CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
SCIMITAR

ENROUTE TO DREAMLAND


“…Not what father wanted Tenna Deia!” Andro hissed softly at the image of his Aunt in the transmission. She was in her office within Sparta and she looked utterly relaxed as she sat in her high backed chair and sipped from the glass of Spartan Wine. “What are you… what are you hoping to accomplish by doing this? I have to tell him Tenna Deia! He will go malda that you have done this!”


The image of Deia was perfectly clear, as if she was sitting right in front of him and Andro saw the smile split her face which infuriated him even more.


“You and your father have far too much to worry about going forward.” Deia spoke with calm resolve. “This is the perfect way for me to deflect what you will be doing and keep all of the attention focused on me.”


“But why?” Sadi asked from her seat just behind Andro. All of the Leonidas children and their wives and mates were seated at the large table behind Andro and none of them were happy to say the least. 


“This is crazy Tenna.” Eliani spoke up now.


“Andro and Eli are right.” Lisisa said. “Father is going to have fits! He will demand that you recant your statement. You are making yourself a target!”


They didn’t feel the rush of warmth course through their Aunt at the overwhelming show of love and concern Deia felt from them but they did notice the smile on her face never left as she leaned forward in her chair.


“Listen to me, all of you.” Deia spoke to them. “This is not something I have done on a whim. I have consulted L'tian, Dilios and Panos as well as several others in the last few days. By doing this I have just redirected all of Icho’s efforts away from you and your father. With Ulana now accompanying you and her reports being censored, he will have no new information unless you deem he get it and he will focus on taking this job. It is all he has ever wanted to begin with.”


“You don’t know that for sure Tenna.” Zarah spoke up. Of all of the Leonidas children, Zarah and Normya had spent the most time around their mothers Dysea and Isabella as well as Deia while they negotiated any number of treaties or agreements and they had learned much about how politics worked. “He has to have a very extensive network that is working for him to have accomplished what he has so far.”


“And he will undoubtedly seek help from his Kavalian allies.” Normya spoke from her seat beside Zarah. Even though she and Tir'ut were now married and Zarah and Lucia were very much a couple, the sisters had still managed to spend every moment they could together. Lucia and Tir'ut had become fast friends and it was a common sight to see the four of them together now. Lucia’s intense love and Normya’s sisterly concern had been magical for Zarah and she was rapidly becoming who she once was.

Andro turned back to the image with a nod. “My sisters speak the truth Tenna. They have more experience with this type of thing because of their time spent with you and our mothers.”


Deia nodded her head. “And both of you know this is the best course. He will direct all of his resources to gaining this chair. He won’t be able to help himself. He is an arrogant Alpha wolf who thinks he knows what is best for everyone. That his way is the only way. He seeks only power and control, that is obvious. How do you defeat someone like that Zarah? What did your mothers and I tell you and Normya during the negotiations with the Tuplian Premier? Do you remember?”


Normya leaned forward and looked at her sister. “Give him what he wants…”


“But only make it seem like he is getting what he wants.” Zarah finished.


Deia nodded her head. “Exactly.” Deia told them. “Icho will bring all of his resources to bear on me, on doing his level best to getting me expelled from this office so that he can claim it for himself. That is what he wants mandri. He will focus very little on you now… or your father.”


“He will attempt to drag you and our family through the mud Tenna.” Andro spoke. “He will bring into question every decision you have ever made. Even those from long before our father returned to our people.”


Deia nodded her head again. “Yes he will.” She spoke with a smile. “It will be exciting!”


“This is not a joking matter!” Andro snapped.


Deia chuckled. “Mandri… do you truly believe I will allow that man to defeat me? Do you have so little faith in our people?”


“Faith in our people and their decisions is not something I question. Faith in you I do not question.” Andro spoke. “However, Icho and his ilk will do everything within their power, legal and otherwise, to oust you and take your chair. You know this.”


“Indeed I do.” Deia said with a smile. “I am counting on that fact. You forget though that Armetus is my friend Andro. He is loyal to me and to your father, who he adores. He is already plotting what he will do. Icho can do whatever he wishes; when he reveals his true nature and his true allegiances; then Armetus and Vengal will bring the Krypteria and Durcunusaan to bear on them and they will squash them like the insects they are. Believe me mandri… I have faced far more dangerous opponents in the political arena. When all is said and done, Icho and his cronies will be nothing more than a brief footnote in history.”


“Tenna…” Andro began.


“Listen to me!” Deia retorted. “You need to be focused on what your tasks are! In all the years since your father returned to us I have never known him to question me or my tactics. He understands what must be done. What he does not understand, your mothers Dysea and Isabella, they will explain it to him. They will know almost immediately what I am doing when you tell them.”


“I don’t like it!” Andro stated. “We will not be there to support you!”


Deia laughed at this and sat back in her chair. “Support me?” She spoke. “Mandri… I have Armetus already spinning the wheels in that wonderful head of his. And no doubt Vengal is already preparing the Durcunusaan here on Earth. What they cannot take care of… well… I will unleash your aunts Tarifa and Aihola upon. And then Selene and Lynwe. I also have Dilios and Panos. I have Charles Taylor. Any one of them could chew Icho up and spit him out. If he wishes to step into the arena against all of us… I welcome it. We welcome it.”


“She does have a point Saradasaar.” Lu'ria spoke now from her chair. “Queen Aihola is sure to turn my mother and the other Drow Senators loose on this fool if he steps beyond his station or attempts anything nefarious.”


“Icho is not stupid… nor is he without support of his own tenna.” Andro protested still. “He has lasted this long and we have still not been able to discover his connections to Laustinos or Keleru in that time. That fact alone indicates he is very careful and whatever ties he has to our enemies are very deep and very entrenched. Given the ultimatum you hit them with; they will undoubtedly direct all of their efforts and whatever assets they have within the Union to helping him. They can not face us militarily because of the unrest Pian is sowing, but this is different.”


Deia nodded. “I’m sure they will. And they will expose themselves eventually. I do not believe the Kavalians pose so much of a direct threat as you. Pian and Jalersi tell me that many of their military leaders have wavered for years over Keleru’s oppressive rule. Their open call for rebellion might be all that is needed to tip the scales. If that is the case… then their only avenue will be to support Icho covertly in the hopes of unseating me.”


“I still don’t like it!” Andro snapped.


Deia came to her feet in the transmission. “Androcles Leonidas there is only one reason that your father would call for you and your siblings.” She said softly. “Your father never calls for help unless he knows he will need it. He knows you and your brothers and sisters will not hesitate to descend upon his and your mother’s location like the wrath of the gods, which from what I understand, you intend to do with the make up of the forces you are bringing with you.”


“Tenna…” Andro began again.


“Androcles do you trust me?” Deia asked.


“Why do you ask me that?” Andro hissed. “You already know the answer! Of course I trust you! That is never in question!”


Deia nodded her head. “Yes I do know the answer.” She said. “So focus on what your mission is and leave the rest to me. I have the Authorization Writ signed by you and Sadi and your wives and mates. I also have one signed by Eliani and Jomann. By Lisisa and Deni and Zarah and Lucia. By Normya and Tir'ut. Everyone who Icho might think to try and come after and smear, even remotely, while you are gone. He will discover that he has chosen the wrong family to nubou with Androcles. I will not sit idly by any longer Mandri. It is why Eldaos and I chose to announce to all who I was. We will proudly wear our name now and we will defend it as any Lycavorian Spartan would. The good Senator Icho will soon discover he has stepped into a very large pile of sibfla and no matter what he does, it will be his undoing in every respect.”

Andro stared at the image of his aunt for a long moment and then a small smile split his lips. “I have not known you to use such colorful metaphors on so regular a basis Tenna.” He said finally. This brought soft chuckles from his brothers and sisters behind him.


Deia laughed softly as well and nodded her head. “Yes… well… it must be the influence of your father and your mother Anja through the years. They do have such unique ways of getting their points across to others.”


“Tenna… you realize your speech will have gone out across the galaxy.” Lisisa asked. “More than likely they saw it even within the Beta Quadrant.”


Deia nodded again. “I’m counting on it.” She stated evenly. “My next speech will be even more informative. And hopefully it will make things with the Vanari go better than you expect they will. At least that is what I am hoping. Ceuma and Naesta are coming to see me in the morning so that I may ask some questions. We will see.”


“You will contact me if anything comes up that you are not prepared for?” Andro spoke. “I insist!”


Deia nodded. “I promised your father many years ago I would not go off on my own and do something like this without support. When you see him, tell him I am fully covered. He will know what I mean.”

“See him?” Andro spoke. “As soon as he finds out about this he will be contacting you I am sure!”


Deia laughed again. “No doubt.” She said. “I am meeting with Tarifa and Panos in a few minutes so I must go. I will keep you fully informed Androcles… have no worries about that. Cuia fas vada carians aur mandras for mandris. Cuia fas vada carians.”


“For forn tenna.” They all answered her simultaneously.


Andro waited until the image of his aunt had fully disappeared and then he turned to look at his brothers and sisters. He moved slowly back to his chair and settled himself between Sadi and Sehri. Both of them gripped his arms tightly and leaned over to nuzzle his cheeks as he settled into the chair sensing he still did not like that they were leaving her after what she had done. Andro’s eyes closed for a moment as he relished in their scents and female auras and then he opened his eyes and looked at his siblings.

“Thoughts?” He said.


“I would not want to face her in battle fervon.” Dorian spoke up. “Even if it is only in the political arena.”


Deion and Nara had chosen to sit next to Dorian and Sheva and they both grinned at his words. Physically he was older than they were, but Nara and Deion felt a special connection to him just as they did to Andro because of the gene within their bodies, and because of the way he was brought into this world, he would always be their younger brother in their eyes. It was also quite obvious to anyone that Nara and Sheva had hit it off instantly no matter the difference in their ages.


“Nor would I.” Sadi echoed. 


“That does not mean we should not do something.” Eliani stated.


“Eli is right.” Lisisa said now. 


“Armetus will allow nothing to happen to her Andro.” Zarah said. “You know that.”


Andro nodded. “I know… but these are not normal times arande. Now that Deion and Nara have joined us, she has no means of unconventional defense. No one who could perhaps sense things others cannot.”


“We could return.” Deion spoke up.


“Would she even allow us to return Deion?” Nara questioned turning to look at Deion. “She would know why we have come back and she would insist that we return to the training grounds and…”


“…That we finish our Agoge.” Deion finished.


“You two need to stop doing that! Finishing each others statements.” Eliani snapped at them playfully. “It’s unnerving! It gives me the creeps!”


They all chuckled at this and Nara leaned into Deion affectionately. “We will endeavor to…”


“…Accommodate your request arande.” Deion finished.


“Midaeus!” Eliani launched a data pad at her sister and Nara caught it easily as they all laughed.


“Contact Dantio.” Jomann spoke now all eyes turning to him as he canted his head and looked at Andro.


“Who is Dantio?” Deion asked.


Dorian leaned forward. “That is an excellent idea. Vari and Emios will have fully healed by now fervon.” He said evenly. “And Haridl would have made sure Robaran did nothing these last weeks but heal.”

“Tenna Deia will sibfla if she discovers we did that Andro. An Omega Team providing security for our Tenna?” Eliani said.


Ne'Veha nodded her head. “Better to be safe than sorry Eli.” She added. 
“Very true Veha. Very true.” Eliani agreed calling her by the nickname Andro’s siblings had given to her.

“I can send a secure burst to Ambassador L'tian and insure that only he knows what they are doing.” Ne'Veha continued. “Deia will never suspect that he will be in control of a Omega Team charged with her protection. They could report directly to your grandfather. He has been the point of contact in the past for similar situations Saradasaar.” Ne'Veha told Andro as she turned her dark brown eyes on him.

“SirsanGai is right.” Carisia spoke now as she leaned forward from her seat next to Sehri. “I can also have Narice make up an excuse for her to leave a detachment of Immortals on Earth. Arrarn could convince Deia easily. Some joint training scheme with the Durcunusaan perhaps.”


Andro nodded as he sat back. “Dantio’s Omega Team and the Immortals Enylarcopri.” He said quickly. “No more than that or she will suspect something. Contact Narice before we go dark and have her make the arrangements. Jomann… you and Dorian round up Dantio and his team wherever they are on Earth and brief them before we go dark.”


“Done.” Jomann said.


“She will scream if she discovers we have done this.” Zarah said with a smile.


“Louder than we have ever heard her scream no doubt.” Normya echoed. “We’ll be able to hear it from the Beta Quadrant!”

“Let her scream if she discovers them.” Andro said. “Father would take a switch to all of us if he discovers we let her do this and then left her without any type of Shadow Security in place.”


“Carians… the last time mother took a switch to my backside I was only six.” Normya declared. “I was scarred for weeks. That was not a pleasant experience.”


Tir'ut leaned over beside her head with a sly grin. “Your backside is perfect my Du'ased 'ranndi. No scars at all that I have seen.”

Normya blushed under her tan and elbowed her Immortal husband in the chest as she rolled her eyes. “Pervert!” She exclaimed while looking at him with adoring emerald colored eyes.


“Too much information!” Eliani stated. “Way too much!”


Andro and the others joined in the soft laughter among siblings. His eyes settled on Brendi Faith who had remained silent for the entire duration. That she was even present was quite a surprise to her. Eliani and Jomann already considered her part of their lives and they both hoped that soon it would become much more intimate and serious. Andro knew that his other brothers and sisters also now considered Brendi part of their family for none of them batted an eye that she was here and sitting next to their sister. He rose to his feet and looked at them.

“We go dark in five hours for the remainder of the trip to pick up Onera and then on to Dreamland.” Andro told them. “Let’s get this set up before that happens. I don’t want to have to worry about it when we are gone. I need to speak with Sa'sur so I will meet all of you for dinner later.”


They watched him turn and exit the conference room quickly and it was Dorian who shook his head and chuckled. “Meet with Sa'sur my mida!” He said.


Sadi met his eyes and grinned as well. “He was not very convincing was he?” She said with a soft laugh.


Sehri looked at Sadi quickly. “What do… what do you mean?” She asked. 


Sadi met her questioning eyes with a beaming smile. “Only that our beautiful husband and mate is going to arrange for some very unpleasant things to happen to the good Senator Icho and his followers should anything bad befall Deia.”


Eliani and the others laughed at Sadi’s very diplomatic answer and Carisia leaned closer to Sehri. “What KertaGai is trying to say in agreeable words Sehri our love, is that Andro will now contact several people that he undoubtedly knows, and on top of what we will do, he will insure that Deia and all those connected to our family are very well protected.”


Sehri met her eyes. “And they will not know this?” She asked.


Carisia shook her head. “Not unless someone does something incredibly stupid and tries to hurt Deia or the others.”


“And this Armetus that Deia spoke of?” Sehri asked. “He will not know?”


Sadi shook her head with a grin. “Not when the person Andro will most likely call is Marci… Armetus’s second in command. Marci is our age DuanGai … and she knows well how Andro works and what he will expect.”

All of them present saw Sehri’s eyes grow slightly moist when she heard the word Sadi had called her. It was not a very common practice to give a nickname in the ancient language to those you loved and called husband, wife and mate. While many of the more traditional of their people did it now, and it was becoming more and more popular, there were still far more who did not. The ancient Lycavorian language was not easy to learn and while it was making a very strong comeback, it was still many years from being spoken freely among all their people. Tradition dating back millennia said that when blessed with a name in the ancient language by those who loved you, it forever sealed the bond between you. Sehri knew this part of the custom after being able to swim within Andro’s mind as freely as she now did with Sadi and the others. Andro had given all of them names, though Lu'ria’s name was spoken in the Drow language, and it was one of the ways he showed his love and devotion to them.


Andro’s siblings also took note of the name Sadi used and within a few hours it would be filtering throughout the fleet in reference to Sehri. And it would be the name they all used in private with their family to show their love for her as well.


Jomann got to his feet. “We all have work to do before dinner. I suggest we get to it.” He stated.
Acting as Andro’s Captain as he was, no one argued with that directive and all of them began to rise and do what they needed to do.

Sheva Juconi-Leonidas stood in the center of the quarters Dorian had claimed as his own and let her eyes sweep the medium sized apartment like abode. She had to admit the view from the roof bubble was absolutely breathtaking and behind the nights they had spent under the stars on Cranae Island, the most fantastic love making they had experienced had come in these very quarters. And there had been many hours of passionate and intense love making Sheva thought with a large degree of ardor. 

The quarters lacked a certain normality however. 
Sheva Juconi felt a warm flush course through her as the memories of those times flashed through her mind and the undeniable fact that they would continue long into her future. Never in all the years since her parents had been killed had she felt such a blissful peace and sense of belonging. Dorian Leonidas had claimed her as his beloved wife and mate in the fashion of the Lycavorian people, but he had also claimed her as his Blessed Wife in the fashion of his and Sheva’s vampire blood. She looked down at the glittering silver and titanium band on the ring finger of her left hand and couldn’t help but smile and bite her bottom lip when the memories of the day Dorian had given it to her came rushing back. They were walking along the white sands of Cranae Island and he had just popped it out of his pocket. He told her it was an old Earth and human custom that had begun centuries ago. Part of him wanted to honor that fact because he was born on Earth. The ring had fit perfectly and Sheva had spent many minutes just making sure it was all real over the next few days. Every time she saw the ring she had no doubt in the least. 
Sheva Juconi-Leonidas.

“Gods I love hearing that.” Sheva muttered softly to herself.

Dorian’s family treated her very differently now. She was a member of their family. The Royal Leonidas family. She was a Princess now. The Blessed Wife to a man over three hundred years her junior, but a young man who had given back to her all she had thought lost. A young man who was far wiser and knowledgeable than anyone gave him credit for except his family. Dorian treated her like she was the most important thing in his life, which Dorian now was to her. Sheva had grasped for a future she never thought she would have and she had hung on tight as Dorian swept her away with his infectious smile and wit. When they had shared blood during their passionate lovemaking, Dorian’s natural Etheric skills had formed a permanent connection with her. Sheva had never imagined being able to sense his presence within her would bring her such joy. She could explore his mind as much as she wanted and she had eagerly begun to learn as much about this new power as she could from him. She had no intention of losing what she had discovered now, and she would kill to safeguard that. 

Sheva shook her head slowly with another smile as she looked around. The quarters here on the ship were somewhat barren and Sheva knew she would have to improve them. At least for the time before they transferred to SPARTA'S WRATH. The quarters lacked a certain warmth and normality. She moved across the room to where they had dropped their bags upon arriving and squatted down in front of the duffle. She began digging in the large canvas bag to find the data pad she had brought with a list of items she intended to purchase, placing several stacks of their clothes on the couch. Sheva saw the blinking green light from the side of the bag and her hand closed around the data pad, pulling it out. The green light indicated she had a message and her brow furrowed in puzzlement since she had given this frequency only to Dorian and Jomann she was sure. She tapped the pad quickly and entered her pass code watching as the face of the older man appeared on the small screen. Sheva’s eyes grew wide in horror and she tossed the data pad away from her as if she had been horribly bitten.

“NO!!” She screamed. “NO!!”

She didn’t realize that her reaction would echo outward to the man she had come to love so completely and he would instantly drop what he was doing and head to where she was.


Sheva stared at Dorian’s sleeping face on the bed. She hadn’t realized how her reaction to the data pad would affect him and he had come storming into their quarters ready to kill in order to protect her. He found her huddled in a ball against the wall near the couch and immediately had fallen to the floor beside her and gathered her into his arms. The warmth of his body had an immediate effect on her and she had wrapped her arms around his waist, burying her face into his chest as his resonance within the Etheric realm poured outward to her in a soothing way as she inhaled deeply of his manly aroma. Sheva knew she had to tell him. She had to tell him of her past and how she had come to be here. 


And why.


It came spilling out within an hour and as he held her on their bed she didn’t stop talking for what seemed like years. Fear gripped Sheva as she talked; fear of losing him and what she had found. Fear that he would hate her for what her initial orders had been. They had watched the message together and his handsome face remained impassive throughout; as he listened to her tell him everything after the message was over. A message that had revealed something even she had no idea it would. A new fear and wonderful discovery that had changed almost everything. She held nothing back from him any longer. Sheva knew in order to have the life she wanted with him that she needed his love and trust. She knew that in order to discover if the message was accurate she needed his trust and love. She did not know if she would be able to go on without the emotion and feelings he had brought out in her and after seeing the message she needed those emotions even more. The more she spoke to him the more her trepidation grew as his face remained completely void of emotion or reaction. She was very nearly on the edge of losing it at the end for he had said nothing and only gazed at her with those beautiful multi-colored eyes. Just when she thought he would rise and leave her forever, Dorian leaned forward and kissed her ever so softly. His strong hands had come up and gripped her face and Sheva’s heart had rejoiced as he deepened the kiss and his Etheric resonance enveloped her mind. He opened his mind to her without question and she saw the absolute love and devotion to her and how that love for her made him part of who he was. 
Dorian had lifted her shuddering frame into his arms and carried them to the bathroom where he had striped them both and then lovingly held her under the hot spray of water. There was nothing sexual in his actions in the least. He stroked her naked flesh, washed her skin and hair and planted small kisses of desire all over her shoulders and neck. He whispered his love of her into her ears over and over in so many different ways, assuring her that it would be fine. That they would get through this. He was not going to lose her and she had not lost him.


The emotional outburst, more severe than anything she had ever experienced had taken its toll on her. Once dried and wearing one of his oversized shirts, Dorian had gathered her into his arms on their bed and Sheva had fallen asleep within moments.


She had awoken only a few moments before, still wrapped within his arms. What had occurred came rushing back and she had slowly removed herself from his embrace and knelt now on the bed staring at him. There was no hate for her coming from him. She thought for sure he would be savagely angry and want nothing to do with her as he turned her over to Jomann and those who despised traitors of any kind. She knew what Androcles thought of traitors and she worried now for him as well as herself if Androcles discovered her past. She knew Dorian loved his brother dearly, and they were far closer than most people outside of their family knew, because of the way both of them were born with complete awareness. The fear she felt earlier had returned now as these thoughts filled her head. The message had revealed something she had not known all of these years and she had to discover if it was true. She had been lied to for so long and now along with that fear came anger. Anger over a life that had been stolen away from her. 

The sheet covered only his lower body and Dorian’s chest and shoulders were exposed for her to see. The definition of his body was such a delight for her, and once more she feared she would lose him forever if his brother discovered what she once was. She reached out slowly to run her fingers across his abdomen and his eyes opened almost instantly at her touch. He saw her kneeling on the bed and he sat up quickly, his eyes darting around their room looking for threats, and finally returning to her.


“Sheva?” He asked softly.


Sheva met his gaze and lifted her hands to cup his face. “I… I am terrified Dori.” She stammered as her eyes became moist. “I don’t… I don’t know what to do! What to believe! What if… I thought they were dead! What if they are alive? After all these years… what if they are alive?”


“Then we will find them and you will be reunited.” Dorian answered.


“How?” Sheva spoke. “Dori… I don’t… I have never been this confused!”


“We will figure it out Sheva.” Dorian answered.


“How?’ She asked again. “When your brother discovers what I am… you know as well as I that he hates traitors even more than your father. And your father despises them! He will see to it that I am interrogated and then executed.”

“That will not happen!” Dorian hissed. “You are no traitor Sheva!”

“I… we must leave!” She exclaimed suddenly. “When he discovers my past; why I came here to begin with; he will have no mercy for me Dori! I have seen how he treats traitors and spies. He will…”

Dorian reached up and grabbed her face gently in his hands. “Sheva stop!” He exclaimed. “Nothing like that will ever happen!”
“How can you be so sure?” She gasped as small tears rolled down her cheeks.

“I won’t allow it.” Dorian said firmly. “No one in my family would allow it. Least of all Andro. You are my wife Sheva!”

Sheva looked at him. “I am a spy sent here to infiltrate the Durcunusaan and eventually kill your mother Dorian. How can any of them forgive that? How can… how can you?” She hissed.

“No!” Dorian barked loudly.

Dorian knew she was going to question everything until he proved to her that she was in no danger. She would never be the same unless she saw that her fears were unfounded. There was only one way to make her see that. He tossed back the sheet, revealing that he wore only a loose pair of black pants, and he got to his feet. He moved quickly into the living area of their quarters and snatched up the data pad and then returned to the bedroom. Sheva looked at him as he held out his hand to her. She glanced at the data pad in his hand and rose to her knees on the bed.

“Dorian?” She questioned.

Dorian held out his hand for her. “Do you love me Sheva?” He asked her.

“What? How can you ask me that? You know I do Dori! More than anything in the universe!” She exclaimed.

“Do you love me enough to trust me completely?” Dorian questioned her again.

“Dori…?” She stammered.

Dorian thrust out his hand again. “Do you?” He demanded.

Sheva looked at the set of his jaw and the determination in his eyes. She looked at his outstretched hand waiting for her to take it. Waiting for her to finally and completely make the leap from her old life and into her new. Sheva didn’t hesitate and grabbed his hand tightly.

“Come on.” Dorian told her as he turned and began to pull her along.

“Where are we going?” She asked.

“To see the one person besides my father who can find out the information we need and then act on it.” Dorian said.


The crew of the SCIMITAR had long ago enlarged Andro’s quarters and Sadi had been the first to begin to decorate it. This would be their home away from home and though most of it was now boxed and crated waiting to be transferred to SPARTA’S WRATH, the thick bear skin rugs still covered the floor in front of the two couches. Andro sat of the floor, his back against the couch. His legs were stretched out in front of him encased in his usual white pants with crimson trim, Carisia leaning up against his left side wearing a simple white panty and bra set. Andro’s arm was wrapped around her waist and his fingers alternating between caressing her muscular and tanned abdomen and Lu'ria’s lower back. Lu'ria wore an identical bra and panty set to Carisia and sat between her legs while Carisia brushed out her shimmering white hair preparing to braid it in the Drow fashion. Sadi laid on her back on his right, her head resting up against his thigh. Sehri was laying between her legs, her naked chest pressed across Sadi’s abdomen, her chin resting on her arms which were folded across Sadi’s chest. Ne'Veha sat on the couch above all of them, one of her naked legs draped over Andro’s right shoulder. 

“Wouldn’t be surprised if it was one of my sisters.” Sehri spoke. “They came on this trip with the sole intent of trying to win you over Andro.”

Andro chuckled. “That didn’t work.” He said.


“It is something that they would do though.” Sehri said.


“We do not know for sure if it was one of them DuanGai.” Carisia stated turning to look at her.


“Who else could it have been?” Sehri asked.

“We were leaning more towards Harira.” Sadi answered her question.


Sehri looked at her. “You truly believe that Sadi?” She asked. She lifted her eyes back to Andro. “Andro?” 


Andro lowered the data pad he had been reading and met her eyes. “Harira has a different agenda than your father DuanGai.” He said. “Something about her does not sit right with any of us. You included.” 


Sehri nodded slowly in agreement. “But what?” She asked. “I have never… I have never seen her do anything against the Circle.”


“Perhaps that is not her purpose.” Ne'Veha commented.


Sehri looked at her. “You think she is a spy of some sort SirsanGai?” She asked.


“You said yourself that the Rothryn Science Academy does not look fondly upon those who can use their Etheric powers like you and us.” Ne'Veha said. “Harira is not who she wants everyone to believe. She is something else…”


Sehri gazed at Andro now. “Andro? You feel this way as well?”


“Her reaction to our union was not something I entirely expected.” Andro replied.


“Nor I.” Sehri said.


Andro nodded his head. “She wasn’t just angry that it happened DuanGai … but also frightened. That tells me she would have gone to great lengths to prevent you from being with us if she could have.”


“I would not have allowed that!” Sehri said.


“We know that DuanGai.” Sadi spoke again reaching out to caress her cheek. “But she did reveal part of her true nature in acting as she did.”


Sehri’s eyes grew a little wider. “She is a spy inside the Circle for the Rothryn Science Academy! It has to be!”


“That is what we believe.” Andro said softly. “Which means that everyone you knew could very well be in danger. We won’t know the full extent of all this until we see your people but there is another possible reason she was allowed to come with you however…” He said letting his words trail off.
Sadi lifted her eyes up and gazed at Andro. “Harira was sent with Sehri to get her out of the way?” She questioned.
Andro nodded his head. “From what you have told me of your Cleric Mother Ilossa, she does not strike me as one who would be fooled so easily. Allowing Harira to accompany your mother and you here could very well have been done on purpose in order to protect others while she acted.”

“Wouldn’t she believe sending DuanGai alone with Harira to be a risk Andro?’ Lu'ria asked.

Andro looked at Sehri with those azure blue eyes and Sehri shuddered in delight. But she also understood then. “She knew!” She gasped. “The Cleric Mother knew how I felt. How all of us felt. She knew it that day!”
Andro nodded once more in agreement. “She also knew that you are more than capable of defending yourself with your abilities and that you were even before you came to be with us Sehri.”

Sadi nodded her head. “Now that makes much more sense. She knew that we would never allow anyone or anything to take you from us once we discovered you. That is not how Lycavorians act. She also knew that you would never allow it. She knows far more about Lycavorian culture and tradition than she lets on.”

Andro nodded his head. “Which leads me to believe she has other information that…” Andro stopped talking and canted his head slightly. Sadi and the others knew what this was instantly.

“Andro?” Sadi asked.

“Dorian and Sheva are outside.” Andro said. “Dori says they have something important to discuss with me.”

Lu'ria came to her feet first and reached for her robe. “I will let them in while the rest of you clothe yourselves properly.” She stated with an alluring smile.

“What’s wrong with how we are dressed Mistress?” Carisia asked innocently.

Lu'ria leaned over and kissed her passionately. “While I do so enjoy the views of my slaves…” She answered after pulling away from the kiss. “I do not wish to share that with others thank you.”

Andro chuckled while Lu'ria made for the door and Sadi and Sehri reached for their robes which were nearby. He set aside the data pad he was reading and leaned over to nibble softly on the inside of Ne'Veha’s thigh which was still draped over his shoulder since she already wore her robe over her luscious elven figure. 

All of his wives and mates had accepted that Androcles was seen by his siblings in a very different light. He was second to their father and mothers as a person any of them could come to at any time and talk to about anything. Even his sisters would share with him intimate questions or concerns because they knew their brother would not judge. It was part of who Androcles was to all of them. They also knew that none of his siblings would intrude upon their time together unless it was important. Ne'Veha handed him the mug she had been sipping from and Andro took a pull of the cinnamon tasting tea as he looked up and saw Lu'ria lead Dorian and Sheva into their main living area. He knew something was wrong right away by the look on Sheva’s face and the pungent smell of fear wafting from her pores. He gently lifted Ne'Veha’s leg from his shoulder and handed the mug back to her as he got to his feet and faced his brother.

“Dorian? What’s wrong?” Andro asked.

Sheva gripped Dorian’s hand tightly as she watched Androcles rise to his feet. She had never been this close to him while dressed as he was and her fear grew disproportionately as she gazed at him. While no man could elicit the same reaction from her that Dorian now could, she now knew where he got his muscular definition and Sheva determined that it must run in the family. Andro was every bit as ripped physically as Dori, and while Dorian had no scars as of yet, Sheva could not help but take in the three bullet scars that dotted Androcles’s upper chest, or the unique Talon Guardian brand that seemed to pulse and glow with a life of its own. Not to mention the myriad of smaller scars that dotted his skin. He was much more thickly muscled in some respects but Sheva understood now where Dorian’s delicious body came from and she knew it came from their father. 
Dorian stepped up to his brother without fear and held out the data pad to him. “You should probably see this.” He said.

Andro took the pad, his eyes never leaving Dorian’s face. “Fervon?”

“You’ll understand when you see it.” Dorian answered his unspoken question.

Andro’s azure eyes cut to Sheva quickly and then turned to Sadi. He held out the pad to her. “KertaGai… could you plug this in?” 

Sadi grabbed it and leaned over to the small knee high table next to the couch. She inserted it in to the viewer and the holodisc in the corner of the main living area flared to life with the image of a middle aged man none of them knew.
“Agent Sheva Juconi… you have not reported in to me in over four months.” The man spoke calmly. “Your task and mission was simple Agent Juconi and we can only assume that your refusal to report in indicates you have been compromised or you have changed your allegiances to the Lycavorian animals you have been living among for so long. You would not be the first one this has happened to, nor will you be the last I think. However… our masters have planned for such an eventuality.” The man shifted on his feet slightly.

“You were recruited into this unit because of events that happened with your parents Sheva Juconi. You believed them dead at the hands of the Lycavorian scum that you now live among, and this was the driving force we used to motivate you. Revenge. Such a base emotion, but so very useful at times. Since it seems you will not be fulfilling the orders you were sent to conduct, you have forced us to use other means in order to motivate you.”

An image appeared next to the man on the desk of an older man and woman walking outside at what appeared to be some sort of market.

“I believe you know your parents Agent Juconi. They did not perish in the attack on the colony it seems. Your father is more resilient than we first thought and he was able to save himself and your mother as well as several dozen others.” The man continued. “They are alive and well. They believe you to be dead however, killed heroically in battle with the Lycavorian scum avenging what you thought was their death. They are in a location known only to a small few, among other family members of other Agents for just this instance. You have a choice to make now Agent Juconi. Contact me in order to receive new orders. Plans have changed and your original mission has been abandoned. We have other orders for you. Do not contact me and your mother and father, who you thought dead, will meet a rather inglorious ending to their pathetic lives. I will give you three days to respond Agent. On the fourth day, we will execute your parents and their blood will be on your hands. Those are Admiral Moran’s orders and they will be followed. Three days Agent Juconi.”
The transmission ended abruptly, leaving the room in complete silence. Sheva moved closer to Dorian, gripping his hand and arm even tighter, as if that could alter the eruption of anger she expected from his brother. Androcles Leonidas was well known throughout the Union and especially within the Durcunusaan as having a particular nasty distaste and hatred for traitors of any kind. Much more so than his father the King. No one knows where the powerful emotion came from; some have said it was inbred in him because of what happened to his mother, but no matter the how of it, he had no mercy or pity for traitors of any kind. And he had shown that on several occasions in the past.
“Vithin fa'la zatoast!” Carisia snarled savagely from where she sat.

“Siyo... Usstan qua'l.” Andro spoke softly.
Sehri was the only one who did not know what was truly happening but she knew enough to know that this Juconi woman was supposedly an agent of their enemy. Or was she? She cut her eyes to Andro and saw him simply standing there. She knew Sheva had recently become the wife and mate to Dorian and Sehri did not know what was going to happen.

“Sadi… play it again.” Andro asked as he settled to the edge of the couch.

Sheva glanced at Dorian quickly her eyes wide and then she looked back to Androcles. “Androcles I…” She began to stammer out the words in the hopes of escaping her own death.

“Sheva… when did you get this?” Andro asked.

“What?” She gasped.

Andro turned to look at her. “When did you receive this?” He asked again.

“When did I…?” Sheva stammered aloud. “I am… I was… I was an agent for the High Coven! I was… I was sent here to kill… to assassinate your mother Isabella!” She gasped out finally.

Andro grinned at her. “Sheva Juconi… you haven’t been an agent for the High Coven for nearly a year.” He told her as she watched Carisia move up next to Andro and lean her petite frame against his powerful body. “That is when you stopped filing your reports isn’t it? Not the four months this fool says. And my guess is that you began to question your orders many years ago or we would not be standing here having this discussion. Am I wrong?”
Dorian smiled slightly. “She thinks… Andro… Sheva thinks you will have her executed. Or worse.”

Andro came fully to his feet instantly. “What?” He rasped aloud as his face changed and became concerned.

Sheva looked at him, her green eyes now filled with tears. “You… you hate traitors!” She gasped. “Everyone knows that! You…”

Andro moved across the room faster than her eyes could follow and she gasped in fear when he was suddenly in front of her. She tried to back up but pressed against Dorian’s broad, unmoving body. Sheva watched Andro lift his hands and she closed her eyes believing her life was going to end right there. She gasped loudly and jumped when she felt his hands take her face in his grip ever so gently. Her eyes popped open and she found his face so close to hers, his azure eyes nearly glowing in the light of the room, her hands slowly coming up to rest on his forearms.

“You are no traitor Sheva Juconi-Leonidas.” Andro spoke slowly and confidently. “You are my brother’s Blessed wife and beloved mate. You are a Leonidas now. A Princess of the Union. My family. I could no more hurt you than I could hurt one of my other family members. You give far more credit to my reputation than most Sheva.”

Sheva shook her head. “I… please believe me… I…”

“Do you love my brother Sheva?” Andro asked.

Sheva stopped babbling and met his eyes without the slightest hint of hesitation. “More than I have ever loved anything in my entire life.” She answered.

Andro nodded his head. “A scent which wafts from your pores more than anything.” He told her. “Many vampires do not believe that they have a unique scent, but as Carisia and Narice and Toria discovered, as I am telling you now, all of you do. And your scent has told me for months that you are head over heels in love with my brother. You have been since the first moment you saw him when he was just a child. Scents don’t lie Sheva.”

Sheva looked at him with wide eyes. “How… you… you have known all of this time?” She gasped.

Andro nodded. “Jomann and I have suspected there was more to you than you let others see, especially after how you were treating him initially. There were a few inconsistencies in your history that didn’t add up. All of which did not matter by the time we discovered them since you had already made the decision to not go through with your orders some years ago and you were struggling with what your heart was telling you when you looked at my brother. What opened your eyes Sheva? What made you see that what you had been told was a lie?”

“After… after what I saw in the Evolli War. How… how so many of your people laid down their lives for the vampires within our ranks without hesitation or thought.” She spoke softly.

Andro nodded his head in acknowledgement. “Yes… the Evolli War forced many of us to alter our perceptions on many things. It also awakened many things within some of us that we neither knew about or wished for.” Andro lifted his right hand and drew his fingers across her cheek, wiping away the tears that rolled down her flawless skin. “You need never fear me Sheva Leonidas.” He told her in a soft voice. “Ever.”
Sheva allowed him to pulled her tightly to him and she found her arms encircling his waist as he hugged her tightly. The fear and discord she had felt moments before simply left her body in that moment. She felt him reach out and pull Dorian to him and then he was hugging both of them, his hand going up behind Dorian’s head and holding his younger brother with deep affection.

It was Sadi who broke the moment moving up to where he held Sheva and reaching out to place a reassuring hand on her arm. “This may change our plans somewhat Andro our love.” She stated as she squeezed Sheva’s arm and looked at him. “We need to find out who this worm is and what he knows. We need to take care of this before we go to the Beta Quadrant.”

Carisia also moved up to where Andro held Sheva and when he stepped back she quickly embraced her with Sadi, her arms pulling her close with the affection and concern of family. It was something that Sheva accepted without question, the relief she felt making her suddenly very weak and confused. Carisia looked at Andro as she did this, her maya blue eyes alert and quite determined. “And we need to find out if her parents are truly alive and where they are.” She stated.

“How do we do that?” Dorian asked from behind Sheva. “This idiot in the transmission is obviously just a messenger boy. And if Moran is involved and he is as big a midaeus as you say fervon, this fool won’t know anything that could help us.”
Andro nodded. “No… probably not.” He said. “But I have an idea who might know.” He said. “And she won’t have any love for Moran at this point in her life.”

Carisia met his gaze as he said that and she nodded her head. “My mother.” She said softly.

“Enylarcopri I don’t…” Andro began to speak but Carisia shook her head.

“No!” She spoke firmly. “It is the only way. Sadi is right. We need to take care of this before we depart for the Beta Quadrant.” Carisia stepped away from Sheva and up to Andro. She pressed her petite five foot two frame against his once more and looked up into his face. “I know what you believe about her Andro. You have shared this with all of us.” She told him reaching up to stroke his cheek. “If what you… if what you believe is true then she will not hesitate to help us. If Xaxon had as much influence over her as you believe, if many of her actions through the years were not her choice but his vile influence over her, then she will jump at this chance to help us.”

Andro leaned over and kissed her deeply. His fingers caressed her cheek sending shivers down her spine and Carisia relished in the sensations. He pulled away slowly and gazed at her. “Then we will get it done.” He said softly.

Ne'Veha came up to them now. “You and Dorian grab some coffee Saradasaar. Let us take care of Sheva.” She said softly as Sehri and Lu'ria joined with Sadi and Carisia and drew Sheva further into their quarters.
Andro glanced quickly at his wives and saw them all nod. He took a deep breath and looked at his brother. “Dorian… let’s do that.” He said.

“I want to…” Dorian began but Andro grabbed his arm.

“Let’s go get some coffee fervon.” He stated as he began to pull him towards the door.

Dorian moved with him reluctantly and Andro felt Sadi and the others pulse him with their love and warmth. Then he felt Sadi reaching out within the Etheric realm for his sisters. Andro knew then this was to be a female thing as he felt first Eliani and then Zarah and Lisisa respond, which was very quickly followed by Normya and Nara. All of them responded almost immediately to Sadi’s resonance and call within Mindvoice. He expected no less from them as Sadi was his Anome and in some respects they would listen to her over him. His sisters and his mates would take care of Sheva now. After tonight she would not question herself or her role going into the future ever again. He squeezed Dorian’s arm as they entered the near empty corridor outside his quarters.

“Let them do this fervon. It’s a female thing.” He told him. “You and I… let’s go make a call.”

MANNE 
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“…think she can help Andro?” Martin asked as he stared at the image of his oldest and his youngest sons in the transmission. His chest had swollen with pride when he saw Dorian beside his brother and how much they looked alike. He already knew they were very close as brothers, due in large part because of how they were both born fully aware of everything around them.

“If she has fully altered the path she was on father she will jump at the chance.” Andro spoke. He and Dorian were in his office on the SCIMITAR, that much Martin could tell, and they both had mugs of coffee in their hands. “If you did not believe this as well you would not have agreed to meet her.”


Martin turned from the transmission and added more coffee to his mug from the pot on the table of the COM shed. He looked back to his sons. “Yeah… well I may still regret that decision.” He said casually.


“Father…” Dorian started.


“Don’t go there!” Martin hissed. “She is your wife and mate and you damn well better love her until she can’t stand it anymore!”


Dorian smiled. “I will have no problem doing that father.” He stated.


“I’ll let your mothers slap you silly for not telling us sooner though.” Martin said. “They were really peeved.”


“I will prepare myself for that.” Dorian answered.


“Anja and Bella sensed something different about Sheva when she first came to Dragon Mountain. They couldn’t put their finger on it but they sensed something was unusual about her demeanor. Isabella is real good at reading people too.” Martin told them as he turned in the holo transmission and moved around the room he was in. “It makes sense though. Moran is many things but he’s no fool. It stands to reason he would have done something like this after the I initiated the Purge.” Their father looked at them. “No questioning her Andro. She is part of our family now and I don’t want her to think for an instant that we are using her. If she offers, fine, but no one questions hers about anything. She has left that life behind and that is where it will stay.”
Andro nodded. “Sadi and our sisters will see to that father.” He said.

Martin nodded. “Good. Good. Put Vengal on this Andro. Once you ring everything from that scum in the transmission, I want Vengal and the Durcunusaan to clean house. Armetus and the Krypteria are going to be stretched thin as it is. Use Marci and her assets if you need to, but don’t pull Armetus’s people from their work with Deia. Let Vengal and the Durcunusaan deal with this. They blend better with the general population and you can damn well bet Moran has more people in place.”


“Understood.” Andro said. “Did Tenna give you a tongue lashing too?” He asked with a grin.

Martin chuckled and looked at his sons. “Her exact words were… I am a Leonidas! I have always been a Leonidas and I will fucking deal with it Mandri! With extreme prejudice!” Martin answered. “I stopped bugging her about it when she started to cuss.”


Andro laughed. “I did as well.” He said.


“You covered her?” Martin asked.


“As you did no doubt.” Andro answered.


“Let’s hope she doesn’t trip over all the hidden security she will have.” Martin said with a smile. “If she discovers it… the cussing we will get will make our ears ring for a month.”


“Father… this will delay our expected time to join with you.” Andro said. “If we are to deal with this then…”


“It has to be dealt with Andro.” Martin told him. “We can’t have that kind of opposition or threat working in our backyard. Deia can be ruthless when she wants to be… but it takes her awhile to get wound up. She has enough on her hands with Icho as it is and it will take her too long to actually get to the point of acting on this information. I left some contingency plans with Selene and your tennas Tarifa and Aihola should the need arise. Lynwe and Tareif have been briefed by now as well. If it comes to it… they’ll know what to do. And they won’t play footsie with anyone.”


“And the timetable you had?” Andro asked. “How does this alter things if we are late by several days father… if not more?”


“It doesn’t alter anything in regards to Pusintin.” Martin snarled. “I need to lance that open sore once and for all. And I will soon enough. As for the other thing… Avi estimates at least seven to eight weeks. You have time… but you will need to move quickly. Don’t jerk around with the Vanari son. Naesta has told me they can belabor things until it drives you mad… you can’t let them.”

“I won’t father… but our uncle has you outnumbered and outgunned in men and ships father.” Andro said. 
Martin nodded his head. “Yep… but he won’t change his tactics Andro. They’ve worked for him for so long he thinks they are unbeatable. He thinks he can bull rush everything and anyone and just overwhelm them. I’m going to use that weakness. And his feelings for your mother are going to make him sloppy.”

“You still believe that?” Andro asked.

Martin nodded. “More so now after talking with Kalis at length. He’s in love with your mother for sure son. He’s too stupid to process it though. And if For'mya gets a crack at him she’s not going to be nice about it.”
“I don’t doubt that.” Andro said.

“Your uncle is history regardless.” Martin said. “He’s not the main concern at the moment.”

Andro nodded knowing that his father was perhaps the finest tactician living. He was a master of deceit and deception and he didn’t doubt that the plan his father had for Pusintin was not going to be very pleasant. “The planets you discovered?” He asked finally.

“We may not get to all three of the planets that had our people on them before our guests arrive, but I can get to the two closest ones. I have a feeling we’ll understand a lot more when we do.” Martin answered.

“Father… you are going to cut it close.” Dorian said.


Martin nodded his head in agreement. “It can’t be helped Dorian.” He answered his son. “Delnash and the Pralors out here are going to have their hands full.” He looked at them. “Most of them are not soldiers. They have been running for so long, that little skill it has fallen to the wayside in favor of finding ways to keep them hidden and early warning systems. Garan and the few he has with him are top notch and he says there are a few thousand more like him, but for the most part they believed their technological superiority has been enough to sustain them. He is discovering that is not the case any longer.”


“Is he still going through with elections?” Andro asked.


Martin nodded once more. “He’s not a bad man Andro. Teniri is helping him. He’s got backbone… he just forgot how to use it over the years. He’s relearning quickly but this Lorendo scum is an unknown Andro. He’s dirty. Real dirty. We just don’t know how much. And if your mother Anja ever gets a hold of him again, she’ll skin him alive before we find out.” He looked at Andro. “It was a good call sending Akor’dris and Bae’diraz here son.”


“They are adjusting I take it?” Andro asked.


Martin nodded. “Took them a few days… but they have begun to assist in training Miseo and some of the other Kavalians with Pralor blood in Drow scout techniques. Garen and his men with us as well. Akor’dris seems to be very dedicated to it. She has come to me twice with different ideas on how to alter training regimes and such to blend with their natural skills. Solid ideas and I told her to have at it. Miseo, Garen and their people have already fully accepted her and Bae’diraz. Muton and Ben have been head to head on improving the power output of their ship since he got here as well.” Martin looked up. “You are bringing the Dragon Brigade?”

Andro nodded. “Durago has them on Elear right now being fitted with armor upgrades but they will depart in three days to meet us at Dreamland.”


Martin nodded again. “Good. I want supplies now Andro.” He said. “Armor, weapons, ammo, tactical turrets, rations, medical supplies… the whole shebang. Enough for six million adults and children. Load a dozen LEONIDAS IIs with the equipment and every fighter they can carry. Give the order and have Admiral Ceneu get them underway within two days. Also, send as many troops as we can spare and not make too many waves so the Netnews figures out something is up. What is going on out here needs to stay out here son. At least for now. If you can squeeze a full Battalion that should be good until you get here in force. Make sure all of the ships have the new Hyper Matter Fusion engines and then get them rolling to my location. I’ll burst you data on where we will make our stand, study it, and then have Carina wash it through her wonderful head and send me her ideas and whatever else you can think up.”

“You are concerned father.” Andro spoke.


“Their current course puts them on a direct intercept trajectory for the Pralor world of Honelze.” Martin told them. “Population of about three million. All of them living in a large city built at the base of a mountain. It’s a colony world really. Nothing but civilians and a small militia.”

“Importance?” Dorian asked.


“Largest source of this Quadranium Ore that Avi says is the mainstay of their Quantum Fusion Drives.” Martin answered. “It’s why they settled in this area of space instead of running further.”


“Defensible?” Andro asked.


Martin met his eyes. “That depends on us. There’s a large wall surrounding the colony with several smaller outposts nearby. We’ll see.” He answered. 


Andro looked at Dorian in the transmission and then back to his father. “Understood.”


“I’m going to send Murano with one of the corvettes to collect a copy of the Tomes son.” Martin told him. “Let me know when you have SPARTA'S WRATH ready to depart. Make sure a copy remains with you, Dorian, Jomann and Deion and leave one copy at Dreamland with the usual safeties. Send the originals to Radalana.”

Dorian looked at his father and then at Andro. He turned back to his father. “What is this Radalana father?” He asked.


Martin met his son’s eyes. “It’s something that only Andro, Yuriko, your uncle Daniel and your mothers know about at the moment son.” He answered. “A handful of others who are very close to our family know as well. Less than twenty right now. Aside from those already involved. And it has existed for fourteen years. So that ought to tell you how closely guarded this little secret is.” 
“Fourteen years?” Dorian gasped. “And no one has…?”

Martin shook his head and looked at Andro. “Andro… it’s time to share it with Dorian. I have a feeling he will play a part.”


Andro nodded in agreement. “I’ll take care of it father.” He said.


Martin nodded his head to them affectionately. “The others will be here shortly so I can brief them.” He said with a smile. “Keep me advised of what is going on my sons. And if you find that backstabbing, shit sorry motherfucker Moran and his sick son Dante… you give them a big wet kiss for me.”


Andro smiled baring the tips of his wolf fangs. “Right before I send them and Xaxon into the pits of jorbhe father.” He said.


“Avoi.” Martin whispered. “We’ll take again soon. Dorian…?”


Dorian looked at the image of his father. A man he had seen only briefly in his short life, but a man he was anxious to see once more. “Father?”


“I am so very proud of you son.” Martin said softly. “I wish that… you have missed the things I shared with your brothers as they grew Dorian. I will make that up to you son. I give you my word I will make that up to you.”


“Seeing you once more will be all the reward I need father.” Dorian said. “You know that.”


Martin nodded his head. “Maybe.” He said. “Sometimes… sometimes this life, all this King shit royal family stuff… it really fucking sucks donkey balls you know.”


Dorian laughed heartily. “That is a new one father.” He said wiping his eyes. He stepped closer to the image of his father. “We will have that time father.” He said.


Martin met his eyes. “Yes we will.” He stated firmly. “Hang with your brothers once Denali joins you. Just don’t let them corrupt you. I will talk to you both again in a few days.”


Dorian laughed softly again and nodded. “Always father.”

SCIMITAR


They stood and watched the image of their father fade from view and then Dorian looked at Andro as he poured a fresh mug of coffee for himself and reached out to refill Dorian’s. He looked at his brother. 

“Secret time fervon.” Andro said softly. “The most guarded and sacred secret of our people. Now you must know.”


“Why don’t I like the way you say that fervon?” Dorian asked as he took the mug from his brother.


Andro grinned at him. “It’s not all that bad.” He said. “C’mon… I want to show you something. What you are about to see fewer than thirty know about outside of the project itself as father said. Now you will know the what and the why.”

MANNE


“…sucks donkey balls?” Danny said as he stepped from the side of the room looking at Martin. “That’s original.”


Martin looked at him and chuckled as Danny lifted the glass of juice and took a sip from it. “I thought it was pretty good.” He stated.


“Old Fervon.” Danny said shaking his head. “Very old.”


Martin took a deep breath and shrugged his broad shoulders. “I so just want to take them and disappear Danny.” He said softly. “Just leave all this shit behind.”


Dan nodded his head and reached up to squeeze his shoulder. “I’d be there with you. Anuk and Nayeca too.”

Martin looked at him. “Do you ever think what things would be like if the comet never came?” He asked.


Danny nodded. “Sometimes… but what does it matter now? We would have eventually found out what we know now and we would be doing exactly the same thing as we are now. We are just doing it a few years earlier because of the comet.”


“True enough.” Martin said.


“Think of it this way…” Dan said. “You are experiencing the pleasure of their minds and bodies long before you would have without the comet kicking our asses into the future. All those legs and tits and lips and firm asses. I know I would be a basket case if I knew I had to wait another four hundred plus years to delve within Anuk and Nayeca’s delights. And you would be one cranky bastard if you had to wait another four hundred plus years!”


Martin laughed now. “Now that is a very true statement.” He said.


“See… I told ya.” Danny spoke with a smile. “You worried Marty?” Danny asked him seriously a moment later.


Martin met his eyes. He had never lied to Danny in all their years together and he knew he would never be able to pull it off anyway. “A little.” He said honestly. “There are too many unknowns that we can’t piece together just yet. It makes me nervous.”


“We’ll get through it Marty.” Danny said. “We always do.”


Martin looked at him. “When did you become all prophetic on me?” He asked.


Dan grinned. “Anuk and Nayeca say I need to expand my horizons. Get in touch with my spiritual side. I’m trying. Not working is it?”


Martin shook his head. “Not by a long shot.” He answered.


“Ah fuck it.” Danny spat. “I gave it my best.”


Martin saw the look on Danny’s face and burst out laughing. Danny soon joined him and when the door opened into the COM building and Wayonn and Murano walked in slowly, the two of them were leaning against each other still sharing the laughter.  


Murano looked at them oddly as he and Wayonn settled into chairs, while Wayonn could only smile. “An inside joke between brothers?” He asked.

Martin and Danny looked at him. “Something like that.” Martin answered as he turned and saw the room filling with everyone now.


Martin watched as Anuk and Nayeca practically skipped up to where Danny stood, both of their faces beaming in happiness. He watched as Delnash’s daughter Kesyla moved along behind them, maintaining a respectful distance, but her eyes and her scent all but telling Martin that she was very interested in Danny. And not just Danny it seemed as he saw her eyes wander over Anuk and Nayeca with similar interest. He turned quickly when first Aricia and then Anja and Dysea appeared in front of him. Aricia pressed right up to the front of his body, Anja and Dysea each claiming a side as For'mya, Bella and Cirith pressed up behind them. Aricia reached up and stoked his cheek gently and all of them saw the look in his eyes.


“You have been wandering Beloved.” Aricia said softly.


Martin shrugged his broad shoulders with a smile. “Just wondering about the what ifs.” He answered. “Nothing important. Really.”


“Nauta Melme?” Dysea questioned him.


Martin smiled and leaned over to nuzzle her elven ear. “It’s nothing Melda Min.” He said. “I have all of you here and now.” He told her as he looked at Anja. “I have all of you and that is what matters most to me.” He finished as his eyes settled on For'mya.


“You are what matters most to us Beloved.” Aricia told him in a soft whisper.


“Damn straight.” Anja echoed as she squeezed her arm around his waist.


Martin smiled as he gazed into all of their eyes for a long moment, his Etheric resonance reaching out for each of them individually and collectively. He saw the looks of delight on their faces and Martin had to agree with Danny’s assessment. He would have gone crazy having to wait another four hundred plus years waiting for each of them to come into his life. He leaned over to Aricia and firmly nuzzled her cheek drawing a sigh of bliss from her. He did this with each of them in turn, each caress of his lips and nose on their cheeks bringing forth contented sighs of happiness. Though Isabella was not wolf, the connection she shared with Dysea and the others as the dearest of lovers and friends allowed her to feel what they were feeling and then return that feeling in the Etheric pulse Martin gave to her. Since she could not feel his aura, his Etheric pulse was his way of making her feel his emotion and love for her. Martin leaned back after a moment and looked at them.


“You ready for this?” He asked.


“Let’s get it over with so we can get down to business.” Anja said quickly. 


Martin grinned and reached down behind her body to slap her firm ass lightly. Anja yelped softly and slapped his hand away as they moved to the table and began to take their seats. 
Martin turned his head and sipped his coffee and watched as Mari settled into the chair next to her uncle, while Kalis and General Koguth sat beside one another. Serale’s face was glowing with new found love and happiness, matching a similar look on Kalis’s face. She clung to his hand tightly, listening intently as Kalis and Koguth whispered back and forth. Fedor entered the room with Iama at his side, Eirene and Miseo right behind them. Akor’dris and Bae’diraz just behind them with Garen between them. The two Drow had been surprised to be included in this gathering, but Martin told them he wanted his primary instructors informed as best as possible. If they knew what they faced, they could train their people to adapt to different scenarios at any given time. They took up spots near the door, Garen and Bae’diraz conversing in soft whispers as Akor'dris looked at a data pad.
Martin turned as Avi’s hulking form appeared silently beside him. “Avi… we all set?” He asked.

-Live upload from OMEN THREE is ready and Yuriko is standing by Martin- Avi answered.  
Martin nodded as he watched the rest of his team enter and spread out along the back wall. “Then let’s get started.” He said. Martin turned to look at everyone sitting at the table and along the back wall. “Ok… shall we begin.” His voice carried outward.

The volume of his voice told everyone this briefing was beginning and their attention focused on Martin completely.

“I told everyone when we started this little trip that I would keep all of you in the loop as best as possible.” Martin told them. “It sucks not knowing what is going on… believe me I know. So… Avi and I are going to fill you in on what is happening and why. Wayonn… I believe Helen covered most of it with you yesterday?”

Wayonn nodded. “She hit the high points.” He said. “It was… it was not what I expected Martin.”

“It came as a surprise to us too.” Martin said.

“Why do I get the feeling that I am the only one who does not know what you are talking about Martin?” Murano spoke now.

Martin met his gaze. “That was not done on purpose Murano. I do not like to act or make decisions without hard intelligence. When that happens, men usually die. I have put off this briefing until I knew for sure what is going on.” Martin looked at Avi and nodded. They all watched as Avi turned to the side and activated the portable holodisc. The image of Yuriko Leonidas appeared in the transmission clearly and she bowed her head to her father.

“Good morning father.” She said with a smile. 

“Yuriko.” Martin said.

Yuriko turned and looked at the six women she called mother and smiled affectionately. “Mothers.”

“Yuriko.” Aricia spoke warmly for all of them as she normally did.

Yuriko turned back to her father. “Astrometrics reports they are standing by father.”

Martin nodded. “Avi… roll it.” He spoke.

Everyone watched as the image of Yuriko faded and the image changed to one of the stars and a small white spec among those stars.

-As you are all aware, the sensor platforms on OMEN THREE are based on Pralor technology derived from City Ship 41’s own sensors. They have a much longer range and a more advanced Spectral Variance range than the ARC ROYAL’s own sensor grid. They are able to detect anomalies at much larger range differentials- Avi explained as he touched the control panel at the base of the holodisc and the image changed. –Two days after the ARC ROYAL entered this Quadrant of space OMEN THREE’s long range TNL array detected something. Since it did not conform to any known ships or anomalies in our own computer data files, the Senior Sensor Chief correctly assigned it a lower priority until it could be determined what exactly it was. It was continually tracked regardless of OMEN THREE’s location. The Senior Chief informed Yuriko at the time, who then in turn, informed Martin Leonidas. The object, as I have stated, has since been under constant track by OMEN THREE’s Tactical Sensor Array and three days ago, we were able to determine what it was. Shrouded probes were launched and then recovered by OMEN THREE at different intervals and they have confirmed it.-

 “What… what have you discovered Avatar 41?” Murano asked.
Avi turned to look at him. –My name is Avi… Praetorian Murano. I would appreciate in the future if you used my proper name-
Murano looked taken aback as Mari sat beside him and could barely contain the laughter that wanted to explode from her chest. Murano looked at her quickly and then back to Avi. “My apologies.” He stated recovering quickly from his surprise. He glanced at Martin.

Martin grinned and shrugged. “Don’t look at me.” He said. “Blame Endy for this one.” He said. “She’s the one who named him.”

“Damn right!” Endith barked from where she stood beside Tina and Ben.

Everyone turned to see them leaning against Ben by the wall looking happier than they had in months. It had been a long time since they had seen their husband of over two decades and they had made up for their separation quite enthusiastically over the last few days.

Martin shook his head with a smile. “Avi… give them the details please.” He said ending the soft chuckles and grins that were apparent on all their faces.

-Very well Martin- Avi answered as he went back to configuring his console. –Three days ago one of OMEN THREE’s Tactical Shroud Probes was able to approach within ten thousand meters of the object in question without detection. These are the external images it obtained-

The holoimage changed to show a darkened object that looked metallic in nature and appeared to be immense. The view was not exceptional quality but there was no mistaking the massive gun turrets that dotted the outer portion of the object.   
“It’s not a very clear image.” Mari commented. “Can you adjust the spectral variance Avi?” She asked.
-The Probe’s distance from the object would not allow for variance adjustment Miss Mari- Avi answered her. –The external hull was emitting some sort of polarized Thorium radiation that was interfering with clear sensor images-

“Thorium radiation?” Mari asked confused. “Avi… that would indicate a power source of some kind.” She stated.
Avi nodded his head and shifted his massive seven foot tall body to the main star chart table around which many of them sat and he activated the chart. –You are correct Miss Mari. At first it was thought to be a meteor of some kind due to its size, however, when the Tactical Shroud Probe got to within optimum transmitting range of its onboard internal video equipment, its sensors detected the radiation- He spoke as the star chart activated. –The images we are seeing are as clear as we can make them for this distance-
“Distance?” Koguth spoke up now. He was a ship officer by definition and perhaps the most knowledgeable of ship tactics and abilities among those gathered. “You said the distance was ten thousand meters. We are only seeing a small section from the images you are showing us here.”

-That is correct General Koguth- Avi said.

Koguth met Avi’s eyes. “Exactly how large is this object?”
Yuriko’s image shifted in the holotransmission from OMEN THREE. Her eyes went to her father. “Father?” She asked.

Martin looked at her and nodded. “Tell them Yuriko. We need to lay all our information on the table now.”

Yuriko nodded and turned back to look at Koguth. “Preliminary information from three days of scans have given us an approximate size and mass. They indicate that the object is oval shaped and in excess of forty five thousand meters in length.”

“Forty-five thousand…” Ben sputtered aloud from where he stood. “Jumping Christ Marty… that’s like thirty miles long!”

-Twenty-nine point five five to be exact Admiral O’Connor- Avi spoke again. –With a beam of five point two miles-
“What is it?” Kesyla asked from her chair next to Anuk. “A meteor of some kind? An Asteroid?”

“No.” Martin said shaking his head slowly. “It’s a ship.”

“A ship?” Murano gasped in disbelief.

“A collection of ships actually.” Yuriko added from the transmission. “Avi?”

-The STPs from OMEN THREE identified nineteen different class ships. All of them have been, for lack of a more defining description, they have been welded together to form one large vessel- Avi answered. –Interior scans show that where bulkheads should be, corridors now exist. It appears as if all the engines from these ships have been centrally located to the aft third of the vessel itself.-
“Wait… how many ships are we talking about father?” Fedor asked. “Something that large would mean that…”

“…there would have to be hundreds.” Kalis finished his brother’s statement without even realizing it.

-You and your brother would be quite accurate Fedor Leonidas- Avi answered. -I have reviewed the sensor scans and have determined that there are at least four hundred and nineteen different ships of varying size making up the whole-

“Four hundred and nineteen?” Koguth rasped. “How… how is that even possible? Who could create such a thing? The technological skill needed to incorporate that many ships into one is…”
“It’s not a technology we possess.” Martin spoke softly.

“Hell no!” Ben spat. “Who would want to. It has to be a nightmare to keep running!”

“Then who Skipper?”  Kenny demanded from where he stood with T'lolt.

“It is… it is Pralor technology.” Murano’s voice was soft but clear when he answered. It was almost as if he was embarrassed to admit it.

Mari looked at him stunned. “Uncle… that cannot be!” She stated. “I have never seen this type of technology in all my years of schooling.”

“Nor I.” Kesyla echoed her sister.

“Your Uncle is correct Mari.” The new voice spoke now and they all turned to the side to see Delnash’s face appear in another holodisc image beside Yuriko’s.

“Father?” Kesyla and Mari gasped coming to their feet.

“Welcome Chief Elder.” Martin spoke casually.

Delnash nodded his head from within the transmission. “Thank you Martin.” He spoke with a nod. “It is Pralor technology Mari.” He continued. “A very old Pralor technology that was never actually taken past the testing stage. It was thought to be a way to combat the Scourge in the very beginning. Something that Sumar came up with long ago. The ability to merge our ships together. Damaged vessels could be incorporated into others and…”

“Making them stronger and tougher.” Ben spoke as he stepped forward. “That is… man that is fascinating.”

Delnash nodded his head. “Yes but the power calculations and variances were too much to factor over different periods of time and therefore Sumar correctly deemed the technology was too risky and essentially useless in the end.”

Kesyla looked between her father and Martin several times. “Father… you have been in contact with King Leonidas all this time?” She asked.

Delnash nodded again. “We have established a permanent Etheric connection so to speak at both Murano and Teniri’s recommendation. He has kept me up to date about everything that has happened and will happen in the future.”

Radra looked at Anja first and then Duewa from where she sat. She turned back to Anja. “You have known this Anja?” She asked.

Anja shrugged her shoulders. “There is very little that Martin keeps from us Radra. I’ve told you that.” She stated. She looked at the man she so adored and loved. “You have another shoe to drop Lover.” She said. “Something you have been keeping even from us. What is it?”

“Anja is right Martin… you should tell them the rest.” Delnash spoke. “Everyone should know now.”

All eyes turned back to Martin and he shifted on his booted feet. “It ain’t pretty folks.” He stated. “In fact… it’s down right scary.”

“Jesus Skipper… just spit it out will ya!” Julie declared.

“The sensors on OMEN THREE have also picked up lifeforms on this ship.” Martin told them. “Our scaly friends to be exact.”

“Svorag!” Kasdan and Garan rasped as one.

Martin nodded slowly. “Not just any Svorag either. Yuriko?” He said.

“All data we have gathered so far indicates that these Svorag are a mix of Lycavorian and Pralor DNA mother.” She stated looking at Anja. “More of our people than Pralor… but it is there in number.”

Anja looked at Martin with wide jade green eyes. “The Lycavorian colonies!” She gasped aloud.

Martin nodded his head again. “Yes.”

“Carians no Martin!” Aricia stammered.

“Delnash that would mean that…” Radra began to speak but stopped when she saw him nodding his head within the transmission.

“Yes… that would indicate, at least in part, that what Anja believes about Lorendo is true. He has already admitted to basically creating the Svorag in the hopes of controlling them to fight the Scourge. His goals did not work out as he had hoped.” Delnash explained. “Now I believe he is trying to cover up whatever other actions he took. Among those actions, somehow giving the location of the Lycavorian colonies to the Svorag.”
“He tried to cover it up!” Radra exclaimed. “By murdering those of our people that he put in harms way and were infected because he started this work! Is there nothing we can do?”

Delnash shook his head. “He has not admitted to anything other than what we know now Radra, but I’m quite sure there is much more. To include whatever took place with the colonies of Martin’s people. Unfortunately… there is no proof to back up this belief.”
“Has he made his intentions known father?” Kesyla asked.

Delnash met her eyes. “Since I have announced there will be elections held he has been focused on turning the people to his side. To his way of thinking.” Delnash looked at Martin. “I suspect just as this man will move against your Aunt Martin?”

Martin nodded. “Scum bags are all the same no matter the species.” He stated.

Delnash nodded. “It seems you are correct in that Martin. I can only assume this term you use… scumbag… it is not a term of endearment.”

Martin smiled. “Not by a long shot.” He said.

“Father you must allow me to return!” Kesyla spoke now. “You need me to help you and…”

“No!” Delnash popped. “Your skills are now needed with Martin and his people.” He told her. “You are safer with them anyway. I do not trust Lorendo and I have no doubts he will do anything he needs to in order to win this election. Including targeting those I love.”

“Mother?” Kesyla gasped.

Delnash shook his head. “I already had her moved to one of our two colony worlds.” He said softly. “Unfortunately… I may have done more harm than good in that action.”

“What do you mean brother?” Murano asked now leaning forward in his chair. “What is going on? What are you not telling us?”

Martin took a deep breath. “Arande?” He spoke looking at Yuriko.

“This ship has been on the same course since we first detected it.” She stated calmly. “It’s size does not permit faster than light travel apparently, but it has dozens of sublight engines that have been working at full power since we picked it up and began scanning.”
“What course?” Radra demanded.

“It’s on a direct intercept course for the Pralor colony world on Honelze.” Martin told them.

“No!” Garan exclaimed.

-We estimate that it will arrive in orbit of Honelze in seven to eight weeks. Ten weeks at the latest- Avi spoke again now. -Along with the forty odd ships that it is moving in formation with. Everything from frigate class to heavy cruiser. All of the ships of older Pralor design- 

“That’s not the bad news.” Martin said gently.

“What?” Kasdan almost shouted. He was very excitable everyone knew. “That is horrible news! The colony on Honelze is over three million strong! The majority of them are civilian workers and engineers!”

Murano looked at Martin intently, sensing that the news was going to be far worse than even he could imagine. “Martin? Tell us everything.” He stated.

Martin took another deep breath and pushed away from the table. “From what Yuriko’s scans have been able to pick up, this big ship, this mother ship if you will, it’s loaded with Svorag.”

“How many Martin?” Murano asked softly.

Martin met his eyes evenly. “I had her and Avi stop counting when it didn’t really matter anymore.” He stated plainly.

“By the Elders! NO!” Radra exclaimed with a horrified expression.
“How many Martin?” Murano asked again a cold feeling seeping into his chest and heart.

“They stopped counting at seven million.” Martin stated.

SCIMITAR

EDGE OF UNION BORDER

GELLEN ASTEROID BELT


Sadi moved down one of the ship’s flight corridors with Ne'Veha on her right side and Kameka on the left. All of them were wearing standard flight suits and holding near identical data pads and discussing the specs on the ship that was being built at Dreamland, though all three of them kept referring back to the pad in Sadi’s hand. Kameka’Caleo had fully embraced this new life within the Union as Daio’s wife and mate. In just the last few weeks alone she had opened up so much emotionally. Daio had helped her to throw her demons into the abyss and now she was almost never without a smile on her face. Her mother had been so overwhelmed at everything that had occurred since being spirited out of Kavalian territory but she simply adored Daio and how he treated her daughter. Her mother was thrilled that their family had escaped the death sentence put on their heads by the Kavalian High Command and she had also become one of the strongest Kavalian females to speak out with the other wives in regards to their support and determination to see that their husbands succeeded in freeing their people. She very openly campaigned for her husband Byka and General Azlenr and General Pian, trying to pull more and more Kavalians to their way of thinking even if it was done through pirated transmissions into Kavalian space.

Though Kavalian by birth, Kameka’Caleo had been offered a provisional promotion into the Union Fleet by unanimous consensus of the Fleet Board. Many believed that Kameka would herald a new day in Lycavorian and Kavalian relations and she had jumped at the position with no hesitation. She now proudly held the rank of Commander in the Union Fleet. She knew part of this was because of Daio and his role on Andro’s personal team, but she had every intention of making sure everyone knew she was as fine a pilot as any within the Union. A position that Daio fully supported her on in every way. 


To say that her Lycavorian husband was a gift from the gods would not be enough in Kameka’s eyes. Daio was far more than she had ever dreamed she would have in her lifetime. Not only did he curl her toes in their bed, he considered her more intelligent than him in many ways and did not hesitate to ask her opinion of something. He treated her as something more than a precious gem and Meka walked around now with a perpetual smile of bliss on her tanned face. She had been studying the many cultures and traditions of Lycavorians so that she could honor her husband’s customs and she communicated with Daio’s mother nearly every other day to facilitate this. Her father saw how she had embraced this new life given to her by fate and Byka could do nothing but approve.

“…have to run some simulations in recovering the STRIKER.” Sadi spoke as she tapped on the pad. “You’ll be in command when SirsanGai and I take the STRIKER Meka. We’ll need to practice several times to make sure we have the recovering maneuvers down.”


Kameka looked at her with wide eyes. “Me?” She gasped.


Sadi nodded. “Of course. You think we are going to leave our ship in someone else’s hands?” She spoke with a smile. “Brendi is studying the engineering specs faithfully so she can fill in while we are gone, but only the three of us will be able to pilot her. That means you are in command when we are gone.”


Kameka blinked several times. “But you will not always… Princess Eliani and others will not always be with you. They will remain on the ship at times. They should be in command Sadi. Not me.”


Sadi shook her head. “No. None of Andro’s siblings will go against him or us on this.” Sadi said. “Even Normya agreed. If we are gone then you are in command of the ship. Period. They will back you up on this all the way Meka.”


“I am… I am Kavalian.” Kameka said still stunned.


“You are a Commander in the Union Fleet now.” Ne'Veha told her. “And we will be the only three who will know what this ship can do. We will be the only ones who can fly her. At least in the beginning.”


Kameka let this sink in for a moment and met their eyes. “I will not fail.” She said.


Sadi laughed and bumped into her with her hip as they walked. “I hope not… we are going to be counting on you to come bail our collective asses out of the fire whenever Andro starts trouble.”


Ne'Veha smiled. “And trouble does follow him.” She said.


Kameka couldn’t help but laugh now, the new part of her accepting with pride what her role was to be. She would be in command of perhaps the most advanced warship in the Union Fleet when Andro, Sadi and Ne'Veha were gone. It was a task she would embrace and relish.


The roar of laughter drew all of their attention and they stopped to look through the clear glass into one of the pilot’s briefing rooms. Roughly sixteen Lycavorian and Elf pilots were in the briefing room and watching a security feed on the main monitor. 
What was on the monitor however, this caused Sadi’s eyes to grow wide and fill with anger. Ne'Veha glanced at Sadi quickly when she felt her emotions spike.

“Sadi?” She asked softly.

Sadi’s jungle green eyes didn’t blink. “Wait here SirsanGai.” She said evenly. “I will only be a moment.” 

Sadi moved for the entrance into the Briefing Room smartly, with no hesitation in her steps or her demeanor. The comparisons to Gorgo had been growing stronger through the year, the vast majority of the men and women who called Sparta home speaking of her in the same breath as their beloved former Queen. Her love for Androcles was absolute and stirred images and memories of Gorgo’s devotion to King Leonidas so long ago. She was compassionate and confident, not a woman who would cower in the face of danger or fear. She drew people to her almost as strongly as her beloved mate and husband. She inspired men and women both because of what she had done through her life and what she had accomplished. Sadi went out of her way to avoid having to use her official title, influence and authority as Crown Princess, which was very substantial to say the least, in order to get what she wanted. While she didn’t know it, Sadi and her fellow Crown Princess were nearly as revered as the Queens when it came to respect and devotion. 
It was this knowledge that made Sadi Leonidas walk right into the Briefing Room and push her way past several pilots as they cheered and right up to the monitor. The Security log had just shown Sadi slapping Ulana viciously across the face.

“Answer me woman or I will beat you until you are wailing like an infant being pulled from the womb!” 

This brought an even louder round of cheering and clapping and her hand flashed forward and Sadi deactivated the security log.

“Hey what do you…?” The Lycavorian pilot in the front began to protest until Sadi spun around quickly and they saw who it was.

“Princess Sadi!” The same man gasped.

“What is the meaning of this?” Sadi demanded. “Where did you get this?”

“Princess… we were just admiring your… ability to get your point across.” The pilot told her with a grin. He was Lycavorian and obviously the one that was the leader of this group of pilots.

Sadi glared at him. “This… this is funny to you?” She spat.

The Lycavorian looked around and saw the smiles from his fellow pilots and then turned back to her. “You have to admit Princess… it is very entertaining.” He stated smugly.

Sadi moved closer to him. “What is your name?” She asked.

“Senior Lieutenant Zethor Princess.” He answered proudly as he puffed out his chest. “I am second in command of the 16th Fighter Regiment here on the SCIMITAR.”

“Tell me Senior Lieutenant…” Sadi spoke calmly. “Where did you acquire this Security Log?”

The man grinned. “Rumors have been spreading through the ship of your… encounter… with Senator Ulana Princess. I know the Senior Bridge Tech who monitors all Security Logs. I asked him for a copy.”

Sadi looked at him. “Why would you sit here and laugh about this?” She asked.

“Princess… we all have seen what she has done. What she has accused you and the Prince of. How she has treated you publicly. Seeing her put her in place is most amusing. None of us… many of us from the 16th Regiment are from the area of Apo Prime that her father and now her represent. We don’t care for her and we certainly did not vote for her to succeed her igord father.” Zethor spoke.

“But she did succeed her father Lieutenant.” Sadi stated.

“She is a upaee who…” Zethor snapped. He never got to finish his sentence as Sadi’s hand flashed out and she slapped him across his face. The blow echoed in the Briefing Room and caused the other pilots to become suddenly silent.

“She is a Senator of the Lycavorian Union and an Alpha female!” Sadi barked at him. Zethor held his face with one hand and glared at Sadi with angry eyes as he drew himself to his full height. If he thought his physical stature would make Sadi pause, he was sorely mistaken as Sadi stepped closer to him. “And you will treat her with the respect and honor that position gives her!” Sadi barked as she looked at him. “Who and where is your Commanding Officer?”
“I am here Milady.” The deep voice spoke from the side and Sadi turned to see the older elf pilot move into the Briefing Room from another door. “Commander Alno.”

“Commander… were you aware of this?” Sadi demanded.

The elf glared at Zethor as he answered. “No… I was not Milady.” He growled.

Sadi turned back to Zethor. “This is something that happened between two Alpha females Senior Lieutenant Zethor. It has been going on for as long as our people have been in existence! It did not happen in an open area of the ship for all to see for obvious reasons. Who are you to take it upon yourself to take a copy of a Secure Log and use it to entertain all of your friends and fellow pilots?” 
Sadi moved closer until she was standing only inches from him and her face was looking up to his. Her eyes shifted and her fangs extended openly, exposing the wicked looking dual set of incisor fangs known only to exist in the Leonidas bloodline and those of the females they chose as wives and mates. “You may not care for the Senator or her ideals, but she is a Senator of this Union and whatever took place between her and I is our business Lieutenant! No one else’s! Certainly not yours! I will not allow an egotistical male to besmirch her name or her status among our people because he does not like her! Am I making myself clear enough for you Senior Lieutenant?”

Zethor stood there glaring at Sadi in silence and she moved closer.

“You will answer me Lieutenant… or I will beat you until you are wailing like a baby being pulled from the womb!” Sadi spat at him angrily. “And do not think for a moment that I am unable or unwilling to do that, or have you forgotten who has trained me for the last year to defend myself.” 
Zethor’s fellow pilots began to shift back slowly from behind him, moving away slowly to distance themselves from him. All of them knew what Princess Sadi meant with her words. Androcles Leonidas was now widely recognized as the single, foremost hand to hand combatant within the entire Union military, even more so than his father, who was deadly lethal himself. His grueling training had taken place nearly from his birth at the hands of the most gifted and deadly Lycavorian scouts and Drow warriors within the Union and no one could now match his abilities. His unique and lethal style of fighting combined elements from many different styles and no one had yet been able to master it. It was also very broadly known that he viewed his wives and mates in much the same manner as how his father viewed his mothers the Queens and that meant to go against any one of them was to go against him. That was not something anyone did willingly.

“You will respond Lieutenant!” Alno barked angrily from the side.

“I… I understand Princess.” Zethor hissed softly.

Sadi’s eyes and fangs disappeared instantly and she paused a moment before she reached up to place her palm on Zethor's cheek gently. “Listen to me… all of you.” She spoke. “These are the thing’s that make us better than those who want to take from us everything we have. We are above such petty things. We defend this Union no matter who holds the positions of power within her government. That is what drives us. That is all that should drive us. That is the oath that we took when we put the uniform on, is it not?” 
Zethor didn’t pause for an instant in his answer and he nodded. “It is Milady.” He spoke.

Sadi turned and ejected the tiny Security Disc from the computer monitor and then turned back to Zethor. “Ulana is a beautiful young woman and an Alpha female. She follows the ideals she was raised with, as do we all. We may not agree with them, we may even think most of them are stupidly ignorant,” Sadi held up the disc to him. “But this is not the way to change their minds about anything.”
Alno stepped forward. “Forgive me Princess.” He spoke. “I will discipline…”

“No.” Sadi spoke firmly. She looked at Zethor. “The only way to make Ulana see that perhaps her ideals are wrong is to show her. She is not…” Sadi paused. “She is not the woman she projects to everyone. There is something inside her… something that is buried deep within her that is trying to claw its way out. That is what I believe. She is a Senator of this Union and we will honor and respect that position and title as our training dictates. This…” Sadi held up the disc and then put it in Zethor’s hand. “This only hinders that task.” Sadi looked at Alno. “This incident never took place Commander.” She stated. “Am I clear?”

Alno bowed his head. “As you order Princess.”

Sadi turned back to Zethor. “She is a beautiful Alpha wolf Zethor, as I said. Use your senses and look beyond what she projects outwardly to others. You might just see what I have seen.” She looked at the disc in his hand. “Destroy that.” She stated. “And whatever copies you may have made. If this Security log finds its way to other parts of this ship and her reputation and honor is damaged in any way because of it… I will hold you responsible and you will never fly in defense of this ship or the Union ever again.”

Zethor nodded quickly, the threat very clear. To be disgraced in such a manner would be devastating in anyone’s eyes. “Yes Princess.”

Sadi turned back to Alno. “I am done here Commander. No other action is necessary. I believe I have gotten my point across. No other reprimands, no verbal lashing, no other punitive punishment.”

“As you say Princess.” He spoke. “In your words… this incident never took place.”

Sadi nodded. “Good. Now if you will excuse me… I have some work to take care of.”

The pilots parted like an ocean as Sadi made for the door. She stepped into the corridor, took a deep breath and saw Ne'Veha’s wide, brown eyes gazing at her. Her brow furrowed.

SirsanGai? She asked within Mindvoice.

Look to your right Sadi. Ne'Veha answered.

Sadi turned and her eyes grew a little wider when she saw Ulana standing there with the young Folcani, Elven and Lycavorian Senators that Deia had chosen to accompany them on this trip. She blinked her eyes several times, seeing Ulana’s wide eyes focused on her and then she took another deep breath.

“Senators.” She spoke evenly bowing her head slightly. “Is there… is there something I can do for you?”
The Elven Senator that Deia had chosen to be the leader of this delegation was tall for an elf, reaching nearly six foot in height, and very well built. He was a former member of the very powerful Lower Elven Parliament, one of the youngest elves to be elected to that body, and for lack of a better explanation Deia had described him as more militant than most elves she had met. He believed deeply in the Union and what it stood for and was a staunch supporter of both Andro’s parents and Deia and all they had done. Together with the Lycavorian and Folcani Senators, all of them young and upcoming, they were part of a new youth movement within the Union. Young men and women from across the spectrum of worlds and species of the Union that had chosen to enter politics and see to it that their way of life continued forward. All of them raised in deeply traditional and culturally forward thinking families.
“Ah… a moment of your time Princess?” The Elven Senator spoke. “I am Ya’sur and…” 

Sadi smiled a brilliant smile. “Senator Ya'sur… please. I know who all of you are. What can I do for you?”

“I was told by Admiral Sa'sur that Prince Androcles is not onboard and we are… we seem to be lost for lack of a better word.” Ya'sur said with an embarrassed grin. 

The Lycavorian Senator smiled as well. “I was on a LEONIDAS II before… but only for a few weeks. I apparently did not memorize the ship as well as I thought.”
Sadi chuckled softly. “The SCIMITAR is a little different Senator Pyath is it?”

The young man laughed softly. “Senator igord is more like it.” He stated with a nod. “But my given name is Pyath… yes.”

Ya'sur and the Folcani Senator echoed the soft laughter, Ulana remaining silent but not looking arrogant in any way. “We were all exploring this wonderful ship and got lost together.” He said finally.

“The SCIMITAR is laid out slightly different because she has the ability to carry multiple dragons.” Sadi told him. “It’s not surprising you got lost.”

“I don’t suppose you would be willing to direct us.” Ya'sur asked.

“I can do better than that… I can give you the basic tour if you like?” Sadi offered to them. “Our Saradasaar was supposed to meet with you this morning I know, but he left earlier with his brothers Dorian and Deion to pick up someone who will be accompanying us on our trip to the Beta Quadrant. They will be back later this evening.” Sadi told him.

“A problem?” Pyath asked.

Sadi shook her head quickly. “No… we are just picking up this passenger a few days before we had intended. Carisia and Lu'ria are with him and Sehri is acquainting herself with the ship as well.”
“Ah yes… your new Rothryn mate and…” Ya'sur stumbled over his words and Sadi smiled at his awkwardness.

“Our wife, mate and lover.” She spoke proudly. “Yes… and we are very happy about that.” She said.

Ya'sur nodded. “As well you should be.” He said quickly. “Now it is I who looks like an igord.”

“Not at all.” Sadi said. She turned to Ne'Veha. “SirsanGai why don’t you and Meka take care of the calibrations and we’ll do the simulations later this afternoon.”

Ulana stepped forward now. “She is… she is a Kavalian.” She spoke softly but with a very neutral tone to her voice.

Sadi nodded her head in agreement. “Yes she is Senator Ulana. Kameka’Caleo is also now a Commander in the Union Fleet and the wife and mate to a Durcunusaan officer who is part of Andro’s personal team. She is a trusted friend and a fellow pilot who is also part of Ne'Veha’s and my flight crew.”

Kameka laughed gently. “Well… I try to be at times. A pilot anyway.” She spoke in a flippant reply as her tail danced around behind her happily. Her comment had the desired affect and Kameka was very pleased with herself as Ya'sur and Pyath laughed. 

Sadi smiled brightly at her. “Meka is also one of only three individuals who knows how to fly the ship we will be picking up soon.” She said turning back to them. “Please… come with me and I’ll fill you in on the changes to our itinerary and the mission. Andro can brief you more fully when he returns.”

LYCAVORIAN DEFENSIVE BORDER

.05 LY OUTSIDE THE GELLEN ASTEROID FIELD


Normya adjusted her controls and the TYPE II settled into a holding pattern using just it’s secondary thrusters. Tir'ut’s eyes remained on the three large control panels that encircled him in the co-pilot’s seat. Not surprisingly, being husband and wife had made the two of them a perfect blend as pilot and co-pilot.


“We are holding station fervon.” Normya said calmly turning her head to look at Andro.


Andro nodded. “Now we wait.” He said.


“Are you sure they got the message Andro?” Zarah asked from her seat at the engineer’s station.


Andro nodded. “They got it.” He said. “They will come in Shrouded arande, just as we are. To avoid unnecessary eyes from seeing them. Once they arrive we will move back across the border.”


Normya nodded. “Already have the corridor plotted and we deactivated the defensive minefields and turrets.” She tapped her jaw implant. “Lucia… did that coupling give you any trouble?”

Lucia’s voice came through loud and clear in reply. “Not after I hit it a few times.” She answered.


Normya laughed softly. “I like your style arande.” She said in reply. Lucia was Zarah’s lover and most considered them mated, so as far as Normya or any in her family were concern she was their sister as well.


Andro nodded.” Good. I’ll be in back.” He said as he turned. He stopped and looked at Zarah who met his azure colored eyes with her dark brown eyes.


[Zarah…] He began to speak in the private link he shared with her.


Zarah shook her head. [No.] She said quickly. [I am here because I want to be. I do not fear anymore Andro.] Zarah smiled shyly. [Well… not as much anyway. I trust in you though. Lucia trusts in you. If what… if what you believe is true about what Xaxon did to her… then maybe there is a chance that Lucia and Carisia can have their mother back. One who loves them as our mothers love us… right? As it should have been before… before she was twisted by Xaxon.]


[Is that what you want?] He asked her.


[I love Lucia Andro. I love her with all that I am. And she loves me. I know that is what she wishes for.] Zarah smiled brightly. [A half breed and a pureblood. Who would have thought that? We will always have each other no matter… no matter what the future brings. And we can always adopt right?]


[You saved each other arande.] Andro told her. [But do not discount what the future might bring to you both.]


Zarah chuckled. [We are not worried about that. We joke about it. Who would want us together? There is not one of us without the other now. We know that. We embrace it.]


[Good.] Andro said as he moved up beside her and looked into her eyes. [Just do not dismiss what the future could bring to you both. Hold onto each other tightly… but be open to what could be.]


Zarah looked at him oddly. He was not telling her something she knew. Their unique bond was not as profound as the one he shared with Elynth or his wives and mates, but it was stronger than most.

[What are you not telling me?] She asked him.


Andro smiled. [Me. Not tell you something?]


[Yes you!] Zarah snapped.


Andro smiled and leaned over to kiss her forehead and then he nuzzled her cheek in a brotherly fashion. Zarah smiled as she felt his affection course through her. [Just keep in mind what I said.] He told her. [Do not discount what the future could bring or where it could come from. Either of you.]

Andro moved through the doorway into the rear of the TYPE II before Zarah could question him more and he saw Lucia move up the small set of steps. She brushed against him affectionately with a knowing look in her eyes and disappeared into the cockpit. Andro turned and saw the rest of them sitting at the table in the upper portion of the TYPE II’s deck. He saw Carisia turn to look at him and rise to her feet. She sauntered over to him with a small smile on her beautiful face and stepped right up to him, folding herself into his arms. He pulled her tightly to him and looked down into her maya blue eyes while reaching up to brush some of her raven colored hair from her cheek. She had taken to wearing the edges of her hair braided into three long strands just as Lu'ria did, with soft purple beads throughout the length, the bead color being the major color of Lu'ria’s Drow family.

Andro leaned over and kissed her soft lips gently, brushing their noses together as he pulsed her with his Etheric resonance. Carisia sighed in delight and squeezed him tighter around the waist. 
Enylarcopri. He whispered softly to her in their MV connection. He did not need to shield their conversation for no one on the ship besides Lu'ria would be able to detect it. The link he shared with all of his wives and mates was so far above normal MV powers that only his father or mothers would be able to discern what they were saying.
I am fine my love. She answered him, knowing what was going through his mind almost without having to guess.

You did not have to come. He told her drawing back and looking into her eyes.

Carisia nodded her head. Yes I did. She told him. I need to see for myself what it is you believe. I need to see her.

And then? He asked.

I don’t know Andro. She answered honestly. If I see her however, see that it wasn't truly her who was doing these things to me all of these years, that somehow Xaxon was behind it all, it would…

It would be that much easier to forgive? Andro said.

Carisia nodded. I would not be able to hate her Andro. I… your mothers have been there for me my love… but they are your mothers. If what you believe is true, then I have a chance, Lucia has a chance, we can have our mother back.

And Onera? He asked.

Carisia shook her head quickly. She is my sister… it does not matter to me that she is half Immortal. Lucia and I have different fathers, but we have grown so close since she revealed her true self. Lisisa and I are as close as sisters can be and the three of us have talked often. I can learn so much from her Andro, Lucia and I can learn so much from her and we… Lucia and I hope to be able to teach her what we have learned as well.

She may be hesitant at first Enylarcopri. He told her. If what Tir'ut has told me is close to how it is, being the child of an Immortal is not the easiest thing. And the child of a brother of Cha'talla must be even harder.

Carisia nodded in agreement. She will be with us though. She spoke. We can learn about her just as she learns about us. I want… Carisia reached up and took his face in her hands. I want to be able to reach out to my mother Andro. The woman who bore me. I want to… Lucia and I both… we want to be able to tell her things. Share things with her. We are clinging to the hope that what you believe has truly happened. We will know when we see her. Then perhaps… then the healing can begin. And we can put the past that Xaxon forced upon her behind us.

True enough. Andro said.

Normya’s voice interrupted their conversation from the internal COM. “Andro… I think they are here.” She spoke.


Andro looked up at the air. “You think? What does ‘you think’ mean Normya?” He asked with a grin.


“Wise ass!” Normya hissed softly.


“It appears as if they have improved their Shrouds Andro.” Tir'ut spoke now, his voice filled with humor. “We’re detecting intermittent phased spatial distortions at the coordinates you gave to Yuri.”


Andro looked at Carisia and saw her nod confidently. “Very well. Send the signal arande.”


“Signal away!’ Normya announced.

HIGH COVEN ORIC CLASS HEAVY CRUISER
RETRIBUTION

“…On our sensors for over fifteen minutes now.” The senior vampire tactical officer spoke moving up to Norev’s chair. “Shouldn’t we contact them? Let them know we are here?”


Norev chuckled softly as he heard the doors to the bridge slid open and Yuri strode onto the bridge with Pa'cour and Onera beside her on either side. Nameia walked confidently beside Pa'cour and no one questioned her presence. Over the last few days the crew of the ship and many on the base had noticed that the elven female had become almost as much of a fixture in Yuri’s life as Pa'cour and Onera. They were almost never apart it seemed it appeared as if Onera and Pa'cour did not question her closeness with the Princess. He turned back to his young First Officer. He had broken up most of the senior officers of his frigate in order to staff and train the fledgling fleet that Princess Yuri now had. She had made him Captain of this ORIC II-Class Heavy Cruiser. It was the latest model of refit for the older ORIC Class and was every bit as modern as any new ship within the High Coven Fleet.


“Trust me Jakeel.” Norev told him. “They know we are here.” He turned as Yuri and Pa'cour came up next to his chair. He began to rise but Yuri’s hand on his arm stopped him.


“They are here I take it?” Yuri said.


Norev nodded as he settled back into his chair. “They arrived seventeen minutes ago Princess.” He told her. “Just as the young Prince said he would.”


Yuri nodded her head with a smile. “Have they sent the signal?” She asked.


Norev shook his head. “Not as of yet. More than likely they are conducting scans of the surrounding area to insure no other ships are in range.”


Yuri looked at him. “Have they detected us?” She asked.


Norev shrugged. “That I can not answer, but given the information we have on their sensor capability I would bet yes.”


“Even with our improved Shrouds Norev?” Pa'cour asked.


“While Professor Lidene has improved our Shroud’s efficiency Pa'cour...” Norev told him in reply. “He can only tweak them so much without putting into a ship dock for a complete overhaul. That is something we are not able to do just yet.”


Pa'cour nodded. “Point taken.” He said looking at his wife. “Do you sense him Yuri?”


Yuri turned her dark brown eyes on him and shook her head slightly before glancing over to where Onera was standing by the engineer’s station. “I can not. He must be heavily shielded. Onera?”


Onera nodded her head slowly. “They are here mother.” She said softly.


Yuri nodded her head. “Then we wait. Androcles will send the signal when he feels it is appropriate. It is only sound tactics to insure the area is clear of anything that could be viewed as a threat to either of our ships.” She looked at Norev. “Speaking of that… are there any unknown ships in the area?”


Norev shook his head. “The normal traffic to and from Gellen Station. Nothing outside of the ordinary.”


“Be alert Norev.” Yuri told him. “Gellen Station is full of scum and the moment we lower our Shrouds the station’s sensors will be able to detect us. Those with coherent and active brain cells that have not been destroyed by drugs of some kind will take notice.”


Nameia chuckled softly at Yuri’s comment. “They could not be any worse than those in Haglos.” She spoke referring to the capital city and largest trading port on Nebonese. “Some of those fools couldn’t fill a wine glass with the intelligence they carried in their misshapen brain cavities.”


“I agree with Nameia.” Onera spoke up. “There were some misshapen heads that I saw. How do you fit intelligence into those skulls.”


Yuri met Nameia’s eyes and grinned as well. “We should still be cautious.” She spoke.


Norev nodded in agreement. “Keep one Port Array trained on that area of space.” He told his bridge crew. “We will…”


“Captain! We are detecting the signal!” The excited voice of the female COM officer exclaimed.


Yuri looked at Norev and he met her eyes with a sheepish grin now. “They are very eager.” He said.


“So it would seem.” She spoke in reply.


“Confirm that Lieutenant.” Norev barked as he got to his feet and turned to face her.


The young woman looked down at her COM station, adjusted her controls and nodded as she looked back up to face him. “It’s the proper frequency and channel Captain. All variables match.”


“Very well.” Norev said. He turned to Yuri. “Princess?”


Yuri nodded. “Open the channel Norev. I’m quite sure Androcles does not wish to be here any longer than we do. Pa'cour and he share a particular distaste for the scum that fill this sector of space.” Yuri spoke looking at her husband.

Pa'cour growled softly. “That we do.”


“Channel open.” The COM officer echoed from her station.


“We are here Androcles.” Yuri spoke openly as she moved closer to the main view window which gave her a picture of the massive asteroid belt. She knew Androcles would be listening.

“It is probably better if we come to you.” Andro’s voice filled the bridge. “The wretches of this sector have already seen us Yuri… let’s give them something to think about when we disappear from their sensors. They will assume we have gone inside the Shroud cone of a Union ship and not a High Coven Heavy Cruiser. That might draw more attention than we want. At least right now.”


“Agreed.” Yuri said. “Norev?”


Norev nodded and turned to another officer. “Tactical… direct a low power guidance beam at the Union ship so they can lock on. And insure the landing bay is advised our guests are arriving.”


“Yes sir!”


“I have it!” Normya’s voice filled their ears seconds later. “Engaging engines. We’ll see you in six minutes.”


“We shall meet you in the Landing Bay Androcles.” Yuri spoke again. “Perhaps then you will tell us why you requested we come in an ORIC II-Class Cruiser.”

They heard Andro laugh. “Yes I will.” He said. “We’ll see you soon.”


The landing bay of the ORIC II Class ships were meant to hold seven squadrons of High Coven fighters as opposed to the five of the earlier classes. The RETRIBUTION carried only four squadrons of fighters at the moment and the one hundred and fifty-one meter long TYPE II fit easily within the bay. Though the crew of the ship was not yet fully complete, most of the fighter pilots and their ground crews were already settled and now many of them waited in the bay watching as the TYPE II Dragon Transport settled to the deck with barely a pause. For many, this was their first look at a Union Dragon Transport up close, their first look at any Union ship up close and they were very attentive. All of them saw their Princess waiting off to the side with her Immortal husband and daughter. Most of those who had now come to serve Yuri believed deeply in what they were doing. They were loyal to the High Coven in every way, and while some were still coming to grips with the changes in their culture and traditions, they did not dismiss how these new changes only strengthened their people as a whole. Their Princess was now the Blessed Wife of an Immortal and this was something that they had come to accept and embrace as being part of this new future. Yuri was very different than they had remembered or heard about and seeing her walking around the station and being so open with her emotions was something that was rubbing off on all of them. They all knew that change was the only way to insure that they survived into the future and while it was not easy, they were coming to accept many new things. Many of them also knew that they could not return to High Coven space, at least not now. Most of them had been labeled as traitors or collaborators by Aikiro or Moran and none of them wanted to risk being assassinated before they had an opportunity to recover their honor and their homes. 

Like their Princess Yuri, they were now totally committed to helping from the shadows and destroying all threats that impeded the advancement of the High Coven and the many things Empress Narice was implementing.
Pa'cour glanced at Yuri as they stood there and saw her fidgeting on her feet nervously. He took her hand in his gently. “Yuri?” He questioned.

Yuri glanced at him and smiled. “This is a first.” She told him. “A Union warship landing in a High Coven landing bay.”

Pa'cour smiled as well. “It is happening across Coven space now.” He told her. “Admiral Pontal and the Union Admiral Riall are working closely with one another.”

Yuri nodded. “I know… but this is a first for me.” She told him. 

Onera stepped closer to them. “He has… he has others with him mother.” She whispered.

Yuri nodded. “I don’t doubt it.”

“No…” Onera said shaking her head. “I mean… they feel familiar to me somehow. Like I should know them.”

Yuri looked at her oddly. “Are you sure?” She asked.

Onera nodded. “Yes.”

They all turned as they heard the ramp coming down and Yuri took her hand. “We will see daughter.” She said as they began walking. “We…” Yuri’s head turned and her words died in her throat as she saw them walking down the ramp behind Androcles. She froze in her spot and her grip tightened almost painfully on both Pa'cour and Onera’s hands. “Phraktos!” she gasped aloud.

Pa'cour knew immediately what she meant when his eyes focused on Lucia and Carisia. Lucia walked hand in hand with Zarah Leonidas, Carisia beside the Drow female and the pureblood vampire female just behind Androcles and two younger versions of himself. Young men who could only be his brothers.

“Yuri…” Pa'cour spoke softly to her.

“I did… I did not know he was bringing them husband!” Yuri hissed softly. “What… what do I do? What do… what do I say? I… I am not ready for this!”

“Mother it is alright.” Onera spoke moving close to her and gripping her arm.

Yuri shook her head. “No… you don’t understand… the things they forced me to do to them. I… I could not fight it even though I knew it was vile inside me. I…”

Pa'cour reached up and drew her face to his, her eyes coming to meet his without hesitation. “You are not that person anymore.” He stated firmly. “You never were that person and they will see that.”

“Pa'cour my love I…” Yuri stammered.

“Do you trust me my Blessed Wife?” He asked. “Do you trust our daughter?”

“More than anything.” Yuri answered instantly.

“Then draw on our strength as a family and show them who you are.” Pa'cour spoke. “This day had to come… better it come now rather than later when it could very well never happen.”

Yuri stared at him for a long moment in silence, Onera pressed close to them as well and she turned to look at her daughter with Pa'cour. Such beauty and passion shined in Onera’s face, just as it did in Carisia and Lucia, and Yuri knew Pa'cour was right. She took a deep breath and squeezed his hands.
“You are… you are right.” She told him. “I will not let this chance slip by.”

“None of us will.” Onera said softly.

Yuri nodded and turned as two of Norev’s officers led Andro and his group up to them. She took a deep breath but did not release Pa'cour’s or Onera’s hand as she faced them. “It is… welcome Androcles.” She stammered slightly. “It is good… it is good to see you again.” Yuri couldn’t help feeling the truth behind those words and how it made her believe even more in the path she now walked.

 Andro stood in front of her and knew without a doubt just by her scent that he had made the right decision. It was a decision that many still questioned him on, even his own father, but it was a decision that he knew was right. And seeing Yuri in front of him now, the brightness of her eyes and the calm demeanor was all he needed to see to know that this was the true Yuri. This was the woman who had been buried under millennia of learned hate and archaic traditions and manipulations. She was free of all that now and this was the Yuri that was always meant to be.
Andro bowed his head slightly. “I never imagined I would be saying this… however I can not help but agree.” He said with a smile. “You are looking well Yuri. You are looking very well indeed.”

Carisia and Lucia stood beside one another, their eyes wide as they gazed at Yuri from behind Andro.
[Carisia!] Lucia exclaimed.

[I know!] Carisia echoed. [It’s… sister it is amazing!]
Lucia looked at Zarah then and saw her dark brown eyes were also gazing at Yuri intently. [Zarah my love… what…?]

[It is not her.] Zarah gasped within Mindvoice.

Carisia turned and looked at her now. [Zar?] She asked.

[Andro was right! That is not the woman from earth. From SODRAG.] Zarah spoke evenly. [This is not the same woman we saw there. The darkness that surrounded her is… it is gone. Her resonance is pure and unfettered. That woman was not… she was not your mother. This woman… this woman is your mother.] 


And it was Zarah Leonidas who would forever be known as the one who brought a mother and her daughters back together. 
Zarah moved forward without hesitating, pushing past Dorian and Deion and then past Andro to stand in front of Yuri. All conversation stopped even as Andro reached for Zarah.
“Arande this is not…” Andro began as he gripped her arm gently.

Zarah looked at him suddenly and hissed viciously, her fangs suddenly bursting forth and her eyes shifting as she pulled her arm free. This was something that she had never done to him and Andro looked at her in shock even as Zarah turned back and reached up instantly to place her palm against Yuri’s cheek. To her credit, Yuri flinched only slightly, her hands squeezing even harder to the hands of her husband and daughter. A sign for them to do nothing, but also a sign that she was not afraid. This day would have come eventually and Pa'cour was right. Better to face it now and perhaps try to fix what she had been party to. It may not have been her fault, but ultimately she was still responsible in some way.
Yuri stared into her Zarah’s changed wolf eyes calmly. The woman who had agreed with the order to assault this beautiful young woman was not her. That woman was under the control of a vile and heartless beast and she was now long dead. The woman who stood here this day would never have allowed such a thing against any other female. This Yuri could be cruel and calculating; she could be ruthless and kill without blinking, but this Yuri would have never allowed such a depraved attack as the one against Zarah. She would never have sanctioned such a thing even if it meant gaining valuable information no matter the cost. It was an act that was beneath her, for she had experienced the same such thing herself and knew what it could do to a woman. She knew the horrors that came with such an attack and she would not wish them upon her most dire enemy. Yuri knew this about herself now the moment she sprang to free Nameia regardless of the risk. She knew she was different and the things she had been party to or had allowed in the past were not events which she would have supported had her mind been her own. 
“I… I can not… there are no words I could speak to you Zarah Leonidas.” Yuri spoke softly her voice faltering somewhat. “No statements of sorrow I could utter to describe to you how… how shamed I feel at this very moment.”
“Mother you…” Onera began.

“Daughter!” Pa'cour hissed softly silencing her words. This was to be his Blessed Wife’s cleansing and nothing would alter her path now. “Be silent!”

Yuri let the tears come then, her dark eyes becoming moist as the tears glistened and flowed freely down her cheeks. “I was not… I was not strong enough to fight it. I knew… I knew it was wrong. So very wrong and despicable and… and evil… but I was not strong enough to fight it. I did… I did things to so many. Horrible things to those I should have loved. To those I do love, but I was not strong enough when it mattered the most.” Yuri’s eyes turned to where Carisia and Lucia stood. “I was not strong enough to protect them as I should have. I hurt them. I hurt them in so many ways. I can never be forgiven for that Zarah. I can not ask forgiveness for that. That is the shame and curse of not being strong enough to resist that I will bear. It will… I can only hope that one day… that one day you will see that this is who I am truly am. And perhaps then you… you will be able to…”

Zarah Leonidas stared at her for a long moment as Yuri’s words filtered into her mind. Words that Zarah was not even listening to anymore. The Etheric resonance emanating from this woman was one of remorse and shame, but burning inside her was also pride and a strength that was not there before. Zarah stared at her and the hate she had felt burning in her chest for this woman was rapidly turning to grief and… and to shame. 

Zarah blinked when that word resounded in her in mind and her eyes grew wider. Shame. She looked at Yuri and saw it then. Yuri had been used just as Zarah had. She had been beaten and raped just as she had and for far longer than Zarah had suffered. Yuri’s wounds were not physical but they were just as deep. They were wounds of the mind. The decades of darkness and manipulation forced upon her by those she thought cared for her was no different than the rape and agony she had endured in those few hours. This woman had endured decades of hate and darkness and oppression that had nearly succeeded in forever destroying the woman who stood in front of her now. Yuri would forever carry the scars inside her just as Zarah would. They would become part of Yuri and shape her future. And they would shape Zarah's future as well. Zarah Leonidas took that last step that would finally lead her onto the road of healing and into the future. She blinked only once and then Yuri was within her embrace and she was crying as well. Yuri’s arm wrapped around her instantly and the emotion came pouring forth as she squeezed Zarah as tightly as she was able. Yuri was shaking horribly as she held Zarah, and the grief and shame came cascading out of them and both of them collapsed to the deck clinging to one another tightly, both of them with one hand holding each other’s heads. 

Onera moved to comfort her mother, her own eyes filled with tears but Pa'cour’s hands stopped her. He shook his head as he held her back and did not see Zarah’s hand reach up and grasp Onera’s. 
“Mother!” Onera gasped as she fell to her knees beside Yuri and hugged her tightly even as Zarah leaned back and turned to look at Lucia and Carisia who were openly weeping. 

Zarah’s dark eyes were bright as she looked at them. “The woman… the woman who you knew was not your mother Lucia my love!” She spoke confidently. “She was not your mother Enylarcopri! This is your mother! This is the woman who is your true mother!”

Lucia did not hesitate for an instant and with a wail of happiness she flung herself to the deck and into Yuri’s arms. 

[You have wish for this day for many years Enylarcopri.] Andro’s voice filled Carisia’s mind and she turned her tear filled eyes to him. [The day where you discover your true mother. The mother you never had as you grew. She is before you now my beautiful Blessed Wife. You need not ask those questions anymore.]
With those words ringing in her head Carisia moved forward with a cry of happiness and Yuri’s bellow of joy quickly followed as her arms enveloped all of them and her weeping became even more pronounced. She buried her face in Carisia’s hair, her hands clutching both her and Lucia just as tightly to her as they were holding Onera. Her body shook and shuddered with happiness matched only by the day Pa'cour took her as his wife and then when Onera came into this world.

This was the day that Yuri would forever say was the day she was born again.

SCIMITAR

“So?” Sehri asked excitedly staring at Eliani who stood in front of the examining bed she sat on.


Eliani met her eyes. “What is the information worth to you?” She asked with a smile.


“Eli!” Sehri exclaimed. “Don’t tease me!”


“Don’t be evil arande.” Nara told her standing beside the bed.


Aleatia stood on the other side of the bed looking very confused. Sehri had called her to be with her when Eliani gave her some information. Aleatia thought for sure it was to be in regards to a child, but now she wasn't so sure. She did not detect any of the normal signs that Rothryn woman exhibited when pregnant. “Sehri… I don’t understand what is going on here.” She said.


Sehri reached out and snatched Eliani’s hands. “Please tell me.” She said.


Eliani smiled. “Yes.” She said.


Sehri nearly leaped from the examining bed with a cry of delight as she hugged Eliani and almost knocked her over. Aleatia took all this in not understanding what was going on. She watched Sehri hug Eliani tightly, and then she was hugging Nara as well. She turned back to Eliani quickly. “When?” She gasped.

Eliani shrugged her shoulders. “That depends on you.” She said.


“What do you mean?” Sehri asked.


“Will someone explain to me why I am here watching my daughter bounce around as if she had just won a lottery of some sort?” Aleatia demanded now.

Sehri turned to her and grab her hands. “Mother… I can change.” She told her with youthful exuberance.


Aleatia looked at her. “Sehri what… what do you mean change?”


“I can shift!” Sehri exclaimed. “I can become like Andro and Sadi! Like Eliani and Nara! I can become a wolf!”


Aleatia shook her head quickly. “Sehri that is not… it is not possible. Our scientists have all concluded that…”


“Your scientists are wrong.” Eliani stated confidently seeing Aleatia’s eyes rise to meet hers. Eliani turned and pulled the flexible monitor away from the wall and tapped on the screen several times. The images flashed before Aleatia and settled on three different ones. “These are Sehri’s cells… the left one is before Andro bit her…”


Aleatia’s eyes grew wide. “Sehri… he bit you?” She gasped in shock.


Sehri rolled her eyes. “Mother please… I have been with Andro, Sadi, Ne'Veha and the others many times since my fever.” She said proudly.  


Nara stepped forward quickly. “It is a very old Lycavorian custom Lady Aleatia.” Nara said. “It is revered in our culture. A Lycavorian man only bits a woman during their lovemaking when he knows they will be together for eternity. The virus in his blood then courses through hers and every Lycavorian who smells her after that will know that she is the wife and mate of another. It has become much more common since my father returned to the throne of the Union, but it has been a tradition since the birth of our people.”


Aleatia turned from Nara to Eliani. “Eliani… this is… this is true?” She gasped.


Eliani nodded her head. “Whatever was done to the Rothryn people to alter their genetic makeup is not permanent Lady Aleatia. To put it in non-medical terms, and believe me, the medical review and terminology explanation will bore you to tears.” She spoke with a large grin. “Anyway… the Rothryn people are missing two strands of active DNA base code that all unaltered Lycavorians have. These are the two strands that allow us to change. When Andro bit Sehri, the virus in his blood flooded Sehri’s blood with these two strands. Whoever altered the Rothryn people, the Pralors or your ancients as they are called; they only removed the active DNA strands in your people, they didn’t remove the actual DNA base code. The base cellular code is still there. When the active strands within Andro’s blood flooded into Sehri, for lack of a better description, they reactivated the dormant DNA Base code within her. They merged with and bonded with her own. Her body is now producing the DNA source strands again all on her own.” Eliani waved her hand. “My mother or Aunt Sivana could explain it far better than me. I’m not a researcher like them. I concentrated my skills on healing and in the medicinal field due to Andro’s propensity for getting into trouble.”


Nara chuckled in a knowing manner. “So true arande.” She said.


“Sehri will be… she will be able to shift like you and your sister?” Aleatia gasped.


Eliani nodded. “Since the Rothryn people are essentially Lycavorian without the ability to shift, now that the DNA Base code is active again within her body, yes.”

“Mother isn’t it wonderful!” Sehri exclaimed. “I will be able run like a wolf. Like Andro and Sadi and…”


Aleatia squeezed her hands. “You must not!” She hissed softly.


Sehri’s face changed instantly and her eyes narrowed. “What?” She demanded.


“You must not!” Aleatia spoke. “And no one must know this information. Not yet!”


“Mother I…” Sehri began. “You told me you approved of Andro and…”


Aleatia jerked her hands gently bringing Sehri closer to her. “This is not about the love you share with Andro and the others Sehri.” She said quickly. “And I do approve of that. So very much. And I am so very happy for you.”


“Then what?” Sehri demanded.


“If it is discovered that you can shift your form… thousands and thousands of years of teaching from the Rothryn Science Academy will be rendered obsolete.” Aleatia spoke to her. “They will know the moment we return to the Beta Quadrant and their spies see you with Andro and the others that your Etheric powers have evolved far beyond what they have ever allowed outside of their control. I do not believe they will attempt anything even knowing that given what Androcles is capable of…”

“Taking Sehri from Andro, Sadi and the others would be a singularly insane thing to do Lady Aleatia.” Eliani said quickly. 

Aleatia nodded. “I agree… and knowing what your brother is capable of will keep them from acting…” She turned back to Sehri. “But if they also discover that you can now shift your form as well, they will do everything within their power to insure our people do not witness this Sehri. They will take you and…”

“And what?” Nara asked.

Aleatia looked at her. “They will take her and she will never be seen again.” Aleatia answered. “They will perform experiments on her, vile tests, all in the name of science and to better control our people.”

Eliani moved closer. “Does Andro know about this Lady Aleatia?” She asked. “That this is going on?”

Aleatia met her eyes. “I believe he may suspect.” She answered. “I have discovered that your brother is intuitive beyond anything I have ever seen in my lifetime. Beyond anything any of my people have seen. This power within him, it grants him that ability…” Aleatia looked at Nara. “To you and your other brothers who also have this power within you Nara. But not on the same level as Androcles.”

“You do know what would happen if Sehri were taken from him Lady Aleatia?” Nara asked her softly. “My brother… Andro would… carians I shudder to think about what he would do.”
Aleatia nodded her head. “Yes… I do have an idea. And believe me… I in no way agree or support what the Rothryn Science Academy does. Nor does my husband Dyack. We despise them! But I also do not wish to see your brother lay waste to our cities and people in his task to retrieve Sehri. And I have no doubt no one and nothing would be able to stand against him if this were to take place.” She turned back to Sehri and pulled her closer. “That is why we must keep this secret between us child. Your sisters must not know… they love you, but they are jealous of you now Sehri and they can not control their tongues.” She squeezed Sehri’s hand. “And Harira must not find out!”

“Then you believe that she is more than what she wants us to see? Just as Andro does.” Sehri asked.

Aleatia nodded. “Yes… and she is not our friend no matter how much she wants us to believe that.” Aleatia turned to Eliani. “Will it be easily discernible Eliani? Now that Sehri has this ability, will it be easy to detect within her?”

Eliani shook her head. “Her scent will be altered slightly…” She replied. “Now that she can shift, it will be more pronounced, at least to those of us who use scent as a means to identify and communicate. They will know right away. Aside from that… no.”
Aleatia nodded. “Good… Rothryns do not use this ability as freely as our Lycavorian brothers and sisters. They will not know how to tell the difference if it is not openly easy to detect.” 

“Your fangs DuanGai.” Nara said stepping forward. “You will need to keep your fangs in.”

Aleatia looked between Nara and Sehri. “Your fangs?” She asked turning back to Sehri. “What does Nara mean?”
Sehri nodded shyly and extended her fangs with a single blink of her eyes. Aleatia was stunned at how quickly and easily her daughter did this, it was not something Rothryn could do without concentrating rather hard. Aleatia saw right away what Nara meant however, as she was able to gaze upon the dual incisor fangs that Sehri now possessed. They were very prominent, much more savage looking and appeared to have grown in right beside her normal incisor fangs. To say they were frightening was an understatement.
“Oh my.” Aleatia said.
Eliani and Nara also extended their fangs and Aleatia looked between them. “It is… it is something that only our family bloodline carries.” Eliani explained to her quickly. “Those who are born with the blood of our grandfathers in their veins. It also affects those who are bitten by one of us. Mine are not as pronounced as Nara’s because she is a pureblood, but Sehri was bitten by Andro. Along with our father and our mother Aricia, Andro’s blood is the purest of all of us. Of all our people really. The virus in his blood will be just as pure and far more powerful. It will show in Sehri’s fangs now as it does with Sadi, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria.”

Aleatia looked back at Sehri. “But you can control this yes?” She said.

Sehri nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “Mother… I do not want to hide who I have become now.” She said.
Aleatia nodded. “I do not want you to hide it either. I bless the day you discovered this love you have with Andro and the others Sehri but…”

“Father does not!” She snapped softly.

Aleatia squeezed her hands. “Leave your father to me. He has been fed a pack of lies and with no one who knows the truth of it; he will not know what to believe.” She told her. “What he believes now will not be what he believes after I have spoken with him.” She met Sehri’s eyes. “But right now… right now we need to hide this daughter.”

Nara stepped forward. “The Dragon Den on deck ten DuanGai.” She said. “We can practice there and no one is allowed there who is not bonded to a dragon or a member of the Durcunusaan.” 

“She needs to learn to control it Lady Aleatia.” Eliani said. “For those of us like Nara and I… those of us born like this… it is second nature to us. To those who are changed it needs to be controlled until it becomes like second nature to them.”

Aleatia nodded. “She will be safe there?”

Eliani nodded again. “Nara is right. No one goes near the Dragon Den unless they ride a dragon or are a Durcunusaan. And trust me… once Elynth and Anthar discover this, Sehri will be hidden and safer than anywhere on the ship.”

Aleatia smiled and nodded. “Yes… I forget sometimes that your dragons speak with your voices as well.” She said. “I will need to speak with Androcles when he returns. I must tell him everything I believe. That your father and I believe. He will know what to do.”

“We have already designated a similar place on SPARTA'S WRATH DuanGai.” Eliani told her. “Even when we switch ships you will be able to practice in safety.”

“You shielded from Sadi and the others DuanGai?” Nara asked coming forward and taking her hand.

Sehri nodded quickly. “Yes. I don’t need them rushing to me in worry every time my emotions spike.” She answered.

Nara moved closer to her, Aleatia watching as she pressed up against Sehri’s side and nuzzled her cheek. Aleatia saw the look of happiness and peace on her daughter’s face when Nara did this.

“It is not something to worry about.” Nara spoke. “You are a Leonidas now. We look after our family.”

Eliani stepped closer as well. “Listen… why don’t all of us go to the mess lounge and get something to eat. I will speak to Jomann and have him meet us there. By then he will have arranged for everything.”

Aleatia looked at her. “He knows?” She asked. “How could…”
Eliani touched her head with a smile. “He is my Anome Lady Aleatia.” She said in reply. “He knows everything I do. Well… almost everything.”

Sehri nodded quickly. “Yes… I am hungry.” She said. “And I want to begin to learn as soon as I can. Will you come with me mother?”

Aleatia smiled and nodded her head. “Of course Sehri. It will… it will be amazing to see.” She answered. “And I look forward to it.”

Eliani tossed her data pad onto the bed after touching the screen and activating her unique security codes to lock out the information. “Then lets go!” She stated. “I’m famished.”

Nara looked at her. “Perhaps if you did not let your husband and mate rut above you all of the time you would not be so hungry and tired arande.” She said.

Eliani grinned seductively. “Where would the fun in that be? He is so very attentive to me. And who says he is always above me?” She spoke causing both Sehri and Aleatia to laugh softly as they began to exit the Med Bay.

RETRIBUTION


She had over three thousand years of life and never in that entire time had Yuri ever felt so alive and free. She could not keep her hands off Lucia, Carisia and Onera, always touching their faces or running her fingers through their hair. The tears had not stopped from any of them for nearly an hour as they remained apart from the others, even when Pa'cour had ushered them to the nearby conference room. It was elation for both Lucia and Carisia as the mother they both had wished so long for had finally arrived. They both could feel Yuri’s Etheric resonance and how very different it now was. With Zarah Leonidas between them, and Carisia drawing off of the strength of Andro’s and Lu'ria’s love for her, the path to discovery came so much easier for all of them. And it was a discovery that each of the women intended to relish and hold dear. At some point Nameia had come into the conference room and without a moment’s hesitation Yuri had drawn her into the small group. Andro and the others saw the look that passed between the two women and how close Nameia sat beside Yuri. It was not something one could miss if you had half a brain. The sense of renewal and happiness permeated the entire room.


“I did not expect such a meeting to… to be like this.” Pa'cour’s voice spoke beside Andro and he turned to look at him. “In all my years as her Captain and since we became married I have never seen her face so glowing and happy.”


“The woman that was Yuri Moran is long dead Pa'cour.” Andro told him. “This Yuri… she may look like her, sound like her, but this Yuri is not her. This is the Yuri that was meant to be. It was time. In order for the healing to finally be complete and allow their lives to move forward, this had to happen. For all of them. My sister included.”


“Will… will your father see her as you do young Androcles?” Pa'cour asked.


“My father may be many things Pa'cour.” Andro told him. “He is not a fool however. And he is just as sensitive to the resonance of Etheric power as I am. Whatever he may feel for the old Yuri, he will not be able to carry it over to this one simply because they look the same.”


“But they… they are the same woman.” Pa'cour said.


Andro nodded. “Outwardly yes. But inwardly they could not be more different. That is what my father and mothers will see. Trust me.”


Pa'cour nodded his head slowly. “I will trust your words in that regard.” He shook his head. “Let me nudge them along so that we can conduct the business that you came her for.”


Andro grinned and nodded. “That probably would be best.” He watched Pa'cour move over to them and whisper to Yuri. Zarah’s head turned first and she rose to her feet and covered the distance to Andro in a single blur. Zarah’s arms wrapped around his waist and she buried her face into his chest as he pulled her tightly to him.


[You knew.] Zarah gasped within their private link. [You knew this would happen. What I would sense?]


Andro drew her face back and kissed her softly on the lips. [You needed to know. You needed to see for yourself. You and Lucia both. I do not make excuses for her arande… but this is not the woman who…]


Zarah nodded her head quickly. [I know. That is the first thing I sensed.] She looked up and met her brother’s azure blue eyes. [Andro I saw things. I saw horrible things that were done to her. That she was forced to do. She… she has endured this for so long. The darkness.]

Andro nodded slowly. [For far longer than even she believes I think. I need to speak with father and Wayonn to confirm that but I think Xaxon had a much deeper grip on Aikiro and others than even we believe. For a very long time.]


[The Black Day?] Zarah gasped.


Andro nodded his head again. [Yes.]


[Carians Andro.] Zarah turned her head back to where Yuri was holding Lucia, Onera and Carisia as they came towards the table. She turned back to him. [No one but father must know what we think. No one!]


[Arande I…] Andro began.


Zarah shook her head. [No one fervon! You know what would happen.]


[Our people do not hold grudges Zar.] Andro said.


[Most of them don’t. But imagine if Icho or his sick cronies got this information and were able to incite our people. All Narice and Arrarn are trying to do would be for nothing!] Zarah told him. 


Andro looked up and gazed at Yuri for a moment. [Yes… I see your point.] He spoke. [And what about you sister?]


[Lucia wants to stay. So do I.] Zarah spoke. [This is the mother she has been denied for so long fervon. She deserves to have a chance to discover her again. I don’t want to leave her fervon. I love her too much. And I can… I can learn from Yuri as well. We can go with her to the meeting with father and then remain with him until you arrive.]


[You are certain about that?] Andro asked. 


Zarah nodded. [Yes.] She answered. 


Andro nodded as Yuri came up to the table wiping the tears from her cheeks and meeting his gaze. [Very well.] He said watching as Yuri moved up in front of him and looked up at his face.


Yuri took a deep breath and reached out to touch his cheek. [I do not know how to… how to thank you for this Androcles.] Yuri spoke as she erected powerful shields around their private connection.


Andro shook his head. [As I told Pa'cour… this day needed to come. In many ways you are just as much a victim as anyone else. Maybe more so.]


[That does not excuse my actions Androcles.] Yuri said softly.


[Perhaps not. But now you have the chance to atone for whatever others think you have done. You have started that already. This is how it needs to continue.] He said.

[And you?] Yuri asked. [What do you think?]


[I have found that no matter what we do, what we say, what our past holds, or what our future will be, destiny will always find a way to right the wrongs.] Andro told her. [I do not agree with decisions my father and mothers have made in the past, but at that particular time they were needed. Eventually it worked out as it was intended. Whatever else you have become Yuri, Xaxon, your mother and father, even Moran; they took choice away from you. They forced you to become something that destiny did not have in mind for you. Now you are free of that and destiny will have its say and you will do what you were intended to do.]


[And if it is the wrong thing? The wrong decision?] Yuri asked.


Andro shook his head. [Was choosing to fall in love with Pa'cour wrong? To allow your feelings to see past what you believed and embrace what you felt for him?]

[Phraktos no!] Yuri exclaimed turning quickly to look at Pa'cour and see his eyes gaze back at her confused. She turned back to Androcles. 

Andro nodded. [If the decision comes from the heart Yuri, then it is never wrong.] He said.

[Having the combined memories of three lifetimes within you has given you an insight that few people ten times your age would have Androcles Leonidas.] Yuri spoke.

Andro shrugged. [Gives me a damned headache most of the time.]

Yuri couldn’t help herself and burst out in soft laughter as she took his hand in hers and brought it to her lips. She kissed his fingers gently. “I can not thank you for this. It is a gift that I will…”
“Your thanks is not needed.” Andro said. “You and Pa'cour accomplished that when you returned the remains of my ancestors to us. I do however, need your help.”

Yuri nodded. “Anything.” She said. “Sit please.” She spoke motioning to the table. “I assume it has something to do with why you asked if we had this ship and why we needed to come to the meeting in it.”

Andro nodded as he moved to the table with her and settled between Dorian and Carisia. “It does.” He said.

He watched as Yuri moved to her chair and sat down. Pa'cour was on one side of her, the elf female on the other. He saw Nameia reach out under the table and grip Yuri’s hand. Her dark eyes gazed quickly at Nameia with something akin to deep affection. This was another sign to Andro that he had made the right decision. Onera chose to sit beside Lucia and the new bond of sisterly love was very evident.

“Something important has come up that I need to take care of before we depart for the Beta Quadrant.” Andro said. He took the data pad that Dorian held out for him. “I need to know everything you can tell me about this man.” 
Andro plugged the data pad into the slot on the table and the message to Sheva came into focus and played once more. Andro watched Yuri’s face and he saw the light of recognition in her eyes as the message played. Her eyes narrowed when it came to the part about Sheva’s parents and he saw a flash of anger when she heard Moran’s name mentioned. Andro glanced at Sheva quickly and saw her clutching Dorian’s arm tightly, her face impassive. He ignored the message for he had seen it three times already. When it finally ended he looked back to Yuri.
Yuri looked up at him when the message ended. “His name is Lerkim Banak.” Yuri said before he could ask. “He was… or still is it seems… the Senior Control Officer for a very secret program my mother started twenty years ago. Shortly after the first Kavalian invasion.”

“Program?” Andro asked.

Yuri nodded. “It was called Xukuth Zotreth. Two hundred men and women were chosen. Most of them very young. All of them had lost family to the Lycavorians during our conflict with them.” She explained.
“Heart Strike.” Andro said softly.

Yuri nodded. “Given that so many vampires had come to call the Union home she wanted to put people in place who could replace those your father had eliminated during The Purge.” She told him. “They were trained to blend in. Become part of the natural background of life within the Union. Even to infiltrate high risk positions over time. To gather intelligence and even to conduct covert operations if needed.”

“To assassinate?” Carisia asked but with no malice in her voice at all.

Yuri nodded affirmatively. “If need be yes.” Yuri answered. She looked at Andro now. “I can only assume this has something to do with the young woman sitting beside your brother Dorian?”

Andro nodded his head. “This is Sheva Juconi-Leonidas.” He answered. “She and Dorian recently became Du’ased ‘ranndi and m'ranndii. She has told us everything you just did.” He said. 

Yuri looked at Sheva. “Congratulations to the both of you. I see you choose to follow your heart and mind rather than the dogma of my mother.” She said. “Good for you.”
Sheva bowed her head slightly in recognition of Yuri’s words. “Thank you.”

Yuri looked back to Andro. “Once she made Robert head of the Coven military she gave him total control of this program. It was all very quiet and under the surface.”

“Why him?” Andro asked.

“For all his faults… he is just as ruthless as my mother was.” Yuri spoke. “Now I would imagine he is even worse given that Pa'cour and I escaped.” Yuri grinned slightly. “I may have made some very truthful comments the day that Pa'cour and I escaped that reflected on his… his manhood. Or lack thereof.”

Pa'cour snorted loudly and laughed. “He was not happy about that.” He said.

Yuri looked at Andro. “Have you made contact with Banak?” She asked.

Andro nodded his head. “Sheva returned the message. She was given instructions to meet this Banak fellow on Apo Prime in two days. There she will receive new mission orders that she has been told she must follow through with or her parents will die.”
“What were your original orders?” Yuri asked Sheva.

“I was instructed to assassinate Queen Isabella.” Sheva answered. “I came into the Union and worked my way up within the Durcunusaan. I thought my parents were killed in an attack on a Coven colony world by the Lycavorians. At least that is what they told me. Part of the false background they made for me was information that was obtained before The Purge.”

Yuri nodded again. “Names. Background covers. Yes.”

Sheva looked at Andro. “My background was that my parents came to the Union and were subsequently killed in a High Coven retaliation attack.”

“That fits.” Yuri said. “Such a background would keep the less inquisitive minds from digging any further.” She stated. “What colony world was your family on?” Yuri asked.

“The mining colony of Nereo.” Sheva answered.

“Nereo?” Yuri said. “Nereo wasn’t destroyed by the Union. It was destroyed when the improper safety measures installed in the mine there failed and the mine exploded. It would not surprise me if my mother or Robert were the ones who ordered that.”

“What do you mean?” Dorian asked leaning forward.

“I was not privy to most of the workings of the Program itself, neither my mother or Robert shared it with me, but I do remember Robert and my mother talking about it one day. How they would get an influx of volunteers for the program after some event they had a hand in… while blaming the Union. It seems this is what they were talking about.”

“The colony on Nereo had over twenty thousand men, women and children on it!” Sheva declared angrily. “Over three quarters of the adults were massacred and it left their children orphans!”

Dorian reached out and covered her hand with his. “Sheva… she did not order it.” He spoke. He looked at Yuri quickly. “Did you?”

Yuri shook her head. “No. As I said… it is not something I was privy too. I had already advised my mother to forgo any attempt to replace the agents lost in The Purge. I told her with Armetus and your father working on the same wavelength as they were; any agent would be found and executed in a matter of months. She did not take my advice and therefore they left me out of that plan. A few years after Nereo was destroyed I heard them talking like I told you. This is what they obviously had planned.”
“What did she hope to gain?” Andro asked.

Yuri shook her head. “I don’t know. Intelligence. Revenge. Looking back now I can say that my mother was… she was quite insane.” She looked at Andro. “Xaxon’s influence over her perhaps?”

Andro nodded his head. “Quite possibly.” He said.

Yuri sat back in her chair and looked at Sheva. “Hmmm… given my mother’s hatred of my half sister, it does not surprise me that Isabella would be a target.” She said. “She must have known that Isabella was a carrier of this Paladin gene. She feared any children that she would have with your father for this reason. Her actions make sense now.”

Andro sat back. “Xaxon feared.” He corrected her. “And by virtue of that… your mother. What do you mean her actions?”

“If Xaxon had as much influence over my mother as we both now suspect he did, and he sensed who and what your father was, then he would have done everything within his power to insure your father had no children. That includes having some influence over what my father did when your mother Aricia was taken by that fool Chetak and his fat bastard of a son.” Yuri said thoughtfully.

Andro leaned forward his eyes growing a little wider. “He… he had a hand in that?” He rasped out.

“If what you believe is accurate then I would have to say yes.” Yuri answered him. “My father had dealings with Chetak already and they began planning for that the moment that it was discovered your father lived. It was already in play when I finally returned to Coven space. I told him it would not work… that it was a mistake… but it had already happened by then. He discovered just how much of a mistake when your father did the one thing he never suspected. He smashed Ukwav into oblivion.”

“But he had no blood connection to your mother or grandfather.” He said. “His essence was trapped in the ship you had, not his body.”

Yuri nodded in agreement. “True… but based on what happened with my mother and even me, we are certain he can influence those around him. At least to some degree and he has a much more powerful hold on those with the gene.”
“We are under the impression it was your father who carried the gene.” Dorian spoke now.

Yuri nodded. “But you are now relatively sure that there were some of these Pralor Praetorians on the City Ship that crashed on Nuwaroa are you not?”

Andro nodded his head. “My grandfather Sumar had seeded those with this gene among all the City Ships to replenish their numbers.”

“And because of what you can now Dorian we agree that my father was a carrier. But we do not know if my mother was a carrier. And we never will.” Yuri said. “I can only assume that your grandfather seeded these ships for a reason which I do not know right now but would probably not like very much.” Yuri said canting her head to the side inquisitively as she looked at Andro. “Why would he need to replenish their number Androcles? Why couldn’t he train them wherever they came from? Why come out here? And why did my mother want what was on that ship you found on Ritaah so bad?”

“Yuri I can not…” Andro began.

“You told me not so long ago that something was coming Androcles Leonidas.” Yuri said to him across the table. “If it has to do with what Narice is doing, or if it will somehow impede what she is trying to rebuild… I can’t protect her or what she is trying to accomplish if I do not know who…”

“It’s quite a bit more complicated than that.” Andro said. “It… it has to do with the gene that we carry yes. The gene that you carry. That Onera carries. And it is not a threat to Narice or what she is doing… at least not right now.”

“Androcles I need…” Yuri began.
“Does Moran know that you ordered Professor Lidene to remove all data from the logs your team obtained from the ship we found on Ritaah?” Andro asked her bluntly. “That you ordered him to destroy every copy that was being made by Moran’s order except for the one you kept?”

Yuri didn’t flinch when he spoke and she looked quickly to Pa'cour and then back to him. “No… he does not. At least not yet to my knowledge. He will assume it was all directed to a secure facility that he still controls. I convinced Lidene otherwise.” She stated. “When he does find out I’m quite sure he will have a fit. One that will make his heart explode if I am lucky.”

“He would not have found out yet mother?” Carisia asked.

Yuri shook her head. “Everything we have been able to obtain so far indicates he is still trying to consolidate his control over what he does have. Once he does… he will move for the facility and then he will discover what he seeks is gone.”

Andro nodded his head and reached to the small of his back where he drew out his P1. He set it on the table and saw Yuri’s eyes grow a little wider at the new piece of equipment. It was far more advanced than anything she had ever seen. Andro tapped on the P1 several times and then the small cone of a miniature holotransmitter activated. “341?” Andro spoke.

The small figure of the immense Avatar appeared as clear as if he was there with them. 

-Prince Andro. Have you encountered difficulties on your mission?-

“No 341… but I need something.” Andro said. “I want you to download copies of the contents of File Numbers 651 and 769 to my P1.”
341 blinked from his location at Dreamland. 

-Prince Andro… these files contain…-

“I know 341.” Andro stated. “Right now… right now someone else needs to know what we know.” He said.

-Understood. Processing. Downloading files now- Andro waited for second seconds as everyone watched and then the P1 beeped. –Download is complete-

“Thank you 341.” Andro said. “How goes the conversion?”

-We will be finished in another twenty-seven hours- 341 answered. –The information I sent to you in regards to the High Coven ORIC Class Cruiser was helpful?-

“Very much so.” Andro answered. “Keep me informed of any changes 341.”

-Understood-

Andro tapped the P1 and 341’s image disappeared. He motioned to where Carisia sat. “Enylarcopri?”

Carisia reached across and took the data pad from in front of Pa'cour and then slid it across to him. It took Andro only a few more seconds to connect the two pads and download the files to the new pad. He disconnected them and returned his P1 to the small of his back. He held up the data pad and looked at Yuri.

“You are right Yuri.” He told her. Andro used his Etheric power to slowly levitate the pad across the table to where Yuri sat and she took it from thin air.
“That was the Avatar that has become so attached to you?” Yuri asked.

Andro nodded his head. “Your mother had no idea what she was part of. No idea of what she was doing. That will give you a detailed history and the different reasons behind what my grandfather Sumar was doing and what my father and mothers are doing now.”

“I do not need this in order to help you Androcles.” Yuri told him.

“Yes… yes you do.” Andro spoke slowly. “Now more than ever. I have six Pralor Work Drones on our TYPE II. I consulted with 341 in order to find out which of your ships would be easiest to refit for our version of the Pralor Quantum Fusion Matter Drives. The Work Drones will need nineteen hours to make the different modifications to your engine systems and your shield generators. I brought the materials they will need with us. The events taking place where my father and my mothers are dictate that he meet with you about whatever you have to tell him within the next two days. I will give you the exact coordinates where you will meet him and the course you must follow to get there and then return with ease. Once you have returned I suggest putting the drones to work on refitting all of the ships you have with you. When that is complete give them to Professor Lidene to assist him in building the weapons systems he has discovered from the data you have.”
Yuri’s eyes grew a little wider and she glanced quickly at Pa'cour before turning back to him. “How?” She asked.

It was Pa'cour who chuckled now. “Of course.” He stated as he sat back. “It is no wonder the Kavalians would never have stood a chance against you or the Union. Lidene’s labs have hidden surveillance in them.”
Andro withdrew another, smaller data pad from inside his body armor. He handed it to Dorian who then passed it to Zarah and then to Onera. She handed it to her mother. “Those are the codes to permanently deactivate every piece of surveillance equipment on the base. It will also give you the location of each piece. The entire base was not watched, just the parts where important work could have been done.”

“How do we know that this is true?” Onera asked now the anger in her voice evident. “You have been spying on us all this time?”

Andro looked at Yuri. “I give you my word.” He said.

“Mother he…” Onera began.

Yuri held up her hand cutting Onera’s words off. “And Androcles Leonidas is very much like his father in that he has never gone back on his word.” Yuri said. “You trusted that I was… that I was not doing something else?”
Andro shook his head. “No… I had faith in you. And who you have become.” He stated.

Yuri looked at him and then at the data pad. She took a deep breath and with an almost casual thought she crushed the pad in her hand, destroying it completely. She looked at Andro across the table as she let the pieces of the pad drop from her hand. “What do you need from me?” She asked.

“I need the name and location of the planet that this fool Banak mentions in his message to Sheva. Whatever information you can tell me about it. Layout. Garrison strength.” Andro answered. “I am going to meet this man on Apo Prime with Lu'ria and a few others in Sheva’s place. When we do, Dorian and Sheva are going to be leading a Strike Team to retrieve her parents and whoever else wants to leave.”
“And?” Yuri asked.

“And with any luck…” Andro replied. “I am going to gut this program your mother and Moran started before he has an opportunity to use it again.” He said.

Yuri smiled at that. “Oh that would be divine.” She said in genuine happiness.

“Can you help us?” Andro asked.

Yuri got to her feet with confidence. “Androcles Leonidas, not only will I tell you where this planet is and everything about it, but I will offer you any support, direct or otherwise, that you may need. It’s deep in High Coven space and questions would be asked if Union ships were that far into our space no matter our new alliance. Most of them are along the border with Admiral Pontal’s forces.”

Andro got to his feet and nodded. “Thank you.” He said. He looked at Deion. “Deion… will you see to getting the drones to the proper engineers.”

Deion stood up. “I’m on it.” He said.

Andro looked back to Yuri. “I’d like a moment with you Yuri.” He said. “Alone.”

Yuri saw the confusion this request caused with his siblings and Carisia and she nodded her head intrigued. “Clear the room please.” She said.

“Andro?” Lu'ria asked as she got to her feet.

Andro looked at her and smiled. “It’s fine Lu'ria.” He said. “I won’t be long.”

They waited until the conference room had emptied of people and then Yuri moved down the side of the table slowly. “Something tells me that this is not something everyone already knows?” Yuri said.

Andro looked at her. “No.”

“What is it that you do not want to share with your wives and mates Androcles. Even I know that is not something you, or your father for that matter, it is not something you do.” Yuri asked him.
“I need something from you.” Andro said. “I need you to make me a promise.”

Yuri looked confused. “I’m listening.”

“We need to take care of this problem quickly Yuri.” Andro told her. “Whatever is happening where my father is, they will need me and my brothers soon. I need to make this problem with Moran and Dante go away now. Then I need to handle the Vanari situation just as quickly.”

“What sort of timetable are we looking at?” Yuri asked him.

“Eight weeks tops.” Andro told her.

Yuri looked at him surprised. “That’s not much of a window Androcles.”

“I will not leave Moran and Dante behind to cause Narice grief.” He said. “My Aunt Deia will have her hands full with our own fools in Union space and even with my grandfather Riall to help, the Coven is still vulnerable.”

“The Kavalians?” Yuri asked.

Andro shook his head. “Pian and his people will begin their operations against the Kavalians soon enough. That will draw off the attention of most of their forces from the Coven borders.”

“But not all.” Yuri said.

“Enough of them where the remaining ones will pose no threat and free up your Admiral Pontal’s forces.” Andro said.
“To do what?” Yuri asked.

“We need to draw Moran out.” Andro said. “We need to give him something that he can’t resist. We need to remove him and Xaxon from the equation. Arrarn gave me a report when he was home. About certain factions within your former government.”

Yuri nodded slowly. “Loyalists. To my mother.” She said.

“They are already pressuring Narice in minor ways. Wanting her to take a Pureblood husband is just the beginning. And they are more powerful than anyone suspects.” Androcles spoke.

“I was… I was afraid of that.” Yuri said. “And if Robert can rally them to him… it would mean civil war.”

Andro nodded. “That is not something we can allow.” He said. “You need to be able to focus on finding these loyalists within your ranks and watch over Narice. I need to be able to leave and help my father. We need to be able to do these things without worry about being stabbed in the back by Moran or Xaxon.”

“You have something in mind I take it?” Yuri asked.

“I do.” He told her.

“I suspect that those close to you and to me would not agree with this plan since you have told no one about it?”

Andro tilted his head to the side. “That would be putting it mildly.” He said.

Yuri smiled. “I like it already.” She said. “What do you propose?”

“You are certain he has not discovered you have the Pralor data from the ship?” Andro asked.

Yuri nodded. “I would know within a matter of hours if he discovers this.” She said. “I still have friends in The Wilds who…” She smiled. “They rather like who I have become and they have eyes everywhere.”
“Then we need to do what my father is doing.” Andro said.

“I’m not following.” Yuri told him.

“We need to give Moran and Xaxon what they want.” Andro said. “The data you have from SPARTA'S WRATH. And we need to sweeten that even more.” 

“With what?” Yuri asked.

Andro met her steady gaze. “Bait Yuri. We need to give them what they both want more than anything else besides the data.”

“And that is?”

Andro smiled. “You and me.”

