CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
VEYERAI 

HIGH COVEN SPACE

“…are certain of your findings Nalavi?” Yuri asked from her chair.


Nalavi looked at her from his chair and nodded his head. He was joined at the table by Lidene, Pa'cour, Nameia and Onera. This had become their small brain trust so to speak, and while Nalavi had never been involved in something like this before, he found it very interesting. Of course, having so many lives depending on their decisions was not something that sat well with him and at times he did not see how Yuri and Pa'cour did it. 


“As certain as I can be with the equipment we have.” He replied.


Pa'cour looked across the table at him. “With the equipment we have?” He asked clearly surprised. “Was the Hadarian computer that Androcles gave to us not front line Nalavi?”


Nalavi leaned back in his chair. “No…no… it’s state of the art.” He answered. “The very best that they have if I do say so myself. If they have better medical computers, then they are one of the best kept secrets within the Union.”


Lidene nodded in agreement. “I tend to lean towards the fact they have much better.” He said. 


“Then what is the problem?” Pa'cour asked. “Why can you not be certain?”


“Hadarian Medical Computers are strictly limited Pa'cour.” Nalavi said. “Their medical systems are more advanced than anything we have. Than anyone has really.” Nalavi looked at Yuri. “Except perhaps those who we talked of before Yuri.”

Yuri nodded. “Yes.”

“All of their computer systems are tightly controlled.” Nalavi continued turning back to Pa'cour. “They are also broken into several different categories. The Medical Computer Main System Core that they gave to us is an absolute treasure trove of medical knowledge. Almost anything I could ever want to look up or research pertaining to general medical knowledge is within the Core’s data banks. Every known vaccine, every known cure to every known disease. Even the research needed to produce many of the vaccines where none are available. It would also allow me to develop new treatments and extrapolate existing parameters to better improve any vaccine or serum. It really is amazing. I’m quite shocked Androcles Leonidas allowed us to have one.”

“So if it does all this, why can’t you be certain in your examination of the data?” Pa'cour asked once more.

“It’s not a Genetics Main Computer Core.” Nalavi answered. “As I said… the Hadarians break up their computer core systems into several different fields of study. Most of their senior researchers and medical personnel have access to the other systems on a very regular basis, but they are almost never combined into one single Medical Core Database System. I dare say that there are perhaps only five or six of these unique Combined Core Systems anywhere within Union space. Hadarians Healers who even have the access to such a Combined Core System would be miniscule. Queen Anja most certainly would, she is without question, the foremost medical mind within the Union and probably most of the known universe. She alone developed the formula for the cloned blood that we all use as well as countless treatments for diseases and afflictions that were incurable before she came to the Union. She is much like her father and mother. Since she has been Queen, the population of the Union has become healthier and more fit. She thinks in a very unorthodox manner and this has allowed her to cure and eradicate three diseases common to the Folcani and the Algolians as I said. Diseases that they have been trying to cure for centuries. She is like a Norbolian Bore Mite. When she sinks her wolf teeth into something she will not let go.”

Yuri chuckled softly. “I would not refer to her as a Norbolian Bore Mite in her presence Nalavi.” She said. “She might take offense.”

 “You know what I mean.” He said with a smile. “As for others, most definitely her sister Sivana. From what I understand she is becoming the foremost expert on Mutagenic Compound Mixture. I would guess her daughter Eliani as well. Again… if my information is accurate and their Netnews Channels are to be believed, she has very quickly become the finest Trauma Care Healer within the Union ranks. The Hadarian Divine One certainly. Very few would have any access beyond that though I think. The Hadarians specifically and the Union as a whole frown heavily on genetic manipulation in a very dark way. If you are caught using any sort of genetic alterations in your research you are arrested and tried very quickly. You all know of course what happened to the three men who we had placed in Queen Isabella’s company two decades ago.”

Yuri nodded. “They were tried and executed within three days.” She said.

Nalavi leaned forward at the table. “Justice is nothing if not swift in the Union.”

“And final.” Pa'cour said.

“Don’t the Kavalians now have access to these same medical systems and computers Nalavi?” Lidene asked.

Nalavi shook his head. “Doubtful. All of the Combined Core Systems were under the strict control of the military and Hadarian Senior Science Division. The Union military removed however many they had on Hadaria when the Kavalians came, and the members of the Senior Hadarian Science Division were all staunch supporters of Anja and they destroyed the two they had on the planet before evacuating with almost their entire staff to Apo Prime and Earth.”

“How do you know all this Nalavi?” Yuri asked him surprised at the information he was offering to them.

Nalavi chuckled. “I’m a doctor Yuri. Physicians the universe over, no matter their species or gender, will share information from time to time. I have a few contacts within the Hadarian establishment. I’ve only spoken to one since the Kavalians took over, she was able to make it to Earth with about two dozen others, but I did maintain contact with many of them through the years. Discretely of course. I didn’t want to be executed as a traitor you know.”

“Couldn’t they build more of these combined systems Nalavi?” Pa'cour asked.

Nalavi shook his head. “The construction of those systems was limited to one company on Apo Prime. Unless that fanatical bitch Buonau has one hidden away somewhere, which I doubt, then the only remaining Combined Core Systems are in Union hands. As are all the MSGC Systems for obvious reasons. So I am limited in how accurate I am, or how detailed I can be after examining the data.” 

“Isn’t what they… what you did for me the same thing grandfather? ” Onera asked from her chair beside Nameia. “Genetic modification?”
Nalavi looked at her and shook his head. She had taken to calling him grandfather and while Nalavi had tried to discourage this at first, it rapidly grew on him and made him closer to Onera in many ways. Finally he determined that if he could not see his own grandchildren, then he could dote over Onera. Yuri and Pa'cour saw no issue with it and they even encouraged it.

“We did not alter your genetic structure child.” He replied. “All we did is accelerate your birth so that you arrived before your mother’s womb could no longer provide for you. Using her talents with this Etheric ability that everyone is now calling it, she was able to shield your mind and basically allow it to grow at the same rate as your body. She fed you hers and your father’s knowledge and wisdom through your link so that it corresponded to the age of your body at the time. There was no genetic tampering done.” He turned back to Pa'cour. “That is why I cannot be fully certain. I am also a general physician and not a genetic researcher as I said Pa'cour. Even if I had the right equipment I would still say what I do now. I am reasonably certain of my findings, but not one hundred percent.”

“I trust yours and Lidene’s guesses more than most people’s facts Nalavi.” Yuri stated. “I still don’t understand how she was able to hide this from me.”
“Something tells me she hid this from quite a few people.” Nalavi said. “Now, the better question is, what do we do about it?”
Yuri looked at Lidene. “Lidene… were you able to decrypt any other information from my mother’s files? Anything that could help us?”

Lidene shook his head. “Aside from several different locations used for research on the clone project… nothing so far Princess. There are still quite a few data files I have yet to try and access… but so far nothing. I can work around the decryption and eventually break it… but it will take time.”

“We can leave Lidene to his decrypting Yuri…” Pa'cour spoke. “But we need to decide what to do about what we already know.”

“We do not even know if these clones are living father.” Onera said. “And if they are… we have no way of knowing if they are actually in place. Do we?”

Pa'cour met his daughter’s eyes and shook his head slowly. “No we do not.” He replied. “Nalavi?”

“Everything I have seen points to the fact that these clones are as perfect as they come.” He told them. “And when I say perfect, I mean perfect. An exact duplicate in every way. For all intents and purposes, as I told you earlier, they are Lycavorian.”

“How?” Yuri said. 

Nalavi leaned back in his chair. “From what I have been able to determine from the data, it seems all of the experiments on Leonidas’s mother paid off in a large way. She is a pureblood and by all accounts her blood is nearly as pure as her son. That also speaks to the overall purity of Leonidas’s blood as well as his children. Your father and mother must have known all this to go to the lengths that they did in order to have her captured and then keep that clone of her in place for so long so that they could conduct their experiments. It was no small feat to keep transferring scent glands from the real Gorgo to the clone so that no one caught on. If your mother knew at all what your father was doing that is.”

Yuri snorted in a very unladylike fashion. “My mother knew.” She hissed softly. “She knew exactly what my father was doing all of the time. She probably is the one who gave him most of his directives.”

“Yes… well, these clones were not fast grown Yuri. According to the data it took six years to fully grow them and another three to insure their mental capabilities were in accordance with what your mother wanted.” Nalavi said.
“And what did she want?” Yuri asked.

“For lack of a better description, these three clones are essentially identical twins to the real persons they were cloned from.” Nalavi said. “The memory engrams were painstakingly allowed to grow from the moment of conception according to the data. Depending on when the actual cells were taken from the host and then nurtured, these clones would have all of the same memories of the original host up until that point.”

“Like the clone of Anja on Hadaria?” Yuri asked. 

Nalavi nodded his head. “I believe she was the last stage of successful early clones based on the information obtained from Leonidas’s mother. Remember… the Kavalians had her for several years before actually using her on Hadaria. And the facility they took her from is listed as an active one among your mother’s files. At least it was until it was completely destroyed by that volcano going active.”

Yuri chortled in humor. “That was no volcano.” She said. “I would bet you anything that it was Martin Leonidas’s people. It would explain in part how they were able to successfully play that he was dead. I would hazard a guess and say they had a failed clone of him that my mother tried to make and kept for some vile reason. More than likely that is how it was so believable in the beginning.”

“Well… after looking at the data we have unlocked, I think the clone of Anja was the final link if you will. The final successful piece in the link anyway. Once she was complete they moved on to the final stage. That was the three we see in the report.” Nalavi said. “I understand that this clone of Anja is now considered a sister by the Queen and her twin Sivana?”
Yuri nodded her head. “Yes.” She said. “That was all over their Netnews for a few days. It’s not surprising, the Lycavorians as a whole are far more accepting of unorthodox situations. And no matter her temper and harsh nature at times, Anja is very compassionate.” Yuri looked around the table. “If the data is accurate… my mother would have had to place them within the last three years.”

Lidene nodded. “If she was able to place them at all.” He said. “Princess… these names... I realize I have no real knowledge in such things, but these are not men and women that are unknown. Even I know that.”
Yuri nodded her head. “And while this may not be your area of expertise Lidene, you bring a different perspective to all of this. Just as Nalavi does. One not tainted by the knowledge that Pa'cour and I have used to make such decisions in the past. We must think and act quite differently now.”

“So you believe she was able to place them Yuri?” Nalavi asked.

Yuri shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered softly. “It appears there are many things that my mother was involved in and did not include me. She and Moran wanted to be sure Xaxon could brain fuck me and not be disturbed.”

“Mother!” Onera gasped out but with a huge smile on her face. She rarely heard her mother swear and it was incredibly humorous to listen to.

Yuri smiled at her and sat forward in her chair. That she could now joke about it in a sense told Yuri she had come full circle. It told her that this new life she was leading had given her Pa'cour and their daughter and all the healing she would need. She glanced at Pa'cour who only gazed at her with loving eyes while remaining silent. “My apologies.” She told them.
“Don’t apologize!” Nalavi spoke. “I thought it was funny as all hell.”

This broke the ice among them and even Nameia found she was laughing softly. The last few days had been very interesting indeed to say the least. She had certainly never expected to be so drawn to Yuri. They had hardly been apart when she was not with Pa'cour or her daughter, and they talked of many things that Nameia had been surprised about Yuri being willing to share with her. She found Yuri to be extremely intelligent and very passionate about helping her sister from behind the scenes. She was dedicated to trying to make amends for all the sins she had committed through the years while under Xaxon’s influence. Some of those same decisions Nameia knew, they were decisions that Yuri would have made regardless, but there were many decisions that went against her nature completely and this is what made her very unpredictable in the eyes of those who followed her. Unpredictable and very dangerous. Now however, now Yuri was committed to her daughter, to her husband and to seeing that the High Coven climbed out of the darkness her parents had driven it to. She loved her younger sister Nameia knew, and she would insure that her sister succeeded. Yuri also longed for the day that she could try to make amends with her daughters. Lucia and Carisia no doubt hated her to the extreme, but even this knowledge did not deter her from one day trying to show them that she had indeed altered the path of her life.
Yuri shook her head with a slight smile. “The bottom line is that we don’t know for sure.” She said. “And that is something that we need to discover. Before I take this information to Martin Leonidas.”

“Whoa!” Nalavi declared as he leaned forward. “Take it to Martin Leonidas? Yuri my girl… have you lost all your wits? Martin Leonidas would just as soon skin you as meet with you. What are you thinking?”

“Given the names that are on this list what do you suggest I do?” Yuri said. “If I give this information to Androcles what do you think will happen after what he has done for the High Coven? He takes after his mother in that he is as equally unforgiving as he is compassionate. This would be a betrayal of the highest order in his eyes, even though Narice knows nothing of it.”
Nalavi and Pa'cour nodded in agreement after a long moment. “On that we tend to agree.” Nalavi said grudgingly. “You think Martin Leonidas will react any different?”

Yuri nodded. “Yes.” She answered. “Especially if it comes directly from me. He is much more methodic in his thinking. Less prone to emotional outbursts and reactions.”
“Seems like what he did on Enurrua was quite emotional.” Nalavi said.

“That the King is not as connected to the High Coven as Androcles is would be a better way to explain it Nalavi.” Pa'cour said calmly. “His son has intertwined our fates. He has done so because he has faith in what our people want and desire. Martin Leonidas has no such belief or faith.” 

“And that is good?” Lidene asked.

Yuri nodded. “Yes… because he will look at what I show him objectively and not feel like we have betrayed him. Not to mention…” Yuri paused for a moment and looked at Lidene. “I believe only Martin will have the fortitude to do what might be needed.”

“You mean kill them?” Nalavi said.

Yuri nodded. “Yes.” She answered softly.

“Is he capable of this Yuri?” Nalavi asked. “I mean… he…?”

Yuri nodded her head. “Yes.” She said confidently. “He will not tolerate any perceived threat to the Union Nalavi. From within or without. He may weep while giving the order, but make no mistake, he would not hesitate to give that order. That is what has separated him from my mother and father as a leader. He will regret his decision, he will agonize over his decision, but he will make that decision in the end. And he will do what they failed to do so many times in the past. He will learn from that decision and such a threat would no longer be a viable option for his enemies to use going into the future.”

“You speak as if you admire him mother.” Onera spoke.

Yuri nodded. “Not admire… not in the sense that you suspect. I respect him daughter.” She answered. “Something that I can freely admit now. I respect him for who he is and what he has done against all the odds. He continues what his grandfather and father began, and he does so in a way that leaves no doubt as to his goals or intent. He does not mince words and he will treat you with the same respect or the same contempt as you treat him. He does not wish to force his will on others, but if you try to force your son him he will hit back. Harder and faster than you think he can. Do not in any way let the outward appearance of an overbearing brute that he projects fool you Onera. That is the furthest thing from the truth and many have felt the pain of their misconceptions through the years. Martin is perhaps the single most cunning and vicious man I have ever known. As well as the finest military tactician that lives today… anywhere. And his son ranks right behind him.”
Pa'cour nodded his head. “Your mother speaks wisely Onera.” He said. “It has already been shown by his son that the High Coven and the Lycavorian Union were never meant to be enemies. You have seen the reports of the High Coven News channels about the events of those days.” He spoke to her. “Androcles Leonidas showed the people of the High Coven and those of Akruxian blood what could have been thousands of years ago had not Veldruk and Aikiro been in command. This world would be very different now had the course of events been allowed to proceed naturally.”
Yuri looked at her Immortal husband and smiled at his grasp of history and his keen intelligence on the situation. She felt a flush of desire course through her because of this and she quickly pushed it down. She would surrender to those feelings later.

“All of that is very nice.” Nalavi said. “It still does not explain why it needs to be you that presents this to him Yuri. The man simply does not like you.”

Yuri nodded. “And that is precisely why it needs to be me.” She stated. “After all that has happened, if it is me that brings this to him, he will know that it is truthful and accurate.”

“He could very well just kill you Princess.” Lidene said. 

Yuri shook her head this time. “No. That is not something he will do.” She told them. “All of you must understand, Androcles is the conduit to his father and he to Androcles. They think so much alike it is truly frightening at times. Martin will not infringe upon what his son has done. He may not have agreed with it, he may not have done it himself, but it is done. He will not do something that makes either of us weaker now.”
“Are you so sure that includes your well being?” Nalavi asked.

Yuri nodded her head once more. “Yes.”

“How can you be certain?” Lidene asked.

“Androcles trusts me.” Yuri said confidently. “I saw it in his eyes before we left his ship. He looked into my soul that day, beyond all the darkness that Xaxon had created in me. He looked and he saw me. Why do you think he has not moved against us here my friends? If he did not agree with us or he thought we were in any way hindering what Narice is doing, do you honestly believe he would allow us to exist?”

“He would stamp us from the universe in the amount of time it would take him to blink.” Pa'cour echoed. “Yuri is right. The father will not go against the son, and the son will not go against the father. They are too much alike. That is why Martin Leonidas will believe what Yuri shows him.”

Nalavi shook his head. “I’m not even going to try and debate your reasoning behind that.” He said. “I think it is totally insane… but insane has gotten us to this point I suppose.”

“Is that why you are sending me to them mother?” Onera asked.
Yuri looked at her. “Onera my child, I am not sending you to them. We talked of this. I cannot teach you what you need to learn Onera. I certainly do not want to send you away from me. From your father. I have… I have failed at being a mother before and I swore when I held you in my arms those first minutes that I would not do so again.”

“Yuri that…” Pa'cour began to speak.

“Is the truth my Blessed Husband.” Yuri said looking at him with love in her dark eyes. “I will not deny it… nor does it affect me now. I have moved past that my love.” 

Onera couldn’t meet her eyes and she looked down at the table shyly. “I’m sorry mother. I should not have said that.”

“Do not be sorry daughter.” Yuri said quickly. “You are so very beautiful Onera. And very different. The skills within you need to be harnessed and controlled or you could very well hurt yourself as well as others. That is not something I could ever overcome should it happen. Androcles and his father, his brothers and those like them, they can give you the balance and guidance to allow you to control and focus your skill. You do not have their expertise or their capabilities, but they are the only ones who have the knowledge that will help you to use your abilities. Once you have learned from them all that you can, I will no longer worry for you or what could happen.”

Onera met her eyes and smiled at her mother. “I will make you and father proud of me.” She said.

“We are already proud of you.” Yuri told her. “And we love you even more.”

“That we do.” Pa'cour said.

“You are contacting him in a few hours yes?” Nalavi asked.

Yuri nodded. “Yes.” She answered. “I will tell him then that I need to speak directly with his father.”

“And if he demands to know what about?” Lidene asked.

“He won’t.” Yuri said. “In the meantime I need Lidene to keep his people working on our projects but I need you to focus on my mother’s files Lidene. We need to discover if she was able to place these clones. And if not… then we need to know where they are hiding or being kept.”

Nalavi looked at her. “Why?” He asked. 

Yuri met his gaze. “If they exist and have not been placed within the Union then I intend to find them and destroy them Nalavi. They cannot be allowed to continue to survive and turn into a potential bomb between the Union and High Coven.”
“Is that really necessary Yuri?” Nalavi asked.
Yuri nodded slowly. “Yes. I’m afraid so. There is really no other option that I can see.”

“This is something that we need to make Narice aware of.” Pa'cour stated. “Perhaps not all of the details… but she needs to know.”

Yuri nodded again. “I know. I do not think she will even entertain the thought of seeing me let alone believe me husband. Not yet.”

“I could go.” Pa'cour said.

Nalavi shook his head. “That is almost the same as Yuri herself going.” He stated. “You will not be believed and they will think we have done this and not Yuri’s mother.”

“I can go.” Nameia said softly from her chair.

Yuri’s eyes cut to her instantly. “Nameia?” She asked.

“I can go.” Nameia said again. “I would be the last person they would suspect as bringing a message from you Yuri.”

“Nameia… I cannot ask that of you.” Yuri said shaking her head.

“I would like to help.” She spoke quickly. “And this is something I can do.”

“Why?” Yuri asked her.

Nameia smiled. “You saved my life. Helping you is the least I can do.” She said.
“You don’t owe us anything for doing that Nameia.” Pa'cour stated. 

“Perhaps not… but I feel I do.” Nameia told him. She turned her eyes back to Yuri. “I have nothing to return to and I want to help. Assisting you in what you are trying to do is an honorable goal I believe.”

Nalavi nodded her head. “She does have a point Yuri.” He said. 

“Admiral Riall’s fleets will have begun rotating into and around Uzu Ozeib 7 space my wife.” Pa'cour told her. “By now there would be hundreds of elves going to and from the planet. My people can put her in contact with Cha’talla’s men guarding Narice. They can get her in safely to see her.”

Yuri looked at Nameia. “Nameia are you certain?”

Nameia nodded her head quickly. “I have never seen your homeworld. And after being here among you I do not fear being among Immortals any longer.”

Yuri looked at her husband. “How soon can you get her in husband?” She asked.

Pa'cour shrugged his shoulders. “I can set it up within two days. Narice is returning from Earth in three days. The day after she gets back it can be arranged.”

Yuri nodded finally. She really did not want to put Nameia in harm’s way, it felt wrong somehow, but then no Kavalian ship would ever penetrate the combined Coven and Union defensive ring of her homeworld now. Riall and Pontal had secured Uzu Ozeib 7 nearly as well as Apo Prime and slowly but surely they were doing the same to all the systems they had secured in the initial counterattack several weeks ago. Yuri looked at Nameia and saw her light blue eyes watching her carefully. She shuddered inwardly at the gaze of those eyes and nodded her head slowly. “Thank you Nameia.” She said softly.

“I owe my life and my sanity to you.” Nameia said softly, her eyes never leaving Yuri’s dark orbs. “It is the least I can do.”
Yuri looked at her husband. “We must find body armor that fits her from the stores here on the station husband. It must fit perfectly. And a sidearm that our Weapon’s Master can adjust and balance for her.”

Pa'cour nodded. “I will see to it.”

“Nalavi… I will need you to put together a detailed report that will explain to Narice what is happening and what we are doing. Leaving out the names of the clones of course. She and Androcles are close now thanks to her marriage to Arrarn Leonidas and she would not keep that information from him if she knew.”

Nalavi nodded. “I can have it ready in a day. Very watered down so to speak.”

Yuri looked at Lidene. “Lidene… you will continue with my mother’s files and once I speak to Androcles I will come to your lab and assist you as much as I can. We must decrypt as many of those files as we are able and do so quickly. We can not allow this to spiral out of our control.” She looked lastly at her daughter. “Onera… you must prepare yourself to leave.”

“You seem so sure that he will accept me mother.” Onera said. 

Yuri nodded. “However it came to be, I have passed this Pralor gene to you Onera. It is in a dormant state within us, but even dormant it apparently allows us to do what we can. If he will allow it I will be tested when we meet with him just to be sure. It is the reason that Xaxon tried to control me, and why my mother allowed him to do it. It has to be.” She said. “When it is then combined with the dominant traits in your father’s blood child, you are far more than you know. The only way to insure you can master what this gene can allow you to do, even in its dormant state, is to learn how to master it from those who have it in an active state. If you have this gene as I believe, he will not turn you away. And you must go into this with an open mind Onera. No arrogance in what skills you already have daughter.”

“Your mother is correct again daughter. Androcles Leonidas is well known among his people for having an even fouler disposition towards those who think they are more than they are.” Pa'cour echoed Yuri’s words. “You are as deadly as any I have ever trained daughter, but you are still young and among Androcles and those like him, you will be but a child when it comes to skills. Take what they can teach you, master it, and always respect them. For they will respect you.”

Onera nodded her head. “As you and mother have taught me father.” She said softly. “I will not dishonor either of you.”

Yuri nodded. “Then let us get to work. There is much to do.”   
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It happened far faster than Serale’s untrained eye could follow. One moment she was standing beside Kalis and the next he was half way across the room, lifting his arms to defend himself. She blinked several times wondering just how he had managed to do that, and then she saw the Shi Viska appear in front of him, stopping instantly and three metallic sounds echoed in the small room as three knives impacted the face of the silver shield and clattered to the floor. She heard the dual snarls of what could only be anger and hate and then two bodies moved past her in almost a blur of motion. She watched as the large young man and petite female fell upon Kalis with undisguised emotion and it was then that she realized that Kalis had seen the look in their eyes the moment they saw him and he intentionally moved away from Serale in order to protect her. 


Fedor recognized instantly that his MedwanGai’s Shi Viska had imposed itself between Kalis and the three knives he had thrown. Those three knives, had they struck Kalis, would have been instantly fatal. All three had been unerringly aimed at his neck and face and would have done massive damage had they struck. Fedor didn’t pause as those knives clattered to the floor and he continued towards Kalis with rage filling his veins. He could feel his twin sister Eirene’s equally intense hate and anger flowing from her as they attacked. Using her small size Eirene went low, dropping into a crouch and spinning around while sweeping her leg out to take Kalis’s legs from under him. This would have allowed Fedor to hit him while he was falling and they would have had the upper hand immediately.  


Two things happened.

Eirene’s foot connected with the back of Kalis’s leg right where she had aimed, but she had failed to take into account that Kalis had positioned his body in preparation for her attack the moment he detected her dropping low to the floor. In her rage Eirene did not hit him with an accurate strike and pain shot up her leg and foot as her strike connected with the solid muscle of Kalis’s calf and not the back of his knee as she had intended. Her forward momentum stopped instantly and she dropped to her ass on the floor as her strike only served to stagger Kalis slightly. He was much thicker and stronger than he appeared Eirene took note even as her eyes move up and she saw her brother about to land upon his upper body. It was the second thing that happen, or didn’t happen she took note.


Fedor’s body was caught in the shimmering light blue Etheric hold and Eirene’s head turned to see her MedwanGai holding out his right hand as his Shi Viska returned to his left arm. He was holding Fedor within the grips of his Etheric power and Eirene knew there was no way he would break that hold. She scrambled to her feet just as her mother descended upon her and grabbed her arms before she could close and attack.


“Enough!” Martin’s voice boomed in the confines of the small room. 

“Let me go father!” Fedor barked twisting his head around to glare at Martin. “Let me go so I can tear out his eyes!”


Eirene was trying to break free of her mother’s grasp unsuccessfully as well, For'mya’s grip much to strong and far more experienced. “Mother… we… let me go! It is him! He is the one who…!”


“Eirene stop!” For'mya snapped.


“I SAID ENOUGH!” Martin’s voice was much more focused and powerful this time and within the limitations of the room it echoed like a gunshot.


Fedor and Eirene were immediately cowed as neither of them had heard the power of their MedwanGai’s voice directed at them before. Their eyes were wide as he moved further into the room, not releasing Fedor from within his Etheric grasp, his yellow/gold wolf eyes glaring angrily at them and his wolf fangs fully protruding. Not once since they had been born and in the weeks that followed had Martin or their mothers ever been seriously angry with them. Even For'mya, as mild mannered as she normally was, could not hide her anger now. Her dark brown eyes had changed to her wolf nature and her fangs were also fully extended as she gripped Eirene’s arms tightly. 

“Have the two of you fully lost control of your senses!” For'mya barked angrily. “This is not how we have raised you! And it is certainly not how your brother envisioned you would use what he taught you!”


“Mother he…” Eirene began to protest.


“Silence!” For'mya snarled snapping her fangs together with such ferocity they clicked loudly and caused Eirene's eyes to drop in shame.


Martin guided Fedor’s still suspended body over beside his sister, his yellow/gold eyes glaring at him in anger. Fedor could not meet his gaze and gazed at the floor. Martin released him from with the grip of the Etheric hold and Fedor dropped to his feet beside his sister.


“This behavior is unacceptable!” For'mya barked at them.


“Mother that is…!” Fedor began to protest.


For'mya then did something she had only ever done twice since Martin had turned her. She allowed the female Alpha wolf and mother within her act out. She had done this once to Androcles and once to Arrarn as they were growing. She slapped Fedor hard across his cheek, holding nothing back in either strength or anger. She let the wolf within her respond and it was a stinging pop that served the purpose she intended it to. The wolf within Fedor was instantly shamed and he looked away as he held his cheek where his mother’s hand had struck.

“I know exactly who he is!” For'mya snarled at them. “Tell me… at what point did your brother teach you through your bond with him to attack innocents! When did Androcles ever instruct you to dismiss innocent lives! I’ll tell you when… never! It is not something he would ever teach you and it is something we would never teach you!”


“Innocents?” Eirene gasped. “Mother he…” Her eyes shifted to where Kalis stood and they grew ever wider when she saw Serale step up to him and press her body close to his. Her hands went to her mouth in horror. “Carians!” She gasped loudly.


Fedor was unable to speak because of the shame he felt. He had launched his knives without even considering the female that had been standing beside Kalis. All his anger could focus on was Kalis and had he not stepped away from Serale in that split second, one of those knives could very well have ended her life.


“Did either of you stop to consider why he would be standing in this room?” For'mya asked them her voice still filled with anger. “Why he would be on our ship? Why your father and I would bring you here! Did you even consider these things before you acted so stupidly?”

Martin stood silently behind For'mya, his yellow/gold eyes boring into Fedor and Eirene as he allowed her to take the lead on this. His arms were crossed over his chest and he could not help but feel pride at For'mya’s actions. Everyone considered For'mya to be the picture of calm and serene peace. In most cases she was, but there were times when something or someone caused her to lose control of that serenity and the female wolf within her came roaring out. It was very frightening to see to be honest, and it made Martin’s desire for her spike even more than it was normally. For'mya could instantly feel Aricia and Anja and then Dysea pulsing her with their love and support and agreement at her reaction. It was followed quickly by Cirith’s Etheric outpouring of support and then Isabella’s. Since Cirith could not pulse For'mya with her wolf aura as she was on the Kavalian ship with Muton and Isabella, she joined her Etheric power to Isabella’s and that is how they responded to what she was doing. Martin could easily feel this outpouring of love and support for For'mya from his other Queens. He could not ever recall a time in the last twenty plus years where the five of them had disagreed on how they raised their children. When they spoke, it was with five voices, and everyone knew that. While Cirith had not joined them until last year, it appeared she was in complete agreement as well, and her voice was equally heard and acted upon.

“I know full well what your brother would have taught you!” For'mya continued. “It is the same thing that he has taught all of his siblings for he loves them so! I also know this is not something he would have thought appropriate in any way! This is not something you learned from your father or your Uncle Danny either! You let you anger override your mind! You saw within Andro’s memories what Kalis did and you reacted without thinking! You did not stop to think about how or why he was here now! And I know this is something all of them would have taught you! Tell me I am wrong?” She growled. “One of you had better answer me or I will turn you both over my knee and tan your asses red no matter how old you are!”

“We… I did not think.” Fedor hissed softly. “I… my emotion pulled Eirene along with me and…”

“No you didn’t!” Eirene countered. “I felt the same thing Fedor! You don’t have to take all of the blame. We acted together and…”

Kalis looked at Martin. “Uncle… perhaps I should leave.” He said calmly. “Perhaps this was not the best… the best time to do this. No matter how much I wanted it.”
Martin held up his hand. “No.” He said. 

For'mya turned and looked at Kalis. “This is not your fault Kalis.” She said warmly. “You only wanted to see your brother and sister.”

“I also do not wish to be the cause of more angry emotions Tenna.” Kalis said gently. He saw both Fedor and Eirene’s eyes go a little wider when he said that. “I know what my history and actions have wrought and I know those actions are not easily forgotten or forgiven. Serale and I will join her mother and Nedoli in the Med Bay and take our exams. If they… I have no intention of going anywhere uncle, and if at some point in the future my brother and sister wish to learn of me, I would be most happy to tell them of the path I now follow.”

Martin nodded after a long moment and stepped out of the way as Kalis led Serale past him and into the corridor. [Mandri?] Martin spoke to his back.

Kalis stopped and turned to meet his eyes. [I knew this would not be easy when I first started down this road Uncle. Are you not the one who told Andro that the road to what you truly desire is never easy or painless?]
Martin smiled. [He told you that in your lessons did he?]
[He quoted you often Uncle.] Kalis answered. [I was fully committed the moment Serale came into my life Uncle. I have no intentions of faltering now.]
[Good.] Martin said. [They are young Kalis. They will come around. Just give them time.]

Kalis nodded. [Time is something I have a lot of now Uncle. Thanks to you.] He said.

Martin smiled as Kalis continued down the corridor holding Serale’s hand and after a moment he turned and looked at Fedor and Eirene. For'mya was still staring at them and she shook her head slowly.
“I understand the need you both feel to protect me.” For'mya spoke now, her voice more subdued but still upset. “However… it is not something you need to do. I have your father for that if I need protecting, and your other mothers. Kalis… Kalis has done something wonderful. He was shown a path different from the one he was walking and he willingly chose to walk that path. He left behind all he was when he embraced the blood within him.”

“How do you know that mother?” Fedor spoke. “How do you know this is not all some game he is playing? He attacked Andro when…”

For'mya held up her hand silencing his words. “I know exactly what Kalis has done in the past.” She hissed out the words. “I also know that Kalis died weeks ago. He is not the same young man anymore my son.”

“A leopard may change the color of his spots mother… but he never loses them.” Fedor snapped. “I don’t trust him!”
For'mya sighed heavily and turned to look at Martin. “Martin?” She asked.
“They are grown and they are entitled to their opinion Kinsoaurgai.” Martin said. “They have taken mates; they have developed their own lives now. If they chose to lose the unique opportunity to know their brother then that is their decision. A stupid decision, but their decision nonetheless.”

“He is not our brother!” Fedor snapped more forcefully.

Martin stepped forward. “Yes… he is your brother.” Martin spoke evenly. “The same pure blood that flows through him flows through you. It flows through me. It flows through your brother Andro and all of your siblings. Are they not your siblings?”

“MedwanGai… that is different!” Eirene protested.

“Why is it different Fenneennum?” Martin asked. “There are many things in this universe that we do not understand nor can we explain. Your mothers and I have lived for decades not fearing the unknown. You both know this. It is practically the motto for our family. The passion in your blood right now however, it is keeping you from living that rule. And it makes you less than who you are.” Martin took For'mya’s hand in his. “When you learn to control that passion in your blood, the passion that makes you blind right now, then you will see what I mean. I wouldn’t wait too long though. He is your brother and part of the reason he started down this road was so that he could know the two of you. Learn of you and protect you and finally know what he has been denied all of his life. The feeling of family. When all is said and done, he is no different than the two of you. He was never a son to my brother… only a tool. Just as the two of you were meant to be. And while I now claim you with my heart and love as my children, Kalis never had that. What you and your sister, what many of us take for granted, he has never had the chance to experience. Don’t wait too long or you just may lose the opportunity to know him at all. And that… that more than anything would be the crime.”

Martin turned and began walking out of the room, For'mya holding tightly to his hand as they left. They left Fedor and Eirene standing in the briefing room feeling very alone and very confused for the first time in their short lives.
They had no idea what had just happened, nor how things had gotten out of hand so quickly. They also had never felt the full weight of their mother’s anger directed at them and without a doubt, it frightened them.

EARTH
SPARTA

CRANAE ISLAND


“…pretty good idea who the leak is.” Jomann spoke as he and Andro moved slowly along the corridor of the Command Wing of his villa. Durcunusaan men and women moved about this wing freely as it was their barracks and the Secondary Command Center for all Union forces within the hundreds of fleets and ground units. They were privy to everything that happened in these units, dozens of technicians monitoring it all and taking reports from the main Command Center under Sparta.


It was only in the last years since the end of the Evolli War that the Command Center under Sparta had been completed to Riall’s precise specifications. While the Command Center on Apo Prime was still very active, all functions were routed through the main base under Sparta. He had known for some time of Martin’s affinity for Sparta, as well as his Queens. As Andro grew and he began to spend more time here than on Apo Prime, Riall knew that Sparta would become the heart of their Union. With the blessing of the Senate and Defense Committee the construction of the main facility under Sparta had begun. When Andro had bought this villa Riall had seen the ability to insure cohesion was never lost and he developed the plans with Ben to establish a Secondary Command Center here on the island. Since the attacks on Andro and the others by the OSG, Riall had ordered that option instituted and now this entire wing of the villa was a heavily fortified and defended Command facility. With the added knowledge of what had transpired over the last weeks and months against the Royal family, getting close to Cranae Island was now next to impossible. Andro’s insistence that whatever was done not impede on the beauty or natural landscape of the island actually made it that much harder to now breach the island’s defenses. That was something that Riall and Vengal failed to tell Andro and it gave them much peace of mind.


“So soon?” Andro asked him as he took the pad.


Jomann nodded. “You know the General better than I Andro.” He answered. “Vengal has all non-combat units within the Durcunusaan working on this. He is tenacious and once he determined that the leaks were coming from within the Durcunusaan he has not rested.”


Andro read the name on the pad and came to a halt in the center of the corridor. He looked up at Jomann with stunned eyes. “This… this is accurate?” He asked.


Jomann nodded his head. “Yes. With Marci’s help we were able to do a very fast and very thorough investigation into him. His career is solid but uneventful. He is very loyal Andro, a solid Durcunusaan Scout Leader.”


“Then why would he leak such things?” Andro asked.


Jomann reached up and touched the pad, changing the screen. “This is why?”


Andro’s azure eyes grew even wider and he looked up after reading the short passage. “You have got to be kidding me!”


Jomann nodded. “The General and I were skeptical at first as well but all the information we have gathered points to this. Up until now, nothing he has told them was discovered in a way that could be tied back to him. It was almost as if it happened by chance and he never became suspicious. Now however, now I think he will take notice, especially after Icho’s Netnews Briefing.”

“He is a Beta Wolf.” Andro said looking at the pad.


Jomann nodded his head. “Definitely not front line material, but his skills as a scout are a rare find according to the Drow instructors who taught him.”


“You spoke to them?” Andro asked.


Jomann nodded. “Vengal contacted General Lynwe the moment we discovered it. He spoke to three of them directly and the fourth by holo conference. All of them said basically the same thing. He is a superior tracker, better than many Alphas they have trained. His physical skills are speed and cunning and he uses them to perfection. Extreme endurance and superior conditioning. His career so far has been uneventful because of his posting to a training unit. He asked for a transfer to a combat unit during the war but was denied. His Commander needed him to train those they had. The man told Vengal he did not want to refuse him, but the scouts he was turning out were beyond well trained and he did not want to lose that asset. But in true Sparta fashion, he has never once complained.”

“And it’s unlikely she knew where the information was coming from.” Andro said.


Jomann nodded in agreement. “Doubtful.”


Andro was silent for a moment and then made his decision without hesitating. There might actually be a way to salvage all this. He looked at Jomann. “How many slots remain?” He asked.


“Two.” Jomann replied knowing he meant the positions on their command team. “I have not heard back from Ridor. I understand he is on some sort of extended leave and has been since they returned from the mission on Caliber.”


Andro nodded. “Have Vistr find him. Uncle Isra told me of his actions on that mission and he would be a perfect addition. He’s like us.”


Jomann chuckled. “You mean utterly insane and completely proud of that fact?”


Andro laughed. “Yep.” He said. “Give the last slot to this one.” He said giving the pad back to Jomann. “If his skills are what you say they will be welcome.”


“What about…”


Andro shook his head. “Everything you have found to date suggests he is not aware of the leaks being from him correct?”


Jomann nodded. “Yes.”


“And this other thing… his feelings for…?” Andro started.


“All true.” Jomann said.


“Then perhaps it is time we turned the tables on her.” Andro said. “This could very well be the way.”


Jomann looked at him and smiled. “You are a devious ronnus you know that?” He said with no malice.


Andro laughed. “You know it.”

APO PRIME
WESTERN CONTINENT 

CITY OF MORALI


It was a modest looking but large apartment. A single story structure that overlooked the lake in the distance. It was the first thing his son had purchased when he had graduated from Durcunusaan Training. His way of showing that he could live and support himself. Vistr had been very proud of him and even helped his son to move into the apartment with his brothers. That is how he knew to come here. 

“…must control your temper Vistr.” His mate of over seven thousand years told him.


General Vistr looked into his mate’s dark eyes as they came to the door of the large size apartment. “He is placed on administrative leave and does not tell us Melora?” Vistr barked. “Isra would not have done this without a reason! What could he have done to illicit such a reaction from him. And he would not tell us what he did!”


“Perhaps Isra did not feel it was our business.” Melora said in reply.


“He is my son! And a member of the Durcunusaan!” Vistr snapped. “I have every right to know what my son has done to be placed on administrative leave. And if he will not contact us and tell us… I will find out from him myself!” He turned and stabbed his finger down on the chime to the apartment.


“Are you sure this is wise?” Melora asked.


“Androcles’s Captain has been trying to reach him for three days and he does not respond to the calls.” Vistr spoke. “I want to know why!”

Freedom.


It tasted so wonderful.


Free to do what she wanted. To make her own choices. To live a life of her own making. In the last three months she had done just that. Cvea'Ortel was many things, but stupid was not one of them. The day he had rescued her, taken her from that foul life she had been cursed with, Cvea knew things would be so much different. 
His apartment was beautiful and large, though somewhat sparsely decorated. That was something she had helped him to fix in the many days they had spent shopping in Morali. The city was smaller than most those on Apo Prime, but it was now her home. At first she feared to even walk the streets of the city for dread of what would be said about her and what would happen because of actions that were not hers. What would happen to her because the Kavalian leader had perpetrated his vile acts upon the Royal family? Cvea saw quickly just how beloved the Royal family was within the Union, and she was intelligent enough to know that loyalty and devotion such as that was not easily earned. It was a fear she discovered quickly that was totally unfounded. She didn’t realize it until later, but being with Ridor and his standing as a member of the Durcunusaan, it automatically gave her status as well. And this served to insure the people of Morali gave her a chance. Even before she had become comfortable enough to allow her tail to swing freely, Cvea had felt at home here. Lycavorians, Elves, even the few humans and Limians that called Morali home treated her no differently because she had a tail or she was Kavalian. She was quick to discover the true nature of the welcoming and adaptability of the men and women who called the Union home. She was accepted without question, greeted not with harsh words or dark looks, but smiles and even hugs from the older Lycavorian women within the city. They saw something in her right away and it was the way Ridor fawned over her. They could also smell the same desire for him wafting from her pores. Cvea was now unafraid to enter the city on her own, and had done so on many occasions since coming here. The freedom to walk the streets and peruse the shops and stores was unlike anything she had encountered in her lifetime. Ckaoa and Poysha had been to see her three times since she had decided to stay here. Poysha had questioned her decision to remain with Ridor, but after seeing how giddy she was during their visits, she quickly realized that Cvea was truly happy for the first time in her life. Cvea had latched onto the first true thing she had wanted in her life and now she was so happy she had. Ridor had given her a life unlike any she thought she would ever experience. A life of safety and devotion and above all else, love. 


As Cvea sipped the large mug of coffee, her ears caught the sound of the shower in the bedroom as she stepped onto the balcony of the apartment. Her home. Their home. She wore only one of Ridor’s oversized shirts, her long tail flipping back and forth in a relaxed and confident manner. As her pale blue eyes looked out over the lake in the distance she felt the warmth flood her again as it did every morning for the life she now had. Never had any man treated her with such gallantry and respect. Though the desire for her was so very evident in his ice blue eyes, he had held it in check for so long in order to prove to her that his intentions were honorable in every way. He had not wanted to pressure her after so long enduring what she had suffered with. Little did he know that his desire and his attentions to her helped to speed that recovery even more quickly. To know that she was not looked at in any way as an object of sexual gratification meant more to Cvea than anything else. To know that every male who looked at her now, while they may have considered her attractive, even desired her, they still treated her with the utmost respect. Part of it she knew was because of who Ridor was, but the large part was because of the way their culture and society viewed females. As the days and weeks passed by in a blur, Cvea found it increasingly difficult to deny her supreme attraction to him. Yes he had rescued her, but that fact aside, he was so very handsome and he sometimes fumbled over himself to impress her. He could easily laugh at his own silly actions if they made him look foolish, and the fact he was comfortable enough with himself to do that made him all the more desirable to Cvea. Soon the fact that he had rescued her no longer mattered to her. What mattered was how he treated her and doted over her and pushed her to do whatever it was she wanted to do. He kept telling her that no matter what she decided he would always support and encourage her in the endeavors she chose, no matter what man she decided to spend her life with. When other men began to show interest in her, Cvea instantly began to compare them to him, and that is when she knew he was the one she wanted to spend the rest of her life with.


Their first night together had been awkward at first, Ridor not wanting to do something that caused bad memories to return. It was Cvea telling him that no matter what it was he did, the fact that he still found her attractive was enough. After that, and the many times after, he showed Cvea what it was like to be loved by a man in all the right ways. Oh she cried out in blissful delight for hours on end, gasping his name in rapturous joy as he made her feel things she had no idea she could feel. He had certainly proved to her that passion could be so very pleasant when done with the person you loved. Loving her as he had, it had burned away the timid and fearful young woman, and left in its place a confident and intelligent woman who adored her new husband and mate with all that she was.

Love. A word Cvea never thought she would use, but it was a word she used all of the time now. Ridor had shown her love in its highest form, and he continued to show it to her with every morning that she awoke and every evening when she went to sleep with his powerful arms wrapped around her. Cvea knew that his leaders had given him this time to be with her. They had seen it from the very first moment on that ship. Each time he spoke her name, each time he looked at her, Cvea could not help but feel wanted and loved and desired in the most splendid of ways. These were emotions that she returned a hundred fold. She could not help herself as she memorized every sculpted portion of his powerful body, exploring his flesh in a way she never thought she would do for many man. Yet she did it with passion and yearning, and every moan of delight that escaped his lips from her ministrations caused Cvea to love him even more intensely. Every kiss he gave to her stole her breath away, every caress could cause her to tremble in want, and she craved the way her lithe body conformed to his when she collapsed in his arms, his manhood still buried within her, and his arms pulled her even tighter to him and they fell asleep. Ridor was unafraid to walk the streets with her, holding tightly to her hand, stealing kisses from her even in public where everyone could see. She knew this type of thing to be acceptable in Lycavorian society and while she basked in the attention, she hadn’t realized until just recently that he did it for two very important purposes. She had discovered them from the much older Lycavorian woman who owned the Lycavorian eatery that they went to frequently. The woman had told her Ridor was acting in this way because he was basically telling all the other males that Cvea was his and his alone. Cvea had been delighted at this, and delighted even more in what she had said next.


It is common among our people Cvea child. Legaina had told her. We crave physical interaction, especially with those we love and care for. Ridor does this with you now because you are mated yes, and he adores you child. I’ve known him for years and he dotes over you like no other I have seen. And believe me, there have been no females that have captured his heart as you have. He does it because it is his way of saying to all the other male who see that you belong to him and he to you. There is another reason he does it however.

What more reason could there be? Cvea had asked her with a smile. It fills me with even more desire for him knowing that alone.


He does it also to insure everyone knows you are one of us. That you are a free woman and capable of making your own decisions. Legaina had said. It is something of an honor thing among our males… I never really paid much attention to it. My own mate tried to explain it to me but I never understood. I simply basked in the attention he showed me in front of others. It means you are his life and his future now child. And he will honor and worship you for the rest of your life.        


Anocahs. 

Ridor’s name for her meant even more after Cvea had heard that.

That evening Cvea had shown Ridor just how much she loved him and he had returned the emotion tenfold. What pain and shame she had arrived here with, Ridor had erased it all and restored to her all the dignity she had thought lost. She may have lost her purity to those vile Kavalians who had taken her, but Ridor had returned that purity to her and shown her that she was the most desirable woman in the universe to him. That is all that mattered to her anymore. Her life with Ridor and where it would take them. Her years of enslavement were a memory now. A memory she would keep locked away tightly and never revisit for it had no place in her future. A future she and Ridor would decide together.

The door chime sounding snapped Cvea out of her memories and she turned. Ckaoa and Poysha had come to the small ceremony to acknowledge their union, Ridor promising they would have a much larger celebration, one deserving of who she was, when she was ready to meet the rest of his family. Poysha had promised to return in a week or so and bring with her news of the others and how they were settling in. Cvea set the mug of coffee on the table as she darted inside, her tail twitching excitedly as she moved across the large main room and to the door. She swept her hand over the control panel and was talking even before it opened fully.


“Oh Poysha… I am so happy!” Cvea exclaimed. “Ridor is all I have ever…” Cvea’s eyes flew open when she saw the older man and woman in the archway of their apartment. “Oh… I… forgive me. I… I was expecting someone else.”


Vistr’s eyes narrowed while Melora’s eyes grew wide. She could smell her youngest son within this dazzling young woman’s blood deeply. She was a stunning vision of beauty with pale, sky blue eyes and lush white blond hair. Her skin was perfection, her body fertile and very firm. And then her eyes saw the tail and they grew even wider.

“Obviously!” Vistr spoke rather gruffly. “Where is my son?” He demanded.


Cvea stared at them for a long moment not really knowing what to do. She knew who they were instantly for Ridor had many pictures of his family all over the apartment. She just never thought she would meet them in her current state of dress.

Melora stepped forward quickly when she saw the indecision and real fear in the young woman’s eyes. “Vistr… you will mind your manners.” She hissed at her gruff husband. She looked at Cvea. “We are looking for our son child.” She told Cvea. “Is he here?”


Cvea nodded quickly at the older woman’s polite question. “He is… he is in the…”


Ridor’s voice interrupted her answer. “Anocahs… have you seen where I put…” Ridor looked up as he walked into the main room holding the towel around his waist. He came to an abrupt halt when he saw his parents standing in the doorway of his apartment and Cvea looking at him with despair in her eyes. “Mother! Father!” He gasped as he moved up to the door beside Cvea and slid his arm around her waist quickly. “What… what are you doing here?”


“What are we doing here?” Vistr barked at his son. “What are you doing? You are on administrative leave and did not inform me! The Crown Prince’s Captain has been trying to reach you for two days and you have not responded! What have you done to cause Isra to act in such a way?” 


“The Prince’s Captain?” Ridor questioned confused. “Father… I… I have not checked my messages in days.” Ridor answered his father.


“That is obvious!” Vistr snapped. “Would you care to tell us what is going on?”


Melora remained silent and watched as Ridor moved closer beside the young woman, his arm slipping around her waist protectively. She saw the young woman’s tail curl tightly around his waist and her body almost fold into Ridor’s protective embrace. Melora could smell her son deeply in this woman’s blood, but she could also smell her deeply embedded in his. She looked quickly at Vistr. “Vistr… perhaps we should be more understanding and listen to them.” She stated quickly knowing almost immediately what was going on.


“I will not be more understanding!” Vistr barked. “I wish to know why my son is hidden away in his home with some… some Kavalian female, and not on duty!”


“Vistr!” Melora hissed at him angrily for his words.


Ridor stepped away from Cvea and stared at his father, his eyes changing and his fangs growing to their full length. “I love you father… I love you but I will not allow you to refer to my wife and mate in such a manner!”


Vistr’s eyes grew wide at his son’s reaction and he glanced at the Kavalian female. He looked back to Ridor. “Your mate?” He gasped.


Cvea’s newfound confidence quickly came to the forefront and she stepped forward away from Ridor quickly to grasp Melora’s hands. “Please Milady… there is much… there is much that we have to tell you. Come in please.”


Melora looked at Cvea her eyes wide. Cvea’s hands were warm and inviting and Melora gripped them tightly as her eyes settled on this young Kavalian female. There was wisdom in her very young eyes that she should not have had, but also a new confidence Melora could tell.


“Vistr…” Melora spoke. “We should give our son a chance to explain what is going on.” She spoke never taking her eyes from Cvea’s face.


“I will…”


“We will listen to our son!” Melora snapped at her husband. Vistr looked at her now and saw the determination in her jaw and in her eyes. 

Vistr turned back to Ridor and saw his son had not backed away or allowed his eyes or fangs to return to normal. “Fine.” He snapped. “We will listen.”


“… Knew the moment I picked her up into my arms.” Ridor told his parents as they sat across from one another on the couches. “The mission was successful as you know… and those we rescued needed places to stay in order for them to be better able to acclimate themselves to their new freedom. Colonel Isra and Governor Tarifa were arranging for this before we even returned. I did not…”


Cvea had listened to Ridor retell the story, her eyes never leaving his face and her hands gripping his arm tightly. Melora noticed that her tail had once more wrapped around his waist, the tip resting on his thigh. Even Vistr, one of the two men who had long ago formed and now commanded the Durcunusaan, even he had not heard all of the details of the mission for it was extremely classified even now and he had not been part of it. In truth he had taken a secondary role in commanding the Durcunusaan in order to concentrate on his own Combined Forces Command. Vengal, his dear friend and co-commander of the Durcunusaan had been running the day to day operations for years now. When he realized that his son had taken part in a vital hostage rescue mission on the Kavalian homeworld the pride he felt caused his chest to swell. A covert deep strike into the heart of the enemy homeworld to rescue hostages, a mission that was supremely successful in every way. How could anyone find fault with a resume such as his son could now put forth. Vistr could feel nothing but satisfaction for what his son had done. And it was obvious even to a Lycavorian of his age that his son was deeply in love with the very petite Kavalian female. She was exceptionally beautiful Vistr thought to himself, a true vision of real beauty and his son’s scent wafted from every pore on her body. Her pale blue eyes gazed at his son in the same fashion that Melora’s eyes looked upon him. He felt horrible anger for what had been done to her, but she had shown incredible strength and fortitude in both her actions and her words. This was not a young woman who was simply infatuated with the man who had rescued her; Cvea was a young woman whose very essence spoke of love for his son. Vistr looked at his son as he finished speaking.


“…Not something I intended to keep from you and mother.” Ridor told him finally. “I wanted to insure Cvea was comfortable enough in her new life. I did not… I did not intend for us to feel what we do for each other, it just happened as time passed. I could not deny what my instincts called for me to embrace. Meeting our family is not something small father… you know this. I wanted to protect her.”


Vistr glanced sideways at Melora and saw her nod to him. He had always trusted in his mate’s instincts and feelings and she had never led him astray. Melora then look at her youngest son and his stunning Kavalian mate and wife. “No… meeting our family is not a minor affair.” She agreed. 

“Now you see why I acted as I have.” Ridor said. “I still have a week before I need to return to duty and I have not checked my messages in the entire time father. I devoted all that I was to Cvea.”


Vistr could only nod his own head now. “As well you should have.” He spoke. “I would expect no less from one of my sons.”

Cvea looked at Vistr. “I have… I have never known emotion such as I do now sir.” She spoke softly but with great feeling. “I have never… I have never known love like I do now. I never thought it would be possible.”


“Do you love our son Cvea’Ortel?” Melora asked.


“Mother?” Ridor complained. “That…”


Cvea’s smile was as bright as any sunny day Melora had ever seen. “More and more with each passing day Milady.” She said turning to look at Ridor’s face. 


Melora got to her feet and nodded. “Good.” She held out her hand to Cvea. “Come child, it is time for you to meet the rest of our family. My other sons and their mates should know the young woman who has taken the heart of their brother and holds it so close to her own. Even if it is by holocall. I doubt very much they will be disappointed.”


“Mother you can’t…” Ridor protested even as Cvea stood up and took her hand without fear.


“I think I would like that.” Cvea said with a bright smile.


Melora looked at Ridor. “You need to worry why the Crown Prince’s Captain has been calling you young man!” She spoke sternly. “I will let you and your father handle that while I get to know my newest daughter. We will be fine without you. I think we will contact your brothers and then we will go shopping in the city. What do you think Cvea?”


Cvea looked at Ridor and couldn’t help but chuckle at his expression. This was not the way they had intended for her to meet his parents and then his family, but there was no denying the warmth in his mother’s grip or her smile. And while his father was very gruff, Cvea could tell just from his expression that he was pleased. She turned back to his mother. “I think I would like that very much.”


“So would I.” Melora said. “Come… let’s get you properly dressed before going out. While wearing your mate’s clothes in your own home is quite acceptable… it would not due to be seen in his shirt by others.” Melora looked at her and smiled. “They will begin to talk silly things.”


Cvea laughed softly once more as Melora led her to the bedroom of the apartment. Vistr smiled at his mate’s reaction and looked at his son. Ridor had a stunned expression on his face and his eyes finally fell to his father.


“Father…” Ridor began to ask.


Vistr smiled at him now knowing what his senses and instincts were telling him about her own emotions. “We have waited a long time for you to find a woman boy.” He spoke kindly to his son. “Her devotion and love for you wafts from her scent son. That is what matters.”


“You… you do not care that she is…?”


“Kavalian?” Vistr asked as he stood up. “Every species has their good and bad.” He said. “The largest example of that is our own people my son. I never judge a person by the color of their skin or what their species is. We never have as a people and our King only reinforced that when he returned to us. She is a beautiful jewel Ridor my son… treasure her. Worship her. For if you do not… you will answer to me and to your brothers.”

Ridor got to his feet. “That is my intent father.”


Vistr nodded his head. He looked at his youngest son, a son that he and Melora had never thought to have until the King returned and brought back the instincts of their people to them. He was the youngest of his sons yes, but he was a true Spartan by any definition of the word. He had been born in Sparta, raised most of his life in the city of their King, and he had chosen to become a Durcunusaan from almost the moment he could speak. This is what life was all about. He had no doubts that any child of Ridor and Cvea’s would insure that spirit and commitment going into the future.

“Good… now let us contact Jomann and discover why he has been calling you.” Vistr said. “I am very interested in this as well.”

COMMUNICATIONS CENTER

CRANAE ISLAND


“…Stand by.” The COM officer spoke before turning in her chair, her eyes searching for someone. They settled on the petite form of the blond Durcunusaan Officer who she knew to be Prince Dorian’s Captain. She was also rumored by many to be his Blessed Wife now for those who were wolf could smell her deeply within his blood and vice versa.


“Major Juconi?” She called out.


Sheva looked up and turned her head from the daily reports she had retrieved
 from the previous evening’s shift. She gripped the large mug of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos in her left hand, her second of the morning since Dorian had taken so much of her blood the previous evening during their lovemaking. Of course, Sheva had taken just as much if not more of his delicious blood in the process. 

Sheva Juconi no longer doubted her feelings for Dorian Leonidas in any way. Her eyes had been opened so to speak and now she could not get enough of the young man who had so swept her up in his love and passion. She spent every moment of free time with him, whether it was here on the island or the few times they had gone into Gytheio to shop. She had not even returned to her apartment in days now except to retrieve several different outfits to wear when off duty. She was staying with him in his small suite like room on his brother’s villa and she no longer cared who knew of this. Sheva knew Dorian was looking for his own villa to purchase in the port city of Gytheio and they had looked at several new ones over the course of the last two days between his training with his brother and his new duties as second in command of the new unit Androcles had formed. Each Leonidas child had a huge trust Fund established for them the day they were born. Sheva had been stunned at the wealth Dorian had within the Fund but she realized that his father and mothers had decades to establish them all to that level. She knew for a fact that his mother Aricia had made a fortune off of her recipe of coffee. It was now the most sought after blend of coffee anywhere in the Union. While Sheva preferred black tea, Dorian drank his mother’s coffee constantly. 
While Sheva was already considered a Tier Six Mindvoicer, she had to have been in order to be accepted into the Durcunusaan, she had never really advanced or used these abilities unless she needed too. After the first time she had taken his blood during their lovemaking, Sheva’s mind and power had exploded. She had naturally powerful Mindvoice shields and she had to focus in order to leave them up for she found herself reveling in the sensation of being able to swim within Dorian’s thoughts. He had the combined memories of his father and mother as well as his Bonded Brother Ryner, but in many ways he was still young and playful. This sense about him also served to bring out a playful side in Sheva that she had not known existed, and when she let this side of herself come out with him, she felt genuine warmth and happiness all of the time. She had seen what he was capable of, both with his physical skills and his new abilities within the Etheric realm, and once again Sheva had to admit he was far more powerful than any pureblood vampire she had ever met. Within his thoughts Sheva had seen what he and Ryner had done on Solmar, the precise and lethal actions he had taken, and part of her feared the power within him. That fear also served to draw her to him like a powerful magnet. He would never turn that power on her she knew, but he would use it in an instant to protect those he loved and cared for. And that was her.

Sheva also basked in the attention he showed her. Whenever they were together he was always touching her in some way, whether it be holding her hand or wrapping his arm around her waist in public and pulling her close. In their bed he was utterly attentive and never ceased to explore her body in ways that Sheva had never dreamed. He could leave her shivering in delight just by caressing her skin or letting his warm lips drag across the back of her neck. He was so very inventive in their bed and this caused Sheva to be just as inventive and they had discovered many new things about each other and the pleasure they could have. When she was on duty he treated her with the same respect he did the other Durcunusaan and while their affection for reach other leaked out sometimes, he was always professional and did nothing to embarrass her. Sheva adored him for this because it told her that he respected her position and what she had done to achieve it. In many ways Sheva Juconi had let go of the past and began a life that she desired more than anything.

Sheva moved over to where the young female Lycavorian sat. “Something Chief?” She asked with respect.


The young woman nodded. “I am receiving a coded and encrypted transmission on the Prince’s private COM channel. Audio only right now.” She answered turning to her equipment. “They are asking for him by his official call sign of Spartan 11.”

Sheva perked up right away since very few men and women ever referenced the official call signs of the Royal Family and even fewer outside of the Durcunusaan and the military knew them. “Source?” She asked.

“Unknown Major. It’s being bounced through several different locations in The Wilds and using a very tight sub space transmission beam.” The woman answered. “I can tell you that it is not originating from within The Wilds though.”

“There are very few who have direct access to the Royal family’s private COM channels. Even fewer who have the King or Androcles’s private ones.” Sheva said.

The woman nodded. “I know.”

Sheva nodded to her as she picked up the extra ear receiver from the console. “Accept the transmission. Let’s find out what we can.”

The woman nodded and adjusted her controls. “Channel is open.”

“This is Major Juconi of the Durcunusaan.” Sheva spoke. “I don’t know how you got this COM channel but I will warn you we are tracing the transmission. State your identification and business immediately.”

“You will not be able to trace the transmission Major.” The woman’s voice answered calmly. “However… I am not a threat. I was given this COM channel by Androcles himself and I would like to confer with him please. It is rather important.”

“Who is this?” Sheva demanded next. “The Crown Prince does not just give out his private COM channel to anyone!”

“I would think not.” The woman answered. “My name is Yuri… and I’m quite sure I need not elaborate anymore than that with a member of the Durcunusaan.”

Sheva’s eyes were wide in shock. “No… you do not!” She snarled.

“Androcles gave me this COM channel to use if I needed to.” Yuri spoke. “If you were one of those present on his ship when we met several months ago you would know this. I need to speak with him now.”

“I was there!” Sheva snapped again. “Why do you need to speak with him? For what purpose?”

“I would prefer that remain between him and I.” Yuri answered. “Suffice to say, it is rather important.”

Many things flashed through Sheva’s mind, but her Durcunusaan training took over almost instinctively. “Route this to the secure COM disc in the conference room!” She told the woman. “Full Durcunusaan Security Protocols. Androcles just entered the Wing with Jomann. I will direct him there.”

The woman nodded. “Understood.”

Sheva turned quickly and headed out of the COM Center.


“…is unexpected.” Andro spoke as he looked at the full image of Yuri within the holo transmission. 
 

“I assumed you gave me your private COM channel for a reason Androcles.” Yuri spoke as she moved around in front of the desk in the room where she was. “So that we could speak directly if it was needed?”
“So I did.” Androcles answered as he gazed at her. Her face was even more relaxed than when he saw her on his ship, and it was completely void of the darkness that had been there that day on Earth when he had torn open her throat. She looked extremely fit and even healthier than when he had seen her on his ship. “I assume then, that in order for you to contact me you need something.”
Yuri shook her head and smiled in the transmission and Andro noticed it made her even more beautiful. “You know where we are Androcles. You know what Pa'cour and I have been doing. As well as those who now follow us. It is not something that we expected, but it seems Pa'cour is like his brother, and he inspires others to his cause.”

Andro nodded. “No doubt… but do not discount yourself Yuri.”

Yuri looked at him in the transmission. “Me?”” She said. “I know we would not be here if you did not approve.”

Andro glanced at where Jomann stood to the side and Dorian stood beside Sheva slightly to his left. He looked back to Yuri and smiled as well. “Xaxon did not control your actions and thoughts all of your life Yuri. You accomplished many things without his foul influence that do you credit.”

Yuri rolled her eyes. “Conquering and enslaving others.” She said. “Not exactly the type of history I would like on my resume.”

“Not what you did Yuri.” Andro said. “How you did it. No matter your intent or your methods you got things done. That has to be taken into account. And I do approve of what you are doing now.” He told her. “You can do far more good behind the scenes in support of Narice than I can publicly. You can do the things that Narice cannot.”

“You… you speak with far more wisdom and knowledge than someone your age is known to have Androcles. Much like your father did back then.” Yuri said.

Andro shrugged. “You now know why that is.”

“I do now… yes.” Yuri answered.

“And contrary to what you may think, I have not been watching you.” Androcles said.
Yuri tilted her head to the side. “And why is that?” She asked.

“Because I have faith. Faith that the woman I saw on my ship scratching and clawing and fighting to regain her life and live it the way she wants has fully taken hold.” Andro told her. “She has been… reborn… for lack of a better word at the moment.”
Yuri stepped closer to the transmission. “You… you took a huge risk Androcles.” She said softly. “Believing in me as you did. It is not something others would have done. It is not something your father would have done.”

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “Perhaps I saw something others did not.” He said. “And I am…”

“Yes… I know.” Yuri interrupted him. “You are not your father.” Her eyes shifted for a moment and then returned to him. “How is Carisia? Lucia? Are they…?”

“They are happy.” Andro answered simply. “To say more is not my place.”
Yuri nodded her head. “Good.” She said. “They deserve… they deserve the happiness I denied them. Thank you for that.”

“There is no need to thank me. I have come to learn that destiny will find a way no matter how much we deny or run from it. I do not mean to be impatient or rude Yuri…” Andro said. “However I am very busy. Why have you contacted me?”
Yuri took a deep breath and nodded her head. “I have two requests.” She asked looking at him. “They are important to me and to Pa'cour.”

“I’m listening.” Andro said.

Yuri looked at him. “I’m quite sure you are aware of what your sister Eliani gave to Nalavi. Information from your mother Anja?” She said. “What she undoubtedly detected within me when we last saw each other?”

“Yes.” Andro said. “She has grown.”

Yuri looked at him oddly for a moment and then her dark brown eyes grew a little wider. “You can feel her can’t you?” She gasped aloud. “You can sense her resonance within the Etheric realm can’t you?”

Andro looked at Jomann and Dorian again and then back to Yuri. “Since the day she arrived.” He said. “All of us can if we concentrate.”

Yuri’s eyes grew wider. “Your father?”

Andro shook his head quickly. “He is too far away at the moment. We can feel her. Shiria can feel her because she is a Pralor and she has naturally the skills most of us must cultivate and learn. Dormant the gene may be within her, but she is a bright point within that level of the Etheric realm. Just as you are. Just as my mother and Sadi and others are within that realm.”

“There… there is more than one realm then?” Yuri questioned.

“Let’s just say that my father and I. My brothers and others are on a level above the one where Sadi, my mother and you and others reside. And now your daughter it seems.” Andro told her. “We are still coming to realize the many differences, but it is there.”

“Then what I… what I believe is true?” Yuri questioned. “That is why my mother…”
Andro nodded his head. “Yes. With excruciating detail and work my grandmother Gorgo and Shiria have been able to confirm the existence of at least two hundred Pralors on City Ship 19 who had the Praetorian gene. Possibly many more… but the records are very spotty after so long a time and the logs on SPARTA’S WRATH from that time are not fully complete.”

“The Praetorian gene. That is what you call it? Yuri asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“Then my father was a carrier.” Yuri said softly.

Andro nodded. “That is what Shiria believes. It would be the only real explanation to be honest. He passed the gene to you and...” 

“Your mother Isabella.” Yuri gasped. “That is why your brother…”
“Yes.” Andro said.

Yuri looked at him. “Androcles… it is… it is manifesting itself within Onera. In the same manner that it has manifested itself within your mother Aricia and within Sadi. She is showing signs of being able to do the similar things. Nothing close to what you or your father and brothers can do, but after seeing what your Sadi did in the lounge on that base, it is very easily like that.”

“Interesting… her name is Onera?” Andro said. “That is not a vampire name.”

“It’s an Akruxian Immortal name.” Sheva spoke up now and they all turned to look at her. “From the ancient times. Before the High Coven.” Sheva saw Dorian smile at her very impressed and she failed at hiding her smile back to him.
“Do I know you?” Yuri asked Sheva.

“No!” Sheva responded instantly turning back to Yuri. 

“Well… your Durcunusaan officer is correct.” Yuri said proudly. “It is the given name of Pa'cour’s grandmother. Many of the Akruxian Immortals are reverting back to the old ways of their people. It is fitting I think.”

“What is it you are asking Yuri?” Andro spoke.

“I need… Pa'cour and I… she will hurt herself or someone else if she does not learn to control these skills that are coming forth.” Yuri told him. “Pa'cour and I cannot do it. We have already taught her all we can. I wish… you owe me nothing Androcles and I owe you my very existence I know this… but I would ask that you allow Onera to come to you and…”

“Yes.” Andro told her without a moment’s hesitation.

Yuri looked at him with wide eyes within the transmission and Andro could see the relief written all over her face at his answer. She gazed at him intently. “Just like that?” She asked finally.

“I have already showed my faith in you Yuri.” Andro answered. “You have come even further since I saw you on my ship. I can sense no lingering resonance of Xaxon anywhere on you or within you. That tells me that your actions now come from here.” Andro pointed at his heart.  

Andro watched as she turned to the side and pulled the young woman into the holo transmission. Andro rose from where he was sitting on the edge of the table when he saw her. “This is… this is Onera Androcles. Pa'cour’s daughter. My daughter. Our daughter.”

Andro had to admit that she was a stunning young woman. She bore the genes of her father in the bone spurs that lined her jaw though they were much less pronounced, but she had her mother’s exotic beauty as well. Andro nodded to her. “Onera.” Andro spoke. “A pleasure to meet you.”

“Thank… thank you.” Onera said.

“Your Blessed Husband is in agreement with you Yuri?” Andro asked.

Yuri nodded quickly taking note that he referred to Pa'cour in such a manner and that it pleased her to no end to hear that. “It was… it was his idea actually.” She answered. “He is… he is less attuned to the Etheric realm than his brother Cha'talla it seems… but he knows this and he is getting better. After what… after what you gave to him Androcles… he holds you in very high regard. It was… somehow he knew you would not refuse him. It seems I learn more and more of my Blessed Husband every moment. And it makes me love him with that much more fervor.”
“I could and do say the same thing Yuri. After his actions towards the bodies of my grandparents, I could do nothing but accept. And Cha'talla is the only living Immortal Bonded to a dragon so that makes him an exception to the rule.” Andro told her. “That may not be the case going into the future though. One never knows.”

“Androcles… does Narice know that…?” Yuri began.

Andro shook her head. “You will reveal yourself to Narice when the time is right Yuri. She only knows that you and Pa'cour are alive and husband and wife. Not where. And it is not my place to tell her what you are doing to assist her behind the scenes. When the time is right you can tell her yourself.”

Yuri nodded her head. “Is the gene active within her?” She asked.

Andro shook his head again. “She does not have it.” He said. “It is very rare as you no doubt have already determined. Carisia does not have it, but as with Onera, it is actively dormant within Lucia. That is why she can manifest her Etheric whips.”

Yuri looked at him, her face becoming slightly tense with anger. “And Dante?” She hissed.

Andro nodded his head. “More than likely actively dormant, though I can only reason that Xaxon will try to change that as time passes. That is my guess anyway.” He stated knowing what her question was without elaborating. “It is probably one of the reasons that his essence jumped to him so quickly.”

Yuri’s dark eyes narrowed. “I will send with Onera everything we have on him and that back stabbing vithin bastard ex-husband of mine Androcles. If you find him… find them… make sure you finish it.”

Andro nodded his head. “I intend to.” He said. “You said you have two requests?”

Yuri’s eyes returned to a relaxed posture and she gazed at him. “Androcles… I need to speak with your father. I need to meet with him.”

Andro’s brow furrowed and he became instantly alert. “My father?” He said. “For what purpose?”

“It is better if you do not know.” Yuri told him. “It is something that I can talk only with him about.”

“Yuri… he is not even within this quadrant. You know that or you would not be asking me.” Andro said.

Yuri nodded. “I also know that you speak with him nearly every day.” Yuri spoke. “You may not be your father Androcles; however the connection between the two of you is quite undeniable. You would not remain out of touch with each other for more than a few days unless the situation demanded it. Given the level of technology that you have gained from City Ship 41 I know you would remain within constant communication with him. If only to keep each other updated. I also know that you have several Pralor ships within your inventory now, given the data that was obtained from that warship you took from Kavalian space. You have the means to go back and forth to where he is in a matter of days and hours… not years.”

Andro looked at her. “You are very well informed Yuri.” He said.

Yuri nodded her head. “You forget Androcles… I may hate my mother for what she did to me… but I still have all of her files. She knew about City ship 41 before your father ever removed it from Lycavore. Though I doubt she knew about the Avatar. She also knew, at least in part, what was on that ship you took from Kavalian space.”

“From her connection with Xaxon?” Andro asked.

Yuri nodded her head. “Yes probably. At least as much as he knew. I would not ask this if it was not very important Androcles.” She said. “I can only assume that wherever your father went, it was in search of something related to that ship you found or something similar in nature based on the fact that this Shiria is a Pralor. If it was not, he would have returned by now and quickly proceeded to take out his anger on the Kavalian High Command for what they did to your mother. I do know a little about how your father thinks Androcles.”
“So it seems.” Andro said. “You are not exactly his favorite person Yuri. You must know that.”

Yuri nodded. “Believe me… I am very well aware of that fact.” She said. “This does not concern you Androcles…” She lied. “If it did I would tell you. This is something that… it is something that concerns your father from before you were ever born. Something I found in my mother’s files.”
“Yet you cannot tell me?” Androcles said.

Yuri shook her head. “I will only tell your father and it needs to come from me. It could well concern the future of the Union and the High Coven. As well as the past.” She looked at him. “You know what I have embraced Androcles. You know I do not make this request lightly. For all my skills and bravado… your father could squash me like an insect. Believe me… I would rather not have to face him. Even by holotransmission. In this circumstance… in this case I must.”

“I will speak with him… but I cannot say what his reaction will be.” Andro said.

Yuri chuckled softly which surprised Andro to a small extent. “He will probably say… I will not speak to that vile, vampire bitch no matter what she has to say.” She said almost trying to mimic Martin. “Or something along those lines I’m sure.”

Andro nodded. “To be honest… that is probably exactly what he will say.” Andro told her.

Yuri nodded. “In that case tell him Revan143.” Yuri said.

Andro’s eyebrows rose. “Revan143?”

Yuri nodded. “ A code word from the time I was on Eden Station. He will know what it means. Try your best to convince him Androcles.”

“I make no promises.” Andro told her. “I am departing Earth in two days. I will send you rendezvous coordinates on this COM channel in a few hours. Pack lightly Onera… whatever you need we can provide to you.”

“I understand.” Onera spoke.

“You realize that I am going to the Beta Quadrant.” Andro told Yuri. “You wish your daughter to be that far away?”

“Do I have your word that she will be safe Androcles Leonidas?” Yuri asked. “Do I have your promise she will be protected?”

Andro nodded. “You do.” He said.

Yuri nodded. “Then I do not fear for my daughter or what she will learn. It will only improve who she already is. A young woman her father and I are so very proud of.”

“Very well.” Andro said. “I will contact you in a few hours with coordinates. Have someone monitor this channel during that time period.”

Yuri nodded. “Thank you Androcles.”

Andro chuckled now. “Don’t thank me Yuri.” He told her. “I do not know what my father will do.” 

“No. Thank you for having faith and believing in it.” Yuri said.

Andro nodded. “I will get back to you in two hours.” He stated as he reached out and ended the transmission. He turned quickly and looked at Jomann, Dorian and Sheva. “Thoughts on this?”

“We may not be able to smell her fervon, but I didn’t detect any sort of lie or attempt to mislead us.” Dorian spoke first.

“Nor did I.” Jomann spoke leaning up against the table. “And we can feel her daughter just as you said. She’s unfocused and wild.”

Andro chuckled. “And we aren’t?” He said. 
Jomann grinned. “But we at least can harness it.” He said. “Without training she very well could hurt someone or herself. Yuri is right in that regard.”

Andro looked at Sheva. “Sheva? Your thoughts?”

Sheva met his gaze surprised but her soft green eyes quickly recovered. “I do not have much experience or interaction with her Androcles.” She said thoughtfully. 
“No… but you are a pureblood like her in a manner of speaking.” Andro said. “Your insight is welcome.”

“She sounds sincere in her words, but actions speak louder than words.” Sheva said looking at him.
Andro nodded. “Indeed they do.” He said. He looked at Dorian. “You need to spend more time with her fervon. You might learn something.”

Dorian smiled now. “I have learned from her.” He stated looking at Sheva with heated desire. “Quite a bit.”

Sheva slapped his arm while looking embarrassed. “Pig!” She hissed playfully. It was totally out of character for her, but Dorian’s good natured influence and youthful exuberance had indeed rubbed off on her. She was much more comfortable with herself and around others. Most especially Andro and Dorian’s other siblings. They would not expect her to hold back among them for they did not when she was around them. Sheva was rapidly beginning to enjoy her time spent with Dorian and his siblings. For lack of a better term… they were so normal. It was something Sheva had longed for deep inside her mind but something she had never experienced before. She had no intention of letting it go now.
Andro chuckled and looked at Jomann. “She may not be lying but she is also holding something back. Something she does not want to tell me. Something that is important enough for her to risk my father’s wrath.”

“Are you going to tell father?” Dorian asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes. We have too much on our plate right now to be concerned with this at the moment. Father will do what he will. You said Ridor checked in?”

Jomann nodded. “General Vistr was not aware of his status and needless to say he was very surprised. Andro… he has taken one of the young Kavalian females they rescued as his mate. He refuses to go anywhere without her.”

Andro nodded his head. “As well he should. General Vistr made sure he was born and raised here in Sparta. That is something ingrained in all of us.” He said. “SPARTA'S WRATH will be carrying other wives and mates and some children. Finalize the transfer orders and make arrangements for them. He can meet us as we transit to Dreamland.”

Jomann nodded. “That’s everyone then.” He said. “The entire team. All twelve of us. Not including Sadi, Ne'Veha, Kameka and Normya as our flight crews. I thought Normya was going to be assigned to Resumar?”

Andro shook his head. “With Arrarn in the High Coven helping Narice we have more need of her flying skills to support Sadi and Ne'Veha and fly our STRIKER. She will have the main seat of the STRIKER with Sadi or Ne'Veha backing her up. As for this new ship they are plotting with Ben about, that is strictly Sadi, Ne'Veha and Kameka. They won’t tell me squat about it until we see it. Kameka is the definite third working the Engineer’s console. According to KertaGai, she is a whiz at calculations and only one of them is actually needed to fly this new ship once it is complete.”

“Tir'ut and Cowen'Shan should supervise the heavy weapons role Androcles.” Sheva spoke up quickly. “They are best suited for it given their size and strength. And Cowen'Shan has extensive knowledge in Heavy Weapons.”

Andro nodded. “Agreed.” He said. “We are going to be an odd group you know.” 

“As if we aren’t already odd fervon.” Dorian chimed in.

Andro laughed. “Well… there is that to consider.” He said. “Very well… let’s finish up the details and use these last two days to set our affairs right. I do not know when we will be returning. Knowing our father… it could be quite a while.”

Dorian chuckled. “I think grandmother and Tenna Deia are already preparing for that.” He said.

“Then we should too.” Jomann spoke

PRALOR DESIGNATED WORLD
MANNE 


It was a fertile world filled with mountains and oceans and forests spread across five continents. Extensive scans from the ARC ROYAL and several KADEN Transports that had gone in close revealed nothing but natural lifeforms. Animals of a wide assortment, the oceans full of life, and some of the animals massive in size. What the scans revealed was that there were no abnormal lifeform readings and the planet was clear of Svorag. They decided on the Western Continent since it provided the most open space and mountains for the adolescent dragons to hunt and learn. Even before Martin and the others returned they had established a Base Camp on the surface. A dozen portable buildings had been set up, though most of the crew chose to use portable tent cocoons to sleep. The atmosphere was nearly identical to Apo Prime and the weather was very temperate. A natural wall of towering trees and the side of a mountain were able to provide excellent defense from many of the larger indigenous animals on the planet and sonic emitters had been set up all around the perimeter to assist in that. Akemi had set up a rotating schedule for the crew to get down to the surface since Martin had told her they would be here at least a week or two. She thought that odd, for she knew the Kavalians were still trailing them, but she didn’t question Martin’s orders.

Murano had only come down to the surface last night, but he had a portable shelter already assigned to him he discovered. He had slept last night unlike any night in the previous thirty thousand plus years. At peace and calm. As he stepped from the shelter he let his eyes gaze around the massive camp. He could see dragons flying in the distance, easily spotting the enormous size of Martin’s obsidian colored Bonded Brother and the flame red scales of who he now knew was the Dragon Elder Mother. They were flying among the many adolescents he saw swooping low over the trees probably instructing them. It was still early and he saw quite a few of the crew up and moving around already. He had to admit to himself… these men and women who followed Martin and his Queens were highly motivated and driven. The majority of them were Lycavorian, but even the many elves and Algolians he saw, as well as the Kavalians, all of them were driven and had purpose. 

“Impressive isn’t it?” The voice said. Murano turned and saw Wayonn walk up beside him, Mari in tow with two mugs of steaming tea in her hands. Wayonn smiled. “I found her fidgeting in the Mess area. I figured I would drag her along with me.”


Mari chuckled as she held out the mug to her uncle with glittering blue eyes. “There was not much to do so early.” She said.


Murano chuckled and took the mug from her, leaning over to kiss her cheek. He sensed her Etheric shields were very high for some reason but he did not pry. He looked at Wayonn as he sipped his tea.


“They are… they are exceedingly well organized.” Murano stated as his eyes swept the camp again.


Wayonn nodded. “That they are.”

Murano looked back to him. “Is their entire military like this?” He asked.


Wayonn nodded. “Without question.” He said. “I saw only a small portion of it before we departed to come out here, but the training and dedication that was instilled in the Spartans commanded by Martin’s father so long ago on Earth has since bled into the very society and culture of the Lycavorian people as a whole. Even many of the other species. His father’s sacrifice so many millennia ago was the catalyst that drove them all together and become like one mind in their actions.”


“Yet they are not a militaristic society.” Mari spoke.


“Not at all.” Wayonn said. “I had the chance to speak in-depth with Martin’s mother before we left Earth and she described it in such a way that was so very easy to see if one looks very closely. She said no Spartan has ever started a war but anse if they haven’t finished more than their share. Each and every one of them trains and fights in the hope that their children do not have to fight. That is the purpose and drive behind all of them now. They train hard and they train brutally in some ways, but that training is why they have never lost a war. They are simply better at making war than most other people. That is what affords them the peace and freedom they have. Gorgo said she had met to meet a wolf who would rather fight than cuddle and nuzzle his wife and children.”


Mari giggled. “That is why so many of them are built like gods.” She said.

Murano looked at her with wide eyes. “Mari!” He gasped.


Mari looked at him with a brilliant smile. “What? There are many handsome men around Uncle. And I am single.”


“You will… I will meet any suitors that come forth in your father’s stead!” Murano hissed.


Mari chuckled again and leaned into her uncle. “Don’t worry Uncle… I have seen none among them that draw my interest.”


“Good.” Murano snapped softly.


Wayonn smiled. “How are you feeling old friend?”


Murano drew Mari close to him with one arm. “Like I have been reborn Wayonn.” He said honestly. “Not since Sumar have I felt such power in a Praetorian. It is almost as if he… as if he…”


“He lives within Martin?” Wayonn said.


Murano nodded. “Yes.”


Wayonn nodded in agreement. “It is no different than what I felt when I first met him. The power within him is uncharted… as it is within his son Androcles. I have not spent much time with Denali or Dorian, but I would imagine it is there too. Sumar’s blood runs deep within all of them.”


“He is not still sleeping is he?” Murano asked.


Wayonn laughed. “Martin? Not a chance. He is conferring with Daniel and others. They’ve been at it for over an hour now.”


“Conferring about what Wayonn?” Mari asked.


Wayonn took a deep breath. “We must understand… these men and women who carry the Praetorian gene are not Pralors. They are not like we were back then. In many ways… after living as a Lycavorian for so long… in many ways they are better than we were. They harness their emotion, for it is their greatest asset.”


“What are you saying Wayonn?” Murano asked.


“They also follow a code of honor my friend.” Wayonn said. “A code that has existed since the birth of the first Spartan.”


“I’m not following.” Murano said.


“You know that Martin’s brother follows us with his forces?” Wayonn said.


Murano nodded. “Yes. He commands many similar to Muton and those with him.”

“They are not Muton.” Wayonn said. “Muton and his people carry the blood of Pralors in them. Those Martin’s brother commands are neither friendly or peaceful.” Wayonn sighed deeply. “Pleistarchus… his brother violated one of the most sacred laws to Lycavorians. He raped For'mya while she was still wife and mate to Martin. In many cases, rape is considered even more vile than murder within Lycavorian society. For'mya is Martin’s wife and mate, and their love, as well as the love he has for all his Queens, is legendary. Pleistarchus violated this law willingly. That cannot be allowed to stand.”


“What do you mean Wayonn?” Mari asked.


“Martin will follow the instincts within him. He will not deny them and he will act on them.” Wayonn said. “It… he must act on them. That is our way.”


“Wayonn… you are a Pralor.” Murano said.


Wayonn shook his head. “I have been turned for more years than I was a Pralor my friend.” He answered. “I am more Lycavorian now than Pralor.”


“What are you trying to say?” Murano asked.


Wayonn looked at him. “It’s very simple really. Martin is going to use the Science facility they discovered on the way back here to lure his brother and those forces with him.”


“And then?” Mari asked softly.


Wayonn looked at her. “Then he is going to obliterate them for what they did.”

“And there is nothing we can do or say to change his mind?” Murano asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “Murano my friend… I have no intention of trying to change his mind. Justice must be done.”


“And his other wives and mates support this?” Mari asked.


“Mari child, Martin’s wives and mates speak with one voice. They think with one mind in many cases. They would expect this.” Wayonn said. “I dare say that the only thing that has held Martin back from acting already is to insure they were in agreement. They worship him child… and he would do nothing against their wishes for he adores all of them. Aricia, Isabella and Anja are the more militant if you will, but Dysea, For'mya and Cirith balance that. They are all in agreement on this.”


“Is that why he has sent for his sons?” Murano asked.


Wayonn laughed softly. “Ah! You have only spoken to Androcles on the COM Murano my friend, but had you already met him you would not ask that question. He is a duplicate of his father in nearly every way. Had Andro already been here, Martin’s brother would be long dead and those who followed him nothing but a memory. No… he has sent for Andro and the others for something else. Some reason even I do not know. He and his son can see and feel things Murano. Much like Sumar could. Martin has sensed something and that is why he has sent for Androcles and the others. He knows we can not face it alone.”


“Do you know what it is Wayonn?” Mari asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “No.” He answered. “But I think it may be time for us to find out.”

