tier Six… they use Mindvoice even more than we do.” He looked back to Anja. “She’s fully clean?” He asked.


Anja nodded. “No trace of the Svorag virus left in her blood work.” She replied. “We’ll test her every other day just to make sure like we will with Jacina… but there’s no reason to think it will come back.”


Martin looked at her. “Red… could you have… would you have been able to…?”


“I really don’t know Lover.” Anja answered him softly knowing why he was asking the question. “It’s possible… but there is no way to be sure if the serum we developed would work on a fully turned Svorag. And neither Duewa, Radra nor I have any desire to try and vaccinate a Svorag. If it fails and it gets loose on the ship… it could infect a quarter of the crew in hours. In days the entire ship would be infected. And given that we have discovered they probably keep at least a small portion of their memories and knowledge… it’s too much of a risk. You want Svorag running around who know how to operate this ship?”


Martin nodded and looked back through the window. “No. I was just checking is all?” He said.


Anja took his arm in her hands and stepped closer to him looking up into his face. “You did the right thing Lover.” She said gently. “Maybe in the future we’ll discover it will work on fully turned Svorag and maybe we will design and implement a delivery system. Right now… we just don’t know.”


“I want a two member security detail on her twenty-four seven.” Martin said finally. “At least for a few days and until we are sure that this virus thing is fully gone.”


“Is she confined to Medical?” Duewa asked.


Martin shook his head. “No. Not at all. We haven’t limited Jacina because you and Aricia are sure she is clean. This one… Recia right?”

Duewa nodded. “Yes.”


“Recia is free to go wherever any other guest on this ship would be allowed to go. I don’t want her to feel like she is a prisoner in any way.” Martin said. “I just want someone with her all the time. For her safety as well as ours.”


“I’ll have Thoti assign someone to her.” Duewa spoke.


Martin nodded his head. “Good enough for me.” He said turning to look at Anja. “Now tell me about this information you have discovered.”


Duewa touched his arm and nodded to Anja. “I will let her know and give her a final exam before we release her.” She said. She and Anja had already been through the small bit of information that they had found and Anja would be able to explain it to Martin in a way he understood without all the medical terminology.


Anja motioned to him with her hand. “Follow me.” She said moving for the main office that had been set up in the Medical Bay. The crew quickly determined that Duewa had become second only to Anja when it came to medical decisions on the ship and among their small fleet of two ships. To make this obvious to anyone who didn’t know, they added a desk and high backed chairs to the office, giving Duewa her own set of Hadarian computer terminals to work with. Their desks were in the shape of a capital L, allowing them to exchange information and talk to one another easily enough. Anja led him into the office and moved behind her desk as he pulled a chair over. Anja slipped into the high backed chair and the small hover jets in the legs came alive as they sensed her weight. Anja Leonidas was known for darting back and forth in her chair when she was deeply involved in something on her computers and it was almost funny to watch as she scooted back and forth between terminals or the three consoles that surrounded her desk. “Duewa and I have only begun to scratch the surface of this information… that was an excellent idea by the way.”


Martin grinned letting her sweet honey scent filter over him. “I do have my moments you know.” He said. 


Anja chuckled. “Occasionally… yes you do.” She told him.

Martin smiled and shook his head at her playful jab. They had done this even before Anja finally became his wife and mate, though on a much lesser scale. It was their way of showing their deep affection for each other. It was also a source of constant humor for everyone around them as well since the only people with enough courage to speak to Martin without a trace of reverence for his position as King were his wives and mates and Danny. Martin also knew that if they argued, not only was it entertaining for those who witnessed it; it was also very fun to make up later in their bed. Hadarian she may have been, but growing up first around humans and then becoming his wife and mate had made Anja quite adventurous. She was a ball of fire in their bed when she was wound up. Anja looked at him and her jade green eyes narrowed at the look in his eyes as he gazed at her.

“Are you thinking what I think you’re thinking?” She demanded.

Martin smiled. “Only pleasant thoughts.” He told her.

“God Marty… you are such a perv!” Anja exclaimed with a large amount of humor and just a touch of lust in her voice.

Martin laughed. “Only for you and my ladies Red. Only for you and my ladies.”

“I hope so!” Anja declared. “You are such an inventive pervert!”
Martin chuckled again and leaned forward closer to her. “What do you have Red?” He asked her finally getting back to their original topic.


Anja typed quickly on the control panel and then turned the left monitor to face Martin as he sat in the chair to the left side of her. “Lorendo… that fat little fuck… he wasn’t erasing the computers cores as we first thought Marty. He was downloading them. Right where you wanted him too… along with the entire core of his P9.” She looked at him. “How did you know?”

“A hint from something Avi said and my gut telling me that whatever was here they wouldn’t just toss away.” Martin answered.

“Beautiful call Lover.” She told him. She turned back to the screen. “The source file encryption is pretty extensive but Avi was able to sift through the three layers and then crack it. He is opening the files as we go… but there are hundreds of folders and entries and he has to do each one individually.”


Martin watched as the list of files scrolled past him on the screen. He wasn’t as computer illiterate as most people thought and in fact had earned a degree in Advanced Programming from the Apo Prime University in secret. It was this knowledge and his continued association with Avi that allowed him to become quite the computer guru according to Tina and Endith. He reached up and touched the screen. “These files date back almost twenty-five thousand years Anja.” He said looking at Anja. “Lorendo said they had been dealing with them for only twenty thousand years.”


Anja nodded her head. “That’s the first thing we noticed. We started with the oldest files first.” She said. “Then there is this.” She touched the panel and his screen changed to one of genetic code and different images of cells.


Martin leaned back. “Red… what am I looking at?”


Anja slid over next to him in her chair. “This… my handsome and ever so well equipped husband and mate…” She spoke leaning into his side with a smile. “This is the source genetic code for the Svorag virus.”


Martin looked at her. “Wait… the source code? Like the original code for a computer software program?”


Anja nodded. “Works in pretty much the same way yes.” She answered. “It’s the original genetic code for the virus. The genetic source that every mutation has derived from. This virus has mutated a total of four times if what I’m looking at is accurate based on the type I found in Jacina and Recia. I could go into much greater detail but I know you hate that… so the bottom line is this. Lorendo made this virus.”


Martin’s head snapped around. “Say what?” He almost shouted.


Anja nodded her head. “Oh yeah. Every mutation we have seen in these files so far has been tested against the original strand Marty. The only way to have the original strand is if you made it or you found it. And testing each mutation against the original strand of the virus is sincerely damning proof.”


“He couldn’t have found it?” Martin asked her. “How do you find something like this?”

“No… he didn’t find it. Not that little power mad bastard. No… he made this.” She snarled. Anja leaned over and tapped her control panel twice more causing the image on the monitor to change in front of them. This time it showed some sort of written material. Short blurbs in what appeared to be a log of some sort. Martin’s eyes grew wider as he read. “Read this.”

“Nubou lae!” Martin hissed.


Anja nodded. “Yeah… that’s what I said too.” Anja told him.


Martin turned to her. “You think Delnash…”


Anja shook her head immediately. “No. There’s no way he could have known any of this and acted as he did. He was adamant several times that he did not authorize Lorendo to use the type of force that he did against us on Onterom. He wouldn’t have let his children come with us Marty and he just isn’t that good of an actor. And you know I’m pretty good at reading people. No… this is all Lorendo’s baby Martin. Besides… For'mya would have sensed something off about him right away.”


“You had her…?” Martin asked.


Anja smiled shyly. “Well…”


“Red… we don’t do that.” Martin said. “You know that.”


Anja nodded. “Yes I do. I also know that these are Pralors and more than likely they have played a role in all of our species’ advancement Martin. At least in some shape or form. The proof is popping up all around us as we go. And the arrogance in many of them just flat out pisses me off. For'mya didn’t press very hard and she only sifted through his surface thoughts. She was partly empathic before you bit her you big lug. You were just too busy looking at her ass to notice.”


Martin grinned. “Well… you have to admit… it is a nice ass.”


Anja smiled brilliantly. “I know.”


“So he didn’t detect it?” Martin asked surprised.


Anja snorted in disgust. “Please… with the ego trip these people are on he probably thought it was a headache. I don’t think they realize just how powerful we are. Especially you for that matter. And For'mya has gotten every good at detecting things like this without anyone knowing. She is very subtle.”


“Man… you are devious!” He announced.


Anja laughed. “That’s why you love me so much.” She said cheerfully.


Martin smiled at her and leaned over quickly to silence her laughter with a kiss. Anja gasped and returned the kiss as he pulsed her with his aura and sent shivers of delight through her body. “Yes… I do.” He said finally as he pulled away.


Anja looked at him dreamily and took his arm in her hands. “What do we do now?” She asked keeping her mind focused. He could so easily distract her.

“Keep digging.” Martin said. “Pull some people you trust to help you and Duewa. No more than three or four and make sure you swear them to secrecy.”


Anja nodded. “Ok. What are you going to do?”


“Talk to Murano.” Martin answered. “I have some questions for him and Delnash’s daughter Kesyla.”


“What questions?” Anja asked.


Martin looked at her intently. “I want to know where the Lycavorian planets in this system are. And I want to know why the Pralors stopped monitoring their progress.”


Anja’s eyes grew wider. “Martin you don’t think…”


“I don’t know.” Martin said. “I hope not… but now that you have shown me this and after what I have seen of them on Onterom… I have a very large empty spot in my gut forming and I don’t like it.”


“Marty… this is only the tip of the ice burg. Something tells me this Lorendo is involved in some really nasty sibfla.” Anja said. “But aside from this we don’t have answers to the rest of the questions we have about this. Why? How? When?”


Martin looked at her. “Then find them Red.” He spoke firmly. “You are the only one who can.”


Anja nodded her head. “Ok.” She said softly. “I will. But we may not like what we find Martin.”


Martin nodded his head. “I have no doubts we won’t like what we find.” He answered. “But we need to be sure before I see that bastard again and dismember him with my bare hands for what he has done.”


Anja nodded. “That would be fitting.” She said in agreement.


“Keep this under wraps Anja.” Martin said. “Outside of those you pick make sure no one else knows. If what I think has happened has indeed happened, we won’t be able to hold our people back. And I wouldn’t want to try.”


“I know Lover.” She said softly. “I’ll be careful.”


Martin nodded and rose to his feet. “I’m going to go see Murano.” He spoke evenly. “I need some answers and only he will give them to me.”


“You trust him that much Marty?” Anja asked.


“He’s a Praetorian.” Martin said. “I can feel the connection he has with me. With Andro. With us. The Praetorians… they were all connected in some odd way. Yes… I can trust him.” He answered. “I have to.” 


“Martin… be careful. I can’t say this enough… but based on what I’ve seen so far, this Lorendo asshole has his fingers in all kinds of dirt.” Anja said. “There’s no telling what he has been involved in or with. And he has gotten away with it because there have been no checks on his work. The Pralors… their government has no oversight. They trust him completely to be working for their benefit and this proves he is not. At least not entirely.”


Martin nodded. “Yeah… you noticed that too huh?”


“We all did.” Anja said.


“Nothing gets passed you guys.” Martin said with a smile. 


Anja laughed at him. “We aren’t men.” She stated. “We aren’t distracted by all the tits and ass. We have the tits and asses.”


“Hey… I’m not distracted by the tits and ass!” Martin quipped.


Anja canted her head slightly and looked at him. “So you are telling me if I stripped out of my uniform right now… you wouldn’t jump my bones?” She stated. “Not that I don’t love when you jump my bones mind you.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “That’s not fair.” He stated.


Anja chuckled. “You know what I mean Lover.” She said. “Go on… get out of here and let me get back to work.”


“Let me know if you discover anything important.” Martin said.


Anja nodded her head as she turned back to her computers. “I will.”


Martin turned and headed out of the Medical Bay his thoughts already shifting to his talk with Murano. He lifted his hand and tapped his jaw activating his COM implant. “Avi?”


-Martin-


“Avi… did you by chance access the history data files aboard SPARTA’S WRATH when you were onboard?” Martin asked.


-You would not inquire if you did not already know the answer King Martin- Avi told him with what Martin swore was a humorous tone.


“Join me in the secure port lounge on deck eleven Avi.” Martin said. “And have Wayonn, Murano, Danny and Helen join us. As well as Delnash’s daughter Kesyla.”


-Understood- Avi answered.


Martin turned the corner into the main corridor and made his way towards the elevator lift. He needed answers and he intended to get them.

KALIS’S LEUGERS FLIGHT

“…four planets within this system that can sustain life.” Corsa spoke softly as she pointed to different locations on the star chart. “We are too far at the moment to scan any of them more intensely, but they are as good a location as not.”


They had conducted their last jump more than ten hours ago and once arriving in this sector of space they had docked together once more to balance the passengers of the two ships more. Koguth, Corsa, Mani and Nedoli stood around the star chart, Ceale beside Nedoli and Mataen standing beside Corsa.


“We do not know if that is what Kalis intends.” Mataen spoke. “Landing on one of these planets is a risky proposition at best father.”


Corsa nodded her head agreeing with her husband. “I too think it is a risk we should not take.” She stated. “If the Marshal’s forces somehow find us… they could easily destroy our ships from orbit and we could very well die on any of these planets.”

“We should not question his motives or his plans.” The voice spoke and they all turned as Mata moved up to the table. 


“We are not questioning him.” Mataen spoke. 


“Aren’t you?” Mata asked with no hostility in his voice. “You have questioned whether this was such a good idea the moment you discovered I came with him.” Mata moved fully up to the table beside Koguth. “I am Puma Bane yes.” He told them. “However… I am not like the rest of them you know so well.”


“So you say.” Corsa hissed softly.


“Corsa!” Mani gasped.


“No… it is her right to disbelieve me.” Mata spoke quickly. “And I understand why… I do. All I ask is that you do not question Kalis or his motives. He has lived in the shadow of his father, in fear of him for so long. Now that he has finally discovered who he is at his core, he has been more decisive and confident. More in control than I have ever seen him.”


Ceale glanced over to where Kalis was stretched out on the ridiculously uncomfortable web bench along the bulkhead of the ship. His head was resting on a pack of some sort and his arms were tightly wrapped around the lithe form of her daughter in quite the protective manner. Serale was stretched out on his body, very intimately in several places, her head resting on his chest as she slept soundly. They had been that way for nearly seven hours now, neither of them moving more than a few inches in any way. This was not some sort of fling on her daughter’s part or Kalis’s for that matter Ceale was quickly discovering. Serale had told her everything that happened between them, even the part of Kalis refusing when Serale practically begged him to take her on that ship, completely naked in his arms. Ceale’s gut had twisted up when she had seen the first few displays of affection between them, but it had lessened with each one when she thought back to what Serale had told her. Ceale was beginning to see that her daughter’s feelings were sincerely genuine and came from her heart and if what she knew of Lycavorians was any measure, Kalis’s reaction to her was just as genuine. Ceale knew enough Lycavorians to know that what she saw between Kalis and Serale, the way he looked at her, the way he was so protective of her, this was how true Lycavorians viewed their females.

Ceale turned quickly and let her eyes settle on Nedoli. She had been fighting the growing feelings she had for the tall and imposing Kavalian, but it was a losing battle she knew. His treatment of her was beyond reproach and completely heartfelt. He doted over her like she was some sort of royal figure and Ceale could not believe he would find her even remotely desirable after all she had endured. Ceale discovered quickly that was not the case at all and no matter how much she tried to persuade herself otherwise, her feelings for him were growing more powerful by the hour. She found his features incredibly handsome, even covered in the soft light brown fur. Pusintin had forced her to perform oral sexual acts with several of his Kavalian officers and Ceale could not help but wonder if he was as large as they were. His entire manner was completely opposite of those men and his affection for her was becoming more and more open as the hours went by. It was an affection that Ceale was rapidly beginning to return for it made her feel like a woman again. Whole and unblemished.

“We should wake him and find out what he intends.” Corsa spoke now. “We have been stationary for too long as it is.”


Mata shook his head. “No.” He stated. “He has been running on pure adrenalin since he embraced what he wanted after Enurrua. Protecting himself and Lady Ceale’s children in the heart of the devil’s realm when the slightest mistake would mean his death as well as theirs takes much determination and planning. He needed this rest. I have seen it within him these last weeks… none of you have.”


Koguth nodded his head. “Mata is right.” He spoke. “We have lived with this, the knowledge that what we feel and believe could be our end all of our lives… this is new to Kalis. Hopefully in a short while it will all change for the better.”


Mata looked at all of them. “As for me General Koguth… if it makes all of you more comfortable I will surrender my weapons to you. You can assign someone to guard me if you wish… I don’t care. What I have done is my decision… and that decision was to follow Kalis and return the purpose to my life that it once had. I have trained that boy since he was an infant and I would follow him wherever he goes without question. Believe that if you will… but it is the truth.”


Mani looked at him and slowly reached up to place a hand on his cheek. “You… you carry much weight upon your shoulders Mata.” She said softly. “Much pain.”


Mata looked at her and nodded. “I do.” He said. “But I have chosen not to let it destroy me as it has so many others. Following Kalis is only the first step. Getting the information that we have found on this ship to General Pian is the next step and then fighting to free my people from their oppression is the last. Whatever happens in between I will take with the newness of a rebirth I never thought I would be allowed.”


Mani smiled. “Indeed.” She said. “I think we are all at that point in our lives now.” She told him.


Koguth looked at the star chart. “Let us chart different courses to these planets so that we are prepared in case it is Kalis’s plan to go to one of them. We…”


His words ended when the red flashing lights began to blink on and off and an alarm of some sort began to sound throughout the transport. “What…” Koguth began to speak as he turned toward where he knew Kalis and Serale were sleeping. He needn’t have bothered for just as his eyes settled on Kalis, he saw both him and Ceale’s young daughter spring up as if shot from a cannon. Both of them were instantly awake and moving for the cockpit before he could even utter a word.


“What is it?” He snapped turning back to Corsa.


“Proximity alarm!” Corsa answered as her hands flew over the star chart in front of them and Kalis and Serale disappeared into the cockpit. “Someone just hit us with an active sensor scan!”


“A ship?” Nedoli hissed.


“I don’t know!” Corsa exclaimed. “Nothing is showing on the sensors!”


Koguth began marching for the cockpit without a second’s hesitation. “That does not mean something is not there!” He barked.

OMEN THREE


Yuriko Leonidas sat calmly in her command chair on the bridge of OMEN THREE, Filrian standing beside the arm of her chair as they watched the monitor to their right front. They could see the two LEUGERS easily, the two transports docked together as they were. It had taken seven hours to find the two ships, and then only after they had finished their last jump. Once they had located them it had taken OMEN THREE only one jump to reach them with their advanced engines. The Kavalian fleet was in disarray at the moment and Yuriko felt confident they wouldn’t be able to respond to her cousin leaving the Task Force for at least ten more hours. It was more than enough time to make contact with Kalis and get him and his supporters further away from Pusintin and his madness.

“Still no contacts?” Yuriko called out.


“Board is clean.” The sensor operator responded. “LSD Drives on both targets are powered down to recalibrating mode. No signs of any weapons. Sensors confirm ninety-two lifesigns. Eighty-eight Kavalian, one Lycavorian and Kavalian combo and three Hadarian.”

Yuriko leaned forward in her chair. “Hadarian?” She asked looking at her husband of over a decade now. “Did you hear of any Hadarians being lost before we left husband?” She asked.


Filrian shook his head. “Not within Union controlled territory.” He replied. “There are a number of Hadarian operated clinics within The Wilds however.”


Yuriko looked at the screen and the two ships on it. “Interesting.” She said softly. “I don’t believe I’ve ever heard of Hadarians willing traveling with Kavalians. If the reports from Enurrua are accurate though, father laid a beating on Pusintin something fierce. Maybe he needed Hadarian medical treatment.”

Filrian leaned close to her. “Given your father’s reputation Yuriko… whatever the reports say… I would double their assessment. Your father is not the most forgiving of fighters and the reports say he nearly killed him. And your father did give you his authorization code Yuriko.” He said. 


Yuriko nodded. “I know. He does have a temper doesn’t he? Especially when it concerns my mothers.” She said. “The Kavalians having Hadarians onboard changes things somewhat. It could show they aren’t really allies.”


Filrian looked at her. “I think it leans more to the explanation that they are allies.” He said. “They can’t possibly think we would allow them to keep prisoners. Kalis would know this if he has changed as your father and even you believe. Why have them if that is the case?”


“Leverage.” Yuriko answered.


Filrian thought about that for a second. “Possible.” He said. “I don’t think so… but very possible. Only one way to find out.”


Yuriko looked at him with a smile. “Yes… there is.” She said. She reached behind her back and pulled out her P1 from the small pouch she wore it in. She brought it up and plugged it into the arm of the chair. “COM officer… prepare to send this command on the frequency specified. Tactical Officer… hit them with an active scan. Give them a two second pulse just to let them know someone is out here. Let’s see what they do.”

KALIS’S LEUGERS


“Serale?” Kalis gasped as Koguth and the others piled into the cockpit behind them.

Serale shook her head quickly. “Nothing!” She exclaimed. “Sensors are clean!”


Kalis looked up slowly from the sensor screen between them and nodded his head as he gazed out into the stars in front of their ship. “Yes… it is clean. It is clean because we can’t see them. Not even a flicker on the sensors. Not a whisper.”


Serale looked at him detecting the change in the tone of his voice. “What do you mean?” She asked. “Kalis?”

“There have been rumors for years among the Kavalian High Command that my Uncle has such ships.” Kalis spoke softly. “Ships that you cannot see on sensors or visual sweep Serale my love. Super secret Intelligence platforms. Designed to infiltrate an enemies main defenses and send back information to the Union Command.”


Nedoli and Corsa looked at him as he spoke. “Kalis those ships… they are only rumors.” Nedoli said. “We have never been able to confirm they exist. The technology needed to build such things is…”


Kalis turned and looked at him. “After what you have seen and heard Nedoli’Juturi… do you honestly believe my Uncle does not possess this technology? They have had that unique ship that so many say is a myth for over two decades.”


“Kalis is right Nedoli.” Corsa spoke softly looking at him. “It’s the only thing that makes sense.”


“What are all of you talking about?” Koguth demanded.


Nedoli looked at his father. “The Lycavorian Ghost ship father.” He stated confidently. “They are said to be the most advanced warships in existence right now. Used primarily as intelligence platforms. Completely invisible to known sensors and even the naked eye. It is said they are able to bend light somehow around the ships. Kavalian Intelligence has never been able to actually confirm they exist though. No one has. But there are many rumors out there that say otherwise.”


“He’s had one shadowing my father’s fleet ever since we left the Alpha Quadrant.” Kalis said softly. Kalis turned and looked at Koguth. “It has to be. It is the reason why we have never been closer than two days from them General. Why he always seems two or three steps ahead of us. This ship has been following us and sending him all our information and he simply adjusts his course to compensate. He’s luring my father further and further away. He… he knows where he is going General and my father is following the bait like some unschooled pup fresh from his mother’s womb. And when my uncle determines he has him far enough away…”

Serale looked at him. “What?”


Kalis looked at her. “He will turn around Serale. He will turn around and strike my father so hard and so savagely that he will never recover. He will have his vengeance for my father’s actions. And he will kill him this time.”

“Couldn’t happen to a nicer person!” Ceale spat.


Kalis looked at her and nodded his head in agreement. A simple act really… but one that made his status in Ceale’s eyes suddenly rocket upwards. “I agree completely Lady Ceale.” He said softly.


“What is he looking for out here?” Corsa asked of no one in particular. “We have never even sent probes out this far. No one has ever been out here but he follows a course and seems to know where he is going.”


“Whatever it is… it can’t be good for us.” Nedoli spoke. 


“He will not harm those who do not harm him first.” Kalis spoke. “We must remember that as we move forward.”

Koguth shook his head slowly. “And these are the people Keleru and your father would have us go to war with?” He said. 


“That war started the moment my father laid hands on For'mya and violated her in a such a way General.” Kalis spoke with contempt in his voice as he turned his eyes back to the view window. “Until then… until then it all could have been avoided. Once my father crossed that line… once he assaulted her dignity and honor in such a way… it all became mute.”


Koguth nodded. “Indeed.” He said gently. He looked out the view window. “Is there a way to contact them? Show them we are not the enemy?”


Kalis shook his head as he looked out the view window. “Even if there was they would never acknowledge it. We…” The mad chirping alarm nearly caused Kalis to leap out of his seat as he grabbed for his lower back to the surprised looks of everyone in the cockpit. His hands closed around the P1 he carried there and he brought it around in front of him with wide eyes. The P1 was the cause of the quiet alarm, the small screen blinking on and off as he held it in his hand. His head turned and Ceale noticed how they settled on Serale. “Serale?” He gasped. “It’s… it’s a COM link! An active COM Link!”


Ceale’s daughter reached across and touched his forearm as she spoke with a smile. “This is… it is what you have waited for Kalis.”


“And been too cowardly to do!” Kalis hissed angrily at himself.


“That doesn’t matter now.” Serale told him. “Answer it Kalis my love.”


Kalis looked back to the pad and lifted his hand. It hovered over the small control panel for a long moment before he finally brought his index finger down on the button and activated the COM link. “Yes…” He spoke hesitantly.

“To whom am I speaking?” The female voice asked ringing out with confidence and strength.


“This is… I am Kalis.” He answered while looking at the small screen.


“So… it is you cousin.” The female voice spoke. “This information is going to make father very happy.”

Kalis’s eyes narrowed. “Cousin?” He asked.


“I am Star Captain Yuriko Leonidas.” The voice said with no small modicum of pride. “Martin Leonidas adopted me many years ago and I have carried my name proudly ever since that day. You have brought others with you I see.”

Kalis turned quickly and looked at Koguth. He said nothing and turned back to the P1 in his hand. “How do you…” Kalis shook his head. “I travel with General Koguth'Juturi and many of his Pride members. They have left my father and the Kavalians behind just as I have.”

“And the three Hadarians with you?” Yuriko asked. “Prisoners?”

“What? How do you…? No!” Kalis hissed loudly. “I mean they were… but no longer. Why do you think they are with us?”


“I hope so.” Yuriko said. “Are your ships damaged?”

“No.” Kalis answered. “However… the rapid jumps to escape my father have taxed our LSD cores to the limit. They will need time to recalibrate and recharge.”


“Understood.” Yuriko’s voice answered. “There is a Class M moon half a light year from your current location. Proceed there at sublight speed and land at the following coordinates.”


Kalis watched a set of numbers flash across the small screen. “I have them.” He spoke.


“The coordinates are to a clearing near a set of natural caves where we have established a forward listening post. You will find supplies and clothes and other needs.” Yuriko told him. “We will meet you there in six hours.”


“Will you not reveal yourself?” Koguth spoke now leaning forward to look out the view window.

“I have revealed myself.” Yuriko answered. “This is sufficient until we meet face to face.”


“Wait! My daughter…” Koguth asked quickly leaning forward. “Iama’Juturi. We have… we have reason to believe she may be among those with your father. We…”


“She is.” Yuriko answered.


Mani moved up next to Koguth now her eyes moist as she gripped Koguth’s arm. “Is she… is she well?” She stammered.


“Very much so.” Yuriko replied. “She has become a vital member of my father’s crew with her skills. And she has even found a husband and mate I understand from my mother’s last transmission. She is bubbling with happiness according to my mother.”


Mani gasped as tears burst fully from her eyes, her hands going to cover her mouth in shock at this news. “Husband?” She exclaimed softly.


Koguth’s face became a little harder and he looked at the P1. “Husband? Who is this husband?” He demanded. “A Lycavorian?”


“I’m sure you will discover everything soon.” Yuriko answered. “Please proceed to the coordinates I gave to you. I will contact my father and let him know what has transpired here. He will decide what to do from there. OMEN THREE out!”


The transmission was terminated from the source before they could say anything else and Kalis lowered the P1. He glanced quickly to Serale. “Do you have this moon on our sensors Serale?”

Serale adjusted the sensor board between them and ran her finger across the screen. “Yes.” She answered. “Point six Light Years away. Two hours without using the main engines to ease the stress on the LSD coils.”


“Plot the course.” Kalis said quickly. “General… you and Nedoli should return to your LEUGERS so we can unseal the dock and make our way there.”


Koguth nodded his head still trying to wrap his mind around the fact that his youngest child was alive and well and so very close. He gripped Mani’s hand and nodded again. “Yes.” He said. “Nedoli. Corsa.”


Nedoli nodded and began to turn to follow Corsa who was already walking out. Ceale stopped him by grabbing his thickly muscled arm. “Nedoli?” She whispered looking up at him and not caring that everyone’s attention turned to her.


Nedoli met her gaze and smiled as he reached out tentatively and placed his hands on her waist. Ceale didn’t pull away from him now and even gripped his arms tighter as she stared up at him. “Stay with your children Ceale.” He spoke with a smile. “I will see you in a few hours.”


Ceale didn’t release his arms and instead reached up and placed her palms flat against his lightly furred cheeks. She used her thumbs to stroke the soft fur on his cheeks. “Come… come back to me.” She whispered to him.


Nedoli’s dark eyes grew bright at her words and he eased her closer to him… tentatively pulling her against his body. Ceale didn’t shy away and she felt his hard body press against her front and small shivers of delight coursed through her at the sensations. Sensations she never thought she would feel again after what she had endured at Pusintin’s hands, and certainly an excitement she never experienced with her husband. Nedoli lowered his forehead to hers and gently squeezed her waist. “I will always come back to you Ceale.” He spoke softly. “Always.” 


Serale was watching intently and she blinked away the tears in her eyes when she saw her mother’s face brighten and Nedoli lean over to kiss her ever so softly on the lips. It was a kiss that her mother accepted and returned with the passion it was given. A gentle and warm kiss that spoke of intense feeling and devotion. Much the same as when Kalis kissed her. Serale knew then that her mother would heal. The towering Kavalian in front of her would help her to heal and perhaps give her something their father never did. Nedoli let his large hand caress Ceale’s cheek before he followed Corsa out of the cockpit. Koguth motioned to the two extra chairs behind Kalis and Serale.


“We will remain with you Kalis.” He spoke. “If that is alright.”


Kalis nodded. “Of course.” He stated. He touched the COM panel. “Mata?”


“I’m securing the hatch and seal now.” Mata’s voice answered.


“Mata we…” Kalis began.


“Hah!” Mata exclaimed. “Have no fears Kalis my boy… I intend to live for many more years to come. I will leave my weapons on the ship. I have no desire to be shot by the very people I wish to join because my past clings to me still.”


Kalis nodded and glanced at Koguth. “Thank you Mata.”


“Hatch is sealed.” Mata said. “Let’s get moving.”

Koguth smiled slightly. “He marches into the unknown with no fear.” He said. “Just as we do. I’m beginning to like him and I never thought I would say that about a Puma Bane.”


Kalis nodded in agreement. “Yes sir.” He smiled at Ceale who was watching him intently from the chair next to Mani and then turned back to the front. “Serale… spool up the sub-light engines. Let’s take that first step into our future boldly.”


Serale nodded her head. “A future I can’t wait to start.” She said looking at him with adoration in her green eyes. 

It was a look that Ceale saw instantly and try as she might she could not feel anything but happiness for her daughter. Happiness that they were free of Pusintin and his vileness. Free of her deceitful and ignorant husband who cared nothing for them. Free to finally live their lives how they wanted too. Ceale would never imagined that events would happen as they had, her daughter falling in love with the son of their captor. Her powerful and growing feelings for Nedoli and his gentle touch and words. 

Future. A word her daughter had used several times now. Ceale nodded her head to herself. Yes… a future. A future where they all could find what they so wanted to find. And Ceale suddenly knew that future for her would be with Nedoli. And as she thought about it, that prospect did not cause her fear in any way. It made her relish in what she could have. Would have very soon. 

“Nor I.” Kalis said. “Nor I.”

SCIMITAR 
ENROUTE BACK TO EARTH


“…speak to him soon Tenna Deia.” Andro spoke as he sat on the large couch in his quarters. He wore only his white pants and no shirt. All that adorned his upper body was the glittering fragment of the Dragon Heart pendant he never removed. “I would imagine things are very interesting where he is and that is why he has not contacted me.”


“You don’t think…” Deia’s face asked as she moved around her desk in the transmission and held the mug of tea.


Andro shook his head quickly. “No. There was a brief moment… a faint spike of intense anger… but nothing like that since. He is most powerful with my mothers around him, you know this, and I would be able to detect if something terrible was amiss.”

“You can… you can really sense him even across so vast a distance?” Deia asked.

Andro nodded his head. “I haven’t asked Val'istar Shiria yet but I believe it is because of this Paladin gene that we all carry. I can sense him, Denali, Jomann and even Dorian now. I have been… I have been getting flashes from Deion as well Tenna. I think he might carry the gene too.”

“Deion?” Deia asked. “He is within his Agoge now. As is Nara. From what I understand they are not being particularly easy on either of them.”

Andro nodded. “Good. It is the only way to learn.” Andro looked at her in the secure QCR transmission. “Father will contact me soon. When he has decided what course of action he is going to take.”


Deia nodded. “Very well. Arrarn, Narice and Toria arrived this morning with Cha'talla and Admiral Pontal. Several of the Ventash'ma also came with them. Pian and Jalersi are due in later this evening with a dozen of the senior Kavalian Pride Leaders. The rest will arrive over the next two days. They are using Isra as their conduit out of Kavalian space so he can control their movements.”

Andro looked at her. “Uncle Isra suspects something?” He asked.


“He did not rise from Chetak’s son to the position and trust he now holds because he is not cautious.” Deia said. 


“True enough.” Andro said.


“Lady Aleatia and her son arrived yesterday.” Deia said. “I must say she is extremely pleasant and full of life. Gorgo has taken it upon herself to show her Sparta and fill her with our history. It seems she feels this is her duty since you took her daughter as your wife and mate and no one else from our family is here to greet her.”


Andro grinned. “Sorry about that.” He said sheepishly.

“I hope you are quite done.” Deia asked him with a smile. “The Netnews is going crazy because now they won’t be able to keep up with you and your father.”


“The Netnews couldn’t keep up when I was single.” Andro stated. 


Deia laughed at his words. “Yes… well… the comparisons to your father are nearly out of control now. One of the more senior Netnews people even went so far as to say that while you both truly love your wives and mates, you and your father are going to insure that the name Leonidas lives on for millennia to come. That there will always be a Leonidas on the throne. That is attested to by the fact that you and your siblings are so many.”

Andro chuckled softly. “Father would say the size of our family is no one’s business and that he loves children. I know my mothers would say that.”


Deia matched his laugh. “Indeed they would.” She said. 


Andro looked at her. “Anything from Icho?”


Deia turned serious and shook her head. “He’s maintaining a very low profile lately. You certainly made him look somewhat the fool when you commandeered his Netnews briefing. Or perhaps he is just waiting for Ulana to return so that he may pump her for information about your actions on Solmar. That was a big risk you took with the Kavalians Androcles.”


“But one that needed to be made.” Andro said nodding his head. “And it openly shows that Keleru is not as powerful as he likes people to believe. Has his accusations against Sadi gained anymore traction?”

Deia shook her head quickly. “That died very quickly after the interview you gave. Some of the braver Netnews people came to Sparta and began asking questions about her they had no right to ask, but you know how our people from Sparta view Sadi. How they are coming to view Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and the others. They were quickly shown the way to the city gates.”

Andro nodded. “Good. I have some ideas I would like to run past you and Tenna Tarifa when I return. Perhaps we could set up a quiet hour or two for that?”


Deia nodded. “She is in Eden City now dealing with an issue concerning the Drow but I will let her know.”


“The Drow?” The female voice asked from the side and Androcles turned to see Lu'ria standing in the doorway to the bedroom. He could see Sehri sitting on the bed with Carisia brushing out her long hair as she read from a data pad. Sadi and Ne'Veha were lying to the side going over reports they had received from Ben at Dreamland. Andro didn’t question them about this for he knew they would tell him when they felt whatever they were working on was ready. Lu'ria wore only a white lace pair of panties and bra which contrasted incredibly with her dark skin color and shimmering white hair. The thin robe was made from the same material as Sadi’s but she preferred the crimson color to any other. Her amber colored eyes focused on Deia in the transmission as Andro held out his hand for her and she took it without hesitation. He pulled her onto the couch next to him and she curled her long legs under her firm ass as she scooted close to his warm body. “What about the Drow Deia?” Lu'ria asked once she was settled.


Deia had long ago threatened her with dire consequences if she was to use her official title when speaking with her. Deia’s words were quite to the point.

“You are a Crown Princess of the Union and a Leonidas now as well as my Mandri’s Blessed Drow wife and mate. He adores and worships you just as he does Sadi and the others.” Deia had told her. “You will not refer to me except by my name and I don’t care who knows it.”

“I don’t know all the details Lu'ria… Tarifa was going to fill me in when she returned this evening.” Deia told her. “It has something to do with the few dozen Drow who left the city they occupied when Aihola first reformed the Drow as one entity. Just after Eden City was formed. All I know was that they were meeting about it and then there was a period of several hours where the EDF chatter on the planetwide Net increased. I think Lynwe and Tareif then conducted some sort of operation with local forces. No doubt Charles will inform me when all the information is in, but you know we do not interfere with the internal politics of individual planets. Especially here on Earth because of the diversity of the species and most especially not the Drow. They are too close to Andro’s father and now him. Besides… Charles, Selene and Tarifa have got that running so smoothly they don’t need my help. You will probably find out the same time I do.”

Andro glanced at Lu'ria for a moment and then back to Deia. “Make an inquiry on our part regardless Tenna Deia.”


Deia nodded. “As you wish.” She looked at him. “How long before you return?”


“Twelve hours roughly.” Andro answered. 


“I will see you when you arrive then. Contact me if your father transmits to you.” Deia said.


Andro nodded. “I will.” He told her. “We’ll see you in a few hours.”


“Very well. Go with the gods my boy.” Deia said as she reached out and ended their transmission.


Andro looked at Lu'ria as the figure of his Aunt faded. “What are you thinking Lu'ria?”


She focused her amber eyes on him. “I know enough political code words to know that Internal Politics means trouble Andro.” She spoke softly. “And not minor either. Then the EDF running some sort of operation and not telling anyone? General Lynwe does not get involved in that sort of thing unless it’s important.”


“Do not try and read more into it than we know ArzurGai.” He told her softly. “We’ll find out in due time.”

Lu'ria looked at his azure eyes when he said that and she felt warmth spread through her. ArzurGai… or Drow Heart in the Lycavorian language. He had started calling her that a few weeks ago out of the blue and the name had taken off with all of them really. It made Lu'ria flush when any of them spoke it, for it was what they used to show her how much they loved her. Just as they called Ne'Veha SirsanGai and Carisia Enylarcopri. It was Andro’s little way of showing each of them just how dear they were to him.

Lu'ria reached up and ran her fingers along his jaw and smiled. “I know… I just…”


Andro leaned over and nuzzled the hollow of her throat and the deep valley between her large breasts causing her to gasp softly and reach up to hold his head in her hands with a smile. “What?” He asked her softly. “Talk to me.”

“I want to do more.” Lu'ria said softly. “I feel… I feel I should do more to help the Queen and my mother when it comes to governing our people.”


“Then do so.” Andro spoke.


“What… what do you mean?” Lu'ria asked.


Andro looked at her bright amber eyes. “The Drow are your people too ArzurGai. There is no reason you can not help Tenna Aihola with governing them. Just because you are my wife and mate and a Crown Princess of the Union does not mean you can not have a life outside of traveling wherever I go.”


“This… this would not make you angry?” Lu'ria asked softly.


“Gods Lu'ria… why would it make me angry?” Andro asked. “Ne'Veha is speaking with the First Minister on a regular basis now, learning the intricacies of elven politics as she calls it. Narice has kept Enylarcopri in the loop on everything she is doing. You may be wolf now and a Crown Princess… but that does not mean you need to change your life for what you think I may want you to do Lu'ria. That would be wrong on my part and I won’t do it. To any of you.”


“Do you know how the Drow view you Andro?” Lu'ria asked. “View your father?”


Andro met her eyes. “I probably won’t like what you tell me… so no.” He replied. “My father and I… we are not gods ArzurGai. We are men and we have our faults.” Andro chuckled. “I have quite a few of them actually.”


“You know what I mean.” Lu'ria spoke. “First your father… now you. You trust us without question. Without hesitation.”


“Well… I think the credit for that goes more to my father and Aihola.” Andro said. “They worked long and hard for that. Walter did make the Drow to be most like Spartans in the very beginning. It is no wonder we see things the same.”

“You… you took me as your wife and mate Andro.” Lu'ria said. 


Andro looked at her. “I took you as my wife and mate because you smell delicious, you are exquisitely beautiful and we were meant to be together by a power much higher than my pay grade. There was no political purpose to my actions Lu'ria. All of your scents are divine to me. You make me part of who I am. All of you do.”


“Will Sehri become like us?” Lu'ria asked him. “She has questioned us about it and she has an appointment with Eliani tomorrow for an exam.”


Andro tossed the data pad he was holding to the side and grabbed Lu'ria’s waist, pulling her into his lap. He reached up and brushed some of her shimmering white hair from her face and then ran his finger over her soft violet lips. “I know and I am going with her.” Andro said. “And to answer your question… I don’t know. It doesn’t matter though. It will not change the way I feel about her. About any of you.”


Lu'ria smiled seductively and shifted her hips on his lap, only the fabric of her panties and his pants separating her increasingly hot center from the bulge of his thickening manhood. She pulsed him with just a fraction of the female aura that she now possessed and Sadi had been teaching her and Ne'Veha to use so well. They would never be as powerful as Sadi because she was a pureblood, but it was indeed enough to incite Androcles. Her action drew a smile and instant reaction from him as his breathing became a little shallower and the swell of his cock between her thighs began to thicken faster. He had been the first man to ever have her and he would be the only man to discover the secrets and treasures her body possessed Lu'ria knew without question. No one would be able to compare to him now. His size alone caused her to become moist for she would never have believed she could take his all of his length and girth within her. She managed it quite well now, the velvet connection when they were joined enough to drive her crazy for more. When combined with his devastating aura and the fact that his kisses could steal her breath away and his hands were never idle, Lu'ria was convinced no man would ever make her feel as he did. She also knew that all of them felt the same way. 

Lu'ria glanced into the bedroom area and saw that Sadi and Ne'Veha had tossed aside their work, their scents telling her just how aroused and ready they were. Her slave Carisia was also ready, Lu'ria able to detect her delightful rose blossom scent. As she inhaled deeper she could easily make out sugar plums and spice, amaretto, and apples and walnuts wafting through the air of their quarters now. It was growing thicker and more aroused as they sensed what she was doing and knowing that their Drow mistress would willingly share. Lu'ria smiled and turned back to Andro, running her hands across his broad chest and leaning over to drag her pink tongue languorously over the skin of his neck until she felt him shiver when she tickled his ear.

“Then perhaps Androcles Leonidas… you should show your wives and mates how you feel about us before we return to Earth.” Lu'ria whispered in his ear, her lips just brushing his skin.


Lu'ria yelped softly as his hands gripped her firm ass and he was suddenly standing up in the main room. She quickly wrapped her long legs around his waist and laughed as she felt his aura expand outward to encompass all of them and her body ignited in intense desire and want as it always did when he pulsed them. She glanced quickly back in to the bedroom and saw that his aura had the same effect on all of them, Sadi even more than the rest of them as she had already grabbed Carisia and was locked in a sizzling kiss as they rolled to the side of the bed frantically pulling at their undergarments. She turned back to Andro and saw his azure eyes nearly glowing in his own animalistic want. She smiled to herself knowing he was going to make all of them very happy this night. He began moving into the bedroom and into the open arms of Ne'Veha and Sehri and just before he tore her panties off with a growl of ardor, Lu'ria thought of Caliria and how much they all missed her. She would be back among them soon and Lu'ria knew more times like this would happen. Her Alkay could make all of them last so much longer and extend their desire and pleasure for each other. Lu'ria knew they all preferred one another in certain ways and Lu'ria could not deny that Carisia and Caliria could and did excite her just a tiny bit more. She did not feel bad about this as they had talked among each other about this very thing. Sadi openly admitted that Ne'Veha and Sehri could provoke her desires just a fraction more than the others. It was something all of them accepted easily because they all knew Andro was theirs for the taking whenever they desired.
Lu'ria so missed her blue skinned Vanari lover and fellow Crown Princess. Lu'ria was thinking of how sweet her lips tasted just before Andro’s warm lips came down and hers and stole her breath away and swept her up within the incredible wave of their combined auras. She was vaguely aware of Sehri and Ne'Veha pressing their now naked flesh against hers and then everything descended into heavenly bliss as Andro sank all twelve and a quarter inches of his thick manhood into her with one will crushing stroke and she screamed in unabashed fervor as the first orgasm of the night smashed aside her shields and all their minds became one with each other.

ARC ROYAL

“…sure of what the logs say?” Murano asked Martin from across the table as he lowered the data pad and passed it to Kesyla.


Murano sat across the table from Martin in the secure conference room, Helen sitting beside Wayonn and Kesyla to Murano’s right with Mari to his left. Avi stood directly behind and to Martin’s left side, Danny occupying the chair beside Martin.

Martin nodded his head. “Trust me… when it comes to anything medical… Anja is never wrong.” He stated. “She is one of the most intelligent people I have ever known. Avi cracked the encryption and Anja has been studying the logs for the last few hours. She is sure.”

Wayonn set down his copy of the files he was reading from his P1. “Now I know my distrust of him was justified. What I don’t understand is why though.” He said thoughtfully. “Why even make something like this?”


Martin leaned back in his chair. “Murano… what do you know of him from before?”


Murano shrugged his broad shoulders. “I did not interact with him except for the one time after Sumar and Wayonn were declared lost. He was Assistant Director of Operations for the Science Convention at the time and I went to him to approve a search mission. I only met with him once as I said. The meeting did not go as well as I had hoped.”


“Explain.” Martin said. 


“He seemed… he seemed almost happy when they declared you lost Wayonn.” Murano said. “He was not going to accede to a demand from some upstart Praetorian when all evidence pointed to the fact that none of you survived.”


“This only lends more credence to the feelings I have about his actions as well as the evidence that Avi possesses.” Wayonn spoke quickly. 


“What evidence?” Daron asked leaning forward.


“Nothing you need to concern yourself with young man.” Wayonn told him from across the table.


“You accuse Elder Lorendo of actions against you and our people but present no proof.” Daron spoke. “He has done many great things since we had to flee. Things that have helped and protected our people!”


“Whatever he has done to protect our people was done by accident.” Murano snickered. “He was protecting his own backside first and foremost.”


“You do not know him Uncle!” Daron snapped. “You…”


Murano looked at him. “I know him far better than you ever will Daron!” He snapped right back. “I have seen his actions and what they have wrought! I have seen him sacrifice lives in order to save his own during the Great Exodus! Do not tell me I don’t know the man!”


“And I have seen him in action as well.” Wayonn said. “Long before you were ever born Daron. The orders and updated charts we received on City Ship 41 before the storm were flawed in almost every way. Our sensor net should have detected the Ion Storm and sent out warnings to all our ships. We never got the warnings because the Ion Storm was left out of the charts we received. Only one man was authorized to sign off on any updates. The Assistant Director of Operations for the Science Convention. Lorendo.”


“Wayonn… are you… are you saying he purposely withheld the information about the storm that caused your City ships to crash?” Kesyla asked stunned.


Wayonn looked at Avi. “Avi?”


-As Wayonn has stated. All updates from the sensor network grids were passed through the office of the Assistant Director of Operation. It was his duty to review them for accuracy and insure any new information was then transmitted to all Pralor ships in every known Quadrant- Avi answered. 


“He did not do this?” Murano asked now.


-An update was received prior to CS41 encountering the Ion storm… however it was without the updated charts showing the storm- Avi said. –They were the identical charts we had received in the prior download one week earlier. Once updates are sent and confirmed, all data is then filed and taken off the main computer core so it is not used actively again. Procedure is very clear on this. It was not followed this time and the wrong update was sent to us-


“That does not prove anything!” Daron spat. “Everyone is entitled to a mistake!”


Avi’s bright orange hue eyes focused on Daron. –Your hypothesis would be accurate Daron… except the date and time stamp of the update was altered. This was not detected until after CS41 had crashed and been on the surface of Lycavore for more than two decades. I cross referenced the charts and all updates and discovered that the most recent update was in fact the one we had received previously only the time stamp and date were altered-


“We were focused on trying to establish ourselves and remain out of the path of any Lycavorians at the time. We directed Avi to concentrate all his efforts on repairing the lone transport that had survived the crash at least somewhat intact while the rest of us were involved in repairs to CS41.” Wayonn spoke. “That was all we were concerned with.”

“Why did you never try to repair the COM system of the ship or transport?” Mari asked now.


-The entire Communications grid throughout the entire ship was affected by the storm- Avi answered her. –Even the backup Bio-mechanical Data boards were damaged beyond my ability to repair. We had no means to restore or replace them. Those in the transport were damaged and would only transmit over short distances-    


“Avatar 41… if what you are saying is accurate… and I am not dismissing what your information says…” Kesyla stated. “My question would be why? Why purposely alter a vital data upstream to our ships?”


-I can not accurately answer that question without more data Kesyla- Avi answered almost casually.

“Then your accusations have no basis in fact!” Daron snapped. “I have worked with him many times in the last years!” Daron barked out. “He has had nothing but the benefit of our people at the forefront of his actions!”


“The benefit?” Mari gasped now. “Daron… he murdered three hundred of our people on Onterom! Men and women who could have been saved! He did not consult with anyone before doing this! Not even father! He just did it! How does that benefit our people?”


“You do not know what you speak of Mari! He did not murder them! He was following established security protocols!” Daron hissed back at her. “And he is an Elder of our people serving on the Convention of Elders! We should not question him!”

“There is nothing wrong with questioning the wisdom of your leaders.” Martin spoke up now looking at him. “That’s good sense.”


“You know nothing of our people!” Daron snapped.


“Daron!” Kesyla barked at him. “You are a guest here among these men and women! Just as we all are! You will mind your manners and your tone and conduct yourself in the way father raised you to!”


Daron glared at his sister but said nothing. He knew Kesyla carried the power of their father’s office in her hands. She was his most senior aide in all things and could do things and speak to people who he did not have access to. He shifted his eyes to Wayonn who leaned forward at the table. 


“I will withdraw my accusations because Daron here is correct.” Wayonn spoke. “I do not have the proper evidence to support my claims.” He met Daron’s eyes. “But know this boy… Avi and I will continue to gather information and evidence and when the day comes that we have the proof you so desire I will present it. And then I will come for Lorendo and he will answer for the crimes we know he has committed.”


Danny sat forward. “Why don’t we stick to the facts for now ok?” He said. “We know from his own logs that he made this Svorag virus.”
“Logs that you stole.” Daron spat.

Danny turned to Daron. “However we obtained them… do you deny what they say?”


Daron sat back. “No.” He said finally. “I can not deny that. But we do not know what he originally intended when he made it. It could have been a vaccine of some sort. A medical break through. We don’t know!”


“Well… we know what it has become.” Martin continued along Danny’s train of thought. “We know he tried to cover it up by erasing entries and then trying to download the station’s remaining logs before anyone had a chance to view them.”

“I would like to view these erased logs.” Daron spoke quickly.

“For what purpose?” Murano asked.

“To determine if they are genuine!” Daron answered. “I believe I am the most qualified individual here to do that.”

Martin nodded. “Ok… I’ll let Anja know to give you access.” He said.

“Privately.” Daron prodded.

Martin chuckled. “Not a chance.” He told him. “Given your propensity to defend him… I won’t give you access to view the files without Anja present.”

“So you don’t trust us.” Daron.

Martin pointed at Kesyla and Mari. “There’s no point in lying to you Daron… I trust your sisters, I trust your uncle, but you are a different animal altogether. You seem to want to cling to this ideal that you are superior and can do no wrong. We know Lorendo was under orders not to use force against my people… which he ignored… resulting in the death of three of my people. Which doesn’t seem to bother you in the least. We also…”

“The deaths were acceptable given the circumstances.” Daron spoke. “Your people had control of the station and all we knew was that primitives had…”


“Daron!” Mari gasped in shock.


“That is what we knew at the time!” Daron snapped.


“Daron… you need to leave!” Kesyla snapped angrily.


“I will not leave!” Daron barked right back at her. “I have every right to be here to insure that these…”


Murano came to his feet now in an instant. “You are my brother’s oldest but so help me Daron… if you utter another word of disrespect I will turn you over my knee and inflict upon you the punishment your father never gave to you!”


“You wouldn’t dare!” Daron snapped at him.


Murano lifted his hand and Daron suddenly found himself lifted from his chair seized in the grips of an Etheric field he could not hope to break free from. “You test my patience boy!” He snarled at his nephew. 

Mari stood up and placed her hand on Murano’s arm. “Un… Uncle release him.” She said softly. 


“He does not know respect for those who are his equal or his betters as you and your sister do Mari!” Murano snapped. “I know your father taught you better than that!”

Kesyla stood up and moved up next to her uncle. “Yes he did.” She said softly looking at Murano. She turned to look at her brother. “Daron… you will leave this meeting and you will not be part of any others in the future until you learn humility! Is that clear?”


“You can not keep me from…” Daron started to say.


“I can… and I will!” Kesyla snapped. “I will not allow you to dismantle everything father wants to try and build here! I won’t! Or do I need to contact father directly and have him send a transport to take you away from here?”


Daron’s eyes narrowed for he knew Kesyla would do exactly that. He stopped struggling within the grips of his uncle’s Etheric power after a moment and snarled at her. “Fine!” He spat. “But I will speak with father myself about this!”


Kesyla shrugged her slim shoulders. “That is your right… but now you will leave!”


Murano released his hold on Daron and he dropped gently to the deck. Daron glared at him for a long moment and then turned and moved to the door which opened for him instantly. Martin waited for the door to shut and then he turned back to Murano and Kesyla. He saw her turn to face him.


“King Leonidas please accept my sincere apologies for…” She began to quickly stammer out the words.


Martin held up his hand stopping her words. “No apology is necessary.” He said quickly. “In a way I respect him for clinging to his ideals.”


“They are not my father’s ideal King Leonidas.” Kesyla spoke.


“No they are not.” He said in agreement. “And stop with the King crap will you. You are here representing your father and just as I told him, I will tell you. My name is Martin.”


“Or bone head… depending on your mood.” Danny quipped.


Kesyla met Danny’s eyes and couldn’t help but smile. She turned back to Martin and nodded her head. “Martin.” She said in reply.


Martin sat back in his chair. “I would like to know something Kesyla… if you are privy to the information?” He asked.

Kesyla nodded her head to him and Martin saw her eyes dart to Daniel next to him once more as she sat back down. “I will answer anything I can that does not violate the authority my father gave to me.”

Martin glanced at Danny and then back to her. “We know there are two worlds that were seeded with my people out here somewhere. One of them we know of for sure within this very quadrant of space.” He said. “Where are they? Why did your people stop monitoring them and what can you tell me about them?”

Kesyla shook her head. “I truly do not know Martin.” She answered. “As you have no doubt seen… the Science Convention does not tell the Chief Elder Pralor everything. I do know my father would never have sanctioned what Lorendo was doing on Onterom. The Svorag have taken too many of our people through the years for him to allow such a thing.”

“Can you get exact locations of them?” Martin asked.

Kesyla nodded without hesitation. “Yes.” She said. “You realize that Lorendo and some others will want to make it seem as if you are marshalling your species.”

Martin nodded. “Let them think that.” He said. “Let them guess at what I’m doing. It gives me the advantage until I find out what the hell is really going on.”

Murano looked at him. “You suspect something Martin?” He asked.

Martin met his eyes. “We killed a couple of these Svorag on Planet Twelve Alpha. Anja was able to examine them and she discovered Lycavorian DNA as well as Pralor DNA in one of them.”

Kesyla leaned forward. “You are certain?” She gasped.

Martin nodded. “Like I said… Anja’s not just a doctor… she’s the foremost researcher into all that genetic hoopla anywhere in the Union. And Duewa is nearly as good. With Duewa helping her… there is probably nothing they couldn’t figure out. Both of them are geniuses.”

Danny nodded. “No arguments here.” He stated.

“What connection are you trying to make?” Kesyla asked.

“Whoever she was… she was a Pralor that was turned by a Lycavorian and then attacked and changed by a Svorag.” Martin explained. “That much Anja was able to discover. Now… the only Pralors that I know of who were turned by my people are those with my grandfather and Wayonn here. And none of them made it three quarters of the way across the known galaxy into this quadrant from Lycavore. She was turned by a Lycavorian male, with no signs of any struggle and the bite was clean and in the general area where a male of my species would bite a female to change her. If he changed her then he probably took her as his wife and mate. That leaves only one possibility.”

Mari’s eyes grew a little wider. “Our people were keeping account of them!” She gasped.
Martin nodded his head. “And somehow or someway this female was turned by one of mine. This leads me to believe there are more. Finding her on Twelve Alpha also tells me something else. If she was his mate… and I believe she was… he would never abandon her to the Svorag willingly. He would need to be dead. Especially if they had children together. He would take as many of them as he could before they got to her… or he would have sent them away.”

Murano nodded. “So you are saying she must have come from one of the Lycavorian planets.” He said softly. “Which means the Svorag have already been there.”

Martin nodded as well. “Correct.” He said. “And I intend to find out.”

“What… what do you intend when you… when you discover them?” Kesyla asked with hesitation in her voice now.

“They are my people Kesyla.” Martin told her. “Removed from Lycavore and brought here by your people many thousands of years ago. I intend to see if there is anything I can do for them.”

“What if they have not… what if they do not have your level of technology?” Mari asked. “We can not simply give it to them. Announce ourselves to them. It could alter their natural growth!”

Martin nodded. “I don’t intend that no.” He spoke. “But they are my people and as King… I am bound by honor to at least see for myself. It is what my grandfather would have wanted and it is what my father would expect of me.”

Kesyla nodded her head. “I understand what you are saying… and I agree.” She stated. “I will find out from my father where these planets are. It is what he would do for any of our own people.”

Martin nodded his head in gratitude to her. “Thank you.” He said. “Listen… it has been a stressful few days and it will take all of us a little while to get used to each other.” He spoke evenly. “Why don’t we start out with some easy stuff now? Get to know one another?”


Danny looked at Martin. “I could pull out my deck of marked cards fervon.” He said with a grin. “Nothing like a little five card stud to get the blood pumping.”


Martin met his eyes. “You’re terrible at poker.” He said.


“Yeah… but I might be able to win back some of the money you and Jules took from me over the years from them.” Danny spoke. “They have to be worse than me when it comes to poker.”


Martin laughed now and even Murano couldn’t hold back the chuckle. “Poker?” He asked with a smile.


Martin nodded. “It’s a card game.” He explained. “One that he has never been very good at.” Martin said jerking his thumb at Danny.


“Hey! That’s not true!” Danny protested.


-You have played four thousand nine hundred and sixteen hands of poker in my presence Daniel Simpson- Avi spoke from behind Wayonn. –You have won only nineteen point three five percent of the times-


“I’m getting better!” Danny continued to defend himself.


-At your current rate of improvement you will begin winning more than you lose four months and three days after you reach the age of eight thousand six hundred and fourteen years- Avi told him. –Considering that you are not yet six hundred years of age, perhaps a new hobby is in order-


Danny looked at Martin. “He’s been hanging around you way too much.” Danny said.


This comment caused the others to chuckle softly as Kesyla let her dark eyes fall on Danny once more. She found him fascinating for some reason and it wasn't because he was so large. His smile was infectious and his teeth perfect and extremely white. His eyes were bright and the neatly trimmed goatee he sported was unlike anything she had seen among the Pralor men she knew. The COM panel on the table buzzed snapping Kesyla out of her thoughts and Martin reached forward and tapped the panel. “Go.” He said.

“Nauta Melme… we are going to contact Andro so that we may meet the newest member of our family.” Dysea’s voice came over the COM. “Since he will not contact us… we will contact him.”


Martin smiled and shook his head. “You know he doesn’t like surprises Melda Min.” He spoke.


“He will have to endure.” Dysea spoke firmly. “We have every right to meet her even if we are several billion miles from home.”


Martin grinned and looked at Murano. “In his defense… he was fighting at the time.” Martin spoke. “And we ain’t exactly been sitting on our hands either.”

“Don’t you defend him Martin Leonidas! It has been three days and still he does not try to contact us and introduce us to her. The events on Solmar have been settled for that long and it has been nearly a day since we left Onterom.” For'mya’s voice echoed in the background. “He should have found the time!”

“Ok. Ok.” Martin said quickly. “We’ll meet you in the QCR center.” He spoke getting up.


Murano looked at Martin. “You have been keeping in touch with him I take it?” He asked. 


Martin nodded his head. “We can… it’s very odd but we can…”


Murano nodded. “A Praetorian gift.” He said. “We can sense another Praetorian and his emotions even over vast distances. It ties us together in a way. You feel your other sons… Denali and Dorian?”


Martin nodded. “And Jomann.” He answered.


Murano nodded and moved closer to him. “Just as I feel all of you as well. It is not as pronounced as what you feel because I have not met them yet… but I can sense fleeting thoughts and emotions that are not mine. I will need to instruct all of you how to keep better control of this skill.”


“It’s very useful…” Wayonn said now. “However… it can be like a beacon at times.”


Martin looked at him. “Helen and the others as well?”


Murano nodded. “Praetorian Mages as you call them… yes. It will not be as developed with them… but they are connected with us as well.”


Martin looked at him. “I got a lot to learn huh?” He asked.


Murano smiled. “Not as much as you might think. If you and Andro have been studying the Tomes that Sumar and Wayonn wrote as he told me… then you are far more skilled than most of those who are just discovering their skills. And no doubt that whatever he may have learned from those Tomes, Andro has already passed to Denali and Jomann and probably will begin passing them to Dorian as well.” Murano chuckled. “Saves time.”


Martin looked at him. “Those that Shiria might find?” He asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “They will need to start from the beginning. They do not share the blood of Sumar within their veins and this makes it easier for you to pass this information to others within your bloodline. They will not have that luxury.”


Martin nodded and shifted his eyes to everyone else. “All of you are welcome to join us and meet my son.” He said.

Mari jumped up quickly. “I would like too!” She announced.


Kesyla nodded as well. “I as well.”


“I am going to check on Anja’s progress.” Wayonn spoke. “And visit with Jacina and Recia for a time. She will need all the support she can get.”


Martin nodded and turned to Danny. “You, T'lolt and the Master Chief put an operational plan together for this planet Murano recommended. Figure a week to let them hunt and air out their wings and give Arzoal and Torma time to school them.”


Danny nodded. “Will do. We already started working on it. Figured that is what you were going to do. I’m going to include Garan and the three men that came with him as well. He worked the OP with us on Onterom and seems pretty cool under fire. Might be beneficial to work together and find out what each other knows.”

Kesyla looked at him from across the table. “I… I was under the impression that you did not consider Garan and the others as… experienced as yourselves in such things.” She said softly.


Danny looked at her. “The learning never stops.” He said with an infectious grin. “That’s what Anuk and Nubian tell me.” He slapped Martin in the arm lightly. “I’ll get with you after Andro burns your ass for interrupting what is undoubtedly a pleasant time for him.”


Martin rolled his eyes. “Don’t remind me.”


“Like father like son.” Danny said. “Get with us later.”


Martin nodded. “Done.” He said. He watched Danny nod and then he headed for the door. Martin turned to the others. “Ok… if you will follow me… the QCR chamber is two decks below us.”


“You developed the Quantum Communications Relay yourselves?” Kesyla asked as she moved around the table.


Martin nodded. “Avi set it up initially… my people just added some other things to it.” He replied. “We have limited its use to Command and Control ships and a few locations on Earth and Apo Prime for right now, but it will eventually become standard across the entire Union.”


Murano looked at Mari as she gripped his arm with her hands and a smile and they began to follow Martin and Kesyla out. He did not understand the sparkle in her blue eyes or the meaning behind the wide smile, but it was indeed pleasant to have his niece think so highly of him.

CLASS M MOON
UNION DESIGNATION 

AT459


Kalis lowered his P1 and looked up at the rock face in front of him. It had been relatively easy to land half a kilometer from this site, the LEUGERS now running on automation while they had gathered equipment and began the trek here. Serale had not strayed far from his side as they moved through the trees and tall grass that surrounded the mountain range, usually holding his hand. The air was slightly heavy due to the height they were at in the mountains, but aside from that it appeared as if the moon was a lush place. They could see the green of vegetation below them as they moved along the ridge and a very large body of water to their south. True to his word, Mata had forgone any weapons and carried a large pack on his back as he moved behind Serale. He was aware of the eyes of many of Koguth’s men and women on him, but he ignored them. He was set on his path and nothing would alter his course now. Not even those who still considered him an enemy. Most of the Juturi Pride had remained at the ships and they would be sent for when they found the location Yuriko had given to him on his P1.

Kalis looked at Serale as she came up next to him, his assault rifle slung across the front of his body, but ready to use if need be. “This is it.” He said to her. “The entrance must be just between those outcroppings.” He moved forward between the two jutting pieces of rock on either side that extended far up along what appeared to be a sheer drop from the summit above the mountain they were on. He saw the darkness of the opening and felt his blood begin to stir at the unknown. “This way.” He called back over his shoulder.

The interior of the cave was nothing what they expected. As they moved down the short tunnel it opened into a massive cavern fully a hundred feet high and nearly three hundred feet wide all around. There were several exiting tunnels that they could see in the light provided by the dozen or so light globes that floated unaware in different areas of the main cavern. There was a single large fire pit in the center of the main cavern, the smoke from burning embers drifting lazily towards the ceiling. As Kalis’s eyes drifted upward he deduced there must have been ventilation opening near the top in order for the smoke to rise as it was. Across the wide expanse of the main cavern they saw small groups of chairs and at least five small tables spread all around and a single large table off to one side against the tunnel wall with what could only be some sort of portable COM array set up. Stacked five high along another wall were three rows of equipment crates of some sort. It definitely appeared as if someone had been spending time here.

Koguth and Mata moved up beside Kalis as their eyes scanned the interior of the cave. The eighteen men and women they had brought with them were beginning to fan out slowly, still alert, but their weapons no longer posing an immediate threat.


“This is… this is no camp they just threw together Kalis.” Koguth spoke softly as he looked around. “This is a forward operating position.”


Mata squatted next to the fire and held his hand over the embers. “Still slightly warm.” He stated. “They were here recently.”


Kalis held up the P1. “This is the right place!” He hissed softly. “This is it… but no one is here!”


“Aren’t we?” The female voice spoke.


Kalis whirled around as the space beside Serale shimmered and the PSG deactivated to reveal the vampire female of medium height and build wearing the body armor of a Union Scout with slight modifications. 


Yuriko stood there as all of the Kavalians and the three Hadarians spun towards her voice and watched her figure come into full view as the PSG powered down. Mani had stepped closer to her husband, her hand against her chest.


“By the stars!” She gasped.


Yuriko stared at Kalis as he lowered the P1 and turned to face her fully. Through the years Yuriko had become very good at reading people. It was a gift her father had once told her. She could tell things about people by the slightest twitch of a facial muscle or strand of hair just as a scent could tell her father volumes of information. She ignored the others and stepped closer to Kalis who remained still.


“Hello cousin.” She said with a neutral voice. “It is a pleasure to finally make your acquaintance.”


“Yuri… Yur…” Kalis stammered.


“Yuriko.” She told him.


“I… this place…” Kalis fumbled with words. “It…”


Yuriko smiled at him. “We discovered it about ten days ago.” She told him looking around. “The mountain provides natural shielding against sensors as well as protection from the elements. This moon has some very harsh thunderstorms. We have used it in order for my people to stretch their legs and remain off the ship for a day or two at a time.”


“Your people?” Nedoli asked.


Yuriko smiled and nodded her head. “I’m sorry.” She stated. She lifted her head slightly and made as if looking into thin air. “Stand down. Three seven one.” Kalis and the others whirled in all directions as the PSGs of nearly twenty Lycavorian Spartans appeared all around them. Among them were half a dozen elves, two other vampires and what appeared to be a Limian. All of them were positioned in such a way as to provide deadly and accurate fields of fire on the arriving Kavalians should the need arise. Yuriko moved forward quickly. “Do not be alarmed! We mean no harm! As long as that is your intent as well!”


“Weapons to safe!” Koguth barked instantly. 


The Kavalians responded to their Pride leader without question and within seconds all their weapons were slung and secure. Yuriko saw this and immediately reacted. “Secure!” She barked. “It appears we are among friends after all!”


Koguth watched as the men and women did as Yuriko instructed them without question. He turned back to Kalis and Yuriko in time to see her step forward and embrace the taller Kalis. Koguth saw his surprised face, but then he saw the peace spread across his tense features as he realized for the first time that he had achieved a large part of his goal. Kalis was soon crushing Yuriko in his arms, nearly bringing her to tears as she felt his happiness within Mindvoice. She pulled back finally and looked at him, her hands coming to rest on his shoulders. “Father is going to be so very happy that you have taken this path Kalis.” She told him. “He has worried for you since Enurrua. He was worried that he might have turned you against him and what you could become with your family.”


Kalis smiled fighting back his own tears. “I… I almost didn’t open the P1 that first time.” He said honestly. “I am… I am so glad that I did.”


Yuriko nodded. “So are we cousin.” She told him. “So are we.” Yuriko straightened up slightly and looked at Koguth. “General Koguth’Juturi, on behalf of the Lycavorian Union I welcome you and all the members of your Pride.”


Koguth was somewhat taken aback but he bowed his head. “I am… you know the custom of formal greeting among my people?” He asked. “The use of our Pride name in our titles?”


Yuriko smiled. “It’s my job to know these things.” She said. “You may send for the remainder of your people at whatever time you feel comfortable. We have more than enough supplies to spread around. And the local fruit and plant life is very abundant and excellent to eat.”


“This is not some random location you have picked out.” Mata spoke now “You have… you have been here for some time.”


Yuriko looked at him. “Yes we have… Puma Bane.” She stated evenly but with no hostility.


Mata saw two of the Spartans moved slightly closer to him and he held up his hands. “I am no longer Puma Bane.” He stated quickly. “I have left that life behind me.”


“Have you?” Yuriko spoke calmly. “How do I know you have not already activated a link back to your ships telling them exactly where we are?”

Kalis came to his defense instantly which caused Mata no small pride. “Yuriko… he is with me.” He told her and watched as she turned to look at him. “He… Mata has been the one who has trained me since childhood. He has come freely without weapons to show you that he is sincere. I trust him with my life.”


“We have trusted him.” Serale spoke stepping forward to quickly take Kalis’s arm. It was something that did not escape Yuriko’s notice and she turned back to her men. 


“Stand down.” She ordered simply and watched as they obeyed without hesitation. She turned back to Kalis and looked at Serale. “And who is this?”


Kalis looked at Serale and Yuriko saw his eyes soften considerably. “Yuriko… this is Serale.” Yuriko noticed his voice held pride in it when he spoke her name. He turned quickly and motioned to Ceale as she stepped away from Nedoli. “Her mother Lady Ceale and her brother Danim. My father… he took them from Talbor Seven as prisoners when we left the Alpha Quadrant.”


Yuriko watched the Hadarian woman move closer. She bowed her head slightly. “Lady Ceale.” She spoke reaching out.


Ceale didn’t hesitate and took her offered hand. “Princess Leonidas.” She said with an almost reverent tone. “I… we… we have seen you on the Netnews.”

“Please… my name is Yuriko.” She replied with a smile. “Like my father and mothers and all my siblings… we hate the royalty tag. We just can’t seem to get away from it though.” Yuriko squeezed her hand. “I would imagine there is a story behind why you are accompanying my cousin… but we can save that for another time. I get the feeling that it is not a pleasant topic.” 

Ceale shook her head. “No.” She answered softly.

Yuriko looked at Kalis. “We have sealed containers of food from the Mess on my ship.” She told him. “More than enough for everyone. Fresh water containers are here. The tunnel to the left there leads to a relatively large underground spring if anyone wishes to bath. You can arrange it however you wish. The tunnel to the right leads to an area we have set up with sleeping mats. We didn’t have enough cots onboard… but we managed to gather enough blankets and such. It can get chilly here at night.”

“Yuriko… Uncle… Uncle Martin.” Kalis asked her. “Have you…”
“I sent him an encrypted message letting him know what was happening.” She told him. “It might take him a day or two to respond. They are dealing with other things at the moment.”

“Other things?” Koguth asked.

Nedoli moved up next to Ceale. “Then he does know where he is going?” He asked. 

Yuriko grinned. “In all the time since I was reunited with him I have never known him not to know where he is going and how to get there.”

“Then your purpose for moving into unknown space was not to lure Kalis’s father away from Keleru and the KFI?” Koguth asked.

Yuriko met his eyes. “It was a small part of it yes. But not as much as you might think.” She said. “He just happens to be a thorn in our side for the moment. One father will remove when he feels the time is right.”
“Our daughter?” Mani asked now. “Iama… where is she?”

“She is on my father’s ship.” Yuriko answered. “When she first came onboard she took over the duties as Chief Chef.”

“Chef?” Koguth gasped. 

Yuriko nodded her head. “She has eighty men and women under her direct direction. And let me tell you… from what I understand… she is the most popular person on the ARC ROYAL because of the food she prepares for everyone. When you get my mother’s raving about the cooking skills of someone besides themselves… then you know she is superior at her job. She has… she has forged a life for herself.”

“You said… you said she has a husband?” Mani spoke.

Yuriko nodded. “That is much more recent. Within the last few days from what I hear. I don’t know if it has happened yet but it will soon I imagine.”

“A Lycavorian?” Koguth asked with skepticism in his voice.

Yuriko looked at him. “Half Lycavorian. And half elf.” She told him. “My brother Fedor. My mother For'mya’s set of twins.”

Kalis’s eyes grew wide. “Queen For'mya’s twins?” He questioned. “Then he is…”

Yuriko nodded. “Yes. Fedor is your brother as well.”

Koguth looked between them for a few seconds until he put it together and his eyes grew wide. “Brother?” He hissed. “Kalis… is she saying that Pusintin’s blood has taken my daughter as his wife. One of the children born of his rape of the elven Queen?”

Kalis nodded and looked at him. “My half brother. His name is… Fedor.” He said with a small smile.

“My daughter will not consort with a bastard child of that man!” Koguth almost shouted. “I will not allow it! Never!”

Mani gripped his arm tightly. “Koguth my husband…” She said in an embarrassed voice. “Kalis is of his blood as well.”

“I know what…” Koguth stopped when he realized what he had said and he turned his eyes on Kalis. Yuriko could see the shame in those dark eyes. “Kalis… please… I did not mean to… please forgive me.”

Kalis shook his head slowly. “I no longer consider myself his son regardless that his blood flows through me sir. I have embraced the part of my blood he turned his back on many millennia ago. We are nothing alike… and I doubt my… my brother is either.” He said softly.
Yuriko shook her head. “Not by a long shot.” She said. “In fact… he and your sister have dismissed him as well. My father has adopted them. They are his children now.” She motioned to one of the tables nearby. “Please… why don’t we sit down and I can fill you in on what I know of your daughter and what I am authorized to tell you right now. My father will contact us as soon as he is able I’m sure. He has been waiting and hoping Kalis would contact us and now that you have… we will see him soon enough.”

SCIMITAR

FOUR HOURS FROM EARTH


Sadi sat in the center of the larger of the two couches in their quarters, Ne'Veha leaning up against one side of her and Sehri laying with her back on the couch and her head on Sadi’s thigh. Lu'ria was stretched out on the second, slightly smaller couch with Carisia between her legs as Lu'ria braided her long raven black hair. None of them wore much in the way of clothing and all of them were pleasantly sore. Their torrid hours with Androcles had been exceptional, none of them escaping his carnal attentions, to their extreme delight.


Sehri was still overwhelmed by everything as she laid there and nibbled on the piece of fruit. Even in her wildest dreams she had never imagined it could be so devilishly wonderful. Her senses were more alive than they had ever been and the scents of the four women who she was rapidly growing to love almost as intensely as Androcles filled her mind and senses. She had never imagined being together as they were last night could be so utterly and insanely filled with ardent pleasure and passion. None of them were idle at any time during the many hours they enjoyed each other and Sehri found it most exciting as she tasted each of them with eager happiness. Hearing their cries of delight and then having them do the same things to her was not something she could put into words. When she thought it could get no better, that is when Andro took her again. He filled her absolutely and while she tried to keep her wits about her as his aura swarmed all over them and around them, she found it impossible to concentrate on pleasing her Drow Mistress while Andro filled her so divinely. Ultimately she did what they all did and just surrendered to the swirling passions and smells that filled their room and the severe way Andro’s aura caused them such exquisite enchantment. 


Sehri tilted her head back and looked up at Sadi who was reading a morning report from a data pad. “Is it always like that Sadi?” She asked in a soft voice. “When we are all together?”


Sadi lowered her pad and looked at her as Ne'Veha turned her head. “It will be even more when Inamarno returns to us.” She answered. “The Alkay she secrets affects all of us. It makes us last so much longer and feel so much more pleasure.”

“I have… I have heard how the Alkay from a Vanari can affect you when aroused.” Sehri said. “So it is true?”


Sadi nodded. “Yes it is.”


“Will we be seeing her soon?” Sehri asked playfully.


Ne'Veha and all of them laughed at her tone. “We have turned you into a vixen Sehri.” Ne'Veha said with a smile. 


Sehri blushed. “It’s just… it’s very…”


Sadi smiled and leaned over to kiss her softly. “Yes it is.” She said. “It is amazing that he can make us feel what he does isn’t it?”


“He gives us all that he is.” Lu'ria spoke. “That is why. He holds nothing back from us and the pleasure we feel stems from that.”


Sadi nodded. “Our Drow Mistress is right.” Sadi said. “We…”


All of them turned quickly when the QCR disc in the floor of the corner of their main quarters flared to life without warning and suddenly they were all looking at the images of Aricia and all of Andro’s mothers. Sadi was the first to recover as Sehri sat up in total shock.


“Aricia!” She gasped as she came to her feet. “What… what is wrong? Is something…”


“Nothing is wrong Sadi.” Aricia replied as she held up her hand. “Please forgive us for bypassing the normal channels but Androcles has not introduced us to his new mate and we wanted to meet her.”

Sadi blinked several times. “We thought… we thought you were otherwise occupied.” She stammered. “He did not want…”


Sehri was sitting there quietly, suddenly very conscious of the fact that she had hardly any clothes on with the exception of the skimpy undergarments. She had seen Andro’s mothers within his thoughts and had commented to him on their beauty, but the images she had seen did not do them justice in the least as she stared at the transmission and the six women sitting around the table. 


“Yes I know. He did not want to bother us.” Aricia spoke. “We however wanted to meet her and at least…” Aricia’s eyes fell on Sehri sitting beside Sadi and Sehri couldn’t help but recognize where Andro got his amazing colored eyes. They were his mother’s eyes; the same azure blue color almost exactly. “This… this is she?” Aricia asked.


Sadi smiled and returned to her seat on the couch and took Sehri’s hand. “Aricia, Dysea, Anja, For'mya, Isabella, and Cirith… May I present Sehri Leonidas.” She told them. “Sehri… these are Andro’s mothers.”


Sehri was unable to move for a few moments as she squeezed Sadi’s hand tightly. She finally was able to focus enough and she bowed her head slightly. “It… it is an honor my Queens.” She spoke in a tentative voice.


“Oh please!” Anja exclaimed from her seat between Aricia and For'mya. “Sadi… you have to tell her to not do that!”


Sadi and the rest of them chuckled at Anja’s quick words. “I think she may be a little overwhelmed at the moment Anja.” Sadi said.

Lu'ria laughed a little harder. “It is not everyday that all of you just appear in our quarters Anja.” She said. 


“True enough.” Dysea spoke now. “But we wanted to meet…”


“Sehri.” Ne'Veha said quickly.


“Sehri… that is a beautiful name child.” Dysea said.


Sehri smiled slowly. “Thank you.”


“So where is our hard headed son?” Isabella asked.


“In the shower at the moment.” Carisia said leaning forward. “We woke only an hour ago. It was… it was a very busy evening.” She finished with a smile.


Isabella’s dark eyes twinkled in the transmission and Sehri saw all of them smile at the unspoken meaning in Carisia’s words. 

“Does he satisfy you Sehri Leonidas?” For'mya asked now. “Does he make you sing to the moon and the stars?”

Sadi smiled and leaned into Sehri affectionately. “You can answer Sehri.” She told her. “They want to insure that Andro fulfills his responsibility as your mate and husband according to the Lycavorian and Spartan customs.”

Sehri looked at the stunningly clear transmission. “It is beyond anything I ever imagine!” She said quickly, her face animated and bright. “He makes me feel so full and so loved! It is…”

Sehri stopped as Sadi and the others began to laugh and then Andro’s mothers were chuckling as well. She looked at Sadi. “What?” She asked.


Dysea shook her head. “You have said nothing wrong Sehri.” She stated as she leaned back in her chair. “We are laughing because it is how all of us feel! We make sure our sons treat all of their mates and wives just as their father does us. And Andro’s father makes all of us melt within his arms.”

“More like sizzle.” Anja quipped playfully.


“He does make us become heated doesn’t he?” For'mya said just as playfully.


Aricia was smiling as she turned and looked at Sehri in the transmission. “We are not exactly shy about how Andro’s father makes us feel.” She said. “You will come to see that we are not afraid to talk about anything at all.”


Their heads turned quickly as the door to the shower room opened and Andro came walking out in all his glorious nakedness toweling his hair dry. “KertaGai… we need to contact my mothers when we reach Earth.” He began speaking as he came fully into the main living area. “I want to make sure they have a chance to meet Sehri even if it’s through a COM link. They will be furious with me for not…” Andro stopped talking when he realized how silent it was in the room. He slowly lowered the towel and saw all of them staring at him with lust in their eyes and a large amount of humor. “What’s going on?” He finally said.


Andro’s eyes darted to the corner where he saw the activated QCR link and the image of his mothers in the transmission. “Mothers!” He exclaimed as he instantly dropped the towel to cover his lower body while he saw all of them burst into laughter.


“Furious with you?” Aricia spoke finally trying to keep her laughter from spilling out. “You could say that! It’s why we decided to act on our own!”

“Mother… you could have warned me!” Andro snapped as he pulled the towel tighter around his waist. “Followed the proper channels.”


“When have we ever done that?” Anja asked with an ear to ear smile. “You should know by now we like to be unpredictable.”


Carisia was smiling brilliantly as she got to her feet and moved over in front of Andro, hiding him with her petite frame as best as she was able. “We will dress him Anja.” She stated as she pushed him gently towards the bedroom.


“Good. Then we will become acquainted with Sehri before your father and the others join us.” Aricia said.


“Father and…” Andro snorted. “You would have activated the link with strangers on it?” He declared.


“Of course!” Aricia said.


“We are not ashamed of our sons.” Dysea continued.


“Mothers that is not…” Andro began to protest but Carisia pushed him a little harder towards the bedroom. 


“Do not fight with your mothers.” Carisia scolded him as she pushed him through the doorway.


Sehri couldn’t help but be surprised and utterly entertained by the antics of Andro’s mothers and all of them together. She felt confidence and warmth spread throughout her as she realized she was so going to enjoy her life going into the future.


“Now Sehri…” For'mya’s voice drew her attention back to the transmission. “Let us speak of womanly things before Andro’s father and the others get here.” She said. “Tell us of yourself child. And leave nothing out.”

SCIMITAR

ANDRO’S OFFICE

ONE HOUR LATER


Andro entered his office still somewhat put out by his mother’s actions but not really able to stay mad at any of them. They could have warned him they were trying to contact him in order to meet Sehri. If he had known they would do something like this he would have acted sooner. His father and others had joined the transmission by the time Carisia and he returned and he endured several moments of embarrassment as everyone was introduced. It was a pleasant conversation after that as they were introduced to the nieces of Praetorian Murano. Soon though it became a female thing as he, his father and Murano were rapidly phased out of the conversation. This didn’t bother Andro as he saw his father’s discrete hand motion and he excused himself from his quarters. He grabbed a large mug of coffee from the mess lounge before coming here to his office. He waited until the door sealed shut and locked before crossing the room and touching the panel on his desk.


“Activate QCR Channel Androcles Three Nine Secure.” He spoke.


The newly installed QCR disc in the corner of his office burst to life with the image of his father in another area of the ship and alone. It appeared to be a smaller lounge of some sort and he watched as his father turned from the view window which currently showed several million stars and a large nebula in the background.


“Father.” He said as Martin turned to face him.


“Finally.” Martin said as he looked at his oldest son from within the transmission. “She is beautiful Andro.” He said. “And very sharp.”


Andro smiled. “Yes she is. And stubborn.”


Martin grinned. “Well… easy women don’t tend to draw our attention or interest son.” He spoke.


Andro shook his head. “No they do not. Though you could have assisted me a little more.”

Martin chuckled. “And risk the wrath of your mothers? Hah! Even I’m not that brave.” Martin told him.

Andro shook his head and smiled an embarrassed smile. “They will never change.” He said.

“No they won’t.” Martin told him. “And they are wondering what exactly your problem is? I’m wondering that. What boned headed piece of honor did you use to decide to let one of your wives and mates leave your side? I thought I taught you better than that?”

Andro moved to his chair and sat down. “I thought I was doing the right thing.” He said.

“Bullshit!” Martin snapped as he moved around a large table and sat. “You should have known better boy! What happen is your fault Andro. Not hers. You let her leave before you made her see what she meant to you and the others. You let her leave confused and unfocused. With a father who has hated our people and taught her to dislike us her entire life. She caught a glimpse of how wrong he was but you should never have let her go. What happen is your fault son. You can not blame her. Not after everything you told me she endured before finding her. From what I understand about these Eridiani assholes from Wayonn… they are real good at screwing with people’s heads. That sonofabitch probably saw how upset and confused she was and he took advantage of it.”

Andro met his father’s eyes. “I have never blamed Caliria father.” He said softly. “I have always blamed myself.”

“Good… cause the blame rests solely with you.” Martin told him sternly. “Now you need to fix it! I expect you to fix it! If Sadi and the others have not demanded you go get her then I am telling you now to do just that!”

Andro met the dark eyes of his father. “I have every intention of doing that father.” He told him. “You did not raise a fool.”

“I know I didn’t Andro!” Martin hissed. “But sometimes you get like me and someone needs to hit you in the head with a board to make you see things as they are. It is not the same set of circumstances as with your mother… but it is similar and you need to fix it boy! I damn well expect you to fix it… and quickly! Do not let it go for one moment longer than necessary! She is… she is part of your essence son. And you know as well as I that they are your strength, just as your mothers are my strength.”

“I can’t just drop everything no matter how much I want to father.” Andro said. “You know that!”

Martin nodded as he settled into the chair within the transmission and Andro did the same in his office. “I know… and I don’t expect you too. I have been reading your reports however and I have some ideas.”
“Gods… I’ll take any advice.” Andro spoke.

“These numbers you have sent to me?” Martin asked. “They are accurate son?”

Andro nodded his head. “To the best of my knowledge… yes. Most of the Intel came from Resumar and I detached OMEN SIX to his command. He is using her well. Pian offered the rest willingly.”

“It appears that Keleru’s hold on power is not as strong as he wants everyone to think.” Martin spoke thoughtfully. “If there are as many Prides as Pian suggests… that could be our Ace card.”

“Keleru still has an enormous power base father.” Andro said. “One that he has cultivated for many years.”

Martin nodded. “Yes… too many years.” He said.

Andro looked at him oddly in the transmission. “What do you mean?”

Martin looked at him. “I’ve had some interesting conversations with Muton since he has joined us and since Avi was able to link to the history banks on SPARTA’S WRATH, I have been doing some homework.”

“Ok… I’ll bite father.” Andro said. “What do you suspect?”

“Muton says that his grandmother left logs in the beginning.” Martin said. “They are long since lost… but he discovered she is one of the four that Arzoal sent off Elear initially with the dragons.”
“So she was a Pralor?” Andro said. “That would explain the Pralor blood within them.”

Martin nodded. “Yes. Now we know that those dragons eventually were happened upon by the Pralors we have run across out here. Which means the ones Arzoal sent back were reunited with their people. We know that Muton’s grandmother apparently convinced a bunch of others to return with her and try to make things right with the Kavalian species.”

Andro nodded. “Something that didn’t work out so well it appears.” He said.

Martin nodded. “What if it wasn’t their choice to return?” Martin said.

Andro’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

Martin shook his head. “I haven’t put it all together yet son… but I think the assholes we are dealing with here had a hand in Muton’s grandmother and others returning to Cabelir. Your mother is discovering a lot of information from logs we happened to appropriate and…”

“Appropriate?” Andro asked with a smile. 
Martin shrugged. “Ok… stole.” He quipped. “Considering who we took them from… I’m not going to lose any sleep over that.” He said. “When she finds out more I’m going to sit down with Muton and go over it all again. There are too many coincidences Andro.”
“It will be interesting to discover what you find.” Andro said.

Martin chuckled. “You say that now.” He said. “Wait to you meet the fuglies we are dealing with out here. Big old scaly fuckers. Nasty as all hell and just as smelly as they look.” He said. “They are able to infect and change others into them.”

“Change them?” Andro asked.

Martin nodded. “At the molecular DNA level.” He answered. “But they retain at least some of their memories from their old life. Their hard to kill and how they change you is not in the least bit pleasant.”

Andro saw the look on his father’s face. “I not sure I want to know.” He said.

“You’re heading back to Earth right?” Martin asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes. We should arrive in a little under two hours.”

“Pull Pian aside.” Martin said as he plugged his P1 into the slot on the table where he sat. “This is what I want you to find out.”

Andro withdrew his own P1 and plugged it into an identical slot at his desk. He saw the pulsing of the light for a few seconds and then a solid green indicating the information had been received. He pulled the P1 out and looked at the small screen for a moment before looking up at his father.

“Interesting father.” He said.

Martin nodded his head. “I’ve discovered a lot from Muton… much of it no one outside the Kavalian Federation knows. With good reason.”

“I would think so.” Andro agreed. “It could very well set in motion a wave that will not be stopped.”

Martin nodded in agreement with his son. “I think Pian may be that wave.” He said. “Meet with him… and the others that come with him. Try to get a feel for them. If what I think is happening is in fact the truth, then we will need to act accordingly.”
“I agree.” Andro said. Andro looked up from the pad. “And my Uncle?”
Martin looked into his son’s eyes. “He’s a walking around dead man son. He just doesn’t know it yet.” He replied. “His time will come very soon… and it will not be pleasant.” Martin shifted in his chair. “Andro… I need to thank you for Fedor and Eirene. What you did son… it was a big risk and you did it to save your mother and siblings. They remind me of Normya and Denali in their mannerisms you know.” Martin smiled. “You should see the look on her face whenever she’s around Miseo. He treats her like she is gold plated. And Fedor is getting around to claiming Iama. Took her some time to see it but I think Helen had a talk with her.” 
Andro smiled warmly. “Good.” He said. “And I think you know I will always protect my siblings father.”

Martin nodded. “That I do.” He said.

“Kalis father?” Andro asked. “My P1 detected the activation of the COM link. Is he…”

Martin nodded with a small smile. “The last report from your sister says he broke away. He apparently stole a couple of ships and escaped. She was moving to link up with him. I haven’t heard from her yet but I expect to shortly.”

“Pusintin will not let him go so easily father.” Andro spoke.

Martin nodded. “Don’t worry… I have a plan.” He stated confidently. “It’s already in motion.”

“Then I look forward to seeing him.” Andro said.

“How is Dorian coming?” Martin asked. “Have you started him on the Tomes?”

Andro nodded. “The first one. Three days ago.” He replied. “He also came to me with…” Andro stopped talking for a moment as if trying to find the words.

“What is it?” Martin asked.

Andro looked at his father. “He came to me with some information he discovered. We have decided to keep it between us and Ryner and Elynth for the moment. It is not something you would do I know… but I think we can use this to our advantage. And we don’t want the Durcunusaan or our mothers to know about it for different reasons.”

“Spit it out boy!” Martin hissed. “Don’t dance around it. Not involving the Durcunusaan tells me they wouldn’t like it. Not telling your mothers makes me shiver in my boots.”

“It may be a way to discover Dante and his father. Where they are.” Andro told him. “We are not completely sure but I need you to trust us on this father. We will put it in writing and explain it all to you and why… but Dorian and I want you to leave this to us. Let us do it our way. The Feravomir would understand I think… I know you share things with her that you don’t share with our mothers. At least not at first.”
Martin stared at his oldest son for a long moment. Andro held the Durcunusaan in the highest regard Martin knew, more so than his brothers and sisters in many ways, and for him to want to leave them out of the loop on something was saying a lot. And trust was never an issue as far as Martin was concerned. Martin nodded his head. “Ok… I’ll let you run with it son. The only thing I will say is if you get the opportunity… you snatch those two sorry fuckers and you make sure it takes them three very long and painful days to die.”
Andro’s azure eyes narrowed. “That was never in question father.” He said.

“Good.” Martin said. “One more thing… I want you to take command of SPARTA’S WRATH Andro.”

Androcles looked at him. “I thought she would be Res’s ship father.” Andro said.

Martin shook his head. “PILLAR OF FAITH is enough for him now.”

“Then you should take command of her.” Andro said. “She should be your flagship.”

Martin shook his head. “No. She is the biggest, meanest and most advanced warship we have. We’ll be kicking out stuff in the future based on her… but she is the first. She needs someone in command who is recognizable. When she goes somewhere I want people to sit up and take notice. If you are in command they will. Avi says that even though Resumar found him, 341 has studied everything about you and taken many of your traits.”

“Mine?” Andro said.

Martin nodded. “An Avatar will simulate the one they are assigned to. It appears 341 has chosen you just like Avi chose me when I took my first steps into CS41.” He said. “You have established a reputation as someone who is not to be fucked with son. People fear you. They know the usual bullshit won’t work with you and that you will not hesitate to blow their asses into space if need be.”
Andro chuckled. “A lot of that reputation carries over from you thank you very much.”

Martin smiled at him. “You know what I mean. Promote Sa’sur… it’s about time she made Admiral anyway. Put her in overall command of your Strike Force but you take command of SPARTA’S WRATH. You’ll understand later.”

Andro nodded. “Very well.” He said.

Martin nodded and sat back in the chair. “Good. Now give me a brief rundown on how things are progressing for Narice and Arrarn and then tell me about Yuri and what she is up to lately. I imagine she’s got her hands in all sort of things I won’t like.”

Andro smiled. “I know where they are father.” He said. “And you might be surprised about what she is doing.”

Martin looked at him. “Really?”

“I think Xaxon’s essence had more influence over her actions than even we suspect father.” Andro spoke. “More than she suspects. I’m waiting for Marcie to confirm a few things but she is not the same person as you once knew. Well… she is but she isn’t.”

Martin’s head tilted slightly and he nodded. “Ok… I may be biased I admit that. Start with Narice and Arrarn and then fill me in on Yuri.”

ARC ROYAL

FEDOR’S QUARTERS

Iama took another small bite out of the fuzzy fruit as her soft green eyes gazed longingly at Fedor’s tall, powerful body on the bed. She wore only a button down shirt she had found in his closest. She didn’t care for the light blue color but it was all there was since her jumpsuit lay on the floor of the bedroom torn into three different pieces. As her long tail twitched contently behind her Iama remembered those first moments with a smile. She practically had to force herself upon him, but once his wolf passion for her ignited, it was all Iama could do to keep from passing out in heavenly delight.
Iama'Juturi had been forced to submit to more men than she cared to try and remember in her time within the brothels on Nefoa. In that time she had come to view sex as a tool to get what she wanted. That mentality had begun to change the moment Fedor had first kissed her on Onterom. Many of the fools who had taken her had tried to kiss her through the years, but none of them had even come close to stealing her breath away as Fedor had. His lips were so soft and warm and they caressed her own like the petals of a flower. She couldn’t believe she had almost lost control then, every pleasure receptor she had within her body firing to life in the exact same moment, including many she had no idea herself that she possessed. Each kiss thereafter that he had given her, and there were many, all of them had done the same thing. Iama realized it was not the physical contact so much as the emotion behind it. There was lustful desire in his kisses, she would be worried if there wasn’t, but it was the way he kissed her. The way his hands held her face or his arms drew tight around his waist. The times he held her off the floor and kissed her. She couldn’t keep her tail from reacting of its own accord and flailing madly at times due to the intense emotions surging through her. 
The power of his kisses here in his quarters had not only stolen her breath away, but they had returned every shred of dignity to her that Iama had thought lost forever. He was so eager yet so inexperienced, and still as his hands roamed her body with the newness of a child’s new toy, everywhere he touched lit her lithe frame on fire. She had presented herself to him quickly in the submissive show of the females of her species and had nearly broken into tears when he dismissed this and continued his exploration. She had done it willingly, so caught up in the emotion of the moment and still his only thought was to give back to her all that had been taken. Iama had whimpered and cried out for what seemed like hours as his lip and tongue and hands explored every portion of her body with insane slowness. His fingers had quickly found the extremely sensitive portion of her lower back, just above where her tail entered her tailbone. As his lips and tongue brought her to one staggering climax after another his fingers danced across this portion of her body, heightening her pleasure to levels unknown to her. Her cries of passion and unabashed delight filled his quarters continuously for what seemed like hours. When she could take no more she had to pull his head from between her thighs, so unwilling was he to leave her delicious center. 
It was then that the wolf in him finally took over and as his lips, still saturated in her juices, came down on hers Iama could only scream into his kiss in mind blowing ecstasy as his entire length filled her in one powerful thrust. Fedor speared her completely in a single life altering plunge that ended with the most staggering orgasm she had yet to experience in her young life. He changed then, no longer the shy and tentative man child she had first considered him, and he became a man. He became her man… and he was going to do everything within his power to make her see it. He didn’t last long after that first plunge before his explosion sent her into a world she never dreamed could exist after all she had endured. The volume of his passion was unlike anything she had experienced as it filled her and cleansed her very soul.
And it was not over by any stretch of her imagination.

Seven hours it had gone on. Seven glorious hours in which Iama’Juturi was reborn and reshaped into what she had always secretly hoped for. As his shyness burned away, Fedor took her in every position he could possibly think of. Her playful laughter at his eagerness at times was quickly cut off by her wails of bliss as pleasure once more crashed through her mind and body. She had been almost right about his size, certainly not as large as one of the vile Kavalian men who had forced themselves on her, but more than large enough to make her feel completely full and satisfied. He was also much thicker than she had envisioned, which only added to her incredible enchantment. She was sore now, but not in the harsh manner of her previous life. It was an exquisite soreness that filled her with equal parts desire and unrequited love for the man lying next to her. Not once had he even considered making her feel submissive to him in any way. He refused her attentions to his pleasure, committed to making her experience everything she never had. 

He had succeeded. Oh had he succeeded. 
Iama was quite sure she could not go another day forward without Fedor in it. He had given her everything she had desired to have but was cruelly denied in her life. There would be no other men in her life now. All she would ever crave was Fedor Leonidas. She belonged to him in every sense of the word. Body. Heart. Mind and soul. He had claimed her in the fashion of his wolf half, and as she drifted off into a sleep of supreme contentment, her body wrapped protectively within his arms, he had promised to make her his in the fashion of his elven blood. 
Her soft green eyes found the scars on his back where those horrible spikes had entered his body as he shielded her from harm. They were still slightly pink in color, two of them almost jagged in nature. His actions on Onterom were the quintessential profession of his love for her. He was willing to give his life in order to safeguard her. She had seen the determined gaze in his eyes that split second before the explosion and Iama knew then, even as he wrapped his arms around her protectively, Iama knew that she would be his forever.
Holding the fruit in one hand Iama leaned over and let her lips graze the puncture scars on his back as she stretched her lithe frame against his naked body and brought her cheek to the side of his head as her long, white blond hair cascaded over his opposite shoulder. Her full breasts were pressed against he backs of his shoulders, her hips against his lower back. Her tail gently curled around his left thigh, the tip coming to rest just above his knee where it flipped back and forth as if it had a mind of its own. 

“Fedor… wake up?” She whispered into his ear

Iama saw his lips curl into a smile. “Why?” He asked. “I was having this incredible dream. There was… there was this vision of womanly beauty in it. She smelled of sweet kiwi and had eyes of satin green.”

Iama grinned and rested her cheek against his as she inched her body further up on his back. “Really? Did… did this woman please you in this dream?”

Fedor opened his eyes and turned his head slightly. “It was the most incredible thing. She kept calling me her Avonbode. In between her cries of delight and nibbling on my ears of course.”

Iama turned her head and nibbled on his two inch high elven ear as she had done often in the hours before as she clutched him, knowing it was an erogenous zone for elves. “Don’t tease me!” She exclaimed softly. “What is… what is this Avon…bode?”

Fedor turned his head even more. “It is Lycavorian for man child.” He said. “She kept making these strange noises when she tried to finish the word though and it never really came out clearly.”

Iama’s green eyes glittered in happiness. “Perhaps she could not finish this word because your very touch upon her caused her to experience pleasure beyond her most wild imaginations. Beyond anything she thought she would ever feel Fedor.”

“You think so?” Fedor asked as he rotated his body to the side and shifted to his back. Iama shifted as well, finally settling on his chest and he reached up to push some of her hair from her face. “I was about to ask her that very question when you woke me up.” He spoke. 
Iama stared into his beautiful dark eyes. “I think maybe yes.” She said confidently.

“So… am I still an Avonbode?” He asked her softly.

Iama closed her eyes at his touch as he stroked her jaw and she smiled. “Yes. But you are my Avonbode.” She said wistfully. “And I will never share.”
Fedor smiled as he gazed at her beauty. “Good.”

“What’s my name Fedor?” She asked opening her eyes and staring at him again.

“Iama'Juturi Leonidas!” He answered instantly.

Iama couldn’t help the warmth that spread over her at those three words. When he whispered them to her just before she drifted to sleep she had wanted to cry out in blissful happiness. “What’s my name?” She asked again.

Fedor smiled again and nuzzled the bottom of her ear. “Iama'Juturi Leonidas.” He said again.

Iama opened her eyes and looked at him. “Promise me that we will… that you will love me tomorrow as you do now Fedor. Promise me!”

Fedor pushed himself into a sitting position, pulling her into his lap, his hands spreading across her back as her tail wrapped around his upper arm. “I can’t promise you tomorrow Iama. You know that.” He said softly seeing her eyes grow wider. “We can not predict what tomorrow will bring.”
“But you…” She began to draw away from him in hurt. “I thought…”

Fedor held her tightly as he looked into her eyes a smile spreading across his handsome features. “I can’t promise you tomorrow Iama, but I can promise you that with every beat of my heart, with every breath I take until I leave this life and go to the gods, I can promise I will love you without question or hesitation or regret.” Iama felt her eyes grow instantly moist at his soft words and she dropped the fruit she was holding to the floor and reached for his face as he continued. “My heart beats only for you Iama’Juturi Leonidas. It will beat only for you and you can hear my thoughts in every beat.”
“Oh… oh Fedor!” Iama stammered as tears poured from her eyes.
Fedor pulled her even closer, Iama feeling his wonderful manhood between her thighs now, but with no hint of arousal. This was not the time and he was showing her that, just as his MedwanGai told him to do. 

“Let her know that you love her Fedor. Let her know you worship her and that your cock doesn’t overrule your heart boy. You’ll know when the time is right. When the moment comes… seize it! Hold nothing back! Do that… do that and they will be yours forever and a day.”

Having her body in his arms was about as arousing as it could get for Fedor but he fought down those emotions easily because he truly did love this woman. He had from the first moment he had smelled her sweet kiwi scent.
“You are… you are my wife and mate now Iama’Juturi.” Fedor told her, his eyes never leaving her face. “And I will worship you as a wife and mate should be worshiped. With everything that I am.”

Iama'Juturi had no words to speak as she stared at him with wide eyes that were blurry with tears. She did the only thing she could think of at the moment and she pulled his head to her breasts and hugged him tighter than she had ever hugged anything in her life. She felt his powerful arms crush her to him and more tears came rushing forth. Tears of happiness. Tears of rebirth. Tears of discovery.

But most of all… tears of a love Iama'Juturi was sure she would never find. It was hers now. Hers for the taking.

And Iama'Juturi had every intention of taking it and holding on to it for the rest of eternity.
