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Hope.


They had gambled everything on that one word for their future and the prospect for their men and their people. Since the day he had stood in front of Dorian and Lisisa Leonidas, his belief in that word was growing by leaps and bounds. He glanced at his friend and could see the same faith etched on Byka’s face as well as they entered the massive Command and Control Center. Perhaps it was for other reasons, but the same look Azlenr wore on his weathered face was also displayed on Byka’s face. They were escorted by two Durcunusaan troops who had been their shadows since coming to Earth early yesterday morning. Yet these two men had treated them with more respect and honor than they would have received from many of his own people. They answered questions without hesitation and as honestly as they could and were allowed. Never once in their presence did Azlenr feel as if he was a prisoner. Knowing what he knew now, Azlenr’Macoe was quite sure the might and dedication of the Lycavorian Union would have crushed them like so much garbage had it come to blows on Solmar. Judging by what he had seen over the course of the last few days he knew that these were men and women, of all species, took the defense and preparation of their Union quite serious. He had seen small things at first; weapons, tools, communications equipment, items of war that he had not known could exist. And now this facility. 
Though he had them outnumbered in actual troop strength, Azlenr had no doubts that the three brigades of Union troops that had landed on Solmar would have gone through his two divisions of experienced and well trained troops like shit through a Kavalian Plains Swamp Rat. As each hour passed since that day, Azlenr'Macoe could see the dark clouds that had hovered over his people for so long slowly lifting.

“We did the right thing Byka my old friend.” Azlenr finally spoke softly.


Byka met his eyes and nodded. “Of that I have no doubts.” He answered. Azlenr looked at him oddly for a moment and then he heard the female voice and knew why Byka was already firmly convinced.


“Papa! Isn’t it amazing?” Kameka spoke as she moved up to him with the Lycavorian Spartan he knew as Daio moving behind her.


They stopped walking as Meka came up to them and halted. She was wearing a standard Union Light Armor Flight Suit that hugged her figure but her still beautiful face is what drew Azlenr’s attention. Her dark brown eyes were more alive now than Azlenr had ever seen them since Marsin had violated her so and she appeared relaxed and confident. He hadn’t seen her since the crash and for the first time Azlenr took notice that the scars that had dotted her face on were completely gone. He glanced up quickly and looked at Daio once more, saw the ways his eyes stayed on her, and then he put it together. His eyes went back to Kameka and he noticed how her tail was no longer wrapped around her waist as it had been in the years since the attack. Now it swayed leisurely back and forth behind her as she walked, twitching happily from side to side as his own wife’s tail did when he was home with her. The Spartan Daio had obviously staked a claim to Meka and from her actions and the brightness of her eyes it appeared she was utterly accepting of his attentions. It appeared as if Kameka had stepped beyond her past for even in the few hours on the ship coming here he had seen her slowly coming out of the self-imposed shell she had erected around herself. Azlenr had heard from both Byka and others how the Spartan Daio had defended Kameka with savage ferocity and from the looks of it, there had been more involved than simply doing his duty.

In a brazen display of emotion and caring for a Kavalian male, Byka hugged his daughter tightly to himself, his own face relaxed and peaceful. Azlenr knew then that his friend had fully accepted the path they were on and was not going to hide it from anyone. Kameka hugged her father back and then stepped back slightly to stand in front of Daio almost possessively Azlenr noticed. He also noticed that Daio did not back away, his arm curling halfway around her waist as he held out his hand to her father. Byka took it without hesitation and greeted Daio as he saw Meka’s tail slip up and curl around his forearm. 


“Daio… I see you are taking care of my daughter.” Byka said with a smile.


“Papa!” Kameka exclaimed in mock horror.


Daio laughed softly and his arm tightened around her waist slightly Azlenr saw. It was a move that Kameka did not shy away from, but leaned into somewhat, as her tail curled tighter around his arm as much as possible. “It is the first time I have ever given a tour of our city of Sparta to such a beautiful woman sir. I thank you for allowing me to do so. Her company was excellent. As was yours sir.”


Byka looked at his daughter with bright eyes of his own. It had shocked him when Daio came to them at the embassy after only a few hours on the planet and asked for his permission to take Kameka on a tour of the city. He thought that they would be confined to the embassy grounds until after several meetings and such. The look in his daughter’s eyes when Daio had appeared was something he could not deny. Her dark eyes were alive with life as they had been before Marsin had violated her so. He could not refuse her and he was even more stunned when Daio offered that he accompany them to dinner at least. Kameka was adamant that he come with them and Daio took them to a small outdoor café in the heart of Old Sparta he called it. The food was excellent and even as they sat at the table watching as hundreds of men, women and children passed them by, they were looked at only with curious wonder and not harsh anger as Byka had expected. It appeared that Athani Leonidas’s acceptance into their world had given most of them reason to not judge all Kavalians in the same light. Kameka hung on Daio’s every word as he told them his history and the history of the city he called home. After three hours Byka decided to leave them together for they could not take their eyes from each other and she had taken to holding his large hand within hers. Byka could think of no better hands to leave Meka with than the man who had saved her life and annihilated the monster that had been the cause of her agony and shame these last years. He knew they were not far from the embassy and as he walked the busy streets back to the embassy he was again taken aback at the seeming acceptance his presence caused among those he passed. After what Keleru and Pusintin had wrought in this very city he thought for sure he would be hated. These Spartans and their people whether Lycavorian or elf or human, it appeared they were far more tolerant and accepting than his own people. 

“The meal was superb and I returned to the embassy and went right to sleep because of it.” Byka told him with a smile. 


Daio turned to Azlenr. “Good morning General.” He said. “Andro is waiting for you at the other end of the CIC.”


Azlenr looked around in wonder. This facility was unlike anything he had ever seen in his lifetime. The CIC as Daio called it was easily as large as an outdoor Tovon stadium. The madly popular Kavalian sport could attract thousands of fans from across the planets. He let his dark eyes wander for a moment, taking in the three floors and the open railing that allowed those occupying the upper floors to look down into the actual Command Center itself. He turned his eyes back to Daio. “I… this facility is amazing.” He finally stammered.


Daio nodded. “I hate it myself.” He answered with a smile. “Too many buttons and switches and screens for my taste.”


“You allow us… you allow us access to your Central Command Center for the Union military Daio?” Azlenr asked.


“Our allies have come here often sir.” Daio answered. “To discuss one thing or another.”


Azlenr met his eyes. “You consider us your allies?” He asked softly.


“Your actions on Solmar have made the news here General.” Daio spoke to him. “How you risked quite a bit to safeguard the civilian population. How many of your men remain on Solmar now helping to rebuild and defend the colony. The Bontawillian government has also expressed their thanks through diplomatic channels at what you and General Byka were able to do.”

“We invaded their colony!” Azlenr spoke in shock.


Daio nodded his head. “In a ruse that was intended not for conquering… but to kill you and General Byka.” He answered. “You were used sir… and when Keleru thought you had outlived your usefulness he decided to have you killed. The information we got from the Puma Bane commander’s data pad only confirmed this as you know. Andro thought it to be wise to make sure that was known by everyone.” Daio stepped closer to him. “You will find General… you will not lack for support and loyalty from us if you are our friends.”


Azlenr was silent for a moment and then he nodded his head. “So it would seem.” He said. “So it would seem.”


Daio smiled and slid his arm down to grasp Kameka’s hand. “Follow me. General Pian and the others are coming in from the south entrance as we speak. It’s time that the future of the Kavalian people began to take shape.”

“…the men who will make up the inner realm of the new government.” Deia spoke from chair beside where Andro sat in his father’s chair at the head of the table. “I will not attempt to name them all as my pronunciation of their names is not yet up to par and I do not wish to insult any of them.” She finished with a small smile. It was a smile that was matched by several of the Kavalian men seated at the table.

The conference table was massive to say the least, easily able to accommodate all of the twenty-nine senior Kavalian Pride leaders who had accompanied Pian’Nrurani of their own accord, as well as Admiral Ceneu, General Vistr and three other senior Union officers. Arrarn sat at the other end of the table with Narice and Toria on either side of him. There was some tension between the Kavalians and Narice, for these men had fought the high Coven for many years, but none of them made any overt remarks and no hostile looks were given. Andro and Deia both noticed this right away and it was the first and best sign that these men and hopefully those they commanded would be indicative of most of the Kavalian population. 

Around the table seated in comfortable chairs behind the men and women were senior aides and several other military officers of both species. Pian’Nrurani was seated five chairs down from Andro’s left, Jalersi sitting proudly beside her husband and mate, his large hand resting between her two smaller, slender hands in full view of everyone who saw. Athani sat on her left beside Resumar with her long tail curled around his upper arm as much as she was able. Seated at this table were the men who led the largest Kavalian Prides to back Pian; all of them embracing the need for change in order to go forward into what future they were to have. Many of these Prides were from the outer edges of Kavalian space, far from the influences of the older and more archaic Prides who held power and wanted the status quo to continue. Many of those present had already begun to treat their females, not as inferior servants, but as equals in many things. All of them were intelligent enough to know that complete change would take many generations, but they were actively insuring that the path of their Prides led them forward and not back.
“I would like to welcome you all here.” Andro spoke from his chair. “I hope we can accomplish everything we set out to do.”

“Do you speak with the authority of your father Prince Androcles?” A Kavalian asked from his chair. His dark blond fur was generously laced with gray and he appeared to be one of the older Kavalians present. Pian leaned forward in his chair.

“Androcles… this is General Aleou of the Pride Hkan.” Pian said. “Since the others will not let me escape leadership of what we have begun, I have appointed him as second to me.”

Andro nodded. “General Aleou’Hkan then?” He asked.

The Kavalian’s eyes showed his surprise at Androcles’s use of the customary Kavalian tradition of speaking his full name in a show of respect. He bowed his head slightly at this show of high opinion to acknowledge it and then he turned his dark eyes to Pian. “It is you who had the courage and fortitude to finally act on what all of us here have been afraid to do Pian.” He spoke. “It is only right that you lead us.” The heads of all the Kavalians at the table nodded in agreement at Aleou’s words, and did so in a convincing manner.

Pian nodded and looked at Andro once more. “We are ready.” He said.

Andro nodded and looked at two men who stood off to his right and motioned with his hand to them. They began to move among the men and women at the table and hand out data pads. “To answer your question General… in almost all things I speak with the authority of my father. Not to worry though… we will be speaking with him shortly. I know you all met with Prime Minister Deia and several others last evening and these are the preliminary decisions that were made at the meeting. Most of them it seems you had already agreed to with Pian before coming here so there is no need for us to review them. They are issues that of the concern of the Kavalian people and are best left to those who understand your people most, which is you in this room.” Andro leaned forward. “It is also my understanding that Pian has appointed General Azlenr to be the overall commander of your forces and General Byka as commander of what would be considered your Special Operations units. I will not begin to question the wisdom or experience of those in this room who have far more years than I do, just so you all agree on these decisions.” Andro again saw the nods of agreement from the men at the table. 
The younger Kavalian rose from his chair about half way down the table. His very large six foot three frame had light brown fur which was impeccably groomed. He had a powerful build under the uniform he wore and his green feline like eyes were bright with intelligence. His tail was at least a meter long and dangled calmly along his left leg.

“While these many pleasantries are all fine and wonderful… we need to know how the great Lycavorian Union intends to help us!” The man spoke in a tone of voice that spoke of if not distrust, then at least the fact he wasn’t fully convinced. “We risked much by coming here! We risk our Prides and our futures by defying Keleru and Pusintin. We…”

“That is enough Cowen!” Aleou snapped looking at the younger man. “That we are even here should be proof enough that the Union will help us!”

Andro looked at the young Kavalian. “And you are?” He asked.

“I am Cowen’Shan.” He snapped forcefully. “Leader of Pride Shan!”

“And you speak to the Crown Prince of the Union!” Pian snarled. “You will mind your tone Cowen! They did not need to do this and they certainly did not need to offer to help us! We need their help!”

“At what cost to us?” Cowen snapped right back though with a much milder tone because of the position Pian held. “I trust in you Pian’Nrurani… and what we are attempting but Keleru and his Puma Bane scum have already taken from us family and friends! What will the Union require for their assistance?”

Jalersi turned quickly and looked at Andro in an effort to explain. “My… my father’s Puma Bane assassination teams came for Cowen, his father and others of Pride Shan when they first…” Jalersi could not continue and stopped for a moment to compose herself. “They killed his father and two of his younger sisters. It was…”

“They made my father watch as a dozen Puma Bane Commandos raped and butchered my sisters in front of him!” Cowen barked. “And then after they beat him until he could no longer stand; they gutted him like some sort of animal in the streets! I swore to my mother to see them avenged! We can not do that sitting here!”

Andro looked at him. “Your mother survived?” He asked softly.

Cowen nodded his head. “My mother and my three youngest siblings! My father… my father left me in charge of our Pride and his last words to me were to keep them… to see them safe!”

“And keeping them safe means that you charge off into the unknown with vengeance in your blood and hate clouding your eyes and heart?” Andro asked him. “Did your father agree with Pian’Nrurani and what he is attempting to build for your people?”

“I would not be here if he did not!” Cowen snapped.

“Do you believe in it?” Andro asked as he rose and got to his feet.

“You question me?” Cowen growled.

Andro shook his head as he moved towards him. “I’m not questioning you… I’m asking if you share your father’s vision for your Pride and your people?”

“Pride Shan was closest to the influence of the center core worlds of the Kavalian Empire Andro. They are one of the largest to have joined me.” Pian spoke now from his chair. “When I put out the call… when I put out the call they were among the first who responded. They lost… they lost the most because of their proximity to the core worlds. Puma Bane teams were able to reach them more quickly than anyone anticipated.”

Andro walked along the side of the table towards Cowen. “How many of your Pride?” He asked softly.

“Nearly two thousand!” Cowen hissed angrily. “A quarter of them Pride Shan children! Our children!”

Andro stopped in front of Cowen who had turned to face him fully. Several Durcunusaan within the room were getting nervous at the Kavalian’s anger and what he might do and even some of those Kavalians at the table were showing signs of nervousness. Cowen was taller than Andro by three inches at least, but their builds were very similar in definition. Cowen probably outweighed Andro by about forty pounds and was somewhat thicker with muscle and many of the Durcunusaan were trying to determine if they should intervene. Many of the Kavalians at the table had also noticed that Jomann, who they knew to be Androcles’s Durcunusaan Captain, had not moved from his position just behind Andro’s chair.
Aleou got to his feet now. “Cowen… this does not help our cause.” He tried to reason with the young man.

“How do we know we can trust them?” Cowen snapped. 

“Cowen’Shan!” Jalersi barked now as she got to her feet. “You have no right!”

Cowen’s eyes became instantly less angry as he looked at her Andro saw. “With all respect Pride Lady Nruarani, we waste time here.” He spoke in a respectful tone of voice towards her. He addressed her as all of them had begun to address her. Jalersi was Pian’s wife and mate now and she commanded almost as much respect as he did. No one knew who started it, but most of them had begun to refer to her as Pride Lady Nruarani in a show of esteem and for her role as the senior female of Pride Nruarani. Something Pian’s mother was ecstatic over. “We must act!”

“Does rushing off on a mission of vengeance honor your father’s last words to you?” Andro asked him.

“You know nothing of my father!” Cowen snarled turning back to him. “Or my Pride! You know nothing of what we have endured!”

Andro shook his head. “No… I don’t.” He answered him. “But it strikes me as odd how similar his words to you sound like the words a Spartan father would tell their son in the same situation.”
“So… so you say!” Cowen hissed.

Androcles looked at Cowen for a long moment. They were about the same age if he was correct, and there was no doubt that Cowen was strong willed and equally capable. Andro could also sense the fear and indecision within him. And it was not because he was here. Androcles sensed that he had much in common with this Kavalian Pride Leader. A man who had been unprepared to assume the role he now held. Much like Androcles himself. He held out his hand slowly.

“Will you allow me to show you that perhaps we are not so different Cowen'Shan?” He asked.

Deia rose to her feet as she recognized what Andro was about to do. “Andro… no!” She barked.

Cowen’s head turned to look at her. “What…” His eyes turned back to Andro just as he reached out and grasped Cowen’s large hand in his own. “Arrrrgggg….” Cowen screamed as white hot pain lanced through his temples and he reached up with his opposite hand to grab his head. “What… what are you…? Ahhhh!”

[Let me show you Cowen'Shan.] Andro’s voice echoed in his mind. [Let me show you just how close we are.]
Cowen groaned in pain once more, staggering almost drunkenly, his right hand held in an iron grasp with Andro’s and his left reaching out to brace himself against the table. He saw so many images flashing across his mind, children, men and women. He saw places he had never been to; never seen; the clash of hardened steel upon shield; the splashing of blood as that steel met flesh; the shattering sound of weapons fire in bright green jungles. Andro stepped closer to him, grasping his left shoulder with his hand and pulling him closer. Many of the Kavalians had come to their feet, the Durcunusaan suddenly moving closer as Deia moved around the table only to have Jomann grasp her arm.


“No.” Jomann said calmly as he held Deia back. “Everyone hold!” He barked the order.


“What is he doing?” Aleou barked angrily. “He is… he is killing him!”


Those close to Andro and Cowen staggered back slightly as the light blue Etheric pulse surrounded their hands. Cowen’s claws extended from his fingertips but his fur covered hand simply grasped Andro’s hand tighter.


“Resumar!” Pian growled. “What is happening?”


Resumar had come to his feet as well to protect his brother but he saw what Andro was doing as Cowen’s face began to lose the pained features. “Wait Pian!” Resumar shouted. “He is…”


“He is what?” Pian snapped.


“He is showing him.” Resumar declared softly. 


[We are two of a kind Cowen'Shan. Different but still the same.] Andro’s voice filtered to Cowen as he gripped the side of the table but the pain rapidly dissipated to nothing. [You and I. We have been pushed into positions we were not prepared to take by actions not of our choosing. Do not be afraid my friend. You have a pure heart Cowen'Shan and what you see is all that I have seen. All that my father and grandfather have seen. Those loved and those lost. Family. Friends. I wish to share this with you to show you who I am. Be at peace and we will understand each other in a way that brothers understand each other. Reach beyond the hate and anger that clouds your purpose Cowen. Reach beyond and grasp what your father taught you.]

Cowen shook his head slightly, his eyes still closed tightly. [How…?]

[How can I do this?] Andro finished his sentence. [Let’s just say it is a gift and a curse I have within me. I will stand with you and your people. Die for you and your people in the cause of freedom if need be. I only need you to know that we are not so different and what I show you is to earn your trust.] Andro moved closer to him as everyone watched. [Open your mind Cowen and share with me as I have shared with you. Then you will see what future your people can have. What you can be part of giving to them.]

Cowen was a Kavalian warrior and he feared nothing. It was how his father had raised him and his brothers to be and he grasped that now. His eyes remained closed but all look of strain vanished as he let himself give of the memories he held within him. He gripped Andro’s hand tighter as the visions of his father and sisters returned from the night he found them. All of them shattered and broken and cast aside like so much fodder. He held nothing back and Andro saw the tears he had shed over his father’s body, the tender way he lifted each of his sisters and carried them to the waiting ship himself. Then Cowen saw another time and place… two young woman… one who looked very much like the man holding his hand. She too was broken and severely beaten and he saw the tears in the eyes of the Prince as he clutched his sister to him. He saw the perceived failures he harbored that still gripped Androcles Leonidas every single day; he saw the adoring love for the women who held his heart, the brothers and sisters and family that were his own. He saw the visions of slavery under the High Coven of old, but also the hope and confidence for the High Coven under his brother’s vampire wife. He saw objects hurtling across the darkness of space, like beacons of light and hope. Cowen released the table and his hand came up behind Andro’s head, pulling him closer as he was immersed in a world he never knew existed. Andro didn’t resist as Cowen grasped for that knowledge and hope.

[There are few among your people who can do what we are doing now Cowen'Shan.] Andro continued. [We call it Mindvoicing. It comes natural to my people, my species and many among the elves and vampires. We can also give this ability to others should we turn them or chose to. Athani has it because she is my brother’s wife and mate. I have chosen to give it to you. Your heart burns like a bright light Cowen'Shan. The goodness in it eclipses all else. Do not let the road and path of anger and vengeance take you to a place you will not return from. You and I Cowen… we represent a generation that has yet to see it’s adulthood. What we could all be. You and I, others like us, we need to be the foundations for that generation in the years to come. My father, your father, Pian, these men at the table, we honor and follow them. What they do now, we will continue for centuries for it is what we believe as well. If we are to have trust among us, it must start with our generation. From there it will grow and prosper if we wish it to.]


Cowen’s eyes popped open now. [You… you would do this?] He gasped with his mind startling himself at how easy it was.

Andro’s eyes opened as well and he heard the muted gasps from several of the Kavalians present. His eyes had grown much brighter, as had Cowen’s bright green feline orbs. Athani Leonidas grasped Resumar’s arm as she realized what was happening just from the initial look on Cowen’s face for it was exactly what she had experienced when Resumar claimed her.


“They are talking!” She gasped. “He has given Cowen what you and Cemath gave to me Resumar!”


All eyes turned to her as Resumar nodded. “Yes he has.”


“What? What are you… what do you mean?” Aleou asked.


“He has given Cowen the ability to Mindvoice General!” Athani replied. “So he will… so he will understand and know.”


[I would do anything to protect those that I love Cowen'Shan. Just as you would. You and I… my Captain Jomann… my brothers; we wear that emotion openly on our sleeves my friend.] Andro told him. [It is not something we can fight or deny for it was instilled in us by our fathers and those who came before us. Like my father, I have never broken a promise that I have made. Give me… give us the chance to show you that if your goals and desires are for the benefit of your people and others, there is nothing we would not do for you. Nothing!]


[I care nothing for myself.] Cowen spoke softly. [I have no woman. No children. All that remains are my brothers and sister. My mother. My Pride.]


[Then lead them as your father would want you to.] Andro said. [Lead them as my father taught me to lead my people. Fight with your head Cowen… but lead… lead with your heart!]

Cowen’s eyes grew a little wider when the meaning of those words struck him. They resonated within him like a scream of joy. [Yes!]

[This ability will be with you always now Cowen. It was… it was the only way I could truly allow you to see that I have no nefarious intentions.] Andro told him evenly. [I am sorry.]

[Sorry?] Cowen gasped. [For giving me the ability to see! For showing me that the future is not as bleak as I first thought? Never!]

[The future is what we make of it Cowen.] Andro told him. [I will assign someone to you in order for you to learn how to use Mindvoice effortlessly. For now… let us begin to work on how you will take back your empire and free all of your people. In order to do that… I need for you to trust me. At least a little. I will not betray that trust.]

Cowen nodded his head. [Then let us begin.]
Andro nodded as well and he stepped back slightly their direct connection broken but Cowen still able to feel the whispers of him within his mind. And the whispers of so many more all around. Andro looked at those gathered around the table then and he released Cowen’s hand. “I believe we have some reports to receive.” He finally spoke as he moved back towards his chair. “My father will be contacting us in forty minutes so let’s get started. Mican and Na'lia are standing by.”
The two Kavalians on either side of Cowen’Shan reached for him but he nodded his head quickly indicating he was alright. “We have… we have much to do.” He said lifting his eyes to meet Pian’s. “Our people need us now.”

Pian nodded his head from across the table.

CRANAE ISLAND

Sehri Leonidas’s eyes fluttered open slowly as the sounds of the gulls swooping over the surface of the ocean filled her head and the soft scent of the ocean breeze and sweet flowers filtered to her other senses. She felt the weight on her lower abdomen and she turned her head to see Sadi’s bright, beautiful face looking at her chest with those incredible jungle green eyes. they were both naked beneath the thin sheet, Sadi’s breasts pressed against her skin while her fingers drew soft lines between the valley of Sehri’s own firm, medium sized breasts.


Sehri gazed at her for a long moment as Sadi’s fingers danced across her skin. Never in her wildest imagination did she ever consider she would take one woman as a lover let alone five. And Sehri adored every moment they had spent together. Their scents filled her mind with delightful passion and unquenchable love. Andro’s lavender and pines scent is the one she craved most of all, but Sehri knew she could not go on without them as well. They were a part of her now, part of her mind and her heart, and without them there would be a void that nothing could fill. She watched as Sadi’s head lifted and those gorgeous eyes focused on her face and a smile spread across her features.


“Good morning sleepy head.” She spoke with that delicious voice.


Sehri couldn’t help but smile as Sadi adjusted her body and moved up higher so that their faces were only inches apart. “Good morning.” Sehri answered wistfully.


“He is a beast isn’t he?” Sadi asked with a lustful grin.


“Carians… he is like a machine!” Sehri gasped as the memories of last night flooded through her and warmed her senses. Androcles had taken each of them three times in the span of six hours, making all of them cry his name in blissful passion. When they weren’t wrapped within his embrace, his lips and tongue and his wonderful cock driving them insane with desire, they were making each other howl in delight. 


Sadi chuckled. “He does it to show that each of us holds a part of his heart and that we are all equal.”

Sehri looked at her. “You… but you are his Anome Sadi.” She said.


Sadi met her soft glaucous blue eyes. “Yes I am.” She said nodding her head. “Carisia and Lu'ria have departed for Sparta. Ne'Veha is on the patio waiting for us with a guest… but I wanted to make sure that you know how we all feel.”


“What do you mean?” Sehri asked.


Sadi looked at her. “We love you Sehri.” She said softly. “You were meant to be part of our lives by a power far beyond our comprehension. When Caliria is back among us then we will be complete. I may be Andro’s Anome… but he loves each of us with the same intensity and passion.”


Sehri reached out with her hand and ran her fingers along Sadi’s cheek. “No… he does not.” She said confidently. “You may not see it… you may not want to see it… but we do Sadi our love. When he takes you it fills the air around us. His aura spikes so much higher, as does yours. You are like two burning stars within the Etheric realm as you come together. And it is so beautiful to see and hear.”

“Sehri I…” Sadi began.


“Let me finish.” Sehri said gently. “I may be… I may be the youngest of us… but I know what I feel. I know that no other man could possibly come close to making me feel what Andro does. SirsanGai, Enylarcopri, Lu'ria… they all feel the same way. And I’m quite sure Caliria feels no different. Your are the core of his heart Sadi… and we are the strands of his being. And we could not be happier about that. His love for us knows no bounds, and ours for him is something that can not be measured. But his love for you… it burns within him like a molten sun. And from that love… from that core comes his feelings for us. If we are together… he will always reach for you first and you know that. We know that as well, but we want for nothing else in our hearts because our love for each other is infinite. He will shatter worlds for you Sadi our love, all you need do is ask him, but he will do the same for us as well. We know that. We would do it for any of us.”


“Sehri I just want you to know…” Sadi began to speak again but Sehri placed her finger to her soft lips. Lips she had relished in kissing passionately or having them explore her body.


“I am happier now than I have ever been.” Sehri told her. “Happier than I ever thought I would be in my lifetime. The part of Andro’s heart that loves me is more than I will ever desire or want. And when he is not there for me I know I can turn to you, or SirsanGai or our Mistress Lu'ria, or Carisia or Caliria. No matter where we turn we will always have someone we love nearby. That is something others will never have.”


Sadi didn’t hesitate and she shifted on the bed and captured Sehri’s lips in a blistering kiss full of love and desire. Sehri returned the kiss with equal fervor and they were locked in that kiss for a long moment before Sadi withdrew. She licked her lips, her taste buds alive as she tasted both Ne'Veha and Lu'ria on Sehri’s lips. She reached up to run her finger across her bottom lip. “Our Drow Mistress is very tasty isn’t she?” She said with a grin.


Sehri chuckled. “The contrast of our skin is more than enough to incite me.” She said.


Sadi nodded. “That it is.” She agreed. She leaned forward and kissed her quickly then. “Come… we should not keep our guest waiting longer.”


“Guest? Who is here?” Sehri asked. Her eyes grew wide. “Not Lady Gorgo? Or my mother?” She gasped.


Sadi laughed as she lifted her lithe frame up and Sehri gazed at her naked beauty. “No. Her name is Thr'won. I suppose you could call her Sparta’s Chief Etheric Mage. She has been instructing Andro and his siblings beside Helen since they were very small. She even trained Andro’s father briefly. She is considered a member of our family and she has come to test you.”


Sehri sat up now. “Test me?”


Sadi nodded as she reached for the thin robe draped across the chair beside their huge bed. “SirsanGai and I seem to have manifested our Etheric power in a somewhat physical manner. Not like Andro or his father or Jomann or Denali or Dorian mind you… nothing like them. They are… everyone is beginning to call them Spartan Praetorians. Thr'won says it was once called telekinesis and if used properly… it can be just as dangerous. I have… I have resorted to it in the past in anger and since then I have been studying with the Feravomir or her to learn how to control it. She is quite knowledgeable and after speaking with Gorgo and your mother she believes you have shown the same signs.”


“The Circle of Shamans never really… they did not want to delve too deeply into skills they say would have made us targets.” Sehri said.


Sadi nodded. “Yes… well… you are no longer a part of the Circle. You are Andro’s wife and mate. Our wife and mate. We do things a little differently and we don’t shy away from what our power could help us do.”


“She can teach me to use my Etheric power?” Sehri asked surprised as she rose to her own feet quickly and reach for a similar robe.


“Yes. In more ways than I think the Circle of Shamans ever considered.” Sadi answered moving up to her as Sehri tied her robe closed. She took her hand and held it to her lips for a brief moment and smile. “We are so happy you are here Sehri.”


Sehri smiled and embraced her tightly. “As am I.” She said softly. “As am I.”

SPARTAN COMMAND CENTER, 0715 HRS

500 METERS BENEATH MOUNT HAGIOS 


“… Senior Hadarian Doctor here with us believes we can establish the basic vaccine delivery system within a week and begin mass producing it.” Na'lia was speaking from within the QCR within Shiria’s fortress. “It’s done Pian. And it will work.”


Mican stepped up from behind his elven wife and returned to the transmission. “I have already begun plans to distribute the vaccine to certain clone camps along the edges of the border. Vonis and I agree we need to start small and work inward to the larger camps as we gain more recruits.”


“Uncle?” Andro asked.

Vonis’s voice came through the transmission as he moved into the cone of the visual imagery. “Mican and I have seven different camps slotted for the first echelon.” He said. “Na'lia and Va’nimia will handle the actual distribution to the two largest camps; our Hadarian Healers will take the rest. We have some minor details to work out… but it will work Mandri.” 


Andro looked at Pian. “General?”


“Do it!” Pian told Vonis without hesitation.


Jomann stepped up beside Andro and whispered in his ear and he sat forward with a nod. “Uncle… father has initiated his COM signal. We will check back with you when you are ready to deploy.”


Vonis nodded. “Understood. Have him say hello to Isabella for me.”


Andro nodded. “I will. Go with the gods Uncle.”


“You as well.” Vonis spoke before the transmission ended.


Andro turned in his chair. “Activate the link!” He barked out the order.


“Stand by! Activating!” 


The transmission disc in the center of the table came alive and the fuzzy image of Martin Leonidas appeared. His head was turned to the side and he was speaking to someone. A conversation that they caught the tail end of.


“…thing working Jules? I ain’t got shit.” Martin’s voice boomed across the CIC.


“It’s working you ugly fool!” The female voice echoed quickly. “You need to press the right damn button!” They watched as the ebony skinned female entered the fuzzy image and flipped something on the small panel in front of Martin. The image instantly became as clear as if he was standing in front of them. They then watched as the female flipped her hand up and slapped Martin in the back of the head lightly.

Pian and the others looked aghast at this action but they turned when they heard Andro and his brothers laughing lightly.


“Thank you.” Martin spoke with a grin as he turned to the COM disc in front of him. Andro and the others knew right away he was onboard a STRIKER, which meant something was going on. “Andro… you there?”


“We are here father.” Andro answered as he leaned forward. 


“Ah!” Martin smiled. “There we go. Now I can see you! Damn machines!” Martin’s eyes went to Pian and Jalersi immediately and his face softened considerably. “Pian. Jalersi. It is good to see you again.”

Pian nodded his head and Jalersi smiled. They had learned saving the life of this man’s Anome had earned them eternal gratitude and respect. Something they returned equally since he was the first to have accepted them. “King Leonidas.” Pian said. “You are looking… well.”


Martin laughed. “You think so?” He chortled. “Maybe if I had competent people around me it would be better!” He said turning his head as he spoke.


“Bite me!” The female voice came from outside the cone of the disc.


Martin turned back to the image and his head turned as he looked at the men and women gathered at the table. His eyes settled on Deia and he smiled warmly. “Tenna. You are looking well.”


Deia smiled and couldn’t help but blush slightly. He had yet to learn the intricacies of diplomacy and she feared he would never learn. “Mandri.” She answered. “You are not on the ARC ROYAL?”


Martin shook his head. “No… we’re three hours out from a little job we are conducting. I will need to make this briefer than I wanted but I’m sure you and Panos can cover completely what I will offer.”


Deia nodded. “Of course.”


Martin turned back to Pian. “They are all present Pian?” He asked.


Pian nodded. “All of the Major Pride leaders are here King Leonidas.” He answered. “We will inform those Pride Leaders who were not able to attend because of their location or duties they are performing.”

Martin nodded his head and seemed to settle onto the bench he was sitting on. The small table appeared in front of his knees and they could all see he wore an odd type of body armor and he wore his weapons as well. His normally shoulder length hair was tied into a tight pony tail and the matte black conforming body armor pieces extended right up his neck to just below where his neatly trimmed beard began. Even the Kavalian Pride leaders knew he was going into battle just by the way he was dressed.

“Very well…” Martin spoke looking at them in the transmission. “I am not one to beat around the bush gentlemen… so let me get right to it. All of you there have essentially broken from that lunatic Keleru. All of you probably have death sentences on your heads by now, and if not, you will soon enough. All of you have chosen to fight to bring the Kavalian people out of the darkness that Keleru holds over you. You have made this choice… and for that I respect you. What I say to you may surprise you, but I do not hold all of your people accountable for what has happened between our two species. Those I do hold accountable will have a reckoning one day, that I promise you. Those who wish to fight the oppression and brutal rule of a tyrant even though you are outnumbered… I hold you in a special regard. It is my understanding that Pian’Nruarani has officially submitted a diplomatic request for monetary and infrastructure assistance from the Lycavorian Union under the auspice of a newly formed free Kavalian government in exile?”


Pian nodded his head and got to his feet. “The Kavalian Democratic Republic.” He said. “The KDR. I have been… I have been appointed to lead this new government until such time as we have ousted the criminals who now rule our people and elections can be held.”


Martin looked at him and grinned. “My Aunt is pretty good with diplomatic speak isn’t she?” He said.


Pian chuckled softly and nodded his head. “Yes she is King Leonidas.”


Martin rolled his eyes. “Pian’Nruarani… you and Jalersi are partially responsible for saving the life of my Anome and mate. You protected her with your own lives. I think we can dispense with the King bullshit between us.”


Pian smiled as the other Kavalians at the table looked on in shock. “Very well… Martin.” He said.


“I hope that during your time on Earth you will see that the citizens of the Union are tolerant of everyone, no matter who they are.” Martin spoke. “And like me… they will not hold an entire species responsible for the actions of a few dozen men. All that being said… let’s move on to what you all want to hear.” Martin shifted on the couch he sat on and lifted a data pad into their sight. “The latest intelligence reports from my son tell me many things. Keleru is rebuilding his forces that we destroyed at the onset of hostilities between us. Things are moving more slowly than he first thought which is both good and bad. It is bad because it gives him incentive to act as he has done with Solmar and four other Lycavorian Union colony worlds his forces recently conquered. He is becoming impatient and he unleashed his Puma Bane troops on these worlds. All the information we have tells us they were wiped out to the man.”

Pian remained standing and looked at him. “How many?” He asked.


“Nearly two hundred thousand men, women and children.” Martin replied instantly. “On each world.”


“Gods.” Aleou spoke lowering his shaking head.


“The good… the good is that it gives us our opportunity.” Martin continued.


Cowen’Shan looked at the image of the man. “Opportunity?” He asked with far less hostility in his voice than most expected from him. “With respect King Leonidas… we need help. Ships. Men. Weapons. We need…”


“I can not give these things to you.” Martin spoke immediately.


This simple statement brought the heads of every Kavalian at the table up and looking at him in shock.


Aleou’s eyes were wide. “We came here… we came here expecting…”


“You can’t help us or you won’t?” Another Kavalian snapped from his chair. 


“A little of both actually.” Martin answered honestly.


“Pian… what is this?” A Kavalian barked. “We came expecting aide and support! He is refusing us! Why did we even come here?”

Resumar got to his feet. “Hglan’Omar wait.” He spoke.


The man looked at Resumar. “You have been among us Resumar Leonidas! You have seen with your own eyes and your Kavalian wife fights beside you. We risked much to come here and your father refuses us in the time we need the most help. What are we to think of this?”


“Resumar is right Hglan.” Pian said quickly.


“Right! About what?” Hglan snapped. “I left behind my wife and seven children to come here! The Puma Bane butchers scour Kavalian space for our families while we are here safe! Now he refuses us in our time of need?”


“I am not refusing.” Martin spoke from within the transmission.


“What do you call it then?” Hglan barked at his image. “What…”


“Sit down and shut up old man!” Martin snarled quickly causing all of their eyes to grow wide. Even Jalersi came to her feet in horror at the lack of respect from him. Pian’s eyes were large as he stood there.


“Martin… you… Androcles told me that you would be open to helping us.” Pian spoke trying to measure his words. “That we could… that we could rely on you to… you give the High Coven assistance! Even now… your warships are within Coven space helping them to protect and rebuild!” Pian pointed to where Narice and Toria sat on either side of Arrarn.


“Yes they do Pian. That is something that my son did and to be honest… I would not have been able to raise the fortitude to do it. The history of the High Coven and I goes much deeper and harsher. My son… Andro and his siblings are from a generation that did not see the horrors perpetrated on my… our people. Narice is not part of that and never was. My son… my children took a leap of faith that I would not have been able to take. They trusted… they had faith in the influence of their generation. It worked… and for that I love them even more. ” Martin answered. “Make no mistake though… had it not worked… the High Coven would be nothing but a smoking hole in space. We don’t give second chances.”


“That is what we are trying to do even now!” Pian protested. “We are trying to pull our people from the abyss! There are far more than you think who want nothing more but to think for themselves and be free of the oppression!”


“I don’t doubt that.” Martin said.


“And you would deny them that chance by refusing to help us?” Pian demanded.


Jalersi reached up and place her hand on his arm. “Pian my love…”


“No!” Pian snapped. 


“I never said I wouldn’t help.” Martin told him. 


Pian blinked several times as the Kavalians looked more intently at the transmission. “You just said you can not provide the materials we need to…”


Martin smiled. “I admire your passion Pian'Nruarani. I admire the passion of all of you. I said I could not supply you with ships and personnel… I never said I could not help you to sustain what you have and continue to build on.”


Pian shook his head. “I am… I am confused.”


“My son’s people should be passing out to you now what I will very happily do for the KDR as you call it now.” Martin said as Pian and the others saw dozens of aides step from the walls and begin handing out data pads to them.


“The Lycavorian Union will officially recognize in public that the KDR is the rightful government of the Kavalian people.” Martin said. “I believe the Spartan Security Senate has already voted on it and passed it unanimously. Tenna Deia?”


Deia nodded. “Late last night yes.” She answered. “Once this meeting is done we will put it to a full Senate vote but I doubt very much you will see a different consensus from the full Senate.”


“I am limited even as King on what we can provide to you militarily according to our constitution Pian… but as soon as that vote passes… you will want for nothing else.” Martin began.


“I don’t understand.” Aleou asked him.


“I will need you to shift all of your forces to the coordinates we have listed on the pads you are reading. There you will secure the immediate space around the planet Rizon Four.” Martin told them.
“Rizon Four?” Cowen spoke up. 

Martin nodded. “Yes.” He said. “Within one hour of the vote being finalized… the Union has one thousand cargo and material ships waiting to depart for the planet Vamshi in the U'zolot Consortium. From there they will travel to Rizon Four to make delivery. Total time for travel is three days. On those thousand ships will be the first five billion metric tons of everything from underwear to mainframe computers. And that is just the down payment.”
Pian’Nrurani looked at Martin and he could feel the hope stirring within his chest once again where only moments ago he thought it was dashed. 

“I have authorized the deployment of two full elven engineer brigades from the 1st Elven Engineer Division.” Martin said. “Two PROMETHUS Class Command stations that the KDR recently purchased…”

“Wait!” Pian exclaimed. “Purchased?”

Martin nodded his head. “Yes… with the recent discovery of massive deposits of the mineral Ostronium Ore on Rizon Four, the KDR has a credit limit with the Lycavorian Union about as large as it gets. The two stations will be towed to the coordinates provided. Fourteen Union Resource and Supply Stations will depart with the Command stations. Seven RENDER Class Portable Ship Yards will deploy from Nodon over the course of the next week with approximately half a million Nodon engineers. One hundred thousand Hadarian Healers have already volunteered for duty on the three fully complete and duty ready Orbital Hospitals that will leave with the shipyards. Among the first shipments of supplies will be over four million tons of medicines put together from a list my mate Anja made. They are mainly to take care of any civilian needs at first but ongoing supplies and the Healers will staff the three hospitals full time.” Martin looked at Pian and the men gathered. “Small arms weapons, ammunition, high explosives, missiles, tanks, spare parts by the bucket. Before you could not repair heavy damage taken by your ships, now you can. Before you had to abandon materials and smaller bases because you could not supply them. Not anymore. Serious injuries to your people could not be treated properly. Not anymore. I am chopping one of our OMEN-Class ships to Resumar’s command for the purpose of Intelligence gathering. That will be our little secret. Everything else you have bought and we are simply delivering it to you.” Martin looked at the men from within the transmission. “I may not be allowed to provide you with men and ships to fight with you, but I can damn well make sure that you can provide everything to maintain, repair and fight and win. You will want for nothing Pian. Your men and equipment will want for nothing. And several treaties are being drawn up now and will be presented to you. One of those treaties will allow you unhindered but monitored access into Union and Consortium space. There is a moon two light years across the Union border where you can set up your temporary government and its headquarters. It is also a place where you can bring your families. All of your families and whatever refugees you are able to accept.”

Aleou got to his feet slowly. “This… this is a joke yes?” He asked.

Martin looked at him and smiled. “It’s no joke.” He stated. “Our two people are closer than I think you realize General Aleou. Perhaps someday you would allow me to explain how. You will need to move quickly, for once Keleru gets wind of this; he will act.” Martin turned in the transmission. “Narice?”

Narice rose to her feet and waited as Pian and the others turned to look at her. “I have received the blessing of the Ventash'ma Ruling Council of the High Coven to extend a hand of peace and support in the hopes it will begin to heal whatever wounds have occurred between us in the last two decades of my mother’s reign.” Narice took a deep breath because she did not know if Pian would accept what she was going to offer. “Pian… I offer to you and the KDR, those of you who truly wish to be free, I offer three dozen High Coven Sector Monitoring Platforms. Also as a show of solidarity that we must leave our pasts behind us the Ventash'ma would also like to offer to you the use of six Orbital Shipyards to assist in your endeavors. They are not as large as the Union shipyards, but they are efficient and can handle most minor repairs. Should any Kavalian citizen wish to escape the oppression they are under now, we can also offer safe haven on several border worlds that will be protected by High Coven and Union forces. We ask for nothing in return. Only the chance to show that we make the first gesture in purging our demons.”
“I urge you to accept the Empress’s offer.” Martin spoke again. “If for nothing else, then to show that we as leaders can overcome.”
Pian stood there nearly overcome. Many of the Pride Leaders were also stunned beyond anything they had expected. Pian finally looked at Martin in the transmission. “Martin this is… it is far beyond anything we had hoped.”

Martin nodded his head. “Maybe… but those of you in that room are the future of your people if they are to have one. You must fight for everything in order to succeed. I may not be able to do what I would like to do… but like I said… I’ll damn well make sure you got the best shot to accomplish your goals. Once you start this… all of Keleru’s attention and efforts are going to be against you. He won’t have a choice. He can’t fight us and an internal rebellion of the size you will command. He will focus everything on you Pian. If at any point… no matter what is happening… if at any point you and your Pride leaders feel the situation is untenable, you pick up everything and everyone and you move across the border.”

“If we did that he would then turn to you!” Pian spoke.

“And if he does… I will unleash the entire Union military against his skinny ass and bury him.” Martin snarled.

“He will send for Pusintin.” Aleou spoke up now. “He is the finest war commander that Keleru has. He will order him to return.”

Martin shook his head now. “That won’t happen either.” He said softly.

“How can you be so sure King Leonidas?” Aleou asked.

“Two reasons really.” Martin answered. “If my plan went the way I hope… he no longer has the ability to use his long range communications even if he was able to reach Keleru from where he is. Which he can’t.”

“You… you neutralized his long range communications?” Pian gasped. “How?”

Martin smiled then and it was not a pleasant smile. “Let’s just say he never… he never felt the true calling of our family’s bloodline.”

“What… what is the second reason?” Aleou asked tentatively.

“You do not have to worry about Pusintin General… because my dear old brother isn’t leaving this quadrant of space alive.” Martin growled. “I intend to kill him in the most profane manner I can think of and then I will spread his body parts to the different planets out here for the animals to feed on for what he has done to my Queen. In a few more hours he will hate me enough to chase me across the galaxy anyway. Nothing else will matter to him. I’m such a popular fellow.”
“There is also one condition to all this taking place.” Andro spoke now as he got to his feet drawing their attention to him. “A condition that I have not discussed with my father or my Tenna Deia.”

Deia looked quickly at the transmission of Martin who shrugged his shoulders and then she turned back to Andro. “Androcles?” She asked.

“It will not affect what we will do for you now I assure you. We want nothing more than to see you succeed and we will do everything within our power to see that happen just as my father has said. However, it will affect what happens after, if you refuse.” Andro said. “I will understand should you refuse, however I hope you do not. I have spoken to all of my brothers and sisters about this and we are in complete agreement on this single condition.”

“What is this condition Androcles?” Jalersi asked softly.

“On behalf of my brothers and sisters, to include Fedor and Eirene father…” Andro said looking at Martin within the transmission. “We require that every Pride Leader who agreed with and sanctioned the attack on our second elven mother be handed over to us.” Andro told them. “We will not accept anything less. Proof of their death or the men themselves. They will face our justice.”
“They… these men are Kavalian citizens.” Aleou spoke.

Androcles nodded. “And you will have a choice to make. Give them to me… or when you have secured the KDR to the satisfaction of Union military leaders I will pull all support for you that you have gained this day. I will recall all assets and equipment and we will leave you to fend for yourselves.” Andro looked at Resumar who didn’t hesitate and nodded his head. “We will leave you to discuss these new revelations. You are welcome here and I suggest you gain as much knowledge of our people as you can. My siblings and I will require your answer in three days time. Until then… let us enjoy this new alliance as much as possible and work out as many details as we can.” Andro bowed his head slightly. “I will leave you in the capable hands of those with more knowledge of these things and I. If any of you wish to speak with me simply contact the Durcunusaan and they will know where to find me.”

Androcles Leonidas turned and began moving out of the massive CIC without another word. He had made his requirements known. Requirements that he had spoken to each of his brother and sisters about and found they all agreed with him totally. A fact that only made him realize they were more of like mind than he had first thought.
Andro sniffed the air as he walked out of the CIC and he thought he caught the faint scent of sugar plums and spice on air. He smiled as his body surged with power and suddenly he wanted to feel his Anome in his arms. Andro’s azure blue eyes grew a little brighter as he walked and he smiled. Yes indeed… sugar plums and spice was all he intended to smell this night.
MARTIN’S STRIKER

NINETY MINUTES TO TARGET

For'mya turned her head as Martin came in to the cockpit. He held up his hands in a show of defense.
“I didn’t know.” He exclaimed.

“Martin… you can not let him hold that over their heads.” For'mya stated. “They had nothing to do with what was done to me. It is wrong.”

Martin moved up and knelt between the seats, his dark eyes never leaving her beautiful elven face. “You know our son as well as I do Kinsoaurgai… no one will alter his course once he sets his mind to something. If he has the support and agreement of our other children… then he will do what he says.”

“And you will do nothing?” For'mya asked him.

Martin shook his head. “No.”

“Why?” For'mya demanded.

Martin leaned forward and kissed her hard on her soft lips, wrapping his male aura around her totally unshielded and completely pure. For'mya shuddered in obvious delight, her own female aura basking in the divine sensations he always caused within her and she couldn’t help but return his kiss with equal fervor. After a long moment though, Martin pulled away, and using his thumb he reached up and stroked the outside edge of her four inch high elven ear. For'mya’s eyes closed in shivers of bliss and she smiled dreamily.

“If you have to ask me that question after all these years Kinsoaurgai… then perhaps you and my other wives and mates do not know me as well as you think you do.” Martin said softly watching as her dark brown eyes opened slowly and looked at him. He leaned forward and kissed her softly once more before rising from his knees. “I’m going to prep the others. Let me know when we are ten minutes out.” With that Martin Leonidas turned and exited the cockpit leaving For'mya to stare at his back as he moved into the rear of the STRIKER.

“I’ll tell you why For'mya.” Tina said softly waiting for For'mya to look at her. Their friendship had blossomed after a rough first meeting when For'mya joined their flight crew. The three of them fit together so seamlessly it was no surprise that they could make whatever they were flying do things not normally seen. Endith and For'mya could make heads spin and eyes roll in what they could do with an aircraft and Tina was their anchor. They had shared their lives for the last two decades and that was a friendship that would never be broken.
For'mya looked at her friend. “Then tell me Tina.” She said. “It is wrong… it is wrong to hold others responsible for what was done to me.”

“Is it?” Endith spoke from the pilot’s seat. “Is it wrong to hold people to a moral standard that any living being knows is right? It does not matter what their species is, for there is always a standard one must not fall below. And who is ultimately responsible when others allow one man to lead them off that standard willingly in order to gain power over others so that they can oppress them? What they did to you For'mya… what they made you suffer no matter the good outcome… that is a sin that can never be forgiven. I… I knew he was different the moment I first met him in that bunker in Utah. There is nothing he will do that will surprise me.”

“Androcles is doing what his father can not.” Tina said softly looking at her. “Martin is a Lycavorian Spartan For'mya. Pure, untainted and wild. As was his father. And his grandfather before him. As is his son. If it was up to him he would lay waste to the entire KFI for what Keleru did. What they made you endure and suffer. He can not because he is King and he knows that not all of them are responsible. Andro is not so limited girl. He will make them pay for what they did because he knows his father can not. Every last one of them that went along with Keleru.”

“But Fedor and Eirene were a gift and not a curse as they wanted them to be!” For'mya protested. “They showed me that!”

Tina nodded. “Yes they sure were.” She said. “And Marty will love them just as strongly as he loves all his children. He’s already shown that. That does not change the fact that you are his woman. His Queen. You are one of six who rule his being and his soul and his heart. Aricia may be his Anome… but he would shatter worlds for all of you. Aricia knows that and she embraces that. Martin Leonidas would kill, maim, crush, and obliterate anyone who hurts or attempts to hurt any of you. It is in his blood and he will not deny his blood anymore. You saw that on Enurrua For'mya.”

“For'mya… you are just going to have to accept that you are wife and mate to one of the two most dangerous men in the entire universe.” Endith said with a bright smile. “A man who is driven by two things. His love for the six of you and your children… and the love of freedom for all.”

“Just go with it sister.” Tina said with a grin. “We got work to do.” She turned to her station as a soft chirping sound began to sound. “Engaging Shroud. We’re going in.”
TALISMAN 

PRALOR VECTOR-CLASS ATTACK CRUISER

SLEKON CLUSTER

THREE HOURS FROM ARTAAYA

“…Do not know how to repair the trust between us Teniri.” Delnash spoke as he looked up into her muzzle. He had come down to the landing bay where the VECTOR-Class Cruisers had been refitted to carry a small number of dragons. “Only that I wish too.”
Teniri lowered her head down even with Delnash and gazed at him for a long moment. She rested comfortably on the deck, the others spread around her, some of them nursing the bruises that they received from foolishly fighting two Talon Guardians.

[You are different Delnash.] She spoke softly.

Delnash couldn’t help but smile at that. [After what I have seen, how could I not be?] He said. [I have spoken twice with Martin since we left Onterom. Each time I speak with him I find myself liking the man more and more.]
[Do you doubt he is a Praetorian of your people?] Teniri asked.

Delnash shook his head instantly. [No. Not after what I saw.] He answered looking at her. [He is a different breed of Praetorian than what we have known in the past. More feral almost. He is more prone to follow the inbred instincts of his people… but so far I can not find fault his instincts. They are… they are driven by the pureness of the blood that flows within his veins.]

[A Talon Guardian of my kind can not be anything but pure Delnash my friend.] Teniri told him.

Delnash looked at her. [I did not know that Dragonkind had such things.] He told her. [I assume because of how you speak of it that this position is of some importance.]

Teniri chuckled with Mindvoice and shifted her front talons to a more restful position. [Talon Guardians date back to the very beginning of my kind.] She explained. [They command the most untainted and uncluttered links to their Etheric power. Those who can shape it to their will and use it. Very much like your Praetorians. They are the hand of the Dragon Council of Elders, but also the hand of justice. Their purpose is to safeguard our species from all threats. Even from those of our own kind. Their will was dominant in all things. My kind is not so very different from all species Delnash. We have our feuds and issues… though we are able to work through them far better than most.]
[These Talon Guardians were listened to by all?] Delnash asked.

Teniri nodded. [In order to be a Talon Guardian you must have accomplished something sacrosanct for our species as a whole. No one ever aspired to be a Talon Guardian… it just happened.] She answered. [The Elder Council would make the decision. To be honest I can only remember there ever being six Talon Guardians at once. That was before our kind became scattered across the stars by your people. Martin Leonidas and his son are also the first non-dragons to be named Talon Guardians. Never in the nearly five million years that our kind has existed have there ever been two like them.]

Delnash looked at her. [My people?] He gasped. [How… you never… you never told me this!]

Teniri’s wings fluttered slightly. A shrug for a dragon. [It was many thousands of years ago. Long before you were ever born. We did not build ships to take us to different places my friend. Our talons to not give us that ability.]

[Pralors did this?] He gasped.

[You were and are seeders of life Delnash.] Teniri answered him. [That has always been the calling of your people. And a noble calling it is. My kind looked on it as an adventure actually. We could always talk to you and we were able to choose what planets to go to. Talon Guardians were limited to our homeworld long ago for when we began to take to the stars with you it was deemed too revered a position to just hand out.]

[Arzoal appointed Martin and his son as Talon Guardians. The dragons they are bound to.] Delnash asked. [What did they do to obtain this position if it is so revered as you say?]

Teniri blinked. [I will only say that Arzoal showed me what it was that they did. It is not something that we speak of openly or with others. Please understand it is a sacred thing to my kind. What they endured… it was horrific in its definition. Their actions were… they were more than anything I have ever seen. Pure and without question. Trust in that.]
[Will I ever discover it?] Delnash asked. 

[If you allow your peoples to come together you will hear the whispers of their actions I am sure. But the four of them, Martin and Torma, his son Androcles and Torma’s daughter Elynth, they will never speak of it. To them… to them it is a nightmare they would rather not relive.] Teniri answered.

[Martin’s oldest son? Torma’s daughter? They are the other two then?] Delnash asked her.

Teniri nodded her massive head. [According to Arzoal… they are more tightly bound to each other in many ways than their fathers simply because they were bonded while Androcles’s mother still carried him in her womb.]

Delnash blinked several times. [He was… he was born aware?] Delnash gasped.
Teniri nodded her huge head as her eyes narrowed somewhat and she gazed at him with intensity. [You know of such a thing?]
Delnash nodded quickly. [There were… there were rumors that some of the Praetorians were born fully aware. It was never confirmed for Sumar shielded them viciously when he first formed them. It was said that this is what allowed them to have such a pure link to their Etheric abilities.]

[Murano?] Teniri asked him.

Delnash looked at her and nodded his head. [He was… he was always different.]

[Perhaps that is why Sumar valued him so much?] Teniri spoke. [Because he was like him?]

[You believe Sumar was born like this as well?] Delnash asked.

[I do not know for sure. Perhaps this would explain why he was so charismatic a leader and could inspire others to greatness.] Teniri said evenly. [From what Arzoal tells me that is what Martin and his son do on a daily basis without even truly knowing it.]

Delnash looked at her. [Even with my own people it seems.] He said.
Teniri chuckled softly. [Do not resent this fact Delnash. Kasdan and his brother have always been adventurous… Kasdan’s rather excitable nature aside. Your own daughters are drawn to this as well. Mari most of all.]

[Not Daron?] Delnash asked.

[Your son has never made an effort to communicate with me.] Teniri spoke. [I have not tried to speak with him out of respect for his wishes. I do not know why he is like this but he is who he is. Tied more closely with Lorendo than is healthy I think… but that is not for me to say.]

Delnash looked at her. [I will discover what it is that Lorendo is doing.] He told her with firmness in her voice. [Martin… he told me to share everything with you Teniri. Everything that I discover.]

Teniri shook her massive head slightly. [It only matters now because I wish to know what happened in our time apart. Now that Arzoal and the others… now that we have a link to them it fills all of us with great joy. We do not dwell on the past. We are together again and that is what matters.]

[So there are more of your kind out there somewhere?] Delnash asked.

Teniri fluttered her wings again. [It is possible. I do not know where they would be. That information was destroyed with your Science Convocation Headquarters and your homeworld by the Scourge.]

[I gave Martin the coordinates to the two planets in this quadrant that were home to settlements of his people.] Delnash said. [He told me he intends to visit them and discover what happened.]

[Do you fear what he may find?] Teniri asked.

Delnash shook his head. [No. The more… the more I think about what has happened… how Lorendo acted… the more I find myself wondering what else he has done in the name of Science. He was developing a bioweapon of some sort on Onterom and he tried to hide it.]

[This is not against the laws of your people Delnash.] Teniri said. [Not when held up against the Scourge.]

Delnash nodded. [No… I know it is not. No matter how repulsive that may be to me. He should have told me though. Told those of us on the Elder Council. The Lycavorian people with Martin have evolved far more than any of us ever imagined. Most of that may have had to do with what Sumar did, intermixing our kind with them, but they are not inferior to us any longer no matter how much Lorendo and others believe. That train of thought will not bring about anything useful. It never did and I see that more clearly now than ever before.]
[You must tread very carefully Delnash my friend.] Teniri told him. [Lorendo was willing to murder hundreds of your people to protect the secrets he has been keeping. He may very well be willing to come after you to keep his secrets.]
Delnash nodded his head. [That is what Martin told me as well.] He said. [I must act Teniri. I can not let him try to wrest power.]

[No… but you must also solidify your own position Delnash my friend. Before you begin to move against Lorendo.] Teniri told him.

Delnash nodded and looked at her. [You mean hold elections.] He said thoughtfully to himself. [Perhaps that is the place to start.]
[If you hold elections Delnash… it would give you the base of power you need to combat Lorendo and whatever he is trying to do.] Teniri told. [You have done some things that angered many through the decades, that is true, but no one denies your leadership has made it possible for them to get this far. Review the decisions you have made in the past… change them if need be… and become the first Chief Elder to be truly elected since Sumar himself.]

Delnash met her gaze. [You think it is as simple as that?] He asked.
Teniri gave him what would amount to a large smile as she bared her tooth filled maw. [What goals may seem the hardest to accomplish, may well have the easiest path to achieve.] She told him.

 Delnash thought he saw a twinkle in her brightly colored eyes and he smiled for the first time in several days. [Maybe you are right.] He said.
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Yuriko lowered her macrobinos and cursed softly under her breath. “Just couldn’t catch a break could we?” She muttered. “I got twenty plus from the north. Still ten kilometers away though.” She spoke turning her head to the side.

Kalis lowered his binos and nodded. He laid beside Koguth to Yuriko’s right on the ridge. “I counted thirty from the west. Same distance. They must have split apart when they dropped below the sensor threshold.”


“Ok… two ships for sure.” Yuriko said. She shifted on the ground and looked at Kalis and Koguth. They rested on the ridge just above the entrance to their cave. The interior of the cave had a winding path that rose some two hundred meters up and ended in the natural ventilation tunnel. Yuriko’s people had built a metal ladder into the wall of the tunnel so they could use it for observation. Upon exiting the tunnel the ridge they were on was roughly fifty meters square and had a panoramic of the surrounding territory. “Roughly fifty on the ground.”


“They appear to be carrying some sort of hand weapons.” Koguth spoke now. “Light rifle of a design I have not seen. Though considering where we are that shouldn’t be surprising.” He lowered his binos and turned his head. “These creatures can use weapons?”


Yuriko nodded. “Those my father and others encountered on Twelve Alpha were using a sort of primitive firearm. Projectile based. The others they have encountered are equipped with more modern weapons.”


Kalis shifted slightly. “I thought you said they were primitive?”


Yuriko shook her head. “I said they appear primitive.” She answered. “Their cognitive abilities indicate otherwise.”


“You said they absorb others into their ranks?” Koguth asked. “Change them. Perhaps those they change are keeping at least some portion of their former selves.”


Yuriko nodded. “That is what my mother and others believe.” She said. “Otherwise they would not be able to operate the ships.”


“How many of these Pralors have these creatures captured and taken?” Kalis asked.


“That we don’t know.” Yuriko answered. “But I could hazard a guess and say a lot. They obviously have the ability to adapt and after what happened on Onterom, what my father found, we know they can reproduce.”


“They are like a parasite.” Koguth spoke. “Infecting others. Changing them.”


Their eyes shifted as another body began to climb out of the tunnel and Kalis quickly moved forward to assist Serale as she rose into view. He saw Nedoli and Ceale beneath her and helped her fully out of the tunnel and settled back onto the ground where she quickly settled between his legs. Yuriko waited for Ceale to exit the tunnel and then Nedoli and they moved to the side settling to the ground, Ceale almost instinctively leaning up against the large Kavalian.


“They have landed troops?” Nedoli asked.


Yuriko nodded. “About fifty that we can see from here.” She replied.


“Princess… you said your father and others have encountered them before?” Ceale asked.


Yuriko nodded again. “A few times… yes. Nasty buggers is what they are. Svorag is their official designation. We found that information out from the Pralor database at the abandoned Science station on Onterom.” She watched as Kalis handed Serale his binos and she shifted to view where he pointed out over the horizon. “They are the result of some sort of experiment gone bad.”


“Experiment?” Ceale asked. “You mean genetics?”


“That’s my take on everything I have read.” Yuriko answered. “You don’t want to get taken by these things. My mother’s findings indicate once they infect you, it is only a matter of hours before you start to change. If they are able to infect you multiple times, it can be quicker.”

“Multiple times?” Nedoli asked puzzled. “Does it matter once you are infected?”


Ceale rested her hand atop his and shook her head. “I know what she means Nedoli.” She said softly turning back to Yuri. “They force themselves on their victims then?”


Yuriko nodded. “It’s not pleasant.”


“They don’t seem primitive.” Serale spoke with the binos to her eyes. “Bipedal in nature, almost reptilian. Some sort of lightly armored outer layer of skin. They are moving as if they know what they are doing.” She lowered the binos and turned back to the others.


“The consensus is that they retain a large portion of their former selves. At least those pertaining to skill sets.” Yuriko said nodding. “Possibly even more than we know or have seen so far. My mother believes there is a chemical compound within their bodies that destroys the cognitive memories of who they were before, leaving only the Svorag part of their minds.”


Ceale looked at her. “That… that is a very sophisticated and deliberate act Princess.” She said. “Designing a virus of this nature is not something done for the good of others.”


“I don’t think the good of others was ever the intent with this thing.” Yuriko stated evenly. “I don’t know much about the medical field aside from treating battle field wounds, but I’d say this thing was made for only one purpose.”

Ceale nodded her head. “I would agree with you.” She replied.


“Genetic mutation the likes of which you say Queen Anja describes is immoral!” Serale hissed softly. “It is why the Union banned any sort of biogenic warfare research. Anything having to do with genetics.”

Yuriko nodded. “I don’t disagree Serale. I haven’t met any of the Pralor people as my father and mothers have, but based on their field reports, I don’t believe all of them agree with this kind of work.” She said. “Then again… we don’t know the nature in which this virus was designed.”

Ceale shook her head, the doctor in her coming out. “This was designed for death… nothing more.” She stated simply.


“Lady Ceale I don’t…” Yuriko began to reply but Koguth’s voice cut her off.


“We may have a problem.” He stated simply. He was lying on his front again and using the binos to watch the terrain.


Kalis quickly took his binos from Serale. “General?” He asked as he settled to the ground.


“I believe they just found our ships.” Koguth spoke with disgust in his voice and Yuriko joined them on the ground.


“Vith!” Yuriko hissed angrily under her breath.


“They’re not attempting to enter them.” Kalis stated as he brought the image into more focus and zoomed.

Koguth nodded. “It appears Mata’s idea to leave the ramps up was very justified.” He said. “Excellent call.”


“They can’t enter them?” Yuriko asked.


Kalis shook his head. “Mata locked them both with an encryption algorithm that only we have.” He said. “We were going to leave the ramps down.” He said sheepishly.


“Well at least we won’t give them two new ships.” Yuriko said. “But now they know there are others here. Not so good.”


“They are splitting up.” Koguth said suddenly. “Half a dozen moving around the ridge and another dozen following almost our exact path towards our current location. It almost seems like they…”


Kalis lowered his binos and looked at Yuriko. “Like they can follow our scents.”


“Kalis are you sure?” Yuriko asked.


“There is no way they could have picked up a trail.” Kalis told her. “We obliterated any sign we came in this direction. It is what we are trained to do. They would not know we moved in this direction unless… unless they could smell us.”


“Sibfla… that isn’t good.” Yuriko swore again. “We need to…”


“Princess!” The voice in her ear implant hissed out and Yuriko froze as she held up her hand.

“Go!” Yuriko snapped.


“Princess… the King’s ship just entered the system! They are less than an hour away!” The man reported to her.


Yuriko’s face beamed as she looked at Kalis. “This day just got a whole lot brighter.” She said. “Father’s ship just entered the system! He’ll be here in less than an hour!”

Kalis’s face changed slightly and Yuriko saw the sudden inkling of fear in his eyes. She reached out and squeezed his arm. “You have nothing to worry about. None of you do. Now… everyone back down into the cave! Now! They may get here before father does and we need to be prepared. And I want to talk to him!”
EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


Sadi Leonidas knew something was different about Andro when he spirited her away after all of them had dinner. She didn’t understand why Ne'Veha and Sehri went off on their own with Lu'ria and Carisia not far behind. At least until they came here.

Sadi barely noticed the large blanket on the sand near the ocean’s edge, or the chilled bucket that held a bottle of Spartan Wine and two glistening glasses. She had no time to notice them as Andro’s first kiss had sent her spiraling into orbit. His kisses were always so intense and passionate, but he hadn’t kissed her like this since the night they had become Anomes, and her hormones reacted with giddiness. His unshielded aura wrapped around her tightly and her female wolf senses screamed out in delight as she basked in the passion and want that his aura held for her. His powerful arms drew her to him and Sadi knew he would control this night. As his kiss savaged her pleasure receptors, his nimble hands quickly discarded their clothes and two minutes after they had arrived here under the near full moon, Sadi Leonidas was screaming out her unabashed rapture as he pulled her into his lap and his entire twelve and a quarter inches of magnificent manhood speared her in a single powerful thrust. She exploded in an astounding orgasm at the pinnacle of that thrust, her head flying back, her fangs now fully extended as she wailed wantonly into the warm night air.


His large hands gripped her firm ass in his grasp and he held her down tightly, impaled upon him as she shuddered almost violently in release, her fingers digging into the skin of his shoulders. Her long blond hair, now nearly cascading to the middle of her back and shiny with health, whipped back and forth in delight as she let herself be carried on that tidal wave of pleasure. Andro always made love to them with deep passion and craving, but his aura burned so much brighter this night and Sadi could feel it smoldering just for her. This caused her own powerful female aura to react with equal passion and she pulsed him with everything of her essence, surrendering to his craving for her and embracing it utterly. His lips descended to her firm breasts, jutting proudly out from her chest, her nipples burning points of need and she whimpered loudly as he suckled them into his mouth. Sadi had never felt him so hot within her, his manhood like searing steel, buried so deeply inside her as he was. She could feel every pulse of the veins on his cock, every quiver and it was making her insane with enthusiasm for what he had started. She brought her head up quickly, her jungle green eyes changed now, her dual fangs extended and she looked at his face. She gasped at the near glow of his azure orbs and felt them gaze upon her with a hunger she had never seen in them before.


“Oh… oh carians Andro!” She gasped.


Sadi had no time to react and her eyes grew wide when he flexed his huge manhood within her and the pleasure smashed through her once more, even before her first orgasm had receded. She fell back in orgasmic devastation, his hands lowering her slowly to the blanket beneath them as she twisted in mind numbing pleasure, her heels digging into the muscles of his powerful ass, holding him in place instinctively. The fingers of his aura touched her everywhere it seemed, igniting fires within her body that she had never experienced. They had been Anomes for little more than a year now, the happiest time of her young life no matter the horrific events they had experienced as a family. As her orgasm shattered her senses, Sadi’s mind went back to the first moment she had seen those azure eyes. The first time that they had gazed on her when he was only nine months old. The first time she had smelled his lavender and pines scent. It was in that moment, in the deepest recesses of her mind, that Sadi knew she had found her future. Andro had told her on several occasions in the last year that she was the center of his universe. Sadi knew he loved all of them, would do anything for them as Sehri had told her this morning. Until this very moment in however, Sadi had not known how accurate Sehri had been. Andro was like the core of a sun and she was his essence. No matter what happened, no matter who shared their lives, she would always have command of his soul. His Etheric resonance touched her in that moment, all of his shields coming down and Sadi gasped, her eyes wide in blissful agony, as he allowed her to see everything that he was. He held nothing back from her now. He shared with her every memory that was his. All his hopes for the future. Their future. As she erupted in another cataclysmic orgasm the tears came to her eyes. 

Tears of incontrovertible happiness. 

Tears of unassailable love. 

Tears of a bond so indisputably theirs.

As her body quaked in will crushing pleasure his strong hands pulled her up again. Sadi wrapped her arms around his head and kissed him with a zealous fury unlike anything she had ever known. Her breasts flattened against his iron hard chest and she could almost feel the sizzling heat of the Talon Guard brand in his skin as it touched her own. Sadi’s bright eyes grew even wider as she felt his massive cock swell larger within her and she tore her lips from his and screamed into the night sky beside his head as his explosion sent her reeling over the edge of the abyss a third time. As his blazing hot passion spilled into her forcefully in six potent eruptions, his powerful arms crushed her to him and he buried his face into the crook of her neck and shoulder.

Sadi knew they were not done yet, as his manhood remained rock hard inside her. She lifted her teary eyes to the stars and silently thanked whatever gods were out there for bringing this man to her. She thanked them for the other women in her life and the love she shared with them but most of all she thanked them for Andro. 

That he belonged to her utterly… and she to him.

That nothing in this universe would ever take them away for each other.

Not even death.


Sadi stared up into his face as she leaned back against his bare chest sitting between his legs. She held the glass of wine in her right hand and watched as he chewed a piece of cheese. How he had brought these things out here and no one knew was beyond her but it was not something she was going to question. Four hours of blissful love making until their bodies could not continue and now they sat enjoying the cooler breeze of the late evening across their naked flesh and drank the wine he had brought. Sadi chuckled softy when he swallowed and tossed another piece of cheese into his mouth. His azure eyes turned to look at her and he grinned sheepishly.

“Sorry.” He told her softly. “Didn’t eat today.”


Sadi reached up and let the back of her fingernails drag along the underside of his jaw and the hollow of his throat. “Do you know how much I love you Androcles Leonidas?” She asked softly.


Andro smiled at her. “I would hope quite a bit.” He told her. “Or I’m doing something very wrong.”


Sadi smiled brightly and pushed back against him tighter without breaking eye contact with him. “No Andro my love… you are not doing anything wrong. That I can assure you with complete confidence.” She answered dreamily. 


Andro looked at her intently and set his wine aside, drawing her tighter to him with his arms. “What are you thinking KertaGai?” He asked softly as he nuzzled her ear.


“I’m thinking that the gods have blessed me with you.” Sadi said softly. “They blessed me with SirsanGai, with Carisia and Lu'ria and Caliria and now Sehri. But mostly they blessed me by bringing me into your life.”

“I would argue that I am the one who has been blessed.” Andro said keeping his face next to her cheek.


“Argue all you wish.” Sadi told him. “I know the truth.” She looked into his eyes. “The very universe could come to an end tomorrow Andro and as long as I was in your arms I would not care.”


“I will try my best to insure that never happens.” He said. “I like the way you smell too much.”


Sadi chuckled. “Pervert.” She hissed gently. After a moment she ran a finger along the Talon Guardian brand and felt the warmth from the brand against her finger. “Why didn’t the others come here tonight?”

Andro reached up and trace the edges of the Dragon Heart pendant she wore as it rested between the valley of her breasts. It was much smaller than what he had given to her so long ago, but only because they had merged them back together in order to be split among all of them. Sehri’s pendant was recently finished and she now wore it proudly as they all did. A sign of their love and devotion to each other. A heart that would never die.

“Tonight all I wanted was my Anome.” He said softly. “I have neglected her for too long you know.”

“That’s not true my love.” Sadi said quickly.


“Yes it is.” Andro continued. “Carisia and Ne'Veha are the ones who told me so. Hit me in the head is more like it.” He finished with a smile. “Everything has been happening so fast… Sehri finally coming together with us. I needed time with just you KertaGai. To focus and re-center myself. Only you can do that for me. Only your scent and your mind.”


Sadi smiled. “Well… there are benefits for me too.” She said happily. 


Andro nuzzled her cheek and ear and grinned. “We will be leaving soon.” He said as he drew her tighter and Sadi reveled in the feeling of his powerful arms around her.

“Leaving?” She asked looking into his face.


Andro nodded his head. “Events are growing larger and more complex where my father and mothers are. That is part of the reason why he is throwing all our weight into supporting Pian and the others. He believes Keleru is not as powerful as he projects and with our support they will be able to wrest control from him.”


“And your uncle?” Sadi asked.


Andro picked up his glass and sipped his wine. “One way or the other my father will end him this time.” He said gently. “He will pay for what he has done.”


“What does he want?” Sadi asked.


“As soon as we get things rolling with Pian and the others… we’ll be leaving.” Andro told her. “Tenna Deia knows and is already working on certain aspects to insure things run smoothly while we are gone. With Narice and Arrarn guiding the High Coven and Cha'talla and the Immortals to protect them, they will be able to handle everything. Once Pian begins to act against Keleru, he will have to direct all attention towards him or risk losing his hold on the KFI and he knows it.” Andro finished his wine and set the glass down. “We’ll be taking SPARTA'S WRATH and other assets and leaving for Vanari space by the end of the week. We’ll make the political merger of the Union and Protectorate official and settle things with the Vanari one way or the other. We’ll reclaim Caliria and then move to my father’s location.”

“How do you know all this Andro?” Sadi asked. “You’ve used the QCR more than you have let on haven’t you?”


Andro nodded. “You know my father KertaGai.” He said with a smile. “He is always thinking four and five moves ahead. He wants us to rendezvous with him in six weeks time. He estimates that is how long it will take him to deal with my uncle and search the two planets that were home to our people.”


Sadi looked at him with wide eyes. “Our people!” She gasped. “More Lycavorians?”


Andro nodded. “He is concerned because the Pralors stopped monitoring their progress and no one has heard from them in centuries. These Svorag creatures are a menace and they are larger and smarter than everyone first thought. He fears… he fears they may be the reason our people have not been heard from.”


“Why six weeks?” Sadi asked.


Andro shrugged. “I don’t know why he gave me that time table. He wouldn’t tell me. I think he believes something is going to happen to warrant our presence there and I think he wants me to find out as much as we can about this Rothryn Etheric Academy and this Circle of Shamans.”


Sadi turned her head. “Then you feel as I do after what Sehri has told us?”


Andro nodded. “Something is not right about this woman Shaman Master Harira. I do not trust her or her intentions.”


Sadi nodded. “She smells… off. And she was adamantly opposed to Sehri becoming our mate and lover.” She commented.


“If what Sehri says is true, the Rothryn are oppressing Etheric users in this Academy that they have.” Andro said nodding his head. “I sensed several hints from talking with Sehri’s mother… and I believe they are trying to harness the physical manifestation of Etheric power by force.”

Sadi met his eyes. “You think they are trying to control those who might be able to do what you can do?” She asked.


Andro shook his head. “Not what I can do… none of the Rothryn people were present on Lycavore when grandfather Sumar landed. The Paladin Gene would not be present in them. But if they can control what those like Sehri and you and Ne'Veha and even Zarah can do. Harness a small portion of their Etheric power and convert it to augment already established abilities…”


“Then they could conceivably control all Etheric users.” Sadi said. “Make them do what a few of those in power demand.”

Andro nodded his head. “I don’t believe Sehri’s father is part of it. They would not have given her to this Circle if they were. But I do believe that Harira is not what she seems to be. And I believe elements in her father’s own government are working against him and towards this very goal. I trust Denali and that is what he senses is happening.”


“All of us are going Andro?” Sadi asked. “You can’t…”

Andro sniffed the air and his eyes lifted as he smiled. “Yes…” He projected his voice. “All of us are going!”


Sadi grinned and looked around as she smelled them now as well. “Stop trying to hide in the darkness.” She called out.


Andro turned when he saw first Ne'Veha and then Carisia leading Lu'ria and Sehri out of the darkness behind them. None of them had much on in the way of clothing and he instantly held out his hand for them reaching out with his aura to envelope all of them. The four of them quickened their pace and moved up to them. Ne'Veha settled easily between Sadi’s legs, Sehri between her legs. Lu'ria settled elegantly beside Andro on his left, his arm curling around her slim waist and pulling her tight and he shared a sizzling kiss with Carisia as she sat down on his right. He turned and kissed Lu'ria with equal heat and then leaned forward to nuzzle Ne'Veha’s elven ear and the back of Sehri’s head. Carisia pressed close to him, the thin robe covering her petite body moving aside as their skin touched. His arm curled around her waist and pulled her tighter just as he did with Lu'ria.

“I’m not leaving anyone behind.” He said finally. “We all go together.”


“First thing we do is reclaim our Inamarno.” Carisia said.


Andro nodded. “Yes.” He spoke firmly. “Then we officially recognize the merger of the Protectorate and Union and then we end the risk the Eridiani present to the Vanari. I understand Denali has made great strides working with both Coren Re Mydala and your father Sehri. It should only be a matter of acting on what they have done when we arrive.”


Sehri turned her head slightly and looked at him. “You don’t trust Shaman Master Harira do you Andro?” She asked.


Andro shook her head. “No. I don’t think any of us do. Even you Sehri.” He answered her. “And after speaking with your mother… I don’t believe she does fully either. Shaman Master Harira’s actions since you joined us have not been very convincing. She has opposed you being with us from the start. She has demanded your mother reign you in somehow. It’s like she wants to control what you do and that does not relate with how you have told me the leader of this Circle of Shamans acts.”


“It doesn’t… I know!” Sehri said. “But I trust… I trust Cleric Mother Ilossa Andro. She has always watched out for me. Always.”

“Then we will meet this Cleric Mother when we get to the Beta Quadrant.” Andro told her. “We trust in what you know Sehri my love… don’t ever doubt that, but even you believe that the Rothryn Etheric Academy is persecuting Etheric users in horrible ways. Using them for their own means. We have all seen it in your mind.”


“I do not wish to end up within the walls of that place.” Sehri spoke softly as she gently shuddered in a combination of fear and revulsion.


“You will not Sehri!” Ne'Veha exclaimed. “We would never let anyone take you from us now! No one!”


Carisia and Lu'ria extended out separate hands and placed them on her shoulders as Ne'Veha drew her closer. “SirsanGai is right Sehri our love.” Lu'ria spoke. “And I would be remiss in my duties as Mistress to you if I allowed this. You belong to us now. And we to you. Nothing will ever change that.”


Sehri turned her head quickly and looked at Andro. “You can not hurt him Andro!” She said quickly. “The one my father promised me too. He is a pompous fool yes… but he is not a dangerous fool!”


Andro looked at her wide eyed. “Sehri you wound me!” He said in mock exasperation. “I would never do such a thing!”


“Liar!” Sehri hissed but with an adoring smile and playfulness in her voice.


Sadi chuckled and reached out for Sehri’s hand. “Our husband and mate is a Spartan Sehri our love. He will only do what is necessary to insure that no man foolishly ignores that you are mated to him now. To us. And if Andro is not present… one of us will.”


Andro smiled. “Ah… the scorned woman.” He said. “That would be a show worth paying to watch!”


Carisia slapped his shoulder. “Androcles!” She exclaimed. “That is not funny!”


“Watching one of you beat the sibfla out of some male who made unwanted advances?” Andro said. “Hell yes that would be fun to watch!”


“We will show you fun!” Carisia rasped as she shoved him back down on the blanket. “Who gets him first KertaGai?” She asked as Andro folded his hands behind his head with a smile.


Sadi grinned. “Who said anyone has to be first.” She stated. “I think we can drive him suitably insane with five sets of lips and tongues.”


Carisia turned back to Andro and saw his grin fade. “I think we can.” She stated in a husky voice and a lustful glint in her maya blue eyes.


“Wait a minute!” Andro said. “Five against one is not fair odds!”


“Who said anything about fair Saradasaar?” Lu'ria spoke with a seductive tone in her voice as well. She lowered her head to his face as he was about to protest again and covered his lips with hers while Carisia extended her vampiric fangs and began to nibble on the skin of his neck and shoulder while bathing him flesh with her tongue.


All of them heard him moan as Sadi and the others shifted around and then three warm tongues were bathing another part of his body. Which quickly rose to the occasion. A few minutes later, Carisia’s soft wail of delight filtered into the night air and ocean breeze, followed quickly by four other voices as their pleasure began. It would continue into the early morning hours until the Durcunusaan Duty Officer found them curled up on the sand sleeping soundly under the rising sun.
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“…seven minutes out.” Martin told her from the holoimage. “Have you been discovered yet arande?”


Yuriko shook her head quickly. “No… but they have landed at least two shuttles and they have found Kalis’s two ships and they seem to be moving in our direction. Kalis believes they are following their scents father.”


Yuriko saw Martin shake his head slowly. “Damn! That would only be a confirmation of what I feared.” He said.


“That they are retaining at least some portion of the original host?” Yuriko asked.


Martin nodded his head this time. “Yes… that is what your mother and Duewa believe. It would also reinforce my conviction that they have taken quite a few Lycavorians through the years out here. More than that fat fuck Lorendo will admit. It’s part of the reason they are so hard to kill.”


“Our position is very defensible father.” Yuriko told him. “Only two ways in or out. And they would have to get inside to get to the second entrance.”


“They are armed?” Martin asked.


Kalis took a deep breath and stepped away from where he had been standing beside Serale out of the cone of the transmission. He moved up next to Yuriko and saw his uncle’s dark eyes shift to him instantly. “We suspect light weapons Uncle.” He spoke in a hesitant voice. “They… they appear to be older, projectile type weapons.”


Kalis remember vividly the last time those eyes had fallen on him and it sent shudders through his entire being knowing how very close to death he had come that day. It seemed like an eternity ago, but he remembered it as if it had happened yesterday. This time however, this time he saw something quite different as he watched his uncle shift his position within the transmission and seem to move closer. Those dark eyes bore into him as if they were looking past his skin and body armor and peering into the depths of his soul searching. Kalis stood there under that gaze, never taking his eyes off his uncle. Not meeting that intense gaze would have been the clearest sign to his uncle that Kalis had not changed who he was in his heart. Kalis had changed… in so many ways… and he was intent on making sure that his uncle knew that. Only his uncle could show him and teach him what he wanted to know about the part of his blood he was still discovering. The history and culture that he had embraced utterly and wanted to know so much more about.

“Kalis.” Martin finally spoke in an even voice. A voice quite unlike what he had heard on that day. This voice was filled with warmth and caring and happiness. Kalis saw the smile on Martin’s face grow a little wider as he spoke. “You are looking well boy.”


A small smile cracked Kalis’s face now and he bowed his head slightly. “I am… even given our situation Uncle… I am…”


Martin sensed his apprehension and nodded. “We will talk Mandri.” He said. “We will talk soon enough. Your mission?”


Kalis nodded his head in agreement. “Completed Uncle. Just as you directed.” He said. 

Yuriko looked back and forth between them confused as did everyone else. “Mission?” She asked finally.

“It’s not important arande.” Martin said looking back to Kalis. “I am truly happy to see you Mandri. Truly happy.”

“Not more than I for reaching beyond what I knew and grasping for what you showed me I could have Uncle.” Kalis told him before turning quickly and reaching for Serale. She allowed him to pull her close against him and into the cone of the transmission where she gripped his arm tightly with one hand and rested the other on his broad chest, her beautiful face beaming in emotion. Serale had never met a member of the royal family and standing before the King of the Lycavorian Union right now was just as equally scary for her as it was for Kalis. 

Kalis turned to look at Martin. “Uncle… this is Serale. She is…” Kalis took another breath t calm his breathing. “I know this is not the time Uncle but I wish to claim her as a Spartan Uncle. I wish to make her mine.”

Martin’s eyes shifted to Serale and he could see right away part of the reason that Kalis had reached for something more. “Greetings Serale.” He said pleasantly.

Serale smiled brilliantly. “Milord… Milord King Leonidas.” She stammered.

Yuriko chuckled as her father shook his head sadly. She looked at Serale who had a horrified expression on her face as if she had done something wrong. Yuriko she reached out and squeezed her arm. “You will come to find out my father hates when people call him that Serale.” She told her. “We… our family does not stand on titles very much. Only when truly necessary. To be honest… we hate them.”

“We will be seeing each other face to face very soon.” Martin said with a smile. “We will talk more then.” He turned to Yuriko. “Post security but do not expose your position arande. Stay hidden for as long as possible but try and determine what they are doing.”
“We have an overwatch above the cavern father. One of my men is keeping tabs on them.” Yuriko answered.

“Your mother and Endith will drop us on the backside of the mountain and we’ll come over the top.” Martin said. “If you are discovered, insure you defend the entrance as long as possible. Then pull back.”

Yuriko laughed softly. “I have done this before father.” She said.

Martin rolled his eyes. “Yeah. Yeah.” He snickered. “I’m your father and I’m allowed to worry. Mandri… Yuriko tells me you have Kavalians with you that are politically aligned with Pian’Nrurani?”

Kalis nodded his head and motioned for Koguth to come forward. “Yes Uncle. General Koguth'Juturi. He commanded the ship we crashed into my father’s in order to cover our escape.”

Martin looked at the Kavalian in the transmission and nodded his head. He could see the same angular features on him even under his fur that he recognized in Iama’s beauty. “General.” Martin said.

“King Leonidas.” Koguth spoke confidently. “I… the Juturi Pride follows its own path King Leonidas. We follow the path that Pian’Nrurani has begun. We have had to remain hidden and…”

Martin held up his hand stopping his words. “You do not need to convince me.” He said. “If my daughter and Kalis trust you… then I will trust in them. And I trust Pian and Jalersi. I owe them a debt I can never repay.”

Koguth nodded at this obvious show of acceptance and pressed forward. “Sire… my… my daughter Iama. The Princess tells me my daughter is among you and your people.”

Martin nodded. “Yes she is.” He answered. 

“She is… she is well then?” Koguth asked as Mani came up beside him, her tail curling around his waist as she pressed against him.

Martin nodded his head as he took in this obvious display of affection from the female who stood beside Koguth and the subtle way his arm shifted slightly to draw her closer to him. “Yes… she is doing very well. I believe many of us would have starved if not for her almost magical ability with food.” He said with a smile. “You have a strong willed, beautiful daughter General.” He said.

“Three minutes Marty!” The voice spoke from near Martin.

Martin nodded. “Arande… we’ll be there shortly. Be ready. Your mother and Endy are going to blow that frigate out of the stars and then we are going to get gone. I ain’t going to jack around with these Svorag Fuglies.”

Yuriko nodded. “We’ll be ready father.” Yuriko turned to Kalis as the transmission faded and she saw the questions in his eyes. “What?”

“Fu…Fuglies?” Kalis asked.

Yuriko chuckled. “Fucking uglies.” She translated for him. “Father and Uncle Danny can be very creative when it comes to naming things.”

Koguth grunted as he squeezed Mani with his arm around her waist. “No doubt they are equally creative at killing their enemies.”

Yuriko grinned. “Oh that goes without saying.” She stated.

STRIKER ONE ALPHA
KING LEONIDAS’S PERSONAL STRIKER
 



“…one million meters.” Tina spoke softly. “Still no sign they have detected us and the sensors are clean for the rest of the system.”

“Passive array is showing no shields active.” For'mya spoke her eyes glued to the screen between her and Endith. She glanced up. “Could they not know how to operate some of the ship’s systems?”


“They couldn’t learn to fly that thing without knowing how to use the shields and weapons!” Tina commented. “Could they? I mean… Murano said they have lost ships through the years.”


“He didn’t know how many though.” Endith added. “Or if the entire crews were lost.”


“Considering what Anja has told us, we have to assume the crews were taken. Those that weren’t killed.” For'mya said. “The virus acts too quickly for them to escape if they survived the Svorag boarding their ship.”

“It doesn’t matter.” Endith said. “Boss said to blow this thing to sibfla. Let’s kill it and get back to the planet!”

For'mya nodded her head. “She is right.” For'mya said. “These are not things I wish to try and discover right now. They have taken control of the ship be it Pralor or not.”


“Works for me.” Tina echoed. Her hands began to fly across her Engineer’s panel. “I am deploying missile pods. Spooling up ZMF warheads. Chain turret is hot!”


Endith looked at For'mya. “How many do you think?” She asked.


“Murano said to target just below the ventral rib spans.” For'mya said. “It is the weakest structural point of the ship, especially with no shields up.” Her own hands were busy working the controls that were arrayed in front of her and to her right. “Targeting four ZMF missiles.”


Endith smiled. “Better safe than sorry.” She chortled.


“Approach from the stern Endy.” For'mya said. “We’ll lower the Shroud at five hundred thousand meters and fire.” 


“Main power at your command lover.” Tina told her. “Try not to flip our stomachs too much baby.”


Endith smiled as she adjusted their course and speed. “Moving to five hundred thousand meters.” She said.

The STRIKER DT Mark II responded smoothly and with restrained power. The engineers had purposefully designed the ship to be overpowered in order to give every advantage possible to the pilots and dragons that would basically call the ships home. In the hands of pilots such as Endith and For'mya, the ships were capable of fighter like maneuvers due to their advanced engines.


“Still nothing.” Tina spoke as her eyes remained centered on her screens. “No sign that they know we are out here.”


“Doesn’t matter now.” For'mya replied. “Endith is right. Let us just kill them and get back to the surface.”


“Your wolf teeth are showing For'mya.” Tina said with some humor.


For'mya chuckled. “I have become more feral haven’t I?” She commented.


“No! What makes you say that?” Endith chuckled without looking at her. “You haven’t taken on the Boss’s more brutally laconic nature when dealing with our enemies. No way.”


For'mya and Tina laughed now as well and For'mya shook her head. “Thank you Endy.” For'mya said.


“Stand by. Coming up on five hundred thousand meters!” Endy called out.


“ZMF missiles ready! Syncing target coordinates and feeding them to onboard missile systems!” Tina spoke.


“In range!” For'mya barked. “Deploy missile pods!”


“Pods extended!” Tina hissed a moment later.


“Shroud coming down!” For'mya continued. “Endith! Fire at will!”


Endith mashed down with her right thumb on her side stick manual flight control module. It had dropped into place the moment they armed their weapons and while it could be used to fly the ship it was mainly used as the primary firing platform.


“Missiles away!” Endith announced.

RONAR CLASS PRALOR FRIGATE 


The oldest class of current Pralor ships, the RONAR-Class Frigate was the first to be designed and built at the shipyards on Artaaya and it was still a workhorse and capable ship in the hands of experienced captains and crews. 
The Svorag who occupied this ship were neither experienced nor capable. 
While most of this ship’s crew and been overwhelmed and changed, they retained only the basic memories of those they had once been. The higher brain functions that would have enabled them to crew this ship properly were just not there anymore. They had operated for six years now without using the main shields and only twice had they used the ship’s advanced weapons. They had yet to encounter anyone within this quadrant of space willing to remain and fight them considering what they were capable of. There were several dozen different species within this quadrant that Martin and his people had not yet been introduced to. Some of them were violent and unpredictable, others peaceful in nature. None of them, no matter their culture wanted to risk an engagement with the Svorag that might end up costing them hundreds of their own people and equipment. None of them would dare remain to fight a stolen Pralor ship and its advanced weapons and engines that was filled with the Svorag. 
Thus it was that when For'mya lowered the Shrouds of STRIKER ONE ALPHA only five hundred thousand meters away; the Svorag crew was unprepared and unsure of what to do. 


They died in this very same fashion.


Nearly one thousand seven hundred Svorag would never know what caused their demise. The powerful ZMF missiles, already approved by Avi as a weapon that would work against even shielded Pralor ships, struck the unshielded hull of the RONAR about halfway along the underbelly of the ship directly over the main engineering construction seam. The force of the initial explosions caused the ship’s hull to snap and break completely open under such horrific force, venting a full third of the ship to the cold of space instantly. As the zero matter reaction from the four missiles reached it’s apex, the remainder of the ship simply glowed bright for a split second and then blew apart into millions of tiny fragments. Three pairs of eyes were the only witnesses to their deaths, and those eyes looked on with complete indifference. In their opinion the Svorag had chosen their side.

Te wrong one.

STRIKER ONE ALPHA


“Holy shit!” Tina exclaimed as she watched on her screens. “It’s gone! We must have hit something really big!”


“Fuck them!” Endith snarled from her seat. “They started this dance not us.”


For'mya nodded her head. “Indeed. Scan for any lifesigns Tina. One sweep. Once that is complete we are returning to the surface. A frigate of this type carries two of the Long Range Phased Quantum Transports similar to Shiria’s ship. It also carries sixteen of what Murano called the TREFANO-Class Troop Transport. Yuriko reported only two ships came to the surface that they could tell.”


“How many can troops can the transports carry?” Endith asked.


For'mya met her eyes. “More than I care Martin and the others face.” She replied.


Tina turned her head and looked at For'mya. “You want to save any survivors?” She gasped.


For'mya’s dark eyes met her blue orbs. “Nubou lae!” For'mya exclaimed. “I want to make sure they are all dead.” She replied firmly.


“Starting sweep.” Tina echoed with a chuckle. “No one survived that though.” She said. “No one.”

AT459

Kalis clutched the 190A4 tightly as his eyes watched the dozen Svorag come to a halt at the bottom of the trail that would lead up to the entrance of the cave. Perhaps fifty meters separated them, with the Svorag being slightly downhill from the nearly overgrown path up to the cave entrance. His eyes immediately focused on the Svorag in front of the others. He appeared to be the leader and he was also making the same motions as he himself did when he was learning to truly use his sense of smell only weeks ago.

[Yuriko?] Kalis reached out within the shielded connection for they did not yet know if the Svorag retained the Pralor ability to Mindvoice. [The one in front of the column. I was right. He is tracking us using our scents.]


[Kalis are you sure?] Yuriko asked. [How do you know?]

[He is making the same motions as I did when I first began to use my sense of smell as Uncle Martin and Androcles taught me in my lessons on the P1.] Kalis answered. [Watch his head. See how it twitches and moves from side to side ever so slightly?]


Yuriko trained her macrobinos down on the trail from her position on the small plateau above the cave entrance and enhanced the Svorag in the front of the column. She watched for several seconds and saw exactly what Kalis had described to her. Since she was a vampire, these tiny nuances were not something she took into account, but she was intelligent enough to trust in Kalis’s judgment.


[Nice catch cousin.] Yuriko answered. [Why did they stop though? If he is tracking you by scent… it should have led him right up to the entrance.]

[No. Look at where the trails meet. Those beds of pinkish flowers. They are very fragrant and he can not filter through the mix of scents so easily I am guessing.] Kalis answered.


Above Kalis and lying on her stomach, Yuriko watched the Svorag intently. Kalis was right, the Svorag seemed to be slightly confused as he kept turning his head from side to side and trying to see something.


“Sibfla!” The Durcunusaan who laid to her right hissed softly. “Yuriko… two o’clock! Two more groups of Svorag coming from the east. They are spread out moving through the trees but I count at least thirty!”


Yuriko shifted her binos and her heart sank as she saw them. “Vith!” She swore. “We shouldn’t have taken down the sensor array so quickly!”


[Yuriko!] Kalis’s voice exploded into her head. [The leader is beginning to move up the path!]


Yuriko shifted her binos again and saw the Svorag who appeared to be following their scent moving up the path while the others waited. “Shit! Shit!” Yuriko muttered under her breath. [Father!] She reached out within Mindvoice. [Father you had better hurry! We have more of them closing on our position! More ships must have landed further away!]


[Two minutes Yuriko!] Martin’s voice echoed in her head. She could tell he was moving quickly by the way his words were spaced between breaths.


[Father… I don’t think we have two minutes!] She spoke.


It was at this exact moment when Nedoli led Serale and Ceale out into the small clearing by the entrance of the cave. All of them were now armed and moving in a crouch. Nedoli was a veteran of dozens of battles and he instinctively stepped over the small branch that lay before the entrance of the cave moving like a predator of his people. Serale and Ceale were not so lucky.

Kalis’s head whipped around at the loud snapping sound and he saw Serale’s eyes go wide in horror as the noise carried like a thunderbolt all around them. Serale had time to look down at the twig that was under her foot, look back up at Kalis and start to lift her hand to reach for Kalis’s outstretched fingers before the Svorag leader descended on her with blinding speed. With an absurdly loud screech the Svorag half burst through the foliage that was expertly hiding the entrance to the cave, his powerful arms grasping Serale by her arm and hair and he yanked back, bringing her with him. 


“Kalis!!!” Serale’s voice wailed into the air as she was ripped backward through the thick foliage and disappeared. 

Serale’s scream of utter terror ripped through Kalis’s entire being in that split second, his dark blue eyes wide in disbelief as he watched the woman he had come to covet so completely torn from his grasp. It began deep inside the pit of his stomach, a sensation of potent anger and savage power. It burned its way through his limbs, through his chest and centered around the heart that beat within his broad chest. 

He understood now. 

It all came into focus for Kalis in that terrible instant. The emotion she allowed him to feel. The sensation of her warm skin against his. Her sweet scent filling his mind and chasing away all the demons that had plagued him for so long. The color of her eyes and the way they made his heart skip when she looked at him. All of these things his father had never bothered to teach him; all the things his father had kept from him. It all came out now. Everything he had learned these last weeks from his Uncle Martin and cousin Androcles came rushing forward now with utter clarity and he embraced it all absolutely. His future, his sole reason for existing now. it had been taken from him.

No Spartan would ever stand for that.

Kalis’s eyes changed in that single split second, the thick black ring encircling his dark blue irises and the savage looking dual fangs so unique to the Leonidas bloodline burst from his gums in a splash of blood and salvia. Rage filled him now. Love filled him. So many emotions he had denied up to this point in his life and he let it all come to him now. It infused his limbs and muscles with supremacy and purpose. Sixth tenths of a second after his beloved Serale had been torn from his near grasp and her scream cut right to his soul, shattering all the doors that had been closed to him, Kalis surged off the ground with a single minded rationale and passion fueled roar of his own. The sound that erupted from his throat and split the air all around them actually caused Nedoli to stagger back, pulling Ceale with him and cutting off her own wide eyed scream of horror as she had watched her daughter pulled from her. It was a wolf’s howl of cruel rage and vengeance. As Nedoli and Ceale watched with gaping eyes, Kalis embraced it all within him and for the first time in his life he felt the smoldering of his bloodline as it shaped and molded him.
Kalis, the half Kavalian son of Pusintin, died at that very moment. The exquisite burning of his true bloodline seared away whatever remained of the troubled and angry boy he had once been. What was left behind was the powerful young man with the purest blood of Lycavorian Kings and true Spartans flowing in his veins.

The old Kalis died this day…

…and this death gave birth to the young man who didn’t hesitate or pause for a single instant and exploded off the ground and through the foliage with a wolf’s howl of death’s right hand by his side. His only purpose, live or die, his only purpose in life was in danger. She had been taken from him and he would willingly die in order to get her back.

This day… Kalis sealed his father’s fate as surely as the sun rises in the morning.

This day… Kalis Leonidas, the Lycavorian and the Spartan, was born.

And he would never look back… no matter what occurred.

