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It was a special event… something those Kavalians and Lycavorians with Yuriko that day would remember for the rest of their natural lives. It was a moment frozen in time that they would share with their children and grandchildren in the decades to come and tell them “I was there that day!”
The day Kalis Leonidas was reborn and announced his presence so spectacularly to the universe and the dark eyes of the Uncle he so wanted to impress. Another set of dark eyes also watched… watched with the utter pride of a father as Mata saw the man Kalis had hidden and suppressed for so many years finally and truly awaken. Three full seconds after Kalis exploded through the foliage hiding them; Mata let loose a battle scream of his own and followed without hesitation. Mata considered Kalis an adopted son, though he would never tell him that for fear of being rejected, and he would not allow him to fight this battle alone. Mata had trained him since childhood and watched him grow into the man he had become. Now he would bear first hand witness to Kalis forever tossing his dark, abhorrent past to the abyss and becoming what he had always been destine to become. What Mata didn’t know right then was that Kalis’s actions also served to cement the hard earned trust in him and every other Kavalian under the command of General Koguth; for an instant after he left his feet; Nedoli roared his own anger and surged forward. These vile monsters had taken the daughter of the woman he had come to covet and love more than his own life in so short a time. This was something Nedoli could not allow to take place. As Ceale staggered back in shock, she watched with wide eyes as first Koguth and then a dozen Kavalians and Lycavorians alike began to pour from the cave entrance and into the battle. Though most of the Kavalians were technicians and members of their now destroyed ship, there were still nearly fourteen that were full fledged soldiers of the Juturi Pride and in a rush of large and powerful bodies, those men joined the dozen Lycavorians and elves who were part of Yuriko’s team as they plowed through the cover of thick foliage intent on destruction and death.
Serale ignored the pain in her back from where the beast had tossed her to the ground and she beat on the shoulders and head of the Svorag who had pinned her to the hard forest floor with his weight. He straddled her midsection obscenely, trying to grasp her flailing arms as more of his kind moved closer. He roared his anger as her blows landed, causing him no pain, but making it difficult for him to stab his tongue down into her throat and make her docile enough to insert his appendages and begin the transformation. His clawed hands finally were able to grasp her thrashing wrists and slam them to the ground none to kindly. Serale cried out in surprise as sharp jolts of pain shot through her arms causing them to go almost numb. She looked up into the ghastly face of the creature above her and saw it’s misshapen face snarl and shower her with warm salvia. Her eyes grew wide in disgust and fear as the lower portion of the armor like protrusion on its jaw lifted away to reveal the tentacle like tongue. A inch thick and easily more than a foot long, Serale’s eyes grew wide in even more terror as she realized what the monster was intending to do.

“NO!” She screamed trying to twist her body this way and that to dislodge him. “”Get away! No!” She wailed to no avail.

Serale tried to fight the beast but he was far stronger than her. A flash through her bright mind of what she was going to lose if she gave up infused her with a burst of strength. Kalis’s handsome face and soft lips and his powerful arms holding her. The future she could have with him after finding him amongst such misery and pain. She tried to heave her lower body off the ground and succeeded in lifting the Svorag perhaps four inches off the ground just as it roared out it’s frustration and plunged it’s tongue toward her mouth. Her motion, unbeknownst to Serale, quickened the Svorag’s death.
The deep throated roar that drowned out all other noise was unlike any that Serale and obviously the Svorag had ever heard before. This caused both their heads to snap around to the side to see the towering figure of Kalis Leonidas, his lips curled back in a twisted, savage snarl, revealing the long and incredibly lethal dual set of fangs exclusive to the Leonidas family and those they had turned. His eyes were changed, the dark rings around his blue pupils larger than Serale had ever seen and his face a mask of pure, unadulterated rage. The roar that leaped from his throat was that of an Alpha wolf gripped in the effects of a berserker rage. His whole body trembled as spittle flew from his open mouth and the sound that came out chilled Serale right to her center. It chilled her, but the expression and near partial transformation that had come over him did not frighten her in the least. If anything, Serale felt her love for him become even more complete as he revealed to her what he truly was beneath his handsome features.

“Kalis!” She screamed then, drawing the Svorag’s attention back to her and making him snap his tongue forward towards her parted lips far faster than the eye could follow.

The Svorag’s twisted eyes grew wide when something gripped the center of his tongue long before it ever reached the female’s mouth. He had a split second to shift his eyes to where Kalis stood, as if expecting him to be swarmed over by his comrades and then Kalis wrenched his hand back with all his strength. The Svorag felt a momentary tearing of flesh and then hot, searing agony filled his mind as Kalis tore his tongue from his head right down to the root. Yellowish gray blood splashed wetly on Serale’s chest and Kalis’s arm as the Svorag reared back in horrific anguish, his hands releasing Serale and reaching for his head. His hands never reached his head as Kalis tossed the vile appendage into the brush nearby and took two steps forward. Due to Serale’s actions, the Svorag’s head was at the perfect height and he drove his large hand forward; the calloused fingers bent inward and forming an angular, almost pointed hammer. Into this blow Kalis poured all of his rage and all of his might. It represented all he had endured under the cruel yoke of his father. All the anger and the beatings directed at him for some perceived failure or another. All the mistreatment and never one iota of praise. The foul words and looks of disgust. It also was the first blow Kalis had ever thrown in defense of love. His love for the exquisite young Hadarian woman who had shown him that there was so much more to live and breathe for. The obvious pleasures and the delights he could experience with her; but also the laughter and moments of joy he could also experience. That is what fueled the blow, and while it was a lethal attack to begin with, even Kalis was unprepared for what the force of his strike would do. What the combined strength of his Lycavorian and Kavalian blood could produce if driven by the forces that filled him now.

Kalis’s knuckles impacted the Svorag’s lightly armored jaw just above what would have been his cheekbone. The audible sound of his armored cheek cracking and shattering was grisly to hear as the force of the strike first crushed and then shattered every bone in the side of his face. The Svorag’s head snapped nearly completely around, his neck popping like the sound of a branch breaking and his body went completely limp instantly. Kalis did not stop there though as he stepped into the blow and using his large hands he grasped the Svorag’s malformed head and twisted it savagely even more, lifting the now dead Svorag from atop his beautiful Serale with the ease of lifting a newborn baby. With a roar that was in every way equal to the one he has just released, Kalis heaved the large body of the Svorag away, watching as the limbs danced about wildly while his limp body crashed through the trees and light brush. It landed at the feet of three other Svorag some ten meters away who had stopped in their tracks, stunned at how easily this alien thing had killed one of their own.

As Mata and Nedoli and the others began to swarm around him with their weapons out, Kalis turned immediately to look at Serale and he dropped to his knees beside her. “Serale!” He panted, instinctively reaching for her and pulling her into his arms.

“Kalis!” Serale gasped. It was at that exact moment that Serale truly knew how much she had fallen in love with him. She reached for him just as he did for her and she felt a wave of desire and passion sweep through her unlike anything she had yet experienced in her nineteen years of life as his arms crushed her to his broad chest and she buried her face in the hollow of his throat. She felt his cheek pressed to her head, felt him inhale deeply of her scent and pull her to him intending to die protecting her.  
“Stand ready!” Mata’s voice echoed. “They will attack!”
Kalis turned quickly to see Mata and the others forming a protective barrier around him and Serale, Koguth and Nedoli among those who had rushed from the cave. They were shoulder to shoulder with Lycavorians and did not even blink. His changed eyes darted to where Yuriko settled next to Mata without hesitation, her eyes now the cobalt blue eyes of her vampire nature and fully exposed as she held the P190A4 at the ready.

“Sound off! How many? Check your fields of fire!” Koguth shouted out the orders as it came so naturally to him to do. He was no stranger to battle and in actuality, he was a superb commander of men. “Watch the flanks! Short bursts! Aim for their center!”

“Left flank General!” A Lycavorian shouted out.
“Right flank sir!” A Kavalian answered.
Yuriko looked at Mata as both Lycavorian and Kavalian troops called out their fields of fire to Koguth with barely a hiccup in their answers. That they were reporting to a man who, not so long ago, would have been their enemy did not seem to faze them in the least. More of the Svorag began to appear from the trees and make themselves seen. “I don’t think they are going to be happy!” She shouted.

“Fuck them!” Koguth screamed in reply. “They will be even less happy when they die at our hands!”

Yuriko felt a familiar surge through her and her cobalt blue eyes grew wide. “Papa!” She gasped loudly.

Kalis felt it too now, fully engulfed in the sensations and the meaning of the blood that flowed through his veins, as he now was. He had never felt anything quite like it in his young life. Overwhelming, pure, focused and flawless power. It flowed over both of them like the warm embrace of a hot spring, embracing them and enveloping them completely. Kalis had never experienced anything like it before and it shook him down to his inner being. He could actually feel his uncle’s emotions to a certain extent. The awe-inspiring pride in the name he bore and in what Kalis had accomplished. It was almost a palpable thing for him and Kalis finally knew what it was like to know someone was proud of him. He could feel the irresistible need from his uncle to protect and support all that he loved and held dear. Then there was the carefully controlled anger that seethed and bubbled beneath the surface like an unexploded mega volcano. Kalis and Yuriko turned at the same time to look behind them and slightly above their position. Unlike the last time he had seen this sight, what Kalis saw now filled him with wonder and untarnished pride at the door he had so willingly stepped through this day. A door that allowed who he was meant to be to finally come out.

“Father!” Yuriko let out the excited scream, causing Koguth and all the others to turn to look behind them.
Martin Leonidas stood in the center of the single line of men and one woman. Danny stood to his right, Murano to his left. Julie, Kenny, T'lolt, Pablo and Tony making up the eight person line. Kasdan was bent over at the waist beside Kenny on the far end just behind T'lolt drawing in deep breaths as he tried to recover from the incredible sprint they had just conducted over the last kilometer to get here. 
Kalis looked at the tall, armored form of his uncle and those with him, taking in the well muscled shape and the raw power that radiated from him like a burning sun. His Spartan helm covered his head and all but his eyes and a narrow portion of his lips, but Kalis could see the dual fangs that were bared in a unique combination of anger and utter control. The yellow/gold eyes blazed from under that helmet, the high plume with six different shades of soft horse hair blowing gently in the wind. The hair color of each of his uncle’s Queens Kalis knew. He carried no firearm, only a strange looking tubular object in his right hand and his extended Nehtes in his left.

“This a private party Yuriko?” Danny barked out the words from beside the man he had called brother since they were babies. “Or can anyone join in?”

If all of them thought Kalis’s roar was something to behold, the sound that escaped the throat of Martin Leonidas was much deeper, much louder and far longer. It held so much more power and domination in it. Even under the Spartan helmet, his dual fangs were now fully bared as he roared out his emotions for all to hear and Kalis could only shudder at the length and sheer utter terror those fangs could elicit from someone who didn’t know better. As with Kalis, spittle flew from Martin’s lips, his changed wolf eyes nearly glowing in their intensity and everyone present could feel the vibration of the roar through the air shudder through their entire bodies.
“By all that I hold holy!” Kalis heard Mata mutter softly from beside him. “This… this is what we would have fought?”
“Shit! Now you have done it!” Julie quipped in a laconic tone of voice from beside the man she had called brother for equally as long as Danny. “Now you have done pissed him off!”

“Hah! Stupid motherfuckers!” Tony bellowed with a tone of jovial happiness. “T'lolt my Immortal brother! Let’s bring the pain!”

“Oh yes!” T'lolt echoed with his own shout of merriment.

With two screams of their own, Tony and T'lolt brought up the harness mounted 20mm chain guns secured to the front of their bodies and broke in opposite directions from the ends of the line as they mashed down on the firing control buttons gripped in their hands. The three barreled chain guns began to spin and suddenly there were four foot long tongues of flame leaping from the barrels, sending hot death down range with unerring accuracy. 

“Now Martin!” Murano screamed as a light blue shimmering cloak enshrouded his entire body. He was feeding off the passion and emotion he felt in his fellow Praetorian and to him it was like he had been reborn all over again. He literally surged with power he hadn’t felt in millennia. “They are confused! We go now!”

With a snarl of rage Martin Leonidas bent his knees slightly, a similar light blue cloak wrapping around his form and then he launched himself across the nearly hundred meters of open terrain between him and the first rank of Svorag soldiers with Murano a heart beat behind him.

“Bring it you sonsofbitches!” Danny screamed as he, Julie, Kenny and Pablo formed a small wedged shaped wall, their weapons coming up and they charged into the battle with no pause in their actions or intent.

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND

While Cranae Island could have held them all easily, it was one of the reasons Andro had purchased the massive island and villa, Resumar and all of his brothers and sisters had chosen to stay at their own villas within the surrounding city of Gytheio. All of them were well within range of the island and only minutes away on their dragons or even by foot for Zarah and Lucia if they blurred. The only one to remain on the island and use one of the large guest apartments was Dorian, who did not yet have his own home. 
The apartment was part of the family wing of the villa and entirely self contained. Six of these apartments were positioned across from each other, opening into the long courtyard and flower garden that ran down the center of the Family Wing. As the sunlight began to filter into the room from the large skylight above and touched her skin, Sheva Juconi shifted on the large bed and stretched her petite form under the thin sheet along the length of Dorian Leonidas’s tall, powerful body. She blinked several times and then opened her green eyes, seeing the side of his jaw and cheek from where her head rested on his shoulder. She lifted her head slightly and bit back the groan of blissful soreness. She dropped her head back to his naked shoulder with a smile of utter satisfaction and let out a long sigh of delight. Technically he may have only been a few months old, but Dorian Leonidas possessed the size, knowledge and sexual skill to leave her a whimpering mass of sated flesh. Never in her over three hundred years of life had any man given her such glorious pleasure in her bed. Never had any man devoted so much of his time to insuring she was screaming in delight before he took his own pleasure. Dorian never seemed to tire of her body or her for that matter. There were times when he would simply stare into her stunning eyes and she into his multicolored orbs and they each could see and feel everything the other was thinking and feeling. It was so completely surreal to her, yet it made her feel so totally fulfilled. 
He had only taken her once the previous night, but that one time had lasted for nearly three hours and culminated in his fangs sinking deeply into her neck as they had every time they had made love since this affair began, resulting in them exploding together in a rapturous orgasm. Last night had been different however. So very different indeed. 
Last night had been so utterly rapturous, that Sheva Juconi had forgotten her control and in the grips of her heavenly orgasm, she sank her vampiric fangs deeply into Dorian’s thick neck and fed on the most delicious blood she had ever tasted in her life. She remembered it vividly as she quivered and shuddered in the mind blowing orgasm, so warm and spicy with a hint of mint and lilacs in the flavor. Sheva tossed away all her stern control and clutched him possessively as she drank deeply of his delicious blood and he drank of hers, tripling the power and intensity of their mutual orgasm until they both collapsed on the bed unable to move. That is how they had fallen asleep, Sheva’s smaller body atop his, still impaled upon his impressive manhood.
Sheva Juconi stared at the side of his face now and knew that she was falling in love with him. Falling very hard and oh so very fast. It wasn’t supposed to be like this, but she could no longer refuse what she had denied herself for so long. What her heart was telling her she wanted more than anything. It was something she had denied herself in the hopes of some measure of revenge for her loss so long ago. A loss she had long put behind her. Young though he may have been, Dorian Leonidas shared both the memories and wisdom of his father and his dragon brother Ryner and Sheva could not deny she found that knowledge, coupled with his youthful playfulness, completely irresistible. Yes… she was in love with him. And while part of her questioned how she could have ever allowed it to happen, the other, dominant part wanted to insure it never went away. When he gazed upon her with those eyes of his she felt like the only woman in the universe and all of his desire and attention was focused entirely on her. As she lifted her upper body with her elbow, she held the sheet over her breasts and gazed at his exposed flesh. She took in his broad tattooed chest and tattooed shoulder. The intricate tattoo was something that enhanced his persona in her eyes. He was simply put the most beautiful man she had ever laid her eyes upon. She was tiny compared to him, but there was no denying that she fit perfectly into his embrace. His skin was deeply tanned, even more than her own and her green eyes glance out of the skylight into the brightening sunlight. It was still very early, but the sun rose early in this part of the world she knew. Sheva chuckled softly for a brief moment at the legend perpetrated here on Earth from the human population on how sunlight could kill vampires in seconds. That had never been the case at all. Due mainly to the atmosphere on earth, the upper layers of the ionosphere protected them from the very lethal neutron radiation that came from Earth’s sun, many of the vampires who lived on Earth spent hours outside on purpose. It was the perfect place to a vampire and had been a good hunting ground. Though the hunting part came to an end very quickly many hundreds of years ago. 
Her eyes turned back to gaze at Dorian’s face and she concluded with no doubt that he had stolen her heart. Against all her training and judgment she had fallen in love with him in so short a time and that frightened her to some extent because of what he was. Dorian Leonidas was a hybrid child of perhaps the two most lethal species in the universe that she knew of. While he would never have the raw power of his pureblood brother Androcles, physically he was more than a match for any pureblood vampire and many pureblood Lycavorians right now. Only a pureblood of either species, thousands of years old and with much more experience could hope to stand against him in any way. His strength and speed was something she had never witnessed and she had seen firsthand the aftermath of the abilities he commanded while on Solmar. She had talked to others who had been there and they had told her of what he had done. Dorian was being trained by his brother Androcles and Sheva knew very well that Androcles Leonidas and their father their King were considered without question, the foremost hand to hand combatants within the Union by even the most senior Durcunusaan and vampire instructors. And that was before they had discovered this magical power they all seemed to possess now. It was a power that intrigued her, but didn’t matter to her in the least when held up to her growing feelings for him. As the warmth of Dorian’s body reached for her she dismissed the thoughts forming in her head and lowered her body back to his and snuggled close. The wolf blood in his veins was very dominant and it allowed him to generate so much more body heat than the few vampire males who had shared her bed. His powerful arm lifted almost absently as she snuggled closer and curled around her shoulders to draw her tighter and Sheva smiled contently. It was the first time in her life that she felt like this and it was heavenly.
The door chime rang and rudely snapped Sheva out of her thoughts. Her head swung around towards the door and she lifted her body up, the sheet dropping away to reveal her firm globes. She heard Dorian groan softly and she looked back at him as he spoke to the air.

“I’m late! So sue me!” He snarled as his eyes opened and his face turned to look at her. He saw her firm breasts protruding proudly outward only inches from his face and he grinned devilishly. “I’ll be there in a while!”

Sheva looked at him as he spoke out, her green eyes wide and she realized that he was speaking to someone within Mindvoice. “Dorian?” She questioned. “Who…?”

“Andro.” Dorian answered her cutting off her question. “We were suppose to train this morning. I’m late.” 

“Does he…?” Sheva began to ask.

Dorian lifted his upper body and pressed his face between her firm breasts planting a soft kiss in the valley there. “Know you are here?” Dorian finished with a hint of humor in his voice. “It would be kind of hard to miss the scents that are probably filling the atrium after last night. You smell very good. So… I would say yes.”

Sheva pushed him back reluctantly with a groan at his reply. “Dorian!” She gasped in horror.

He lifted his eyes to hers and smiled. “Sheva… Andro has known since our first night together on the SCIMITAR. His sense of smell is nearly as advanced as my father’s. He could smell you all over me the next day. I’m sure others have noticed as well.”

“Others? Who? Jomann?” Sheva spat with more venom than she intended. Sheva saw his beautiful eyes fill with hurt and he leaned back from her. The look in his eyes caused Sheva nearly as much pain in her heart and she lifted her fingers to her lips in horror at how she had reacted.

“I’m sorry if that bothers you Sheva. I… I thought you would have known that.” Dorian said softly. “I should… I should get dressed and meet Andro.”

Sheva watched as he turned slowly and tossed aside the sheet and began to rise out of the bed. His body was so completely beautiful to her, so lean and powerful. His cock was still so very impressive even in its flaccid state. He treated her as some rare gem to be worshiped and adored and still she fought the emotions that were so prominently filling her very essence. She had become so very confused and torn in the last few years and Dorian Leonidas had suddenly become the anchor she had been seeking from the very first day he had entered her life. The anchor and the reason for the conflict of her emotions. The conflict that was about to end right now. Holding the sheet over her upper body with one hand she reached out and grabbed his large hand with the other. “Dorian!” She nearly yelled his name. She watched as he turned slowly away from her. “Dori…” Sheva spoke the nickname his siblings had given him softly. She had thought it was a stupid nickname when they first started using it but it came from her lips as easily and smoothly as breathing. She spoke it almost reverently for that is the emotion that filled her. “Dori… I’m sorry.” She said.
Dorian moved quickly and knelt beside the bed, pulling her smaller frame close to him. Almost instinctively Sheva allowed his hands to grab her firm ass cheeks and pull her near and she chose to wrap her legs around his sides and lock her heels at the small of his back. His face was suddenly only inches from her and she could smell the sweet scent of his blood. His lips grazed hers and she couldn’t help the shudder of desire that coursed through her. “I know… I know you are not comfortable with this.” He said softly. “With me. I…”

Sheva shook her head and lifted her hand to place two fingers on his lips silencing his words. She knew what he was going to say and at the beginning she may have felt that way, but in the days since their first encounter she had fallen so deeply in love with him she was not going to allow him to blame himself.

Sheva shook her head and leaned forward, replacing her fingers with her lips and she kissed him tenderly. Passionately. With all the emotion she could bring to bear and then some she never knew she even had. Her body rejoiced when he reciprocated without hesitation. “No.” She said softly pulling her head back after a moment and looking at his surprised but happy face. “Don’t you dare… don’t speak those words Dorian.” She told him finally. “Not now.”
“Sheva Juconi… I love you.” He told her confidently. “With every breath that I take, I love you. I know that you believe I don’t know what I’m saying and that I’m too young and… I do not want you to be… I do not want to force you to believe something you do not. I…”

Sheva shook her head again. “No Dorian… it is I who needs to… who needs to open my eyes and believe what I see.” She said. “There is so much more out there in the universe than what I believe and understand and know. Meeting you… meeting you and then… and then falling in love with you has made me see that. I can’t dismiss it. I don’t want to dismiss it for it fills me with such happiness.”

Dorian’s eyes grew a little wider, the brown and cobalt blue orbs wide as he gazed at her. “You… you love me?” He gasped in surprise.

Sheva felt in control of her destiny for the first time in her life and she nodded her head confidently. She would no longer rail against her emotions and what they were telling her. This was a decision she was making of her own free will based on the emotions rushing through her so powerfully. She was smiling brilliantly as she nodded her head and took his handsome face in her small hands. “I… I can’t begin to describe how much I love you.” She told him with small tears running down her cheeks in happiness. “How much I want to be with you. What you make me feel. I’ve never felt this way for anyone Dori. Never in all my life and it feels… it makes me feel so alive.”

Dorian tilted his head slightly to the side and his right eyebrow lifted a little causing Sheva to smile. “Ok… what did you do with the Sheva Juconi that wanted to kick my ass a couple weeks ago?”

Sheva laughed heartily, genuinely and relished the peace it brought her. “She realized that everything she has ever wanted was right in front of her face and staring back at her.” Sheva said. “You… you are the son of King Leonidas and his vampire Queen Isabella. A Prince. Most woman would jump at the chance to experience what you have shown me.”

“Sheva… I don’t want any other women.” He told her rolling his eyes.

Sheva nodded her head. “And it is I who needs to understand that you are different. That something so very special happened to you and now you are so much more mature and wise than I.”

Dorian chuckled. “I wouldn’t go that far exactly.” He said. “Though it does sound pretty cool coming from you.”
Sheva smiled and snapped her head forward playfully to grasp his lip between her teeth and nibble on his flesh. “You know what I mean.” She said after she elicited the groan she wanted to hear from him. 
Dorian smiled. “I can help you.” He said. “I want to share so much with you… but you know how my family is. How Androcles and my father are. If… if you share my life… then that makes you a Princess of the Union no matter the world you knew before. They would expect you to be treated as such.”
“I will remain Durcunusaan Dorian.” Sheva told him firmly. “That is what I have come to love doing and…”

“I would never ask you to change that.” He stated. “Sadi is Crown Princess… and she is still a pilot in the Union Fleet. Ne'Veha as well. You do not have to change who you are Sheva! I would never ask that of you.”

Sheva’s heart swelled with unrestrained emotion. Vast mixtures of emotions that were new to her, but cascaded through her and made every sense in her body sing in delight. She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and shifted her body until she was pressing her groin up against his abdomen. “Sheva Juconi Leonidas.” She spoke the words that rolled so easily off her lips. “That sounds simply divine.”

Dorian covered her lips with his and crushed her to him as he stole her breath and her life away with the intensity of his kiss. He could curl her toes with his kisses and she whimpered in delight as she always did. Yes… Sheva Juconi was making the right choice. She could not cling to beliefs that were no longer her own. Age old hatreds that were fermented by twisted old men and were never hers to begin with. She had to let go of the past if she was ever to have a future and Sheva knew that future was right here in the arms and life of this man. 

Now she had to live her own life and that is what she intended to do.

Gorgo stood in the doorway of the patio and watched as Andro and Dorian sat across from each other on the white sands of the beach near the water’s edge. Elynth and Ryner sat behind their respected bonded brothers, their massive bodies resting comfortably on the sand. Elynth’s right front talon was draped across Andro’s right thigh as it usually was when they were deep in conversation, dwarfing his leg completely while Ryner’s head was close enough to Dorian’s shoulder for him to stroke the scales under his jaw without lifting his arm very high. Gorgo sipped her coffee slowly, her mind contemplating everything that had brought her to this moment in her life. Andro and Dorian were very different than their siblings Gorgo knew. They were different in such a unique way. The power they both could wield was something Gorgo did not fully appreciate but Shiria was making it easier for her to examine and comprehend all of it. Like their brother Denali and their father and Jomann, they held within them a force they could call on at will and it could be terrifying to behold. 
Their father.

Even after all these years Gorgo still felt the joy she experienced the day Martin rescued her from that prison on Lycavore. The day she came to realize that the child she had thought lost so long ago was alive and well and had taken his father’s place as King of not only Sparta, but the Lycavorian Union as well. Gorgo loved Riall with all that she was, but a part of her would forever and always belong to Leonidas. It was Martin, their child together that kept this connection alive within her. Riall knew she felt like this and he understood and fully accepted it, though Gorgo doubted he knew just how much she truly did love him. Gorgo turned when she smelled and felt Sadi and Lisisa come up behind her. Lisisa had arrived very early, knowing that Sadi and Ne'Veha were early risers themselves and she did not want to stay for very long in her and Denali’s home without him and Arduri. She had free access to Andro’s home as did all of his siblings and when she arrived this morning Sadi already had the coffee made and she and Ne'Veha were sitting on the couch going over the schematics on some new ship that Ben’s engineers were building for them. Gorgo smiled at them as they approached for she knew that Sadi’s reputation was growing by leaps and bounds among their people and Lisisa was already hugely popular. She motioned with her head to where Andro and Dorian sat.


“Do they do that often?” She asked looking at Sadi.


Sadi nodded as she sipped her mug. “More so since Solmar.” Sadi answered. “Dorian’s powers are manifesting themselves much quicker because of his accelerated birth and growth. Andro is really the only one who can guide him because they are the same.”


“Because they were both bonded to dragons before they were born and became aware while still in the womb?” Lisisa asked.


Sadi nodded again looking at her. “It’s not easy having the memories and thoughts of generations within your head.” She said with a gentle smile. “Andro still struggles with it at times. He wakes in the middle of the night after some ghastly dream from a battle he never fought. Elynth is the same way. They usually end up flying off into the night and return in the morning after they have talked it through and soothed each other.”

Gorgo nodded as she looked back to the brothers. “Aricia and Anja tell me Martin is the same way. A few nights a month he wakes in a cold sweat and they have to calm him. Then he usually flies off on Torma and returns a few hours later. I would imagine it is much worse for them because they became aware of life and could understand long before they were ready.” She spoke motioning to Andro and Dorian.

“Andro calls it a curse sometimes.” Sadi said softly. “He would not change anything… I know that… but there are times when he wished it wasn’t so. Dorian is beginning to experience that now as well.”

“It is my fault you know.” Gorgo spoke looking back at them.


“Gorgo no! What they have become is not your fault!” Sadi exclaimed.


“Grandmother… Sadi is right… it is not your fault!” Lisisa quickly spoke.


Gorgo smiled. “Only three people know what I will tell you now. Not even my own son knows.” She told them. “This new gene that we have discovered… this Paladin gene? The source of their power? Everyone thinks that it was active in my beloved Leonidas and just had not reached maturity. That isn’t the case.”


Sadi and Lisisa looked at her with surprise in her eyes. “But… I thought it… everyone says it was active within grandfather.” Lisisa said.


Gorgo shook her head. “Leonidas was like you Sadi. The gene was present and though not entirely dormant, it was also not fully active. It allowed him to do what he did yes, but he was a warrior unequaled, a charismatic leader and masterful tactician even without the Paladin gene. Within me however… within me it was fully active and very much alive. Passed down from your great grandmother Eliani’s lineage and bloodline. I passed this gene to Martin in a very active state and according to Shiria it bonded with the Paladin gene passed to him from Sumar through Leonidas. The strongest and most prominent holder of the gene. Shiria believes that even though dormant within Leonidas, the gene passed to him from Sumar took the gene I passed to him and merged them together into a near duplication of the gene Sumar himself possessed. It is all very confusing the way she described it, but she believes that is why Martin and his sons are equal to, if not more powerful than Sumar was.” Gorgo saw the confusion in their eyes and she smiled gently. “I allowed Shiria to test the remains of Leonidas and Deia allowed her to test the remains of Resumar and Eliani. We wanted to be sure. In essence… everything they have endured and will endure is my fault.” She said motioning to Andro and Dorian.

“Gorgo… you are not responsible for that! And neither Martin or Dorian or Denali would ever think badly of you because of this! It is incomprehensible that you hold this blame inside you and they would tell you that! And you certainly are not responsible for Andro and Dorian being born aware!” Sadi said. “You had no control over that.”


“No… but the emotional state of Martin I am partially responsible for.” Gorgo told them. “Shiria believes the active gene in my blood was absorbed by dormant gene within Leonidas’s blood more than normally occurs because of the purity of our blood and the closeness to our Pralor ancestors. This increased the potency of the gene passed on to Martin as a whole. That is why it is so pronounced within Martin and now within Andro and Dorian and the others as I said. It passed over Pleistarchus for some reason and only passed to Martin. The gene within Aricia is also actively dormant Sadi, just like you and Leonidas. When combined with Martin’s active gene… well you have seen what all of them can do. Deion and Nara are beginning to show signs as well.” She sipped her coffee again. “The power of the Paladin gene Leonidas and I passed to Martin only served to enhance his emotional state and it even affected Aricia’s gene more than it was. This caused the child they created… your mate Sadi… your brother Lisisa… this caused him to become aware while still in the womb. So in essence… I am responsible for all of it.”


“But that would mean…” Sadi began to speak.


“That our mother Isabella has the gene as well!” Lisisa finished the statement with wide eyes.


Gorgo nodded her head in agreement. “Shiria believes the odds that there were Pralors with this gene on CS19 to be very high. Veldruk knew this because of Aikiro and that is why he kept me for so long. He wanted to learn all he could from me about this gene. It is why he never allowed Canth to pass on physically.” Gorgo told them. “And your mother Isabella has always been an extremely emotional woman because of everything she endured while growing. Shiria believes that either Veldruk or Bella’s mother carried the gene. She leans towards the mother because Aikiro would never have allowed Veldruk to roam about as he did if he was a carrier.” Gorgo said. 

“Grandmother… does that mean you could become what they are?” Lisisa asked her. “You could be a Praetorian like them?”


Gorgo shook her head quickly. “By the gods no.” She gasped. “I have neither the skill nor willpower to harness the power as they have done. And to be honest… I would not want it. Shiria told me it was so very rare in the Pralors because there are so few who can call on and harness the immense willpower to control it. When Sumar merged the Pralors from his ship with our people on Lycavore he broke the cardinal rule among the Pralor people. A rule he himself began. They feared what this power could do in the hands of a species that were war like and violent. Just as we were as a people so long ago.”


“We are not like that now!” Sadi gasped.


Gorgo shook her head. “No we are not. But Shiria believes Martin is going to have a hard time making the Pralor people they have discovered believe that. Only time will tell.”


“You think that is why Martin wants us to join them?” Sadi asked.


Gorgo nodded. “I believe that is part of it yes.” She replied. “As I said… only time will tell.”


“Why hasn’t Shiria returned now that father found Pralor survivors grandmother?” Lisisa asked.


Gorgo chuckled. “Her words to me were simple. She has no intention of returning to the emotionless, close minded fools who sent her away to begin with after experiencing the passion and life of our people and those Kavalians she associated with. She is a stubborn woman.”


Sadi took her arm. “I know for a fact that Andro reveries you Gorgo.” She said. “You carry a burden that is not yours to carry and your son and grandsons would tell you that if they knew you felt this way.”


“Sadi is right grandmother.” Lisisa told her.


“Perhaps.” Gorgo spoke. “Speak of this with no one please. I do not wish to cause more issues. They have enough to deal with as it is.”


Sadi looked at Lisisa and then back to Gorgo. “Come back inside Gorgo. Lisisa brought some Loukoumades that she made last night. They are delicious.”

Lisisa chuckled as she took Gorgo’s other arm. “I used your recipe grandmother.” She said. “You’ll have to tell me how I did. When I make them for Denali and Arduri I want them to be perfect.”


Gorgo smiled as they drew her back into the villa. “Child… Denali and Arduri are not going to be concerned with Loukoumades when they see you once more.” She said with a chuckle.


Lisisa’s dark eyes simmered. “I know… neither will I. But we will need snacks for in between.” She said with humor.


Gorgo laughed as they walked back into the villa.

“Won’t go away fervon.” Andro told him as they sat on the warm sand. “They will always be there. Keep at the techniques I taught you and soon you will be able to block them almost all of the time.”
“Almost?” Dorian asked.

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “Even father cannot block them all.” He said. “It is something we will need to accept and make part of us as the years pass. As I said… you will learn to block most of them and the others will fade into distant images and memories and not return often. There is a section in Tome Five, Section Eighteen I believe, that details such things and it was very helpful to Elynth and I.”

[It allowed us to alter our focus enough to make the technique easier to learn.] Elynth spoke. [Once we read that, it was only a matter of a few days before it became so much easier.]

[We will read it tonight.] Ryner spoke lowering his snout enough to nudge Dorian’s shoulder.

Dorian nodded his head. “Yes we will.”

“So… tell me about Sheva fervon.” Andro asked him. “We’ve avoided the topic a long as we can.”

Dorian nodded. “I know.” He said softly. “I just… our times together… they are… I don’t want to… I feel as if I am betraying her.”

Andro smiled gently, understanding what his brother was saying. “I do not want the details Dori.” He said. “Those are for you and Sheva. I told you that I trust in your instincts and I do. I can smell her blood within you so I know you have tasted it. Leaving out everything you do not need to tell me… what have you discovered?”

Dorian looked at him. “She took my blood last night Andro.” He said.

Androcles was silent for a moment as he gazed at him and then he glanced up to Elynth before turning back to Dorian. “Then whatever doubts I may have had are now gone.” He said finally.  “She could not have done that and be an agent of our enemy. I put aside any questions I had.”
[As have I.] Elynth spoke. [Among vampires that is the pinnacle of an expression of love and devotion. It speaks to where her heart truly is.]
Andro nodded. “Yes it does. More than anything.” He said. “Now… tell me what you have learned so that we can help her.”

Dorian took a deep breath. “She’s confused.” He said. “Her emotions are a whirlwind. She is filled with doubt and questions. About her role. Her purpose. Her beliefs.”

“About you?” Andro asked.

Dorian shook his head. “No. Her feelings for me are genuine and the only thing about herself that she doesn’t hide. I know what I feel Andro and…”

“Dorian… you don’t have to convince me.” Andro told him. “I’ve told you that. Have you learned anything that could help us help her? Or discovered more about her? What her mission is? Or was?”
Dorian met his eyes. “Given time… I know she would tell me.” He said. “When she looked at me this morning… her eyes… she wanted to tell me so much more. I know it. I just need time to make her see that I love only her and that she can trust me no matter what.”

[She has had extensive training if you cannot see these things within her mind after taking her blood Dorian.] Elynth said.

Dorian nodded. “I assume she was trained by the Venorik Elghinn. They would be the only ones capable of training her to suppress her emotions and feelings like she has.”

“Well… they didn’t train her well enough.” Andro stated. “She did not strike me as someone who would follow an ideology blindly. If she has doubts about her beliefs that tells me something.”

Dorian looked at him. “What?”

“That she was not born here within the Union as her records indicate.” Andro explained. “No vampire born within the Union would harbor any doubts about their beliefs. None of them adhere to what the Coven once stood for.”

Dorian caught the meaning behind his statement. “That would mean she was placed here by someone.” He said. 

Andro nodded. “She is over three hundred years old… and she may very well have been here since before father returned and assumed his role as King.”

[She resisted being assigned to you at first Brother.] Ryner spoke [Remember?]

Dorian nodded and looked at Andro. “I could sense it from her when I was growing. It was faint… she was guarding it well… but when mother assigned her to me she was very upset Andro.”

[Perhaps your mother was the reason she was here.] Elynth stated. [We know her father tried to have her killed many years ago. Who is to say vile Aikiro would not continue this. She was far more devious and cruel than Veldruk could ever be.]
Andro turned his head and looked at Elynth. “An interesting premise Sister.” He spoke softly. “If she was sent here to strike at mother at some preordained time?”

“Andro she wouldn’t.” Dorian defended her. “Not now!”

Andro shook his head quickly. “Oh… do not misunderstand my statement fervon… I don’t believe she could now either Dorian. But perhaps that was her original mission.” He said. “Jomann told me there was some anger within her when she was first assigned to you. He didn’t think anything of it at first… but it would explain quite a bit. She wanted to remain part of mother’s detail.” Andro shook his head slowly. “Aikiro would not bother with mother.” He said thoughtfully. “She was an arrogant upaee and did not think mother anywhere in her league. No… this is someone else.”

[Yuri?] Elynth asked.

Andro looked at her. “That is what I first thought.” He answered. “But I am not so sure now. Thinking back on what we felt within her Sister… the emotions that were all new to her. Those she had embraced? She has spent months trying to fix her mistakes and she is succeeding at it.”

“You’re keeping tabs on her?” Dorian asked.

Andro nodded his head. “She knew I would. I think she even welcomed it to be honest. Her desire to show that she has changed… that her life moves on a different path is very strong in her now.”

[If not this… Yuri… then who?] Ryner asked now.

“That is a good question Ryner.” Andro spoke. “Narice has enemies. Powerful enemies. Arrarn has told me of one or two purebloods with the access and means to employ an assassin of the Venorik Elghinn. I question what their purpose would be by coming after you or our mother.”

[She has been here far longer than the recent events that happened within the Coven my bonded one.] Elynth said.

Andro nodded. “Yes. But if she is a sleeper agent… that would have been her purpose. To wait until called upon and then act.” He looked at Dorian. “Though I’m quite sure whatever her mission may have been, she is no longer going to carry it out because of what she feels for you Fervon. If she was… she would never have taken your blood.”
“I think she will tell me.” Dorian said. “I think she will tell me everything if given the time Andro.”

Andro nodded his head slowly. “You may be right Dori.” He said finally. “Regardless… her movements and actions will not be hindered in any way. She is a senior officer of the Durcunusaan and if she has forsaken her old masters then I will not take from her the trust she has earned while among us. If she has not forsaken her old masters… then she will only bury herself in time.”

“We should have Nesa’s people look beyond just the information in her file.” Dorian said. “Try to pinpoint when she got here and how. What events were occurring when she came here. Everything.”

Andro nodded in agreement. “I will let Armetus and Marci know and they will pass it on. With the influx of volunteers from EI since what happen to our elven mothers, they have more than enough experienced men and women.”

Dorian looked at him. “When are we leaving?” He asked.

“End of the week at the latest.” Andro answered him immediately. “We’ll continue with our lessons though. To be honest… it is very soothing for both Elynth and I to know that we are not alone.”

Elynth nodded her massive head. [Yes it is.] She said.   

“We’re bringing an assortment of people with us.” Andro told him. “I’m going to form an entirely new unit from a combination of those who fought on Solmar with us. We meshed well together and there is no reason to think we cannot do even more.”

Dorian nodded. “Sounds reasonable.” He said.

Andro chuckled. “I’m glad you agree. I’m making you second in command.”

Dorian looked at him wide eyed. “Me?” He gasped. “Andro… that… that’s insane!” He stammered.

“Not in the least.” He told him. “Though there are quite a few who have called me that in the past.” Andro said. “Quite a few of the senior Durcunusaan and others said you performed exceptionally.”

“I had no clue what I was doing!” Dorian exclaimed.

Andro laughed. “Gee… that’s kind of how we learned too.” He said stroking Elynth’s talon with his fingers.

Dorian and Ryner heard her chuckled softly within Mindvoice. [Oh that is so very true.] She echoed Andro’s words.

“Resumar has established himself with the Kavalians.” Andro said. “They trust him. If I pull him out now they will question our resolve. And Res won’t let me do that. Father believes they can win and so do we. Arrarn is a pilot by his very nature… and Narice needs him where he is. As Defense Minister… he can help to shape the Coven the way Narice wants to. And… worst case scenario… only he will know how to get them out alive if things go bad.” Andro told him. “Besides… I will need you to help Jomann and I to school Deion and Nara on the trip.”
“Me?” Dorian said. “I’m still learning what I can do.”

Andro nodded. “We all are Fervon.” He said. “But like me… your affinity to our Etheric connection is more refined than Jomann. He is more experienced yes… but it comes naturally to us where he has to concentrate. Deion and Nara will need that.”

“You’re going to pull them out of their Agoge?” Dorian asked. 

Andro nodded. “They will learn more from us over the last few months. I will bring three senior instructors to assist in their other schooling… but I have a feeling father meant for all of us who have this gene to join with him. There is purpose to his actions and the more of us there are the better I think.”

“What do you believe is going on?” Dorian asked.

Andro shrugged. “Let’s just call it a hunch.” He replied. “There is always purpose to father’s actions though none may be seen right away. He specifically asked that you, Jomann and Deni be with me. That tells me he wants those of us with this gene because we will be needed. Our skills will be needed.” He explained. “Deion and Nara are becoming stronger by the day within the Etheric realm. I know you can feel them.”

Dorian nodded. “Yes.”

“Then they are better off with us refining those skills with us as much as possible before we get to where father and our mothers are.” Andro spoke.

Dorian looked at him. “And Sheva?”

Andro didn’t hesitate. “She is your wife and mate now Fervon.” He answered. “Where you go… she goes. Something tells me she would not let it be otherwise. Not now that she has found you.”

“And her history?” Dorian asked.

“If we are lucky… we can discover what it is before we reach father’s location.” Andro said. He shrugged his shoulders. “It doesn’t matter to me now. She has shown where her heart and mind resides by her own actions. They belong to you. As far as I am concerned… that is all the proof I need.”

“Thank you Fervon.” Dorian said.

Andro shook his head as he got to his feet. “There is no need to thank me.” He said as he pulled his brother up and draped his arm over his shoulders. “I only do what is right.” He said. “Now let’s head back… Jomann should be arriving shortly with Daio and the others and we can begin putting our people together.”

Dorian lifted his arm and put it across Andro’s shoulders as they walked and he smiled. “This ought to be very interesting.” He said.


Kameka glanced out the small window in the STRIKER AT Transport once more as they circled the island below and began to descend towards the landing pad near the center of the collection of buildings in the middle of the island. She turned back to look at Daio who was reading from the data pad in his right hand. They sat in the pair of chairs near the rear of the transport with everyone else in front of them. Daio’s left hand rested possessively on her thigh, Meka’s long tail draped across his hand extending up his arm, the tip of it gently tapping the side of his forearm in contented happiness. Kameka’s thoughts quickly went to the previous evening at his home in Sparta as she gazed at him and she felt sexual warmth and emotional happiness flush her body at what he had made her feel and experience. He had made her a delicious dinner, fussing over her endlessly until she had tasted all of the food and could eat no more. Kameka could easily sense what he wanted, see it in his eyes, but it was controlled and measured. She was frightened at first knowing that he wanted her so, but she quickly pushed that fear aside and acted as her heart and mind told her to act. Daio was no Marsin and he would never treat her that way. She practically had to force herself on him at first, so desperately did she want him as well, but once he got the message he quickly came around. 
Kameka could not begin to put into words what he had made her feel and what she knew would now belong to her forever. She knew enough about Lycavorian culture from her study of dragons to know that he had scented her heavily during their lovemaking, lavishing her with licks and nibbles and kisses while she quivered in delightful abandon within his arms. He was claiming her as his own and making sure no other Lycavorian male would come near her. This knowledge alone, that a man could desire her in such a way, it caused Meka to shudder in further bliss. Kameka knew a Lycavorian did not scent any female unless their intentions were honorable and meant to be very long term, and this suited Kameka perfectly for it was something she never imagined she would ever have. How could she not want or desire a man who treated her in such a way? She did not know how much other Lycavorians would accept this, but it didn’t matter to her. Kameka knew he would acknowledge their pairing officially when he spoke with her father, but he had already made sure she had no doubts about what he felt and what he intended. He was so very handsome to her… the most beautiful man she had ever seen… and he treated her like a rare flower. Their lovemaking had been very intense at times, both their instincts emerging, but it was so very gentle and filled with emotion as well. His body was far more sculpted than Marsin’s form; rippling with muscle everywhere she grasped him. Each of his kisses, each of his explosions of passion into her, it stripped away the shame of the life she had endured for so long and tossed it away. Kameka had willingly done things to Daio that she would never have done to Marsin unless he forced her and the pleasure she got from watching Daio shudder under her touch was more than enough reward.

All the misery at the hands of Marsin, the rapes and beatings, the pain… Daio had washed it all away in the space of six exquisite hours. She had told him this with tear filled eyes and he had simply smiled at her and stroked her lips. His words then had mattered more to her than any actions.

“You are mine Kameka’Caleo. And I intend to show you every day for the rest of our years that you are the most desirable and delicious woman I have ever known. I will make your father see that I love you. And we will have many children to raise and teach of our love and both our cultures.”  

Kameka had been laying in his arms contemplating this when the transmission came that told him to report to Cranae Island with her. She didn’t understand why she was supposed to come and she held a small bit of fear inside her wondering about this. She wouldn’t let it stop her though. She had found everything she had ever desired in this man and nothing would take him from her now. She let her dark eyes shift to the others who sat on the transport with them. One of them she recognized from the Battle of Solmar. The human female who had commanded the incredible armored soldiers she had seen pummel the Puma Bane troops into pulp. She wore a uniform now, decorated with many colorful ribbons, telling Kameka she was important. She recognized the two senior Kavalian officers from the meeting, aides to Pian, both wearing civilian clothes and looking very well groomed as they discussed something they were reading. Her eyes shifted shyly to where the Prime Minister of the Union sat with the older, nearly white haired man whispering quietly between themselves. She knew who Deia was… there were few who did not… but Kameka also felt she would have more hatred for her because of what had happened. Deia still used her hover chair to move around even though she was regaining her strength on a regular basis and would soon be able to leave it behind altogether. Kameka knew her injuries had been severe and painful and she wondered if the woman felt hate towards her because of her species.
[She does not.] The female voice whispered within her thoughts.

Kameka stiffened slightly, causing Daio to look up as she looked around slowly. “Meka? Are you ok?” He asked quickly.

Meka turned her eyes to him and saw the concern on his face. She smiled and nodded her head just as quickly. “Yes.” She answered warmly staring into his handsome face. “I’m fine.” She smiled and waited for Daio to turn back to his pad and then her eyes darted towards the front of the ship searching for the source of the words. She had heard them in her head and knew that was not natural.
[He can not hear me child. No one can I assure you. And no you are not going crazy. I have established this link between the two of us alone. Being the Senior Mage of Sparta, working with the Feravomir and helping to raise the Leonidas children, it has afforded me some abilities that even members of the Durcunusaan do not have.] The woman’s voice echoed softly within her mind once more. It was a sweet and warm voice, reminding Meka of her mother’s voice.

[Who… who are you? Where… where are you?] Meka reached out tentatively and held back the gasp of surprise at how easy it was for her to speak with her mind.

[Three rows up child. Aisle seat.]

Meka cut her dark eyes and they settled on the incredibly beautiful elven female with long blond hair and stunning blue eyes sitting beside the equally beautiful blond haired elven female. Her ears were only half the size and Kameka immediately deduced she was a child of elven and Lycavorian parents. The woman wore an almost elaborate set of robes that flowed around her form but did not hide the fact that she had an incredible figure. Her four inch high elven ears curved elegantly upward and angled towards her head, the tips poking through her strands of thick hair near the top.
[My name is Thr'won. Senior Mage to the City of Sparta and the King’s family.] Thr'won answered her and Meka saw her smile. [Forgive me for intruding on your thoughts child but they have been rather… provocative… since you came onboard. Daio laid claim to you last night didn’t he? He bit you?]

[How… how do you know that?] Meka gasped within her mind.

Thr'won smiled widely. [It is no different than what my mate and husband did.] She replied. [Almost five hundred years ago. Thankfully I had better control of my Mindvoice skill then. You have not had that opportunity. I’ve been blocking your surface thoughts from affecting everyone on the ship who could sense them. It wasn’t a deep bite I hope?]
Meka shook her head slowly, almost shyly. [Just a small… just a scratch really.]
Thr'won nodded. [A scratch is all that is needed child.] She told her. [It will not change you as it does others… but that small scratch began the transformation.]
[Transformation?] Meka asked with a touch of fear in her voice.

[Kavalian you may be Kameka’Caleo… but the virus in a pureblood of our species will still affect you. If only slightly. You will find your senses will become far more attuned to the things around you as time passes. And it granted you the gift of Mindvoicing.] Thr'won told her.

[But you… you are elven.] Kameka said.

[I became part Lycavorian the day my husband and mate changed me.] Thr'won answered with a smile. [And I have embraced that part of me ever since.]   

[You seem to know an awful lot about me.] Kameka said defensively.
Thr'won chuckled. [You have no need to fear me child.] She stated. [Daio is a member of the Durcunusaan and Androcles’s personal team now. There is little Andro does not know of those close to him.]

[Personal team?] Kameka asked her.

Thr'won nodded from her seat. [Androcles is doing what his father did so long ago. He is building a team of his own. Some of the finest trained men and women in the Union. Men and women he trusts more than anyone else. Daio is now part of that team though he does not yet realize it. As are you.]
[Me?] Kameka gasped. 

Thr'won smiled again. [You will see child. You will see.] She spoke. [I can feel your happiness Kameka'Caleo. It makes your essence burn brightly. Your scent saturates the area around you and tells everyone that you love Daio deeply. That love will grow and prosper over time. He will worship the ground you walk upon child… guard you against all harm… and give you all you have ever wanted. It is the way of Lycavorian men… you know that.]
Kameka glanced quickly at Daio and then back to her. [I cannot begin to… I do not know how to put it into words.] She said.

[Then don’t try to.] Thr'won told her. [And just revel in what he makes you feel.]

[I am Kavalian. I do not want that to… to hurt him in any way.] Kameka said quickly.

[That is something you need not worry about.] Thr'won told her. [All you need do is look at how Athani is viewed by our people. She is Resumar’s beloved wife and a Princess of the Union. Our people learn to quickly look beyond the outer shell of an individual and to their inner core. That is what matters to us. It is why Andro and so many others have embraced Pian and Jalersi and the others and what they want to do. You need not worry about how you will be viewed child. Not here.]

[Do you know why Daio was told to bring me?] Kameka asked her. 

Thr'won gazed at her. [I do.] She said. [There is little that Andro and his family do not share with me. And I will leave it for you to discover. Just know that Androcles’s wives and mates wield nearly as much influence and power as he does. And like his mothers… they know how to use it. You will see.]

[I don’t understand.] Kameka told her. [What could they possibly want with me?]
[Have faith child.] Thr'won told her. [And know that I will gladly help you to learn about your new skills if you like. At least the parts your new husband and mate will probably forget to teach you. You haven’t told him?]

Kameka looked down shyly. [I… I wasn’t fully convinced myself until just now.]
[We will speak more on Cranae Island.] Thr'won said. [But Sadi and Carisia will help you to adjust and learn even more than I will. They have been using their Etheric abilities longer than Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. Sehri is an unknown to me right now, but that is also one of the reasons I am going to the island. I’ve been working with her.] Thr'won felt the transport shift and begin to descend. [Kavalian you may be child… but you are also one of us. All you need do is reach out and we will help you. Embrace the new life the Gods have granted you.]
Kameka met her eyes and smiled. [I intend to.] She answered confidently.

[Good. We will speak more soon. I will leave you to discover where your new path and life will lead you.] Thr'won said. [I don’t think you will be disappointed in the least.] 


“…concerned do we need to be when it comes to these Vanari Andro?” Jomann asked as they stood on the patio of the villa.


Andro turned from looking at the ocean surface and looked at him. He lifted the mug of his mother’s coffee and took a long pull from it. They both wore casual clothes now, though as Andro’s Durcunusaan Captain, Jomann still wore his KM14 and his Nehtes. Jomann gripped the oversized mug in his hand, letting the sweet scent of the coffee drift to his nose. Aricia’s special blend of coffee had become almost exclusive to the Durcunusaan in what they drank. It was not simply because she was queen, but the different blend of beans gave the coffee an extra rich flavor that appealed to many Lycavorians and other species that enjoyed strong flavored food and drink. It was a very exclusive item across the Union and it had made the Leonidas family very wealthy when added to the many different business deals that Martin had worked over the course of the years. 

The Leonidas family as a whole was worth well over five hundred billion Riyal, Martin and Androcles ranking among the wealthiest of their family at over a hundred billion Riyal in worth apiece and making them one of the wealthiest families within the Union. Aricia came next in individual wealth because of her coffee business, with Anja, Isabella, Dysea and then For'mya following in that order. Among their children, Andro was the wealthiest followed by Eliani, Resumar and then surprisingly, Zarah and Lisisa. As with every other wealthy family, millions and millions of Riyal from their wealth was poured back into society in ways to insure that there was no poverty within the Union. While most would never achieve the wealth they had… no one went without anything within the borders of the Lycavorian Union and almost everyone could live a very comfortable life.

Jomann’s family now owned and ran three different large cafés and eateries within Sparta and Eden City and all of their children had a stake in the profits from this business. Jomann had invested well, like his mother, and he would never want for anything. Combined with Eliani’s wealth, they rivaled Andro and Sadi in their business interests. It was very customary among Lycavorians, especially those who had remained true to many of their old customs, for mates to combined their wealth and assets when they joined their lives together and it was one part of the many reasons why poverty no longer had a hold in their society. Eliani knew of her husband’s love of her mother’s coffee and she had bought him a silver lined steel mug almost double the size of normal mugs for him to drink from. He had not parted with the mug since and when not fighting it was one thing everyone had grown accustom to seeing him carrying in his hand. Jomann had been a fast riser within the ranks of the Durcunusaan well before he had met Eliani, but his union with the petite and fiery red haired daughter of Martin and Anja Leonidas had elevated him to an even higher status. To see them together was a sight indeed, with Jomann reaching nearly six foot three and Eliani barely reaching five foot five, but it was plain even to those who did not know them that they were a perfect match. Jomann and Eliani were one of the exceptionally rare cases of non-pureblood Anomes within the Union’s history. Daniel and Anuk Simpson were the only other known pair of Anomes where the female was not a pureblood. Their devotion to each other was easily seen in the way they looked and acted with each other, and like her mother, Eliani Leonidas was extremely protective of her mate. Though together barely a year now, many men and women were commenting how they acted like they had been together for decades.

Jomann’s life became complete in every way when he met Eliani Leonidas. He had known other females in his years, but until Eliani’s maple wheat and slightly honey scent had touched his nose, nothing had even come close. Her scent alone was enough to enflame the blood in his veins, but to know she was every bit as adventurous and exciting as her mother was something of a surprise. She was stubborn and intensely independent openly, but in the privacy of their home and lives she was almost submissive to him. It took him a few weeks to accept this because he did not want her to be submissive to him, but in the end it was something that she wanted and enjoyed and even encouraged. She was also the most intensely passionate and adventurous woman he had ever known or shared a bed with. Their bond as Anomes allowed them to know exactly what the other desired and liked and wanted and this only added to the pleasure and passion they gave to each other. It also allowed them to know that they both desired Brendi Faith badly. Given her upbringing however, they were pursuing her in a manner that they hoped would eventually lead her into their arms, but also not scare her away and allow her to see that a relationship with them was also what she wanted.  


Andro met his Captain’s eyes and shrugged his broad shoulders. As with Dutkne, Andro held nothing back from Jomann, especially now. Their power and abilities set them apart from others and they knew what the power of their Praetorian blood could do and how it bound them together.


“To be honest Jomann… I don’t have a clue.” Andro said. “Dorian asked me that the other day and I still don’t have an answer.”


Jomann smiled. “Is there an answer?” He asked.


“Maybe not.” Andro agreed. “I will not tolerate their government as a whole in the way they treat our people and I will go through with what Denali told them. If they refuse to change and start to think of us as equals rather than inferior they can go straight to hell. I’ll yank all treaties and pacts they had with the Protectorate and let the chips fall where they may.”


“What does Deni say?” Jomann asked.


“Sehri’s father apparently has gotten himself included into the small circle of people that the OSG deals with.” Andro said. “They had approached him before but he rebuffed them. It is a way for them to discover just how deeply imbedded the OSG is within the Vanari government and its agents. Coren Re Mydala is pressing from his political end while Dutkne and Deni work on discovering where each and every OSG base of operations is. They are maintaining a low key approach but Deni says he can feel the distrust coming from many of the Vanari Regents. It is misplaced because of the false information they have been given for so long.” Andro looked at him. “They are pretty sure the OSG is tied to the Kavalians in some way, and part of the reason the Vanari feel the way they do, but they just don’t have proof yet.”


Jomann sipped his coffee. “Tied to them how?”


“The criminal element here in Alpha Quadrant anyway.” Andro told him. “Deni believes the Kavalians fund them under the table through front organizations and companies. That criminal group are the ones who made contact with the OSG in the beginning and then worked the deals to take Vanari females prisoner.”


“We know who they are?” Jomann asked. “Let’s have UI take them out. Marci and Armetus would jump at that chance.”


Andro shook his head. “We don’t know the leaders.” He replied. “And Deni is pretty sure that some of them at least are Lycavorian. Within the Protectorate and here in the Union. High ranking people too, otherwise they could not have remained hidden for so long. They would need the funding and the assets to cover the trail back to them.”


“Nubous slavers!” Jomann hissed harshly. “I hate them!”


Andro nodded. “So do I.” He added. “I always have… but like my father I think I gained a special hatred for them when I took Ne'Veha and Lu'ria as my mates. The elves have an even longer history than our people with slavery.”


Jomann nodded. “Ain’t that the truth?” He said softly. “Andro… how did the Kavalians know where to reach out within the Beta Quadrant. Or even how?”

Andro met his eyes. “Shiria believes, and my father aggress, that Keleru is not everything he says he is. He is Kavalian yes… but Shiria believes he may actually be more like Muton and his followers. Descendants of Pralors.”

“You’re serious?” Jomann gasped.

Andro nodded. “It is a thought my father has had before and once he was able to talk to Shiria for a time he believes it firmly and now so does she. It would explain a great deal… but there again… we have no proof.”

“Nubou lae!” Jomann rasped out the words.

Andro grinned. “You have been hanging out with my sister too long. You are picking up her distinct ability to hit the nail on the head in a couple of words.”

Jomann chuckled and thought briefly of his petite, but fiery young mate and wife. He nodded his head. “I suppose I am.” He stated.

“Brendi?” Andro asked.

Jomann met his eyes. “We are… we are working on it.” He said in reply. 

“You can smell it all over her Jomann.” Andro said.

Jomann nodded. “I know.” He said. “It is sensitive however. One wrong move on our part and it could ruin what we both want so much.”

Andro nodded. “I’ll let you guys handle it then. Eli is tenacious, but also very smart. She’ll run you ragged.”

Jomann grinned. “I thoroughly enjoy when she runs me ragged.” He stated proudly.  


Andro nodded and took another sip of his coffee, looking out over the ocean before continuing. “Jomann… when we reach the Beta Quadrant… make sure Sehri is covered all of the time. Assign one of Lu'ria’s Drow Scouts to her as well as her normal detail. Make sure she remains hidden at all times and only acts if it is necessary.” Andro blurted out. “Tenna Aihola gave her four to use as she sees fit. Lu'ria wants this… as do we all.”

Jomann tilted his head slightly and looked at him. “You think they will make a play for her?” He asked.


Andro nodded his head. “The Rothryn people, a least a small but powerful portion of them, do not see our Etheric abilities as an asset. They would much rather be able to control these abilities as opposed to allowing them to grow and be nurtured. This Rothryn Academy, their equivalent to our School of the Oracles, I think they… I get the sense they treat Etheric users as…”


“What?” Jomann asked him.


“I get the sense they believe Etheric users exist for their purposes.” Andro said. “They do not want them to be out there free and roaming around. They want to control them and use them for what they can do. Anyone who does not submit to their ridiculous rules is branded a traitor and hunted. Sehri has said she has heard stories of terrible things within the walls of that place and it doesn’t sit well with me. That is why Sehri’s father allowed her to go with this Circle of Shamans. At least initially.”


“I thought these Shaman people were just the opposite.” Jomann said sensing a tone in Andro’s voice.


Andro nodded his head. “I believe they are.” He looked at him. “Most of them anyway.”


Realization came over Jomann then. “You think this Harira person has a different agenda don’t you?” He said.


“Let’s just say I wouldn’t trust her as far as I could spit.” Andro said with some venom in his voice. “Some things she has said… her reaction to Sehri becoming my wife and mate for one. It just doesn’t add up considering what she is supposed to represent. I don’t believe for a moment she is what she says she is.”


“I’ll see to it.” Jomann said.


“You pick the last members?” Andro asked him.


Jomann nodded and held out the data pad to him. “I think so. Andro… are you sure about this Kavalian Cowen? Or the female that Daio has claimed?”


Andro looked at him. “I will ask him. We’ll see what he says. I probably shouldn’t have done what I did and my grandmother and Tenna Deia let me know it afterwards, but it felt like the right thing to do at the time. I just went with it. Thr’won is bringing the one who will help him to adjust to being able to Mindvoice. One of her most senior instructors. Her daughter in fact. A half elven female with, as Thr'won describes, the disposition of a pit viper. She should be able to handle Cowen.”


Jomann chuckled. “Wow. That’s high praise coming from Thr'won.”


“I know… but she’s partial to her daughters and says this one is the strongest.” Andro said.


“I’m guessing his skill set is probably very heavy oriented so he would fit in perfectly.” Jomann said. “Hopefully it will work out.”

“Only if he agrees.” Andro said. “He leads his Pride now and Kavalians are serious about things like that according to Pian.”


Jomann nodded. “You know… we are discovering many things about others we did not know before. Akruxians. Kavalians. We have many more similarities than we do differences in many cases.”  

Andro nodded and sipped his mug of coffee. “That we do.” He said. “As for the female… Kameka I believe her name is. KertaGai read the after action report from the team who went to get General Byka. She kept her DAGGER in the air for nearly twenty klicks before it crashed. And that was after she got shot in the shoulder. Sadi saw that and the first words out of her mouth were that they had found their third. Ne'Veha agreed.”

“What’s this ship they keep talking about?” Jomann asked.


Andro shrugged. “Something they worked out with Ben before coming to Solmar. I have no idea and she keeps telling me it will be a surprise. All I know is that it will be bigger than a STRIKER DT II but able to do everything it does and carry all of our dragon brothers and sisters. Yours as well.”


Jomann looked at him with wide eyes. “Mine?”


Andro chuckled at his expression. “This wasn’t my idea.” He said. “Arzoal left Syrilth in charge while she was gone and she and the rest of the elders determined that you needed a partner. You won’t be bonded to him, but he is one of the senior instructors for the Dragon Brigade and he volunteered. It will make things easier and even though you won’t be bonded, you can still pull from each other if need be.” He explained. “I thought it was a good idea as well. But Syrilth and the other Elders made the decision. He’ll be flying over from Dragon Mountain later today.”


Jomann blinked several times. “I…”


“You will have a lot in common my friend. Do not be afraid to share it with him.” Andro said.


“What do you mean?” Jomann asked.


Andro met his gaze. “Alba Tau.” Andro said softly. “His… his bonded brother was killed on Alba Tau. He was severely wounded. Took nearly a year before he could fly again. He hasn’t allowed anyone to fly on him since that day. You share a common bond and that is what you will need to connect with. Syrilth told me he asked for this… he already knows who you are and he says he is ready to do more.”


Jomann nodded his head slowly. “Then we will… we will work things out.” He said.


Andro smiled and slapped his shoulder. “Personally I think it is Syrilth’s way of keeping tabs on the Talon Guardians. Make sure we don’t so something stupid.”


Jomann blinked and looked at him. “Why does that sound like something she would do?” He said with a smile. “Finally… some back up!”


Andro laughed. “Hey… we aren’t that bad. Are we?” He asked.


Jomann grinned. “I will refrain from answering that question for fear it may incriminate me. And anger my mate.” He answered as they turned and headed into the villa.


“Hey… that’s not fair!” Andro said as he followed.
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It was something Kalis Leonidas would speak of proudly to his grandchildren he knew, if that day ever came. As he clutched Serale to his body protectively, these thoughts were what flashed through his mind at what he witnessed and it filled him with hope and pride unlike ever before.

It was the single most devastating show of power Kalis had ever seen in his life. Far beyond anything his father had ever been able to achieve. He watched as if it happened in slow motion as his uncle’s body launched through the air, exploding with a light blue shimmering shield, and a single leap took him the hundred plus meters from where he had been to the first Svorag. He watched as his uncle, with exacting precision, used his two hundred and thirty-eight pounds of muscle and bone to drive his booted feet into the chest of the stunned Svorag and drive him into the hard ground. Kalis thought for sure he could hear the Svorag’s chest crunch and shatter under the terrific force of his uncle’s momentum and power. He then watched as his uncle leaped nimbly from the Svorag’s unmoving form and jerk his right hand outward. The Nehtes extended instantly to its full near eight foot length and then his uncle was launching that spear through the air like a bullet almost in the same motion. Kalis’s eyes were wide as the spear tip impaled one Svorag through the chest, lifting him up into the air with the energy of the throw and then dropping him back to the ground nearly six meters from where the spear had struck him. In a single, seamless motion, Martin Leonidas switched the tubular like object to his right hand and with a small flash of light the sword blade extended from Flatspace and his Shi Viska appeared on his opposite arm. Then the killing truly began.


It was unlike anything any of them had seen really, with the exception of Yuriko of course. Tony and T'lolt had spread to the sides, their chain cannons chopping out lethal 20mm kinetic projectiles at a frightening rate, mowing down Svorag as well as any small tress and vegetation that happened to be in the way. In the hands of the two strongest members of his uncle’s team, the guns were like toys as the Master Chief and T'lolt swung them back and forth as if they were using normal rifles. Each of them had a look of severe concentration on their faces as they took in all around them and did not discriminate against the Svorag they were killing.


Koguth watched with stunned eyes as Danny and Julie led Kenny and Pablo in their small wedge, wading right into the thick of it behind Martin and Murano. Their P190A5s, much shorter versions of the normal Spartan weapons than Koguth had seen before, were precise in their accuracy and deadliness. No matter where they fired, Svorag fell with massive wounds from the obviously explosive tipped caseless rounds. He watched as the ebony skinned vampire female flashed out with dual blades so common to vampire commandos and opened many a Svorag throat to the air, her A5 dangling from quick release straps as they moved.


Ultimately however, it was the two figures in the center of it all they drew everyone’s attention.

Martin and Murano stood back to back, their Etheric shields shimmering in the sunlight as they carved themselves a path through the Svorag troops. Martin spun around, using his Shi Viska as a battering ram, smashing it into the chest of a Svorag and sending him flying away screeching in agony from his now crushed breastbone. He would land several meters away and scream until Danny put two rounds through his skull and silenced him forever. As they all watched, Martin twisted his arm and leveled his Shi Viska at a group of Svorag that were forming to his right. The shield leaped from his arm, the razor like blades extending from the edges, and two of the three Svorag had their heads removed from their bodies before they were able to take three steps, the Shi Viska speeding off seemingly with a mind of its own. As their headless corpses fell and the third Svorag watched in horror, Martin stepped into the powerful swing of his sword and cleaved the Svorag’s upper body nearly in two. He lifted his now free hand at the end of the swing and sent forth a massive wave of Etheric energy towards two other Svorag who were regaining their senses. They were caught directly in the path of the crushing wave and each had nearly every bone in their bodies shattered instantly as they were flung through the air like dolls. Neither would live more than a few seconds longer. As soon as he released that wave, Martin whirled, ignoring the two for he knew they were dead. His hand came up again and he sent three Etheric diamond shaped projectiles sizzling out from his hand. Each Etheric projectile struck another Svorag in his upper body, blowing massive holes through his chest cavity and spraying blood and bone matter out his back as his body was tossed backward from the kinetic force. As he released those Etheric diamonds he heard the horrible scream and whirled to see the single Svorag leaping through the air at him. He was about to swing his sword to disembowel the Svorag when the creatures body was snatched from the air by some unseen hand and sent hurtling into the large tree off to the side. The sound of his bones snapping was very audible even over the sounds of weapons fire. Martin’s head snapped around and he saw Murano smile at him.


“I had him!” Martin screamed.


Murano roared out his own laughter now, fully engulfed in feelings of exhilaration he had not felt in more millennia then he cared to recall. He relished in the emotions flowing through him now, for he had missed them for so long. Feeling Martin beside him, a fellow Praetorian and the descendant of the man Murano had worshiped, it was nearly overwhelming. It felt like it had back then, wading into battle beside Sumar and their Praetorian brothers. Murano never dreamed he would be able to feel that again, but now it flowed through him as it had back then. He felt alive again, recharged and vigorous, for the first time in nearly forty thousand years.


“No doubt!” Murano shouted back as his Saber Staff whipped around and he removed the head of a Svorag who was trying to sneak up on him. “Why should I let you have all the fun?” He barked out.


Martin’s eyes were wide. “And they call me crazy!” He screamed as he spun back around just as his Shi Viska appeared from the side and alighted on his arm once more. He twisted in to a graceful spin, his arm extended outward and released the Shi Viska once more as if he was throwing a discus. The shield leaped forth and shot off into the distance once more with blinding speed, curving through the air and cutting a swath of death in its wake.  
  


“They keep coming from the shadows!” Murano screamed.

Martin turned and caught three of them in the grips of an Etheric field, lifting their bodies into the air almost five meters and then bringing his hand down with a jerk. The Svorag were thrust downward to smash into the ground with horrific force, driven by Martin’s devastating Etheric power. None of them moved after that.


“Time to light the shadows up then!” Martin snarled back. He turned his head toward the tree line that was opposite the entrance of the cave. Torma my brother! Now! I need some light!

Don’t understand why he didn’t allow me to come with them. Garan asked as he sat easily in the saddle on Aurith’s back. Does he not trust me even still?

He had flat out refused to ride Torma because he was the Bonded Brother of a Praetorian and in Garan’s eyes untouchable. Torma thought this humorous and Aurith chuckled with her father as she butted Garan in the shoulder and ushered him onto her back. They knew right where they were going and had flown here in under five minutes, Garan thoroughly enjoying his first ride on the back of a dragon. It was the most amazing thing he had ever experienced and secretly he hoped it would happen again in the future.


Aurith rested now on the ground beside her father, hidden in the thick brush on the down slope of the ridge three hundred meters across from the base of the mountain where Yuriko’s cave center was. The terrain provided them excellent concealment even for their size and one would have to walk right up upon them to even know they were there even with Garan in her saddle. Their keen eyesight would keep anyone from getting too close without them knowing it. Torma turned his head to the side and looked at Garan on his daughter’s back.


Is that what you think Garan? Torma asked him.


Garan turned and looked at those golden colored eyes. I do not know what to think. He answered honestly. 


How is it that you converse with Dragonkind so easily Garan of the Pralor people? Torma asked.


Garan paused for a moment and then shrugged his broad shoulders. I… I have always been able to. He answered. I have never feared your kind Torma… and I have had to work with many Dragonkind when arranging trips or meetings for Chief Elder Delnash and Elder Mother Teniri. We have always been able to communicate and work together easily.


You do not view us differently? Aurith asked now turning her head on her long neck.


Differently? In what way Aurith? Garan asked confused. 


As Lorendo sees us. Torma told him. Tools to be used.


Garan’s eyes grew wide. By the souls of those within the Rift of Time no! He hissed. Your kind… Dragonkind… you are revered by many of our people Torma. Your actions saved millions of my people when we first came together. When the Scourge chased us from the last planet we thought would be our new home. Many of Dragonkind fell beside my people in battle and defending them. I could never look upon you in such a way. My parents… they told Kasdan and I stories of those few days. They have always adored your kind. As millions of my people do.


Then you should know this… Torma said. If Martin Leonidas did not trust you Garan… you would not be here among us. Nor your brother Kasdan. We left your other two men to help For'mya, Endith and Tina guard the STRIKER. They are trusted as well because you chose them. You wonder why he did not take you on the assault.

Garan nodded. Yes… I suppose.


The men and women with Martin… with the single exception of your brother because of his unique skills and knowledge… they have trained and fought beside Martin since they were only children. They know what each other will do in every situation, for it is the same thing they would do. Torma explained. It is not because he does not trust you Garan, just the opposite in fact.


But why leave me and take Kasdan? Garan asked.


King Martin leaves no one in command that he does not trust with his own life. Aurith picked it up. You are a soldier… your brother is not. Your men are soldiers and they follow you. He trusts no one with the lives of his Queens Garan, especially not my Bonded Sister after what took place recently. That he relies on you and your men to protect her… protect them… it is his way of showing you that your honor and trust is beyond reproach. 


Torma nodded his massive head. My daughter speaks wisely for one who never had much use for her studies when she was younger. Torma said with a laugh.


Father! Aurith complained. 

She is right Garan. You are here with us… your men help to protect one of his Queens. Torma said. To Martin Leonidas there is no greater a show of respect and honor than that. When he calls for us… we will answer and then you will fight beside him and Murano. Have patience my friend… do not be so quick to rush into battle. He took your brother because contrary to what everyone believes, Martin is not a war monger and he will often assess a situation most carefully before acting.

These monsters have taken many Pralor people through the years Torma. Garan said. Too many to count.


Torma nodded as his head snapped around and looked back up towards the edge of the ridge at the sounds of gunfire. And when we are done… this group will take no more. We have destroyed their ship and now we will finish those who escaped to come here.
 
I thought you said he likes to assess the situation first? Garan asked. They had to have just arrived at the cave!
Torma felt his Bonded Brother within him and all that was happening. He turned to look at Garan. He did assess the situation. He did not need your brother to tell him all of these vile creatures need to be exterminated.
Garan grunted with satisfaction and nodded. A fine assessment. He spoke. One I would have made too.
Torma my brother! Now! I need some light! Martin’s voice reached them easily within Mindvoice and Garan shuddered with the power and clarity of the Etheric resonance of Martin Leonidas.

Torma rose to his talons as did Aurith. Now… now we do battle! He barked. Daughter… break to the right just as we discussed! Go now!
Garan could only hang onto the saddle horn as Aurith bolted from her position with a speed like nothing he had seen from Dragonkind before. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Torma’s massive form also explode forward in what seemed like the blink of an eye, his hugely muscular body simply bowling over smaller trees that stood between him and his Bonded Brother.

Prepare yourself Garan! We are not kind in battle! Aurith shouted just before she rammed through the last small section of thick brush into the clearing where the battle raged. With a roar of anger Aurith reared back her head and cut loose with a stream of superheated breath directly into a small group of Svorag that had been lying in wait on the fringes of the battle. They turned to see they massive beast to the side and their eyes went wide. That is how they died. Garan’s P130A4 snapped to his shoulder instinctively and as Aurith cooked the Svorag alive he began to pick his shots easily and Svorag began to fall.


Murano heard the near deafening roar and felt the shuddering of the ground and whirled just as Torma’s massive formed burst between two thick trees nearly ten foot tall. His front right paw came crashing down, his talons impaling two Svorag clean through their torsos as he snapped his head to the side and sent a stream of superheated breath tearing across a wide expanse of terrain in front of him.


Left brother! Martin shouted within Mindvoice. Burn it all!

Torma didn’t let up and as Murano and others watched, it almost seemed as if his breath got even hotter. Plants and small tress were charred to ashes instantly when that stream of nearly four thousand degree heat passed over it. Larger trees began to burn from the base up, flames licking upward even further. Murano turned to see Aurith doing the same, Garan upon her back securely in the saddle and his P190A4 slinging out death in every direction as he twisted this way and that, firing the entire time. Never had he seen such a thing in his life and Murano could only shake his head in awe. 

“May the spirits within the Rift preserve me?” He spoke softly. 

Murano was just beginning to realize the connection and power being bonded to a dragon carried as he witnessed Martin leap to within five meters of Torma’s massive form and kill two Svorag who were rising to fire their primitive weapons at the colossal monster killing their kind. He watched as Martin dispatched those Svorag and then proceeded to leap onto Torma’s back and launch his Shi Viska once more. They worked seamlessly without communication; just as Martin and his team did Murano took note. In many ways… it was as if he was watching Sumar in battle all over again and it filled him with pride of his own. Martin had told him that Androcles and his Bonded Sister were even more powerful than their fathers in some ways because of how their bond developed and Murano looked forward to finally meeting him and seeing what he could do. Hope filled Murano for the first time in millennia as he stood there among the blood and sounds of battle. Hope for the future and continued existence of his people and every other peaceful sentient species.
The snapping sound caused his head to cut around and he saw the three Svorag frozen in place off to his right. They had been attempting to sneak up on him and they had almost succeeded. Murano allowed a small smile to split his lips. Yes… things were beginning to fill with hope.

“Business first Murano.” He spoke to himself and lifted his hand toward the Svorag as Danny’s voice echoed in his ear implant.


“Stragglers are scattering fervon!” Danny’s voice barked through the implant Murano now wore along with everyone else.


Murano turned and saw Martin spin around in the saddle, his left arm lifting almost as an afterthought to collect his Shi Viska as it zipped in from the side and landed on his left forearm. In an instant it flashed and vanished back into Flatspace.


“Jules… Kenny… Pablo! Pursue for half a klick! Kill as many as you can catch! Go!” Martin snapped out the order and watched as Julie turned and blurred in motion to go deeper into the timber. Kenny and Pablo instantly shifted into their wolf forms and followed. It was a tactic the three of them had refined for years when they were younger and it was why they were the most skilled scouts within Martin’s team. Kenny and Pablo were also devastated when they had lost Julie all those years ago, and then just as elated when she came back to them. Given that her memories were intact up until the point they had returned to Earth so long ago, it was like she had never left them and Kenny and Pablo reveled in the feelings of that camaraderie once more.


“Danny! Back to the cave! T’lolt… Master Chief… flanking fields of fire on the edges!” Martin snapped out the orders, the transmitter implanted into his jaw line easily carrying the orders over their receivers. “If they are scattering it means there are more of them on this planet than we first thought! They’ll be back and I want to be gone!”


“Moving!” Tony’s voice barked in reply.


“As am I.” T'lolt spoke as well and both of the huge men turned and began to move.


“Fervon… get Garan off Aurith’s back!” Martin barked turning to look at Danny twenty meters away. “He’s having too much fun! Then give me a recon of the area around the cave! One klick out and hold fervon! I’m gonna have For'mya bring the STRIKER to us!”


“We’re on it!” Danny answered and broke into a sprint moving with the grace and speed of his wolf nature and making his way to where he saw Aurith swing her clubbed Heavyhorn tail to the side and crush two Svorag too stupid to know better.

Murano gripped his Saber Staff almost casually as he turned to look around them just as Torma’s massive form moved up to him with Martin in the saddle. “There were far more than we first thought Martin.” He spoke staring off into the timber.


Martin nodded as he looked around from the saddle. “For'mya took out their ship… but they must have got more groundside before that happen. Or the transports they used carried more than we thought.”


“They are not like us!” Murano spoke turning to look up at him. “They will have packed as many as possible into the ships! It is something we have seen before. Comfort means nothing to them. They will have left only a skeleton crew on the frigate!”


Martin glanced at him. “You could have told me that before!” He barked.


“You did not ask!” Murano asked.


“Sibfla!” Martin snarled watching as Aurith’s wing snapped forward and caught two Svorag square in the chest and sent their bodies hurtling through the air for almost fifty meters.


“We need to destroy their transports!” Murano snapped up at him. “Keep them from leaving the surface!”


“Working on it!” Martin answered.


Torma's head turned on his long neck to look at Martin. They are running very fast! He declared with an almost humorous tone.


Back to Yuriko! It’s time to go! Martin ordered him turning to look at Aurith. Aurith! Fall back to Yuriko’s position! They are running so they can bring more of their friends!


Martin saw Aurith turn to look at him and nod her huge head before shifting her muscular body and heading for the base of the small mountain cave. They had drawn the vicious battle away from Yuriko and the others on purpose and now they were some two hundred meters away from them. Martin turned back and looked at Murano, holding out his hand. “Let’s go.”

“Martin… we must purge this pestilence!” Murano shouted as he settled into the saddle behind him and Torma began to sprint through the timber and brush back towards Yuriko. “We can’t let them leave this moon!”


“I know!” Martin snapped in reply. “I said I’m working on it!” Martin tapped his jaw. “Kinsoaurgai?”


“We are here Martin my love! We have been monitoring.” For'mya’s voice answered instantly over the COM.


“Contact OMEN THREE For'mya!” Martin told her. “They are equipped with three Fusion Core Hammerhead nukes! Hundred kiloton yield! Have them prep those missiles, triangulate the position of the Svorag transports using Yuriko’s cave as ground zero and glass this entire area For'mya! We have to keep them from leaving the moon!”


“Will that be enough?” For'mya asked without hesitation.  


“Initial blast radius on the Hammerheads is ten kilometers.” Martin spoke calmly to her even as they approached Yuriko’s position and those with her began to rise to their feet and stare at him. “Another twenty kilometers out is still within the instant kill zone because of heat and fire! Nothing will survive within fifty kilometer of her cave!”

“Tina is contacting them now! Get back here quick Martin! It will not take them long!” For'mya said. “And we need to get gone! I don’t envy a radioactive tan!”


“Tell me about it.” Martin chuckled. “That’s why I want you to come to us! Lift off, mark my location and come join the party. Area is big enough to land and we need to move fast.” Martin said.


“Powering engines!” For'mya answered. “We’ll be there in four minutes!”


Martin watched as Yuriko approached with a wide smile on her face and he dropped quickly to the ground from the saddle. Yuriko may have been officially adopted, but that had only been done for legal purposes. Martin didn’t need a document to know she was his daughter. He had felt that way about her so long ago and those feelings had come rushing back when they came back together on Earth. As he opened his arms, Yuriko folded herself into them and he hugged her tightly inhaling deeply of the scent of her hair and body. A pureblood vampire she may have been, but Yuriko was a Leonidas without question. The oldest of his children by far, and behind only Andro and his mates, the one who knew him better than most. Yuriko was just as capable in her own right as Androcles and the two of them thought along the same lines and that is why they were the most feared of all the Leonidas children. 


Martin squeezed her tightly, his cheek against her long black hair and he chuckled softly. “Why does it seem I’m always bailing you and your brother out of thee situations?” He muttered to her. He felt Yuriko laugh within his embrace and she pulled back from him.


“Andro and I are too much like you that is why!” She declared holding his arms tightly as she looked into his face with love and adoration.

“That will be the death of me you know.” He stated.


Yuriko smiled brightly. “Not likely Ilharn.” She said. “Not likely.” (Father in vampire language)


“Your mother is bringing the ship here.” Martin said. “I’m using the Hammerheads on OMEN THREE.”


Yuriko nodded. “I suspected you would.” She answered. Yuriko turned as Koguth moved up behind her. “Ilharn… this is General Koguth’Juturi. He…”


“Yes… I know who he is.” Martin spoke sternly seeing the look of surprise on Koguth’s face. He looked at Koguth… Iama having shared what had happened in her past with him and all of Fedor’s family members now that she was his beloved wife and mate.


Koguth took an involuntary step back at the tone of voice of the Lycavorian King and looked at Yuriko quickly. Yuriko saw this and squeezed his arm. “Papa… I think there may be some misinformation. What Iama thinks happened is not accurate. He…” Martin blinked at her confused and was about to respond when he caught the scent and cut his eyes. Yuriko saw instantly where his eyes went and she stopped. “We’ll talk later Ilharn. I’ll get everyone ready to move.” She said quickly pulling Koguth with her. “Come General.”

Martin reached up slowly and with his hands on either side he removed his Spartan helm as he focused on the two figures to his right. He zeroed in and moved towards them without any hesitation.


Kalis stood there unable to move even if he wanted to. Serale clung to him, her arms around his waist tightly as the battle had been drawn away from them and they watched. Fear gripped Kalis now as his uncle moved up to stand in front of him. Serale was braver than him as she stared up into the face of the Lycavorian king ready to defend the man she loved. Kalis dropped his eyes to the ground, unable to meet those deep brown orbs of his uncle. He had seen them when they were wolf eyes, yellow and green in color and gazing upon him as something so insignificant it was laughable. He could feel the staggering power of his uncle’s aura pouring outward, moving all around him, surrounding him and swirling all over the immediate area. Everything he had done in these last weeks, all of it had been leading up to this one moment and for the first time in his life Kalis was humbled and fearful. Afraid he would not be accepted after what he had done. Afraid that the future he had hoped to grab on to would come crashing down around him. That it was all a lie and…

“Can you not look at me Mandri?” Martin spoke softly.


“I… I am… I am not worthy.” Kalis finally stammered.


Martin reached up and gripped the back of Kalis’s head, watching as his face came up slowly to look at him with moist, dark blue wolf eyes. He had not shifted back just yet, and his fangs were still prominent as were his eyes. He saw his uncle smile at him warmly when he saw those eyes and fangs. 


“Worthy?” Martin spoke to him as he moved even closer. Serale released Kalis as she watched, feeling him tense slightly as her arms left his waist but he didn’t flinch away. “Why would you not be worthy Mandri?” 


“Uncle Martin… I…” Kalis began to rasp out the words when Martin lean closer and inhaled deeply, drawing Kalis’s scent into his lungs and letting it filter through him. Kalis stopped and remained still as Martin drew back and looked at him. His own eyes changed then and his fangs extended once more. Kalis felt a ripple of fear at the sight of those fangs but his uncle smiled.


“Do you know what I smell Kalis?” He spoke calmly. “I smell the blood of a Leonidas within your veins! I smell the strength to recognize your own faults and the lies you have been told and to see them for what they are. I smell a man who would die protecting what he has come to love!” Martin spoke as he gazed upon Serale to the side, her green eyes tearing up as she watched. He looked back to Kalis. “I smell a man who had the strength and conviction to alter the course of his life and embrace what had been denied him for too long!”

Kalis felt the tears roll down his cheeks but he didn’t care about this show of weakness for everything he wanted… everything he had hoped for… it was standing right in front of him. “I must… I must atone for my sins Uncle!” He stammered softly. “I must…”


Martin reached up with his other hand and put it on the opposite side of Kalis’s face. “You will not atone or be accountable for the sins of a dead man.” He spoke warmly. “The man you were died many weeks ago. The day you made the choice to follow the blood within your veins is the day you were born Kalis Leonidas.”


Kalis looked at him with wide teary eyes, as if hearing that name for the very first time. The awe he felt coursing through him was nearly a physical thing and he reached up to grip his uncle’s arms, squeezing those thick forearms as hard as he could. “Uncle… Uncle I… my father will…”


Martin shook his head quickly. “He is not your father any longer Kalis.” He said. “A father would never do to you what he has done. Twisted you… shamed you. No… he has no right to carry the name of father to you. I will be the father you should have had. I will be the father he should have been… just as I am to your brother Karun. I will show you what he should have shown you. I will be the father he should have been. Your old life dies here on this stinking rock Kalis my boy. Now you will know the emotion and the meaning of the blood that flows within you. I will teach you… your family will teach you.” Martin said with a smile as his own eyes became moist.  


Kalis was unable to react as Martin slowly pulled him into the embrace and his powerful arms and hands wrapped around him. Arms and hands that had come so very close to ending his existence that day not so long ago. Arms and hands that now filled him with emotions he had never been allowed to experience. Emotions that racked his body and caused him to shudder in relief and joy. Emotions he had been denied for far too long. Kalis’s eyes closed and slowly his arms embraced his uncle. His uncle’s mint scent filled his nose and provided him a measure of peace that Kalis had ever known. And then the floodgates opened and twenty-five years of emotions that had been denied came rushing forth like a spring of pure mountain water and Kalis crushed his uncle in that embrace. He buried his face in Martin’s shoulder as his body was wracked with sobs, his hands clenching and unclenching trying to grip the body armor that his uncle wore. His uncle responded, pulling him tighter and his hand coming up and holding the back of his head tightly. Serale watched with tears in her eyes and her hands over her mouth. She had never expected such a show of emotion from the Lycavorian King and suddenly she understood why so many billions upon billions of men and women across the breadth of the Union would die without hesitation for this man. She could almost see the doubt and trepidation leave Kalis’s body as his uncle embraced him. 


Martin pulled Kalis back as she watched as he gripped his head, staring at him with those eyes and fangs extended. Kalis didn’t shy away this time and he held his uncle’s arms as he met that gaze, his own eyes and fangs still exposed.

“Embrace it all Kalis!” Martin hissed at him. “Never doubt! Never regret! You have done what so few are ever able to do my boy! Embrace it and never let it go! Never fear the unknown Kalis. From this day forth… you are a Leonidas and we do not fear the unknown! We embrace it!”


“I will… I will never dishonor you uncle!” Kalis choked out the words.


Martin shook his head quickly. “Not me Kalis. The blood within you. Never dishonor your blood. Your grandfather sings within me you know… he is… he is so happy. And so am I.”


It was as if the weight of a planet lifted from Kalis and his face brightened as he stared at Martin. Martin felt the light within him finally burn away all the darkness that had resided in this young man, darkness put there by his foul brother. It was another crime that his brother would pay for Martin thought to himself. 

“Uncle… Uncle Martin this is…” Kalis turned quickly and took Serale’s hands gently within his. She didn’t hesitate in the least and she stepped back close to him, wrapping her arms around Kalis’s waist with a brilliant smile. “This is Serale.” Kalis spoke wrapping his arms around her petite frame. “I wish… she is my life now uncle Martin. I wish to make her my wife and mate.”


Martin looked at her beaming face and grinned. “I take it from your scent and the look on your face you want this as well.” He said with some humor.


“So… so very much King Leonidas.” Serale stuttered quickly.


Martin shook his head. “No member of my family calls me that Serale Leonidas.” He said seeing her eyes go wide. “I suggest you make it official when we get back to the ARC ROYAL.”


Serale looked at Kalis’s face with adoring eyes. “I will insure that he does… Martin.” She said with brimming confidence in her voice and her own feelings.


Martin grinned again at her poise. “Oh… I like her.” He said. “Anja is going to love you as well.” He turned back to Kalis. “We can… we can continue this later. Right now… we need to vacate this rotten place. I’m going to burn it clean and make sure these Svorag here never hurt anyone again. Prepare yourself Mandri. A new world has opened for you… and it’s time to step through that door and leave whatever is left of the past behind you.”

Kalis took a deep breath and nodded his head as he hugged Serale to him tighter. “I… I am ready Uncle Martin. I have been ready for a very long time.”


Martin look up as the STRIKER came roaring over the top of the mountain and it spun gracefully as it began to land in the clearing. Martin nodded and turned to look at him. “Good.” He said. “Welcome Mandri… welcome to the Leonidas family.”

