CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
MARTIN’S STRIKER DT MARK II
SIX HOURS FROM RENDEZVOUSING WITH ARC ROYAL 


Though it was one of the new STRIKER DT Mark IIs, the inside of the ship was still packed pretty tightly with the addition of half the Kavalian crew. Yuriko returning to OMEN THREE with her people and half the Kavalians had freed up some space and now everyone was able to stretch out on what benches and seats there were. Many even chose to sit on the floor and catch the sleep they had not had in several days since their escape from the Kavalian fleet. Now both ships were moving under Shroud after making two short LSD jumps to move quickly out of the area. Kalis was amazed at how easily he was accepted by those in his Uncle’s team, their banter with him alluding to the fact that they respected what he had done. They were all sitting around the opening into the Dragon pen where Torma and Aurith sat side by side. Serale rested comfortably between Kalis’s legs as if it was the most natural thing in the world and she absently stroked his forearm as they listened to them trading jabs back and forth now that the rush of the combat high had worn off.

“… Make sure I tell Anuk and Nayeca all about how we found their big, bad Spartan mate stuffed in the cargo hold of the STRIKER because he felt left out.” Julie was speaking with a large smile as she held a canteen of water.


“I didn’t feel left out!” Dan protested. “You guys needed me!”


“Correct me if I am wrong Simpson…” Kenny spoke with his customary smile. “The Skipper did order you to remain behind.”

“You should have seen the look on your face when Master Chief opened the cargo hatch door!” Pablo said with a wide grin. “You looked like we had caught you stroking…” He stopped his comment before finishing and let his eyes dart to Serale as he turned red under his tan. “Ah… never mind.”


Serale burst out laughing and the others quickly followed at the look on Pablo’s face and then on Danny’s face. Martin shook his head in mock disgust. “Bunch of reckless, over eager kids is what you all are.” He stated. “No wonder I spend half my time babysitting you.”


“So… does that mean you are gonna ground him Skipper?” Kenny asked with that mile wide grin. 


Martin nodded. “Damn right I am.” Martin exclaimed loudly. “He disobeyed my orders to remain behind. We can’t have that kind of action without consequences.”


“Hey! I saved your ass out there!” Danny protested once more… but did so much more weakly than before.


“We were handling it just fine Simpson you ass!” Julie spat. “All you did is provide a bigger target for the bad guys and make it easier for us.”


“See!” Danny barked. “I told you I helped!”


“General Simpson…” Martin spoke. “I sentence you to three solid days making sure that your mates know how much you have missed them. You were supposed to meet them on the ARC ROYAL and now they’ll be pissed at me because you weren’t there.”


Danny chuckled and shook his head before looking at Martin. “Hell… you get blamed for everything anyway fervon. How is that any different than now?”


“I don’t need you adding to my own screw ups and then leaving me to explain it.” Martin said with a smile. “Three days. No work. And if I discover you don’t comply with that… then I will turn your discipline over to Anuk and Nayeca.”


Danny looked at him with a twinkle in his dark brown eyes. “That sounds promising.” He said.


Julie shook her head. “Please… we’ve seen you buck ass naked Danny.” Julie spat. “You aren’t all that.” This comment caused all of them to burst out laughing heartily, even T'lolt could not contain the laughter this statement caused and he too joined in the after action cool down period that always occurred between warriors.

Martin shook his head slowly reveling in the feelings of having them around and then he looked at Kalis and Serale. Their faces were bright and happy with a new found future together that both of them were eagerly waiting to begin. Martin leaned over towards them and saw their eyes shift to him. 


“Serale… I’m going to borrow Kalis for a little while if you don’t mind.” Martin said. “There are some things we need to talk about.”


Kalis leaned close to her and nuzzled her cheek, his hand coming up to stroke her chin as he kissed her. “I will be back shortly.” He said.


Serale nodded her head, the smile never leaving her face as she watched Kalis get to his feet. She was still in somewhat of a state of shock considering she had never once thought she would ever meet the King of the Lycavorian Union. Nor did she expect the many statements about the Royal family being no different than normal families to hold any weight. Yet here she was, the King of the Lycavorian Union not a few feet away and acting as no King she had ever seen or read about in history. And doing so with a group of men and women who treated him no different than they treated each other. Serale’s green eyes glowed in happiness as she looked up at Kalis for this was going to be her life going into the future and that made her giddy. Kalis squeezed her hand gently and then turned to look at his uncle as Martin turned and headed for the cockpit. Kalis followed without hesitation and watched as his uncle motioned to where Mata sat alone along the bulkhead. The Kavalian quickly got to his feet and moved to follow them. Serale glanced quickly to where her mother sat on one of the couches in the STRIKER. Her legs were drawn up under her and she was tucked very intimately against Nedoli’s side, her head on his chest and her eyes closed as she slept peacefully for probably the first time in weeks. And Serale knew her mother’s peace now was because of Nedoli. That much Serale knew without question. Knowing that her mother, as well as herself, had found love out of the horror they had endured showed Serale that hope was never dead. It just came in many different forms, some of which you could not understand right away.  
Martin took the four stairs into the cockpit in one step and before Kalis thought about it he had followed and moved into the spacious cockpit. He came to an abrupt halt when he saw For’mya standing and leaning against the human woman’s chair and holding a large mug of coffee in her hands. Kalis suddenly found himself wanting to be anywhere but here. He was sure his uncle didn’t think of how he would react, but given how he had changed in the recent weeks, Kalis could feel nothing but shame for how his father had abused this woman and forced himself upon her. She had every right to hate him for his part in her imprisonment and his subsequent actions on Hadaria and Kalis did not know what to expect. He watched as his uncle moved right up to her and even with the coffee in her hands, she was able to fold her lithe form against his as they shared a warm and emotion filled kiss. Her dark brown eyes cut to him when they parted and she handed the mug to Martin as she turned to face him. Kalis lowered his eyes, unable to face her, but he would not back down from her fury for his part in what was done to her.

For'mya stepped up to Kalis as Martin took a sip of the coffee and saw that he would not meet her gaze. She could sense the embarrassment and ignominy filling him and radiating from his pores. His wolf aura trembled with regret and a small amount of fear, but she could also detect the overwhelming sense of pride and accomplishment within him. It was part of her ‘gift’ to be able to sense strong emotions and For'mya could feel them easily from Kalis. She could sense the unequivocal love for the young Hadarian female and how she was now the center of his life. Given what For'mya now knew, what Martin had allowed her to see within his many memories, and knowing firsthand what a monster Pusintin was, For'mya could not bring herself to feel anger or hate towards Kalis for what had happened. No matter what, he had been used by his father in a vile way, just as she had been, and he had experienced it for far longer than she had. For'mya reached out and placed her hand on his cheek and let his aura swirl around her, focused and pure now, just like one of their sons. By instinct For'mya allowed her own wolf aura to cascade out, the same motherly sensations and emotions that filled her aura whenever she was around her children.


“Look at me Kalis.” She spoke softly.


Kalis shook his head slowly. “I am… I am too ashamed.” He spoke in a soft, trembling but completely honest voice. “After what I…”


For'mya reached up with her other hand and pulled his face up. Like her own sons with Martin, he was taller than her, but his eyes told her just how much awe he held her in. It was the same look they gave to her and not one she was altogether comfortable with. 


“You bear no shame or responsibility for the actions of your father Kalis.” For'mya told him. “None whatsoever.”


“I… I allowed him to do the things he did!” Kalis began to complain. “I allowed him to dishonor you and…”


“Kalis…” For'mya said softly with a warm smile. “I held no malice for you then and I certainly hold none for you now. Not after knowing what you have endured your entire life and then what you have accomplished in these last weeks. You allowed him to do nothing because if you had tried to stop it you would be dead. I do not blame you in any way.”


“You should.” He told her.


For'mya shook her head. “If there is anything I have learned after all these years of being a Leonidas, it is that we do not hold hate within us for mistakes or actions that were never in our control to begin with.” She told him. “Your father and your father alone bear the responsibility for what he did.” For'mya dropped her hands to his and took them in her grasp. “You have… you have evolved far more than I ever had hope for you.” She told him honestly. “That you have cast aside the man you were and embraced the blood within you says all I need to know. All your brother and sister will need to know.”


Kalis met her gaze now and in his eyes For'mya saw concern but also want. “Will… will they hate me?” He asked softly.


For'mya smiled again and shook her head. “No Kalis.” She said without hesitation. “They will be very curious no doubt, you are their brother after all, but they will not hate you. When they discover what you have endured and tolerated for most of your life and then seeing how you were able to break those chains… I think you will find them to be very happy to know that you will be there for them.”


Kalis glanced at the deck quickly and exhaled. “I can only hope my mother; Karun and Nikkei feel the same way one day.” 


For'mya squeezed his hands tightly. “I think you might be very surprised.” She told him. “But now… now I want you to let go of whatever guilt you think you need to bear. You have walked through the door into a new life and that is what you should be concentrating on.”


Kalis took a deep breath and squeezed her hands tightly. “I will. You… you are my Tenna For'mya.” He said proudly. “I will never disrespect any of my Aunts. I would be a poor excuse for a Lycavorian and a Leonidas if I did.”


For'mya smiled at him and held open her arms which Kalis stepped into without question. For'mya embraced him and as she felt his aura swirling with new emotions and pride she found once more that she could hold no hatred for him. As she had told him, he had been used by his father just as she had. They were both victims of the same depraved man and quite surprisingly she felt a genuine connection to him because of this. Without knowing why, For'mya knew that Fedor and Eirene would feel the same way and embrace him far more easily. She hugged him tightly as his wolf aura burned and told her everything she needed to know and she allowed her own aura to speak for her. It was filled with love and support and great confidence in who he had become. She could almost feel the tension leaving his body and his spirit brighten. For'mya stepped back after a moment and planted a kiss on his cheek much like any she had given her children through the years.

“Welcome to your family Kalis Leonidas.” She stated with a smile. “It is so very good to have you among us.”


Kalis nodded his head. “I will carry my name proudly.” He said.


For'mya nodded. “As you should.” She stated. She turned back to Martin. “Now… why is it that you have brought him up here Martin? Aside from the obvious.”


“The obvious?” Martin asked with a grin. “When have I ever done the obvious?” 


For'mya was about to answer but Kalis looked at his uncle and reached towards his belt. He withdrew the small disc and stepped up to him. “This is why.” He said holding out the disc to Martin.


Martin reached up slowly and took the disc in his fingers. “This is not something that I asked for you to do Kalis.” He said. “In fact… I distinctly remember saying don’t do anything that puts you in danger.”

“No Uncle… you already told me that.” Kalis said. “It is something I felt I needed to do however. And you did not say I should not do anything either. In fact I remember you said if I felt the need to stick it to my father without endangering myself or Serale then feel free to do so.”

Martin shook his head. “Jeez! Why is it that no one can do what I tell them anymore?” He rasped in frustration.


For'mya looked at Martin. “Wait… you’ve been communicating with him?” She asked. “You did not tell us this Martin Leonidas.”


Martin shrugged his shoulders. “Short bursts on the P1.” He replied. “Nothing important and only after I knew for sure what his intentions were.”


For'mya reached out and took the disc from his fingers, her dark brown eyes scanning it carefully, and then growing a little wider. “This is… Kalis this is a D7 encrypted Kavalian Central Core Communication Disc.” She said. She looked back at him. “This is the central processing core of all communication devices on a Kavalian ship.” 


Kalis nodded his head in the affirmative. “My father’s ship to be more precise Tenna For'mya.” He told her with a certain perverse happiness in his voice. For'mya looked at him and saw the look of satisfaction on his face as well as the pride. She didn’t know that saying that one word meant everything to Kalis. Knowing that he could speak that word with respect and honor made him swell with confidence. 

Kalis glanced quickly back to where Mata stood in the doorway of the cockpit and saw his Kavalian mentor nod his head in approval. “Well done Kalis.” Mata told him. “Well done indeed.”

Kalis turned back to For'mya. “Every communication my father has had in the last ten years from his ship, encrypted or otherwise, is on that disc. The activation codes for the Long Range COM array as well. Which they will not be able to use now by the way.” He looked at Martin. “I did as you asked Uncle Martin. I sabotaged the main circuitry board in the way you suggested, as well as all the backups. They will not be able to utilize the long range array without docking at a Kavalian ship yard and having the entire network replaced.”

For'mya looked at Martin with questions in her eyes. “I thought you said you told him to remain safe!” She hissed.

“I did.” Martin protested.

“By having him sabotage their main Com array?” For'mya demanded.

Martin grinned sheepishly as Kalis watched in amusement. This was something he did not expect to see and he was discovering what many others already knew. His uncle’s wives and mates went out of their way to keep tabs on him.

“It was Avi’s idea actually.” Martin said finally. “I only suggested if he was thinking of doing something that this would be it. Switch three of the four power crystals and when they activate the Long Range COM array the reverse polarity of the crystals will short the entire COM grid. Fry it beyond repair.”


For'mya shook her head. “Martin Leonidas… your other wives and mates and I will be having a talk about this with you. You put Kalis and all he has been able to accomplish at risk!” She scolded him.
“I did not!” Martin protested. “I put it forth as a suggestion. That’s all.”

“That does not excuse it! You knew he would do as you ‘suggested’” For'mya hissed.

“I was glad to Tenna. Really.” Kalis spoke up.

“That does not excuse it.” For'mya answered him. She looked back to Martin. “I don’t understand why though. Why have him do this?”


Martin reached up and took the disc from between her fingers. “I’ll show you why.” He stated as he turned and held the disc out to Tina. “Tina… plug this in and initiate a short range COM signal to my brother’s ship.”


Tina met his eyes with a stunned expression. “You’re serious Skipper?” She asked. “Why in the holy billy hell would you want to talk to that scum bag?”


Martin smiled. “Trust me.” He said.


Tina shook her head as she turned and slipped the disc into a slot on her secondary COM console. “Ok.” 
“This ought to be real entertaining.” They heard Endith speak from the pilot’s seat.
Martin looked at Kalis. “You are sure you want to do this?” He asked.

Kalis moved closer to him with a nod. “Now more than ever Uncle.” He answered with no small amount of confidence.
Martin nodded. “Ok…” He said. “Tina?” He asked turning to look at her back.

“Syncing up the transmission variables now.” She spoke. She reached up and touched a panel near her head. “Initiating the COM pulse. This will fucking wake them up something good.”

Endith laughed softly from her chair. “I think the best show is yet to come lover.” She stated.

Tina chuckled. “Ain’t that the truth.”

ARC ROYAL

ENROUTE TO PRALOR DESIGNATED WORLD

MANNE


“…will you tell father?” Mari asked her sister as they sat in the largest of the Mess Lounges on the ARC ROYAL and enjoyed a hearty breakfast meal. Kesyla sipped her mug of coffee slowly, savoring the flavor. She had discovered this liquid since coming to the ship and had become addicted to it almost immediately. The rich, dark flavor was decadent and it had succeeded in calming her nerves on many occasions since coming onto the ship. It was her first time away from her father on an extended diplomatic trip, and unlike her sister Mari, Kesyla was somewhat homesick. This was very different from the times they had traveled to the other Pralor worlds. Kesyla was thoroughly enjoying her time among the Lycavorians and elves on the ship, as well as the assortment of other species, but she still missed her home. The coffee, surprisingly, helped Kesyla to remain calm and stay focused on her duties. Mari on the other hand, she relished in the excitement and the unknown of being out here among the stars with people they barely knew. She had always been far more open and adventurous than either her or Doran. 


Kesyla met her eyes. “What do you mean?” She asked.


Mari rolled her eyes. “It is me sister.” She said. “I know you have communicated with father on a secure channel outside of their ability to monitor. At least that you know of. What have you told him?”


Kesyla looked around quickly and then back to her. “Mari… keep your voice down!” She protested.


“Why?” Mari asked her with a grin. “You think they don’t know?” She said with a shake of her head. “You do not give them enough credit sister.”


“You are wrong.” Kesyla said. “I give them every credit due to them.” She spoke. “I am not Doran Mari, you know that. I have only used the communicator father gave to me twice since coming here. I am not reporting to father anything that Martin Leonidas has not already talked to him about. Each time I used it, father had already talked to Martin.”


Mari tilted her head slightly. “You are serious?” She asked.


Kesyla nodded her head. “It appears father has talked to Martin Leonidas more than I have talked to father. They are communicating on a very regular basis. To be honest, since Onterom, I think father has had his eyes opened.”


“Then why…” Mari began.


Kesyla shook her head. “Because father does not want Doran having access to the COM device. He is afraid he will use it to inform Lorendo of what we are doing. He does not trust our brother Mari… and nor do I.”


Mari’s eyes were wide. “You think he is working to help usurp father?” She gasped.


Kesyla shook her head. “No… I think he is working to help Lorendo however he can and to further his own aspirations, whatever they may be.” Kesyla told her honestly. “I think, if he knew about the COM unit and was able, he would report anything that could be construed as supporting Lorendo’s assertions about these people.”


“He has not tried to…” Mari began.


Kesyla shook her head again. “I don’t think so.” She answered. “He has remained quiet since that day in the conference room. But that will change. He has already begun roaming the ship looking for information he can use against them and for new women to bed.”

“That would not be the wisest of actions on his part sister.” Mari said. “His propensity to think that others are beneath him will only get him in trouble. As well as his inflated ego when it comes to women.”


Kesyla nodded. “I agree.” She said. “I know… I know he has attempted it with one or two of the female elves he has seen on the ship but I do not know the outcome. And they were not attached. That I am sure of.”

“If he attempts to bed a married Lycavorian female, the result will not be good sister. For any of us.” Mari said quickly. “If the woman does not kill him outright, then the husband most assuredly will.”


“I am watching him.” Kesyla said. “You know he likes to use his abilities to manipulate the Etheric realm to make himself appear more attractive to his conquests. Especially the ones who are married. I don’t know how it will work with Lycavorian females.”


“Kesyla it won’t!” Mari hissed softly. “They… they mark each other when they mate. They have… they have auras that they utilize to show affection and love. Nearly imperceptible pheromones that are used between each other. Once they mate they are bound to each other very happily. If he infringes on that… they will not hesitate to strike him down.”


“I know Mari!” Kesyla spoke with some force. “Give me some credit sister.”

Mari stared at her for a moment. “Forgive me Kesyla.” She said softly and with some embarrassment.


Kesyla smiled at her and reached across to place her fingers on Mari’s knuckles. “There is nothing to forgive sister.” She stated. “In your position I would have thought the same things and acted the same way.” She told her. “Being among these people though… seeing how they treat one another, how they interact with each other, it is enlightening to say the least. I was frightened at first… but not anymore.”


“They are fascinating aren’t they?” Mari said. “Uncle Murano was right.”


Kesyla nodded her head. “I have never been as close to Uncle Murano as you… but I think I would like to change that.” She stated. “He is the only one they have fully accepted you know. They still view us as something of an oddity I think. They do not know what to make of us… but Uncle Murano… he is fully accepted among them.”


“He is a Praetorian… just like Martin Leonidas and his sons.” Mari said. “And he has fought beside them without question. To Lycavorians… to their Spartan heritage… that is the highest honor and duty one can exercise. The moment he did that our Uncle became one of them.”


Kesyla looked at her oddly. “How did you find that out Mari?” She asked quickly. “I have questioned four different people as to why they view Uncle differently and none of them gave me a straight answer.”


Mari shrugged her shoulders. “I went directly to the source.” She answered her. “I asked Wayonn and the woman they call Helen. She is Wayonn’s granddaughter you know. Two or three generations down the line, but she is of Wayonn’s blood. And she is the Praetorian Mage for Martin Leonidas. Just as Wayonn was for Sumar. And Wayonn’s great grandson Dutkne is now the Praetorian Mage to the son Androcles. It seems their bloodlines are tied to each other somehow. Just as it was for our people in the early times of the Praetorians sister.”


“So it would seem.” Kesyla said thoughtfully as she sipped her coffee. “You noticed the new arrivals that boarded yesterday?”


Mari nodded. “Most of them are wives of the crew.” She answered. “The King did not feel right having all of his wives with him while the others were away from theirs. There were not many married crewmembers… but he had the wives of those brought here.”


Kesyla tilted her head as she looked at her sister. “And just how did you discover that?” She asked.


Mari blushed and looked down at the table quickly and shyly. “I asked one of the elven transport pilots during dinner last night.” She replied. “I think… I think he was attracted to me. He acted like it I think. And he was very forthcoming with the information.”


“Mari!” Kesyla exclaimed but with a knowing smile.

Mari smiled brightly at her as she looked up. “I only asked the questions!” Mari told her. “Don’t worry sister… I have no interest in any man at the moment.” Mari spoke. “I have yet to meet one who stirs my mind as well as my passion.”

Kesyla grinned. “Yes… they are hard to come by aren’t they?” She said. “I have spent quite a bit of time with the Queens Dysea and Isabella. They are extremely intelligent and very well versed in politics; though I do think Queen Isabella would rather remain out of political discussions from her demeanor. I found that so very refreshing. Not enough women take an interest in our politics if you ask me.”


“Maybe you will.” Mari said. “Surely being by father’s side you have learned much?”


Kesyla nodded her head. “Oh yes… but I wish to take a more active role.” She answered. “For example… Queen Dysea in particular is very active in governing. She is considered the Union’s High Education Leader. Her mandates dictate what is taught in all of their schools. The red haired one, Queen Anja, she is the one who decides everything about medical practices and policies; Queen For'mya is the political liaison between all of them and the Prime Minister of the Union and she is also considered the Royal family’s Ambassador. If any of them think an issue needs to be brought to light, For'mya is the one they have address it.”


Mari nodded her head in agreement. “Wayonn and Helen have said that For'mya is the most patient of all the Queens. She is the one most able to cut through the governing red tape so to speak.”


“She is also widely renowned as one of the three or four finest pilots in their entire Fleet.” Kesyla said with some wonder in her voice. “She is not simply an figure head. None of them are Mari. That is what I find so intriguing about them. All of them are respected in the fields of what they do, but all of them are recognized as exceptional warriors as well. Queen Aricia most of all, with Isabella and Anja not far behind her. I could learn so much from how they do things Mari.”


“Then learn from them sister.” Mari told her confidently. “They would not refuse you. And none of them are shy about voicing their opinions according to Wayonn and Helen.”


Kesyla shook her head. “I am father’s aide and…”


“Father would not expect you to be stagnant Kesyla!” Mari exclaimed. “He did not make you his aide to simply run errands for him or to be his buffer between rival positions. If you can learn from them he would expect you too.”


“Perhaps you are right.” Kesyla said. 


“You know I am Kesyla.” Mari told her firmly. “I am spending as much time as I can with Wayonn and this Helen. They work quite a bit with the Avatar they call Avi… and the dragons. The Dragon Elder Mother is amazing. She is so much more comfortable around non-dragons than Teniri. You should hear her instructing the adolescent dragons in the hanger bay. She never raises her voice within the Etheric Realm when talking to them, but they know by her tone and what she says whether she is pleased or not.”

“I gather from Elder Mother Teniri’s reaction when we first met them that she was very shocked how some Lycavorians and elves have bonded with her species within the Etheric Realm.” Kesyla said.


“She had never seen it before. She did not think it was possible until she saw the King and his dragon Torma.” Mari said. “Not in the way it occurs. We have never seen something like that Kesyla.”


Kesyla nodded. “True.”


“It is even more incredible when it comes to Martin Leonidas’s oldest son.” Mari said. “He bonded with his dragon while he was still within his mother’s womb. He was born fully aware sister!”


Kesyla looked at her with wide eyes. “Wait… you mean…”


Mari nodded. “Wayonn and Helen explained it to me as best as they were able. Even they do not understand fully how it happened. He was still within his mother’s womb and he had all the knowledge of his father and mother, as well as his dragon sister. Elynth I think they said her name was. She in turn had all the knowledge of her father and mother. They shared all of this knowledge with each other before he was even born!” She said. “And just recently… Queen Isabella’s unborn son Dorian experienced the same thing with his dragon. Wayonn believes it stems in some way from what they call the Paladin gene. The extra set of chromosomes that grant Praetorians their abilities. They have never really studied it extensively because up until their son Dorian was born, only the son Androcles had ever experienced it.”


“Mari… that… that is incredible!” Kesyla said. “Our scientists would kill to study a phenomenon like that.”


Mari nodded. “I know. It is not spoken of often and almost never in public.” She told her. “At least according to Helen and Wayonn. They do not understand enough about it and while there are rumors floating among their own people, it is not something they wish to delve too deeply into. It is more a spiritual thing I think.”


Kesyla’s brow furrowed somewhat. “Then it is not something Daron needs to know.” She said quickly. “He would… given where he has shown his allegiance to be… he would only try and use it against them and cause father more problems.”


“He won’t hear it from me.” Mari said. “He hardly even acknowledges I exist. Not that it bothers me.”


“He acts that way because he can’t influence you.” Kesyla said with a smile. “He acts in a similar manner with me. Don’t be worried by it Mari. It will only…” 


Mari saw Kesyla look up over her shoulder towards the door of the Mess Lounge and Mari turned her head. She saw Daron enter the Mess Lounge, his eyes gazing lustfully at the female elf walking with two others in front of him. Mari rolled her eyes and looked back to her sister. “Can he be any more obvious?” She rasped in disgust.

Kesyla shook her head. “I know.” She agreed. “We should talk more sister. I like when we compare notes and it is so much more pleasant when speaking with someone who knows what I am saying. But later, when it is just the two of us.”


Mari nodded as she saw Daron turn and make his way towards them. “Tonight.” She said. “I will come to your quarters.”


Kesyla nodded. “Change the subject quickly!” She whispered as Daron almost reached them.


They were saved by the Durcunusaan soldier approaching Daron before he reached their table and tapping him on the shoulder.


“Excuse me. You are the Pralor Daron?” The man asked.


Daron turned halfway and looked at him. His body language made it clear he did not like the man or being interrupted. “Who wishes to know?” Daron spoke in a voice tinged with distaste.


The Durcunusaan picked up on his tone of voice and demeanor right away. “I am Senior Lieutenant Relas of the Durcunusaan. I was instructed to inform you that you need to report to the Medical Bay for an exam.”

Daron turned fully to look at him. “An exam?” He demanded. “There is nothing wrong with me.”


The Durcunusaan stood there stoically. “You have been asked twice before sir.” He said. “You have ignored both requests.”


“As is my right.” Daron hissed at him. “I do not need an exam. Especially not from your people.”


Relas stepped closer to him. “Queen Anja says otherwise.” He stated. “She is the Chief Medical Officer on this ship and within the entire Union. She has forgotten more about medical things than you will ever learn. She has ordered this. And she will be obeyed.”

“I do not answer to your Queen.” Daron snapped.


Kesyla began to get to her feet but Mari grabbed her hand and shook her head quickly. Kesyla saw the look in her eyes and smiled gently as she sat back down. Perhaps it would not be such a bad thing if Daron was put in his place.


“You are a guest on our ship sir.” Relas told him. “If Queen Anja orders that you undergo a medical exam… then that is what you will do. You have refused her request twice now… I am here to insure you do not insult her honor by refusing once more. You would not like the reaction you received if this happens.”


Daron stood there arrogantly. “She cannot order me to be examined!” Daron snapped. “I am not sick! And I will not submit to such a degrading thing.”


Relas nodded his head. “She said you would refuse.” He spoke. “In that case, you will be confined to the quarters you are assigned for the remaining time of your stay with us.” He spoke calmly. “Please come with me.”


“What?” Daron exclaimed. “That’s preposterous!” He snarled. “You can’t do that!”


“I can and I will.” Relas told him. “You come on our ship… you insult one of our Queens and you strode the corridors of this ship attempting to bed our females and crewmates.” Relas saw Daron’s eyes grow a little wider and he smiled menacingly. “Did you not think this would be noticed? Our females are not so stupid it seems.”


“I… I will…” Daron stammered.


“If you will not submit to an exam then you will be confined to your quarters sir.” Relas told him. “Do not make a scene here in the Mess Lounge over this. I would prefer not to have to subdue you and have you escorted away in restraints… but make no mistake I will.”


“I want to protest this treatment to the King!” Daron barked at him harshly.


Relas nodded his head. “That is your right… but if you think King Martin will go against Queen Anja, who many believe he favors most of all after his Anome Queen Aricia, in favor of you and your complaints, then you are not as smart as you consider yourself to be.”


“This is…” Daron began to speak but grew silent when Relas stepped closer and growled softly in his throat.


“Do not make me subdue you.” Relas snarled softly. “I would like nothing better than to make you look the fool. It is your choice… but you will come with me now. To the Med Bay or to your quarters. Decide now.”


“Fine.” Daron spat. “I will submit to this exam under protest!”


“I don’t care how you submit to it.” Relas told him. “If it shuts you up.” He motioned with his hand toward the doors. “This way sir.”


Mari and Kesyla broke into muted laughter as their brother was led from the Mess Lounge, his face twisted into an angry expression. Sooner or later he would offend the wrong person and they would deal with him. That much the sisters knew.


“…All done.” Anja spoke as she looked at the nearly nude Iama on the examination bed of the small, private room in the Med Bay and pushed away the hovering medical computer. “That wasn’t so bad was it?”

Iama looked at her and smiled as she sat up. “No.” She answered honestly. “I… I didn’t know what to expect when you called me down. I’m sorry.”


Anja chuckled. “Don’t be.” She stated. “I’d be scared if I called me.” Anja turned and pushed the hover computer further away while typing on the small console and saving the data to three different secure computer cores on the ship. Three secure computer cores that only a dozen individuals on the ship could actually access. “You are a member of our family now Iama. A Princess of the Union. Your medical well being is now my concern.” Anja turned back and looked at her. “You can get dressed.” She said. 


Iama slid off the exam table and slipped the simple white medical gown off her shoulders and reached for her clothes. She had taken to wearing a Union Flight Jumpsuit because it was very comfortable and easy to obtain. The ship’s Tailor, an elven female, had worked on all of them so that they fit her like a second skin as well as allowed her tail to slip through a slot that she had offered to engineer right into the fabric for Iama. Anja watched as she took the men’s t-shirt, obviously one of Fedor’s by its size, and pulled it on over her very firm, medium sized breasts. “What was the exam for?” Iama asked as she slipped her legs into the jumpsuit.


“I have the medical files of our entire family on one computer core.” Anja answered her. “Basically each person’s entire history medically. I’ve given the exams to everyone and I keep them up to date myself. We had the time so I figured I would add you to the database as well.”


“So there is nothing wrong with me?” Iama asked her, lifting her soft green eyes to look at Anja as she pulled the jumpsuit up her legs around her waist.


“Given what you have been through in your life Iama… you are in superb health.” Anja said. “A little on the light side as far as weight… but you are adding a few pounds of muscle here and there since Fedor bit you. That is good.” Anja told her. “All your tests are normal or better than normal. I’d call you the picture of health.”


“Will… will the changes grow more pronounced?” Iama asked her.


“Not as much as you might think.” Anja answered. “Kavalians as a whole have senses that are close to Lycavorians. All the virus will do is enhance those slightly. It will affect your internal makeup somewhat differently though. Your natural healing will increase quite a bit and the natural Kavalian resistance to diseases and poisons will be close to par with Lycavorians. Since the Biogenic process you underwent is based at least in part on Lycavorian DNA, you’ll never have to take the injections again and you’ll never revert back to your natural state any more than you are now.”


Iama’s tail flipped forward casually and she smiled. “I like my tail.” She said.


Anja nodded her head. “He probably could have picked a better place to bite you when he made you his.” She stated referring to the teeth marks Iama had on the side of her right breast. “It’s a tossup when they go all instinctive on us.”

Iama blushed slightly. “I… I never really felt it.” She said as her mind wandered back to that moment. She didn’t really feel the pain of Fedor’s wolf fangs as he had bitten her. She was in the grips of one of the most intense orgasmic eruptions of her life and his bite only enhanced that. Afterwards… knowing the significance of him doing such a thing… Iama had relished in the moment.


Anja smiled at her knowingly. “Neither did I.” She stated. “That Leonidas wolf blood can really set you on fire. His father is a beast when he gets like that. Martin can have all of us screaming at the same time. And nights like that usually end up nine months later with another little one. Which reminds me… you should sit with For'mya or Aricia soon and learn how to use your developing Mindvoice and Etheric abilities to adjust your body chemicals and have them act as a contraceptive. At least until you two are ready. Leonidas men are notoriously fertile and when you combined that with Fedor’s elven half… well…” Anja saw the look on her face and moved closer. “What?”

Iama couldn’t meet her eyes and looked at the floor. “I… no one knows but Fedor.” She said softly. She looked back up at Anja. “I cannot have children Anja. It would not due for the females in brothels to become pregnant. All of us were subjected to sterilization injections. We did not have a choice.”

Anja tilted her head to the side slightly. “Really?” She asked with some humor. She took Iama’s hands, the jumpsuit bundled around her waist. “Then I guess I do really good work.”


Iama looked at her. “What… what do you mean?”


Anja smiled and squeezed her hands. “Iama… I am the foremost Hadarian Healer in the Universe.” She stated with mock arrogance. “You don’t really think the clumsy attempts to sterilize you would escape my notice did you?”


“What… I don’t understand?” Iama stammered.


Anja chuckled and stepped closer. “The virus in Fedor’s blood began repairing whatever they tried to do to you the moment he bit you Iama. I simply hastened the process so that it was complete. You can have children Iama… as many as you want.”

Iama stared at her with wide eyes. “That… that is not a joke?” She gasped.

Anja shook her head. “Not in the least. Fedor did most of the work when he bit you like I said.  I have to ask though… as far along as the process was, how often have you two…?” She said with a smile.
Iama gazed at her in shock for a very brief moment and then shrugged her slim shoulders shyly. She was becoming more comfortable with the openness of Fedor’s family when it came to sexual matters, but she hadn’t caught on entirely just yet. “I… every moment we have had alone.” Iama blushed slightly. “He makes me feel so wonderful Anja… I can’t get enough of him. I… I have never wanted to please a man as I want to please Fedor Anja. Just the way he smells when it fills my senses is…”

“Divine?” Anja finished her statement with a knowing look in her Jade green eyes. “Trust me… I do know the feeling. All of us do when it comes to Martin.”

“Will… it won’t ever go away will it?” Iama asked.

“Gods… I hope not!” Anja exclaimed. She reached up and rubbed Iama’s cheek. “Let’s just say that your frequent interactions have helped the process along as well.” Anja said with another knowing grin. “The official medical definition is somewhat boring and technical, but essentially… every one of Fedor’s cells that made it inside you have been working on repairing that issue. I simply finished it up when I examined your abdomen today.” Anja finished her statement. “When the time comes that the two of you decide to have children… that will not be an issue you need to worry about.”
“I can… I can have Fedor’s children?” She stammered softly, still not able to believe it. “I can…” Tears started to fall from her eyes. “I can have children! Our children!” She said as the tears came more freely now.

Anja smiled happily and pulled her into an embrace. “Yes you can.” She stated happily. “As many as you two want.” 
Iama’s arms held her tightly, her tail wrapping affectionately around Anja’s waist. When she had told Fedor she could not have children she thought for sure that he would want nothing more to do with her given how much value Lycavorians and elves put in children. She should have known better considering she had floated within his thoughts and seen his love for her. So complete and total. Happiness rushed through her as she realized she would be able to give him children. “Thank you!” She gasped into Anja’s chest. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me.” Anja said. “You can thank Fedor. His blood did all the work.”

Anja watched as Iama pulled away and began wiping at her eyes. She smiled warmly. “All of this is overwhelming for you isn’t it?” She asked softly.


Iama nodded slowly. “Not all of the time… but there are moments.” She replied. “I just… I had resigned myself to never finding happiness. I thought I would die on that vile world, or die in the process of trying to get away. I never imagined I would find someone like Fedor. That I could feel for him what I do. That I would be a… that I would be considered a Princess.”


“No regrets?” Anja asked her.


“Regrets?” Iama gasped. “By the moons Anja… never!”


Anja reached up and pushed some of her blond hair from her face. “You are not alone anymore Iama’Juturi Leonidas. And like For'mya told you… we haven’t yet learned how to be Queens… so we are in the same position. Though I think that comes from the fact that none of us want to be Queens more than anything. We can’t learn to be proper Queens if we don’t want to be.”


Iama laughed at this statement and wiped some more tears from her eyes and cheeks. “Thank you Anja.” She spoke softly.


Anja smiled at her. She reached up and brushed some hair from her face. “Fedor loves you with every waking breath he takes Iama. We all can see it. Everyone can see it. Just in the way he looks at you. He will be viciously protective of you but he knows you are quite capable of taking care of yourself. Never hold back from each other Iama. Share everything with him just as you have. Your love will burn brightly if you do.”


Iama looked at her. “Do you… do you and the Queens still love the King the same as when you first met him?” She asked softly.


Anja shook her head quickly. “We love him more.” She stated. “It only gets better Iama. There will always be bumps on the road you travel… but it will always get better. Trust in your feelings for him and his feelings for you. You are stronger than you think or else you would not have made it this far.”

Iama nodded her head. “I will.” She said softly.


Anja kissed her cheek and stepped back. “Well… we are done here.” She stated. “Should I call him to walk you to the Mess lounge or…” They both turned when the male voice echoed loudly right outside of the Exam Room door and then the door slid open fully.

“Sir… you can’t go in there!” The Lycavorian female protested. “Queen Anja is with a patient and…”


“I will go where I want!” Doran’s voice barked. “I want to get this foolish exam that she has ordered me to undergo over with!” Doran turned and his eyes grew slightly wider as he saw Anja and Iama standing together. “Well…”

Iama quickly finished zipping her jumpsuit up as Anja stepped in front of her. “You had better have a good excuse for barging in here!” Anja snarled.


“I’m sorry Lady Anja… he wouldn’t listen to me.” The female elven medic explained.


“You have a lot of nerve mister!” Anja spat. “I am conducting a medical exam! You have no right to…!”


Iama tore her eyes from the way Daron was lustfully gazing at her and she stepped to the side around Anja. “It’s ok Anja.” She stated confidently gripping her hand. “I will go and see Aricia about what we discussed. Will you and the others join us for dinner this evening? We are meeting Eirene and Miseo in the Port Mess Lounge.”


Anja’s angry eyes turned to Iama and changed instantly. She smiled and gave her a warm kiss on the cheek. “We’ll be there.” She stated.


Iama smiled and then moved past Daron, looking at him with evil eyes as he gazed at her lustfully until she had passed him. Daron turned back to Anja and for the first time he saw just how attractive she was. Daron had not really noticed what she looked like on Onterom because he thought her and the others beneath him but he chided himself for not noticing sooner. She was certainly much more attractive than many of the women he had bedded on his home world and extremely fit. 

Anja was watching him with her arms crossed under her large breasts and a thoroughly disgusted expression on her face, one he took for something else entirely. Daron took a perverse joy in getting married women to sleep with him. Whatever the reason; their husbands didn’t pay them enough attention; they were having an affair as well; or the woman had been selected for her husband without her real consent and she wanted to explore other options. Whatever the many reasons, Daron found that married women were far more open in bed, and far easier to manipulate once he had bedded them. Even up to now, none of the husbands had come forward to confront him in regards to bedding their wives. They either did not care or still had not discovered the infidelity of their significant other. 


Daron stepped closer to Anja. “I am here.” He stated deciding that he would show his father just how primitive these men and women were by bedding one of Martin Leonidas’s queens. “You did not have to send your bully out to get me.”


“You ignored my first two requests.” Anja spoke. “I don’t like asking twice. Three times and I get pissed.”


Daron’s eyes narrowed. “Pissed?”


“Angry.” Anja hissed. 


Daron nodded his head in acknowledgment and smiled as he moved up in front of her. She was beautiful he thought. High cheekbones and soft full lips… not to mention she had the finest and most lush figure of any of the married women he had bedded in the last six hundred years. “I am here now.” He said bowing his head slightly. “My apologies.”


Daron reached out subtly within the Etheric realm, searching for the strands of Anja’s surface thoughts in order to warp them into seeing him as a man who was much more attractive and intriguing than her husband. Daron had become a master at this skill, usually having the woman willing to sleep with him in a matter of hours after manipulating her surface thoughts. He did not care that this practice was intensely frowned upon among his own people. He had been using this skill for centuries even as many of their politicians blithered about whether to outlaw such manipulation. It was not a skill one was born with, it was something that the person had to choose to practice and become skilled with. Many Pralor people regarded men or women who chose to enhance this skill to be nothing but criminals for the effect it could have in so many different ways. Daron stopped short when he felt the power of the Etheric shields Anja Leonidas had in place around her mind and was somewhat surprised at her lack of reaction to him though he made no outward show of this. Even Anja’s surface thoughts were well guarded and he had to be very careful not to probe too deeply. He simply twisted several of the thought strands to think what he wanted them to think. Daron decided to not probe too deeply just yet and to show an interest outwardly as well. 
While Anja Leonidas was officially listed as a Category 18 Etheric user, she was now in fact a Category 19 Etheric user. Anja Leonidas had spent every free moment for the better part of the last five years either learning with Helen or training with Aricia in being able to more intensely focus her Etheric abilities. Aricia, who along with Sadi, had perhaps the most pure and dominant female Lycavorian blood known to exist within the Union was also a very traditional Lycavorian/Spartan woman. While she could not manifest an Etheric knife as Aricia was able to, or throw up very powerful Etheric barriers like Helen, Anja had learned how to use her Etheric connection to lift her healing skills to a much higher level. She had also, very quietly, taught herself how to uniquely influence the metaphysical healing radiation within her body so that she could use it for things outside the realm of healing. What had happened to Aricia all those years ago, and recently to For'mya and Dysea both, only cemented Anja’s mentality in this regard. She was wolf yes and since she had experienced Martin’s full and unshielded aura, no other man would ever compare to him or be able to twist her senses as certain individuals had done to her fellow Queens and lovers. His unshielded Alpha wolf aura had been the utter epitome of glorious and even before experiencing that magnificent moment, Anja had loved Martin completely. Now she would willingly worship him in any way he desired, just as any of them would, though all of them knew he would never treat them in such a manner. 

As harsh as her view may have been to some who would never understand, Anja and her fellow Queens knew that there would always be those who thought they could influence or control Martin Leonidas through harm or threat to the Queens he adored so. The chances of that happening now were much slimmer than before they knew, but Anja also knew there would always be some fool willing to risk it all by kidnapping or capturing a Queen of the Union and raping or beating them in order to get back at Martin for some perceived wrong he may have done. Anja was intent on making sure that never happened. 
While all of them were developing their own unique solution to this fact, Anja had spent her last years studying how to influence the healing properties of the radiation within her body and turn it into a weapon if she needed to. This required that she study and learn how to focus her Etheric abilities to the point that it moved her into the next category of the Pralor Etheric rating scale. It was also one of the reasons she was so adamant about not submitting to further testing by the DSM or any of his cronies, for it would certainly be detected. Anja was now able to influence the metaphysical radiation within her body and use it as a weapon. She could alter the healing pulse she used or even shield her entire body by making the radiation alter a person’s molecular structure at its core. This could cause intense pain to the point of being able to incapacitate an individual. Anja and her fellow Queens had made a vow to each other that no man but Martin Leonidas would ever have them in such a way again, and any who were fool enough to attempt it with Anja would be in for an tremendously painful and possibly very lethal surprise.

Anja shook her head in disgust at his answer and his sudden change in demeanor towards her for she saw it for what it was and she motioned to the table. “Get on the table!” She spoke harshly as she turned to the hovering computer terminal.

Daron moved to the table and began unbuttoning his shirt as he turned and lifted himself onto it. He pulled off his shirt, exposing a lean and powerful upper body physique, and draped the shirt neatly beside him on the bed. “So what is this exam for?” He asked casually.

Anja turned around holding the medical scanner and saw him on the bed without a shirt. Her alpha female wolf instincts lit up instantly as she could easily smell the desire for her openly wafting from Daron’s pores. Anja fought down the urge to rip his face off for such a blatantly obvious exploit only because he was not Lycavorian. She sincerely doubted he didn’t know what he was doing but he probably had no idea about what his actions really meant in to a mated female. Or he just didn’t care and was doing it on purpose for a reason. 
Anja lifted the medical scanner and began a standard scan. “The exam is to determine the differences and similarities in your physiology as compared to others so that we can treat you better should the need arise.” Anja answered him keeping her voice neutral.

“And what will you do with this information?” Daron asked her.

“It will be added to the ship’s Medical Database. Elder Radra is coordinating that.” She replied.

“And here I thought you were being so persistent because you wanted to get to know me as a man and person.” Daron commented with a handsome smile.

Anja’s jade green eyes glanced up into his face. “Not quite.” She stated.

“I have been reading some of the information in your ship’s library on your species and the Lycavorians.” Daron spoke arrogantly, dismissing her answer entirely. “I was wondering if I could ask you some questions.”

“Like what?” Anja asked.

“I read that your species, the Hadarians, have been members of this Lycavorian Union since it was founded.” Daron said.
Anja nodded her head. “Yes.”

“Yet in all that time, nearly four thousand years now, you are among only a handful of Hadarians who have ever been ‘turned’ I believe is the word your history files use. And all of them have been within the last hundred years.” Daron spoke. 

Anja looked at him intently now. “What are you getting at?” She questioned.

“It’s curious that’s all.” Daron said. “In all that time, thousands of years and only in the last century have there been those among your people who have been turned.”

“Why is that curious?” Anja asked him. “There are thousands of documented marriages between Lycavorians and Hadarians throughout our history.”

Daron nodded. “Yes… but none where the Hadarian allowed themselves to be turned.” He said. “According to your own history records, including you and your sister, there are only nine Hadarians who have been turned by Lycavorians. And only one instance before you reclaimed your throne as Queen of your people.”

“I still don’t see a question there.” Anja told him. “Do you have one?”

“You were turned by Leonidas before you discovered your past and that of your people.” Daron said calmly. “Do you think it would have been different had you been aware of your own history? Would you have let him turn you?”

“Yes.” Anja answered without a split second’s hesitation.

“Even though many of your people look down on such a pairing?” Daron asked. “I saw from the records that there were many among your people who were upset by the fact that he had turned you. They felt it somehow tainted your royal blood.”
“Those people that look down on such a pairing, as you say, are short sighted and very unwilling to accept change.” Anja told him calmly, ignoring the condescending way he spoke the words. “Those very same people also initiated an illegal coup against me and have turned our government into some sort of fanatic religious state who is friends with the very people that started a war against ours. Twice.” Anja met his eyes. “They act sort of like you and many of your people in regards to Lycavorians and other species.” Anja sent the jab at him.

“Not all of us adhere to such things.” Daron told her quickly sensing her underlying anger at him.

“Really?” Anja quipped. “I haven’t seen much of that in recent days.”

Daron chuckled in a friendly nature. “Elder Lorendo is not indicative of our people.” He said.
“No?” Anja said. “You could have fooled me. With the exception of your sisters, Kasdan and his brother and those that came with them and Elder Radra… it seems to me that Lorendo is indicative of the mentality of the majority your people. At least that is the impression he gives in his actions and words.”

“Elder Lorendo is much older than I.” Daron said. “He is more cemented in his way of thinking. I consider myself to be very open minded and I do not take the same course as he does in many things.”

“If you say so.” Anja said.

“I was wondering…” Daron said with that engaging smile of his. “Since you have me in a rather uncompromising position before you… shirtless and all I mean… could I ask you a personal question?”
Anja drew back the medical scanner and tapped lightly on the small control panel. “That depends on what the question is.” She said in reply.

“While I could find nothing within the history files of the Lycavorian people saying that it was not allowed, having more than one partner, or mate as they are commonly called among Lycavorians, it is not a common practice is it?” Daron said. 

Anja looked at him. “No it’s not.” She said. “So?”

“You are one of six Queens.” Daron said measuring his words. “Do you or the others… do you not feel neglected at times?” He asked with all the charm he could muster. “Especially since the Lycavorian Queen Aricia is said to be the Anome of Leonidas. The most important to him and the one he favors most.”

Anja tilted her head to the side and looked at him. “And why exactly would that matter to you?” She asked.

“Well… you are a stunningly beautiful woman, all of you are.” Daron answered. “I guess I just don’t understand why you would accept such an arrangement when you could obviously have any number of men you would not have to share. He couldn’t possibly feel for all of you what he does for her could he?”

Anja stared at him for a long moment trying to decide whether she wanted to beat his ass now or wait and string him along further. Anja was no fool and she had already heard all about Daron from Radra and his sister Mari. That he was being so transparently obvious about his motives told her that he had no respect for her or anyone else for that matter. He was only out to prove a point to someone, probably his father or Lorendo. Anja felt the sudden warmth and love of Aricia fill her as she pulsed Anja with her female wolf aura from wherever she was on the ship, followed quickly by Dysea and then Cirith. Though Isabella could have sent a similar pulse through Mindvoice, that probably would have been detected by Daron and she knew this, so she allowed Aricia and the others to send Anja the message in a manner Daron could not hope to pick up on. They no doubt felt Anja’s emotions spike in anger at what Daron was doing. In each of their female auras Anja could detect the decision to string him along and they would deal with him together in a manner befitting what he was trying to do. Anja couldn’t help but smile inwardly at that and she sent back a pulse of acknowledgement within her own wolf aura to all of them. For'mya would agree with them when she returned they had no doubt and Anja knew it would be gratifying to put Daron in his place once and for all. Besides… all of them loved to brag about Martin in every way… and making Daron look the fool while they did would be delicious.
Anja met Daron’s eyes. “I… I guess I never thought about in that way.” She said in an almost wistful voice.

Daron’s facial expression told Anja that he thought he had hooked her. He blinked his eyes several times. “Forgive me for bringing it up.” He said suddenly.

Anja shook her head. “No… no it’s ok.” She said trying to act flustered. “We… we are done here.” She said quickly. “You… you can put your shirt back on.”

Daron got to his feet and made a show of stretching his upper body as he slowly put his shirt back on. Though these actions made Anja want to gag and laugh at the same time, she acted as if she couldn’t tear her eyes from him. “I did not mean to bring up a subject that was unpleasant.” He said with false sincerity.  

Anja shook her head again. “It’s… it’s fine.” She said softly. “It’s… it’s just that… it’s not something we… that we talk about.”

“Perhaps you should.” He said gazing at her.

Anja shook her head. “Martin… Martin is very possessive and…”

“If it is not a situation you wish to be in then you should not be in it.” Daron spoke. “That is just my opinion.”

Anja gazed at him for a long moment. “So you… you think I am attractive?” She finally stammered like a schoolgirl.

Daron looked at her. “You will forgive me if I am out of line, but I think you are the most attractive woman I have ever seen.” He said to her with heartfelt honesty that was so false Anja just about reached out and slapped him right there. “And you would be the center of all my attention.”

Anja forced a shy, schoolgirl smile then and looked down at the floor. “I’ll… I’ll let you know when I have the results. Perhaps a day or two.” She said. 
Daron smiled thinking how easy this had turned out to be. He thought it was going to be so much harder to manipulate her. “I’ll look forward to seeing you then.” He said reaching out and running his fingers across the back of her hand and halfway down her arm. 

It was a very sure and deliberate show of affection and interest in her and in any other circumstance Anja would have cleaned his clock right then. His touch made her shiver in utter revulsion, something that Daron took as a completely opposite reaction. Anja watched him turn and exit the exam room with a smug expression on his face thinking how clever he must be. Anja cut her eyes and looked at her elven medic as she came into the room right after he left.

“My Lady?” She said softly.

“Carians Nadia!” Anja stated in a loud whisper. “Find me some really strong disinfectant will you! I want to bath in it to make sure I don’t catch anything from him.”

“Should I have Atropos return from the HOPE and make time for a… talk with him?” Nadia asked quickly. She was deeply involved with one of the senior Lycavorian engineers on the ARC ROYAL, a glorious three year relationship that was rapidly moving to them becoming mates. He had already scented her, and Nadia had become close with his mother and sisters in the traditional Lycavorian way. She knew what Daron was doing and also what Anja’s reaction would be. She had been around Anja and the other Queens long enough to know how they all felt about the King. Nadia was quite sure there wasn’t a male in the universe who could make any one of the Queens take a second look.
“No!” Anja exclaimed quickly looking at her. “Carians… Atropos would skin him alive! And don’t let it slip to any of the Durcunusaan either. They would just tell Martin and he would flat out kill the fool after all that has happened in the last months. No… the Queens and I will handle this ourselves.” She answered.
Nadia smiled brightly then, knowing exactly how the Queens would handle it. She had heard several rumors of how the Queens of the Union had handled similar situations that had come up through the years. “Will you at least make sure I am able to witness it Milady?” She asked finally.
Anja chuckled and held out the medical scanner to her. “We’ll give you front row seats.” She said.

Nadia grinned. “I look forward to it. It will be very entertaining I’m sure.”

“Give that to Radra if you would.” Anja said. “She is working with Avi to enter all the Pralor records into our database. I’m going to go grab a mug of coffee and see Aricia and the others.”

VEYERAI 
HIGH COVEN SPACE
Yuri stepped from the large bathroom wrapped in the oversized towel and stopped as her eyes settled on Pa'cour sitting on the bed and sifting through a stack of data pads. He wore only a pair of loose pants and Yuri felt a heady rush of sexual desire course through her as she gazed at him from the doorway. The same intense sexual exhilaration she felt course through her body whenever she looked at him. Even now, months after he had saved her life and the nature of his true feelings for her had come to light, Yuri was still astounded at the emotions this knowledge caused to race through her. Never in her wildest fantasies had she ever considered bedding an Immortal, it was so taboo within vampire society, no one in their right mind would think such a thing. How little she knew Yuri thought. Not only had hundreds of purebloods taken Immortal husbands secretly, they had done so long before Cha'talla’s wife Esther had developed the serum that returned the Akruxians to their natural outward appearance. What they looked like before her father had twisted and warped their DNA for millennia and turned many of them into vampires. 
Now Yuri could not imagine how she had ever survived without Pa'cour in her life. He was absolutely beautiful to her in every way, his skin a deep bronze color and the bone spurs that ran along his jaw line adding to his incredibly handsome features. His very touch could incite passionate desire in her. Not the artificial desire she had experienced with Robert or the others who had shared her bed in her lifetime, but a deep, burning and throbbing of desire that would not go away until he had taken her. Yuri never had a man love her in the way Pa'cour did, often times making sure that she was screaming out in shameless pleasure before filling her completely with his immense Akruxian cock and making her blissfully shriek his name in glorious ecstasy until she was hoarse. Pa'cour did things to her that Robert would never have thought of let along agreed to do. When he took her, he didn’t just fuck her, he worshiped her in every possible way. An old adage from ancient Earth lore came to her mind then, one about how most men with large cocks didn’t know how to use their equipment. To Yuri’s sensational delight, Pa'cour knew just how to use his incredible equipment to drive her utterly insane with pleasure. Pa'cour had taken her in every way she had ever been taken before by other lovers and each experience had been beyond magnificent. Pa'cour was the Blessed Husband that Yuri had always dreamed of having as a young woman growing up. A man who yearned for her body every waking moment, but who also desired her mind equally as well. And while her mind was far clearer and much sharper than it had ever been, all the hours training with Pa'cour and Onera had insured that her body had become equally as fit as her mind. Yuri found herself wanting to keep her body in peak shape for she never wanted Pa'cour’s attentions to stop.
Pa'cour was a brilliant tactician and leader all by himself, something that must have run in the genes of their family since his brother Cha'talla was the same. Yet he never hesitated to ask her opinion on something that he thought she could provide a different insight to. This was something that Robert had never done and it showed her more than anything else that Pa'cour respected her just as much as he loved her. Yuri was now doing the same thing, asking for his opinion on many decisions that she thought she alone was best qualified to make not so long ago. More often than not Pa'cour agreed with her assessment anyway, but just having his input told Yuri she had come a long way. 

Of course, dying tended to do that to a person. 
Yuri held no malice in her heart towards Androcles Leonidas for his lethal actions. In his position she knew she would have done the same thing. He had taken her down that day, and if not for Pa'cour, he more than likely would have succeeded in making sure she never rose again. Something within her had changed that day, and it wasn’t just the vile darkness of Xaxon’s taint leaving her body. In many respects, Yuri had died that day, and been reborn. Even without the taint of Xaxon within her, she found herself looking at things differently than she would have decades ago. She considered her options more carefully before committing to an action, and she found she was far more open to different things that just last year she would have refused outright. She was still very cruel in some respects she knew, not hesitating to execute those she knew were working against her or what Narice was trying to do, but at least now there was purpose to her actions. Yuri knew Narice was the only one who could save and lead the High Coven into the future. She had done so much in only a few short weeks. It needed to continue Yuri knew and she had dedicated her life now to insuring that Narice succeeded where she herself had failed. Yuri knew Narice was the last and best hope for their people, her marriage to Arrarn Leonidas being the first step. Things would change under Narice, change for the better, and Yuri intended to see that her sister had the resources and allies to insure her success. Twice now since Narice had assumed total control of the High Coven government, Yuri had sent her new agents against those who opposed her sister. 
Yuri had been surprised that she still had support on her home planet but when the few military officers and members of the old Venorik Elghinn discovered she was alive and how she had changed, they swore their loyalty to her and in doing so, they swore the same thing to her sister Narice and what she was trying to accomplish. They knew what Yuri was doing and they very willingly did the same. Supporting Narice and her changes from the shadows and insuring that her enemies knew it would not be wise to go against her. Two of the midsized Pureblood vampire families that had followed her mother and father so devotedly had expressed their displeasure with how Narice was changing things. Word of their actions had gotten back to Yuri through that same network of Immortal and vampire contacts that were still loyal to her and Pa'cour. After brief discussions with Pa'cour, Yuri acted decisively. The heads of both those families and several close members of those same families died in carefully orchestrated and completely natural ‘accidents’. 
Yuri had also instructed those same agents to keep very close watch on several other vampire Pureblood families that were making the most noise about the many changes Narice was instituting. Yuri’s advantage was that she knew how to play that game and she knew all of those involved. They would not be able to hide from her if they went against Narice. The largest such Pureblood family was even now demanding that Narice take a Pureblood vampire husband and regulate Arrarn Leonidas to a male consort if she intended to keep him around. It was their way of maneuvering in order to remain relevant in their eyes. Marry one of their sons to Narice and they would have a grip on power within the new Empire. Yuri knew her sister would never do such a thing, and had Narice asked Yuri for her advice, the new Yuri would have been dead set against it as well. Arrarn Leonidas was the largest part of the mold that held Narice together. That her sister loved the younger Leonidas son so passionately, as well as the red haired pureblood female Toria, was easy enough to see. And it did not escape her notice that Arrarn had taken both of them as his mates and they now carried Leonidas as their last name. Yuri had seen in broadcasts how her sister looked at them and they at her even in public, the pride and love and devotion. It was no different than how she now looked at Pa'cour. Narice was also considered a Leonidas now and having Arrarn in the mix of things showed those who may have doubted Androcles’s commitment to them that the Lycavorian Union was very serious. The continued presence of Admiral of the Fleet Riall within High Coven space and working closely with Admiral Pontal was also another factor that was rapidly winning over more and more of the older, more skeptical Purebloods. Yuri needed to make sure that continued.

“The longer you stand there wearing only a towel Yuri my Blessed Wife… the more of a distraction you will become.” Pa'cour spoke from their bed jarring Yuri from her thoughts and causing her dark eyes to gaze at him. “I will need to act upon this distraction eventually.”

Yuri laughed softly as his words coursed through her and she strode towards the bed. “Who says I do not want you to act husband?” She spoke in reply as she seductively leaned over the edge of the bed and crawled towards him. She delighted in the look of wanton desire that suddenly filled Pa'cour’s eyes for it matched the same emotions in her.

This was the new Yuri. So much more free with what she felt and how she expressed those very same emotions. She no longer held them deep within her, or suppressed them. Now she embraced them and in doing so, Yuri had experienced more pleasure and love in the last four months with this man before her than she had in over three thousand years. That showed in the new brightness of her eyes and the relaxed beauty of her face.

Yuri pushed aside the data pads and with measured, seductive movements intentionally meant to enflame the desire in her husband’s eyes, she knelt between his legs on the bed and wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders. All the while insuring her large breasts pressed against his chest under the towel. His powerful arms suddenly crushed her petite frame to him and their lips came together in a kiss of sizzling love and unquestioning passion. Yuri groaned loudly in happiness, her hands coming up to hold the sides of his head. In all of her long life, even from those who had shared her bed and professed their love to her, no one had ever kissed her with the wild and absolute ardor that Pa'cour did. Yuri relished in every moment that he held her in his powerful arms and just as she had in the weeks before now, she nearly cried at the devotion this man had for her. His love for her was unconditional, without doubt, hesitation or regret. And though he was twice her age, Yuri basked in the feelings this knowledge caused within her and it allowed her to reciprocate those same feelings with no doubts, no hesitations and no regrets. Their daughter together was the culmination of the love they held for each other and Yuri had every intention of giving birth to as many more children as Pa'cour wanted. It also helped that in order to make those children; Yuri would be involved in the most glorious sex she had ever experienced in her life.
After a long moment they parted from their kiss, Yuri dragging her tongue across his lips as she drew her face back and traced the bone spurs on his jaw. “I could simply throw you down and take what I want.” She hissed in a soft voice.

Pa'cour chuckled as his hands tightened on her ass, pulling her body closer. “I would be in no position to stop you.” He stated happily. “I would be a fool to want to stop you.”
“Hmmmm.” Yuri cooed as she gazed into his delicious eyes. “I also know my Blessed Immortal Husband does not normally bring data pads into our bed, so whatever it is you are doing is important.”

“Nothing is more important than you.” Pa'cour told her.

Yuri smiled and kissed him once more. “While your words fill me with passion and love, we both decided that we would do as much together as we were able.”
Pa'cour nodded. “We did.” He said.

“Then I will help you… and then you can have your way with me.” Yuri said kissing him once more before twisting her body around between his legs and settling fully to the bed, her back to his bare chest. She flushed when his lips grazed the back of her neck and he leaned over her shoulder.

“Most of these are reports from Nalavi and Professor Lidene.” He said. “A few from our people in different locations across the Coven. I was training with Onera most of the day and did not get to them until late. I have been trying to catch up.”

Yuri turned her head and looked over her shoulder at his face. “You sound different when you speak of Onera since Nebonese Pa'cour.” She said softly. “What is wrong my love?”

Pa'cour shook his head. “It is probably nothing, but part of me thinks she has become too confident in her abilities.” He said. “The natural strength of my people and yours coupled with the ability to wrap the shadows around her. After what happen on Nebonese, taking the life of that fool soldier, I think she believes she is indestructible.”

Yuri shook her head. “Defeating one Immortal whose skills had degraded to the point of uselessness was not a true test of her abilities. Part of me wants to insure she never has to do that again, but I know eventually she will need to defend herself and others.”

“She wields Iphan rie Aellseleum as if it is an extension of her very body.” Pa'cour spoke carefully choosing his words. “None of the men will train with her now. Even I have a hard time matching her.”
“I do not want her to become hardened to death Pa'cour.” Yuri said. “I do not want her to become like I once was. Uncaring and unfeeling.”

“I know.” He said sliding his arm around her waist in a comforting manner and pulling her closer to him. “There is a way.” He told her. “She needs training that you and I can not give to her Yuri. With all that is going on, we have neither the time, nor the resources. And to be perfectly honest… neither of us has the skill needed to teach her. I am very good with bladed weapons, you are much better, but she needs someone who can teach her the path of the warrior like it is second nature. To guide her developing skills and her mind so that she does not falter. She is beginning to naturally augment her physical skills with her Etheric abilities and she does not realize it. That is why she is becoming both a danger to herself and others. I know you have noticed it.”

Yuri nodded her head slowly. “Yes.”

“We did not realize her Etheric skills would manifest so soon. If at all. We should have known better considering how strong you are.” Pa'cour said thoughtfully. 
“I know now that Xaxon affected my mother. That a large sliver of his essence took over her and that is how she was able to do what she did.” Yuri said evenly. “But in order for him to have chosen Dante so quickly he must have sensed something within him. A connection of some sort.”

“This Paladin gene they are talking about among their Netnews people? I saw several obscure reports on this and while they could not give a whole lot of information, they did say it appeared to be the reason that Leonidas and his sons have this unique power.” Pa'cour asked her. “It would make sense.”
Yuri nodded in agreement. “Yes… I have come to that conclusion as well. But how did my mother come to have this gene. And if she did… how did she pass it to me? She told me that the crew of that ship was all dead when her father and others found it. They had been dead for centuries.”

“Perhaps it was not your mother Yuri.” Pa'cour said. “Perhaps it came from your father.”

Yuri turned her head again and looked at him intently, her dark eyes showing surprise as something in her mind clicked. This was yet another reason why Yuri had come to so love him in so short a time. He did not just dismiss something because it made no sense at all. He looked at everything and whatever was left after dismissing the obvious, however astonishing it might have been, must have been the answer. His words struck home and Yuri knew that he had to be right. 
“There were survivors of that ship. There had to be!” She stated in realization. “That… that would explain many things.” She finally said. “It is why she kept such close tabs on father and his actions even from Nuwaroa . It is why she wanted Isabella dead so badly once she discovered her. Why she did to me what she did. She must have discovered that father passed this gene to Isabella as well as me and when combined with the gene in Martin, it became active in their son. Perhaps even their daughters. That is what Xaxon must have sensed in Dante. This Paladin gene in some form. Passed to him from me. That has to be why Lucia can do what she can do. I must… I must be a carrier of this gene from my father and I passed it to them.”

Pa'cour nodded in agreement. “And it all begins to come together.” He said softly. “And it would also explain why Onera is advancing so quickly in her training. She must carry this gene in some form, also passed down from you.”
“Then why can’t I do what Leonidas and his sons can do?” Yuri asked. “I can’t manifest this gene into any special power Pa'cour. I saw the reports from Dante about what Lucia did on Earth… those whip like projections she used… but even that is not the same thing as what Androcles or his father have done. What they can do.”
“Perhaps it affects other species differently.” He said. “Lycavorians and Upyri. You are similar Yuri, but not the same.”

Yuri looked at him and smiled. “Upyri. I haven’t heard that term to describe us in centuries my love.” She said.

“It is the recognized name of your species and was for dozens of millennia.” He told her. “I remember Cha'talla and I having to sit through classes about your history once we were changed. Only in the last thousand years has it fallen to the wayside for this term vampire that was dreamed up on Earth and suddenly became common among the young generations of your people.”
Yuri nodded. “Yes… I know.” She said. “So much was forgotten or lost because of my mother and father. Pa'cour you realize what this could mean?” Yuri said. “Narice needs to know this. If there are carriers of this Paladin gene among our people, they would have been too frightened to come forward with my mother in power. She would have eliminated them the moment she discovered them as a threat to her power. Now… with Narice in charge… these men and women could mean so much to our people. Help us in so many different ways.”

“Then how do we get a message to Narice? And how do we discover who they are? How do we know she is not already aware of it?” He asked. “You can not just approach her Yuri. We don’t know what she would do, or how she feels about you. And there are still many who would rather see you dead my wife. And many would view it as you returning to claim the rule of your people.”

Yuri looked disgusted. “Phraktos my love… I want nothing to do with governing our people now!” She hissed vehemently. “Only Narice can do that.”
“I know this… they do not.” Pa'cour told her.

“It would not surprise me if Leonidas and his people have already figured out how to find them to some degree.” Yuri said. “The man is no fool. Unlike the image he likes to project of himself, he is extremely intelligent and cunning. And their own Netnews reports indicate they have at least two of the Pralor species among them now. A species that were thought to be long dead. Not to mention that ship… which is fully intact and operational. Think of the knowledge on that ship!”

“We should try.” Pa'cour spoke. “This… this Paladin gene could work heavily in favor of the Coven. And it would give us equal footing with the Union and make Narice’s alliance with them even stronger. More balanced.”

Yuri nodded her head. “Because they have the means to train those individuals properly.” She said thoughtfully. She looked at him. “You used the Lycavorian term my husband.” Yuri said.

Pa'cour nodded his head. “It is the true term to describe what you and she can do. What Androcles and his family can do. The Lycavorians have refined it to a unique science now, and since these Pralors have arrived in their midst and they are the ones it all stems from, it seems appropriate.”

Yuri nodded. “Yes it does.” She said in agreement. “But not all of his family is affected. Only Androcles and his brother Denali. We do not know about the son from Martin and Isabella or what he can do. His Durcunusaan Captain seems to also have this ability but we know nothing about him.”
“It does appear from what we know right now that it only happens with purebloods like them.” Pa'cour said.

“I will need to discuss this with Nalavi.” Yuri said. “There is so much we…”

“Does it matter Yuri? Our daughter is beyond beautiful my Blessed Wife… but I have no wish to see some scum sucking Kavalian or vampire or even Akruxian reject become lucky in a fight with her and severely injure or kill her. I do not care where this gene comes from or who it happens in… all I care about is that it is within our daughter.” Pa'cour said to her. “You know I speak the truth my beautiful wife… I can sense it in your emotions. There is only one place she can receive the training she needs to combine her skills into a single cohesive force.”
“Androcles.” Yuri whispered to the air as she nodded.

Pa'cour nodded his head, his cheek brushing against her long, silky hair as he spoke into her ear softly. “Androcles and his father were true Masters of combat with bladed weapons even before they discovered their Etheric powers Yuri. Androcles was trained practically from birth to hold a blade as any Lycavorian Spartan is… you know this. I have seen footage of him in action with his weapons Yuri. He is truly one with his blades. They are extensions of his body and his will. It is no different than his father. They have taken bladed combat to the next level with this gene they possess Yuri and without that knowledge Onera will only end up hurting herself or someone else as I said. It is not something I can give to her. If she were to pit herself against someone trained by Lycavorians in the sword, they would hurt her, even with her added Etheric abilities because she is untrained. The training that she needs only the Lycavorians can provide to her. The training that she needs only Androcles or his father can give to her. It is the only way… otherwise she will end up hurting herself.”

Yuri nodded her head. “I… I saw this coming you know.” She said softly leaning back against him. “We are… we are tied more closely to the Lycavorian people than my mother and father could have ever imagined Pa'cour. All we could have been, all we could have done and accomplished together and they threw it all away because of their lust for more and more power and control. Thinking about all that has happened… how it has all come to be… I believe more and more that Androcles was right. We were never meant to be enemies Pa'cour. Our people were meant to be allies and friends and work side by side.”
Pa'cour nodded his head. “Considering the history and involvement of these Pralors I am not surprised. And you are not your mother and father now Yuri. You are different; you are the true individual you were meant to be.”

Yuri nodded. “Nor am I surprised.” She said taking a breath. “What do you suggest?”

“Contact him Yuri.” Pa'cour said softly. “He must know what we are doing here. And he has done nothing to interfere with us because he approves. He has done nothing because it is what he would do. Androcles is more likely to test the limits of honorable actions than his father and that is why he lets us be. He knows what needs to be done in order to defeat our enemies. And our actions only benefit both the Coven and the Union in the long run. He is not his father my love… and I think he has proved that to you already.”
Yuri nodded her head with a soft chuckle. “If he was his father I would be long dead by now.” She stated. “And do not discount what Martin would do when pressed to the wall Pa'cour my love. He keeps it locked away… but behind several locked doors and an indomitable will there resides a savage beast that will do what is necessary when push comes to shove.” Yuri drew in a deep breath and nodded. “But you are right.” She said confidently. “It is the only way. I will initiate COMs with him tomorrow. I will be honest with him and we will see what he says. What of Onera?”
“I think she will embrace the idea with all that she is.” Pa'cour spoke to her. “She lacks your composure and has let it slip many times that she would like to see the Union. And I believe she knows she is different and has wondered why.”

Yuri nodded. “Then it is settled. I will speak to her tomorrow as well if Androcles approves.” Yuri took a deep breath knowing it was the correct course of action and she would not second guess herself anymore. The decision was the right one and Yuri trusted enough in herself now to not question that. She looked at the two pads in her hand and rolled her eyes. Yuri held up two data pads and shook her head with a smile. 
“It is the right choice.” Pa'cour said.

Yuri nodded her head. “I know. And I will not question our decisions. It is done and this is the path we will follow.” She said lifting the two other data pads. “Pa'cour my love… why is Nalavi sending you reports on organic isotope compounds he is testing. And why is Lidene sending you his reports on the results of experimental Quantum Twelve Power Mathematical Formulas?”

Pa'cour shook his head with a smile, also feeling their decision had been the correct one. His daughter would be trained and guided by the finest and ultimately that is what Pa'cour wanted. “I have no idea.” He stated honestly. 

Yuri laughed again at the look on his face and tossed them to the floor alongside the bed. “I will talk to them in the morning as well. Nalavi is being Nalavi and I think Lidene still has his doubts about me.” She said with a slight shake of her head. “I did not treat him very well in the past so I can understand he is trying to be thorough.”
“Norev reports that the exchange of the elven females went off without a hitch.” Pa'cour told her as he held up the last data pad. “They had a company of Cha'talla’s Immortals from Kranek there; he was concerned for a moment, until they saw Norev’s men carrying the females from the transport.”

Yuri nodded. “Even with Androcles’s orders they will not trust us completely until we have proven ourselves my love.” She said looking over her shoulder into his face.

Pa'cour nodded. “I know. Once the exchange was made, Norev says they actually took the time to engage in some small talk. He says it was an exchange that would go a long way to improving our status with them.” Pa'cour kissed her bare shoulder softly. “It was an excellent move, sparing him and offering Norev and his men a purpose once more.”

Yuri chuckled softly. “I almost didn’t.” She told him. “Then I realized he was forced to act how he was acting. Purpose was all they really needed again. And we gave it to them Pa'cour, not just me. We gave it to them.”

Pa'cour nodded his head. “I noticed the blond one Nameia… the one you have spent so much time with… she did not return.” He said softly. “Why?”

“She had nothing to return to.” Yuri said as her thoughts quickly went to the beautiful female elf. “She has no family except distant cousins she does not communicate with. She was only a few weeks from graduating from the Medical Academy on Elear when she was taken.”
“Ah… Hadarian trained is she?” Pa'cour stated.

Yuri nodded her head. “Yes. And she knows what she is about too.” Yuri spoke. “Nalavi adores her and is overjoyed that he has someone who knows what in the blazes he is talking about.”

Pa'cour detected something wistful in her voice and leaned closer. “There is more to it then that isn’t there?” He said. “You are… you are happy she remained.”

Yuri nodded. “I have… I have never really had a true friend Pa'cour.” She stated softly. “She has… Nameia does not treat me differently. She is honest and forthcoming. I have caught myself sharing things with her that…”

“That you would never have told anyone before.” Pa'cour said.

Yuri nodded. “Yes.”

“You also find her very attractive don’t you?” He asked her.

Yuri turned her head and looked at him. “It is that obvious?” She asked.

“Only to me.” He told her. “I can see it in your eyes and your smile when you are with her.”

“I do not know what she makes me feel Pa'cour.” Yuri said. “I have never… I have never even thought of another woman in such a way. It is… it is not the same as what I feel for you my husband. No one could ever replace you… but she…”

Pa'cour pulled her tighter. “You are different now Yuri.” He said softly. “I am different. We have both entered a world we never thought existed. Do not shy away from that now. If this Nameia interests you, attracts you, do not deny what you feel. That is what your mother and father trained you to do. Listen to yourself now.”

“And what if I choose to… to experiment?” Yuri asked him. “What then?”

Pa'cour smiled. “You are my life and my love Yuri.” He told her. “If it makes you happy then it belongs in your life.”

“You make me happy my husband.” Yuri said. “Happier than I have ever been in my life. I can’t begin to put into words my feelings for you. For what we have.”

“You don’t need too.” He told her. “I will never deny you something that makes you happy Yuri my love. Well… another man perhaps but…”

Yuri slapped his face lightly. “Pa'cour… no man could ever steal my affection and love from you! That is just not possible! Don’t talk like that… even jokingly.”

Pa'cour reached up and took her face in his large hand. Yuri relished at the warmth of his touch and looked at him with a dreamy smile. “Pursue whatever gives you happiness my wife.” He told her. “If Nameia can give you something I can not and she makes you happy, then do not turn away from it.”

“You give me all I need.” Yuri told him. 
“You misunderstand me.” Pa'cour said. “If she can be a friend to you, someone you can trust and care about, something you have never had by your own words then pursue it Yuri. Embrace who you have become and do not doubt. If your friendship blossoms into something else… or if it does not… it matters not. A true friend is precious and if she desires the same thing, then do not turn away from it.”

Yuri reached up and placed her palm against his cheek and smiled. “I love you Pa'cour.” She said softly. “More than I can put into words.”

Pa'cour smiled. “And I love you.” He said.

Yuri tossed the data pads off the bed as her passion stirred. “Show me husband.” She said turning and pulling the towel from around her body until she was naked in his lap. “Make me scream your name to the stars Pa'cour my love. Show me how much you love me.”
Pa'cour let slip a low growl of desire and quickly rolled over on top of her, enveloping her into his embrace and covering her lips with his own. Yuri moaned loudly with the kiss, and felt the fires in her body ignite easily. Pa'cour did indeed show her how much he loved her.

Countless times over the next hours.

KAVALIAN GREAT SOUL DREADNOUGHT

PUSINTIN’S COMMAND SHIP

PUMA’S PRIDE

“Marshall Pusintin!” The Bridge COM officer barked. “We are receiving an incoming hail on a Kavalian channel from an unknown origin!”

Pusintin looked up from his command chair where he was reading the latest reports and brooding miserably over the events of the last days and the betrayal of his only remaining child. The damage from Koguth’s ship was minimal only because his gun crews had been sharper than most. They had blown the ship into three pieces before it struck their shields and rendered the impact of the huge chucks into manageable force. The follow on debris had crippled two destroyers and a cruiser however, and those ships had to be abandoned in order to continue. Pusintin was enraged at being caught so unaware of what his own son was doing right under his nose. They had discovered the dead Puma Bane soldiers in and near the landing bay and it had been clear Kalis had help. When they discovered it had been Mata who helped him to escape it made Pusintin even angrier. Mata had been the one who trained Kalis. He had been a trusted Puma Bane officer for decades. Pusintin suspected Kalis had acted out of simply wanting the Hadarian female for himself and then had been drawn deeper into the plot engineered by Koguth’Juturi. They were still examining the debris from General Koguth’s ship, but so far it appeared as if the ship had been heavily automated and that is why only two LEUGER-Class transports were needed to escape.

Pusintin turned in his chair disgusted at everything he was reading. He would flay his son alive himself if he ever found him. Kalis had embarrassed him terribly and he would pay for that in spades. “Who would have Kavalian channels out here in the unknown?” Pusintin snarled at him. “It is my son. The fool boy did not plan well enough and Koguth either left him for dead on some planet or things did not go as he would have liked. Range?”
The COM officer looked at him. “It’s a short range signal Marshall.” The man answered. “Less than ten light years distance. Bearing three seven nine eight mark two.”

“Helm… adjust course to three seven nine eight mark two and increase to full power on the sub light engines.” Pusintin ordered. “Sensors… begin a scan as soon as we come within range of the passive sensors! Find him!”

“Do we answer Marshall?” The COM officer asked.

Pusintin came to his feet and nodded. “Main holo disc.” He answered. “Signal me when we have his location and prepare to initiate a LSD jump to his position.”

“Receiving transmission and routing to main holo disc.” The COM officer reported.

Pusintin turned slightly and watched as the image of his oldest child with Jalersi came into view, sputtered and then cleared. Pusintin expected him to be nervous and frightened and contacting him to beg forgiveness so that he could return. What he saw was very different. A confident Kalis, standing calmly and with little sign of stress or worry. He appeared to be on some sort of ship, but it was not a LEUGERS Transport that he was sure. 

“Kalis!” Pusintin hissed. “You stupid fucking boy! I will administer the lashes myself when you return! Do you know what you have done? Do you?”

To Pusintin’s surprise Kalis smiled calmly back at him. “I know exactly what I have done Marshall Pusintin.” He answered using his formal rank which surprised Pusintin. “And your threats no longer have meaning for me father. In fact… you no longer have any meaning for me.”

“Kalis I can’t cover for you now!” Pusintin snapped. “You helped a traitor! You freely helped a traitor and were complicit in the escape of three very important prisoners to the KFI. I can’t protect you from this fuck up!”

Kalis chuckled softly. “Traitor?” He stated evenly. “Mata is no traitor father. And neither is General Koguth. Not to the Kavalian people. And those prisoners you speak of were only important to you as long as you got to abuse Serale’s mother. I could not allow that any longer.”

“You could not allow!” Pusintin hissed. “Who are you boy?”

“You have never protected me father.” Kalis continued. “Leruk was always your favorite because he embraced your twisted ideals without question. Karun turned away from you openly and you dismissed me as too stupid to do any better. Look at where you are now father. You have nothing.”

“What your tone with me boy!” Pusintin snarled. “I’ll beat you within an inch of your life when you return!”

“Yes… as you beat me so often as a boy.” Kalis said somberly. 

“You needed discipline!” Pusintin growled at him.

“Tell me Marshall Pusintin, did you take some perverse joy in beating down and breaking the boy I once was?” Kalis asked. “Did you enjoy taking the boy I was away from me? All I ever wanted was your approval. To have you acknowledge me as a son like Leruk and not a tool.”

Pusintin looked at the transmission with confused eyes. “You needed discipline!” He spat. 

Kalis shook his head. “No… you wanted me to fully embrace your hatred and anger as Leruk did. I should have seen it when Karun turned away from you. I should have seen it then. I should have seen it when mother finally realized that everything you told her was a lie and she followed what was in her heart and accepted the love she had for Pian.”

“You shut your damn mouth!” Pusintin barked. “You have no idea what you are talking about! You know nothing!”

“Don’t I?” Kalis said casually. “I will tell you what I know Marshall Pusintin… I know that you are not my father. You were never my father. A father would not treat his son as you treated me and Karun. A father would not have ordered his own daughter to be committed to the brothels on Nefoa. A true father would not have held back the history and heritage it was his responsibility to show his sons!” Kalis finished that statement with a shout as his voice had risen during the exchange.

“What the fuck are you talking about boy?” Pusintin snapped at him. “You aren’t making any sense!” Pusintin saw Kalis look to the side out of the transmission and then nod his head and look back at him. 

“No… I suppose I am not.” He stated. “At least not to you Marshall Pusintin. Or should I call you Pleistarchus? That is your name isn’t it? The name you were born with.”
Pusintin hesitated not knowing where Kalis was coming from. “You… I renounced that name when I became Kavalian!” He barked. 

“How do you renounce the blood that flows within you?” Kalis asked. “How did you turn from everything you were taught and raised to believe in to become the perverted and sadistic nubous midaeus you are now? How?”

“I grow tired of this Kalis!” Pusintin barked. “Surrender yourself and I will provide some leniency. Resist and I will…”

“You will do nothing.” Kalis hissed. “You will do nothing do you hear me! I will never again allow you to twist me as you did in the past! I will never allow you to bring harm to the woman I have come to love… or harm those who are her family!”

“This is pointless Kalis.” Pusintin snarled. “You can not survive out here on your own! Where will you go? Who will help you? Did Koguth abandon you on some planet and that is why you are contacting me now?”
“Coming into range now Marshall.” The Ops Officer spoke softly from his station. “I am initiating a passive scan.”

Pusintin watched as Kalis smiled and shook his head. “No father… we are all here.” He said. “I have not been abandoned. I have been found. I have discovered the beginnings of all that you should have taught me. And I decided I wanted to know so much more.”

“You are not making any sense now Kalis!” Pusintin growled. 

“Not to you I suppose.” Kalis said. “Have you found me yet father?” He asked. “I know you probably are beginning a passive scan with the sensors since you realized I was less than ten light years away.”

The Ops officer’s eyes grew wider as he looked at his instruments. “Marshall! Sir!” He gasped. “The signal… he is transmitting from…”

Pusintin turned to look at him. “What?” He barked.

“Marshall… Kalis is transmitting from a Union STRIKER transport.” The man answered. “One of their new STRIKER Dragon Transports!”
“What?” Pusintin snarled. “How can that…” Pusintin stopped and turned back to the image of Kalis with wide eyes. “Kalis… tell me you didn’t.” He spat.

Kalis smiled. “Oh but I did father.” He answered. “I have discovered what you would not teach me about the blood that runs through my veins father. I have discovered the beginnings of what it means and I like it. I embrace it!”

“You… you will be an outcast!” Pusintin almost screamed. “They will laugh at you boy! Scorn you! They will…”

“They will honor the path he has chosen.” The deep voice spoke from outside the cone of the transmission cutting off Pusintin’s words. “And they will respect above all else that he has chosen to walk that road even after all you have done to demean him. And they will help him at every turn. Because that is what our father taught our people.”

Pusintin’s eyes grew larger when the cone of the transmission expanded slightly and then Martin stepped up next to Kalis.  

Martin looked at him intently from within the cone of the transmission. “Hello brother.” He said calmly. “Top of the morning to you! It’s a fine day to be a Spartan don’t you think?”
“Martin!” Pusintin snarled viciously. “You sonofabitch!”
Martin chuckled softly. “I see the beating I gave to you hasn’t improved your disposition brother. Just as vile and misguided as ever. A pity. Though it will make killing you a lot easier. And it will finally bring our mother peace.”

“I will kill you!” Pusintin snarled viciously.

Martin nodded his head. “Yeah… you and your cronies have been trying that for a while now. Trouble is… I’m still here. You ain’t very good at your job brother.” He said with a smile. “In fact… you down right suck at it.”

Pusintin burned with hatred as he stepped closer to the transmission. “I will find you Martin!” He hissed. “I will find you and after I watch you bleed out your life, I will take back what I took from you and made mine! You should have heard her squeal Martin. Begging for more from her mate. Begging me to fuck her more!”
Martin smiled sadly and shook his head. “You have forgotten so much about what it means to be Lycavorian brother.” Martin said. 

Pusintin watched Martin reach to the side and then his eyes grew wider when he pulled For'mya into the transmission. She appeared surprised at this action, but pressed her lush, elven body against Martin intimately and quite willingly. Pusintin’s eyes narrowed and burned with rage, his fists clenching and unclenching when Martin leaned over slightly and kissed For'mya hungrily. For'mya responded instantly, her hand coming up to his face as she kissed him back just as hungrily. Pusintin watched as Martin pulled away from their kiss and firmly nuzzled the outer edges of For'mya’s four inch high elven ears. For'mya’s face showed the reaction that had, as her lips parted in bliss and her eyes closed in a dreamy expression of ardor. Martin captured her lips again quickly and her eyes opened to stare at him. They locked eyes for only a brief moment, though Pusintin would never know what Martin told her within Mindvoice. Whatever he told her made her face brighten and her lips curl into a seductive smile as she pressed closer to him and wrapped her arms around his waist.
Martin turned back to his brother. “I turned her brother.” Martin said. “I made her like us. I made it so she could feel what she feels as a female wolf. I don’t need some device implanted in her head blocking her natural abilities in order to actually make her feel things. You never had her brother, you never had her because I never lost her. I am in her blood, just as she is in mine. Whatever she felt with you was because you forced it upon her and she had no defense against it because I didn’t do what I should have done.” Martin looked at For'mya once more who was staring up into his face with adoration in her dark brown eyes. “I have since rectified that brother. And I have exposed her to everything about me that I should have shown her years ago.” Martin turned back to look at his brother as For'mya buried her face into his neck and shoulder and squeezed him even harder. “You’ll never have her again. You never had the true For'mya anyway. The part of her that resides within her heart and in her mind. That has always belonged to me and I cherish it even more now.”

In a move that was very rare and completely out of character for For'mya Leonidas she turned towards Pusintin in the transmission and stepped away from Martin slightly. There was a reason that For'mya was considered the most patient and laid back of Martin’s Queens by many people within the Union. She rarely lost her temper, and while she didn’t hesitate to act and wear clothes that accented her sexuality, she did not often go out of her way to exploit that. 

“If you knew anything about women, you would know we don’t beg for more unless what we are getting is not enough.” For'mya snarled baring her wolf fangs as her eyes changed quickly to that of her wolf persona. “And in your case Pusintin, the quality and much more importantly, the quantity was sorely lacking.”

For'mya smiled as Pusintin’s eyes grew wide at the blatant dig towards his manliness. He heard several different female voices in the background of the transmission that broke out into hysterical laughter as For'mya turned away from him and began to move out of the cone of the transmission, purposely brushing her hip against Martin as she passed him and letting her hand brush across his crotch. Even he was looking at her with wide eyes and a smile that explosives would not have been able to remove from his face. He looked back up at his brother in the transmission.

“Ouch!” Martin said. “That had to hurt brother!” He exclaimed.

Pusintin was trembling in undisguised anger and hatred. “I will kill you!” He almost screamed. “I will kill you and fuck all your precious Queens in front of your corpse before I give them to my men!”

Martin laughed as he pulled out the disc. “Good luck with that brother.” He said. “I do want to thank you for this though.” He said holding up the disc. “You recognize it don’t you?”
Pusintin’s eyes grew even wider indicating that he did in fact recognize it. “Kalis… you…”

Kalis nodded. “I did father.” He answered proudly. “I took it from right under your nose. You are not so skilled as you like to think it seems!”

“A decade of your COM traffic stored on this disc.” Martin said looking at the disc. “A decade of your dirty secrets and who knows what plans you had concocted in that insignificant brain of yours. And now it belongs to me. Pretty stupid to store all that on one disc and not several. But then again, you don’t seem to be known for doing the smart thing.” He looked at Pusintin. “Armetus and Marci are going to have a field day with this. I’m quite sure it will have a whole lot of information that Pian can use to fight that lunatic Keleru. We also downloaded the computer core from your personal LEUGERS before we blew it up. I’m pretty sure that will have more data on it showing what a coward you really are.”

“Coward!” Pusintin screamed. “I am no coward!”

Martin lowered the disc. “You are the worst kind of coward brother.” He said evenly. “You prey on the weak and the defenseless. You seek to control through fear and manipulation. Keleru isn’t what you think he is brother… though I suspect you already knew that.” Martin saw the light of realization in his brother’s eyes and he smiled. “Yeah… I figured as much. For someone who thinks they know everything… you are as dumb as a fucking rock brother. Father should have discarded you five minutes after you took a breath.”
“You know nothing!” Pusintin screamed. “You did not even know our father!”

“I know our father better in death than you ever did while he was living.” Martin growled at him. “You are a disgrace to him and every moment you breath you shame his blood within your veins!”

“I shame!” Pusintin roared. “You share a bed with the very creature he was fighting his entire life! Your son shares a bed with Yuri’s offspring! The sister of the monster who ordered our father killed! Who is a disgrace brother!”

“Androcles has more honor in his little toe than you carry within your entire body you fool!” Martin hissed. “He is… he is everything a Spartan inspires to be! And so much more. Our father would have been proud to call him grandson. Just as he will be proud to look down from the heavens and see that first Karun and now Kalis have turned from the path you set them on and embraced the Spartan and wolf blood within them. You are a disgrace to our kind! You have fallen so far that you could not even remember to imprint the children you forced upon For'mya. So intent on grasping power through her and the children she could give to you that you forgot the most basic instinct of our people when it comes to our children!” Martin moved closer to the transmission. “Fedor and Eirene are my children now. They found my imprint on For'mya when they reached for it from their mother’s womb. In her blood and her mind. They call me father. And I will be the father to them that you could never be. Just as I will be the father to Karun and Kalis that you never were. You are a fucking worm Pleistarchus! A cockroach! You are unworthy to have our father’s blood flowing in your veins!”

“You… I will gut you like a dog!” Pusintin snarled menacingly. “I will gut you and watch as your entrails spill around your feet and the life leaves your body.” 

“Big talk from a man who has been stumbling around the stars looking for us with no success.” Martin told him. “You think I don’t know how you are tracking For'mya brother? Did you really believe I would not discover this? I know every tiny millimeter of her body, by touch and by taste, just as I do with all of my Queens. Right down to their toes. When I worship them in our bed brother, I worship them completely. Utterly. You have been able to continue tracking For'mya because I have allowed it brother. But now… now I grow tired of this game.” Martin reached to his belt and pulled the P1 out of its pouch. He activated it with a single touch. “Avi?”
-I am monitoring Martin Leonidas- Avi’s mechanical voice replied instantly.

“Avi… initiate the reverse Borellum Acoustic Pulse.” Martin told him. 

-Initiated- Avi answered. –The Borellum Pulse is now being blocked. When will you be returning?-
“We’ll be back in a few hours Avi. See you then.” Martin spoke lowering the P1. He looked at his brother in the transmission. “I’ll just leave you to stumble around out here brother. I’m going to go to this planet we have found. White sandy beaches. Sunny. Cool lakes and oceans. I’m going to sit on the beach with my Queens and enjoy the sunset. Sooner or later you’ll stumble into something or someone that will chew you up and spit you out. Saves me the trouble.”
“I will find you Martin!” Pusintin growled angrily. “I will find you and I will enjoy killing you.”

Martin nodded his head. “I’m sure.” He answered laconically. “Problem is… you have to pull your head out of your ass long enough to wise up and find the balls to come get me. How long have you been chasing me and you haven’t done nothing. You’re a coward brother. Bring your ass here and let’s have a stand up fight. Or… turn your fugly face around and go home with your tail between your legs. You do that really well.”

“I will kill you!” Pusintin screamed.

“You couldn’t wipe your ass with both hands, a flashlight and your junior aide holding your balls out of the way.” Martin quipped. “You’re a coward and you are useless. For'mya is mine Pleistarchus. She was always mine and she will always be mine. You are nothing to her. You’re a sorry excuse for a man. Can’t keep your children and you need to force yourself on women in order to get their attention. Pathetic.”

“I…” Pusintin began.

“I’m done with you!” Martin snapped shaking his head. “You are a waste of time. Your children are dumping you like the shithead you are and no one is scared of you brother. Not anymore. They think you are a fucking nut job!”
“You fucking…”

“I will teach your sons what they need to know.” Martin said. “I will teach them so that our father will look down and be proud of them. He looks down and sees you and he wants to vomit. You aren’t worthy enough to carry the blood you have in your veins. You’re just another piece of shit bully.” Martin looked at Kalis. “Is there anything else you want to say Kalis?” He asked.

Kalis shook his head quickly. “No Uncle. I think you have been quite clear.”

Martin looked back at Pusintin. “Doubtful.” He said. “Your father isn’t too quick on the uptake.” Martin smiled. “Have a great day brother. You are a walking around dead man and don’t even know it. And recognize that you will never have the chance to do the one thing you have never been able to do. Beat me at anything.”
“Why you… I will… Arrgghhh!” Pusintin began to scream at the transmission before it disappeared and he was staring at nothing.

MARTIN’S STRIKER


“Arrgghhh!” They began to hear Pusintin scream before Martin slammed down on the panel and cut the transmission.


Martin looked at the transmission disc for a moment longer and then turned to Kalis. “He’s got a set of lungs on him.” He said. “He screams really loud.”


Kalis couldn’t help but openly laugh and then Mata was joining him as he had watched the entire exchange from the doorway into the cockpit. “I don’t think he… I have never seen him so angry Uncle.” Kalis finally said.


“Good. Maybe he’ll accidentally shoot himself when he is cleaning his weapon.” Martin spoke. “Save us all a lot of trouble.” Martin reached out and held the disc for Kalis to take. “Hang onto this for me. We’ll go through it when we get back to the ARC ROYAL.” He waited until Kalis took it and then slapped his shoulder. “Now get back there to that beautiful young woman. I’ve kept you away from her too long.”


Kalis looked at him. “Uncle…”


Martin shook his head and smiled. “You have no need to say it mandri.” He said. “The look in your eyes when you look at Serale is all the knowledge we need. Now go.”


Kalis smiled and turned to exit the cockpit, Mata following him, his arm going over his shoulders as they went down the stairs. Martin watched until they were out of sight and then he turned back to see For'mya, Tina and Endith looking at him intently.


“What?” He asked.


For'mya stepped closer to him. “Martin you…”


“Boss… you do realize that you just told that fucking scum bucket how to find us.” Tina spoke cutting off For'mya.


Martin nodded his head. “I know.” He answered his eyes never leaving For'mya’s face.


“Oh… ok.” Tina said. “Just wanted to make sure… you know, make sure you didn’t just tell our enemy where we are taking our vacation or anything. Wouldn’t want him crashing our party now.”


“Why Martin?” For'mya asked. “Why would you do such a thing?”


Martin stepped closer to her, drew her into his arms and kissed her softly. “Avi?” He spoke to the thin air.


-I am here Martin- Avi’s voice answered from the internal cockpit speakers.


“Did you mark their location?” Martin asked.


-I have a firm lock. Using OMEN THREE’S Long Range Array I will be able to track them once they come within three systems of our location-


“Say they are smarter than I think and they figure out what to look for immediately.” Martin said. “How many planets in the area like the one I described?”


-There are thirty-one planets with similar atmospheric and terrain properties as you described between our current location and the planet you have chosen to land on Martin- Avi answered. –Which we will begin doing in exactly three point three hours-


“And how long to fully scan those thirty-one planets to insure we are not on them?” Martin asked.


-Given the level of Kavalian sensor technology, at least twelve hours per planet- Avi replied. –That does not take into account travel time-


“So three weeks, give or take a few days?” Martin asked.


-That would be reasonably accurate- Avi said.


“Thank you Avi.” Martin said. “Send the signal to Yuriko to initiate Phase One. I want full sensor sweeps done of the first target by tomorrow evening when we return.”


-And Target Two-


“We’ll decide after we see the sensor readings.” Martin said.


-Understood- Avi said. –I will have everything ready when you return. ARC ROYAL out- 


For'mya reached up and took his face in her hands, feeling his hard body pressed against her own. “What are you doing Martin Leonidas?” She asked.


“I’m doing what I need to do For'mya.” Martin answered her softly. “You know that.”


“Martin you don’t have to do this.” For'mya started to speak but Martin put a finger to her lips and shook his head.


“Yes I do Kinsoaurgai.” He said softly. “You know that as well as I do. He needs to pay for what he has done. For everything he has done, but mostly for what he did to you. Only then will the debt of honor be paid. Only then will my mother and my father, wherever he may reside now, only then will they have their honor back. Their peace. Only then will you finally be able to move on.”


“Martin I have…” For'mya started again but Martin leaned forward and nuzzled her elven ear causing her to gasp in bliss and pull him tighter.


“You can not hide it from me For'mya.” He said softly drawing his face back until he was looking at her. “From Aricia, from Anja and Dysea, from Bella and Cirith, but not from me my beautiful wife and Queen. Not from me.” 


“Martin… he is your brother.” For'mya said softly as her dark eyes began to tear up.


Martin shook his head again. “No. Danny is my brother For'mya. He has always been my only brother. That will never change. Ever. Pleistarchus stopped meaning anything to me when he took you from me and forced himself upon you. He is not my brother any longer For'mya my Queen. He is my enemy. I intend to treat him like any other of mine.”

“Martin…”

“I am going to bait him; I am going to draw him in; I’m going to wear him out and then I am going to kill him For'mya. In the most horrific way I can possibly think of.” Martin said. “For over three thousand years of sins he has heaped upon the weak and the defenseless. For what he did to you my beautiful For'mya, for what he has put his children through, for every sin he has ever committed. He must atone for that and I will be the instrument of that atonement. I’m the only one who can.” Martin traced her lips with his finger and smiled at her. “Then it will be over. Then we all can move on. For we have much bigger problems coming our way my love. Much bigger problems.”

For'mya’s eyes furrowed in confusion as Martin kissed her and then quickly moved out of the cockpit before she could ask him what he meant. She watched his back for a moment and then turned to look at Tina and Endith.

“Ok… did anyone else just get this really bad chill running up their spine?” Endith asked them.

“Man… that wasn’t a chill Endy” Tina exclaimed. “That was a fucking blizzard lover.” She looked at For'mya. “For'mya?”

For'mya looked at her and shook her head. “I have no idea what he meant.” She stated softly.

“Shit!” Endith swore. “Something tells me we don’t want to know what he meant. That ain’t good. Shit… that ain’t good at all.”
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“…Been communicating with Dutkne’s senior aide almost daily as time grows shorter.” Deia told Andro as they sat in the office that had been secured for her. There were two very stern looking Durcunusaan outside her office, while Jomann sat on the couch just inside the door. The entire building was swarming with security now for the Durcunusaan would take no more chances with the lives of those they were charged to protect. “A polite young man, a little too polite, but very capable it seems.”


Andro smiled. “Tenna… you are an icon to the people among the Protectorate.” He told her. “He is probably just awestruck.”


“An icon?” Deia gasped. “You must be joking!”


Andro shook his head. “The woman who helped draft the laws of our people. You are just as well known and honored as grandfather Resumar and Feravomir Canth.”


Deia laughed softly. “I helped to draft nothing. I was simply in the same room with them when they hammered out our laws.”


“And I’m quite sure they did not asked you or grandmother Eliani anything at all about how certain laws should be established and implemented.” Andro said sarcastically.


Deia met his eyes and smiled shyly. “Well… I suppose there…”


“That is what I thought.” Andro said with a grin now. “Face it Tenna Deia… you are the last true link to grandfather and grandmother for many of us who were not alive back then. We will always look at you differently because of that. Those in the Protectorate are no different.” 


Deia nodded her head slowly. “Perhaps.” She said softly.


“How does it stand now?” Andro asked her as he held the data pad in one hand and the mug of his mother’s coffee in the other.


“A Protectorate cruiser will arrive here three weeks after you leave.” Deia told him regaining her famous composure. “We have worked it out so that the escort will be a healthy combination of their ships and ours. That should provide you enough time to determine where the Vanari will stand.”


Andro nodded. “If what Denali and Coren have been telling me is accurate… I will need the time. Coren believes many of the Vanari Regents are on his side, but the real power rests with many of those who do not.”


“Do not lose your focus with them Mandri.” Deia spoke. “They are politicians like those who used to live and work on this planet. They will curry favor in many different ways. I have spoken with Coren as well and he impresses me. Far more than he did before. He has come a long way.”


Andro nodded in agreement. “Yes he has. With his connections and the information they have slowly been putting together we just may be able to convince the other Regents that we are not the enemy.”


“The Rothryn are the unknown here Andro, especially after you told me about the reaction of this Harira woman.” Deia said. “We know how to deal with species like the Vanari. You have already had Deni explain to them, at least a small portion, of what will happen if they choose to continue to embrace their misguided and inaccurate conceptions about us as a whole. The Rothryn however, they are a different story.”


“Lycavorians who cannot shift their forms but are stiff no different than us.” Andro said softly nodding his head. “Sehri’s father seems very genuine Tenna. And he has done much to help Coren and Deni get information on the OSG and their operations.”


Deia nodded. “I have spoken to Aleatia on several occasions. Putting aside the obvious bias she has for her husband and mate, she has told me of many things he has done through the years that tell me he is the ally we need there. Changing the minds of the senior families and clans as Aleatia says is not going to be so easy. They are too much like us when we were just beginning to rise from our past. And this information you gave to Panos about this Rothryn Academy and how they view Etheric users is very troubling to me.”


Andro nodded. “Yes… me as well.” He said. “I get the sense from listening to Sehri and speaking to Aleatia, that Etheric users in Rothryn space lack a certain freedom to do as they wish. They are closely monitored and controlled.”


“Controlled.” Deia said. “There is the word I don’t like.” She stated. “Controlled implies many things… and none of them good. And soon they will have not only Denali, but you and Sadi and Lisisa and some of the most powerful Etheric users in the galaxy within their grasp. And given what you have told me about this Shaman Master woman, it makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up.”


“We will be careful Tenna.” Andro said with a grin. “I certainly to do wish to become the object of some dissection or experiment.”


Deia reached across the small table and cuffed him gently in the side of the head as she had done so many times as he was growing. “Do not joke Androcles.” She scolded him. “This is serious. I do not enjoy having your father and mothers out there in the unknown and now having you basically doing the same thing is even worse.”


Andro looked at her and set his coffee down. He took her hand in his and brought it to his cheek. “I am listening Tenna.” He told her firmly. “I am taking everything in. Your words do not fall on deaf ears. I know this will put a great deal of strain on you when you don’t need it, but I will be careful.”


Deia smiled at him and drew her hand back making sure to caress his cheek. “I am well on the way to being fully recovered Mandri.” She told him. “You do not need to worry about the strain on me. I have dealt with far more strain than this in my time. Just remember to always keep your wits about you.” 


Andro smiled again. “Sadi will not let me forget my wits.” He said.


Deia laughed softly and nodded her head. “And that is why she is so loved among our people now.” She said. “She is the only one who can actually control you. I was against letting her history into the open, but I was wrong. When our people, everyone, when they saw all she had endured and suffered in order to protect her father; when they see the way she looks at you, how the two of you interact so effortlessly. They are all your strength Mandri… but Sadi is your core. As you are hers. Just as your mother is with your father.”


Andro nodded. “I know.” He said softly. “Tenna… does it ever get any easier?” He asked her looking at her across the small table.

Deia shook her head. “No. There will always be others, even among our own people, who believe that they know what is best for everyone. That no matter what path we walk, the path that they advocate is the only correct one. Many are simply fools, but there are some who can become dangerous if left unchecked.”


“Icho.” Andro said. “Ulana’s father.”


Deia nodded. “Both of them were cancers. Icho still is. And he has brought so many to his side and given them a means to voice their fool ideals. You should have let Armetus do what he wanted when we first discovered what he was doing.”

Andro shook his head. “No. We do not have all the pieces yet. Until we do… we cannot move against him.” He returned his gaze to her. “Once we do though, then Armetus may have his way with him and all of his cronies.”


Deia nodded. “Well… that is not something for you to be concerned with now. Armetus and Marci will take care of that when they have what they need.” She took his hand in hers. “I am not in agreement with you taking your younger brothers and sisters Andro. Or Gorgo, Dasha and Normya. I think it is far too much of a risk. So many of our family will be in the same location at once.”


Andro nodded. “I know you don’t agree.” He said. “But I have given it much thought Tenna.  I know that father and my mothers need to see their children. They have been away for too long now as it is. 341 will have a Pralor transport on round the clock standby to remove all of them if they become endangered, but you know as well as I this is our strength as a family.”


Deia nodded slowly. “Yes it is. Just be very mindful. Deion and Nara can take care of themselves now… but Retta, Calyb and Byron are still young. They still have much to learn and experience.”


“Tenna… when have I ever put any of my siblings in harm.” Andro asked.


“Never.” Deia hissed quickly. “That is what I mean. You go to such extremes to keep them safe that you sometimes forget to take care of yourself. Just be mindful Androcles. Be aware of everyone and everything around you.”


“I will Tenna.” He said. “And if I have a question on anything I will not hesitate in the least to contact you.”


“Good.” Deia said as she sat back. “Events with Pian are moving very smoothly. I never thought I would hear myself say I have come to admire a Kavalian, but this man is cut from a very different mold. Those Pride Leaders with him look to him for leadership. And Jalersi is pivotal as well. They view her in a much different light than I expected. One of honor and also leadership. It appears that I am guilty of stereotyping their people and I have been for years. I will not do so any longer.”


“With grandfather Riall helping the Coven, which I’m quite sure the Kavalian high command knows, they may think when Pian begins his move they can attack us in retaliation.” Andro said. “Grandfather Vengal and General Vistr will teach them the error of their ways. They will have to fully concentrate on Pian or he will fracture their entire command structure in weeks. Keleru will know this and he will need to focus entirely on him. Any attacks against Union forces will be secondary and weak.”


Deia nodded. “I’ve already instructed Ceneu to put additional Omega Teams on Hadaria as soon as you depart.”


Andro looked at her with a sly smile. “Tenna?”


Deia snorted. “Hadaria is a founding member of the Union!” She hissed. “I will not allow that illegal government to remain in power any longer than necessary. The teams will only observe and report, but the Hadarian people are part of the Union and we will free them.”


“Yes we will.” He said.


“You are allowing Ulana to accompany you.” Deia asked him. “Even after what she attempted with Sadi.”

“If I tried to keep her out of it she would cause more trouble.” Andro answered. “I am meeting with a few others later today that will be coming with us. Those you chose I believe. Anlah and Jucara among them. They can keep her under control.”


Deia nodded. “Good.” She said. “And since Shiria has returned, at least briefly, you should have her give you a status on finding the others among our people that carry the Paladin gene. They could play a very large part in our future if what Shiria and Wayonn say does indeed come true.”

“What do you think?” Andro asked her.


Deia looked at him and smiled. He was so much like his father. Martin never hesitated to ask her opinion on anything political and on many things militarily. He valued her insight and it seemed he had made this clear to his sons. Use every asset that you had no matter how off the wall it might seem. It was also Martin’s way of insuring that Deia never lost importance or any influence among their people.

“To confront an enemy with nothing but hatred in their hearts and souls.” Deia said softly in reply. “It is not something we have ever faced before Androcles. The Coven, the Kavalians, even the Evolli, all of them have been driven politically in some way, shape or form. These Scourge however, they are not motivated by politics. It’s almost like a religious thing with them and those are the most dangerous foes to face.”

Andro nodded his head. “There is nothing I do not agree with in that statement.” He said. 

Deia waved her hand. “This is not the time for that discussion. You have much to do and little time to do it all.” She told him. “I will keep you advised of anything that might change with Pian and the others, but so far they are absorbing all we are teaching them like sponges. Some have even asked to have their mates brought here. I have approved this. Pian has started something Androcles, something powerful. And we need to insure it carries into the future.”

Andro got to his feet. “That we do.” He said. “I’m going to meet Sadi, Ne'Veha and Sehri for lunch.” He said. “We’ll return to Cranae Island then. Carisia and Lu'ria should be back from Eden City by then. You could join us for dinner?”

Deia shook her head. “I have much to do myself.” She said.

“Sadi is cooking.” Andro offered with a twinkle in his eye.

Deia met his gaze and smiled brightly. “Then you have convinced me.” She said as she stood up. “I don’t think that girl has cooked anything since she became your mate that wasn’t fabulous.”

“Seven o’clock then?” Andro said.

Deia nodded. “I will be there.”

Andro leaned over and kissed her cheek. “I will remember everything Tenna.” He said softly. “I give you my word.”
Deia squeezed his arms. “I know.” She said. “Now go. I will see you for dinner.”

VEYERAI 
HIGH COVEN SPACE

“…can stop sending your reports to Pa'cour Lidene.” Yuri said with a small smile as she stood in front of his desk.


The man looked up at her. “I am only trying to be through Princess. I do not…”


Yuri settled into the chair in front of his desk and held up her hand silencing his words. “I am well aware of what you are trying to do Lidene.” She said. “I also know that I have treated you harshly… very harshly in the past. With little or no reason. I have given you reason to fear for your life and the lives of those who work for you.” Yuri met his eyes. “True?”

Lidene shifted in his chair. He had seen how she had been the last weeks, but a large part of him still did not believe all the gibberish about spirits and mysterious powers, and he was still trying to determine if it was all true. “Princess I…”


“I am not a Princess anymore Lidene.” Yuri said. “Nor do I want to be.”


Lidene looked at her. “What… what should I call you then?”


Yuri smiled. “My name would be a good start.”


Lidene shook his head quickly. “No. I could never do that. I…”


Yuri leaned forward. “Lidene… I was a colossal bitch!” She spoke. “To you and to everyone. I know you have a hard time believing that I have changed, but has anything I have done in the last weeks been what I would normally do?”


“No.” Lidene answered.


“Would the Yuri you knew… would she tolerate having an Immortal share her bed every night. Would she have thought about giving birth to a half Immortal child just to try and further some façade she was putting forth to fool you and others into believing that she had changed? Would I have done any of that Lidene?”


Lidene’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Impossible.” He said finally. “You would never…” Lidene stopped talking and looked at her. He saw the smile on her face and the brightness of her dark eyes. The old Yuri would never have insured that they escaped with their families. She would never have insured that those families were housed and taken care of and protected. She would never have allowed an Immortal to touch her in the way he had seen Pa'cour touching her these last weeks. The way she looked at him, allowed him to hold her close, even kissing him in full view of others. This was not what the old Yuri would have done or even thought of. He leaned back in his chair. “Nalavi… he tried to explain it to me.” He said softly. “I did not… I did not believe it could be.”

Yuri nodded her head. “You deal in facts and what you can see and determine with your mind Lidene. You are a scientist. That is to be expected.” Yuri then did something he had never seen her do. She chortled softly in laughter. “If it had not happen to me… I would never have believed it either.”


“Princess…?”


“I’ve had my eyes opened to so much in the last weeks Lidene.” Yuri told him. “I can never take back what I have done in the past. All I can do now is try to make amends in as many ways as I can.” She met his eyes. “I want to see the High Coven become what it is… what it was destined to become Lidene. The only way it can do that is with Narice leading it. I have no desire to be thrust back into that role. None. I… my task now is to help her however I can from the shadows. That is what I have always been good at. I have found an emotion with Pa'cour that I had never experienced until now Lidene. That emotion is love. I love him. I love him with every breath that I take. I am nothing without him. Without our daughter. Without the children we will have in the future. That is who I am now. I am not asking you to believe what happen to me… I’m asking that you judge me now on what I do now. If you can not do this I will understand. And I will make a ship ready to take you wherever you wish to go.”


Lidene came to his feet. “No!” He spoke quickly. “No! That is not… I do not want that!”


“Nor do I.” Yuri told him. “You are the… you are the finest scientist I have ever known Lidene. I do not wish to lose you. That is why I have not interfered in how you have done things. I don’t need too. You get results. I just need…” Yuri got to her feet now as well. “I just need you to trust me now. I have not given you reason to do so in the past… so I ask that you take a leap of faith and trust me now.”

“That… that is not something the old Yuri would have asked.” He said.


Yuri shook her head. “No. I suppose not.”


Lidene met her eyes. “This change in you Princess… it has something to do with the technology you have me working on doesn’t it?”


Yuri nodded her head. “In a manner of speaking… yes.” She replied deciding on the way here that she would keep nothing from him. “More to do with the people who developed that technology and less about the tech itself. At least concerning me that is. It is very complicated to explain. I’m not sure I understand all of it.”


“This is the reason Androcles Leonidas spared you isn’t it?” Lidene asked pointedly. “You are… you are like him aren’t you?”


Yuri chuckled again. “Like Androcles? No. I am not even close to being what he and his father are. What others among their family and their people are. But I am similar in some ways I suppose… yes. And there is a chance that there are those among our own people who are like them. That is why I left all of my mother’s files with you to look through. She did not share what information she had in this regard and I determined that you would be able to make the most sense of it.”


Lidene’s eyes grew wider. “Your mother’s files!” He almost yelled. “I forgot!”


Yuri looked at him. “What?”


“Your mother’s files!” Lidene spoke going to his makeshift desk and pushing aside several data pads until he snatched the one he was looking for. “I decrypted several data files last night! The information was astounding!”


“About the weapons systems you are working on?” Yuri asked.


Lidene held out the pad to her. “No. About the High Coven cloning process and just how advanced it really was!”


Yuri took the pad from him. “I don’t understand.” She said as she began to read the file.


“Our cloning process was decades more advanced than anyone thought Princess.” Lidene told her excitedly. “Your mother was hiding most of the important breakthroughs even from the senior people on the project.”


“What does our old cloning program have to do with the weapons you are working on?” Yuri asked him looking up.


“Nothing.” Lidene answered her. “Nothing at all. Until you get to page forty-three of that report.” He said pointing to the pad. “Beginning there it lists three clones. Three perfect clones. And when I saw perfect… I mean perfect. In every possible way. Three perfect Lycavorian pureblood clones.”

Yuri glanced at him with wide eyes. “I was under the impression that cloning a pureblood Lycavorian was next to impossible because of the PCC content of their blood and their healing capabilities.”


Lidene nodded his head. “As was I.” He stated quickly. “It is not really my field and I’m sure Nalavi would be better able to explain it… but if what is written there is true… then they succeeded Princess.”


Yuri nodded. “I still do not see how this matters Lidene.” She said. “We have all but stopped using our cloning program and it does not matter how many clones we have, it will not help us against the reason you are working on the weapons systems.”


Lidene looked at her oddly. “The reason?” He asked.


Yuri nodded. “I will give you all the information I have about that. And the reason you are working on the programs that you are. But why is this cloning issue so important to you?”


Lidene took the pad from her hand, tapped on it for several seconds and then gave it back to her. “That is why.” He said. 


Yuri’s eyes nearly exploded out of her head. “A l'Ze'zhuanth Sanguine Sengeren!” She exclaimed. (By the Ancient Vampire Lords)


Lidene nodded. “I… I thought that as well. It seems your father’s work on the King’s mother Gorgo was the breakthrough they needed. It is no wonder they kept her imprisonment such a secret.”


“Lidene you are certain these files are accurate?” Yuri stammered.


Lidene nodded. “They are unaltered from the moment I was able to decrypt them.” He replied. 


Yuri turned and looked at the wall for a long moment. “This… this is not good.” She said. She turned back to him. “This stays between us Lidene. It has to stay between us. Take it to Nalavi and confirm that it is indeed possible but no one else is to know!”


Lidene nodded. “I understand.” He said.


“Trust me on this Lidene.” Yuri said. “If this information were to fall into the wrong hands it could destabilize the entire Lycavorian Union! It could… it could destroy everything!”


“Then they are not our enemy any longer?” Lidene asked.


“Gods no! They never should have been our enemy to begin with! My mother… her father before her… they made us enemies in their lust for power! Their need to control!” Yuri exclaimed. “The Lycavorian Union is the best hope for the High Coven! The best hope for the universe as we go forward! If the Union falls… all of us will fall!”


Lidene looked at her. “I don’t understand why?” He asked.


Yuri gave him the pad. “Take this to Nalavi and have him verify that this is actually possible Lidene. We must know for sure. I need to… I need to contact Androcles.”


Lidene’s eyes went wide. “About this?” He gasped.


Yuri shook her head. “No… about Onera.” She replied. “This… this no one knows about until we all sit down with Pa'cour and make certain she was able to do this.”


Lidene looked at the pad. “And if she was?” He asked.


Yuri looked at him as his eyes came up. “Then… then I will have to do something I have no desire to do. Something I fear more than death itself.” She replied.


“Princess…?” Lidene asked.


“I will need to face Martin Leonidas and tell him this.” Yuri said. “And pray he does not strike me down.”

