CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
EARTH

SPARTA

KAVALIAN EMBASSY

Jalersi’Nruarani.


She was not religious in any way, but if there were Gods she would be praying to them every day, for almost more than anything else she cherished saying those two words. 


Jalersi stopped just outside the doorway into the bathroom of their quarters in the newly repaired Kavalian Embassy and looked across the room at where Pian was sitting on the edge of the bed. He was half dressed and studying a data pad between lacing up his boots. Staring at his broad back as she secured the large towel around her naked form, Jalersi felt a shiver of desire and passion course through her stronger than anything she had ever felt in her life. Something that had only started with Pian. He had cut all of his body hair very short and now the light brown fur that covered his powerful frame was feather soft to the touch. He had kept the hair on his head longer, pulled into two separate braids on either side of his head at her request, giving him a very distinguished and very delicious look in her eyes. Jalersi had never really stopped to think about how incredibly handsome he was to her eyes. Even that night together nearly twenty years ago, as wild and unkempt as he had been then, he had an almost magnetic pull over her. She should have seen it that night, recognized it for what it was, as Pian had taken her with such blistering passion and emotion. His kisses had consumed her, his hands never ceasing to explore her body in ways Pusintin never had. She had failed to see it that night. She failed because she believed in the words of her father and Pusintin more than she had believed in her own female intuition. She would never make that same mistake again. 


Pian’Nruarani treated her as if she was the most valuable thing in the entire universe to him and she doubted she would never know how accurate that description truly was. Pian was always touching her in some way now, a simple caress of his fingers on her arm or cheek or a gentle squeeze of his arm around her waist, all to insure she knew how much he loved her. It was his way to show her that he was different than what she had experienced in her life. Pian never failed to ask her opinion of something that he knew nothing about. He was not politically astute and he was the first to acknowledge that, though he was learning quickly Jalersi knew. When he was named the interim leader of this new government they had formed, he turned to her and took her counsel first and foremost when it came to their people and what needed to be changed in order to bring them out of the abyss her father had taken them to. Now even many of the Pride Leaders had begun to look at her differently. As Pian’s wife, she had taken the place of his mother as the ranking female among the Nruarani Pride and with his mother’s backing and guidance, Jalersi had begun to help him shape something great. 
The Nruarani Pride had become the catalyst for change. The other Kavalian Prides saw what they did and had begun to emulate them. The changes would not be easy or swift, Jalersi knew this, but they had begun and that is what mattered the most. The females of the other Kavalian Prides that followed them now held a place of respect and honor. No longer were they seen as inferior. Jalersi knew this was the largest change and it would be perhaps the hardest change to accept, but amazingly she had noticed many of the young men from the other Prides had embraced this ideal. It would be harder for the older men, but based on what she had seen with the Pride leaders here with them on Earth, the change had taken deep root and nothing would stop it now. These men were trying and in many cases succeeding in curbing centuries of ingrained culture and teachings. They were embracing the change and it was a testament to the influence of Pian and the resolve of those who followed him. 

Pian had embraced her daughter Nikkei as his own; the fact that she was Pusintin’s child did not matter in the least to him. He got along famously with Karun and honored that he had chosen to embrace the name and blood of his Lycavorian heritage. Nikkei however, she was different, and had chosen to take his name as her own just as her mother had done. Nikkei spent much of her time with Pian’s mother and she no longer feared the Kavalian blood within her. Nikkei’Nruarani, as she adored being called now, she had embraced it now and Jalersi knew that there were several young Kavalians in the Nruarani Pride alone who had shown an intense interest in Nikkei because she shared her mother’s corporeal beauty. Pian however, he would have none of it. He intended to make sure that the man who courted Nikkei did it for the right reasons and not to get close to him or Jalersi in an attempt to further his own gain. Whoever did decide to court Nikkei would need to pass the gauntlet that Pian and Karun had established. Her son Karun adored his half elven wife Ardis, and she adored him, and Karun had accepted the Lycavorian blood in his veins as well as many of their traditions, including the one looking out with great care for his siblings. Jalersi knew no young male would come near Nikkei without the proper intentions because of Pian and Karun. Jalersi thought briefly of Kalis and though her heart ached that she had lost him to his father’s path, he was still her son and she still loved him. Pian understood this and had told her once that hope was never dead. That one day Kalis might wake up and discover that his father was not who he made himself out to be. Jalersi secretly hoped for that but she did not expect it.

Jalersi knew that all of this had begun simply because Pian desired was her. 
For so many years he did not care about anything else but making her his and he had started himself down this path for that sole purpose. His reasons were different now, seeing what his actions and intent had born fruit to had changed him. He was dedicated now to seeing their people free of her father’s oppression and rule of fear. His unrequited love for her had started him down this path and now that he had her, he would continue it willingly. He knew that without real change, he could never have the life he wanted with her. They could never have the life that they wanted. And there was certainly no other place Jalersi wanted to be now. Pian had shown her more love and passion in the few short months they had been together then Pusintin had shown her in all the years they were mated. In their bed, Pusintin did not compare to Pian in any way. In either size, skill or intent. When Pian made love to her it was with an almost endless passion and love and above all else a desire to make her never want anyone else. Jalersi had already decided that, and the decision had been so very easy. The moment Pian had buried himself within her completely and the base of his huge manhood had swelled, locking their groins together, Jalersi had made that decision. In that moment Jalersi had descended into a world of bright lights and crushing ecstasy. Locked together as they were in those moments, and the many moments since, her orgasms had come rushing forth almost non-stop and with devastating power. Feeling his hot seed erupting inside her depths sent her reeling over the edge of desire and into euphoric rapture each and every time. They could stay locked together like that for hours, each of them basking in the mutual pleasure until they were exhausted and spent. He had ravished her lush body, exploring every crevice and curve with his lips and tongue, something Pusintin would never have done. He delighted in this fact and the reaction he got from her when he did those things to her made him all the more eager to continue this practice and even improve on his skills. Things that even Jalersi had never thought of often times would send her spinning and screaming off into glorious heaven. And it did not matter to him in the least that since she had stopped taking the injections, her own tail had begun to grow back, causing the small of her back to be extra sensitive and quite the erogenous zone. At first she thought the change would take shape all over her body, but Anuk Simpson had assured her that this was not the case. The same thing that had happened to Athani was happening to her and once her tail was fully restored Anuk determined the change would cease.

Jalersi was not idle by any means with Pian. Not after what he made her experience and feel. She wanted him to know how she felt about him, how he was also now the center of her entire universe, and she took great joy in seeing the contortions of his face and body as she pleasured him just as eagerly as he did her. If not more. She had memorized every hard muscle and line of his physique. The power that his body radiated alone could make her wet between her thighs. His huge cock reached places inside her, did things to her that Pusintin could never have reached or accomplished, and she lavished his organ with attention whenever she could. She tasted him as often as she wanted, savoring the taste and texture of his manhood like a fine meal. Being with him had brought out a part of her that had lain buried in obscurity for so many years and Jalersi nurtured that within herself. She was very playful in their bed and very vocal, and she did things to Pian that she would never have done to Pusintin.


Then there were the many nights where they just laid together in their bed, their naked bodies entwined together, and they savored the sensation of each other. Jalersi would never get enough of having his soft fur touching her naked flesh wherever she could. The warmth of his body was considerable and often times they did not need or care to use a blanket. He would sometimes extend the claws from his fingers and use them to stroke her skin ever so gently, sending delightful shudders through her body. She was his mate now, his wife and love, and Jalersi had never been happier in her entire life. They had begun a new future together along with those that followed Pian, and Jalersi had every intention of seeing that future come to fruition. Her life, her heart, her love, it all belonged to Pian now. As his did to her. They would take that strength and use it to free their people even if it cost them their own lives in the very process. Jalersi looked down at the small device in her hand and felt happiness flow through her. She padded across the room and crawled seductively across the bed until she was behind Pian. She felt him smile as her arms snaked over his broad shoulders and he instantly set aside the data pad and lifted his head as she brought her cheek to his and kissed his shoulder.


Pian turned his blue feline eyes on her face and thought to himself that he had never seen a more beautiful angel in all of his life. Her hand came up to his cheek and her fingers danced across his neck as he kissed her, breathing deeply of her freshly showered smell. Though not as acute as a Lycavorian’s sense of smell, Kavalians could still distinguish between scents, and Jalersi always smelled sweeter to him than anything.


“What are you reading?” She asked him.


“Status reports.” He answered her. “The Union Senate has moved far faster than even Deia thought they would. They have voted on every article of our treaties and agreed to all of them with very minor changes in the wording.”


“Everything?” Jalersi gasped in surprise.


Pian nodded. “Aleou and the others were shocked as well, but General Azlenr seemed to already know what their answer would be. And Cowen did not seem particularly shocked either to be honest. Perhaps their interaction with Androcles gave them foresight into some things.” He told her.      

Jalersi nodded her head. “Androcles touched Cowen in a way we will never understand Pian my love.” She said thoughtfully. “I think he will always have an insight into them now. And Azlenr owes him his life and his command. He saw what kind of man Androcles is and by virtue of that the Lycavorian people. Has Cowen made up his mind yet?”

Pian shook his head. “Not yet… but I believe he is leaning towards accepting the offer. He is different now Jalersi. The passion and emotion is still there, but he keeps it in check now.

His lessons with the female that Androcles assigned to him are helping him immensely.” Pian looked at her. “And I think he finds her fascinating and not a little attractive.”

Jalersi laughed softly. “Now that would be something.” She said. “You told me in all the years you have known him and watched him grow; he has never displayed an interest in any woman.”


Pian nodded. “He hasn’t. He has always been dedicated to his Pride. Like his father.” He told her. “There was talk that he might not favor women at all.”


“Pian!” Jalersi exclaimed with a smile.


“I am only telling you what was whispered. I never believed it.” He answered her. “This Sherisa, she is the oldest daughter of Thr'won, the senior Mage of Sparta, and she is very strong in what they call this Etheric realm. Sherisa appears to take after her mother and she is very outspoken and forceful.”


“There is nothing wrong with a strong woman.” Jalersi said.


Pian smiled and shook his head. “No there is not. I have you... and I know this to be fact. And Nikkei takes after you in that regard.” He said.


Jalersi smiled. “She adores you Pian.” She said softly. “You are the father to her that she has never had.”


Pian nodded. “It is an honor for me.” He said.


Jalersi traced his jaw and smiled. “How many children do you want Pian my love?” She asked.


Pian smiled in reply. “We have never talked of that have we?” He said.

Jalersi shook her head. “No.”


“I have always wanted a big family.” Pian answered. “My father once said to me that a true Kavalian would want as many children as his wife and mate could give to him and remain healthy and strong herself.” He looked at Jalersi with devoted eyes. “I only care that they are healthy and happy. And I hope any sons we have are as smart as you and any daughters are as equally beautiful.”


Jalersi kissed him hard, his words causing her passions to ignite and course through her. She held his face in her hands as she ran her tongue along his lips playfully and he tried to catch it with his lips. It was a game they had started shortly after they had come together and it was one they played even in public now. Pian had made it a point to show her affection whenever he could and not care who was watching. She drew back after a long moment and stared into his eyes. 


“Have you thought of any names?” She asked him.


“Names?” Pian asked with a smile and shake of his head. “Until now all I have focused on is doing what I needed to do to secure your love Jalersi.” He said. “The names of children we might have never even crossed my mind.” Her stared at her for a long moment. “I think… I think our first born son I would like to name after my father, if you approve. He was the one who started me on this road. Encouraged me. He never doubted I would win you over one day. I would like to honor him for that faith.”

“Aelan’Nruarani.” Jalersi said softly. She smiled at Pian, her blue eyes glittering in joy. “He will have a strong name. An honored name.”


Pian nodded his head in agreement. “Yes he will.” He said. “He will…” Pian stopped talking and looked at her oddly. “Why are you asking me this now Jalersi?” He questioned her suddenly on alert.


Jalersi shrugged. “I just thought it might be something we needed to talk about.” She said with a huge smile. “Especially now.”

“What is so special about now?” He asked. “We…” His eyes grew wide and he bolted to his feet next to the bed staring at her. “Jalersi! Are you saying… are you…?”


Jalersi couldn’t hold in the tears of happiness she felt anymore and her own feline like eyes became moist as she held out the pregnancy test to him. “I… I asked Tarifa to get this for me because I wanted to be sure. Their tests are so much more accurate.” She said as Pian took the device. “I carry… I carry your son in my womb Pian'Nruarani.”


“My…” Pian looked at the test in his hands and found they were shaking. “My son.” He gasped lifting his eyes to look at her. “You carry… you carry my son! My… my child?”


Jalersi hadn’t really known what to expect when she told him. Pusintin had not shown much emotion at all when she told him she was carrying Karun, and hardly any with Kalis, Leruk or Nikkei. Pian’s face however, it lit up and his bright blue eyes shined with unabashed and obvious delight. Jalersi yelped in surprise as he scooped her from the bed and into his arms and began to whirl her around their quarters while hugging her tightly to him. Jalersi laughed in total and complete happiness. This was certainly not what she had expected, but seeing him act this way, any lingering doubts that may have persisted in the back of her mind were fully tossed aside. He kissed her hard, his lips capturing hers in a sizzling show of devotion and love to her. Jalersi returned the kiss with all that she was, wrapping her arms around his shoulders as he held her suspended eight inches off the floor. 

Pian stopped spinning her around and stared into her eyes. “How… how do you know it is… how do you know it is a boy?”


Jalersi’s tear filled eyes glowed in love. “I know. A woman knows these things Pian my love.” She stated softly.

Pian kissed her again and Jalersi basked in the intensity of the passion as she kissed him back. The door chime interrupted their moment and it became insistent when they ignored it initially. Pian didn’t release her from his arms as he moved to the wall and stabbed his hand down on the wall panel.


“What?” He snarled almost angrily about the interruption.


“Pian… I’m sorry…” Karun’s voice carried to them.


Pian’s face immediately became softer. “No Karun. Forgive me my harshness.” He replied as Jalersi rested her head on his shoulder.


“Andro is here and he wanted to speak to my mother and I.” Karun’s voice told them.


Jalersi lifted her head. “Us?” She asked. “Did he say why Karun?”


“No mother. Only that it was important.” Karun answered. “Ardis and I are headed for the foyer to meet him. Come down as soon as… as soon as you are presentable.”


Jalersi looked at Pian and her face broke into a smile as they both caught her son’s implied comment from the tone of his voice. Karun knew that Pian had given her the love his father never had and his mother returned that love and emotion with happiness. He had never seen her so comfortable and glowing now that she had accepted and embraced her true feelings for Pian.


“We are… we are merely talking Karun.” Jalersi finally stammered.


They heard Karun chuckle softly and then they heard Ardis’s whispered admonishment to her husband and the sound of her striking his thick body. “Very well mother.” He finally said. “Come down quickly.”


 Jalersi looked at Pian, his blue eyes making her shudder in happiness. She traced his strong jaw with her finger, delighting in the feel of the soft fur of his face. “I have never loved anyone or anything as I love you Pian’Nruarani.” She spoke softly. “You have… you have given me something I never imagined I would have.”

Pian kissed her softly. “No more than I love you Jalersi’Nruarani.” He said.


“Let us go see what Androcles has to tell me.” Jalersi spoke. “Then I wish to tell your mother and make plans with her for a traditional Kavalian ceremony for when our son joins us.”

Pian looked at her with bright eyes. “She would be honored my wife.” He said with a smile. “But first you must put regular clothes on.” He said lowering her to the floor. “I do not wish to have others gaze upon delights that are only mine to see.”


Jalersi laughed and gave him a shove in the shoulder. “Let them gaze.” Jalersi spoke as she turned to head for the closest. “There is only one set of hands and eyes that will ever rest upon me again.”


Pian watched her strut seductively across the room and once more he blessed his father for pushing him forward. He now had what he had desired most in his life in Jalersi… but that same faith his father had shown in him was now part of Pian. And he would use that faith to free his people so that he and Jalersi could have the life he wanted. Free of oppression and hate and death.


Pian would keep that faith close to his heart. Especially now that his future would include one more life. One of many more he hoped.

“…begun to settle in.” Cowen spoke as he led Andro and Jomann into the main foyer of the embassy and waved his arm around the interior. “Working with your people we have been able to remove everything from what Matuarr and his bastards did. We have replaced all of the offices and repaired the damage done.” Cowen looked at Andro. “I never fully appreciated the skill of your engineers Andro. I do now.”


Andro smiled. “They sure can build things can’t they?” He said.


“Indeed they can.” Cowen spoke looking at him intently. “You… you have come for my answer?”


Andro shook his head. “I told you I would give you a few days to think it over and work with Sherisa. How is that coming?”


Cowen’s eyes narrowed somewhat and he turned fully to face him. “I am a poor student and she is… she is very patient.” He said.

Andro nodded. “It is not easy I know.” He said. “Part of me regrets doing what I did. I do apologize for…”


Cowen shook his head quickly. “No!” He hissed sharply. “I do not regret it for a single moment! What you… what you showed me Androcles. Never in my life would I have been able to see things like I do now. Not without your actions. I will not turn away from that now. Not with the future of my people in the balance.”

“There is no need to rush.” Androcles told him. “Jomann can tell you that control only comes with time and patience.”


Jomann nodded in agreement. “I am still learning about what I am able to do.” He said in agreement. “It does not happen overnight.”


Andro nodded. “I as well.” He said. “Especially now.”


Cowen nodded his head. “I think Sherisa finds me amusing.” He said with no malice in his voice. “And she is…”


Andro looked at him. “She’s what?”


Cowen met his eyes. “She can distract me so easily.” He said almost embarrassingly. “I have never been… never been so close to an elven female. Seen them from afar yes… but never so close to me. Their beauty… her beauty… it is beyond anything I have ever seen.”


Andro nodded. “She does take after her mother in looks doesn’t she?” He said with a smile. “But remember… she’s half Lycavorian too. And she is very proud of that fact. She is sterner than her brothers and sisters, I know that from experience. She used to watch us as we were growing. I think that is because of the time she was born and was raised here in Sparta. It was not an easy life with everything happening then.”


Cowen nodded. “I don’t imagine it was.” He said. 


“You have more in common than you might think Cowen.” Andro said. “Do not be afraid to ask her these things. It will build a trust between you that can only help with your studies.”


Cowen blinked several times. “I… I did not think of things this way.” He said. “Perhaps you are right.”


They turned as Karun and Ardis came down the stairs from the upper level and Ardis went immediately to hug Andro tightly. He squeezed her hard with a smile as Karun shook hands with Jomann. 


“How you doing cousin?” He asked drawing back and looking at her.


Ardis smiled brightly. “It’s nice to be home.” She said holding his arms. “We are enjoying it as much as we are able before we leave to go back.”


Andro nodded his head and looked at Karun. He reached out and Karun grasped his arm without question, pulling him tightly into an embrace which Andro returned. “It’s good to see you Andro.” Karun said.


Andro smiled. “You are looking well cousin.”


Karun grinned. “It’s Ardis. She keeps me on my toes and feeds me well.”


Ardis laughed. “Ah! He does all the cooking! I hate to cook!”


Andro laughed as well and nodded. “Yes… I seem to recall we all got sick the last time you attempted your culinary skills.”


Ardis punched him lightly in the arm. “Hey! That was an accident.” She spat at him.


Andro nodded. “Indeed it was.” Ardis looked at him menacingly and Andro grinned even wider. “Ok… ok. No more making fun of your cooking.”


“What’s going on Andro?” Karun asked. “You wouldn’t have come here unless it was important. I know you are getting ready to lave soon.”


Andro nodded. “This is important.” He said. “And it is something you need to know as you go forward.”


“Androcles!” Jalersi’s voice echoed and they all turned to see her finish coming down the stairs, Pian right behind her. 
Andro didn’t hesitate and he stepped up to her and took her hands. Though it was not something publicly spoken of, all of the Leonidas children held a special place in their hearts for Jalersi and Pian because of their actions in helping to save Aricia’s life. By their actions they had helped to save one of their mothers and would be forever honored and treated as extended members of their family. Andro gripped her hands tightly and leaned forward to kiss Jalersi’s cheek warmly. She smiled brightly and Andro detected the distinct change in her scent almost immediately. He leaned back quickly and looked at her, questions in his eyes. Jalersi nodded but said nothing and he knew they were waiting to tell everyone. 

“It is always a pleasure to greet you Lady Jalersi.” He spoke with a smile. He looked at Pian. “General Pian.”


Pian stepped up next to Jalersi and nodded to him with a smile of greeting. “You are here early Androcles.” He said. “It is a pleasure… but as you said it must be important to divert you from your other duties.”


Andro nodded his head and stepped back slightly. “It is important.” He told them. “As I was telling Karun, it is knowledge that you should have moving forward, for it concerns family and the future.”


Jalersi looked at him confused. “Family?” She asked. Jalersi’s eyes grew wide and her hands went to her mouth as she felt a stab of sorrow in her heart seeing that Andro’s eyes had focused entirely on her. “Kalis!” She gasped. “It’s about Kalis isn’t it?”


Andro nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”


“He’s… he’s dead isn’t he Andro?” Jalersi asked as her blue eyes became slightly moist.


Andro withdrew the holodisc from inside his uniform jacket and held it up. “You should probably see this for yourself.” He said moving to the small table in the foyer and setting the disc down. He pressed the activation button on the top and a beam of light shot out directly in front of them becoming the full cone of a holographic message projection within a few seconds. Jalersi gasped loudly when she recognized who was in the transmission and she stepped closer to Pian, his arm slipping around her waist.


“Kalis!” Jalersi gasped. It was Kalis yes… but it was not. Something was different about her middle son. So very different than the last time she had seen him. When he started speaking Jalersi knew why.


“Hello mother.” The image of Kalis spoke now. “I hope… I hope Karun and Nikkei are with you when you view this message, but if not perhaps you could find it in your heart to let them see it. Uncle Martin said I would have time to do this before we returned to his ship and I wanted to do it as soon as possible.” Kalis smiled almost shyly. “Before I lose the courage too.”

Karun stepped forward. “Uncle Martin? Andro what…?” He almost shouted.


Andro nodded and held up his hand seeing the looks of confusion from Jalersi and Pian both. “Watch cousin... watch and see.” He said.


“I do not… I do not know where to begin really.” Kalis continued now. “My words and my actions towards you and Karun and Nikkei through the years… more so you mother… they were vile and they dishonored you in a way I don’t know if you will ever be able to forgive. I would know… I would understand if you felt this way… but I wanted you to know what I have found mother. I wanted you to know that… it is my hope that one day you will forgive me for all I have done. That Karun and Nikkei will forgive me. I know it may not be possible… but Serale convinced me that all I could do was try.”


They watched as he shifted on his feet and they could see movement in the background. He was obviously on a ship and they could easily see other Kavalians in the background as well as Lycavorians. Kalis finally looked back up and began speaking again.


“Something happened to me on Enurrua mother.” Kalis spoke again. “In the midst of all of father’s twisted ideas, the hate and corruption that gripped me, I was shown a path. Uncle Martin showed me a path that father never did. He could have killed me so easily…” Kalis laughed softly. “Carians… he could have struck me down without blinking an eye or a wasted breath. He did not. He gave me something that… it allowed me to see what father never showed to me. Never showed Karun; what it was his duty to show us as our father. When Uncle Martin showed me this… when I saw this, a new road was opened to me mother. It is a road that I now walk with my head held high.” 
They watched as Kalis reached to the side with a smile and drew the stunning young red haired woman into the transmission with him. She stepped up against him without hesitation they all saw and she wrapped her arms around his waist as she stared up into his face with obvious adoration. 
“I have left father’s hate behind mother. Left it behind forever. I will walk the path that is so brilliantly illuminated for me now. The path my blood calls for. My heritage. Uncle Martin’s actions and words… they saved me. He has accepted me and I travel with him now. I escaped father with others that follow Pian’s ideals mother. And yours.” Kalis looked down into the young woman’s face, for she was easily seven inches shorter than him, and without hesitation he kissed her softly. This action affected Jalersi and Karun more than Pian and Ardis for they knew Kalis and his past. This simple action, it was not something Kalis would have done not so very long ago. It was a kiss that the young woman returned without pause they all witnessed. Kalis looked back up. 
“This is Serale mother. My light… my love… my life now. I will honor her as I should have honored you and my sister. I am so very happy that you have found new love… new purpose with Pian. I wish… I miss you mother. I miss all of the things that should have been and never were because of father’s hate and anger. I miss my brother and sister…” Jalersi gasped out loud and tears burst forth as Pian pulled her close to him. “I take solace in knowing that I will be able to protect another brother and sister that father tossed aside like so much garbage. I will protect and guide Fedor and Eirene as much as I am able… and I will do so because they are my blood. I will do this just as Androcles would do. Something… something I should have done for Karun and Nikkei. Brother… if you see this Karun… I finally understand why you were different. I understand for I have embraced it now as well brother. And it feels glorious. I will remain with Uncle Martin… there is so much to see and experience out here… it is amazing mother. I will love, honor and treat Serale as you should have been treated mother. As a precious jewel. Perhaps… perhaps one day you will forgive me. Perhaps Karun and Nikkei will forgive me. I will work for that day and I will make all of you proud of who I have become. I will make it so you will be proud to call me son and brother again.” 
They watched as he and Serale turned when a voice out of the transmission spoke to him and Kalis nodded his head and turned back. “I must go mother. If you view this and you can find it within your heart to forgive me, know that I want to be your son once more. I want to be Karun and Nikkei’s brother once more. I want us to have what father never allowed us to have. More than anything this is what I want.” Kalis looked up once more; heard someone speak to him and he nodded. “Mother… we have discovered something on a nearby planet and I must go. I love you mother. I always loved you… and now I am not afraid to say it. The gods guide you and Pian in your actions mother. May… may they guide all of us.” 
They watched as he stopped talking and turned to the side and hold out his hand. They saw Daniel Simpson enter the image then and hand him a P190A4 as Kalis nodded and began to check the weapon while speaking with him even as the young woman Serale began to speak with the older woman that appeared in the transmission. Then it all faded to blackness.


Andro tapped the button again and deactivated the disc, retrieving it from the table and moving back in front of Jalersi. He held it out to her and saw the tears streaking her face. “He asked that I make sure to hand deliver this to you and I do so now with happiness.”


Jalersi reached out with shaking hands and took the disc from him, gripping it tightly as she looked at him. “He… he is so different!” Jalersi exclaimed. Her face was animated and very bright even through the tears that flowed. “The darkness… the anger is… it is gone.”


Andro nodded. “He walks a different path now.” He said. “And there is no where better to learn of his blood than with my father and the Feravomir. My father would not have allowed him to continue if his heart was not true. He has become the man he was always meant to be.”


“What… what was happening Andro?” Karun asked. “The young woman… she…”


“She is Hadarian.” Andro spoke looking at him. “I don’t know all the details as to how they came to be together but my father told me they are very much together. They are already planning for Kalis to claim her in the fashion of our people when they return to the ARC ROYAL eventually. My father and his team picked them up just over a day ago. Apparently Serale, her mother and brother were being held prisoner. Kalis rescued them when they escaped. I don’t know much more than that to be honest.”


“She is beautiful.” Ardis spoke softly. 


Andro nodded. “That she is.” He said. “I won’t speak to my father again until he returns to the ARC ROYAL. They were going to land and investigate a facility that they discovered on sensors on an unoccupied planet as they were returning. We can see to a real time connection when they get back. If that is what you wish?”

Jalersi shook her head. “I… I don’t know… I’m…”


Andro reached out and squeezed her arm. “He walks a different path now Lady Jalersi. Just as I said earlier. This is not the same Kalis all of you knew but it will ultimately be your decision. Just know that it took courage and honor to admit everything to you as he did. And it took even more strength and faith for him to grasp onto what my father showed him and embrace it as he has.” Andro leaned over and kissed her cheek. “I will insure my aunt knows what to do if I am not available to give approval for the COM traffic.” Andro bowed his head to her. “I have much to do today, so if you will excuse me.” He turned to Karun and nodded. “Be well Karun my cousin.”


Karun nodded in reply still somewhat shocked himself. “You as well.”

SPARTA
OLD DISTRICT

TEMPORARY SENATE OFFICES
OFFICE OF THE CROWN PRINCE

“… Make me assign a full squad to you and Tenna Ceuma.” Andro spoke to Sivana as he held out the glass of fruit juice to her. Sivana chuckled as she took the glass and she looked at Ceuma who sat beside her on the couch. Belen stood to the side of the couch, Joci sitting on the arm of the furniture, his trademark dreadlocks pulled back and tied with fine leather wraps that Ceuma had purchased for him. “If you were to allow yourselves to be hurt or captured my mother would have my nor in a grinder for letting you go.”


“Don’t worry Andro.” Sivana answered. “We have no intention of doing anything like that. Anja is the adventurous one of the three of us. She would be the one to do some crazy stunt… not us.”


Andro nodded and moved back to sit on the edge of his desk. “Just so we are clear. We are in no position at the moment to even attempt to retake Hadaria and return the three of you to your rightful positions.”


“Well… I’m not exactly a Princess.” Ceuma offered holding up her hand.


Andro looked at Deia who had sat quietly behind the desk until now. Deia leaned forward and looked at Ceuma. “Regardless of how you may view yourself Ceuma, or the events that shaped your history, Sivana and Anja both consider you a sister. Therefore the Lycavorian Union considers you their sister and a Princess of Hadaria. As well as a Princess of the Union based on your relation to Anja.”


Ceuma blinked several times and looked at Joci quickly. He smiled back and shrugged his broad shoulders. She turned back to Deia. “You are serious?” She stammered. “I’m a… I am the product of a test tube Deia! A clone!”


Deia shrugged her shoulders as well. “However things may have come to be, genetically you are Anja’s clone, but since she is twin sisters with Sivana, that makes you their sister as well Ceuma. And you have already proven beyond a shadow of a doubt that you are your own person. Therefore you have the same status as they do within the Union and among our people. All of our people.”


Ceuma looked at Joci once more, the shock of this knowledge very evident on her face. She turned back to Deia. “I didn’t… I never suspected that…”


Deia shook her head. “You would be very surprised what is accepted by the men and women of the Union. We are, perhaps, the most tolerable collection of species to have ever inhabited the universe. That is one of our strengths.”


“And that means you are not allowed to act as my mother does and do something totally off the wall.” Andro continued now. “You may direct resources to Hadaria and communicate with them and begin to establish targets and such, but outside of that, you will not do anything.”


“Don’t worry Mandri.” Belen spoke now with a smile. “My father left strict instructions from Anja to that regard. Joci and I will make sure they are followed.”


Sivana snorted at him very unladylike. “While our sister prances around the unknown and gets into all sorts of danger.” She said.


“Anja is trained for such things.” Belen said. “You and Ceuma are not. You are dedicated Healers… not fighters. That is the difference.”


Andro lifted the data pad and looked at it. “I have assigned two officers to put together a small staff for you Tenna Sivana. Both of them have been pulled from my mother’s ship and you probably have met them at some point through the years. What we will direct must remain very quiet and very secret. No one must know what you will be doing.”


Sivana nodded. “Agreed.” She said. “I would like to inform Zaniai and Eurin at least. They should be involved because they know the political landscape of Hadaria better than Ceuma or I.”

“You mean they know Buonau better.” Deia said.


Sivana nodded. “Yes.”


“That upaee needs to be put on trial for what she has done and then executed.” Deia hissed.


Sivana nodded. “I think you know that Anja and I agree Deia. Eurin as well. She will have a reckoning and she will answer for her crimes.”


“Good.” Deia said. 


“Whoever we send in will need equipment and resources Andro.” Joci spoke. “When we departed Hadaria we took everything that belonged to us, which was the vast majority of the military and intelligence apparatus.”


Andro nodded. “I know. Marci is taking care of that now. With Armetus back working again and them sharing the work load now she is able to what she does best. Armetus has made her co-director of the Krypteria so she will have the ability to do what she needs and get you what you require.”

The door to the office slid open and Carisia strode in with Lu'ria beside her. All of them saw Andro’s face relax when he smelled his wives and mates and they watched as both of them walked up to him. He nuzzled Lu'ria’s elven ear and they saw her face take on a very dreamy expression. Sivana watched silently, knowing what Lu'ria felt, for she felt it as well. It had come as a surprise to many when Lu'ria became Andro’s wife and mate. The first pureblood Drow in their history to be turned if what Sivana heard was true. There were some Drow who had been turned in the past, but all of them were direct products of the High Coven’s failed early experiments in cloning. Sivana knew the most notable was the second wife of Danny’s father. He had changed the Drow over two decades ago and she was happily the Mistress to Danny’s mother and second wife and mate to his father. Lu'ria on the other hand was the very first pureblood Drow who had been changed. And now she was the wife and mate to Androcles. A young man who held the Drow in just as must respect and honor as his father. Sivana knew that Lu'ria was now somewhat of a celebrity among the Drow because of her position, but she also knew from direct contact with her that she was completely unassuming and down to earth. She was a Drow of course, and while she had all of the surreal and exotic beauty of all the Drow females Sivana had seen, she was also exceptionally deadly.

Andro shifted his head slightly and shared a soft but very emotion filled kiss with Carisia. She was quite petite when compared to Andro at only five foot two, but all of them knew just how lethal she really was. They watched as Lu'ria handed him a large mug of his mother’s coffee and then she and Carisia moved to the empty couch after sharing soft kisses of greeting with both Sivana and Ceuma. This was the way of the Leonidas family and Ceuma had learned it very quickly and accepted it even faster. Physical contact was their way of showing their love and devotion to family.

Andro lifted the mug to his lips and took a sip, savoring the rich flavor of his mother’s coffee. He lowered the mug and was about to speak when the chime on the desk sounded. He turned and watched as Deia reached across and activated the panel.

“Yes?” She asked.

“Prime Minster Deia… Senator Icho and Senator Ulana are here to see Androcles. They have brought others as well.” Jomann’s voice   


“We are rather busy Jomann.” Deia said. “Have them leave the building and request an appointment like everyone else.”

“I informed them of this.” Jomann stated. “Icho’s reply was that if they are not allowed to see Andro now he would go to the Netnews in regards to the fact that we will be leaving at the end of the week to travel to Vanari space.”


Andro looked at the COM panel. “Jomann… that information is not known outside those of us…”


“I know Andro.” Jomann interrupted him. “I’ve already contacted General Vengal to tell him that a possible leak within the Durcunusaan has occurred. Intentionally or not.  It is the only explanation.”


“Anse!” Andro swore.


“The good Senator also informed me that if you do not see him and his quorum that he would insure that what Sadi did on the SCIMIATAR was known across the Union. As well as some other bits of information that he said you would not find pleasant if it was released to the Netnews.” Jomann told him.

Deia shook her head. “That fool!” She hissed. “He’s still trying to use the Netnews in order to make you and Sadi and the others look bad. He should have learned his lesson when you took over his Netnews briefing!”
Andro looked at Deia, who met his gaze. “Any ideas tenna?” He asked.

Deia sat back. “Let them in. Better we deal with them now then wait until after you are gone.”

“Send them up Jomann.” Andro spoke. “Under guard that is.”

Jomann chuckled within the transmission. “Understood.”


Andro turned as Sivana and the others got to their feet. “We’ll head out the other way and leave you to handle this.” She said as they shared a hug and a kiss of family. “I will let you know what we have done before you depart. And when you see our sister, tell her she owes us big time.”


Andro looked at her oddly. “Excuse me?”


Sivana laughed softly. “She’ll know what I mean.”

Andro nodded. “Ok. I think.” He said.


He watched as Sivana laughed again and then she and Ceuma turned and headed out of the office through the rear door, Belen and Joci right behind them. He turned to look at his Aunt and Deia lifted her hands in feigned ignorance.


“I have no idea what they meant by that.” Deia said. “She has been hanging out with your mother all of these years and the only one who can translate what they say half the time is your sister Eliani.”


Andro nodded his head as Lu'ria and Carisia laughed softly. “That is so true.” He said as he moved to the couch and sat between his Drow and vampire wives.
They didn’t have long to wait before two Durcunusaan officers entered the office leading Icho and Ulana and four other men and women. Andro didn’t know who the others were and he glanced at his aunt, who was watching them intently. She obviously knew who they were given the look in her eyes, but he said nothing and turned back to watch them as they came fully into the office. He sipped his coffee and watched as they were led in, not bothering to get to his feet in greeting. Ulana seemed very reserved now and he could detect no indication of her aura in the room. This made him wonder what exactly Sadi had said to her on the ship for it had most effectively shut down her attempts at enticing him with her female aura. He dismissed it just as quickly, knowing Sadi acted in the way of any true Alpha female of their people, and he knew just how vicious Sadi could be when she wanted.

Icho glanced at where Deia sat as he stopped in front of the couch and Ulana and the others moved up beside him. He turned back to Andro and bowed his head slightly. “Prince Androcles.” He spoke. “I assumed… I assumed we would be meeting with you alone.” He said.

“You assumed wrong.” Andro replied as he lowered his mug of coffee.

“What I… what we have to discuss with you is of a sensitive nature Milord.” Icho told him. “I’m not sure you would want others hearing our conversation.”

Andro met his eyes. “Why not?” Andro asked. “This is so sensitive that it cannot be heard by the Prime Minister of the Union? Or two of my wives and mates? I think not.” He said. He motioned to the two small couches across from where he sat. “You can sit there… or stand. I don’t really care.”

“There is no need for hostility Milord.” Icho spoke.

“Senator… as you did before… you connived and bullied your way to a meeting with me.” Andro told him. “On top of that… you threatened to release information to the Netnews which you should not have. It is information of a sensitive military nature and I’m very curious as to how you came to have it. I don’t know what you are trying to accomplish… but so far what you have done has not made me happy. You’ll forgive me if I dispense with the pleasant talk. I know you and I know Ulana… I don’t know the others with you. Perhaps you could tell me.”

“Of course.” Icho spoke. He motioned to the man and woman closest to him. “I present Senator Tamalan and Senator Irina from the Tenth District of Apo Prime. They represent the citizens of the port city of Gornan. Along the western coast of the Yanloa Ocean. As well as the surrounding eight sub-districts.”

The man and woman bowed their head slightly to him. “It is a distinct pleasure to finally meet you in person Milord Prince.” Tamalan spoke. “We have heard much about you through the years.”

“All of it bad I’m sure.” Andro spoke. “Considering the company you keep.”

The man and woman both looked at him surprised at his frankness and they looked very quickly to Icho. The woman turned back to him. “What would make you believe this Milord?” She asked.

“Never mind.” Andro said.

“This is Senator Vlone and Senator Tranar and they represent the Menkla District which includes the city of Palno and much of the Northern Continental Provinces .” Icho spoke to Andro motioning to the two men who had already sat down on the couch. 

Andro detected the antagonism of the two men even before looking at them. Their scents were filled with distaste and distrust and they were making no attempt to hide that. Andro also knew that a large portion of Icho and Ulana’s base support came from the Menkla district. This is where the Utopia Movement was headquartered. 
“I have a rather full schedule Senator Icho.” Andro spoke turning to look at him as he sat beside Ulana on the second of the smaller couches. “Would you care to enlighten me as to what it is you want?”

“No casual conversation to break the ice Milord?” Icho asked. “Right to business?”

Andro chuckled. “Senator… you don’t like me, and to be particularly honest, I don’t care for you in the least. I don’t do casual conversation sir. We have nothing in common. So spare me the pleasantries.”

As you wish Milord.” Icho spoke drawing out four data pads from within his jacket and setting one of them on the table between them. “I have several different business interests within The Wilds. Mostly on Talbor Seven. Recently these interests informed me of dozens of survivors of what was once the Icalro Alliance wandering to the resort looking for aide and support. They spoke of wild stories about Lycavorian Union warships and attacks by our military on Icalro installations and facilities. I had some of my people make some inquiries about their claims and discovered that in fact they were true.” Icho looked at Andro evenly. “Your name particularly was spoken of Milord. Quite a few times in fact. All in regards it seems to a young female from the Vanari people with whom we have just recently made first contact and then some incredibly fantastic claims about disappearing ghost ships that apparently blew the entire Icalro Alliance government into oblivion while they were in session in their main government headquarters. Warships that, from what I understand, are not supposed to exist.”
Andro lifted the pad and began reading while he sipped his coffee once more. “That is interesting.” He said calmly.

“Yes it is Milord, considering that we are not aware of any new warships that we have built, and I made that inquiry of several colleagues before coming here.” Icho spoke. “It also does not explain intercepted reports from Kavalian news sources about the Pralor warship that we apparently now have in our possession. A ship far more powerful than anything we can field and which took part in the destruction of nearly six hundred Kavalian ships. A ship based on the technology of City Ship 41, which your father brought to Earth more than two decades ago. A ship which is still off limits to myself and many of my fellow Senators after all this time I might add. If this is true, the number of Kavalian dead is staggering, as are the technological wonders this ship might have. If all of that is true.”
“Military operations and matters fall under the purview of the King!” Deia snapped out. “And in his absence the next in line, which is the Crown Prince! It has been that way since Martin returned to us.”

Icho nodded. “Yes I know.” He said. “Perhaps it is something that should be reviewed by the Senate.”

Carisia and Lu'ria were watching Andro’s face and surprisingly it was completely calm and seemingly unconcerned. They both knew their mate and husband well enough to know that he was either holding his anger in check or he had foreseen that this was coming.

Icho set the next pad down as he looked at Andro. “I think you will find this is even more interesting Milord.” He said. “It has also come to my attention that you intend to depart Union space and travel to the Beta Quadrant in order to finalize a merger between the Union and an extreme offshoot of our people known as the Protectorate.”

“Extreme?” Andro asked looking at him.

Icho nodded his head. “Those members of our species that still cling to past traditions in many ways. Traditions that our people left behind on Lycavore after The Black Day. Including ways which your grandfather personally hated, in order to pull us into the future. At least that is what my information tells me.” Icho spoke. “It is said that this offshoot of our people is actively involved with a massive slavery and illicit goods Black Market organization centered within the Beta quadrant and now extends into the Alpha Quadrant. Among their actions are the purchase and selling of these Vanari females for… well for less than honorable reasons.”
“They are subjected to the same indignities that our elven females were once subjected to! That they are still subjected too in many places we do not control.” Irina hissed. “Sexual abuse and perversions beyond imagination. And you are going to merge them into the Union!”

“Not to mention that you plan to depart Union space after involving our people in a war of choice!” Vlone snapped. “Now you will leave and our people will suffer for that decision! In more ways than one!”

“That was a decision made by an overwhelming majority of your fellow Senators!” Deia hissed from the desk. “They apparently viewed what happened to For'mya and the attacks by the Kavalians on the Drow and here in Sparta itself to be a much more important event than you!”

“Perhaps if the King had not pretended he was dead she would not have made such a decision!” Vlone barked right back.

“How dare you suggest such a thing! She did not make that decision!” Deia barked. “It was forced upon her if a vile manner by an evil man only concerned with power!”

“How do we know that Prime Minister Deia?” Vlone asked now. “The details of what happened between Queen For'mya and Marshall Pusintin are sealed. No one is allowed to access them. That should be public information! How do we know she did not willingly accept what he offered her just as the Kavalians claimed? That she willingly accepted to become his mate and wife in order to save her own life? It would not be the first time something like this has happened.”

“Senator Vlone… you dare accuse the Queen of this?” Deia snarled at him. “You dare suggest this?”

“I am only voicing the questions that many others are asking.” Vlone spoke.

“Questions that others are asking?” Deia snapped. “I have heard this question from you and you alone! No one else has voiced this opinion!”

Vlone nodded. “Because they fear what he will do.” He answered motioning to Andro. 

“You are a pureblood.” Andro said. “You know she would have no control over it if she could not feel my father! Or have you forgotten what it means to be Lycavorian?”

“How could she not feel him?” Vlone barked. “He is the most powerful Alpha among our people!”

“She was under the influence of a device.” Andro said. “It blocked her ability to sense him.”

“What device?” Irina asked. “I have heard of no such thing. Who made it? How did your uncle get it? These are the things that our people need to know.” She said.

Andro looked at her. “Why? What would be gained by this information being public knowledge. Who would it benefit?”

“Our people should know the facts!” Vlone snapped.

Andro glared at him. “Why? So you can twist those facts into something sinister! So you can twist those facts to undermined my father and mothers and try to sway more people to see your own views?”

“We would not…” Irina began.

“Don’t!” Andro snapped. “Do not stand there and tell me you would not! I am not so stupid as to believe that! None of you have supported anything my father and mothers have done in the last two decades!”

“War is not the only option!” Tranar hissed.

Andro looked at him. “No it is not. But it is the only option when your way of life is at risk and the other side started it! Or do we allow the government of Keleru to do these things and not respond? We should turn the other cheek?”

“If it wasn’t for those accursed dragons none of this would have taken place!” Vlone said. “This all started because of them! Because you agreed to train them!”

“Do not blame those who are blameless Senator.” Andro spoke. “It makes you look more the fool. The High Coven dragons were only the catalyst… the Kavalians would have found something else if not them.” 

“Your family is too secretive!” Vlone snapped. “How do we know what has been said of Princess Ne'Veha’s actions in regards to this Tarren fellow are true? The records are sealed by your order.”

“Ne'Veha already answered those questions!” Carisia snarled.

“But the records of his charges and interrogation are sealed.” Tranar said. “Our people do not know the truth.”

“Ne'Veha told you the truth!” Lu'ria hissed.

“And Captain Tarren tells a different version.” Irina said. “Who are we to believe? Who are our people to believe? We have all seen how possessive you are. How do we know this is not you hiding the truth?”

“What? Why?” Andro asked him aghast.

“Perhaps because you acted in a manner that is forbidden by males our of species!” Irina told him.

“I’m not even going to dignify that with a reply.” Andro told her.

“Our people have a right to know!” Tranar echoed.

“Our people do not have the right to know the details of an ongoing investigation!” Andro barked loudly. “Nor do they have the right to know the details surrounding my mother’s imprisonment and rape!” Andro snarled. “What would be the purpose behind releasing that kind of information? And that you would even suggest my mother would agree willingly to anything my uncle did is… such a thing is beyond my ability to fathom. And it is certainly not the right of our people to know personal issues with my wife and mate!”

“You are the Crown Prince.” Icho chimed in now. “Everything about you and your mates should be open to the public.”
Andro shook his head. “In your opinion perhaps… not mine. And not my father’s.” 


“We will never know what really happened!” Vlone said. “You have the records sealed!”


“And that will not change no matter what you spout!” Deia snarled.


“Then I will petition the Lycavorian Spartan Court to release those details.” Vlone spat. “It is my right as a Senator!”


Deia nodded. “Yes it is. Be my guest.”
Icho leaned forward again. “Information has also come into my hands that we have at least two of these Vanari females right here on Earth.” Icho said. “That they were somehow involved with the Icalro Alliance and what happened there. Is this true Milord?”
Andro nodded his head. “They are being treated medically and emotionally. They were held prisoner for many months and were deeply affected.” He replied. “They chose to remain behind here when Denali took his advance party to the Beta Quadrant.”
“His Advance Party?” Icho asked surprised at this release of information be it inadvertent or not. “We were not made aware of any Advanced Party with the intent to conduct diplomatic negotiations.”

“There was no need to inform you Senator. You are not a member of the Senate’s First Contact Team.” Andro answered him. “The Protectorate already has many contacts within the Vanari government. Any and all agreements or treaties will remain in place once the merger is complete. The Protectorate has dealt with the Vanari for far longer than we have and they already have established relationships with them. They are the ones working with our people to facilitate the merger. There is no need to throw more pomp and circumstance into an already full situation.”

“In your opinion!” Tranar spoke.

Andro met his eyes. “Yes.”

“You are going ahead with this merger then?” Irina exclaimed.

Andro looked at her. “Again… yes.” He answered. “I don’t know where you got your information but not surprisingly, it is in no way accurate or up to date. This, for obvious reasons, is part of the rationale for you having been left out of the loop.”

Carisia could not contain her snicker at that comment and she turned her head to the side to try and hide it as much as possible. Ulana and Irina glared at her while Lu'ria couldn’t help but smile as well.


“You do yourself no favors by mocking us Princess.” Irina snapped.

Carisia looked at her then. “You do not need my help in making yourselves look the fool Senator.” She spat at Irina. “You are doing a fine job of that all by yourselves.”


Irina began to respond but Icho interrupted her by placing another data pad on the table. “Your should probably review this one carefully Milord.” He said.

“Why is that?” Andro asked picking it up.

“This is a private report from the Director of the School of the Mages. The DSM as he is often referred to if I am not mistaken. It is a very detailed report that he put together for me on the use of Etheric power within the Union. Specifically within your own family and several others. I contacted him after what we witnessed in the Senate Chambers not so long ago and asked him to put it together for me. Do you know what I discovered?”

Andro smiled. “I’m sure you are going to tell us.” He said.

“While he could not go into great detail because of the veil of secrecy you and others have propagated… I discovered that not one of your family, yourself included, have attended the School of the Mages.” Icho said. “This is troubling to me since the vast majority of our people who have enhanced Etheric abilities as they are now called… all of them have attended the school. The DSM’s own report from several weeks ago, a report he says he submitted to your office, indicate numerous requests for added or further testing of you and others within your family. All have been rebuked. We would like to know why? The people of the Union have the right to know why the Leonidas children and family are exempt from having to attend the School of the Mages for instruction in how to control and utilize their abilities.”

“Why would this be a concern of yours?” Andro asked him. “Attendance at the school is voluntary if I am not mistaken.”  
“Given the display you put on within the Senate Chambers, executing that poor man in the manner you did, without a trial, I should think that is enough for many of us to be concerned Milord. Don’t you?” Irina asked.

“That poor man?” Andro asked her. “That man was party to everything that happened to my mother. He knew about it and helped to assist it. That makes him just as guilty as my uncle who actually committed the crime. Why does it seem to me like you and your colleagues are defending what the Kavalians did?”

“That is certainly not the case Milord.” Irina told him quickly. “We simply want more information. It is obvious your abilities have far exceeded even the most powerful of the DSM’s teachers and instructors. And your reaction right now tells us that the rumors about your father and brother possessing similar skills are also true. This is information we feel we should be party to.”

“Why?” Andro asked. “What is wrong with what you already know? It’s the truth.”

“We feel our people have the right to know everything.” Irina said. “In that way they can make informed decisions.”

“Again… you mean informed decisions based on information that you twist and turn to make it appear to support whatever bird brained idea or scheme you are spouting at the time?” Andro hissed now, his anger beginning to show through finally.

“Simply because you do not agree with what our values and beliefs are does not make them wrong Milord!” Vlone snarled.

Andro shook his head. “No… it makes them utterly stupid!” He barked.

 “Enough!” Icho barked. He leaned forward. “This is the last of our concerns Milord.” Icho said with a small smile as he set the last data pad on the table. He felt he was winning this debate and did not want to push too far.

“And this is?” Andro asked picking up the pad.


“The details of your purchase of the Palno Square Apartment Complex and Cranae Island.” Icho told him. “It has been brought to my attention of some… irregularities if you will… concerning the purchases of the building and island and the profit you have made since bequeathing the building as your marriage gift to former Governor Voralis.”


Andro looked up from the pad. “Irregularities?” Andro asked.


Icho nodded his head. “The means by which you purchased the building Milord. As well as Cranae Island,” Icho said. “No record of where the funds came from is made.”


“Where the funds came from is of no consequence.” Andro told him. “The two purchases were very legitimate and are part of public record.”


“Yes they are.” Icho stated. “But as I said… no mention of where the funds came from is made. This is a requirement of all purchases within the Menkla District as I recall… and here in Sparta as well. As I understand it, there were several offers made on the apartment building and only yours was accepted. As for the island, it was the property of the former Greek government according to history records, and if that is the case how is it that you were able to file an actual ownership deed to the property?”


“And that is an issue why?” Andro asked.


“It is an issue if, by virtue of your position, you persuaded the other prospective buyers to allow you to complete the transaction.” Vlone told him. “This is why I began looking into the purchase of the apartment building. I should think that forging a deed to the island in your name is a crime, wouldn’t you?”


“You dare accuse him of this crime!” Lu'ria snapped now as she came forward.


“We only wish to know the details Princess.” Icho said. “So that these questions can be laid to rest.”


“So someone has said I pushed them out of the bidding for the Palno Apartments huh?” Andro said. “That is very interesting.” Andro looked at Icho. “And what is it you would like Senator Icho? Please do not take me for a fool and expect me to believe this is all out of your concern for me, our people and the letter of the law. You came here for something.” Andro asked him as he placed the pad back on the table. “Now why don’t you tell me why you carried your ass here to begin with?”

Icho smiled at him. “Ever the diplomat Milord.” He said.


Andro shrugged. “Like father like son.” He said. “Can we dispense with the rensibfla please? I’m rather busy.”


“As you wish Milord.” Icho said smugly. “We want full disclosure on what occurred with the Icalro Alliance Milord. To include access to any new warships that we have built being used. We want three representatives of our delegation to accompany you to the Beta Quadrant to facilitate negotiations with these Vanari and whatever other species we encounter. We know there are more based on the Crown princess’s slip up during her interview. And the rumors that you may even have already taken one of them as your sixth wife and mate.”


“Is that all?” Andro asked.


“We want full access to wherever you are building these new ships.” Icho said. “And please do not take me for a fool and tell me we do not have such a facility. It is the only way any ship could be built without us knowing about it. We want access to these Vanari females who are here on Earth. We demand that all information in regards to the events with Queen For'mya be made public so that our people can know the details of what took place. We also require that you and your siblings submit to the testing that the DSM suggests so that we may better understand and control the Etheric abilities that may appear in the future in others. We also demand that you give full disclosure in regards to the purchase of the Palno Apartment Complex to include where you obtained the funds. And we insist on reviewing and taking part in this so called merger. The Union Senate should be deciding this Milord. Not you and your father.”


“How dare you make such demands?” Deia shouted as she came to her feet. “You have no right!”

“We have every right Prime Minister!” Icho answered. “It is stated so right in our own Chronicles of Lycavorian Law.”


“Do not spout the Chronicles of Law to me Senator!” Deia snarled angrily. “You were not even a wet spot on a sheet when I helped to draft those same laws with Resumar and Canth! We…” 


Andro held up his hand quickly and turned to her. Deia met his eyes and saw him shake his head. He then looked back to Icho. “And if I refuse?” He said.


“Then as much as it would pain me Milord… I will take all of this information public and we will have to let the people decide.” Icho said.


“As much as it would pain you?” Deia spat.


Andro smiled at Icho and turned away and moved to the window in the office. He sipped his coffee once more as he stared out over the city of his grandfather and father. 
Sparta. 
The city of true warriors and the birthplace of his grandfather no matter how that had occurred. He had fought and died here in this place, defending others. The mountains rose majestically in the west and north, the towering green trees and forests filled with all kinds of animals and life. Andro had loved to run among those trees as a boy, chasing the many rabbits and deer in his wolf form. Many of those times beside his father and then as they grew older, his brothers and sisters. He closed his eyes and reached for his Anome and his SirsanGai within their connection.
[KertaGai? SirsanGai?]

[I have seen within your thoughts my love. We all have.] Sadi’s voice answered from the SCIMITAR where they were working today in orbit. [You do not need to question us about what to do. I love you Andro. We all do. You will do what you must and we will support you.]

[It could get very nasty Sadi.] He said. [Not just for you and I. But for Ne'Veha and the others as well. Even Sehri when they discover her. And they will discover her if they have not already judging by Icho’s comment.]

[You think this matters to us Andro?] Ne'Veha’s musical voice answered. [You have done nothing wrong. We have done nothing wrong. Let that fool do what he will. The truth will always prevail in the end.]

[Sehri?]

[I do not fully comprehend the complexity of politics in general Androcles. To be honest, it all bores me to death.] Sehri’s sweet voice answered softly and Andro could hear Sadi and Ne'Veha chucking softly in the connection. [I trust in you and Sadi and the others. That is all that matters to me.]
[How do you like your tour of Sparta Sehri our love?] He asked.

[It is utterly beautiful Andro! So very beautiful!] She exclaimed happily. [And your sisters are so very entertaining.]

Andro smiled. [Don’t believe a word they tell you.] He said.

[Too late.] Sehri answered with a laugh within the connection.

Andro turned his head and looked at Carisia and Lu'ria on the couch. They were both looking at him for they had heard every word and they both nodded their heads. [So be it.] Andro said. [We will see all of you tonight.]
Andro turned from the window and moved back to the stand beside the couch. He looked at Deia who knew he had been talking with Sadi and the others though she could not hear the words. She knew her nephew well enough to read his body language however. Deia also knew that while not as politically adept as his father, Andro was no fool when it came to situations like these. Andro looked at the smug faced Icho sitting on the couch. Strangely Ulana had not said a word the entire time. That was different for her and he did not know if Icho had told her to remain quiet or if it was of her own doing. It didn’t matter regardless. 

His azure eyes finally focused on Icho. “Senator… I have not in the past, nor the present, nor will I in the future, put the lives of our fighting men and women in the hands of you or those like you.” He stated calmly. “Those ships do exist. They were built for a singular purpose and that is the protection of the Lycavorian Union. Your demand to be given access to those ships and where they are built you can stick in your ass. It will not happen. Ever!”

“Milord you…” Icho began.

“I have listened to you blather and blither!” Andro growled menacingly as he moved closer to Icho. “Now you will listen to me! Then you will leave my office or I will throw each and every one of you out the fucking window!”
“Milord!” Irina gasped clearly offended.

“Military operations are classified Senator Icho!” Andro snarled at him. “I will not reveal any items or information in regards to past, present or ongoing operations to you in any shape or form. We have a Senate Committee that is reported to. They are the only political arm of the military that will exist. Good luck getting any information out of them. Or any of your cohorts here. I will not allow you to put our people at risk!” 
“Milord…” Icho began to protest again as he came to his feet.

“Sit the fuck down and shut the fuck up!” Andro barked loudly at the man. “I am not my father sir! I will tell you exactly how it is and I won’t be nice about it!” Andro pointed at him. “I won’t even address how you got your hands on whatever information you have, but I will find out from whom you got it, and I’ll plug that leak so fast your ass will pucker up real quick!” Andro set his coffee on the table. “No details of what happened to my elven mother will be made public so that you can slander her name, her honor and her dignity. I would no more allow that than my father would Senator. Question it all you like, make your snide comments and innuendos all you like, but that information stays sealed.”
“Do not tap dance with me old man!” Andro growled at him. “You want to investigate me? Go ahead. Everything I have done is public record! I dare you to find anything that I have done wrong! You want to go after my SirsanGai… go ahead. While you are at it, when you see this fool Captain Tarren tell him to grow a pair of nor and face me like a man to speak his lies. We will see who is telling the truth just as quickly.” Andro barked. 

“Do not sit there and accuse the citizens of the Protectorate of being barbaric or common criminals when you do not have all the facts. The merger will go forward… and relations with the Vanari will proceed by how they deem to treat us. As they will with the Rothryn people who we have also discovered within the Beta Quadrant. Lycavorians just like us who cannot shift their forms.” Andro turned and looked at Ulana when he spoke next. “I will grant you demand for representation. You can have Ulana and two others accompany us.” Andro saw Ulana’s eyes grow large as she looked at him in shock. “There is already a political delegation appointed and your people will answer to them. Their communications back here to you will be monitored and censored. If that is not acceptable to you… too fucking bad. I would no more trust you than I would trust an Algolian Sewer Roach!”
“As for the School of the Mages, I won’t even begin to address the fool who is in charge over there!” Andro snapped. “He is a little worm of a man who thinks because the Feravomir left him in command it makes him something special! He thinks his position gives him some sort of special powers to make policy! It does not! There is no law stating that we need to attend the School of the Mages, as it is for all of our people, therefore it is a non issue. No one there could teach us anything we haven’t already learned and improved upon anyway.”

“You are not being very giving Milord.” Icho spoke.

“Yeah… well too bad!” Andro snapped. “Access to Dragon Mountain will remain as it has since my father brought the ship here. Home to the dragons of Earth and off limits to all but those cleared to actually enter the mountain. The same applies to the new Pralor ship we have acquired. I will not risk the security of this Union by giving you information that will make its way to the Netnews in a matter of hours. There! Now you have your answers! Is there anything else I can do for you or can I get back to work now?”

Icho stared at him as the others rose to their feet. “You will have forced my hand Milord Prince.” Icho said. “I did not want it to be this way.”
Andro chuckled. “Don’t try to fool anyone Icho. You knew exactly what I would tell you before you ever came here. And you also knew what my answers would be. If you wish to fight this out within the Netnews because you are being left out of the loop so be it. You may go after me all you like, but the moment you bring my elven mother, any of my mothers into your little mud throwing contest, the rules will change.”
“Are you threatening us?” Vlone demanded.

Andro looked at him. “Simply stating a fact.” He told the man. “Something that all of you are seriously lacking.”

“I already have a Netnews Briefing scheduled for this afternoon Milord.” Icho said. “If you change your mind please contact me.”

Andro turned back to him. “Not likely Senator.” He said. “Not fucking likely at all. Now if you will all leave, I have work to do. The Durcunusaan will escort you out.”

Icho had a small smile on his face as he turned and headed out of the office. Ulana and the others followed silently and Andro watched them until the door closed behind them. He turned to Deia.

“This is going to be ugly.” Deia said.

“How did he acquire so much information on Sehri?” Lu'ria asked now. “He would not have mentioned that unless he already knew about her. Or the Vanari females for that matter.”
Deia met Andro’s eyes. “What is this about the Palno Apartment Complex and Cranae Island?” Deia asked him.

“There were two others who were interested in the complex.” Andro told her. “A Folcani and the owner of Palno Exports. I outbid them. That is simple.”

“And Cranae Island?” Deia asked him. “How were you able to secure an ownership deed Mandri? Is what Icho says true?”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes… the island’s last owner was the Greek government from before the Great Fire. Of which there are two living representatives left. I went to both of them and asked how I could purchase the island. We hammered out the details of the transaction over three weeks Tenna. It is all very legitimate, if not usually done.”

“Where… where did you find two living representatives of the Greek government?” Deia asked as she moved around the desk.

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “Hard work and lots of investigating.” He replied. “One of them is a vampire who defected from the Coven long before the Great Fire. He is married and living with his wife and children in Gytheio. He buried his past because he did not want to be known at the time as a traitor to the Coven. The second is a human.”

“Human?” Deia gasped.

Andro nodded. “One of those members of the Greek Parliament that was put into stasis in order to have a working government after the Great Fire. The chambers they were occupying at the time malfunctioned and did not open until sixty years before my father returned to Earth. He is over a hundred years old now and is living a very quiet life.”

“And the riyal you used?” Deia asked.

“Two thirds of my Trust Fund Tenna.” Andro answered. “You know that.”

“Then what did Icho mean about profits you have received even after bequeathing it to Sadi’s father?” Deia asked.

“That wasn’t me.” Andro answered as he moved to the couch and sat back down. “That was Sadi’s father. He established a trust fund for the poor just as he said he would, but he also established a separate fund for Sadi and I with part of the profit each year.”

“How much is in the fund?” Deia asked.

Andro shrugged his shoulders again. “I would have to look.” He answered. “Neither Sadi or I really cared about it to be honest. Her father has added Ne'Veha, Carisia, Lu'ria and Caliria to the fund as well by now. I’m sure he will add Sehri sooner or later.”

“He is going to use this.” Deia said. “He’s going to try and make it seem like it was all planned and executed in some nefarious manner.”

“What he demanded was far above his station Deia.” Lu'ria stated.

Deia nodded her head in agreement. “Yes… but he assumes that since Andro is leaving and he is not as politically astute as his father, that he can take advantage of that. He will come after all of you now given what you told him.”

“He can try to besmirch my name all he likes.” Andro told her. “As long as he does not bring my mothers or siblings into it.”

“I don’t think he will leave them out.” Deia said. “Lisisa’s connection to your uncle; you protecting that knowledge for so long without telling anyone?”

“Surely he will not garner any support?” Carisia said. “He has already tried that and it failed.”

Deia nodded again. “Yes… but this time he is not focusing on Sadi. He’s going after you directly Mandri. And our entire family indirectly. Someone within the Durcunusaan talked or is still talking Andro. It is the only way he could have gotten some of his information. I still don’t understand how he got the information about the Vanari and the Protectorate.”

“It’s obvious isn’t it?” Andro asked looking at her as he sipped his coffee calmly. “He got it from the one source that would have any knowledge about them outside of those of us in this room and a few others that we trust. He got it from Laustinos… who got it from the Kavalians and probably the OSG as well.”

Deia’s face twisted into a snarl. “Laustinos!” She hissed. “Carians… I despise that name! If I ever discover where that man is I will cut his nor from between his legs myself!”

Lu'ria and Carisia laughed softly and moved over beside her. “Calm yourself Deia.” Lu'ria told her. “We do not need you losing control.”

Andro looked at her from the couch after picking up one of the pads Icho had left and reading briefly. “So what do we do?” He asked.

Deia shook her head. “What do I do you mean.” She told him. “You have too much on your plate to worry about this. I will deal with Icho and his followers. He will give his briefing this afternoon and once I see everything he will present I will decide how to proceed. You continue to prepare for what you must do in the Beta Quadrant. Leave Icho to me.”

“Tenna… you don’t need to get involved.” Andro said rising to his feet once more. “Isn’t it better if you remain outside of this battle. He has obviously made this personal, or he will when he goes before the Netnews worms.”

Deia shook his head. “He knew what your answer would be before he ever came here. You know that and he knows that.” She answered. “No… this is a gauntlet that he has thrown down to our entire family. Your father may be King… but I am… I am the Matriarch of this family. I will not let anyone do what Icho plans on doing.”

“What is he trying to do Deia?” Carisia asked.

Deia looked at Andro and saw in his eyes that he knew what was going on. She turned back to Carisia. “He’s trying to bring down our family.” She said. “He and his ilk have never liked that Martin returned and took his rightful place as King of our people and the Union. He is going to do everything within his power to see to it that we are disgraced in whatever manner he can arrange. I intend to meet him at every corner and slap him silly.”

“Why though?” Lu'ria asked softly. “Why do this now? What could he possibly hope to gain?”

“What does anyone like him desire Mistress? Power.” Carisia said softly.
Lu'ria looked at her. “Yes… but he can only acquire so much power and influence and then it is wasted. He will never be in a position to challenge Andro’s father or even him if that…” Lu'ria stopped taking and turned back to Deia with wide amber eyes. “Deia… you don’t think…?”

Deia nodded. “I would not be surprised in the least.” She said. “I’ve always known that there would be others who wanted my job. Up until this point none of them have been as sadistic and crude as Icho, but it had to happen sooner or later.”

“He will never get your job Tenna.” Andro told her. “You have too many people within the Union who adore you just as much as they adore my father and mothers. You have too many powerful friends.”

“So you believe he is doing this because of something Keleru offered to him?” Deia asked. 

Andro shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered softly. “Something about Icho doesn’t sit right with me Tenna. I don’t know how to describe it… it just feels off.”

Deia stepped closer to her nephew. She reached up and placed her palm flat to his cheek and stared into his eyes. Deia knew that her two favorite nephews were different in many ways. She also knew Andro had an uncanny sense about things and people, even more so than his father because of how he had been born. She stared into his eyes for a long moment and then nodded her head. 

“Hold onto those feelings Mandri.” She said softly. “They will become clear when the time is right. For now we will meet Icho head to head and I will lead the charge. You need to continue your preparations to leave and go to your father’s aide.”

Andro smiled. “What makes you think he needs aide Tenna?” He asked.

Deia chuckled and lean up on her tip toes to kiss his cheek. “He is your father… and no matter how hard he tries… trouble always seeks him out. If he doesn’t now… he will need your aide in the future. Leave Icho to me and those who know how to deal with mideaus like him.”
Andro reached up and placed his hand over hers on his cheek. “Do not hold back Tenna.” He said. “Icho won’t.”

Deia nodded. “I don’t intend to. Not anymore.”

ARC ROYAL

ORBITING PRALOR DESIGNATED WORLD

RYLONN TWO


They had crammed everyone back into the STRIKER for the last three hour portion of the return flight to the ARC ROYAL. What they had discovered was another Pralor science facility, but this one was completely deserted and without power. The STRIKER’s sensors had detected the small portions of its structure that had remained above ground. Most of the facility was intact but now buried under several hundred tons of rock and dirt. The bulkheads of the facility had no problem holding back the weight of rocks and dirt, it was a Pralor designed facility after all, but the risk to trying to bring the power online was more than they were willing to take. It had been an extreme relief to discover there were no Svorag on this planet or within the facility, but after only a few hours on the surface, Martin had them heading back. They would return in the future to further investigate the facility, but he wanted everyone back to the ARC ROYAL and OMEN THREE back on station shadowing the Kavalian fleet.


Martin stood in the cockpit with Murano, Koguth, his mate Mani, Kalis and Serale, which made for a tight fit. They were looking at the image of Wayonn being projected from the COM disc between For'mya and Endith’s seats. 

“… No record of it in either the records from the other facility or SPARTA’S WRATH’s databanks from what I can determine.” Wayonn said. “You are sure it was inert Martin?”

Martin nodded his head. “Quiet as a tomb.” He answered. “No power at all. Everything looks intact even though it was buried under probably a hundred or hundred and fifty meters of rock and dirt. One of the vehicle entrances was all that was sticking out and that is why Tina picked it up on our sensors.”


“Murano?” Wayonn asked looking up.


Murano shook his head. “I was not privy to the Science Division’s activities Wayonn.” He answered. “This could very well be one of Lorendo’s secret facilities that never became active.”


“Seismic activity appears to have caused the collapse of the ground around it.” Tina spoke from her console. “Then years of overgrowth and follow on tremors.”


“Can you determine how long it has been there Tina?” Wayonn asked.


“Based on composition of the soil and rock from scans we did while Marty and the others were on the surface, I’d estimate no more than seven hundred years Wayonn, but no less than three hundred.” Tina answered.


“Interesting.” Wayonn said. “I will need to look through the files that Delnash shared with us… but this appears to be a station that was going to be active until the seismic instability of the surrounding area caused its current condition.”


“And it not being listed in any files is problematic.” Murano said. “It means Lorendo may have more of them out there that we don’t know about.”


“Now why wouldn’t that surprise me?” Martin said. 

“This… this man you are speaking of does not appear to be very forthcoming.” Mani spoke.


Martin looked at her and smiled. “Lady Juturi… you have no idea how accurate that statement is.” He said.


Mani glanced at Koguth with surprise in her eyes as Martin turned back to the image of Wayonn. Koguth smiled down into her eyes and his arm squeezed her waist tighter. They had truly entered a new world and life here and it was one that Koguth found himself grasping onto tightly. Nedoli had already done so with his feelings for Ceale, and her mutual and growing feelings for his son. Mataen and embraced this long ago when he took Corsa as his wife and he had been devoted to her from that first day. Koguth hoped that future included Iama. He knew his youngest probably hated him for what she perceived he had done, but no matter what, he would insure she knew the truth and that he loved her. He turned his head and looked back into the passenger area of the STRIKER, his eyes searching for and finding the young man who had been fighting beside him for nearly a decade. He had promised him that if they found Iama he would allow him to court her. He had not told him that she had supposedly found a husband among the Lycavorian people. A new life. A small portion of Koguth hoped that Iama would see she belonged with one of her own, but the larger part of him didn’t care any longer as long as he could once more hold her in his arms as he had when she was small.


“…Be landing in about thirty minutes.” Martin was speaking as Koguth turned back. “Make sure Anja has a portable Med table to screen the members of the Juturi Pride so we can get their transition done quickly.”


Wayonn shook his head. “I’m sure she is aware of that already and I for one will not even attempt to tell her what her duties are. She about chewed my ear off the last time I attempted to suggest something.”


Martin and For'mya chuckled. “She does have somewhat of a temper Val’istar.” For'mya said.


“Somewhat?” Wayonn spoke. “More on a par with yours Martin. And I have no desire to be on the receiving end of that temper. I’m sure she will be ready.” 


“Coward.” Martin hissed.


Wayonn grinned in the transmission. “In this case… gladly.”


Martin smiled again. “Ok… at least let her know we’ll be arriving soon.”


“That I can do.” Wayonn said. “We’ll talk more about this station when you get settled back in.”


“Fair enough. And have Kesyla join us.” Martin said. “She has a good insight of things and is sharp as a whip.”


“Daron?” Wayonn asked.


Murano shook his head. “The less he knows the better Wayonn.”


“I concur. I’ll see to it.” Wayonn answered.


“Wayonn… where is Fedor?” Martin asked.


“He and Eirene left their studies with me a few minutes ago. He said something about a picnic with Iama in the port landing bay. The area we have arranged for the adolescent dragons to stretch out and rest.” Wayonn answered. “Shall I have him meet you?”


“No. We’ll find him.” Martin said. “See you soon. STRIKER ONE out.”


“Dragons!” Mani hissed softly. “She is among dragons!”


For'mya turned in her seat and looked at her. “You have nothing to fear.” She said. “Fedor is bound to a dragon, just as we are. Dnom would die to protect Iama just as he would Fedor. And she has shown no sign of the inbred fear your people have for dragons. She is very comfortable among them.”  


Mani looked at her with wide eyes. “She does not fear them?” She gasped.


For'mya shook her head. “Not in the least. If I may ask… when was the last time you saw her Mani’Juturi?”


“Not since… not since they day they took her away.” Mani answered almost shamefully. “We are not allowed to see them once they are given to the biogenic program. Nearly… nearly twelve years now.”


“She may… she may be somewhat different than you remember.” For'mya told her. “I hope you are prepared for that?”


“She is our daughter.” Mani said. “And we have searched for her since Koguth returned from the war. We do not care what she looks like… only that she is alive and well.”


“And soon she will be back among her family.” Koguth added. “That… that is our hope.”


Martin looked at him. “Just remember that she is her own person now.” He said. “She might… she might surprise you.”


“Will we… will you take us to see her right away?” Mani asked gripping Koguth’s arm tightly in anticipation.


Martin looked at For'mya and saw her dark brown eyes on him. He turned back to them and nodded. “For'mya and I will take you… yes.” He said.


“Just prepare yourselves for her being different than you remember.” For'mya said. 

ARC ROYAL

PORT LANDING BAY

SECTIONS 10-15


The last five sections of the bay had been turned into an enormous dragon pen so to speak. Spread across the deck plating was several inches of dried grass taken from the planet where they had captured all of their meat and first come across the Svorag. It allowed for the dragons to rest without the cold of the deck touching their scales. Though it was a less than stellar location for the pen, it was the only set up that allowed them this much freedom. Many of them, Dnom and Kdan among them, were growing rapidly and this portion of the landing bay was not used because the ARC ROYAL had no fighter complement. They could stretch out and move around as much as they wanted. Arzoal, Torma, Isheeni and the other adult dragons were two sections down within their own pens. This allowed them to watch over the young ones and insure they were not getting into mischief as young dragons so often do. Many of them had taken to flying in the landing bay, and while the ceiling did not provide the most ideal situations for them, at least they were able to stretch their wings. All of them were itching for the all clear to come from the ground team currently on the surface of the planet they orbited so that they could truly take to the skies and fly and hunt.


Dnom and Kdan were celebrities after a fashion since they were the Elder Mother’s grandsons and they were bonded to the Prince and Princess. It was a common sight to see both Eirene and Fedor down here among them with their bonded brothers, and since they both had taken mates, they had been here as well. Miseo and Iama were accepted and considered one of them, and it was not special to see them among the resting dragons with their mates. They favored Iama of course since her antics with Fedor were quite humorous. He would chase her through the bay while she bounded from broad back to broad back of the resting dragons, her genuine laughter so very pleasant to them. It was entertaining to watch when Fedor finally caught her and she melted into his arms so easily. 


Today it was quiet though. Fedor and Iama had arrived some time ago and shared a lunch of sandwiches and fruit, which they had no problems sharing with those dragons sitting closest to them. Now Iama was stretched out on top of Fedor’s powerful body, his head propped up against Dnom’s thick front talon and leg as he read from the data pad and Iama’s head rested on his chest. His left hand stroked her shoulder and down her back to curl around the firmness of her ass and then back up as Iama purred contentedly. Iama could not get enough of his hands upon her and she relished in the attention he paid to her. And she reciprocated that emotion and touch equally. Iama had gone to his mother Aricia just as Anja had suggested and Aricia had then taught her how to focus her new and growing Etheric abilities in order to prevent herself from becoming pregnant. She and Fedor were making love every opportunity they had and Iama never wanted it to end. She worshiped Fedor almost as much as she knew he worshiped her and this knowledge made both of them very passionate in their bed, or wherever they chose to couple. And in the last few days there had been many places they had coupled Iama thought with a gleeful smile as her head rested on his powerful chest. Since Anja had told her she could still bear children, it made Iama all the more blissful and sexually adventurous. She wanted to try everything with Fedor, experience all the pleasure she had been denied in her young life and she wanted to experience it with him. And Iama gave back to him all the pleasure he made her feel in return and she did so with eagerness. They had talked very briefly of children, but neither of them was ready for that kind of commitment and both of them wanted to explore the love they had found together for many years before they had children. 

Her long, almost white blond hair was splayed across Fedor’s chest and shoulder while her slim fingers danced along his rib cage and she tickled him gently. Not enough to divert his attention, but enough to let him know that he meant everything to her. Her tail flicked back and forth in the air casually as it so often did now when she was calm and purring in happiness. And Iama knew she did purr. How could she not when Fedor’s touch ignited a desire within her that only he could quench.  

They wore simple civilian clothes and Iama had pulled apart his buttoned shirt so that she could rest her head on his bare chest and better hear his heart beating. Her own shirt was loose fitting and had fallen off one shoulder, which allowed his wandering fingers to graze her bare skin as they caressed her flesh. All of the horrors she had been through, all of the vile Kavalian men who had taken her, all of that had been washed away with Fedor’s love. It washed her soul clean and enveloped her in a protective blanket of warmth. Iama relished speaking her name, thoroughly delighted in how it sounded coming from anyone’s lips. She still had yet to grow accustom to how others treated her now that she was Fedor’s wife and mate. She was a Princess of the Union she knew, but trying to process that information sometimes drove her mad. It was much easier because For'mya, Anja, Aricia and Fedor’s other mothers, none of them acted as you would expect a Queen to act. Even in the few short weeks that she had known them and the last few days since Fedor had claimed her, they had not changed. And she felt so at peace just being around them and his sister Eirene. Fedor’s fraternal twin sister was a godsend to Iama. They had grown so very close in so short a time, and it had been Eirene who had become her closest friend now. Even her husband and mate, the hulking Kavalian Miseo, even he treated her differently now. He had been so very correct that day when he told her she was wrong. And now Iama was joyous that she had been wrong indeed.

She reached out with her hand and snatched up a small fruit that was still in the basket. It was no bigger than a small orange and was purple in color. She took a bite from it as she lifted her head and gazed at Fedor’s face, her soft green feline like eyes beaming in love. As Iama knew he would, Fedor took only two seconds to realize she was looking at him and his dark brown eyes turned to her. Iama held out the fruit to him and Fedor took a bite while it was still in her hands. The juice from the fruit squirted onto his chin and into his eye and Iama couldn’t help but break out into soft laughter. Fedor joined her in laughing as he reached up to rub his eye and chew the fruit in his mouth.


Iama inched further up on his body and covered his lips with her own and Fedor’s arms wrapped around her lower back as they kissed deeply.


Martin and For'mya stood with Koguth, Mani, Nedoli, Mataen and Corsa in the small pilot’s briefing room watching Iama and Fedor through the glass. Mani was openly weeping, her hands shaking horribly over her mouth as her tears soaked the soft fur on her cheeks. Martin glanced at Koguth and saw the tall Kavalian was barely holding it together no matter how you looked at it.


“By… by all the prayers I have spoken…” Mani stammered through her tears. “She… she is… she is so beautiful!”


For'mya smiled gently and stepped closer to her, slipping her arm around her waist and nodding her head. “Yes she is.” For'mya said.


“General?” Martin spoke softly.


Koguth turned to look at Martin, his heart racing and his own eyes moist as he tried to hold back the emotions that threatened to sweep him away just as they had his wife. “I… I have no words King Leonidas. I cannot…”

“May I make a suggestion sir?” Martin asked stepping closer to him.


Koguth nodded quickly, unable to find his voice for a moment. “Of… of course.”


“Iama believes that you were the one who gave her to the Biogenic Program.” Martin said. “After what we have seen… there is no doubt that could not be true.” He said. He stepped closer to him. “To avoid a confrontation that would not be pleasant… I suggest you let Iama see her mother first. Lady Mani can explain it to her. Make her see that what she has believed for so long is not true.”


“I want… I want nothing more than… than to hold my baby in my arms.” Koguth stuttered out the words.


“King Leonidas is correct father.” Mataen said gripping his father’s arm. “Nedoli tried to protect her when the Puma Bane bastards came for her. They beat him for it. Let mother and him see her first. Let them tell her that you have not stopped looking for her since the day we returned.”


Koguth looked at his oldest son and nodded quickly. “If… if you think that is best.” He answered.


Martin motioned with his hand. “We can wait in the briefing room down the corridor sir.” He said. “I can get you a drink if that will help you to calm down. I know I would need one.”


Koguth nodded again without really hearing his words and Mataen took the cue to lead his father out into the corridor and follow Martin. Nedoli stepped up to his mother, his own heart singing in happiness as he gazed at his younger sister.


“How…?” Mani looked at For'mya as Corsa held her hand. “I cannot go out among them.” She stammered. “My fear… I would be…”


For'mya smiled knowing what she meant. She looked out through the briefing room glass and saw all the dragons that were scattered about the landing bay. “I understand.” She said. “I can call them here if you like?”


Corsa looked at her with wide eyes. “You can… she will hear you?”


For'mya nodded her head. “Fedor… part of the Lycavorian custom is for the male to bite the female he chooses to spend the rest of his days with. This is done during an act of love between them. It imparts a small portion of the virus within Fedor’s blood to Iama and signals to other males of our species she is his wife. No other Lycavorian, pureblood or turned, will ignore this. Fedor is within her blood now, just as she is within his. We conducted a small elven ceremony as well, and for those species that cannot smell Fedor within Iama’s blood, she now wears a ring on her hand to signify that she is his wife and mate. It is a custom that began on Earth among the humans and it has carried over to many of the elves and Lycavorians through the centuries.”


“You… you do not wear a ring.” Corsa said shyly.


For'mya looked at her hand and chuckled softly. “No. Martin Leonidas is nothing if not unpredictable.” She reached up and drew back the collar of her flight suit to reveal two different necklaces. One was a glittering Rilian diamond and the other was a coral red pendant of some kind. Both Mani and Corsa gasped in awe. “He has to be different.” For'mya finished as her fingers traced the two pendants reverently. She looked at Mani. “Are you ready?”

Mani nodded her head. “I have been ready since the day they took her from me nearly a dozen years ago.”

For'mya turned her head and looked out into the landing bay as she touched the control panel and raised the blast shield over the glass.


Fedor my son. She reached out.


Mother! Fedor’s voice echoed. You are back! For'mya didn’t see him and Iama break their kiss, but he felt Iama join their connection almost seamlessly now. She was getting stronger For'mya noticed.


We returned only a few minutes ago. For'mya answered.


Everything went well For'mya? Iama asked.


Yes… in a manner of speaking. For'mya replied.


Mother…? Fedor could sense something was odd within her voice.


Would you and Iama join me in Port Briefing Room Eleven please? For'mya asked. It is important.


For'mya didn’t physically see him do it but she sensed Fedor’s head turn and look toward the room where she stood. What are you doing in there mother? He asked as he rose to his feet and pulled Iama to hers.


Just join us Fedor. For'mya told him.


Us? Fedor hesitated.


Do not argue with me young man! For'mya snapped playfully. Just do as I say. For'mya could feel Iama’s humor within Mindvoice and then her urging him to comply.


Very well mother. Fedor said. But this is very strange. Even for you.


For'mya smiled and nodded her head. Don’t I know it. She said. We’ll see you shortly. She looked at Mani and Corsa. “They are coming.” She said.


“You spoke to them? In… within your mind?” Corsa asked amazed.


For'mya nodded. “Yes.” She said. “It should only be a few moments. One of the first things Fedor was so proud of when he was grown was that he had memorized the entire ship’s layout.”

Nedoli stepped up to his mother’s opposite side now and took her other hand. “It has been… it has been so long.” He said.


Iama and Fedor really didn’t know what For'mya wanted, and they were being playful as they entered the briefing room, with Iama chewing lightly on his ear as he carried her in his arms effortlessly. When her eyes turned and she saw them she came to an abrupt halt and the memories of that day came rushing forward like a tidal wave. 


She was barely eleven years old when they came for her. She remembered trying to fight them, screaming for her father. Her mother being slapped down by a particularly vicious Puma Bane soldier as she tried to wrench Iama free from the grip of the larger man. She remembered Nedoli leaping from the stairway of their home with a vicious snarl of anger and landing upon the large Puma Bane troop at only seventeen years of age. He would have won that contest one on one as large as he was, but the others pounced on him and began beating him into the ground as he tried to protect his sister. Her mother’s screams filled her ears for weeks after that day, the images of her tears and the pain in her face as she wiped the blood from Nedoli’s cheeks while they dragged her away into a life she had not wanted. Iama felt it all returning at once and her soft green eyes were wide in answer to a pray she had whispered for years afterwards. That one day she would see her mama again. She had lost all hope of that when she ended up in the brothels of Nefoa, but standing before her now was the gods answer to all those nights of crying and wishing.

“Ma… mama?” She gasped in disbelief.


Mani could not contain the tears in her eyes as she moved away from Nedoli and Corsa, her strength and happiness showing. She opened her arms wide, her tail quivering in happiness. “It… it is me child.” Mani spoke with a hoarse voice. “Iama… my… my little girl! The gods preserve me child… my baby girl!”


There was no hesitation in the least about what she would do. How could there be. Iama broke into a wail of tears as she practically ran to her mother and felt her mother’s arms crush her lithe body to hers with staggering power. The moment Iama was folded into her embrace, twelve long years of sorrow and horror left Mani in a rush. She cried out in happiness and joy as Iama’s hair filled her hands and Mani crushed her youngest child to her breast. Iama felt a huge wave of emotions flood her at once as she felt those arms embrace her. Arms she had resigned herself to never feeling again. She breathed deeply of her mother’s unique smell and the rush of memories filled her head. Standing with her in their kitchen as her mother taught her to cook so many different kinds of food. Her laughter at Iama’s antics and attempts to make up recipes for food. The tears were flowing so quickly, Iama could barely see. The warmth and comfort of her mother’s arms were like a soothing balm to her scarred soul. What Fedor’s love had repaired… her mother’s embrace washed away forever. Her soft green eyes turned and she saw her smiling brother, his own eyes moist with tears.

“Nedoli!” Iama gasped as she moved from her mother’s embrace into his.


Nedoli didn’t hesitate for a moment and like his mother, he crushed his lost sister in his arms tightly. His tail whipped around to curl around her waist as he lifted her off the deck and spun her around in happiness. Iama couldn’t help but cry out in joy as the memories of how he had done this when she was small filled her. These small actions were not typical of a Kavalian family, at least not those she had known, and that is why those first years away had been so emotionally horrific for her. Iama had experienced all the terrible things that Kavalian females went through. It was so very new to her because her family was nothing like this. Nedoli finally put her down and Mani gathered her into her arms once more, taking her head in her hands and looking at her daughter with tear clouded eyes.

“You… you are so beautiful child.” Mani stammered as she looked at her. “My beautiful child. We have searched for so long.”


Iama shook her head. “How… how did… how did you get here? How… tell me this is not a dream mother.” She cried out as tears filled her eyes once more. “Tell me this is all real.”


Mani laughed as she pulled Iama close to her once more. “It is no dream my beautiful Iama.” She declared. “Bless the gods it is no dream!”


Iama squeezed her mother with all of her strength, and when she could no longer hold that embrace and her mother was still there, Iama began to believe. Her heart slammed into her chest in delight as her mother pushed her back once more and looked into her eyes. Iama shook her head. “How?” She gasped again. “How can this be?”


“This can be because he never gave up hope.” Mani stammered. “He never stopped looking. He kept that hope within us alive. He never let us give in to despair.”

Iama shook her head in confusion. “Mataen?” She asked believing her mother was speaking of her older brother. “Mataen has done this? Where is he? Is he with you?”


Mani held her face in her hands. “Not Mataen Little One.” She said. “And yes… your brother is with us. Mani took Corsa’s hand. “This is Corsa… your brother’s wife.”


Corsa’s eyes were tear filled and she smiled at Iama with delight. “It is so very good to finally meet you Iama’Juturi.” She spoke.


Iama looked at her mother. “If not Mataen… mother… who could have done this? How… where is Mataen?”


Mani looked at Nedoli who nodded his head. “Tell her mother.” He said. “She has to know that what she has believed all of these years is wrong.”


Iama glanced at her brother and then back to her mother. “What… what do you mean?” She stammered. “What I have believed?”


“Mataen is here with us.” Mani said. “He is waiting in another room with… he is waiting with your father.”


Iama’s eyes grew wide and she instantly backed away from her mother, instinctively looking for and finding Fedor’s protective body. Her tail curled around his waist as she backed up against him, his arm slipping around her waist and drawing her close to him. “Father!” Iama hissed with angry venom in her words. “You… father is the reason I have lived a nightmare for so long!” She almost screamed. “You know this! You know this and you bring him here!”

Mani moved closer to Iama, wary of the way Fedor’s eyes had changed to his wolf nature and how he appeared ready to protect Iama with violence if needed. “No!” Mani exclaimed. “They lied to you Iama! Your father did not do this! He has… he has been the one searching for you since he returned from war almost seven years ago.”


“Father did this!” Iama screamed. “Only father could have given me to the Puma Bane! They made me into a whore mama! They made me…”


“NO!” Mani barked silencing her words. She stepped closer even more.


“That’s close enough!” Fedor growled the warning as he pulled Iama half behind him in a shielding manner. Iama’s arms wrapped around his waist and she pressed tightly to him.

“Back away from my sister boy!” Nedoli snapped moving forward towards him.


He was able to take two steps before Fedor’s right arm came up and filled with the lethal looking knife in a small silver white flash of light. Nedoli’s eyes went wide as he realized that knife had appeared from Flatspace.

“Take one more step boy…” Fedor snarled as his fangs became fully extended. “And you will be dead half a second after. I will protect my wife and mate from all comers.”


“Fedor!” For'mya shouted as she moved forward from the doorway where she had been standing with him. “Stand down!”


“No mother!” Fedor barked out in reply. “I will protect my wife and mate! Why have you brought them here?”


Mani held up her hands in front of her. “Iama… please child… your father did not do this.” She pleaded. “This was Golag’s doing.”

Iama stared at her. “Grandfather?” She gasped.


Mani nodded her head quickly. “He did it to gain prestige among the senior Prides. He did it in your father’s name. He never consulted your father Iama. He knew your father would never agree to this. This action never received his voice of approval. Your father would have never done this! You… you were…”

“You were his favorite sister.” Nedoli said softly his eyes still on Fedor and the blade in his hand even though For'mya was now beside him. “Mataen and I knew that.” He said with a smile. “Father was the one who beat us when we were harsh to you sister. Don’t you remember the time Mataen called you…?”

“He told me I was nothing.” Iama said quickly as she stepped back in front of Fedor, her hands holding tightly to his arm which was around her waist.


Nedoli nodded. “Father turned Mataen’s hide red with the whipping he received.” He told her. 


“When your father and Mataen returned from the war and discovered what Golag had done he… he flew into a rage.” Mani said. “Never have I seen your father so out of his mind with frenzy. He killed…”


“He killed grandfather Iama.” Nedoli said seeing Iama’s green eyes go wide. “He killed grandfather because of what he had done. Mataen and I were with him that day. He made sure that… he made sure grandfather suffered too. We watched grandfather die in agony. Father told us it was for all the horror and agony he had allowed to happen to you. That would continue to happen every day you were not back among your family. He swore to us that day that we would find you. That we would find you and bring you home. He has never wavered from that. Six years we have searched sister. Six years he has driven us to never give up. Even in the bleakest times, he never lost his will. It is the only thing that has kept him going. We have lived a double life since he returned. Good little Kavalian officers in public… all the while using our positions and assets to find you. Father leads our pride now… many are with us. Cousins and uncles and others who have joined us. We…” Nedoli stepped closer and while the knife never wavered in Fedor’s hand, Iama’s hands came up and wrapped around Fedor’s forearm, pulling his arm down slowly. Her tail still remained curled around his waist and she did not step away from him, but it was a start.

“After what that pig Pusintin did we heard rumors of a planet that the Lycavorian King had struck in his search for his elven Queen. A remote outpost. Everyone there had been butchered. The reports also spoke of several females from Nefoa who had been there. One was not among the bodies according to the reports. The description was of you sister. It was said that King Leonidas took you with him. When father discovered this, he has many friends among the military; he immediately volunteered our ship to accompany Pusintin in his chase of the Lycavorian King.”


Mani moved closer. “He… your father refuses to even think of having more children. His only thoughts were of finding you and returning you to our family child. It is all either of us have been able to think of these past years. Your father promised me we would never give up.”


“Why… why is he not…” Iama began to ask shaking her head. She stepped fully away from Fedor, his arm slowly coming all the way down as Mani stepped up next to her. Her mother took her hands.


“He thought it best.” Mani said. “He feared… he feared you would think it had been him all this time. The King… he suggested that Nedoli and I speak to you first. You were his light Iama my child.” Mani told her. “Your father would never… could never do anything that brought harm to you. I saw that in his eyes the moment I brought you into this world.”

Iama looked at her. “All these years… all this time they told me… they told me it had been father.” She said.


Mani nodded. “Of course they would tell you that.” She stated. “It was a way to make you think you were nothing. So that you did not have any hope. It is what they do. Go to him Iama my child. See for yourself. You will see the light come on in his eyes once more when he sees you. That same light he had when he held you as a baby and small girl.”


Iama looked at her. “Mama… you…”


“Do you doubt my love for you daughter?” Mani asked her.


Iama shook her head. “No. Never.”


“Then go and see for yourself.” Mani told her. “We will come with you… but when you see him you will know.”


“Where… where is he?” Iama asked softly.


“… what… what if she does not believe Mataen?” Koguth asked softly as he rubbed his large hands together in anxiousness while sitting on the small couch. “What if they have twisted my little girl so much that she can no longer believe in my love for her?”


Mataen looked at his father. “She will believe father.” He said. “She has to believe. We never stopped looking for her. We never gave up because of you.”


Mataen watched as his father stood up and moved to the glass partition and he looked out over the dozens of dragons in the landing bay that he could see. “I remember… I remember the smell of her hair Mataen. I can still see the splinters I pulled from her hands when you and Nedoli brought her home from trying to climb that Bakolaian Oak Tree. I remember removing each one while she cried in pain and then…”


Mataen gripped his father’s shoulder. “Father don’t.” He said. “You have believed all of these years. You never let us give up. Do not give up now when she is only in the next room.”


Neither of them heard the door slide open behind them and Mani led Iama into the room with Nedoli right behind her. Iama felt a myriad of emotions as she saw her father’s back. He was just as tall and wide as she remembered. His tail moved in time with his mood as it always did. His fur was a little grayer than she remembered, but she would never forget that voice. And as she heard the next words, Iama nearly lost it.


“I could not… I could not go on knowing she hated me Mataen.” Koguth said softly. “I butchered my own father for his vile actions. I curse the memory of him every morning that I wake for what he did to my baby. If she hates me, my heart will be broken, because he will have won.” 


“Father… you must have faith.” Mataen said.


Koguth laughed softly now. “The faith I have carried all these years deserts me now at the end.” He said. “I am terrified I will lose her forever Mataen. And in losing your sister I will have lost you and your brother as well.”


“That is not true!” Mataen spat.


“You and your brother have followed me in my quest without question.” Koguth said. “I have forsaken the father that I am to you and Nedoli in my quest to return your sister to us.”


“You have forsaken nothing!” Mataen snapped loudly. “Least of all Nedoli and I. Do you think we would be here if we did not feel the same thing father? Do you think that we have not wanted Iama back among us more than anything? We could no more forsake our sister than you could. Do you think I could love Corsa as I do without your influence? That Nedoli could love Ceale so completely? You taught us these things! You taught us that this is our future! Not the old ways! Our entire Pride believes deeply now. Because of what you have taught us and how you have led us.”


“And it will all mean nothing if I can never hold my daughter in my arms again.” Koguth said softly.


“Papa!” The voice was spoken in a raspy whisper and Koguth and Mataen spun around at the sound.


Koguth’Juturi had held it in for so long. 

He had returned from a war he did not believe in only to find that his beloved daughter had been given away like a piece of garbage. Koguth had killed his own father for doing such a thing, killed him in a way that guaranteed he would feel pain for a long time before his life left him. He had spent the last seven years with one central goal foremost in his mind. He would find his daughter if it was the last thing he ever did. Through it all he had bottled up his many emotions, pushed them to the side like a good Kavalian, only his beautiful Mani knowing what went through his mind and providing him the strength to continue. Seeing her now was almost too much. Her white blond fur was gone… leaving only smooth, tanned skin and long hair from her head, but her soft green feline eyes had not changed. They were the same eyes that had looked at him with love and devotion as a small child. The same eyes that had expected him to protect her as her father. A job he had failed miserably at, through no fault of his own. She was even more beautiful than he imagined she would be at this age. Koguth’s eyes were wide as he took a tentative step towards her, those emotions he had held in on the verge of spilling forth, and he spoke the words of love he had not spoken in nearly twelve years.

“My… my Little Flower!” He gasped.

And for the second time in so many minutes, Iama’s life altered drastically for the better. The knowledge that her father had not deserted her, that he had spent all of this time with one focused goal of finding her, it was almost too much to bear. All of this time she had thought it had been him who had so callously tossed her aside when in fact the truth brought her so much more joy and happiness. With a rush of emotion more powerful than when she had embraced her mother and brother, Iama ran the five steps to where her father stood and nearly threw herself into his arms.

“Papa!” Iama wailed in wondrous glee.

Koguth’Juturi could no longer hold it in. He no longer wanted to. As his arms crushed his beloved daughter to him, he lifted her off the floor and screamed out in utter happiness, the tears he had been holding in for so long spilling forth like the floodgates of a dam had been opened. He buried his face into her hair and spun Iama around and around just as Nedoli had done, even as he bellowed out his total joy for all to hear. Koguth held nothing back now, all of his very         un-Kavalian emotion pouring forth. The day he had seen his daughter enter this world was the day Koguth’Juturi had changed and become the man he now was. That was the day he had embraced a new ideology, a day that had changed him forever. Koguth had thought that lost forever when he discovered Iama taken from him. As he crushed his daughter to him in love, Koguth felt that ideology return in full force and as he wrapped his arms tighter around his daughter, that ideology once more became part of the man he was.

For’mya gripped Fedor’s arm with one hand and pulled him out of the room as she wiped the tears from her eyes with the other hand. We must give them the time they need Fedor my son. She spoke to him.

Mother she is my wife. Fedor complained.

For'mya nodded her head. And now she needs to rediscover her family. A family she thought lost to her forever. When she needs your love and support she will call for you. Besides, your Medwan and I, we have something you and Eirene need to see as well.

Fedor looked at her now. What do you mean?

For'mya pulled him further into the corridor. There is someone you need to meet.

Who? Mother I want to stay here for Iama. Fedor complained further.

Join us please Fedor my son. Martin’s voice filled the connection now.

Father? Fedor questioned.

It’s important son. We’re nearby. Come with your mother. Martin told him.

Fedor looked at the closed door and then back to his mother. This had better be worth it mother. He said.

For'mya smiled. Your father and I think it is. She said as she led him down the empty corridor. Fedor knew right away they were heading for the Forward Port Briefing Room. It only took them four minutes to cover the distance and then they came around the corner and he saw Eirene standing with their MedwanGai. For'mya led him up to them and stopped.

“Fedor is here father.” Eirene said. “What is this all about? Miseo and I wanted to meet Iama’s family.”

Martin smiled at her. “And you will. But this is more important right now.”

“What could be more important than that?” Fedor asked.

Martin looked at him and then to Eirene. “We have always told you that the one rule our family lives by is to never fear the unknown. To embrace what we don’t understand or even what we don’t think possible.”

“Father… could you dispense with the rensibfla and just tell us what is going on?” Eirene spoke. “Where did you go? How did you find Iama’s family? How did you know where to look?”

“The answer to your question is behind this door.” Martin said. “And he is very anxious to meet you both.”

Fedor and Eirene looked at each other and then back to Martin. “Now you have peaked our interest.” Eirene said with a smile.

“Just remember what we have taught you both. “For'mya said softly. “And know that I more than approve of what we have done here.”

Fedor looked at his mother. “Why would you need to tell us you approve mother?”
Martin smiled as he touched the door panel and it slid open to show Kalis and Serale standing with Ceale and Danim near the glass partition looking into the landing bay. Fedor and Eirene’s eyes looked into the briefing room and it happened very quickly. Though they had not yet been born, the awareness that Androcles had granted to them that fateful day allowed them to see and know all that he did. They knew instantly who Kalis was when they saw him and the reaction stemmed more from their love for their mother than anything else. Fedor let loose with a roar of anger that they had not heard from him before and two blinks later he was rushing into the room and launching three knives from Flatspace directly at Kalis. Eirene didn’t hesitate and was following her twin with murder in her eyes.

Martin looked at For'mya as his eyes changed and he began moving. Perhaps this wasn't the best way to introduce them For'mya! He barked as his Shi Viska leaped into existence and left his arm.

For'mya was using her combined elven and wolf speed to follow him. They are too much like you! She snarled as she followed him without hesitation. 

