CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
PRALOR DESIGNATED WORLD

MANNE 


Martin held the mug of coffee in his hands while his dark brown eyes scanned the very detailed holographic depiction that they had made of the deserted Pralor base on the chart table. Julie Collins was leaning over the table, her eyes focused on one portion of the station as she slowly turned the image in several directions, while Daniel and T'lolt stood on either side of Tony just behind her as they softly discussed approaches to the base. Pablo and Kenny leaned against the far wall holding large glasses of orange colored juice. Cody and Colin Walsh were next to them going over something on the data pad Colin held in his hand. 

Kalis took all this in with a sense of utter awe. He now knew these men and women to be his uncle’s personal team. Men and women who had fought with him since the very beginning of him discovering his past and his future. While the woman Julie and the man Colin used to be wolves like them, they had died at some point and High Coven experiments had brought them back to life as vampires using DNA and clones. They had regained the memories of the former lives they had lived and while they were now vampires, they were still an integral part of his Uncle’s team. The Immortal appeared to have been accepted completely into their small group and they discussed tactics and many other things among each other that they would not discuss with others. They acted casually with each other, the vulgar barbs and comments almost always intended and succeeding in bringing forth laughter. Yet they were also the most dangerous and diverse group of men and women that Kalis had ever seen in his life. Even the few senior Puma Bane teams under his grandfather Keleru’s direct command did not compare in any way to these men and women. 
Kalis glanced at his uncle’s face as he stood beside him silently, a mug of coffee in his hand as well. Kalis had not been much of a coffee drinker before joining his uncle, yet the rich, smooth flavor of his Tenna Aricia’s blend of coffee almost seemed to energize him in many ways as it did so many of their people and he loved it. 

Kalis knew from assorted Intelligence reports submitted by the few Kavalians who had actually fought against Martin Leonidas and lived that his Uncle was a masterful tactician and a man who was exceptionally accomplished in lethal ambushes and the art of warfare. Many of the Kavalian military leaders hated his Uncle, yet they also held a grudging respect for him and his unique ability to deal out death and destruction on a colossal scale should it be needed. Kalis also knew that many of them secretly feared his Uncle immensely even though they would not dare speak of this openly. Looking at the situation he found himself in now, knowing what he did about Pian and those that followed him, Kalis believed these were just the men who were loyal to his father and grandfather. He now believed that many more Kavalian leaders had no desire to meet his uncle on the field of battle. 
Kalis was quickly becoming accustomed and skilled at using the new Etheric Mindvoice abilities that he had discovered buried within his blood and he felt his uncle throw up incredibly powerful shields but not look at him as he initiated the conversation.
[You don’t have to be here Mandri.] His uncle’s voice filled his head as clear as if he was speaking out loud. 

Kalis didn’t flinch at this anymore, amazed at how quickly he had been able to pick it up, and he turned back to look at the chart table. [Yes, I do Tenne.] He answered softly even though no words were spoken. He and Serale were practicing as much as possible at learning the old language and they knew it only helped to use it as often as they could. [All I have accomplished, everything you and Andro and my Aunts have opened my eyes too these last weeks, it will mean nothing if he is not ended once and for all. If his hate and foul presence is not removed from this life permanently.]


[That doesn’t mean you have to take part in it.] Martin told him.


[It will be the only thing that will… that will cleanse my soul Tenne.] Kalis told him in a soft voice. [And allow me to begin the life I want to have. Does that make sense Tenne?]


[More than you know.] Martin told him.


[I will… I will always bear some shame for what he did to Tenna For'mya no matter that she does not see it that way. The only way to rid myself of that is to see that he pays for what he did. In some way… in some way his death will purge me of all the vile things I have ever done to innocents… just as Tenna For'mya suffered at his hand.] Kalis said.


[Never put yourself in the same category as him Mandri.] Martin told him firmly. [You acted in such a way because he failed to do what it was his duty as a father to do. To show you the correct path and the path of honor. He lost that a long time ago. He bears the blame… not you. You have found that now… and what is most important is that when you discovered it, you grasped onto it tightly.] Martin smiled at him and nudged him with his elbow gently. [You look worn out Kalis my boy. I assume you spent the night claiming Serale?]


Kalis smiled and felt the warmth course through him. [I made her mine Tenne. I made her see that there was nothing else in this universe that I wanted more than her love. I can not… I cannot describe it Tenne. Her scent, her skin, the color of her eyes, even her hair… I just want to…]

[Wrap yourself around her and bask in what she makes you feel? To lose yourself in her scent?] Martin said.


Kalis looked at him. [Is this… is this what you feel for my aunts Tenne? What Andro feels for Sadi and his other mates? To just lose yourself within their scent and their arms and hear them whisper love into your ears. To feel their body against yours? I can still feel the beating of her heart against my chest even though she is not here? Is this… is this what it means to love a woman?]


Martin nodded. [Feels pretty good doesn’t it?]


[It cannot be described.] Kalis said. [She swirls all around me.]


[You bit her?] Martin asked.


[I could not… it wasn’t deep Tenne. I could not help myself. She wanted me too.] Kalis answered.


Marti nodded his head. [Then that is why your aunts were up early. They wouldn’t tell me, but now it makes sense. They will see to Serale. Help her to adjust quickly. You and Serale are now family and they will help her to adjust quickly as a new wolf.]


[Did I do something wrong?] Kalis asked. 


[You followed your instincts… and I truly believe that is what Serale wanted.] Martin spoke. [That young woman worships you Mandri. It oozes from her pores and you can see it in her eyes. She won’t be fully like us, but she will be able to shift and take on some of our traits. Your traits. Our blood… Leonidas blood… it is potent Mandri. The most potent of our kind according to Anja and many other medical scholars. Though you are half Kavalian, your wolf blood will always be dominant. Your aunts will teach her and help her to adjust. Then the two of you can learn together as you explore.]


[Tenne… you have been with my aunts for so long…] Kalis asked timidly.


Martin nodded his head as he sipped his coffee. [Over twenty years now. Best damn years of my life too. Every single one. And there are many more to come.]


[You never… I have heard whispers among the crew… all of you act as if you have just discovered each other. It never… it never gets old does it? I do not want this to end and…] Kalis said.


[Kalis… each and every time I have any of them in my arms it is brand new.] Martin told him. [Part of it is our culture and our blood… we crave the touch of those we call mate and that we love… but each of them is part of me inside. In my heart… in my mind. When you love her Kalis hold nothing back. Give her all that you are. Love her like it is the very first time all the time. Touch. Taste. Nuzzle. Do that Kalis and the desire and passion will never wane. It will always simmer and burn within you both. They are the bearers of our future my boy. Without them we are nothing. Never forget that.]

[I won’t Tenne.] Kalis said softly.


[And to answer your question… no.] Martin told him. [Each of them holds a part of my soul Kalis. Aricia is my Anome yes… the one I will always reach for first… but all of them… I am not complete without each of them. Each of them is a part of me. They are my strength.]


[The crew speaks in whispers of who you favor most after Tenna Aricia.] Kalis said with a smile. 


Martin chuckled softly. [That has been going on for many years now. Drives people malda. Don’t know why.]


[You do not favor one or the other do you Tenne?] Kalis said. [If they are all part of you as you say… how could you?]


Martin looked at him and let his eyes smile for him. [That statement tells me just how far you have come in so short a time Mandri. That makes me very proud of you.] He said. [And you are correct. In the heat of passion, I will admit to you what everyone is so damn interested about. The only other people I have ever told this are Andro and Danny. In the heat of desire and passion your Tenna Anja’s scent calls to me the strongest after Aricia, especially when she is in phase. I believe it is because I discovered her long before I ever found out who and what I truly was and I burned her scent into my brain without even understanding why. And she just smelled really good.] Martin grinned at that. [However… each of their scents are like drugs to me now. How each of them tastes, how their skin feels, these are things I could not live without now. Not after so long together. Remember it will always be that way. Love her like it is the first time Kalis. Hold nothing back as I said and always honor her… do that… do that and the desire and passion will never die.]   


Kalis looked at the table once more. [After discovering what I have in these last weeks Tenne, I don’t think that will ever be an issue going forward.]


[Good.] Martin said. [Many a pleasurable night will be had in the arms of your mate and it will always leave you craving more.]


Kalis looked at him. [Tenne… will Andro… what I did…?]


Martin shook his head. [There is nothing you need concern yourself when it comes to Andro Mandri.] He said. [My son and I share a special gift… because of this damn unique gene we carry. He knows what has happened with you and believe me Kalis he approves. As does Sadi. When you see them… well… you will know what I mean. He is saving a place for you on his team.]

[His team?] Kalis asked. [You mean like Uncle Daniel and the others are to you?]

Martin nodded. [I told him it was high time he formed his own team. And believe me when I tell you… Andro is who you want to be around. As he does with your brother Karun, he considers you a brother. Probably because he has more sisters and they drive him crazy.] Martin chuckled.

[And Fedor and Eirene?] Kalis asked.


[They are still young emotionally though they are fully grown.] Martin replied. [Both of them are gifted and they will come to see the man you have become. Give them time and always look out for them.]


Kalis nodded his head. [That is something I have not always done with my siblings.] He said. [I intend to make sure that never happens again.]

[It is a new world Kalis.] Martin told him. [Embrace it. Enjoy it. The rest will come in time.]

Kalis nodded his head. [But first… first I intend to help you destroy the last piece of my past that so shames me.] He said firmly. [The stain upon the honor you have showed me.]
Martin nodded slowly at him and turned his eyes to look up finally. “Kenny?” He asked.


Kalis turned and watched the man push off from the table behind Daniel. “I’ll have to confirm the dimensions with For'mya and Endith Skipper, but I am seeing only one place they could set down their transports within ten klicks of this place.” Kenny spoke as he moved up to the table. He reached out and adjusted a portion of the map they were looking at. “It’s the same clearing we landed in. Three klicks northeast of the station. You’re sure about their numbers Kalis?”

Kalis nodded his head. “Yes… a full ship board complement and Combat Unit of Puma Bane. Two hundred and fifty.”


“That means at least five… probably more like seven or eight transports.” Kenny said. “Given the size of Kavalian Troop Carriers… this is it Skipper.”


“And you’re sure he will bring them all Kalis?” Daniel asked.


Kalis nodded again. “Without question Uncle Daniel. And whoever else he may be able to draft into service that can hold a weapon. He will have learned from Enurrua. Even if he uses them as meat for the grinder, he will not care. He may split the Puma Bane unit somewhat… but the majority will remain under his direct control. The reasons we are giving him will make it so he has no choice.”


Julie pointed to the map. “The fastest and clearest path is the most obvious.” She spoke now tracing her index finger along the map. “Right down this lightly forested ridge, directly to the east side of the station. The same one we took.”


“Which is right where he will send his fodder.” Martin spoke. “The most obvious and exposed route to the station.”


T'lolt hissed. “Coward.”


Julie nodded her head in agreement and looked up at Martin. “There are two other routes Skipper, but the terrain isn’t as agreeable. Down along this riverbed, lots of rocks and marshy land, and then around this ridge here…” She traced her finger. “That would require a lot of climbing and some serious leg work but….”


Martin nodded his head. “It would also drop them right over the top of the entrance to the facility.” He spoke moving his hand and indicating with his finger where that path came out. He turned his head when the door to the portable building opened and Wayonn led Murano and Mari into the structure. He said nothing and moved around the table to stand between Daniel and Julie. “They’ll scan the planet once they are in range… and they’ll determine the same things we are seeing. He isn’t stupid.”

“But he ain’t half as mean and nasty as you Boss.” Pablo broke in from where he leaned against the wall.


Martin looked at Danny and grinned. “Me?” Martin said. “I hate violence.”


Julie snorted in disgust and shook her head as the others chuckled. “As if anyone with half a brain will ever believe that.”


Danny met Martin’s eyes and grinned now. “Honduras?” He asked.


Martin nodded. “Honduras.” He said.


T'lolt looked between the two men as he saw Julie and the others smile in a predatory manner. “More information would be nice for those of us who are uninformed.” He spoke finally with a grin. “What is this Honduras?”


Tony looked at him. “An Op we did a long time ago T'lolt.” He spoke. “Little piss ant of a country back on Earth. A drug warlord thought he was the finest thing to hit the pages of Mercenary Magazine. Had this single battalion of butchers he called his Hunters. About nine hundred strong. Bunch of cutthroats and murderers is what they were. Gathered them from all over the world. He killed upwards of five thousand innocent civilians before someone had the balls to send us in.”

“Ah… you ended him then?” T'lolt asked.


Tony nodded. “With extreme prejudice.”


Julie looked at Martin. “We had a full team back them Marty.” She said.


Martin nodded his head. “I know. Kalis has talked to Mata and General Koguth and both have already volunteered to go with us. Along with a dozen of his most experienced men. All of them with a grudge against Puma Bane troops and all of them seasoned fighters.”


Julie turned back to the holoimage and nodded. “Ok… we’ve seen what they can do. That will even the odds.” She said.


Wayonn remained silent as he listened for he had seen Martin and his team in action on more than one occasion. Murano had only seen them in action against the Svorag, but Wayonn had witnessed firsthand what they had done to the Kavalian base on the planet where they had rescued Iama. He had seen them plotting the operation and planning every detail. Murano however stepped forward not believing they were actually going to fight a superior force such as it was.


“Martin… this is crazy.” He said “You will be outnumbered four or five to one!”


Pablo chuckled again from the wall. “Hell… the odds will be in our favor.” He said.


“Your favor?” Murano gasped. 


Martin moved closer to the table and motioned to the map. “He’ll send the troops he has no use for straight up the gut thinking we’ll believe they are the main force and attack them. He’ll split his Puma Bane force into two sections… each one moving quickly to these two locations.” Martin said pointing to two different points on the map near the actual Pralor Science Base. “I said he wasn’t stupid Murano… I never said he planned outside the box. He thinks one dimensional… he always has. He thinks brute force wins the day all the time.”

“This is very true.” Kalis spoke up. “Overwhelming force has always been his pattern. There is no reason he would change now.”


“In this case it could succeed!” Murano spoke.


Martin shook his head. “No. Not this time.” Martin shifted around the table. “When he splits his Puma Bane troops, I intend to channel them into the places I choose. Then I will roll them up and kill them.” He stabbed down on one point. “The terrain limits from which direction he can come. One group he will send to this point here. To cover his approach. He will lead the second group to the entrance his sensors and his nose will direct him too.”


“His nose?” Murano gasped. “How do you know this? What if he swings his forces in another direction? What if he does not act in the manner you predict? This is insane!”


“He’ll act just how I know he will act.” Martin said calmly. “He’s obsessed Murano. He’ll think he is outsmarting me… but he won’t. He’ll go right where I know he will go.”

“How?” Murano demanded.


“Bait.” Kalis spoke almost casually. “Something he can’t resist.”


“Bait?” Murano snapped. “What is this bait you will use? What will cause him to do exactly what you say he will? You cannot predict this. Not if he is as twisted as you say.”


“Yes I can.” Martin spoke confidently.


“How?” Murano barked.

“Because I’m going to use the two things he wants most of all as bait.” Martin said. “Just as Kalis said.”


“What could possibly make him do exactly as you want him to do?” Murano snapped. “What does he want so bad that he will do as you say?”


“Us.” The female voice spoke drawing all their attention. Everyone turned and watched as For'mya came up beside Kalis confidently. “He wants Kalis and I Murano. And we are going to give him what he wants.”


Murano looked stunned as he moved closer. “How do you propose to fight such odds?” He hissed. “Even a… even a Praetorian would not willingly fight such odds. You risk two of your family in this act! We cannot afford to lose you Martin… not in… in such a reckless act of vengeance! Not now!”


“Vengeance?” Martin asked as his brow furrowed. “You think this is about vengeance?”


“What else would you call it?” Murano spoke harshly.


“This isn’t about vengeance Murano. And I am not a Pralor.” Martin snapped back at him quickly. “I am a Lycavorian and a Spartan first! A Praetorian second. This has nothing to do with vengeance.”

“Murano…?” Wayonn began.


“Then what is it about?” Murano demanded ignoring Wayonn. “You are plotting the deaths of perhaps hundreds of men!”

“Yes I am.” Martin said.


“Then explain to me what this is about?” Murano demanded again.


“This is about justice.” Kalis was the one who spoke now, his voice firm and filled with resolve and commitment. “This is about justice.”


For'mya slipped her arm around his waist and nodded her head as she pulled him close to her side. “Avoi.” She said softly. 


“… Are his Praetorian Mage!” Murano spoke fifteen minutes later. “You must tell him this course of action is ill-advised and wrong!”


Helen looked up from where she sat on the ground slowly chewing the fresh fruit that Iama had given to her last night. It was bright pink in color and it tasted so very much like the sweet apples she used to eat on Earth. Arzoal rested on the ground near her, her flame colored eyes staring at Murano as her Bonded sister mulled over what he was telling her. Wayonn and Mari were silent as they stood nearby, Wayonn already knowing what his granddaughter would tell Murano. Mari, Helen sensed, was suddenly and quite surprisingly caught up in the sense of honor and duty that these men and women so easily projected outward from themselves. That was something she would have to discover the why for.

“Carians… why would I tell him such a thing Murano?” Helen asked softly turning her attention to Murano.


“You are his Mage! His moral guide!” Murano snapped. “This is what a Praetorian Mage would do! Advise him against such actions!”


“I am many things… but I am not now and have never been Martin Leonidas’s moral guide. He does not need one.” Helen replied.


“What he is doing is wrong!” Murano hissed. “This is the very thing my people feared would happen if this power we command ever found its way into the hands of…”


“Of what?” Helen asked him as she climbed to her feet. “Of those species that you view as less than your vaunted Pralors?”


“I… I did not say that!” Murano snapped.


“That is what you were going to say!” Helen snapped right back. “Do not lie to me! That is what you were going to say isn’t it?”


Murano looked at her taking a deep breath before speaking. “I am only… it is what my people would say.” He said more gently this time. “It is not a way of thinking that I follow Helen.”


“So far… the only lesser species I have seen on this misbegotten trip are Pralors!” Helen hissed at him. “The actions and words of your own people towards us have been nothing short of arrogant, deceitful and excessively violent! How dare you stand there now and profess to me how Martin Leonidas should act simply because it is how you would act!”


“That is not what I meant!” Murano spoke.


“Yes it is!” Helen barked at him. “Martin and his sons bear the blood of Sumar in their veins and by virtue of that, the many gifts that Sumar had. The Praetorian gene as you call it. They did not ask for this gene within them Murano. They did not ask for this power that they have and I can tell you there are many days when they wish they did not have it!”


Murano looked at her shocked. “What?” He gasped.


“You did not know this?” Helen rasped at him. She looked at Wayonn. “You did not tell him grandfather?” She asked.

Wayonn shook his head. “It is not my place to put words into Martin’s voice.” He told her.


“What are you talking about? Why… why would I even think this?” Murano asked. “This power we have is… it is a gift.”

“You have known since you were very young that you carried this gene Murano.” Helen told him. “You have adhered to a code of honor that your people with this gene followed. I tell you now, Martin… Androcles… Denali… Dorian… Jomann and all those who carry this gene within them now and are discovering what it allows them to do; they did not have the luxury of knowing what you knew so long ago. They only knew that they were different in a way they could not explain. And that did not sit well with them.”


“What does that have to do with anything?” Murano asked.


Helen looked at Wayonn. “Grandfather?” She asked softly.


Wayonn nodded his head. “I am more Lycavorian now than I am Pralor Helen. I have been for many thousands of years.” He said softly. “I have tried to determine how to explain it… perhaps it needs to come from you.”


“Explain what?” Murano snapped loudly. “Praetorians do not actively plan vengeful acts! It goes against everything we were taught! That is what Martin is doing!” Murano looked at Arzoal. “Arzoal… you were a Pralor once. You know what I am speaking of. You knew of the Praetorians back then. What we stood for.”


Yes I was. Arzoal answered. However… I have been gifted with the experience of being a member of two different species Murano. I have seen many events through two sets of eyes and two completely different worlds.


“You don’t think this is wrong?” Murano asked shocked. “Martin is planning to destroy hundreds of lives. He is going to lure them into an ambush and then destroy them! That is not wrong to you?”


If you had asked me that question before I became a dragon… I would have said yes. Arzoal answered him. However… I have spent the better part of the last forty millennia as a dragon Murano. It is who I am now. I have had to do things that many Pralors would be aghast at in order to save others of my kind. I would do it all again if need be. This is who I am now. Perhaps who I was always meant to be. No… I do not agree with you now my friend. I am sorry.

“This is insane!” Murano spat. “He risks the lives of one of his wives and his nephew! One of those he professes to care for more than anything! He needs to exercise restraint and control! And you will do nothing to stop him?” He looked at Wayonn. “None of you?”


Mari stepped forward now and placed her hand on Murano’s arm. “Uncle… perhaps… perhaps you are viewing things through your eyes and forgetting that they are different than us. They have lived different lives and different worlds. Their view and their culture is not ours and never will be.”


Helen smiled and looked at Mari. “And the child among us understands more than the elder at this point.” She stated softly. She turned back to Murano her face growing harder and tense as she did. 
“Do not stand there and preach to me Praetorian Murano of the Pralor people! We are not Pralors! We are Lycavorian! That is the blood that flows proudly within our veins. We honor our Pralor heritage… revere it even… but that is not who we are. We have always been a very instinctive people; it is why you see us drawn to each other so much. We crave the closeness and warmth of family and friends. We need it. Yes… we were a barbaric species at one point, not one Lycavorian alive today would ever deny that. But the day Sumar joined with our people that all changed. He did not try to change who we were Murano… he embraced our ways! He became one of us! Through the centuries he was able, along with Wayonn and so many others, they were able to enlighten us to so many different ways of things because they now understood us! Because they understood us… then they were able to effect change that mattered. Why do you think Sumar’s first born son was revered among our people as King? Yes… he guided us through the Black Day… through the millennia of slavery to the High Coven… but he never forgot what he was. He stayed true to the instincts of our people while balancing those same instincts with the more benevolent nature of his Pralor blood. But he was always a Lycavorian first. And when I found the Spartan people on Earth, I saw the same thing in them that Resumar saw in our people. That is why we blended their culture into ours and finally… completely… made it our own. That Spartan culture and way of life allowed us to remain true to our instincts and still become what Sumar and Resumar hoped we would become.”


“Our people lost that for a time Murano.” Wayonn spoke now. “It is why I kept those Lycavorians with me within the Beta Quadrant, away from those in the Alpha. They did not deny their instincts, they just suppressed them in a way Sumar and his son did not want us too. It wasn’t until Martin returned to claim the throne of our people that it changed.”


Helen nodded her head now. “When he returned to us on Earth he had no idea who or what he was Murano. I could feel the power within him… such staggering power…”

“You… you knew then?” Murano gasped.

Helen looked at him. “I suspected he was different. That we were different then. We were too closely tied together. Something drew him to me and I to him. Thanks to my grandfather, we discovered what that was. That power he commanded, it was simmering just beneath the surface, boiling to come out, but he had no knowledge of his history or his blood. Yet he had done without thinking what so many of our people had forgotten through the years; what first Sumar and then Resumar taught our people. He had balanced the instinctive and sometimes violent nature of our people and the Spartans with the compassion and thoughtfulness of the Pralor blood within him. He never wanted to be King! He never wished for the position that was thrust upon him when he discovered who he was. He denied it at first and because he denied it as you suggest he do now, it almost cost him the very core of his heart and soul.”


“Queen Aricia?” Mari whispered softly her hand coming up to touch her lips. “She is his Anome. I have heard whispers among your people of what happened then. They still speak of it. I read the book by the elven writer too. It is… the story is horrible, yet it is inspirational.”

Helen nodded her head. “Your niece is far more insightful than you or her father gives her credit for.” She said softly. “Three times since he has returned to lead us, to show all of us what we had forgotten, three times someone chose to target one of the pieces of his heart and soul. Twice he did not respond as a Lycavorian and Spartan would respond. He restrained himself from acting. And because of that it happened a third time. This time… this time Fedor and Eirene were the result! A glorious and blessed result in the end, but a result that should not have happened! Martin will love them as his own children now, never doubt that, for it is his essence they reached for and found while still in their mother’s womb. The shame he carries because he allowed it to happen in the first place is something that will never be erased however. Not until Pusintin lies dead!”
“He bears no shame for that. They used deception and coercion against For'mya. Even she does not blame him. I have heard her say this on several occasions.” Murano spoke.

Helen shook her head slowly. “Perhaps that is how you view it Murano.” She said. “That is not how our people… how Martin views it. And For'mya thought she had lost Martin’s love because of what happen. Because of what she suffered. She does not blame him because his love for her only grew stronger because of what she endured and when she knew that, all her shame and doubt was erased by his love for her. Had Martin done what his instincts told him to do, it would never have happened to begin with. No more will he deny the instincts that burn within him. Teach him restraint Murano? Martin Leonidas has been exercising restraint for the better part of two decades! I have never in all my hundreds of years witnessed a man exercise so much restraint!”

“It… it does not seem that way.” He said softly.

“That fool Lorendo struck one of his Queens!” Helen snarled and stepped closer to the much larger Murano, poking a finger into his broad chest to emphasize her words. “He struck the Queen the majority of our people consider to be the most beloved by him after Aricia! Anja Leonidas has known him far longer than all of the others together and she was the very first to be affected by his wolf aura. Hadarian she may be, but she acts as a Lycavorian and a Spartan woman almost as much as Aricia does. Of all of them turned by Martin, Anja has embraced and grasped the true meaning of what it means to be Lycavorian a tiny bit more than the others and made it her all her own! Perhaps it is because she saw into his mind so long ago; perhaps it is because she fought her feelings for him for so long that the burning of her blood became too much for her to deny and she almost lost him. It no longer matters to her or to anyone! Dysea and For'mya know this about her, as do Isabella and Cirith and they love her even more for it. Restraint you say? If Martin Leonidas had not exercised the restraint you say I need to teach him, that fat ronnus Lorendo would have died in the very spot he stood for striking Anja as he did! Martin would have ended his life in the most violent way he knew how! As would you and all of those with you have died for Lorendo’s actions! Your people nearly killed one of his children! His children! You did not see what he did on Enurrua Murano, and I tell you now, he would have annihilated all of you and barely broke a sweat for what your people did had he not exercised restraint! Carians… why am I even having this discussion!” 
Helen barked angrily before turning away quickly for she did not want to lose control of her own passions now. Arzoal lowered her head quickly and touched her cool snout to Helen’s shoulder instantly and calming her. Helen nodded slowly and reached up to stroke her scales lovingly. 

Helen turned back to face him. “Do not speak to me of restraint Murano!” She snarled at him. “Had Fedor died that day… all of you would have followed him into the abyss of whatever place you call hell! You have absolutely no idea how close to death all of you came that day! None! Had Martin not been there… had it been Androcles or one of his other sons or daughters instead of him… you would be dead!” 

“So it is about vengeance!” Murano spat.
“Vengeance? You still think this is about vengeance?” Helen gasped and shook her head. “I have seen…” She stopped talking and looked at Wayonn, seeing her grandfather nod his head once more. 
“Speak the words granddaughter.” He told her. “Maybe then… maybe then he will finally understand.”

Helen turned back to Murano. “I have seen men and women follow Martin Leonidas into some of the blackest, brutal and most hideous places any of them had ever seen before in their lives! The same places they had no idea if they would ever come back from! And they followed him into those places without pause or question. I have seen that man inspire mortally wounded men and women to fight and stand until the very last breath of life leaves their broken bodies! I have seen men and women lose limbs in savage battles and even though they scream in agony and pain, they shift their forms to stop the bleeding and then throw themselves back into the fray. To follow their King! No question! No hesitation! No doubt! That is what he inspires them too!”

“They do not follow him because of his name or the silly title that he carries and hates so much! They follow him without doubt because of what he represents to them! They follow his son Androcles not because of his name, but because of his own actions and deeds and what he represents to them! They follow Denali and Resumar and his daughters Eliani and Normya and Lisisa… all of his children! Not for the name they carry… not because they are royalty… but because they represent all we desire for our people! All we aspire to be! All we want for our future!” Helen shook her head slowly. “Restraint? You and the others have no idea how very lucky you are that it was Martin there that day and not one of his children. We would not be having this discussion if it was. His children adhere far more closely to the ideals that he and their mothers taught them. The ideals of our people and culture. More closely in many instances than Martin does himself. And still you question his motives.”
Murano stared at her for a long moment. “Helen…” He finally spoke softly. “What he is planning… I… I see vengeance in his eyes. That is what I see.”


“Vengeance to your way of thinking… to your instincts… perhaps.” Helen said with a nod. “It is justice to our species and our instincts. The instincts that Sumar, your friend, instilled in our people all those millennia ago. Look deeper into those eyes Praetorian Murano… look beyond what you see outwardly… look beyond what you think you know and perhaps you will understand him.”

“Sumar would not advocate what Martin is doing!” Murano spoke.


Wayonn moved closer. “The Sumar you once knew… that we once knew… it is not the Sumar who rose to lead these people Murano. Our eyes were opened my friend. To new things. New insights. An entirely new life. The Sumar I knew at the end…” Wayonn closed his eyes for a brief moment as he remembered. “The Sumar I knew and called friend at the end would have acted far sooner than Martin has waited. And with far less tolerance and patience than Martin has displayed. At least until now. As I would have acted.”


“You think to change him?” Helen asked him softly. “You think to change his sons and daughters, who he views with nearly the same reverence as his wives and mates?” She shook her head slowly. “This will never happen Murano. They bear their father’s blood within them and Martin bears within him the blood and memories of his father Leonidas; he bears within him the blood and memories of Resumar and Sumar. That is what guides him now. That is what guides his oldest son Androcles, who you have only spoken to in a silly holo transmission, but who is far more unforgiving than his siblings and even his own father. And Martin will now act as he should have long ago.”


I have seen Martin Leonidas weep at orders he has had to give Murano. Arzoal spoke now seeing Murano turn to look at her. Orders that he knew would no doubt cost the lives of innocents. I have witnessed his own son Androcles give the order that sent millions to their deaths in a single act. That order saved billions more innocents from hate and death. That decision weighs heavily on Andro’s soul even still, a darkness that will forever be his to carry alone though he was the only one with the strength to give such an order. Just as his father carries similar self-inflicted burdens of darkness within him. Their compassion knows no bounds for those who deserve it Murano… but their mercy to their enemies is non-existent. 

“This man… he is Martin’s brother Helen. His family.” Murano spoke softly once more.

Helen shook her head quickly in denial. “No he is not. Is that what you think? That he… that Martin is conspiring to murder his own brother?”

“That is how it looks to me.’ Murano said sedately. “How it would look to others if they knew what I knew.”

Helen shook her head slowly again, this time with a very small smile. “That is because you don’t know what you think you do Murano. You don’t know the truth of it. There is only one man alive who will ever hold the title of brother to Martin Leonidas. His Mard Fervon. His True Brother. The man who has been with him from the very beginning of it all. The same one who has experienced all of the very same horrors and the same brutal life that he did. The man who has shed the same blood with him on more occasions than I can imagine; experienced the same sense of happiness, love and loss that he did. They shared it all. You wish to know Martin Leonidas Murano… truly know him… then learn about him from the one person in existence who knows him better than his own wives and mates. The only other person outside of his son Androcles who knows who Martin Leonidas really is. Pusintin or whatever that fool wishes to call himself now… he is not that man. He never was. And soon he will not matter, for Martin will erase him from existence.”


Mari looked at her, blue eyes growing slightly wider in realization. “Daniel Simpson.” She said softly.


Helen looked at Murano now. “You have much to learn Murano.” She said. “So much to learn about us. Just as we have to learn about you. You will never change Martin Leonidas or his sons and children. Never. Justice will be done Murano. As Martin carried it out twenty-eight years ago, he must deal out justice once again. When that act is done then you will see the one remaining stain on the honor of his father forever extinguished and we can move forward into the future.” Helen turned away from him as Arzoal rose to her four legs. Murano and the others watched as she casually waved her hand and lifted herself into the saddle with her command of her Etheric power and look down upon them once she was settled.

“Learn quickly Murano. Watch him. Learn about him. But do so quickly.” Helen spoke. “The time for learning is rapidly leaving us and soon… sooner than you might think or know… soon his children will join us and then there will be no more time for learning. Only battle. And then you and the Pralor people will see just how Martin Leonidas, Androcles, his  other sons and his daughters… those of us who follow them and their ideals… then you will see how we wage war to protect those we care for.”


“Those you care for? What do you mean?” Murano asked her moving closer.


“Sister! Go!” Helen barked.


Arzoal let loose with a short trumpet and propelled them into the sky with her powerful legs, her massive wings carrying them away rapidly. Murano staggered back slightly from the buffet of wind and turned quickly to Wayonn. 


“What did she mean?” He asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “I do not know. It is not the Scourge… we would feel that as well… but whatever it is… you can rest assured that if Martin is concerned enough to send for Androcles and his other children… then it is a threat that only together can we face.”


“Why has he not told me about this?” Murano hissed.


Wayonn shrugged. “Perhaps for the same reasons that you do not understand what he does now.” He said. “As my granddaughter said… there is only one way to truly learn about him. If you desire this knowledge as much as I believe you do Murano… then you will take her advice and act on it.”


Murano watched as Wayonn turned and began to walk away, his hands going behind his back in a restful pose, his wolf senses drawing in the sweet smell of the nearby flowers and lake waters.


Murano, Praetorian and warrior, was at a loss for what to do for the first time in nearly thirty millennia. He did not like that feeling.


Fedor sat on the soft grass overlooking the huge lake and stared out across the glass like surface as the sun began its rise into the distance. He wore only a pair of work out pants, his toes flexing and un-flexing in the cool, greenish yellow grass. The morning breeze swept across his skin cooling him and bringing the myriad of scents to his wolf nose. He lifted the mug of coffee and took a long pull of the hot liquid, enjoying the flavor as he swallowed it down. His mother Anja had pronounced him fully recovered from his injuries yesterday and lifted all restrictions on him, though he had felt no different for days. He knew she had been playing it safe with him because he was her son and she was not only acting as Chief Medical Officer, but his mother as well. Fedor found it amusing that he and Eirene called six women mother, but it came so naturally to them, just as it did their other siblings even though they had never met them in person. It was part of their strength as a family to be able to do this and not think it odd in some manner. All six of them spoke with one voice and Fedor knew that voice rarely, if ever, disagreed. 

Fedor detected her kiwi scent instantly and turned his head as Iama exited their portable shelter and made her way over to him. She wore one of his t-shirts that fell to just below her thighs and her tail swayed gently behind her as she walked. The upper portion of the t-shirt was stretched across her full breasts as she lifted the glass of juice she carried to her lips and Fedor felt a surge of desire for her. 
Iama’s sea green eyes found him instantly when she exited and she quickened her pace until she came up beside where he sat on the grass. As if it was the most natural thing in the world for her to do, she didn’t hesitate and lowered herself into Fedor’s lap sideways, her legs extending out to the side and her tail curling around his upper leg as he leaned forward and softly nuzzled her neck and shoulder. The joy at discovering that her father and her family still loved her and it had been her father all of these years who had never given up on finding her, it had kept Iama very occupied for the last two days as she rediscovered their love and presence. She knew it made Fedor very happy that the relationship she had with her father had not died during her years as a whore for the Kavalian troops on Nefoa, and that his love for her had only grown more intense in their time apart. Fedor had seen Koguth several times since they had established the camp, always holding her hand as they talked or walked among the encampment and Iama could feel his happiness for her within their Mindvoice connection and how it made him very happy. 

Last night however, last night Iama Leonidas had surrendered to the new and wonderful feelings of a young woman who craved the touch and company of her new husband and mate. She excused herself from her family, only her mother and Corsa knowing what the sudden anxiousness within her was all about, and set about using her new skills in Mindvoice to find Fedor. Iama found him working with several engineers and Star Colonel Endith on some sort of electronic defensive field late yesterday afternoon. Fedor sensed her desire instantly as she knew he would and they had spent most of the early evening making sweet love to each other with measured and exquisite slowness. He may have only been a few months old technically, but Fedor was by no means a child. His touch could and did make her sing in delight. They had explored each other’s bodies and desires further than ever before and Iama had cried out in bliss more times than she could remember through it all. She closed her eyes now in ardor as she felt a small portion of his male wolf aura surround her and embrace her tightly. Anja had told her she would begin to feel this from him and it would grow over time because his blood was now within her from his bite. It would not be as strong as his father could project, but Anja estimated it would certainly affect her in a very positive way and Iama could now feel what she meant. It was as if Fedor wrapped a warm, soothing blanket of love and respect around her and pulled her tight. She found this sensation could incite her passion to higher levels last night, the touch of his aura easily causing her body to respond in a very sexual nature. Now however, now that aura simply caressed her body lovingly and she closed her eyes in giddiness and rested her head against his shoulder as his arms circled her waist and pulled her close to him with his hand cupped around her firm breast. It was not a touch of a sexual nature, but a confident touch that told her and anyone who saw that Iama was his woman and his mate. It was Aricia who had told her that many Alpha wolves did this at odd times as a means to demonstrate to their mate that their love was absolute and they meant everything to them out of their beds as well as in them.

“I am sorry I have spent so much time with my family Fedor.” She said softly as Fedor’s hand dropped to rest in her lap now.


“That is not something you need to apologize for Iama.” Fedor told her. “They are your family.”


Iama lifted her head and looked at him. “But you are my future.” She said softly.


“And you are mine as well.” Fedor said with a smile. “Discovering what you have since they returned has made you so very happy. Especially with your father.”


Iama nodded and looked at the glass of juice in her hands. “I have thought it was him all of these years. I had thought I did something wrong to make him do this to me. All of this time I have hated him and it was tearing me apart inside. To know that all of it was a lie, that he never gave me to those monsters, it is as if years of sadness and anger just washed away.”


Fedor brushed some of her golden hair from her face. “That he loves you greatly is very evident on his face and the way he holds you. You are his only daughter… and I understand that emotion.”


Iama met his dark eyes. “They are my family and I love them… but it… it was you who gave me my life back Fedor my love. It is you who my life moving forward will center upon. Our life together.”


Fedor kissed her softly, Iama shivering in delight at the touch of his lips on hers. “And you are my life as well.” He said. 


Iama reached up and stroked his cheek as she gazed into his dark eyes. “You are not angry with him that he…?”


Fedor chuckled and shook his head. “He brought this man because he wanted to show you that he was different.” Fedor answered. “That those with him were different. I understand that.”


“He is nothing to me Fedor. I already made that very clear to my mother.” Iama said quickly.


Fedor smiled again as he looked at her. “I know that.” He said. “You think I am worried about that?”

Iama bit her lower lip and shook her head with a smile. “No… I just don’t want you to hurt him.”


Fedor laughed. “Why would I hurt him?”


Iama’s face became a little serious now. “I know what you are capable of Fedor my love. My father and the others do not. My mother senses it I believe… she has commented on how you carry yourself. Your father and Uncle have taught you and Eirene many things that others will never learn. Your brother Androcles taught you even more when he touched you.” She said evenly. “And your mothers all agree that you have not yet reached your full potential. My love, my heart is yours Fedor Leonidas. Nothing could ever change that.”


Fedor gazed at her and smiled warmly. “I will do nothing unless it is called for Iama. You know that. You have my word on that.”


“I know.” She said softly.


“Then trust in me.” He said. “And let me just hold you while the sun finishes its rise. You need to go to work soon and I just want to hold my treasure for a while longer.”


Iama smiled and lowered her head to his shoulder again, tucking her face against his neck and drawing in a deep breath. Since he had bitten her Iama had noticed her senses had become more acute than they had been and she loved the way he smelled to her. So wild and masculine. She was his treasure. Iama adored when he told her that and she knew within her heart and soul that she could love no one as she did this man. All that she had hoped for and believed she would never have was now hers. She would have the ceremony that she had dreamed of, Fedor and his mothers had promised he that. She would have the future she desired. And it would be with this man. Nothing would take that from her now, and Iama would defend that to her last breath if need be.

“I will make you a special dinner tonight.” She said with a smile. “And you can have me for desert.”


Fedor grinned widely. “Now I like the sound of that.” He said squeezing her even more tightly. “With or without cream?”


Iama laughed at his words. “The cream was kind of messy last time.” She said. “But it was very exciting.”


Fedor chuckled as he pulled her closer. “Cream it is.” He said.

Koguth lower his own mug of coffee as his eyes watched his daughter from across the camp at his own shelter. It was about a hundred and fifty meters from where Iama was by the lake, but his keen eyes allowed him to watch her easily. He sensed Mani come up beside him and he turned to look at his beautiful wife. Koguth was not afraid to tell his wife anything, unlike many Kavalian men, and he had never held anything back from her.


“Her face glows when she is with him.” He said softly.


Mani saw where he had been looking and saw her daughter sitting in Fedor’s lap across the distance. She nodded her head and took the coffee from his hands and sipped it. “She is very much in love with him.” Mani answered. “And he with her.”


“Has she talked of him with you and Corsa?” Koguth asked.


Mani looked at him. “Koguth…”


“I do not ask because I will do something Mani.” He said quickly.


“Jothor came with us expecting to be able to court her and find your favor as he took her as his wife.” Mani said.


Koguth nodded. “I know. I brought him to show her that we were not like those she has had to endure all these years Mani. You know that. I would never force Jothor upon her. It is not my place and I would never do that to her. Besides… it is the Kavalian mothers who assist in choosing a husband for our daughters. He is… he is of Pusintin’s loins though. I… the way he touches her, caresses her so intimately… I…”


Mani returned the coffee to him and stepped closer gripping his arm. “No my husband.” She said. “Iama explained to me what she herself only discovered a short time ago. Something we never knew about Lycavorians. They imprint their children within this Etheric realm they can use to speak with their minds. When they conceive a child in their wombs, that child then reaches for the imprint, the essence left on their mother by their father. Pusintin never did this with Queen For'mya. When Fedor and his twin reached for that essence, they found not one of Pusintin… but the King’s essence on For'mya. That is what they embraced and it helped to shape them even as they grew in her womb. He is no more Pusintin’s son than Nedoli is.”

Koguth looked back across the distance and settled his eyes on them again. He saw Iama lean back and laugh as Fedor snuggled against her neck. He watched her scramble to her feet and then Fedor after and he could hear her joyful laughter as Fedor began to chase her in front of their shelter.


“He looks nothing like Pusintin either.” He said finally.


“He almost died for her Koguth.” Mani said causing him to look at her. “He stepped in front of some kind of grenade during a recent battle with the creatures we saw on that moon. He shielded her from the explosion and was horribly wounded. He almost died. If not for him, our daughter would have fallen.”


“She told you this?” Koguth asked.


Mani nodded. “Corsa and I.” She said. “It… to listen to it was frightening… but also so very romantic.” She reached up and put a hand to his weathered face, her fingers reveling in the feel of his soft fur. “Fedor gave back to our daughter what those monsters took from her my husband. And he did it expecting nothing in return. Iama will not give him up. She told Corsa and I this. She is his wife and mate, and you know well how Lycavorians view their mates my husband.”

Koguth nodded. “Yes I do. The same manner in which I view you Mani.”

Mani smiled and squeezed his hand. “Talk with him before you go with the King to finish that fool Pusintin. Learn about him.”


Koguth nodded his head as he looked back to where Fedor had caught Iama and was holding her off the ground as they kissed deeply, the sounds of his precious daughter’s laughter echoing in the wind. “I intend to my wife. I intend to.”
SCIMITAR
ORBITING EARTH

18 HOURS UNTIL DEPARTURE


“…entire Strike Group.” Andro spoke to the images of Denali, Dutkne and Coren Re Mydala in the transmission. The QCR rooms on the SCIMITAR and the ARCH DEMON were completely secure and they had no worries about someone discovering what they were talking about. “We have one stop to make before we form with SPARTA'S WRATH and then depart Dreamland. Once we leave, 341 tells me no more than thirty-six hours. He’s plotted a course that will max our engine specs but get us there as quickly as possible.” Andro looked up from the table. “How are things on your end?”


Andro saw Denali look at Coren before turning back to him. He glanced quickly to where Jomann sat beside Dorian and then back to his brother. “Deni?”


“Ardan has the Board of Regents tied down in procedure.” Coren spoke now. “They are still reviewing the information Denali provided to them.”


“Still reviewing?” Andro asked. “It’s been nearly two months.”


Coren nodded his head. “I know. I can only apply so much pressure given what we have discovered since returning Androcles. If I attempt to push more, Ardan and his cohorts will begin to suspect that we know more than we actually do. And things have become more precarious for Dyack as well.”


“In what way?” Andro asked.


“It appears those within his government that oppose him may have discovered that he has made contact with the OSG and the slavers.” Coren spoke. “That he is supposedly consorting with them.”


“The son?” Andro asked.


Denali nodded his head and leaned forward in his chair. “His son Anroth is working with the faction that opposes Dyack’s rule.” He explained.


“Is that why he isn’t with you?” Andro asked. 
Deni looked quickly at Dutkne and Coren before turning back to his brother. “Not exactly no.”


“Deni?” Andro insisted.


“Praetor Dyack is upset with how events transpired with Sehri Andro.” Dutkne spoke now. “Upset is probably a gentle term. At the moment… you are not at the top of his list of people he wants to see.”


“Claiming Sehri as you did has caused some issues back here.” Deni told him. “We don’t know exactly how he discovered it, but he seems to believe that you forced Sehri into agreeing to be your wife and mate by using your aura in a way that the Rothryn people have suppressed. Making it impossible for her to resist.”

“What?” Andro gasped.


“I tried to explain it to him.” Denali spoke quickly. “So did Dutkne. He wasn't really very open to listening to us.”


“Andro… he must have communicated with someone that came with Lady Aleatia.” Dutkne told him. “Someone that gave him false information.”


Andro looked at Jomann and shook his head. “Harira.” He said. “Or one of Sehri’s sisters to be sure.”


“Who else could it be?” Jomann asked. “Lady Aleatia has spent every moment she has been here with your family. There is no way she would believe this or send this information back to him.”


Andro looked back to Denali. “Has he pulled his support?” He asked.


Coren shook his head quickly. “No. He is maintaining his façade, but it grows harder to keep those who wish to challenge him at bay.”


Andro looked at Coren. “Coren Re Mydala do you…”


“NO!” Coren snapped quickly. “By the Prophets no Androcles. I have seen the… I have seen the utter love in my daughter’s eyes for you. Caliria aches for you. For all of you. I have seen the brightness of Arduri’s face whenever she is with Denali. Whatever I may have thought in the past, the possibility of losing my children forever made me take off the blinders I was wearing for so many years. I have since spent many hours with Denali and Dutkne, with my daughters, learning of your people and your ways. The texts Wayonn left for us that I should have read long ago, they have become my constant companions.”


“We have had to pry him out of those books on more than one occasion.” Dutkne said with a grin.


“I have tried to speak with Dyack about this but he…” Coren began.


Andro shook his head. “Thank you sir… truly… but I will deal with that when we arrive in the Beta Quadrant. That is my place and my duty. Now fill me in on what you aren’t telling me Deni. Dutkne?”


Dutkne looked at Deni and smiled shaking his head gently. “I told you it wouldn’t work.” He said. “The bond we have as these Praetorians does not let us keep much from each other. He can sense it in my manner.”


“It was worth a shot.” Denali said with a smile. “Even if we had been able to fool him, Lisisa would have figured it out in an instant.”


“Would the two of you mind telling me what exactly is going on?” Andro spoke. 



Denali looked at his older brother. “We are being tracked Andro. All of us.” He said simply.


Andro’s eyes grew wider and he leaned closer. “Inamarno?” He hissed.


Coren Re Mydala did an excellent job at hiding the smile he wanted to display. No matter that their entire plan could fall apart, the moment Denali told his brother that they were being followed Androcles’s only concerned was for Caliria. The Lycavorian texts he had read were very true it seemed. Their wives and mates meant everything to them and they would not tolerate a threat to them.


Deni held up his hand. “She’s covered Andro. Paga goes where she goes and I have two Drow shadowing her always as back up. She is in school most of the day to finish her degree but Coren has eyes there as well.”


“I have a small detachment on standby within our embassy Andro.” Dutkne added. “If Paga or any of the others call they will act. Caliria, Arduri, Coren and whoever else we mark will be removed from the planet within minutes and taken into Protectorate space.”


Andro sat back after a moment trusting in his brother and his Praetorian Mage and friend. He nodded his head slowly. “Very well.” He said. “How bad is it?”


“The extent of Protectorate involvement is larger than I thought.” Dutkne said. “We have managed to identify all of those who are even remotely connected and when we decide to move they will be dealt with. Harshly.”


“Dutkne… once the merger is complete…” Andro looked at him. “It will be expected that punishment is dealt as it would be in the Union. You realize this?”


Dutkne nodded. “Indeed I do. And I would expect no less. This sort of thing is just as foul to us as it is to our brothers and sisters in the Union Andro.”


Andro nodded. “There is more I take it?”


“As with Dutkne… we have been able to identify most of the Vanari who are involved as well.” Coren spoke. 


“Most?” Andro asked.


Coren nodded his head. “Unlike the Protectorate or the Union we are limited in how we go about things really. There are some very highly placed Vanari who know of the slavery ring and they are very good at covering their tracks.”


“Your leader?” Andro asked.


Coren shook his head. “No. I cannot believe Alrerin Sha Harael would ever support this in any way. His oldest daughter was taken by the OSG decades ago and he has held a hatred for them deep in his heart ever since Androcles. He would never actively allow this to continue if he knew of it. I don’t believe that.”


“You are sure Coren?” Andro asked him gently. 


Coren Re Mydala met his eyes. “No.” He answered firmly. “But I know how I can find out without anyone becoming the wiser.”


“Do it.” Andro spoke. “And if it is as you believe then it has to be someone very close to him.” Andro asked.


Coren nodded in response. “Yes. I have suspected two of his senior aides since our return and beginning this operation. Both of whom deep have ties to Ardan. They would have all the authority and access to hide everything Ardan and others are doing and they could do it quite easily.”


“We have earned no favor by giving your people the counter agent to the OSG chemicals they used to control Vanari females?” Andro asked. “Surely that must count for something?”


Coren shook his head. “Ardan has many of them believing it is a complete falsehood. Our own doctors and scientists, many of them supporters of Ardan, are still conveniently going over the data provided by your mother and sister.”


“So he has it buried in what… procedure?” Andro asked.


Coren nodded again. “Unfortunately yes.” He leaned forward at the table. “However… I believe it would be immensely positive for us when the time comes Androcles if you can speak with and convince the young women who remained in the Union to return and show the Board of Regents just how effective this counter agent is. At the moment, their refusal to return only lends support to Ardan’s argument that this is nothing more than a ruse. And they will not believe anything Caliria tells them because she broke our laws to begin with in beginning her research on this and they will believe what Ardan tells them. And he is nurturing the idea that your people will not allow them to return because the counter agent does not really work and they do not want us to discover this.”


Andro sat back in his chair. “Have they tried to bring charges against Inamarno for that?” He asked.

Coren nodded his head. “They tried.” He said with firmness in his voice. “I put a stop to that very quickly. As well as those filed against Arduri, Nirilo and Naesta.”


Andro nodded his head. “I will ask them Coren… but I will not force them.” He told him. “I know that Inamarno’s friend… Yssyla I think her name was… she has entered into a serious relationship with a Durcunusaan officer. It would be wrong of me to force them to return.”


Coren nodded in response. “I understand.” He said. “Perhaps if Caliria talked to her… to them before you leave?”


“I will see to it that the COM codes are sent to Paga via the ARCH DEMON.” He said. “We are leaving mid day tomorrow so tell her to contact them very soon.”


Coren nodded. “I will.”


“What else?” Androcles asked. “There has to be more.”


“The OSG apparently has been putting pressure on the Eridiani government to cut ties with the Vanari and the Rothryn.” Dutkne spoke now. 


“Because of what I did?” Andro said.


Dutkne nodded his head. “We executed nearly a dozen Eridiani citizens.” He said. “They do not care that all of them were involved with the slavery ring, only that we acted without their consent. They are beginning to stir up the other species here in the Beta Quadrant. Mainly the Enverr.”


“I don’t suppose they care that each of them was an OSG agent as well?” Andro said.


Dutkne shook his head. “No.”


“Nubou them!” Andro spat. “They are not a threat to us militarily and I will deal with the OSG when I get there. The Eridiani can either pull their support for them or suffer their fate with them.”

Dutkne nodded. “My sentiments as well.”


“Androcles… you know of course that many of the senior government officials among the Eridiani owe their positions to the OSG.” Coren said.


“Too bad.” Andro hissed. “I will not dance with them over this sir! If they wish to remain in support of the OSG and their slavery and blackmarket deals then they can damn well suffer the same fate as the OSG!”


“What are you going to do?” Coren asked.


“I will fill you in on that when I arrive.” Andro told him. “Coren… can you…”


Coren held up his hand knowing what Androcles was going to ask. “I have already been putting out the feelers to those among our people who I know are more forward thinking than others. Most of them were eager to speak with me because they worshiped Devra and her values. They were wary at first… because of my past views…. but once they saw Arduri and Denali together they quickly came on board. We will have support among the masses… I just don’t know how much.”


“They don’t care that I will end all trade with the Vanari if things do not change?” Andro asked.


Coren met his eyes. “They do not believe you will do such a thing.” He stated simply. “I have let them cultivate this ideal… though I know you will do exactly as you say. The shock of it happening might be what we need to open eyes Androcles. We are a prideful people… I will admit that. The many hundreds of families all vying for power. If trade with the Protectorate came to a sudden and final end, many would be affected. This would alter their influence in many ways. It might be what we need in order to tip the scales in our favor.”


Andro got to his feet slowly. “Sibfla… I hate these political games!” He spat. 

“I can’t help but agree now.” Coren said softly “Even though I have been part of them for decades. In this instance however, we can make these games work in our favor.”


“They know when we will arrive?” Andro asked turning back to look at him.


Coren nodded. “They are already prepared to keep the Board of Regents in the capital in order to greet you officially. No doubt this will be when Ardan makes his move.”


“And the reaction from the other species that we have not met yet?” Andro asked.


“Unknown at this time.” Dutkne said. “Many of them are not as large in number as the Vanari and the Rothryn… but they covet what the Vanari have built as well as a way into the grand political scheme to make themselves relevant.”


“Like these Enverr?” Jomann asked.


Dutkne shook his head. “The Enverr are nothing more than a collection of clan based pirates, criminals and thugs. They control with fear. They are large but scattered across their space. And the infighting among the clans has always kept them divided and unable to be a major force.”


“Are they a concern Dutkne?” Dorian asked.


Dutkne shook his head slowly. “Not unless a miracle happens and they put aside their differences as clans and come together. I can’t see that happening… but then again… anything is possible.”


“Then we need to be at least wary of them?” Dorian said.


Dutkne nodded again. “I would not take them for granted no. They have been able to cause troubles in the past, just nothing that we or the Vanari could not handle.”


“There is another concern.” Coren spoke once more. “Since the OSG has reached into the Alpha Quadrant… there is no way to tell how far their influence has reached. Or what they have shared with their so called business partners in terms of technology.”


“Brendi is already working on that.” Jomann spoke up. “She has been monitoring several encrypted channels that she knows are used by the OSG. In order to detect any possible links that we may have missed.”


“She would betray her own people?” Coren asked surprised.


Jomann met his eyes but did not take offense at his question. “The OSG are no more her people than the sun is to darkness. She never wanted to be part of them. All she has done is to protect her parents and her sisters. She has seen many things while she has been here that has opened her eyes Regent Re Mydala.” He spoke. “Her own family has become deeply tied to a Lycavorian family here on Earth. Eliani and I are… we are helping her to see that all she has known is not nearly the truth of things. You might be surprised at how quickly she is embracing it.”

That was putting it mildly Jomann knew. He and Eliani were having to fight very hard to keep their feelings for Brendi from coming out. He did not bother to try and understand it or explain it. His closeness with Androcles now, their connection within the Etheric realm, it made him see that they might never be able to explain it. The fact remained that he and Eliani were Anomes and so much more. Andro and Shiria believed that Eliani was his Praetorian Mage for when they were together Jomann never felt more at peace. There were other pieces of evidence that made them think this, Eliani’s ability to draw from him almost without thought being the foremost reason, but as more time passed Jomann began to see that they were correct. The intense sexual draw to Brendi Faith was unmistakable; while the emotional pull was the thing that he and Eliani were beginning to have trouble fighting. They both wanted her in their lives, sharing everything with them. Jomann did not care that Eliani desired Brendi so in such a way, for it only added to Eliani’s own desire and passion for him when they were together. He had no doubt in his mind that when Brendi Faith realized that she wanted them as much as they wanted her, nothing would keep them apart.


Coren took Jomann’s words in stride and nodded his head. “I have changed so I believe that anyone is capable of the same change when they are open enough to see the entire picture.” He told him. “Whatever information she gathers, if you can forward it to us, we can try and see if there is anything we can do on this end.”


Jomann nodded. “Of course.”


Dutkne leaned forward. “Jomann… the way you speak of Eli… it is different than when I was there.” He said.


Jomann nodded his head. Like Andro he would keep nothing from one he considered a Praetorian like himself. They were just beginning to discover each other and they needed to be united in what they did. “Shiria and Androcles share the belief, as I now do, that Eliani serves as my Praetorian Mage as well as my wife and mate.” 


“Truly Jomann?” Dutkne spoke. “That would explain a great deal.” 


Andro nodded his head. “Shiria also believes that Sheva has become that balance for Dorian.” He added. “And our sister Nara for our brother Deion because they are twins and know each other so well. And Lisisa for you Deni.”


Denali nodded. “That would fit with what she and I feel for each other when we are together.” He said.


Dutkne sat back. “Grandfather Wayonn told me once that when Praetorian Warrior and Mage came together it would be almost seamless. Like it was for you and I. It was one of the few things he was very serious about in my instruction. There has to be a reason for this Andro. Why we are discovering each other so quickly.”


Androcles nodded. “I believe we will discover that reason when we are able to sit with and talk with Murano and Wayonn together.” He said. “For now we must cultivate it and insure that it grows stronger.”


“Agreed.” Dutkne said. “I can pass to them much of what grandfather taught me through the years when you arrive here.”

Andro nodded. “Jomann and I will continue our lessons with Dorian and then with Deion when he joins us tomorrow. For now Deni… maintain what you and Coren are doing. Do not take any unnecessary risks fervon. The endgame with the Vanari is approaching.”


Deni nodded. “We won’t.” He replied. “Give Lisi our love fervon. Tell her we will see her soon and…”


Andro smiled. “I will tell her Deni.” He said. “May the spirit of our grandfathers watch over you and those with you until we are together again fervon.”


“And you Andro.” Denali told him. “And you.” 


Andro turned from the table and went to the counter and poured himself a mug of coffee and then turned back as everyone mulled over what they had just heard.

“Something tells me that our trip to the Beta Quadrant is not going to be as calm as we had hoped fervon.” Dorian finally spoke up.


Andro nodded. “I’m beginning to sense that as well.” He agreed as he moved back to the table and sat down. “It is no matter… I will do exactly as I said I will. I will not tolerate a race of people who consider us beneath them. Nor would father.”


“That works for me.” Jomann spoke. “Arrogant people have never appealed to me in the least. And they appeal even less to Eli.”


Andro chuckled. “Yes… our sister got that from our mother.” He said with a nod. “They have the dispositions of a Semtoli Pit Viper when confronted with arrogance of any kind.”


Jomann reached for his belt when the COM Receiver he wore beeped twice. He glanced at the small readout and then turned to Andro. “Sadi and Eliani are here with the others.” He said.


Andro lifted his eyes just as the door to the conference room opened and Sadi led the parade of men and women into the room. Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia, Lu'ria and Sehri all came directly over to him and he shared a warm kiss and firm nuzzle with all of them, leaving their eyes closed in bliss for the briefest of moments as they basked in his aura. They quickly took seats in front of where he stood and Andro watched as the others continued to file in. Sheva Juconi immediately moved across the room and sat beside Dorian. While she was still coming to terms of what being Dorian’s wife and mate meant, she was growing more accustom to it as Andro watched her lace her hands around Dorian’s upper arm. Eliani went straight to where Jomann sat when she and Brendi entered and they shared a sizzling kiss, her fingers dragging across his face as she held Brendi Faith’s hand with the other. They quickly took seats on either side of Jomann at the table. Andro saw Tir'ut enter the room next, he and Cowen’Shan speaking about something as they entered, both of them huge in physical stature. Amazingly, Cowen and Tir'ut hit it off almost from the first moment they had been introduced. Cowen was discovering just how friendly and open other cultures were as he went and Tir'ut had been the first to reach across the divide caused by so much war and it was paying off. Just behind them came Normya and Kameka, both of them holding data pads in their hands and discussing one thing or another, most assuredly about flying. Zarah and Lucia walked in next with the female Lycavorian elf between them. 
This was Thr’won’s daughter Sherisa. She was the one helping Cowen’Shan to discover his new skills in Mindvoice and doing quite a good job it seemed. Sherisa was Thr'won’s oldest daughter with her mate and while her elf ears were only half the size of her mother’s because of her dual blood, she had her mother’s surreal beauty with white blond hair and pale blue eyes. She had the lush figure of most of the elves born on Earth and not Elear, but easily noticeable as well was the muscular definition of her body. She was a very capable Spartan soldier, having gone through her own Agoge many years ago. It was also well known that while she loved her elven mother, she worshiped her Spartan father. All of the Leonidas children knew her very well because she had often sat with them as children, looking out for them. Thr'won thought her to be the perfect choice for the mission of helping Cowen realize his new talent. 

Daio came into the room next with the younger wolf who looked quite nervous and this one Andro watched him intently. 

Torian Cedaria was the third son of a Beta Wolf and his wife and mate. His father was well known within the ranks of the Union Fleet for his exploits against the High Coven as well as the Evolli. His father was a Senior Admiral now and though he was not an Alpha wolf, he was extremely well liked and trusted by Riall. They had fought together many times in one battle or another against the High Coven and Riall trusted him completely. He commanded a Border Interdiction Sector Division, the one that now guarded the border near Gellen Station and the closest Kavalian border to the Union. He had been one of the first wolves to take a second name when this became popular shortly after Martin returned as King, and that name was now very recognizable. Torian had two brother and two sisters, all of them older than him, and all of them serving proudly within the Union military just as their father and mother did. Defending the Union was in the blood of their family.
Torian was of medium height, perhaps five foot ten at the most, but Andro saw instantly that there was not an ounce of fat on his body anywhere. He had a powerful physique, and while not as thick or defined as himself or Jomann for example; he was in superior physical condition. His was more of a lean and explosive physical build, which suited his skills as a scout. Andro had spoken to his instructors personally, and his commanding officer was very upset to see him transferred. He was two years older than Andro, with almost boyish good looks, and he was known as turning out some of the most lethal scouts within the ranks of the Union. He had been born within weeks of Earth becoming part of the Union, and his early training had come at the hands of Lycavorians who had lived in Sparta all of their lives and many Drow trainers that had begun to pass on their superior skills at the King’s request. Two of his Drow instructors, now commanding full fledged Recon Units within the Union Fleet, could not praise him enough. His respect for their methods and their culture had earned him much admiration with the Drow and this was something that carried over wherever he went. Torian was a senior instructor now himself, until Andro had pulled him from this assignment.
Daio was trying to put Torian at ease, but the young man had never been among so many of the Royal family at once. He had never even been this close to one of them let alone almost a dozen.

Jomann looked over his shoulder at Andro. [It will work out Andro.] He said. [He truly has no idea what is going on. Daio agrees.]
Andro looked at him. [The young woman who has been giving the information to Ulana and the others?]
[A friend of their family for many decades. She helped to raise him and he considers her a valued friend.] Jomann answered. [They do not know of her support for Ulana and Icho however. She has kept that very well hidden.]
[Makes you wonder why doesn’t it?] Andro asked.

[I’d say we have our answer.] Jomann spoke. [When he became Durcunusaan, her long friendship with the family made her stock to Icho’s people go way up. I’m sure Ulana knows all about him… or at least some of it. I don’t know how deeply involved she is though. That may take some doing to discover.]
[Ulana is not as smart as she likes to think.] Andro said. [I wouldn’t be surprised if she had no idea where her information is coming from.]

[Very true.] Jomann agreed. 

[I am beginning to severely dislike that man Jomann. And the way he manipulates other people.] Andro told him.

Jomann smiled. [I won’t tell you what Eli thinks of him then. Or what she thinks we should do to him.]

Andro chuckled. [I think I can imagine.]Andro saw Daio and Torian finally take seats at the table and he took a deep breath. [Let’s get this party going.] He said. 

He turned back to those at the table. “Ok… everyone… we are all here with the exception of Ridor and his mate Cvea, and Denali and Arduri. Ridor and Cvea will join us enroute to Dreamland as will my sister Carina and Moneus. Carina will remain on the SCIMITAR and become our operational liaison while Moneus has been promoted and will handle all security for the Strike Group. Carina is a skilled fighter but nowhere near as much as Zarah and Lucia or Carisia and Lu'ria. Her skills reside in operations and thinking outside the box. That is what she will handle. I have gathered us here so that we can begin to know one another.” Andro settled into the chair between Sadi and Lu'ria. “For lack of a better term, we will make up the command team. All of you in this room and Ridor and Cvea when they join us, all of you will have direct and unlimited access to me or to my father and mothers. To begin with… from this moment on… none of you will refer to me as Prince or sire or any of that other sibfla. I am simply Andro. I believe I can speak for Dorian, Denali and my sisters as well when I say we hate the titles.”
“Avoi.” Eliani spoke.

“Damn straight.” Dorian said.

Andro chuckled softly and nodded his head. “I have broken us into two smaller teams for simple ease of coordination. I have been known to get into my share of trouble so there will not be a lack of action I can assure you. I have a habit of upsetting a certain type of people… go figure.”

“I’m sure it has nothing to do with your wise and tactful way of speaking to those certain types of individuals Andro.” Tir'ut was the one to comment and they all laughed softly. Normya leaned into her husband with a beaming face at his words.
“Of course not.” Eliani commented sarcastically. “That’s why I am always patching his mida up.”
Andro smiled and nodded his head. “I will admit… I have a rather abrasive nature when dealing with…”

“Almost everyone?” Jomann offered.

Andro looked at him. “This is not gang up on Andro day.” He stated.

“But it is so much fun fervon!” Zarah commented with a small laugh.

“I seem to recall many moments as you were growing up that warned of this behavior Androcles.” Sherisa spoke for the first time.

“You do not need to review them now Sherisa.” Andro protested.

Sadi leaned forward and looked at him with adoring eyes. “Listening about your antics when you were younger might be fun Saradasaar.” She said while batting her jungle green eyes at him. 

“I would like to hear them as well.” Sehri spoke quickly with a bright smile.

“So would I.” Lu'ria commented.

Andro shook his head and sat back. “Very well… Sherisa… feel free to enrapture us with my deeds as a boy. Most of which I can’t even remember.”

“Rensibfla!” Sherisa spat playfully. “What about the time you tried to pluck the feathers from the Acamarian Ambassador? You planned that right down to the last detail if I recall. It’s when your mothers knew you were going to be trouble.”

“Saradasaar… we have not seen this memory.” Sadi declared.

Sherisa laughed. “I’m not surprised. It’s not one of his more glorious moments.”

“I succeeded!” Andro hissed.

Sherisa laughed. “But you plucked a quarter of his wing!” She spoke. 

Ne'Veha couldn’t help but lean forward with a huge smile on her face. “Tell us.” She said.

Andro shook his head slowly. “I’m never going to live this down.” He said.
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“…better?” Aricia asked Serale as she lowered her hands from the sides of her head.


Serale was holding Aricia’s forearms and she nodded quickly, her dark green eyes wide in wonder. “The… the echoes are gone!” She gasped.


Aricia smiled and stepped back slightly from the examining table Serale sat on. “We have discovered many different ways to help those who are recently changed.” She said. “It was the Feravomir who discovered that it was an easier conversion when the individual was assisted by someone more experienced.”


Ceale stood beside the table, both of her hands resting on Serale’s leg as she gazed at her daughter. “What… what does that mean Milady?” She asked Aricia.


Aricia looked at her. “We are now family Lady Ceale. Please… we expect our family to drop the pretense of royalty when it is just us.”


“Yes we do.” Dysea spoke stepping up to the table and holding out the glass of strong red juice. “Drink this Serale Leonidas … it is filled with nutrients and vitamins and will quickly help to energize your system.”


Serale took the glass without question and sipped the sweet, berry tasting fluid. “The… the throbbing is almost gone.” She said looking at Aricia.


Aricia nodded. “And it will fade completely in a short time.” She looked at Ceale. “I have reinforced your daughter’s new Etheric shields Ceale.”


“Etheric shields?” Ceale asked.


Anja stepped up next to her and held out the data pad for Ceale. “This might better help you to understand Ceale.” She said with a smile. “Essentially… Serale has become one quarter wolf. We sensed this last night when Kalis bit her. It is why we brought both of you here this morning.”


“Do not let Melyanna fool you Ceale.” Dysea spoke again as she reached up and pushed a strand of Serale’s hair from her cheek. “Aricia detected Serale the moment she became like us and Anja shortly thereafter. For'mya, Cirith and I did not feel her until this morning. Both of them are far stronger with their Etheric abilities than the rest of us. Ours tend to be more latent in activity.”


Ceale looked up from the pad and gazed at Anja. “She is… Serale is now like you my Queen?” Ceale gasped.


“Mother… it is wondrous!” Serale exclaimed. “You smell… you smell like Roltulian orchids mother!”

“Kalis may only be half Lycavorian…” Anja explained. “But that Lycavorian half is far more potent than most people realize. His father may be a colossal shit head, and his remaining days of life are very numbered, but the blood that flows in his foul veins is some of the purest Lycavorian blood ever recorded in history. With that kind of purity, it will always dominant whatever other blood Kalis may have in his body. In this case his Kavalian blood.”


Ceale looked at the data pad again. “So she will become… she will be like you?”


Anja nodded. “In a manner of speaking yes. She will be able to shift her form, take on some of Kalis’s traits, and have the Lycavorian senses and rapid healing. It won’t be as potent as me for example, because Kalis is only half Lycavorian.”


Ceale tapped on the pad. “And her Mutative processing of the nebula radiation around our world will remain unchanged?”


Anja nodded her head. “The Absorption Rating and Coefficient will actually increase somewhat because once the Lycavorian cells have finished bonding with her Hadarian cells they will form a shield of sorts. It will allow her to go longer periods without having to Ascend and she will have the healing power of someone decades older than she is.”

“Mother I am still me!” Serale declared.

Anja took Ceale’s hand in hers. “Ceale… do you trust me?” She asked. “Do you trust us?”


“Milady… Anja… you…” Ceale looked quickly at Aricia and Dysea and then back to Anja. “You are my queens. How could I not?”


“Trust us now.” Anja said. “Believe me when I tell you that if Kalis was not different than his fool father Martin would have sensed it immediately.”


“His scent permeates your daughter deeply Ceale.” Aricia said. “No Lycavorian… no matter how powerful he is… no Lycavorian male could fake the scent of his devotion to one he has chosen as his wife and mate. Kalis has completely embraced the wolf blood within him, the blood of his family, and it comes out in Serale. We as female wolves can smell it easily, for it is the same thing that flows from within our blood and it comes from Martin. Kalis worships your daughter Ceale. That is not a scent you can hide or duplicate.”


Ceale looked at her daughter and saw the brightness of her face and her beautiful eyes. She felt tears well up in her eyes. “Then she will have something that I never did.” Ceale said softly.


Serale nearly burst out in tears and reached for her. “Oh mother.” She gasped.


Aricia looked at Anja. [Do we tell her?] She asked.


[Melda Min?] Anja asked looking at Dysea.


Dysea met their gazes. [If she fights it… denies it… then she may never recover from what that ronnus did. Do either of you question what you see when he looks at her?]


[Not a chance.] Anja answered quickly. [His desire for her is intense and it isn’t just a casual thing. Before Athani… before everything we have learned up until now about the Kavalian people… I would have said no. Not anymore. Have you seen the way Koguth treats Mani, or how his other son treats his wife? You cannot fake that.]


[No… you cannot.] Aricia said. She nodded. [You two stay with Serale… Kalis will be coming for her soon. Their meeting is finished as you all know. I will take Ceale and we will talk. I am best suited to show her what the inner hatred she has for herself will do if she does not let it leave her.]


[Aricia…] Anja said stepping closer to her.


Aricia settled her azure eyes on Anja with a smile of warmth and love. She turned and looked at Dysea as she stepped closer to them until their bodies were touching. [I had you and Dysea and For'mya and Bella to help me rid myself of any lingering doubts after the man we so love reclaimed me. Ceale needs that now. She needs to understand that the one who can help her to purge all of the demons she feels is right in front of her.]

[Take her and walk with her then. Make her see.] Dysea said.


[Just don’t be late.] Anja said with a grin. [Remember… he has carefully planned six hours of worship and I want to see what he has invented. He promised us we wouldn’t be disappointed.]


Aricia grinned. [Worship I intend to partake of greatly.]


[I love it when you talk dirty.] Anja said.


The three of them brought their heads together until they were touching and their arms squeezed each other around their waists.


[We are so blessed.] Dysea spoke softly. [To have Nauta Melme and each other.]


[Avoi.] Anja whispered. [Even if we have to hit him in the head every now and then.]


They all laughed within their connection. [But what pleasures we have after we hit him.] Aricia spoke.

[So true.] Dysea agreed. [So true.]

[I will see you all this afternoon.] Aricia said as she leaned forward and kissed first Anja and then Dysea. 


Serale gazed into his blue eyes and she could feel the warmth of his aura surrounding her as he stood in front of her on the table their foreheads touching. It was like a warm breeze in the air chasing away all the chills. His fingers traced her cheeks and neck and sent tiny shivers of happiness coursing all across her skin. Kalis for his part could not tear his eyes from her beauty, the silkiness of her skin and her staggering cinnamon and cheery scent which was maddening to him now.


“Hey!” Anja’s voice broke into their reverie. “Enough of that!”


Kalis blinked several times and suddenly his face became red under his tan and he turned his head to look at Anja as she came up to the table. Serale couldn’t help but giggle at his lost expression and she gripped his arm tightly pulling him closer to her on the table.


“Forgive… forgive me Tenna Anja.” Kalis stammered.


Anja smiled brilliantly at him and shook her head. She and For'mya had seen it within him first. Aricia had been a harder sell because of the pureness of her blood, but after a few weeks even she could not deny what Martin had sensed in Kalis from the very beginning. The brightness of new life and discovery was very evident on his handsome face. What he had finally been exposed to when Martin had given him the P1 had lifted the veil of oppression and hate his father had covered him in. Kalis had indeed embraced completely the wolf blood within him, relishing in the new emotions and sensations that he could now feel. The first and strongest reason for that was Serale and Anja and the others had seen that immediately the first time they had seen them together. No man who was wolf could fake the spike in Kalis’s scent whenever Serale was near him or he held her in his arms. It was a scent of devotion and love and it was very similar to what they all felt when they were near Martin.


Anja gripped his arm and squeezed tightly. “Don’t apologize.” She said quickly. Anja held up two data pads. “I have two pads for you.” She stated. “The first is what I want Serale to do over the course of the next few days. What to eat and drink to facilitate a more complete and cohesive change within her. The change is different for everyone, but this is a general guideline that seems to work across the board. Aricia added some exercises for the both of you to do with each other to make your Etheric connection stronger.”


Serale took the pad. “Will I need to change my diet drastically?” She asked.


Anja shook her head. “No. Perhaps add a little more meat based on what you told me, but you are very healthy Serale.” She answered. “Iama can work wonders with any kind of food so go to her. You should talk to her about different items foods you like and see what she can do. Remember, your sense of taste is going to increase dramatically, so foods you are used to might taste differently. They might even not taste good anymore at all. Experiment.”

“When will I be able to shift?” Serale asked excitedly.


“Don’t rush that. Kalis will tell you the first few times can drain you of strength until you get used to it.” Anja said. “I wouldn’t try for at least a week. And definitely no sex.”


Serale’s green eyes went wide at this. Kalis had been the first man she had ever slept with and to say it had been a glorious experience beyond anything she could have ever imagined was an understatement. “You… you are not serious?” She gasped.

Anja couldn’t help but laugh at the expression on Kalis’s face as well as Serale’s. He looked embarrassed while Serale actually looked disappointed. Anja shook her head finally. “No.” She said. “Just wait for a day. Let the change begin to assert itself before you two tire each other out.”


Serale looked at Kalis with bright green eyes and Anja saw smoldering passion and desire in them. She smiled inwardly at this. Serale had described some of what they had done to Anja, Aricia and Dysea, until they had to stop her before they went looking for Martin. It seemed that Kalis, while not very experienced himself, had taken much time simply exploring and learning of the young woman who now ruled his heart. It had caused Serale to scream out in delight for several hours at least. When the moment had finally come, Serale told them she had slipped into a realm of otherworldly pleasure and had not returned until this very morning. Seeing the look on her face as she talked, Anja, Aricia and Dysea concluded then that there were no more doubts to hold on to when it concerned Kalis.


“A whole day? That long?” Serale complained softly.


“Serale!” Kalis gasped turning an even brighter shade of red under his dark tan.

“I’m not ashamed of what you make me feel!” Serale stated. “I want to scream it out to everyone!”

“Nor am I ashamed of what you make me feel.” Kalis answered taking her hands within his. “We do not need to broadcast it to the universe however.”


Anja chuckled again. “Don’t worry. Everyone will see it and smell it right away.” She said holding out the second pad. “This is for you Kalis. A message.”


Kalis took the pad. “Message?” He asked puzzled. “From who?”


“Andro.” Anja told him. “He requested that you watch it in private. Just you. Must be a male thing.” She said with a smile. 


Kalis tucked the pad into his fatigue pants quickly. “Thank you Tenna.” He said softly.


“Ok…” Anja told them. “I want to see you again in two days and…” They all turned when the door to the portable building opened and they saw the Pralor Daron enter. His eyes searched for and found Anja quickly and his smile grew wider. He held up the bundle of bright yellow flowers in his hand.

Kalis took an immediate dislike to the man based on his scent alone, and while he was not as strong within Mindvoice as some others, he could easily feel the resonance of what this man was generating. His fists clenched almost instantly and he felt Serale grip his arm even tighter.


[It is alright Mandri.] Anja reached for him easily. [Calm yourself.]

[Tenna Anja he…] Kalis snarled within the connection, easily including Serale as Anja had erected shields around all three of them. [He radiates… lustful thoughts about you! Even I can sense that! He brazenly attempts to court you knowing that you are mated! He dishonors you with…]


[He fancies himself superior to all of us mandri.] Anja told him. [He thinks his pitiful attempts at influencing my actions have gone unnoticed. He is trying to seduce me so that he can add another notch in his stick and show others we are nothing more than the primitives they believe us to be.]


[Uncle Martin is allowing this?] Kalis gasped.


Anja looked at him. [Martin doesn’t know. And he must not find out. We want to teach him a lesson not have your uncle butcher the fool.]


[You and my other aunts…] Kalis’s eyes grew a little wider with the realization of what Anja was saying. [You are baiting him?]


Anja nodded her head. [Yes we are. He seems to have focused on me for some reason and…]

[Well… you are very beautiful my Queen.] Serale said softly. [And many in the past have mistaken your petite size for weakness.]

[Yes… well… I can be a real upaee when I want to be. Daron here will learn the hard way how we Spartans view what he is trying to do. When the time is right we will slap him down like the fool he is.]] Anja said. [We are simply letting him hang himself.]


Kalis nodded his head in approval. [I see.] He said. [I must remember to never make you or my other Aunts angry with me.] He said. 


[Us?] Anja declared. [We never get angry. We hate violence or any kind of disagreement that makes others unhappy.]


Even Serale could not contain the soft chortle that escaped her throat when Anja said that. She knew well that Anja had perhaps the most explosive temper of all the Queens when pushed past her limit of patience and tolerance. That was well know across the Lycavorian Union by everyone. Serale remembered one of her instructors on Hadaria, he was a senior Healer who had served in the fleet for decades and who adored the Queen, he likened making Queen Anja angry to willingly allowing an Algolian Telaxian Panther to bite you countless times. It was a very severe pain that would remain with you for a very long time.  


[We are not supposed to believe that are we?] Serale asked.


Anja chuckled. [Hell no.] She said. [Go on. Both of you get out of here. And remember what I told you.]


Kalis glared at Daron for a moment longer as Serale got off the table and then she took his arm and pulled him towards the other exit. Anja turned to Daron and made a show of glancing around the interior before moving over to where he stood.


“What… what are you doing here?” Anja asked innocently.


Daron held up the bundle of flowers. “I brought these for you.” He answered.


“Daron… are you crazy!” Anja exclaimed. “Bringing these to me here? If someone saw you come in…?”


“I’m not afraid of anyone.” Daron stated proudly. “I wanted to bring you flowers to try and brighten your day. You have been in here almost all morning working.”


Anja met his eyes. “You have been watching me?” She asked.


“I prefer the term looking out for you.” He stated as he stepped closer to her, looking down into her face. “Someone of your beauty should not be kept inside.”


Anja allowed a soft smile to cross her face as she took the flowers from him and he drew his fingers along the back of her hand and then down her arm. His touch made Anja’s skin crawl but she was playing a part and given his ego she knew he would think her reaction was something else entirely. “Thank you… but you shouldn’t have risked that.”


“Anja… you are not happy in your current life.” Daron said softly as he reached up to touch her cheek. “That is obvious in your expressions and the way you carry yourself.”


Anja looked down shyly. “It shows that much?” She said softly.


“To someone who cares about you… yes.” Daron answered.


[Melyanna… this fool is going to make me vomit.] Dysea’s voice burst into Anja’s head and she had to fight to keep from laughing. She was not keeping this conversation from her fellow Queens and lovers.

“Caring about me is probably not a very healthy thing.” Anja said looking at Daron.


“I am not afraid of Leonidas.” Daron boasted. “And he cannot deny that he neglects you and the others for the dark haired one you call Aricia. Neglecting you is nothing short of a huge crime.”

[I have changed my mind.] Isabella’s voice echoed. [I want to cut his nor off now.]


[Bella… mind your temper.] Aricia’s voice chimed in.


[He thinks he is so smooth.] For'mya’s voice commented.


[He will be real smooth when I finish with him!] Isabella retorted. [He will have nothing dangling between his puny legs smooth!]


Anja could hear her lovers and fellow queens laughing within their private connection and Daron mistook her smile as a sign that she liked his comment to her.


“Are you alright Anja?” He asked finally.


Anja took the flowers and smiled. “No one… no one has given me flowers in many years that’s all.” She said sweetly. “Thank you Daron.”


Daron smiled at her and silently couldn’t believe how easy this was going to be. He did not even have to manipulate her surface thoughts in order for her to be agreeable to him. This idiot Leonidas must have truly been ignoring his so called Queens for one to be so open to another man coming on to her as he was. Taking her answer as a sign he was doing something right he lifted his hand and stroked her cheek with his fingers even more brazenly. She really was an exquisitely beautiful woman and he was going to thoroughly enjoy using her delicious body as much as he was able. It was a shame he could not get one of the others to join them. All of them had perfect bodies, the type he could use for days on end.


“What can I do for you Anja?” He asked. “Name it and I will do it.”


[Carians… why doesn’t he just come out and say he wants to nubou you senseless!] Cirith snarled now. [Are men so obvious as this igord?]

Anja looked at him making her face display an expression of hopefulness. “Meet me.” She said softly.


“Where and when?” Daron asked instantly.


“Tomorrow night.” Anja told him. “He will be gone by then. The others will be sleeping. Meet me here.”


“Done.” Daron said. He leaned over quickly to kiss her but Anja was faster and she pushed her hand against his chest stopping him.


“He will smell you.” Anja said. “I am in Phase. My most fertile time. If… if we wait until tomorrow then it won’t matter because you will have… you will have claimed me.”


Daron’s eyes grew wider at this knowledge. “He will not be… he will not be able to do anything?” He asked.


Anja shook her head. “Not according to our laws. If you… if you take me when I am in Phase before he does then I will be yours. He cannot go against our laws. You… you do want me don’t you?” She asked him softly, her jade green eyes bright and filled with the promise of pleasures Daron could have with her.


“Never doubt that.” He answered her.

“Tomorrow night then? Here?” Anja asked.


Daron smiled. “I will be here.” He said.


“I will… I will make you feel things you have never felt before.” Anja spoke in the most seductive voice she could muster while still keeping a straight face.


[Anja Leonidas you slut!] For'mya declared while barely maintaining control of her own laughter.


“I can and will say the same thing.” Daron commented. “Until tomorrow night then.”


Anja leaned up on her tip toes and pressed her lips to his cheek. His scent was almost repulsive to her but she forced herself to continue. “Do not be late.” She whispered before drawing back and looking at him.


“I won’t be.” Daron said with a smile.


Anja watched him turn, his ego swelling beyond measure as he walked out of the small building. The moment the door closed behind him Anja snorted in a rather unladylike fashion forcing herself to keep from spitting on the floor. “Carians… he smells like week old dog shit under that hideous perfume he wears!” She declared. “Which one of you is closest? I need to kiss one of you!”

[I will be there in moments.] Cirith spoke.


Anja turned and tossed the flowers into the waste compactor forcefully. “What is the plan now?” She asked to the open air. “Sibfla… I felt like puking all over him.” 

[Plan?] Isabella spoke. [Simple. We cut off his tiny cock… you heal him and then let him watch us as we pleasure each other in front of him. You know he would like nothing better than to have more than one of us and prove he is a better man than our Blessed Husband.]


[Ohhh… I like that plan.] Dysea commented.

[Better than Martin?] For'mya spoke. [Is that even possible?]


[Never!] Anja and Aricia’s voices chimed in simultaneously with the rest of them in reply. She turned as the door opened and she saw the flash of black hair as Cirith blurred into the room. She stepped into Cirith’s embrace without hesitation and their lips came together in a blistering kiss of passion. Anja inhaled deeply of Cirith’s brownsugar scent, her hands gripping Cirith’s tight ass while their tongues danced a sweet tango. After a moment they pulled apart and Anja smiled up at her. “Yummy.” She said softly. “I needed that.”


Cirith grinned. “It was my pleasure.” She said.


“We can’t hurt him.” Anja said. “Even as much as I would like too.”


[Spoilsport.] Bella echoed in their heads.


“We can scare him however.” Cirith said holding Anja’s hand as they moved to the small table.


[Scare him so badly that his cock shrivels up and falls off on its own?] For'mya asked. [I like that idea.]


[So do I.] Aricia said. 

[How do we do that?] Anja asked them now. [He won’t scare easily considering he even began to start hitting on me so openly.]


[We do what comes naturally.] Aricia said. [We allow our possessiveness of Martin to rule our actions.]


For'mya laughed now. [Aricia my love... that might cause him to abstain from trying to bed any woman altogether.]

[And that is a bad thing how?] Dysea asked. [If we can save another woman from his putrid attempts to bed them, it will be worth it.]


[Agreed.] Isabella said. [I still like my plan better though.]

[Have we stopped to consider that Martin might already be aware of what this igord is trying to do?] Cirith asked softly.

There was a long pause as Anja looked at her and the others contemplated what Cirith had said. [Daron is no fool.] Anja said. [He has done nothing in front of Martin.]


[After everything that has happened with Aricia and For'mya and Dysea, do we believe that Martin does not sense what Daron is doing?] Isabella asked softly. [As powerful as he has become…]


[If he suspects…] Aricia interjected. [If he suspects and he has done nothing it is because he trusts in us to resolve the problem.]


[Atropos told me once… a long time ago…] Anja spoke. [He told me that there are many men who have… tried to face him through the years. Tried to force him to give one of us up. They all failed miserably. He also knows that we have dealt with many fool men ourselves over that same time. As well as the occasional stupid upaee that has tried to entice Martin into her bed through the years.]

[Nauta Melme knows.] Dysea finally spoke. [His love for each of us is absolute. As ours is for him. There is no middle ground. He also knows that we are all strong individually, but even more powerful united as we are. Would any of us… how could any of us ever wish for something other than Nauta Melme? What he makes us feel… each of us… no man could ever make us feel that.]

[Impossible.] For'mya said.


[I can’t even calculate the odds of that ever happening.] Isabella echoed.


[He knows what Daron is doing.] Dysea continued. [And he undoubtedly senses we have it well in hand. Had Daron acted more brazenly or used his Etheric powers in a different way than Martin would have dealt with him in the manner of our people.]

[You know… sometimes it is downright frustrating not to be able to predict what the man we all love will do. Even after all this time together.] For'mya stated.

[We will discuss that later.] Anja spoke with a laugh. [Cirith and I will meet you all in ten minutes for breakfast. Or lunch.]


[We will be there.] For'mya said.


[I will be a little late. I am still with Ceale.] Aricia said. [Save me a seat.]


[Always.] Isabella chimed in. [See you soon.]

Anja looked at Cirith. “Shall we? I need to smell some of Iama’s steak dumplings in order to get his foul stench out of my nose.”


Cirith smiled. “Follow me.”

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND



The moon was three quarters full and he would not see another full one for some time. It was high in the night sky casting a breathtaking glow across the calm waters of the Laconian Gulf. Andro held the mug of coffee in his hand as he stood on the edge of his villa’s patio. His bare feet relished in the feel of the cool sand and the soft scent of the ocean breeze caressed his exposed upper body as he wore only his normal loose fitting work out pants and nothing else. He lifted his eyes skyward as he heard Elynth’s soft laughter in his mind as she darted among the stars with her beloved dragon mate Anthar. He could feel the calm resonance of Sadi and the others as they slept soundly in each other’s arms in their Master Bedroom. Twice they had to enlarge the bed in their room, until finally Andro had commissioned one that could fit them all with extra space. The size meant they had to rearrange their bedroom, expanding its size, but the work was already done and knowing they could all sleep comfortably either entwined within each other’s embrace or singly meant more to them. Andro had never been able to sleep before a large operation kicked off and with so much going on at once here on Earth and so far away, sleep had not even entered his mind for this night.


Andro turned when he smelled her unique scent and he watched as she left the inside of the villa and moved towards him. She held a tall glass in her own hand and the thin, almost transparent robe did nothing to hide her lush figure. Her black hair was longer than he thought he remembered it to be, but it suited her. 


“Narice.” He spoke softly.


“Couldn’t sleep?” She asked as she came up beside him. 


Narice Leonidas met Andro’s azure colored eyes with confidence. A year ago she would have trembled at the piercing look those eyes could take and she would never have seen herself like this. It was amazing what the love of a man and a new found purpose could do for a person. A year ago Narice most certainly would not have been so open about how she was dressed at this moment. She wore only a pair of white, thong panties and no bra under the robe, her large breasts proudly on display under the thin fabric, but she knew without even thinking that this would not matter to Andro. Narice knew that Sadi and the others hardly wore undergarments at all under their robes anymore. While the only man who would ever see hers and Toria’s most secret treasures was their beloved husband Arrarn, neither of them were shy any longer about wearing clothes that accented both their ample chests. She and Toria had long ago done away with the more oppressive way of dressing, especially in the company of their half elf and half wolf husband, and she took great pleasure in knowing this caused many of the older purebloods to have fits or disgust. 
Narice’s shameless love of Arrarn and Toria had changed her over the course of the last year of time and she was no longer shy about showing who she was now. And among Arrarn Leonidas’s family, her family now as well, Narice felt more at home and at peace than at any moment in her life before this time. The road had not been easy or without great cost, but it was a road she walked now with poise. She was Empress of the High Coven and also a Princess of the Lycavorian Union, but secretly she relished her role as Princess much more. She was a child of both worlds now and she savored that knowledge and basked in what it meant for her future.

Andro smiled at her. “I have never been able to sleep before a deployment.” He spoke turning back to look out over the sand and water. “What about you? Why are you awake at this hour?”


Narice chuckled softly. “Your brother’s snores chased from me our bed.” She said with a smile. 


Andro echoed her laugh. “He has been able to do that to all of us at some point through the years.” He stated. “It doesn’t wake Toria?”


Narice smiled again. “I think she has worked harder than all of us these last weeks and when she is tired… a Plasma torpedo going off next to her could not wake her.”


“Good.” Andro said looking at her. He held out his hand. “Walk with me sister... and let us speak with each other of the future.” He said. Narice didn’t hesitate and she slipped her hand into his as they moved out further onto the sand and began moving along the beach towards the water. “No Ventash'ma… no Spartan Senate members and without my Tenna Deia.” Andro told her as he squeezed her hand gently and looked at her as they walked. “Tell me how are things going?”


Narice met his gaze as the sand tickled her feet while they walked. The ocean breeze was like delicate flowers being brushed across her skin. The young man before her was an enigma of the highest order to so many people. He was younger than her by three or four years, she didn’t know exactly, yet in his eyes and in his heart he carried the knowledge and experiences of three lifetimes, just as his father did. It was a span of time that went back nearly forty thousand years if what she knew was accurate. She had heard others speak of Androcles Leonidas in whispers and hushed conversation; how he always seemed to know things. How he could seem to sense what others were thinking or feeling. It was very unnerving to be around at first, but Narice had grown far more relaxed and supremely happy since their first meeting, and it was because of his brother Arrarn. He had spoken of his brother many times as the three of them laid in their bed and just talked of different things. Arrarn adored his older brother, loved him and trusted him more than anyone except his two vampire wives. And after his actions with Queen For'mya, Arrarn would never doubt or not believe in what Androcles held in his heart. Narice knew she could not lie to Androcles, he would see right through it, and she really had no reason to lie to him anyway. Without his help the High Coven would be nothing but a memory now.

“Better than I had hoped Andro.” Narice said finally. “Those Ventash’ma who doubted in the beginning have seen the truth. All of them are fully behind what we are doing. I didn’t think it could happen at first, but it has.”

“There is no dissent?” Andro asked.


“We disagree on many things… I won’t lie.” She answered with a small smile. “But now we sit until we have reached a compromise. And always with the future foremost in our minds and deeds.”


Andro sipped his coffee before looking at her as they walked. The moon lit up the beach easily but neither of them needed the moonlight to see. They could also see the Durcunusaan soldiers moving discretely in the distance with them. Mixed in among the Durcunusaan were half a dozen of Narice’s own security detachment of three Immortals and three Pureblood vampire commandos chosen by Pontal himself. While these last days on the island had been the first time they had been able to fully lower their alertness when watching Narice, none of them had been idle. They had spent hours with the Durcunusaan learning new ways to secure their new Empress, while the Immortals among her detachment enjoyed immensely the respect and honor they were shown by the Lycavorians. A respect and honor earned in combat by Cha’talla, his brother T’lolt and his sons Tir'ut and Lynom. A respect and honor that they returned to the Lycavorians without question.

“And what of the Pureblood families?” Andro asked her softly seeing her head turn and her eyes lift to meet his.


“You… you know about them?” She asked surprised. Narice instantly smiled and shook her head. “Of course you know about them.” She said. “Arrarn?”


Andro shook his head with a smile. “My brother loves you far too much Narice. He trusts you completely. He would never go behind your back to report to me. I would not let him. He is somewhat naïve however, to the way politics works.” Andro answered.


“Cha'talla then.” Narice said softly. “I should have known. He worries so.”


“What you are doing means just as much to the Akruxian people as it does yours.” Andro told her. “You are tied together for all time. More so now. Success for you and what you are doing means success for the Immortals as well. He knows it. They all know it.”

“And that means a great deal to me.” Narice said. She took a deep breath. “There are… there are some who cling to the old ways Andro. There will always be those who will fight to keep change from taking place no matter how much it benefits our people as a whole. All they care for is their own status among the others. You know this better than most.”


“Yes I do.” He said. “Is that why they are pressuring you to take a Pureblood vampire as your husband? To have a child with this Pureblood in order to maintain the purity of the High Coven and its leadership.” Andro asked.


Narice nodded her head. “It is almost… it is almost shameful.” She said.


“You have nothing to be ashamed for Narice.” Andro told her.


“It is shameful for them.” Narice countered. “To still cling to an outdated ideal in order to assure their own power. They say he is too young for me. That he is a half breed. That he is not even a Pureblood wolf.”


Andro nodded his head. “Something I know well.” He said. “And believe me when I tell you, our father’s blood will always be dominant within us. No matter what.”

“They say I can keep Arrarn as my consort.” Narice said with some distaste in her voice. “That I can keep him as a plaything. But that I must marry a pureblood in order to keep our history intact.”


“So I understand.” Andro spoke softly. “It is always about history and keeping the old ways going. Even though they have no place in the present or the future.”

Narice looked at him quickly. “Andro you don’t think I would actually consider such a thing do you?”

“My tenna Deia has told me there are many things that we have to do… that we do not want to do… in order to accomplish our ultimate goals. I have always hated that particular thing about politics.” Andro stated. “But to answer your question, no, that thought never crossed my mind Narice.” He assured her confidently. “I have seen the way you look at my brother… the way he looks at you. You both may love Toria deeply… and she loves you… and she is meant to share in your lives… but it is the two of you who are destined to be together Narice. Just as Sadi and I were destined to be together with Carisia and Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and Inamarno and Sehri. Just as Zarah and Lucia were destined, as Jomann and Eliani were so destined. It is not something you can deny or run from in the end. Believe me… I tried for a long time. As did my father. Neither of us succeeded.”


“When… when did you know?” She asked him softly.


Androcles smiled gently as he met her eyes and reached up to stroke her cheek as they stopped walking. “That first day on my patio.” He answered.


“Phraktos… even after the way I treated him?” Narice gasped as she faced him. 

Andro chuckled softly. “The way you treated him is exactly why I was certain that day.” He told her.


“I could never endure another man’s touch upon me in that way.” Narice spoke softly. “What Arrarn makes me feel when I am in his arms is beyond words? What he makes Toria feel? That will never… could never… be duplicated by another. And I know well what Arrarn would do to the fool who confronted him about it.”


“If you are able… try to insure he does not discover this.” Andro said lowering his hand and squeezing her arm gently as they began to walk again. “My brother may be a pilot by nature and training… but he has a vicious temper when arisen. He received some of the finest training within the Union by elven and vampire commandos. He will allow no one to disrespect you or Toria. No one. Regardless of how pure their blood is. And he will make this known violently if he has too.”

Narice nodded her head. “I know. I have seen flashes of this in his eyes at times.” She said softly. “He has earned untold respect among the Ventash'ma and many of our military officers. Even the very old ones. Young he may be… but he seems to have inherited from your father’s and your the ability to win people over with his out of the box thinking.” 


“I have never doubted his ability.” Andro said. “Nor do I doubt for an instant his love for you. Just keep that in mind when dealing with these Purebloods who wish to make this an issue that they wish to press.”


Narice nodded. “I will.” She stated. Narice stopped walking and Andro turned to look at her. “Androcles… what about… what is Yuri doing?” She asked softly. 


“What do you mean?” Andro asked.


“I know you’ve had contact with her.” Narice said.


Andro nodded. “Yes.” He answered. 


“Is she going to be a problem?” Narice asked.


“For you… no.” Andro stated flatly. “For those opposed to you… probably.”


Narice’s eyes grew a little wider. “What?”


“Your sister is not the same person you knew her to be Narice.” Andro told her. “Xaxon’s essence had more control of her than even my father and I thought. Well… more than I thought. My father does not care for her in the least as you know, but I think he suspected in some way what was happening within her. Just as I believe he knows what is within her now. Why he has agreed to meet her.”


“Meet with her?” Narice gasped. “I didn’t… I don’t question your actions Andro…” Narice said. “I just… I want to understand why though. Is it true that… that she became the wife to an Immortal?”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered her. “The Immortal is Cha'talla’s brother Pa'cour.”


“Cha'talla’s brother!” Narice exclaimed.


“There is a history behind that. One that Cha'talla would be better suited explaining to you.” Andro said. He looked at Narice. “I will make the information available to you before I leave in the morning. All of it. I was very skeptical at first… but not anymore. Your sister is a changed individual Narice. I am not asking you to trust in her again, that is not my place. I am asking that you let her be. She has no desire now except to see you succeed. She knows that only you can bring the future the High Coven is to have into reality. And she will protect you from the shadows.”


“How… how can you be so sure?” Narice asked.


“I can be sure because she and Pa'cour are entrusting their daughter into my care.” Andro said. 


“Daughter?” Narice asked with wide eyes.


“She is exhibiting signs of the dormant Praetorian gene and Yuri and Pa'cour asked that I take her with me. Train her to harness and use this power before she hurts herself or someone else.” Andro answered. “She is meeting us on the way to Dreamland.”


“Yuri… Yuri had this gene?” Narice asked.


Andro nodded. “It is why your mother used her in the fashion she did. Why she allowed Xaxon’s essence to overwhelm that of the sister you knew. It is why your mother waited so long to kill your father. He was the gene carrier… not her. The last years since my father chased the Coven from Earth have not been your sister Narice. Xaxon had far more control over her than even your mother knew. After our confrontation she was on the edge of death. Xaxon left her body and moved to the only one within range who was close to her.”

Narice met his eyes. “Dante?”


Andro nodded. “Pa'cour saved her life that day. He snatched her from the abyss of death and your sister was reborn. Her eyes were opened for the very first time in her life and believe me she did not like what she had become.”


“You defend her?” Narice asked.


Andro shook his head. “I defend who she has become.” He stated. “One day… one day you will see for yourself.”


“I remember… there were times when I was growing when we were away from my mother and I had such love for her. She and I used to… we would laugh and…” Narice whispered.


Andro took her hand again. “Do you trust me Narice?” He asked.


Narice met his eyes. “Yes.” She answered without hesitation.


“Then trust me now.” He told her. “Yuri is behind what you are doing within the Coven. As I said… she knows only you can help them… lead them from their history into the future.”


Narice looked at him. “Carisia? Lucia?”


Andro nodded. “I do not keep things from Enylarcopri. She knows all that I do.” Andro told her. “And Lucia is more… more open to the idea that I thought. Even after what happen with Zarah.”


“What does Carisia say?” Narice asked.


“She is wary.” He stated honestly. “She suffered much at the hands of her mother… and that is not easily forgotten or forgiven. However… seeing what she has seen since being with me and my family has opened her eyes to the possibility that there is more out there then we understand.” Andro chuckled. “She is not jumping at the possibility to see her… but she has not dismissed the chance that Yuri has truly changed. She and Lucia have reserved judgment until they meet Onera.”


“Onera?” Narice said softly. “That is an Immortal name.”


Andro nodded. “Yes.”


Narice was silent as she processed this information and then looked up at Andro. “I will trust you on this.” She said. “You have a gift that I will never have Andro. I will trust in that gift. For Moran and Dante however… I will not show mercy or respite.”


Andro smiled gently. “They better hope it is you who finds them first.” He stated. “I have seen what your sister has in mind for them if she discovers them first. It is not pleasant or painless to say the least.”


“Their fate will not be any kinder should I find them.” Narice stated firmly.


Andro nodded his head. “Cyn forn.” He said softly. “When you return to High Coven space after we leave my grandfather Riall will have something for you.” He said. “A data pad with some information on it. Pontal is aware of it as well and now you should be.”


“What is it?” She asked.


“You will see.” He said. “An insurance policy as my father would call it.”

“An insurance policy?” Narice asked. “I don’t…” She didn’t finish her question as she heard Arrarn’s heartbeat at the same moment that Andro smelled his younger brother coming up behind them.


“Trying to steal my wife fervon?” Arrarn’s voice carried to them from the darkness and then he was beside them.


Andro laughed at this as Arrarn came up and gently shoved him aside with his shoulder as his arm encircled Narice’s waist. Narice melted into his embrace as he caught her lips for a sizzling kiss and she groaned softly. Arrarn pulled away and looked at Andro beside him. He wrapped his other arm around Andro’s shoulders and pulled his brother close, leaning over to plant a kiss on his cheek. Arrarn felt Andro’s arm come up over his own shoulders and the same feelings of happiness and camaraderie that he had felt for years from his brother washed over him once more. Narice couldn’t help but laugh at Arrarn’s expression as Andro tightened his grip on Arrarn’s shoulders and gave him a kiss on his cheek as well. She kept her arms wrapped around Arrarn’s waist even as they teetered on falling over.

“No one will steal her from you fervon.” Andro said with a smile. “You have tainted her with your ways now.”


Arrarn laughed and looked at Narice with loving dark eyes. “I have haven’t I?” He said. He looked back to Andro. “Race you to the point!” He barked just before the silver/white flash of light and he shifted to wolf form and took off at a sprint.


“Hey!” Andro barked as he tossed his mug down and Narice watched another flash of soft light and Andro was sprinting after his brother into the darkness.


Narice still had her smile on her face when she felt the second presence behind her and she turned slowly and saw Ventash'ma Datarik move silently up beside her. His eyes were following Andro and Arrarn in the distance as they ran and the deep yelps of male wolves could be heard.


“Ventash'ma Datarik.” Narice said. “You are up very early.”


“I never imagined myself coming to this planet.” He said softly with a nod. “The true seat of power within the Lycavorian Union. How could I sleep? It is nothing like I expected. It is so…”


“Peaceful?” Narice said.


“Peaceful.” Datarik echoed. “A perfect word to describe it.”


“Our future… the Coven’s future… it will be entwined deeply with these people Datarik. You know that don’t you?” Narice asked.


Datarik nodded. “Indeed I do. Especially after what I have seen in only a few days here.” He answered. He looked at her. “But it will start with you Empress. And with Arrarn Leonidas.”


Narice nodded her head as she heard Arrarn and Andro yelping in the distance again. She heard a third yelp and then a fourth and she knew their brothers had joined them by some inbred instinct. “Yes it will.” She said softly. “Yes it will.”

MANNE


Murano found him easily enough. His size alone allowed for picking him out of a crowd, but it was his Etheric power that guided Murano. He was nowhere near as powerful as Martin or himself, but his connection to Martin had left an indelible mark on him that any Praetorian would pick out easily enough. He was sitting on the grass outside the portable structure between the legs of the red haired female, while the dark skinned Drow female rested between his legs and they fed one another bits of fruit. Murano knew them to be his wives and mates. Murano sensed his wariness the moment he approached, but Daniel impressed him with his calm control and the aura of confidence he projected. Murano’s desire to know Martin, to understand him drove him forward and he had settled to the ground beside Daniel and begun to question him. The wariness Daniel projected quickly dissipated and was replaced with humor as he gave Murano the answers he wanted. He spoke of Martin in an almost reverent tone of voice, Anuk squeezing her arms around his chest while Nayeca snuggled closer to his midsection. They knew much of what their husband and Martin had done together through the decades together, Daniel never denied them his thoughts and they swam within his mind always. Even they were entranced however, as Daniel spoke with great intelligence and meticulous detail, for they had never seen him show such emotion and love for Martin in such a way. As the time passed, Mari and Kesyla had joined their uncle on the ground beside them, then half a dozen members of the ARC ROYAL’S crew, and then an equal number of Kavalians. Soon the group around them had grown to almost fifty as Daniel Simpson gave them a look and insight into the King they all so adored and respected. A view into their king’s mind that none of them had ever heard or seen from him.


Murano did not see Helen and Arzoal standing beside Wayonn across the camp in the distance and watching the group that had gathered to listen to Danny. Helen absently stroked the warm scales under Arzoal’s neck, her dark eyes focused on Murano even from this distance.


Now. Now he will learn. Arzoal spoke softly.


And understand. Helen said.


Even in the short time I have been among you I have learned that Daniel is central to Martin’s life. He would not be the same man without him. Wayonn spoke. They are entwined in a way not unlike what he shares with his wives and mates.

They have been through more horrors and nightmares together than most will ever know to exist let alone experience. Helen said. How many times have they faced the Grim Reaper side and by side and spit in his face. Before kicking his mida.


Wayonn chuckled softly. The two of them together is a rather imposing sight. Even for the Reaper.


Helen looked at her grandfather and grinned. Grandfather… will Murano… will he…


Wayonn nodded his head. Yes. Murano is many things Helen, but he is not foolish. He feels Sumar left him behind for a greater purpose. Behind Sumar and several others he was the most powerful of us. He will see that purpose now. And he will understand.


Good. We will need to be united. Arzoal spoke.


Wayonn looked at her flame colored head before turning to Helen. What is happening Helen? He asked. You and Arzoal must have some idea. You are Martin’s Praetorian Oracle. He would keep nothing from you.


Helen met his eyes. Come. Martin was going to tell you both soon anyway. We have… Yuriko has discovered something.


Yuriko? I take it then… this does not have to do with that igord Pusintin? Wayonn asked.


Helen chuckled. Martin Leonidas does not need Andro or his other children to deal with that. Pusintin is a walking around dead man and does not even know it. He has been for many years. No… this is something else.


Something that prompted him to bring Andro and the others away from what is going on within the Union? Wayonn asked. That does not bode well for us I am thinking.


Helen reached out and took his hand. Come. Avi can update us. Martin had planned to brief everyone tomorrow morning anyway. Before he departs to end Pusintin. 


They had slipped away from the group as the discussions continued, Danny shifting to the form of the imposing dark brown wolf while Murano ran easily beside him. They moved for an hour through the timber and mountains, two ghosts through the shadows. Manne was thick with small animal life and plant life but nothing larger than a medium sized dog that they had been able to discover after extensive scans. Akemi had been very thorough in her examining of this planet before allowing even one person to the surface. She had no intention of allowing what happen before to happen again.


Danny finally shifted back to his human form and they slowed their movement as they approached the top of the massive mountain ridge. The timber had become thinner and the ground more rocky as they moved closer to the top. Murano stayed beside him as they came to the edge and even squatted down when Daniel did. The view was breathtaking to say the least as they came to the rocky outcropping and were able to see the valley stretched for kilometers beyond. Towering mountains of green, a wide river that stretched far into the distance and the single sun beating down upon them. Murano looked at Daniel as he lifted his eyes slightly, turning his head from side to side and catching the wind on his face and inhaling deeply.


“Daniel… why are we here?” Murano asked softly. He almost did not want to disturb the pristine view with his voice.


Danny looked at him and smiled. “You wanted to know who my brother is Murano.” He said. “Who my brother truly is deep within that shell of muscle and bone?”


Murano looked at him and slowly nodded his head. “Yes.”


“We are here because this is the only place he won’t smell us.” Daniel said. “His sense of smell is far keener than many people know or realize. Andro’s too. We are downwind of him and up high enough where the wind will carry our scents away from him. He won’t smell us up here.”


“Martin… he is out here?” Murano asked stunned at this revelation.


Daniel settled to one knee, close to the edge and looked down into the valley below. “He promised them six hours of worship.” He said softly. “Six hours of nothing but him taking care of them as they have taken care of him and his children through the years. It was something that they all needed.” Daniel looked at Murano and pointed down. “My brother always keeps his promise to those he loves. That is my brother Murano.”


Murano moved closer to the edge and his eyes followed where Daniel was motioning with his head. Daniel’s wolf eyes could see easily but Murano needed to pull out the pair of macrobinos from his belt. He heard the definite sounds of female laughter on the wind as he brought the binos to his eyes.


The small clearing was far below them, perhaps eight hundred feet, at the base of the tall waterfall that on their west. Murano saw a small fire, several light globes and seven figures. He focused the binos slightly and his eyes grew a little wider at what he saw but he was unable to look away. Small candle pits had been set up along the edges of the clearing and disappeared down a path that went into the timber towards what Murano suspected was a landing area somewhere nearby. Bright red and yellow flowers were between the candle pits leading up to the small open area. It was right along the edges of the calm stream perhaps a hundred and fifty meters from the base of the waterfall where it emptied into the large stream. The short grass was incredibly green, the trees and other foliage bright and vibrant with life. They were all naked he saw, their clothes folded neatly among the half dozen crates that circled the small clearing. The only thing that marred the beauty of the small clearing was the fire, but it was tightly controlled and once out the land would claim the area quickly once more. Martin sat on the ground near the fire, Anja and For'mya on their backs stretched out in front of him with their small feet against his broad chest. Their skin glistened in the sunlight even from up here and Martin was massaging their feet with his hands and Murano realized it had been For'mya who let the small laughter out as it obviously tickled her at first. Murano did not take notice of their nakedness, not even registering the fact that all of them had bodies and figures and surreal beauty that even Pralor men would fight over. Isabella and Dysea sat to Martin’s left, their legs entwined and feeding each other fruit. Aricia and Cirith sat to his immediate right, both of them lying on their stomachs, their heads almost touching as they studied something on a data pad they were both reading. All of their bodies glistened with what could only be some sort of oil and Murano realized that Martin must have already given the others massages. 
Murano felt it then and he lowered the binos slowly, careful to keep his own shields very high. It was easy enough for him to detect within the Etheric realm as powerful as those below him were. Martin was not shielding at all and this allowed Murano a window into a part of him that he had not seen until this day. He burned with power Murano hadn’t felt since standing beside Sumar, a power held in check by his will alone. Among that burning power was what he felt for those women who were with him. Murano could see it so easily now. Things he had not felt from Martin Leonidas in their time together until now. The absolute devotion and shameless love. The almost exquisite sense of peace and harmony within him. Martin was utterly relaxed and attentive to his wives and mates and nothing else entered his thoughts or clouded his mind. It was so unlike what he had felt from Martin these last days, the anger, the distrust, emotions that were wide ranging. Now there was nothing but focus and peace. Though he could not feel the wolf aura Martin was projecting outward to them, given the emotions and sense of complete love, happiness and dedication he sensed coming from them, he could only guess at the power of the aura Martin was radiating. Mari had tried to explain to him about the Lycavorian ability to use this aura as a way to communicate, especially between a male and female wolf, but he had not understood it until this very moment. He lowered the binos slowly and his head turned to look at Daniel.

Danny’s dark eyes were bright and filled with wisdom. “That is my mard fervon down there Murano. The real Martin Leonidas. No vid cams, no reporters, no politicians, no others around that he needs to be all king shit or some holy warrior like in front of. He hates that! Hates it with every fiber of his being! Do not believe what you hear Murano… my mard fervon hates to fight. If he has to fight it means he has failed… and Martin hates to fail. There was a time… about a year before the Evolli War broke out. We hadn’t fought in so long and many of us hoped that it was finally over. That the many years of fighting one enemy or another was finally behind us. We thought we could sit back and love our wives and mates; play with our children and finally grow old in peace. We thought the only thing left we had to fight was a bad cold.” Danny chuckled sadly. 

“We should have known better. When the day finally comes that he can toss it all aside Murano… man… all we will see is his asshole and elbows as he beats feet away from it all. And I will be right behind him. Those six women and the children they have given him are his meaning to live. And if doing what he is doing now insures that everyone who looks to him for leadership and guidance can have what he has, then by god he will do what needs to be done. His love of them is what drives him to lead our people. He wants everyone to have what he has, or as close as they can get. That is the blood that runs in his veins.” Danny watched Murano turn back and look down into the valley again.

“He looks up to you Murano. We all do.” Danny said and watching him turn to look at him with disbelief in his eyes. “You think I’m joking with you? You knew Sumar. Walked beside him. Fought beside him. To Marty… that is one thing he will never be able to do… but he can relive it through you. Experience it through you.” Danny looked down into the valley. “We came out here hoping to find a piece of our history Murano. To find those that Wayonn’s son Canth told him we needed to find. We thought we had done that already but we were wrong about that. And so we came out here looking for you. For the Pralor part of our history.” Danny looked at him. “You have witnessed what we found.”

Murano nodded his head slowly. “The same arrogance and distrust that brought my people down so long ago.” He said softly.

“He needs what you can teach him. What you can teach Andro and Dorian and Denali and all those who are showing signs of this gene that they carry. We all need you. But you will never change him or them from what is in here…” Danny touched his head. “And in here.” He dropped his hand to poke himself in his heart. “We will be Lycavorian and Spartan first and always.” 

“I am beginning to see that.” Murano said softly.

“Then don’t try Murano.” Danny said with a smile. “Many have tried and none have succeeded in doing that. Marty is the most compassionate man I have ever known Murano. I’ve seen him spare those he should have killed. That I would have killed. I’ve seen him bitch slap a person with one hand and with the other hand he helped lift that person up once more and he pushed them to heights they never thought they could reach. The one place however, the one place you do not want to be is on his bad side. Pusintin… well… he got on Martin’s bad side the day he tried to kill their mother almost thirty years ago.”

Murano’s eyes went wide as he looked at Danny. “I did not… I did not know that.” He

gasped.

“Not many people do. Hell… there’s still a lot of people who don’t know Deia is his Aunt.” Danny reached down and picked up a small rock. “After what Pusintin did to For'mya… well…” Danny shook his head slowly. “Let’s just say that we had the perfect opportunity and the means to obliterate the Kavalian Federation in one grand and final stroke and we didn’t take it. As much as he hates his brother, Martin will not hold an entire species accountable for the actions of one or two men. That alone should tell you who Martin Leonidas is.” Danny said as he looked at him. “Let him show you who he is. All you need do is watch and you will see for yourself Murano.”

They heard the deep, booming laughter followed quickly by softer feminine laughter and both of them looked down into the valley as a female squealed happily, Murano lifting the binos to view. They saw Martin get to his feet and begin chasing the Persian red hair of Anja around the small clearing as Aricia and the others began laughing in delight. Martin caught her quickly, Murano suspected Anja did not try very hard to escape his embrace, and he watched as Martin pulled her naked form to his and embraced her. Her arms wrapped around his waist tightly and then all of them were moving to join that embrace.
“That is my brother Murano.” Danny said softly. “You could learn as much from him as I know he wants to learn from you.”

Murano took a deep breath and turned to look back at him. “Thank you Daniel.” He said. “Thank you for this.”

“Come on… before he senses we are here.” Danny said as he began to move back down the ridge.

Murano took one last look and then began to follow.

Martin lifted his head as his arms closed around Bella and Cirith and pulled them even tighter. Anja was pressed against his chest with Aricia and For'mya on his sides. Dysea, Bella and Cirith were pressed tightly behind them and his arms held all of them. Martin’s face creased into a small smile as his eyes focused on the ridge far above where he stood and he allowed his wolf aura and Etheric resonance to envelope the woman who so held his heart and soul. He lowered his cheek to brush first For'mya’s golden blond hair and then Aricia’s raven locks and his smile grew wider.


[Thank you fervon.] He reached out. [Thank you.]

“Beloved?” Aricia’s sweet voice broke into his thoughts. “You are smiling.”


Martin blinked and looked at her, seeing all of their stunning eyes focus on him. “Why wouldn’t I be smiling?” He asked with a larger smile. “I have the six most beautiful women in the entire universe all to myself.”


“And we have the most delicious man in the entire universe all to ourselves.” Cirith spoke. “At least we think so anyway.”

“Yes we do.” Anja stated happily.


Martin grinned. “Well… the worshipping is not done ladies.” He said. “I still have three hours to go.”


“Nauta Melme… what you have done is beyond beautiful.” Dysea said softly. “What… what more is there?”


Martin met her emerald colored eyes and smiled. “Lots.” He said in reply. “Because all of you deserve it and so much more.”

“Then get to worshiping!” Anja stated with a laugh.

EARTH

SPARTAN AMPHITHEATER

NORTHERN OLD DISTRICT 



Hundreds were gathered, among them many of the Union’s most prominent politicians and dozens of senior military officers. Every Netnews Channel was represented with at least one reporter and vid cam crew and this event was being beamed throughout the Union as well as High Coven space. Using pirated channels, it was also going out to rebel receivers within the Kavalian Federation as well, and driving Kavalian engineers frantic because they could not stop it. The outdoor Amphitheater was filled to overflowing with men, women and even children as word of the Prime Minister’s unexpected address spread like wildfire across Earth and then the Union from the moment it was announced the evening before. The stage was full of men and women, their chairs comfortable though tightly packed together. Pian and Jalersi were the most nervous as they sat before hundreds, if not thousands of people that Keleru would happily butcher to reach his goals. Dilios and Panos sat on either side of them with Tarifa, Aihola and Isra sitting with Selene and Lynwe. Narice sat with Arrarn and Toria beside her, Cha'talla standing off to the side beside Vengal. The ambassadors from nearly every world in the Union occupied the first row of benches facing the stage, and there were dozens that were present via secure holo transmissions, their images easily seen along the side of the stage sitting in chairs or behind desks from whatever planet they were transmitting from. Most of the Netnews crews had already noticed that Androcles was absent. Hundreds of sets of eyes watched as Resumar led Athani onto the stage and took their seats beside Pian and Jalersi, the sisters sharing a brief kiss and Pian looking relieved that he knew someone as Resumar settled beside him into the chair. 


Far above them everyone could see the dozens of dragons that circled the city as well as many who had landed atop buildings nearby and were watching the gathering. As heads turned skyward they saw the dark red scales break away and begin to slowly curve to the ground towards them. It was quickly evident that there was a rider on the back of this dragon and soon it was evident that it was a woman. 


Syrilth settled to the open space near the stage as lightly as a feather, murmurs sweeping the crowd as men and women began to take notice that it was Deia sitting proudly in the saddle she wore. This in itself was newsworthy as it was well known that the Dragon Elder who oversaw those dragons who lived here on Earth had not allowed a rider onto her back for nearly thirty years. Syrilth had sworn to never carry another on her back after Maraud had forced her to do the things she had done. Something had obviously changed since then as hundreds could only watch in awe as Syrilth lifted her front foreleg as a step for Deia to slowly lower herself from the saddle. They saw the tall, grizzled Lycavorian move forward from the ranks and soon realized this was Deia’s mate of countless millennia. He assisted her even more to step onto the ground beneath her. They watched as Deia reached up to run her hand over Syrilth’s thick neck scales. Her massive head lowered slightly to touch Deia’s head and then she was turning to her mate. Deia’s mate had remained out of the spotlight for centuries, more by her doing than anything else. He was a senior officer within the Union military and she did not want her position to compromise his ability to lead men. Eldaos had been by her side since the bombing of the senate building as had most of their nine children. Deia had purposely kept them out of her political life for all these centuries but that had all changed when she had nearly died.


Deia’s face beamed as she held her husband and mate’s arm and turned for the stage. She wore a simple tan pair of pants and boots, with a white shirt and a long, flowing robe like jacket over that. The floor length jacket was Earth tone in color with patches of vibrant green and brown. Eldaos escorted her slowly onto the stage where everyone stood in respect. Deia waved them back to their seats quickly and moved directly for the single podium that had been set up on the stage. She nodded her head to her mate and hundreds of thousands of men and women across the Union saw him unashamedly lean over and nuzzle her cheek and neck. Deia’s eyes closed in delightful bliss when he did this and her smile was obvious even from those standing twenty rows back in the theater. Eldaos moved to the lone empty chair and sat down as Deia’s face returned to normal and she adjusted the items on the podium. Finally she looked up and out over the gathered citizens.


“I wish a very good morning to all of you here and to our brothers and sisters who are watching from across the breadth of our Union.” Her voiced carried easily to the men, women and children standing in the back of the amphitheater as well as hundreds more that lined the grass and streets around the outdoor facility. “A very special good morning and thank you to the men and women here in Sparta and those on Apo Prime who I got out of bed last night to make sure this event happened.” Deia shuffled the three data pads in front of her and then gripped both sides of the podium. “I suppose all of you are wondering what event was so large as to get me to come out and make this unannounced speech? I don’t think I can remember the last time I spoke to every citizen of the Union like this… but I can tell you now… it will be far more often going forward the gods willing.”


This statement caused many men and women to look back and forth between each other and take even more interest in this event now.


“We have been through so much these last months as a people and a Union.” Deia began again. “I cannot begin to put into words the immense pride I feel at every citizen of the Union for how they have handled everything that has happened. We Lycavorians are known for our ability to adapt to ever changing events, and it seems that this trait has been embraced by every species that calls the Union home. As your Prime Minister… I thank each and every one of you no matter how small or large the role you played. Whether it be commanding a ship within our fleet, or raising the young ones that are our future, each of you should feel proud at what you have done, not only in these trying last few months, but for what you have done in the past  as well. I know I am. The resilience and effort the citizens of the Union have displayed is… it is inspiring.”


Deia stopped for a moment and took a deep breath. “Ah… where to begin.” She said. “So much has taken place these last months. It could have torn our Union apart but it brought us closer together. So many rumors abound… some of them entirely without truth… and that is why I felt it was time to not only address the Union Senate, but also the Union people as a whole. There was a time when it was a simple thing to address the citizens of the Union. In the beginning there were only a few of us. Now we are so many… but the technology we have today makes it just as simple… and I intend for this address and others like it to be a common thing going into the future. The citizens of the Union have trusted myself and others to lead them for so long, and now we will trust in you to know what is going on. In truth…” Deia turned and looked directly at where Narice sat in the row of chairs behind her. “… how many of us would have ever believed that the new Empress of the High Coven would also be a proud Princess of the Lycavorian Union?” She turned back to the gathered crowd as Narice blushed in embarrassment and squeezed Arrarn’s hand. “An old enemy that we have fought for millennia is now our friend and ally. An old enemy that we have just recently learned was never an enemy at their heart to begin with. How long have vampires been within the Union? How long have we called them friend and family? We saw in those who lived among us that oppression and power was not the goal of the people of the High Coven. We saw this but never did anything about it. It took a leap of faith, not by me or any of us who should have known better given our many years of experience, it took a leap of faith by this generation our of children now to accomplish this. If not for Narice and my mandri Androcles and so many like them, we would not have put the past behind us where it belongs and moved into the future. They saw what so many of us did not and they made it happen.”


While her statement drew notice and the applause had already begun, it became silent instantly when she spoke that word and did so with pride. Deia smiled at the reaction for it was what she knew would happen.


“No… I did not misspeak.” She stated. “I have hidden from so many I call friend, from all of you, the one thing I should have embraced from the very beginning.” Deia looked directly into the many vid cameras that were rolling. “I am the youngest sister of Queen Eliani. I was there the day they died defending our right to be free, as so many of us were. Very few knew who I was even then, I stayed in the shadows and watched as Resumar and Eliani and Canth led our people through the blackest of times. I swore… I swore the day that they died I would not let their dream die. I buried who I was in the chaos that followed those first days after we had achieved our freedom and I began to work towards everything they had begun. I cannot… I will not hide who I am any longer. Some of you may have begun to suspect after the events with Chetak and Jorak took place. Seeing that beast of a man attempt to destroy my family a second time was almost too much for me. I am now going to do something that Martin has been after me for years to do. I am going to throw off this veil of secrecy and take the name that fills me with such pride and love. Martin Leonidas, our Union’s King, is my nephew by blood. I will not go another day forward and hide this fact any longer. Some of you may have suspected that there was something between us… and now you know what it is. I have spoken to my husband and mate Eldaos and we have agreed that we will now take the name of Leonidas as our own. The name of our blood and our history. The name Martin has wanted me to take since the day he discovered who I really was.”


Deia Leonidas felt the weight of secrecy lift from her shoulders and what she had felt for years since Martin’s return now burned even brighter within her. The light of truth about who she was. Her face and eyes beamed with happiness and Arrarn and Resumar quickly rose from their chairs and approached her much to her genuine surprise. They both embraced her tightly, and were followed quickly by Narice, Toria and Athani. Vampire and Kavalian wives and mates of Arrarn and Resumar Leonidas that Narice, Toria and Athani may have been, but they knew well the customs of the men that had claimed them and stolen their hearts. The nuzzles that adorned Deia from all three of them were quickly and brazenly caught on every vid cam and beamed across the stars to trillions of those viewing the transmission inside the High Coven and the Kavalian Federation. Deia basked in this loving attention as Tarifa and Aihola joined their nephews in embracing and nuzzling Deia. There were none within the Union who did not know that their King considered Tarifa and Aihola his sisters though they did not bear the name Leonidas. Deia basked in the attention for a few moments before she wiped away the tears and ushered them back to their chairs. She took a few moments to compose herself before turning back to the podium. It was obvious to even the densest of fools the happiness and peace that coursed through Deia now and the brightness of her eyes and face now made her appear so much younger and vibrant and this caught the attention of everyone present.


“Now… before I make the announcement that will undoubtedly send some of you into fits of glee, I wish to brief the Lycavorian Union and High Coven citizens watching of what is happening now. This transmission is also being beamed into the Kavalian Federation Imperium on commandeered channels in control of the rightful government.” Deia spoke. She motioned with her hand to where Pian sat in his chair. “Behind me sits General Pian’Nruarani, leader of Pride Nruarani and the freely elected Interim Leader of the Kavalian Free Republic as they have chosen to be called. Beside him sits his wife and mate, Jalersi’Nruarani, the freely elected Vice Interim Leader. In the crowd among us here in Sparta sit thirty Kavalian Pride Leaders who have willingly traveled here under the threat of death in order to support and make known their wishes for the future of their people.” Deia waved her hand to the Kavalian Pride Leaders who sat in the front row facing the stage, all of them with stunned expressions that she had pointed them out. “I would call them all by their names but I do not wish to mispronounce their given Pride names and disrespect them. Forgive me gentlemen… I will learn them all in the future.”

It was Aleou’Hkan who rose from his chair and bowed his head to her in respect for all of his fellow Pride leaders. This was not something any of them had expected and as each day passed by all of them grew more and more confident. It would not be easy or without loss, but all of them now believed that they could win the battle they were going to enter.
Deia turned back to the crowd. “Let me be very clear as I go forward now, a state of war does now exist between the Lycavorian Union and the Kavalian Federation Imperium because of their vicious and unprovoked attacks against our Union and their vile actions and treatment of one of our beloved Queens. I say unprovoked for a reason, and the many facts that we have in our possession now will only support that claim and are being made available to all of you right now via open transmission.” Deia saw hundreds of men and women begin to reach for their ever present personal data pads. “That state of war however, it does not extend to the many Kavalian men and women and even children who, as we speak here, fight to be free. We as a government did not know the extent of this desire among the Kavalian people and we should have been the first to see it given our own history!” Deia looked first at Pian and then turned to meet the eyes of the Kavalian Pride Leaders. “I tell you now, in front of the billions who are watching, just as my nephew told you directly, the Lycavorian Union pledges all support to the Kavalian Free Republic. Our founding Chronicles of Law do not allow for active participation in internal conflicts, but it does state we can support those we believe in. Our King’s directives are simple. Even now, the entirety of the Union logistical arm is being directed in support of the Kavalian Free Republic. Every single resource we can provide to them will be given. We will not openly move against Kavalian Federation forces unless we are attacked directly. At that juncture, the full weight of the Lycavorian Union will be brought to bear against the Kavalian Federation Imperium and we will join our brothers and sisters in active combat. I urge those Kavalian leaders, military and political, who may be watching to give up and join your people in opposing a regime who actively supports the massacre of children and innocents; who actively support the activities of rape and murder. I ask you directly, are these the men you want leading you into the future?”


Deia took a breath and continued. “Union Logistical Forces are already moving to assist the forces of the Kavalian Free Republic. We do this openly in support of those who resist the mantle of oppression because we know well that history. I will not discuss numbers or what types of forces we are sending so do not ask. Those who need this information are already well aware of what is taking place. It is my understanding that the new government of the Vampire High Coven, their Ruling Ventash'ma and their Empress have also committed logistical support to the Kavalian Free Republic. This is done as a show of their support and commitment to the Kavalian people and that the High Coven does not hold all Kavalian people responsible for the maniac workings of a few who rule with absolute brutality.” Deia’s face hardened somewhat now and she lifted one of the datapads slightly. 
“Now I will speak directly to the leaders of that putrid regime. I have in my hand here an Royal Executive Order. It is signed by the only two individuals in our Union who can issue such an edict without support of the Union Senate; King Martin Leonidas and his heir Crown Prince Androcles Leonidas. Talon Guardians of Dragonkind and Praetorians of the Lycavorian Union. This Royal Executive Order states explicably that no Union military action will be taken directly against the Kavalian regime currently in power. It also states the two reasons that this order will become null and void and then unleash Union forces to fight beside their Kavalian brothers and sisters in full force. Reason one… any military attack, no matter how insignificant it may seem, against Lycavorian Union assets, planets, colonies or military units by Kavalian Federation Imperium forces will result in the immediate and total commencement of hostilities involving Union forces. Reason two… any attack against Vampire High Coven assets, planets, colonies or military units by Kavalian Federation Imperium forces will result in the immediate and total commencement of hostilities involving Union forces.” Deia looked up. Her dark eyes changed and her wolf fangs extended in that split second, shocking many who had never seen this part of her before. “To those of you watching from your seats of oppressive power, the Lycavorian Union has the means to end you in one fell swoop. You have tasted part of this power and ability already and should you disregard the warning I give you now, you will suffer the fate of the damned.” 

Deia then did something she hadn’t done in more years than she cared to remember. She went with her instincts. 
“For those of you who might be watching and are too ignorant or dense to understand what this order means I will put it into simpler words and terms that you will understand. Words my many nieces and nephews would use to get their point across. Don’t fuck with us or we will bitch slap you and obliterate you from existence!”


Deia was easily able to hear the sudden and deafening roar of approval from within the confines of the city of Sparta where nearly everyone was in front of a monitor watching the speech. The cascade of cheering shook the very ground around her with its rumblings. Arrarn and Resumar could not contain their laughter at Deia’s words, and others saw Tarifa and Dilios and Panos simply shaking their heads with smiles. Deia however, did not hear the same reaction that exploded from millions of homes, businesses and gathering places across the entire Union and stretching into High Coven space. Deia then watched with wide eyes as hundreds of Union Senators rose to their feet clapping madly in approval at her statement, joined by the thirteen Ventash'ma members who had come with Narice. She had not expected such a reaction and this told her that there were many who had come to the limits of their tolerance and would no longer be pushed about. It was ten minutes at least before the roar lessened and men and women began to take their seats again. Deia waited patiently, sipping from a water bottle given to her by Eldaos, before she was able to continue.


“I will now touch on recent reports into what some would have you believe as deceitful and oppressive actions made by my nephew Androcles. Abuse of his position as Crown Prince they call it. I will not go into great detail because an investigation has been opened already by members of the Union Senate without the support of my office or the office of the Lycavorian Union Adjutant. I will not attempt to defend anything he has done. His actions do not need to be defended. To those of you who will challenge him on this, I wish you luck. He will have the full support of his family and far more friends and allies than you might wish to go against.” Deia stated. She looked up and her eyes touched the gathered men and women.

“Some would try to have you believe that Andro acted inappropriately in taking Ne'Veha Leonidas as his wife and mate. That he used his status as Crown Prince to ignore the fact that Ne'Veha had been claimed by another Alpha wolf. That Androcles even went so far as to have this wolf taken into custody in order to make things easier for himself to accomplish this. An official inquiry by certain individuals has already been opened into this as I said. They would also like you to believe that Androcles has somehow used his position as Crown Prince and the wealth he has gained through the years inappropriately to obtain certain things.” Deia shook her head. “I have seen many things in my life and in this political position I hold now, however, resorting to tactics such as this in order to call into question the honor and the integrity of my nephew is far beyond the pale.” Deia held up a second data pad. “I have here in my hand the financial records of Androcles Leonidas, given to me by Andro himself. They are even now being distributed to the Inquiry Board. Those of you who wish to press this issue… I wish you luck. You will need it.” Deia barely took notice of the quiet laughter among many of the men and women seated in the crowd.

“Now… as to actions and missions currently being undertaken by Androcles and his father…” Deia took a deep breath. “In recent months we have discovered so much about our history as a people. A history that many of us never knew existed. In order to explain events in a way that all of us will understand I must first give a small history lesson. It begins nearly thirty-five thousand years ago and while the history goes back further than that… this is when it began to directly affect the Lycavorian people. Thirty-five thousand years ago is when the decision by two men altered the course of our history and our lives. I will now tell you about those two men. One is called Wayonn and he is still among us, working closely beside our King out there in the unknown. The second man… well… his name was Sumar.” Deia watched as many eyes grew wider and men and women leaned forward in their seats. “Sumar… Sumar was the father to King Resumar, and he is the great grandfather to Martin Leonidas. Sumar and Wayonn are… were what are called Pralors. These Pralors were a species of…”
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Andro stared at them with bright azure eyes and a smile on his face.

They stared back with equally wide smiles and one pair of dark brown eyes and one pair of azure eyes just as bright as his own.


“Look at the two of you.” Andro finally said. “You have… you have grown.”


“Did you expect us to remain children forever fervon?” Nara Leonidas asked with a good deal of humor in her voice.


“What? No!” Andro stammered. “I just did not expect…”


“That Nara would have goldur as big as our mother?” Deion Leonidas asked with a large smirk. “They have been a constant distraction to the alphas in our class too!”


Nara Leonidas reared back and slapped her twin brother in his face. A blow which he barely felt. “Midaeus!” She spat loudly. 


Andro could not contain his laughter and he stepped forward to embrace his younger twin brother and sister. There was no hesitation on their part either as they both melted into his embrace and hugged him back with the same intensity that he embraced them.


Deion Leonidas was the spitting image of his pureblood brothers and father. His black hair was cut short like Andro and Denali’s and he wore the scruff of a three day old growth of facial hair. His dark eyes were mirrors of his father and Denali, so deep and expressive while Nara shared the eyes of her mother just as Andro did. Azure blue in color and so very bright and alive. 
They were barely seventeen years of age, but both of them appeared as if they were well into their twenties. Andro knew this was because of their bonds to their dragons, it happened with many who bonded at a young age with dragons. Nara’s long raven black locks, identical to Andro’s and their mother Aricia in color, was shining with health and cascaded well past her shoulders to the middle of her back. She did not wear her hair as long as their mother did, but it was very close. She had the same exotic beauty as their mother, with deeply tanned skin and high cheekbones and soft full lips. Her five foot five height encompassed a tightly packed and muscular one hundred and eighteen pounds. Like their mother she had long legs and a small waist, but there was no mistaking she had the same firm and very full breasts as their mother.


Deion was equal to Andro in height and already possessed the Leonidas muscular build and Spartan definition of his father and brothers that caused so many young female wolves to swoon. His skin was also deeply tanned and his two hundred pounds was encased in civilian clothes as well. Deion held tightly to his brother’s shoulder while Nara had her hand on the back of Andro’s neck as they nuzzled each other happily. It had been almost a year since they had seen each other and they basked in the feeling and emotions of siblings again. Andro pulled his head back and gazed at them.


“Jeru and Mayla?” He asked.


Nara chuckled softly. “They are already on deck ten.” She answered.


Deion grinned now as well. “Already staking claim to the many bones that they know you keep on board.”


Andro laughed. “They will have to fight their brothers and sisters for them.” He said. “Or did they forget Jeth is among us.”


“They didn’t forget.” Deion answered. “They have a plan though.”


Andro pulled them tighter. “That will be fun to see.” He said. “It is… it is so very good to see both of you. We have missed you.” He said.


Nara leaned forward and kissed his lips. “And we have missed you fervon.” She said softly. “All of you.”


“Andro we know our training will continue here but…” Deion began.


Andro shook his head quickly. “No.” He stated firmly. “Your training will continue yes. Jomann and I have already put together a regiment for both of you. You will adhere to this at all times. We will also begin to train with Dorian in using these powers that we seem to possess. But you are among family now. When the training is over for the day you will be free to do and go where you wish. I insist.”


“Thank you.” Nara said.


“Don’t thank me arande.” Andro spoke. “Jomann and I will give you no quarter during your sessions. We will be even more unforgiving.”


Nara nodded. “We know.” She answered. “And we…”


“…Are ready for that.” Deion finished.


Andro nodded his head. “Good. That will not start until tomorrow however. Now… come with me up to the lounge. Everyone is watching tenna Deia’s speech.”


Nara kissed his lips once more. “It is so good to feel you again fervon. It is…” 


“Wonderful.” Deion finished her statement once again. It was a habit they had developed over the years and at times it drove other people insane. Andro smiled knowing that their power within the Etheric realm made their connection as twins all the more pronounced and powerful. 

Andro gripped them tightly. “Come on. The others will lash out at me if they don’t see you soon.”

SPARTA


“…This is where the abilities you have seen Androcles and his father display recently have come from.” Deia finished explaining. “What I have just explained to you is the very abridged version of a much more complicated set of variables. Anja could probably describe it best and I am using terms that Shiria told me to use. This gene is now confirmed to exist in Martin Leonidas and all of his pureblood children with Aricia. Andro’s Durcunusaan Captain Jomann also has this gene and we are identifying others as we discover them. This is not some horrible secret we are keeping from the people of the Union as others would try to make you believe… this is a gift from our ancestors that we are only now just discovering and learning what it can allow us to do.” Deia took a deep breath. “As many of you have already heard the rumors, Androcles is departing this morning for the Beta Quadrant of known space. We once thought the Beta Quadrant unreachable, but thanks in part to the Pralor technology that Martin discovered, we now have engines that will allow us to make this trip. He is going there to finish the merger of our people. The Protectorate is a branch of the Lycavorian people that left our homeworld Lycavore long before the Black Day. They were only part way back when they discovered what had taken place while they were gone. They chose to remain undetected in the Beta Quadrant in the hopes that one day they could reunite with us. That day has come. Andro will lead a delegation of our people and others that represent the Union and complete a merger that has been millennia in the waiting.


“These men and women of the Protectorate are Lycavorian just like many of us. They have the same values and ideals that we do. They are not the enemy and will not be treated as such. Since recent incidents have caused Andro to already make first contact with two other species within the Beta Quadrant known as the Vanari and the Rothryn people, he will also be taking the lead in opening discussions with them as well. He will never be far away thanks to the wonderful technology that we have discovered in recent years and neither him nor his father is ever out of touch with me or their family back here.” Deia let her eyes wander across the men and women gathered. “Everything Martin has done since returning to claim the throne of his grandfather has been for the good of our people as a whole. We all mourned the day we lost his father not so far away from this very spot where we are gathered. And then we all rejoiced when we discovered Martin still lived. Since he has been our King have we all not prospered and grown better for it? Do not let innuendos and rumors rule your thoughts. Demand facts before you decide anything.” Deia leaned back and took a deep breath. “I am beginning to ramble now it seems. Something I told myself I would not do. All of the information I have told you this day will be made available in Netnews broadcasts over the next few hours by designated channels. Now… as my niece Eliani is so fond of saying… now I will drop the bomb.”


“As of this day, April 14th, in the year of the gods 2575, I am officially announcing I am resigning my position as Prime Minister for the immediate future.” Deia spoke. She paused as the uproar she knew was coming exploded outward. Hundreds of men and women came to their feet in shock and Deia quickly raised her hands to bring order. “Please everyone!” She shouted into the podium microphone. “Let me finish!”


It took several moments before everyone began to calm and return to their seats and Deia shook her head with a smile finally. She moved back in front of the podium and waited for relative silence to sweep the crowd once more.


“Perhaps I should have told all of you to let me finish first.” She stated with a smile. “Allow me to amend my earlier statement. I will remain as acting Prime Minister for the period of five months. Exactly five months from today, the citizens of the Lycavorian Union are going to vote. I cannot allow my relationship to the King impact the duties of this office. I want the citizens of the Union to decide if they wish me to remain as their Prime Minster, a role I have come to honor and appreciate every single day, even though I may be his Tenna. I will not have     those who disagree with Martin or I use this new knowledge in a campaign against him. Five months from now the Union will decide how they wish to proceed into the future. For the next month, anyone wishing to assume the role of Prime Minister and meets all of the establish criteria, will be granted the right to announce their candidacy for the position. Anyone not involved after that month will be left out. The next four months will then be used to put forth different ideals for the course our Union will take. Then our people will decide.” Deia’s face beamed and she stepped back from the podium. “I thank all of you for coming today and it is my sincere hope to continue to serve on your behalf.”


With that, Deia Leonidas exited the stage the way she had come. Syrilth landed beside the stairs and Deia didn’t hesitate to move to her side and Eldaos assisted as she climbed into the saddle. She smiled at her beloved husband and mate, shared a deep kiss with him when she leaned over, and then Syrilth leaped into the blue sky.


For the first time in nearly thirty millennia, Deia felt truly free. It was a freedom she would enjoy immensely for a short time. Just before she got down to the business of making sure her role as Prime Minister continued for many centuries more.  
