CHAPTER TEN

ENURRUA
DAY TWENTY-TWO


“Where have you been?” Chetak demanded. “I’ve been trying to reach you for days!”


Tablina looked at him as she sipped the tea at her home in Atlatus. “I was not aware I had to report my comings and goings to you Chetak.” She spoke calmly. “If you must know I was visiting recent friends I have made in the northern city of Arnoma. Now why have you barged into my home Chetak?”


“The serum you provided did not work.” Chetak spoke plainly.


Tablina laughed, “Nonsense Chetak. You brought the child Queen back with you mated to Joric. Do you think I am a fool?”


Chetak leaned forward across the table. “He did not impregnate her Tablina.” He spoke. “You said she would become with child.”


“I said no such thing.” Tablina spoke watching his eyes. “I told you I would make it so even she surrendered to your foul son, by increasing the potency of the Lunmai. I said nothing about making her with child. That is your son’s duty.”


“As many times as Joric had her before returning, she should have been with child when she arrived on Enurrua.” Chetak spoke. “She was not!”


“And this is my problem why?” Tablina spoke. “And what does it matter now? It is well known Joric allowed her to be killed by two dragons that attacked your palace.”


Chetak leaned back on the couch. “Tablina what do you know of Shi Viskas?’


“The Lycavorian Spartan weapon?” Tablina asked. Chetak nodded slowly watching her. “Not very much I’m afraid. I know it’s quite deadly in the hands of someone who knows how to use it. Bladed edges, unbelievable speed and control. The child Queen had one did she not?”

Chetak nodded. “Yes she did. We were using power inhibitors to contain it and keep her from using it.”


Tablina made an interested face. “Fascinating really, but what does that have to do with me?”


“It was a simple question.” Chetak spoke.


“Then I have a simple question for you?” Tablina asked in a friendly voice. “When do I get my planet?”


“I am having the paperwork drawn up this week. The documents will be yours within five days.” Chetak spoke getting to his feet. “Could she have been unable to have children?”


Tablina shrugged. “Without examining her remains I could not tell you that.”


“There are no remains.” Chetak replied.


“Ah yes… she caught the full blast from a Firespitter at point blank range. A pity for Joric, I understand he fancied her.” Tablina spoke smiling.


Chetak’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Yes indeed.” He moved to the door and turned back. “I will have the documents to you by the end of this week Tablina.”


Tablina nodded to him and watched as he turned and left her home. She got up and moved quickly into her smaller kitchen.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Arzoal… Chetak suspects that Aricia may be alive. Can you send Isheeni for me?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni refuses to answer me Tablina, you know this. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] I did not think she was still being childish about this.
[Mindvoice Shielded] She has bound herself to the child Queen Tablina. My kind does not take that as childish. I understand why we did what we did, Tablina my friend, but we have made it much worse with our actions. We have torn from Aricia all that she ever wanted or hoped for. The man who claimed her under your most sacred ritual we have turned against her with our actions. She did not want to be Queen Tablina. Isheeni told me this. All she wanted was to have Martin Leonidas’s children and live in Sparta. I do not blame her for the hatred she carries for us within her. I would hate me as well. 
[Mindvoice Shielded] Forgive me Arzoal, you are right. That is why I am trying to make it right. She spoke softly. Chetak has me worried and we must talk. Can you send Torma?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Torma is doing what he should by remaining with his mate. I will come for you.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Arzoal are you sure?
[Mindvoice Shielded] It is safe. Meet me in the place that Isheeni usually picks you up.
[Mindvoice Shielded] I’ll be there at dusk. Be careful.


Joric looked at his father as he got into the covered Runecutter. “Well?”


Chetak looked at him. “She’s lying.” He said flatly. “We never released how she was killed. Only that it was done by dragons. She knew it was a Firespitter, and that Aricia caught the full blast.”

Joric looked at him wide eyed. “She’s working with the dragons?” He gasped.


Chetak nodded. “There have been rumors of a few over the centuries who befriended the dragons, either by protecting their eggs or saving hatchlings from our hunting parties. It appears Tablina is not what she has appeared to be all of these years. Now I understand how she was able to achieve what she did. She wasn’t killing the dragons; they were giving her the remains of dragons we had killed. What I can’t understand is why help us do this?”


“Then Aricia is alive!” Joric spoke.


Chetak looked at him. “If I had to guess I’d say yes.”


Joric smiled cruelly as he thought about the agony he would put her through for what she did to him. “Good.” He spoke finally.


“Not good Joric. She is no longer under the influence of the Lunmai. She will no more submit to you than a female dragon will. The fact she laughed off your aura that night is proof enough. And if what she did the other night is any indication, she is considerably more dangerous than we first thought.” Chetak spoke. “She has become a liability.”


Joric looked at him. “You want to kill her after what she has done to me?”


Chetak shook his head. “Listen to me son. If she is alive, which I’m beginning to believe more and more, she has become a very large threat to what we have succeeded in doing with the Union. We’ve already purchased one company, and we are poised to purchase three more which would give us majority control of four companies with defense contracts. Our Senator within the Union is about to submit Bills for voting that will allow our people to serve in the Union military, and become diplomats because we are Lycavorian citizens that have finally come home.” Chetak laughed at this. “Within ten years time we will have a firm grip on control of the Union from many different angles. He was right Joric.” Chetak said. “He was right.”

“Let me kill Tablina father.” Joric spoke.


Chetak shook his head. “No. You have to meet your brother’s ship and take this elf female from him. She is one of the leaders of this planet Earth, and the Talracian Ore. Fight him, kill him if you have too, but take her as your mate. With her under our thumb, we can use it for leverage to get as much of this ore as we want. I’ll send Wilgar to take care of Tablina.”


“Very well father.” Joric spoke not at all pleased.


“Think of it this way son. I understand she looks very similar to Aricia. She is an elf that was turned by a pureblood. She will have two weaknesses that you can use, your aura and her ears. Elf ears on a female are very sensitive, and rub them the right way and they’ll be begging you to have them.” Chetak laughed. “You will have your day son. For right now I want you to send a transmission to our Union Senator. Inform him to announce that Aricia has been accidentally killed by our dragon problem and that we are currently hunting the beast that took her dear life.”

ATLATUS CITY

“Isra!” The older blond woman gasped as she saw his violet eyes in the door slot. In three seconds the door was unlocked and she was pulling him into her arms for a firm embrace.

Isra smiled and hugged her back tightly. “It is very good to see you as well Alliuame.” He spoke gently.


The woman held him at arms length as two other figures walked into the home, the tall one in the rear closing the door and re-locking it. “What’s it been boy? Ten months?” She asked.


“Just over eleven and you know why.” He answered. “Is mother here?”


The blond haired woman nodded. “Downstairs. I know that tall one by the door is Boreal.” She spoke as Isra’s tall friend pulled back the hood and smiled. He stepped around the third figure and gave the woman a hug.


“You are looking delicious as always Alliuame.” He spoke.


The woman laughed and hugged him tighter, “Always the charmer.” She said before turning to the third hooded figure. “Isra… this female has your scent all over her. Tell me you finally found someone to tame that restless heart of yours? You ain’t getting any younger little brother.”

Isra smiled warmly. “Sister… this is Tarifa, my mate.”


Alliuame’s eyes grew wide when Tarifa pulled back the hood bathing her beautiful elfin features in the warm light of the home. Her hands went to her mouth as she saw Tarifa’s long black hair fall free and her sapphire colored eyes.

“Isra!” The deep woman’s voice snapped out of the silence.


Isra turned and looked at the even older woman who stood in the doorway. He smiled and starting moving towards her. “Mother… you are…”


Tarifa’s eyes flew open in horror when the older woman slapped Isra across the face as hard as she could. Isra’s head snapped around and he lowered his head, reaching for his mouth as the blow carried enough power to knock him back several steps.


“How dare you bring her here?” The old woman snapped viciously. “I did not raise my only son to be a butcher like his father and half brothers! You dishonor your sisters and me after all we have taught you!”


“Mother I…”


“You dare force yourself on this she-elf wolf and bring her here, claiming she is your mate!” The old woman barked. 


Tarifa stepped forward quickly, moving up next to him and grasping his hand in both of hers. “Milady please… your son did nothing of the sort!” Tarifa gasped. 


“Do not defend him she elf!” She spoke angrily. 


“His actions defend himself Milady.” Tarifa spoke calmly. “Your son… your son protected me after I was kidnapped from my planet.”


“Forcing you to become his mate is not protection!” She barked. “It is a vile crime as far as I am concerned. And he knows this!”

“I stopped Rommna from raping Tarifa when he kidnapped her from Earth!” Isra snapped now, glaring at his mother. “I claimed her as my mate to keep her from being passed among the crew for the two weeks it took us to return home! I stayed with Boreal the entire time until last night!” Isra glared at his mother with anger in his eyes. “I will gather my things and leave you mother!”


Tarifa watched him brush past the older woman and move down the stairs out of sight. “He is telling the truth Milady.” Tarifa spoke. “He had two weeks to force himself on me. He allowed me to wear his clothes and stay in his quarters so that my scent did not attract attention I did not want. He was injured severely when I did not listen to what he told me.”


She leaned close to Tarifa inhaling deeply. “His scent is in your blood she-elf.” She spoke. “You expect me to believe this?”


Tarifa met her eyes defiantly. “His scent is in my blood because I chose him and not the other way around! And if you were half the woman Isra said his mother was, you would not question your son in such a way until you knew all the facts!” She spat angrily, before moving past her and rushing down the stairs after Isra.


The older woman looked at her daughter stunned and then turned her dark eyes to Boreal. “Boreal… tell me I have not made a fool of myself before my son’s mate?”


The broad shouldered man stepped forward a pained expression on his face. “Lady Gallais, I will love you as my own mother always, but Isra speaks the truth. He would make sure she was safely locked in his quarters and then he would spend the nights in my quarters.”


“Her scent… she smells like peaches… it wafts from him strongly.” Gallais spoke softly. “And she reeks of him as if…”


Boreal’s face turned red. “Lady Gallais, they were together last night. Again he did not lie to you. He fought it the entire trip Lady Gallais. Tarifa went unprotected into the corridors of the ship. If not for Isra, she would not be here with us. I am no expert Milady, but the six hours of the cries I heard from four doors down were not forced in any way.”


Alliuame burst out laughing her eyes wide. “Six hours!” She exclaimed. “No wonder they reek of each other mother! I always knew he was jothas, I just never knew how much! And she is spirited too mama! Look how she stood up to you! No fear in those eyes at all!”

Gallais closed her eyes tightly. “May the gods forgive me.” She spoke softly. She turned quickly and headed down the stairs.


Tarifa found him after looking into three different rooms. He was bent over a dresser of some sort stuffing clothing into a large bag.


“Isra?” She spoke softly.


“I should not have brought you here Tarifa.” He spoke taking a deep breath. “We should have just gone into the mountains.”


Tarifa came up behind him as he stood up. “This is not your fault.” She said.


He turned and looked at her, Tarifa’s five foot nine height almost even with him. He took her face in his hands. “I will protect you Tarifa my mate. I promise you.”


Tarifa smiled and wrapped her arms around him tightly, releasing enough of her own aura to get him to wrap her within his more powerful one. Her eyes closed and she breathed deeply when he leaned over and nuzzled her elfin ears. “I know you will.” She said finally.


Gallais stood there silently watching them and she fought back the tears as she stepped into the room.


“Isra my son…”


He looked up, not releasing Tarifa from his embrace. “I will gather my things and be gone mother.” He spoke softly. “I told you this! Can you not leave me in peace?”

“I’m sorry Isra. I should have trusted in you my son.” She spoke looking at him.


Isra shook his head and he released Tarifa, going to his mother. “Yes, you should have mother. I would never betray what you have taught me. Not even with my dying breath.”

Tarifa smiled as son embraced mother.

EARTH

SPARTA


“Ordering you to return to Apo Prime.” Deia voice spoke within the transmission.


The Senate chamber in Sparta was completely full; Dysea sitting in the chair that Martin would have sat in had he been there. Aihola and Isabella sat at the small table in front of her, all eyes on the large monitor that had been installed in the chamber for just this sort of interstellar communication.


“I’m sorry Prime Minister Deia… I don’t believe I heard you correctly.” Dysea spoke.


“I said I’m afraid I have to order you and Isabella to return to Apo Prime immediately.” Deia spoke. “The King was not within his authority to send you back to earth to investigate this incident.”


Dysea’s eyes narrowed and she stood up slowly. Dilios couldn’t help but contain the smile as he and a dozen others closest to her detected the spike in her anger. Of their King’s three chosen mates and all of them knew Isabella would join them in the future, Dysea was known as being the most diplomatic and long to anger. They all knew she was also the one that, when she did get angry, you did not want to be around her. All of them had witnessed her handling of Midlan that day in this very chamber.

“Incident?” Dysea spat the word. “You call the attempted assassination of the Oracle of the Lycavorian people a simple incident?”


“Queen Dysea… I fully understand what you must be going through, but we do have organizations for taking care of investigations like this.” Deia spoke politically.


“I’m sure you do Prime Minister… but forgive me for not having much faith in them.” Dysea spoke. “The only men and women I see working on this incident as you call it, are men and women I have directed too.”


“Queen Dysea…” Deia began.


“Enough!” Dysea barked. “We are done speaking Prime Minster.” She turned to Aihola, who reached forward on the table and cut the transmission from Sparta’s end. She spun back around and looked at the Lycavorian Admiral in charge of the ships above them. “Will you follow my orders Admiral?”


“I am afraid, Milady, my hands have been tied.” He spoke. “I have been ordered by Admiral Riall not to leave Earth unprotected in any way, for any reason.”


Dysea’s eyes narrowed. “Does no one care what happens to the Oracle and Nauta Melme but those of us in this room?” She bellowed.


The Admiral stepped forward. “Milady… I was also given strict orders from Admiral Riall that a full tactical unit of AUTUMN MOON Frigates is to stand ready for special instructions.” He spoke. “Special Instructions from you my Queen, or Lady Isabella, whoever had the most, I believe the Admiral’s word was, the most nor.”

Isabella looked at him and laughed, Dysea’s face beaming as well. “And how many ships is this full tactical unit Admiral?”


The man grinned, “Ummm… all of them Lady Isabella. Sixty-four total.”


Isabella looked at Dysea with that smile and nodded her head. “Fifty thousand Spartans if we need them, and Coven Shroud Generators.” She said. “Admiral Riall is no fool, he will allow us to do what we want as long as we stay low profile.”

Dysea nodded with a smile as well. “Admiral what were you able to determine about the ship that took Tarifa?”


“It was a standard medium cruiser My Queen.” He answered. “It had strange hull plating and additional armor, but nothing that would stop our weapons for the most part. We were able to track it until it went through Jump Gate fourteen. The ionized particles in that system rendered our sensors inoperative and I ordered the ship back.”

“Where is this Jump Gate Fourteen?” Dysea asked.


“Near the border of the Wilds Milady,” He answered. “They could be anywhere by now. We were able to confirm Chief Administrator Aihola’s information that is was Lycavorians who kidnapped her.”


“Is that significant?” Dilios asked.


The Admiral shrugged. “There are many of our people who have chosen the life of a smuggler or mercenary Senator Dilios. Personally I have never heard of them kidnapping a ruling planetary official, but there is a first time for everything I suppose. However that they were Lycavorians means we can make plenty of inquires.”


“Inquires?” Dysea snapped. “I’m tired of asking questions!”


The Admiral chuckled. “Queen Dysea… the Fleet guideline for inquiries is usually done at the blade of a Shi Viska.”


Dysea chuckled for the first time in days. She liked this man, “Very well. Admiral, would you now like to share with everyone what your people found in the Oracle’s cave?”


The man stepped forward even further, the data pad in his hand. “The moment the Oracle was moved to the Medical Facility I had people on site at her residence. They’ve been going over the entire scene from the entrance to the cave all the way back to where she had installed an emergency exit. We’ve covered every square centimeter of the site and they come to three conclusions.”


“Continue Admiral.” Dysea spoke.


“Well… the first conclusion is actually not surprising to me.” The man explained. “The explosive used was Luminoaccretion. It’s a fairly common explosive but one that is not indigenous to this planet, which means it, was brought here. The second conclusion is that the trigger for this device and the bomb that was detonated in the attempt on the King and Queen Dysea are identical, so this assassin is responsible for both attempts.”

“And the third?” Dilios asked.


“The third is a little harder to figure out, but we will eventually.” The Admiral spoke confidently. “My techs found traces of what we call Ranisem. It’s a metallic coating used on our explosive devices. It’s only found on Apo Prime.”

“What exactly does this mean?” Arete asked now, leaning forward in her chair.


“The trigger devices came from Apo Prime somewhere, out of our own military stocks.” The Admiral spoke. “That tells me a few things. One… the assassin is a Lycavorian, or someone who has sources in the Union military, more than likely both of these. A non-Lycavorian would be hard pressed to get this type of equipment. Two… only a Lycavorian or someone with knowledge of our communications systems could have placed the device that injured the Oracle. It was position in a way to cause maximum damage, while destroying the equipment itself.”

“And the third thing this tells you Admiral?” Dysea asked.


“That’s the most disturbing Milady. The timing of the bomb that targeted you and the King was within a week of our discovery he even existed.” He answered. “That means the assassin was already here, and since that information initially was known only to those close to Prime Minster Deia, that fact suggests strongly that we have a High Coven spy somewhere very high up in the ranks of our government, perhaps inside the Prime Minister’s office itself.”


Isabella got to her feet slowly, her eyes glittering cobalt blue points of hardness. “Then I suggest we find this assassin, for I would like a few moments with him or her myself.”
ENURRUA

“Where is he Rommna?” Joric growled as he looked at his obese younger brother standing in the large landing bay of the spaceport.


“He took her aboard the advance transport Joric.” Rommna replied. “He and Boreal took her with them. I didn’t know until the ship had already entered the atmosphere.”


“This she-elf was with him?” Joric demanded.


Rommna nodded. “She is one of the leaders of this Earth. We captured her in this city Sparta, snatched her right out of her home and the arms of her female lover. I was going to have my way with her but Isra intervened first and claimed her.”


Joric cursed under his breath. “Father is not going to be happy!” He snapped.


“She will stick out like a pale flower Joric.” Rommna spoke. “Joric didn’t take her.”


Joric looked at him. “What?”


“He said he was taking her as his mate, but when she walked in the corridors yesterday Isra’s scent wasn’t upon her. She smells like ripe sweet fruit, and she will stick out easily among our people.” Rommna spoke.


Joric thought quickly. “Send a detachment of Craven Guards to Isra’s bitch of a mother’s home. He will go there first. It is where he feels safest. Father may not wish to harm her, but I have no qualms about it. Find her Rommna, no matter what you need to do. And kill Isra the fool.”


Rommna nodded with a smiled and moved off rather quickly for a man his size, leaving Joric to ponder why things were suddenly not going his way anymore. He didn’t see the young Lycavorian who had heard every word make for the exit of the spaceport.
Tarifa sat in the warmth of the small room, holding the hot and very delicious tea in both her hands, her sapphire eyes lingering on Isra as he stood next to Boreal at the table looking over the small map chart. Tarifa couldn’t wrap her hands around her feelings; and looking at Isra now wasn’t helping. She so wanted to be wrapped within his embrace once more. She wanted to feel him naked against her, feel him deep inside her. When she had without hesitation projected her own small aura on him in the room and he had enveloped her with his, she had felt instantly safe. She had experienced what his full aura could do to her, but it appeared he was getting better at controlling it, and what she had felt from him was an unquestioning love and commitment to her. Tarifa didn’t know what to do about that. She didn’t know if she wanted to do anything about that. Dekton had loved her and Aihola, there was no doubt, and she had loved him. Isra however was different than him. He was not reserved and stoic, his emotions flittered in those violet eyes always. He was wilder and untamed, his deep timber scent powerful and soothing, and whenever she inhaled it, she felt energized and calm.

Their dash from the spaceport had been very quick and secret. He had led her confidently through the streets, his hand always within hers, always reassuring. It was…

“He did not hurt you did he child?” The soft voice asked beside her.


Tarifa turned her head and saw Gallais settling to the couch next to her. “I’m sorry?”


“My son… he is jothas in that way.” Gallais spoke softly, “Larger than most. I’ve always told him to be careful.”

Tarifa smiled shyly when she realized what his mother was saying. She shook her head. “No Milady… he did not hurt me.” She replied. “It was the most wonderful experience of my life in that way to be honest.” And that was no lie Tarifa told herself.


Gallais nodded and squeezed Tarifa’s arm. “I will speak things like this no more child. I just wanted to make sure he did not hurt you.” She said. “You are not like the elves I have met in the past. There have not been many, as we are not allowed to leave this cursed planet, but I have seen a few. You are… passionate. You don’t hold back what you feel.”


“I did not mean to imply earlier that you were a bad mother Milady… I…” Tarifa started.


Gallais shook her head. “You were defending your mate.” She spoke quickly. “There is no need to apologize when you are correct.”

“When the Holy One… I believe he is better known as the Guardian of the line… when he created us on Earth he…” Tarifa looked at her wide eyes, “Milady?”


“You know the Guardian of the line of Leonidas?” She gasped.


Tarifa nodded, “Quite well, yes. On earth I would meet with him perhaps every other day.”


“Have you ever met the new King Child, the grandson of Resumar? The Covenkiller they call him you know. He stood on the field of battle with his men and they destroyed the High Coven Immortals. And then he slaughtered that monster Xerxes like the dog he was. It is said he is huge in wolf form, four foot at the shoulder and four hundred pounds of black hair and teeth. I understand he is seven feet tall with hair as black as night, his eyes like gold.” Gallais spoke her voice animated.


Tarifa chuckled. “Martin is not seven feet tall.” She spoke with humor. “Though I’m sure there are times he wishes he was. And yes… he is huge in wolf form… almost double Isra’s size.”


Gallais gazed at her amazed. “You… you know the King?”


Tarifa sipped her tea as she nodded her head, Alliuame now coming over to sit beside her mother enraptured. “We are like brother and sister.” Tarifa said. “We fought together on Earth and defeated the High Coven, throwing them off my planet. I am surprised he does not know of what you and your people suffer here Milady. He would never allow this to continue if he did.”


“The King… the King will never come here. Not after what Chetak has done.” Gallais spoke softly shaking her head.

Tarifa looked at her oddly. “What… what do you mean? Martin would not leave your people like this if he knew this was happening.”


Gallais looked at Isra as he and Boreal walked up slowly. “She does not know?”


Isra shook his head slowly. “Not completely no.”


Tarifa looked at him remembering his words on the ship. “What has happened Isra. You started to say something on the ship. Your father and brother… they took Aricia from Martin.” She got to her feet. “Why hasn’t he come to get her back?”

“Chetak and Joric used a very old means to take the King’s youngest Queen. She had a condition… you would not know it because you are elf. Lycavorian woman of pureblood sometimes go through it. A fever called the Lunmai. It is the Second Coming of Age, when the female resorts almost entirely to instinct. It is very, very rare and happens only in females with the purest of blood. Chetak… Joric… they used this fever against the King. When Resumar broke our people apart, he took us away from our instinctual natures, and the women in the Union do not experience this anymore.”


Tarifa nodded. “Isra explained this to me in detail.” She said.


Gallais looked at her son with approval and respect in her eyes, before turning back to Tarifa. “Chetak and Joric used this fever to force the Queen to choose Joric as her mate.” She saw Tarifa’s eyes go wide. “In the grips of the fever she would not have known what she was doing. She would have mated with the strongest male, it would have been instinct in her, overpowering, overwhelming.”


“But… Aricia… she was strong Gallais! Very strong! When this fever… when this fever passed, surely she would not have chosen to remain with this Joric. She loved Martin… loved him like I have never seen someone love.” Tarifa gasped.


“Chetak conducted himself in a most heinous manner child.” Gallais spoke. “In the grips of the fever Joric made her scream out that she chose him as her mate. And then he took her. They… they showed this to the King.”


Tarifa dropped her tea from her hands as they went to her mouth in horror, her eyes wide, shaking her head. “No!”


Gallais nodded slowly. “They returned with her here to Enurrua. She was here only three days before…”


“Before what?” Tarifa demanded.


“It was announced yesterday that she was killed by an attack of dragons on Chetak’s home outside the city.” Gallais spoke. “They were after that foul man and his son, this Aricia got in the way.”


“We don’t get much news from the Union here,” Alliuame spoke now. “We are able to steal some transmissions… but it is said the King has gone mad with grief and feelings of betrayal. The last word we got was that he had appeared by Samarna rie Jorbhe Ceiga Ano.”


Isra squatted down next to Tarifa, his mirroring his shock. “Sister are you sure?”


Alliuame nodded. “The report came from the Union’s own service.”


Tarifa looked at Isra. “Isra… what is this place?”


Isra looked at her slowly, “Samarna rie Jorbhe Ceiga Ano. It means Planet of Hell’s Forgotten Souls.” He said softly. 



Tarifa’s eyes were wide at this, the horror very evident. “We must do something!” She spoke finally. “We have too!”

“Tarifa there is nothing we can do.” Isra told her taking her slim hands in his. “My father and those that follow him control the only spaceport. The only ships we have. We are a small group… barely any weapons… they stay in…”

All of their heads whipped around when the pounding on the door from above broke into Isra’s words. Alliuame moved quickly out of the room, only to return a moment later with a young boy, barely a hundred years old.

“Craven Guards are coming here!” Alliuame spoke. “They want Tarifa, and they want you dead brother.”


Isra came to his feet immediately. “We need to go! Now!”


Gallais pulled Tarifa up as well. “Use the hidden tunnel! Into the mountains with you! Go! Quickly!”


Isra looked at her. “Mother… they will kill you. Joric was going to challenge me for Tarifa. Boreal and I took the transport off the ship before we docked.” He snapped. “I will not leave you behind now!”


“Isra… I’m an old woman! I will not be able to keep up!”


“Then I will carry you!” Isra demanded.


“You can not do this my son!” Gallais spoke softly. “I don’t…”


Tarifa took her hands, her decision coming easier than she thought possible. “Isra is right!” She spoke quickly. “They will kill you! And I will not have the mother of my mate die to save me! We must travel light, gather only what you need!”


“I will not…”


“You will do as I ask!” Tarifa snapped in her command voice, surprising herself and Isra. “Please Gallais… I will… I will need someone to… to help me grow accustom to the position I now seem to have.” Tarifa leaned closer to her and whispered. “Things Isra can not teach me.”


Gallais stared at Tarifa for a long moment before she smiled. “Alliuame… gather our things daughter! We are leaving with your brother.”
UKWAV

“Planet of Hell’s Forgotten Souls”
DAY TWENTY-THREE

The High Coven garrisons on Ukwav were designed in such a way that the tunnels connecting the four installations were buried deep in the planet’s crust and would seal automatically if one of the garrisons was breached in any way. During the three previous attacks, the Lycavorian Union had tried assaulting and breaching one at a time, and all four at the same time. Since the garrisons were never breached during these attacks, they could provide each other continuous support in men and material hence the reason the Union took so many casualties. In three attacks against this planet, they had lost a total of close to five hundred thousand dead and nearly twice that wounded. The observation and fortified bunker positions had been able to provide withering weapons fire and excellent fire support for the defending troops. The High Coven plasma artillery and plasma mortar batteries located at the center of the four garrisons were able to rain down unhindered heavy fire on the attacking Lycavorian troops. The bombardments from orbit had no effect due to the depth of the fortified positions and heavy shielding.

That was until Martin Leonidas discovered vacuum.


One hundred and sixty warships, firing all they had at one marked spot on the surface. The moment the Coven lieutenant had begun the sequence to open the hatch into the lower tunnel, the Union ships fired. Just as the door released with a hiss and began to open, every weapon, missile, plasma beam, and proton torpedo arrived on top of that bunker at precisely the same instant. The effects were instant and catastrophic. 


The bunker was obliterated from existence just as the door was opening. The concussive force of the entire 1st Spartan Fleet Attack Group firing at the same time, at the same spot, and having their weapons arrive within microseconds of each other equaled the destructive power of a small planet’s gravity field run amok. The massive twelve foot thick door was torn from its three foot hinges and sent twisting down the long tunnel at nearly the speed of light. The concussive wave gathered fire, rock, dirt and sand, and as if in one great big exhaled breath, sent it hurtling down the tunnel, feeding into connecting tunnels, erupting out the fronts of bunkers thousands of meters from the point of impact. The vacuum of the tunnel sucked all this into the deepest recesses of the tunnel, shredding, burning to a crisp and suffocating over sixty thousand High Coven Immortals and troops in the first twenty-two seconds. The secondary explosions from ruptured vent lines, fuel lines and power cores gouged great chunks of the ground above into the air, killing or maiming another twenty thousand Immortals and troops in the next minute and a half.


The Coven emergency system acted exactly as it was supposed too.
Two massive doors, each twelve meters thick dropped into place in a matter of seconds, effectively sealing each garrison off from the other. Massive locking braces fell into place, and internal power generators came on in the other garrisons. The commanders of the three untouched garrisons were on their communications arrays in minutes, each reporting the same thing.
The one thing that could not happen; had not happened in a thousand years and three different attacks had taken place.
The door to the Planet of Hell’s Forgotten Souls had opened. It had opened and thousands of Lycavorian Spartans led by their King were pouring through the gaping hundred meter hole in the tunnel.

And they were not happy to say the least. 
LEONIDAS I


General Vistr stood to the side of the starboard landing bay as STRIKER AT aircraft were being unloaded of the wounded. He could see Star Commander For’mya, her golden hair matted with sweat, as she helped unload the lift stretchers and barked out orders to the ground crews in the same breath. She had changed in her time with the King. 


The news had spread rapidly through the fleet that For’mya had accepted the position of Bound Concubine to the King. Many viewed this skeptically for most of them knew she had not wanted the position before she had been captured and was vehement about it. They viewed it as her attempting to replace the Queen that Martin Leonidas had loved the most.


Vistr knew better.


Since her rescue she had rarely been out of the King’s presence, which seemed too many as validating what they all thought. Vistr knew it for what it was; a political attempt to stop her father from releasing information that would have been extremely harmful so soon into his reign as King. And while it had succeeded, it had also allowed him a window into his King’s mind. For’mya was not the same woman she was before being captured; she was much more reserved and contemplating. He would notice them together, sitting close, almost touching, and speaking with shielded Mindvoice. She shared the King’s quarters, but Vistr was sure not his bed and he believed that while For’mya may have taken the position for political reasons, she acted now out of care for him. 

Vistr knew his King was dying inside. 


The part of him he had first shown everyone on Earth, it seemed like so long ago now, and it was that part of his King that was gone now. Vistr knew he loved his other Queens; that was something that could be seen easily, but the petite Lycavorian Queen with azure blue eyes was his anchor and pillar. That was now gone, especially in the fashion that she had betrayed him so. His King was acting out in the only way he knew how, acting out in the way of their ancestors.


Acting out in great violence against their enemies.


For’mya had become that anchor for him now. For’mya was the one thing keeping his King from snapping completely, and that is why she was never far from him, always touching him and reaching for him, physically and with her thoughts. 

Vistr reached up and wiped the blood and dirt from his face and watched proudly as his Spartans were practically begging the Hadarian healers and other medics to patch up what their shifting couldn’t heal and send them back. The landing bay was littered with men and women being treated and then grabbing their blood stained gear and moving for the nearest STRIKER heading back to the surface. None of them wanted to abandon what they had begun and leave their King.


“General!” The tech spoke coming up to him from the side.


Vistr turned and looked at the man. He looked a wreck, his uniform grimly and his face covered in soot and dirt from the engine intakes of the STRIKERs. The crews had been working around the clock even her eon this ship, cleaning, repairing and getting STRIKERs and heavy fighters back in the air to continue the fight.


“Speak boy, I’m in hurry!” Vistr snapped out, maintaining his strict image of tacturian dicir. (Bastard)
“Transmission General. Captain Komirri thought you might be better equipped to handle this because in his words sir, ‘I have no time for foolishness’” The tech spoke.
Vistr turned to the large wall monitor behind him. “Transfer it here.”

“General… it’s from the Prime Minister. Secure sir.”

“I don’t care! Put it here! I’m leaving in a few minutes and have no time for this anyway!” Vistr bellowed.


  The tech wasn’t about to argue and he touched his data pad several times and turned to go back to his work as Deia’s face appeared on the large screen.


“Deia,” Vistr spoke. “I’m in a hurry, make this quick please.” 

“General Vistr… by order of the power of my office, I’m ordering you to take command of the fleet and return to Apo Prime immediately.” Deia’s voice boomed from the monitor across the area, bringing everything in the starboard landing bay to an immediate halt, the silence so deafening it was thunderous.

No one saw Captain Komirri step from the lift and go to the alternate communications panel and begin configuring the controls.

APO PRIME

Deia sat in her office, Ceneu and Riall with her, as well as Olalla and L’tian. All of them could see the activity behind Vistr on the deck of the LEONIDAS I when the screen had come up, and now they all saw it come to a screeching halt at Deia’s words. 

“I’m sorry Deia,” Vistr spoke. “I don’t think I heard you correctly.”


“Anse un Vistr, you heard me just fine!” Deia snapped.


“What I heard is you telling me to take command of the fleet and return to Apo Prime.” Vistr spoke.


“Those are my orders!” Deia spoke, her hands gripping the side of the chair.


“So you want me to betray my King and follow your orders instead of his?” Vistr spoke.


“Your oath is to the Union General Vistr! Not to its King!” Deia barked, knowing immediately it was the wrong thing to say.


Vistr’s eyes nearly bugged from his helmeted head. “Martin Leonidas is King! HE IS THE UNION!” Vistr bellowed, “How dare you ask me to betray my King woman! How dare you! You’ve become an anse Quelma Deia. Never did I think I would hear myself call you that!”

“Vistr… he is trying to get himself killed because he lost a woman!” Deia spoke quickly, once more letting her anger over events get the best of her. “She chose her fate Vistr, do you hear me! She chose Joric and her fate!”


“Then she is just as big a fool as you are Deia!” Vistr growled. “Let me show you something woman!” They watched Vistr move to a massive metal hanger door and slam his hand down on the control panel. As they door rose slowly, the force field drew up as well, keeping the vacuum of space out. When it was fully up, the large yellow orange planet was below them. On the surface they could see a long glowing line that appeared to be fire of some sort, glowing against the darker surface color. Riall and Ceneu slowly came to their feet, their eyes wide.


“Son vada carian!” Riall gasped. “Vistr… is that… is that what I think it is?”


Vistr nodded his head. “It is my friend.”


“He… he did it!” Ceneu hissed. “You… you cracked it!”


Deia looked at them. “What are you talking about?” She barked.


“Not only did we crack it Riall… we split it open like a nubous werlice!” Vistr spoke with a great deal of laughter, “A thousand years and how many dead Riall? Three times we tried to do this very thing, and we failed. Two days! Two nubous days and he did it! His Spartans are even now sweeping through the first garrison with him in the front of them and Komirri is preparing to initiate a second attack now!”


“Casualties?” Riall nearly shouted.


Vistr sobered for a moment, “Three hundred dead.” He replied his eyes going back to Deia. “Two days he has led us down there Deia! Never stopping, always in the front! Do you know how many lives he has saved Deia? I stopped counting after a hundred! I can’t keep vada nubous injured on the ship! They are fighting each other to get back to the surface! For’mya has to cram her STRIKERs with not only weapons and ammunition, but men and women returning to the battle! They mass on the surface and plunge into the abyss after their King like it is nothing! This is the man you want me to leave Deia! This is the man you want me to betray?”

“Vistr… he is acting out!” Deia spoke, trying to keep her voice neutral.


“And he has every right to act out!” Vistr screamed as For’mya came up next to him, holding her flight helmet under her arm. “I talked with Gorgo Deia! We have pushed him, prodded him, do this sire, do that Milord, and have we ever once stopped to ask him what he would do? What he would do as our King. I haven’t… have you Deia?”

“I…” Deia say there


“You haven’t have you?” Vistr spoke. “He returns here, where he belongs, and what happens? Some nubous Lycavorian living in the past takes the woman who was his heart above all others. It was her choice. It was her choice. That is all I hear? She was in the grips of the Lunmai Deia. Has anyone stopped to ask her if it truly was her choice? No! We must follow the law! King Resumar put our people on this path, and I bless the day he did, but have we grown so blinded by choice we ignore all of our instincts?”


“Vistr…” Deia got to her feet.


“Enough! If you want to help me, help our King, then send me troops and ships! If not… stay vada nubou out of our way! We’ll take this nubous rock without you and the politicians.” Vistr spoke.


“And if he dies Vistr?” Deia spoke softly, “Then what?”


“Then I will die beside my King for that is my choice! My instinct!” Vistr roared.

The scream from the Spartans and crew members behind him caused Deia to cringe it was so loud.


For’mya stepped forward and saw her father in the transmission. “It is my choice as well father.” She spoke. “A choice I make freely.” She looked at Vistr as she put her helmet on. “General we are ready to depart.”


Deia was silent as the transmission ended and she turned slowly as the doors burst open into her office, “Prime Minister… that… that transmission Prime Minister!”


“What about it?” Deia asked.


“It was routed to every ship in the fleet Madam Prime Minister.” The young aide spoke. “Orbital Command is reporting ships are beginning to jump out of the system.”


Deia closed her eyes. “Jump to where?”


“Their coordinates put them on a direct course for Ukwav, Prime Minister.” The aide spoke walking forward to stand beside her. “And this came in secure for you from Queen Dysea on Earth, your eyes only.”


Deia sighed heavily as she entered in her personal code and read the message, her dark eyes going wide. She saw movement near the doors and saw Riall and Ceneu turning to go.


“Riall, Admiral Ceneu, where are you going?” She demanded holding up the pad. “Dysea is telling me I have a traitor in my office and you two are leaving? Where are you going?”


Riall motioned Ceneu to continue and turned back to her, “Where we should have gone in the first place Deia.” He spoke. “It appears you have your work cut out for you. We’ll bring you back a victory and our King Deia. I hope.”

Deia looked at L’tian and Olalla as they got to their feet and came to stand next to her. “Could one of you just tell me what happened?”


“I believe it is relatively simple Deia.” L’tian spoke. “The Union military is going to protect their King. Let us make sure they have a Union to return to.”


“How do we do that?” Deia asked. 


L’tian took the pad from her hand. “Given my experiences with Queen Dysea… and who by the way… the Elfin Delegation officially recognized this morning as such, I find it hard to believe she would say something like this if it were not true. I suggest we start there, and start listening to people who seem to have more of a grasp on how things should be. Vistr is right Deia… you… me… all of us. We have lost our way. And now we need to find it before it is too late.”

ENURRUA


It was all I could find. Torma spoke dropping the canvas bag from his jaws to the ground near Aricia’s feet. I don’t know if it is what you seek, but I did not want to be seen as the sun was coming up.


Aricia moved from Isheeni’s side and went to the bag. 
Aricia could no longer cry tears, for there were none left inside her to shed. The life that was hers, was now gone and nothing would ever replace it. The man she loved more than anything hated her more than their enemies the vampires because of her betrayal, and that pain is what kept her from letting go. That pain kept her from just slipping away into nothing. She would make Joric pay for the pain he had brought on her. She would hunt him until she killed him, in the vilest of ways she could imagine. He would not die quickly or painlessly. Aricia was planning his demise in her mind, categorizing every cut she was going to inflict, every scrap of her blade on his flesh. That is why she would go on. 
Aricia had vowed to kill him, and until that vow was fulfilled, she would keep herself alive. She would train as her beloved had shown her, honing her body and her skills even more than she had already done. She would become the angel of death that was spoken of in so many of the childhood stories her mother had read to her. She would forge herself into a weapon with which to exact the vengeance that now fueled her empty heart, for vengeance was all she had left.

When Joric was dead then Aricia would take her own life.


Thank you Torma. She answered as she unzipped the bag and began to sort through what he had brought her.


Torma cast his yellow eyes on his mate and moved around where Aricia squatted to settle to the cave floor beside her. She reached out with her head and brushed against his obsidian scales gently, showing him affection and love.


[Mindvoice Shielded] She no longer cries tears Isheeni. He spoke to Isheeni.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You have been gone for almost three days husband. She has no more tears to cry. She has been eating and resting, but there is blackness in her heart now.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Your mother worries for you. Torma spoke. You should Mindvoice her Isheeni. She thinks you are angry with her.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Part… part of me is angry for what we have done Torma. I am angry at mother; angry at myself; savagely angry at Chetak and his fool son. My anger burns within me Torma, I want to hurt them, Chetak and those who have done this to her.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You have bound yourself to her Isheeni, and her emotions will course through you as well, however faint. Are you angry with me?

Isheeni looked at her mate. [Mindvoice Shielded] You have done nothing wrong Torma. You did not even know what was happening until you went with me to save her. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] Thank you, Isheeni. Aricia’s voice filled both their heads and their heads snapped around to stare at her in shock.


Aricia had changed quickly and now wore the dark gray jumpsuit. It was very tight on her lithe figure, but the fabric stretched around her supple body like a glove. The boots appeared to fit her almost perfectly, and she had pulled her long black hair into a tight pony tail and draped it over one shoulder. Isheeni saw the coral red pendant half hidden behind the fasteners of the jumpsuit, which did little to hide her ample chest size.

You… you heard us? Isheeni gasped. How?

Aricia shook her head slowly. I don’t know. I… Aricia couldn’t bring herself to say his name without shame filling her. I was told I was growing in skill. Perhaps this is a sign.


Aricia of the bluest eyes… you have penetrated the Mindvoice shields of a dragon. Isheeni spoke awe in her voice. No one has ever been able to do this.

I will not do so again Isheeni, I give you my word. What you and your… mate speak with one another is not my business. Forgive me. Aricia spoke.


Isheeni got to her feet quickly and moved forward to allow her twelve foot long neck to stretch out and bring her head to Aricia’s. I can not begin to express my sorrow for what we have brought upon you. She spoke staring into Aricia’s matching azure eyes. I can only pray to my gods… that you will one day forgive us.


Torma moved forward now and brought his head close to Isheeni’s looking at Aricia now as well. Forgive us. He spoke. As my mate has bound herself to you Aricia of the bluest eyes, I bound myself to your mate, the King.

Aricia’s eyes dropped to the cave floor. I… I have no mate. She said softly. Not any longer.


Then allow me to serve you in place of him. Torma spoke.


Aricia looked at them, still not believing she was actually looking at and talking to dragons. This universe had so many wonders in it, and once her vow was fulfilled she would never see them.

Why Isheeni? Aricia asked softly casting her eyes back to the female dragon with identical colored eyes. It is the only question I have no answer for. Why have your kind done this to me?


Would you… would you allow me to touch your mind Aricia and show you what our reasons, as wrong as they were, let me show you why. Isheeni spoke. It will never correct the wrong we have done you… but perhaps it will allow you to forgive us in the future.


Aricia nodded slowly and reached up with her hand, placing it gently beside Isheeni’s eyes, still somewhat wary of the razor like teeth in her jaws.


It was spectacular really. She saw beautiful rivers, lush green forests, and high proud mountains with snow capped peaks. She saw hundreds of thousands of Isheeni’s kind, ranging in size from no bigger than a bird from Earth, to the size of Arzoal and even four or five that were even larger. She saw and felt the happiness, the love for the hundreds of eggs that dotted the nests on this planet. 


Then they came.


Chetak and his people.

 They came and they destroyed and took what did not bow to them.  Dragon eggs by the thousands were destroyed or taken for other purposes. Adult dragons and even those hatchlings only weeks old were slaughtered in groups of a dozen or more at a time. She could see laughing as the killing went on. Laughing as the homes of her people were ripped up and tossed aside as Chetak and Joric and those with them expanded and kept hunting them. The Dragons began to fight back however, the Firespitters and Heavyhorns being the most numerous, they began to burn and smash Chetak and his people. They evolved, hatching with tougher scales and longer teeth and stronger wings so they could fight better. They began to cross breed, making bigger and stronger offspring to stand up to Chetak’s advancing weaponry, but still they were killed. Isheeni was a full Firespitter, retaining the innate ability to fly maddening loops through the sky with powerful wings and immense shoulder muscles.

Torma was a cross breed. He had the color and massive size of a Heavyhorn, but his mother had been a Firespitter. He was an excellent flyer, but lacked Isheeni’s incredible speed and maneuverability. He was a terror on the ground, his armored hide able to withstand even concentrated small arms fire. Only Chetak’s advanced rail guns could hurt him. He did not breathe fire, but a molten breath that could melt the flesh from bones in seconds. He preferred to rely on his strength and power rather than his flying and molten breath, but the few times he had called on that breath, Lycavorians had fell by the groups.

Aricia saw the vicious lifestyle her own people were forced to live. The females forced to take mates they did not want or desire, taken even before coming of age to some brute of a male wolf. There was no love… no caring… and no warmth. The more she saw… the angrier Aricia became, until finally she could take it no more and brought her psychic shields down with a gasp, shutting Isheeni out.
Isheeni! Aricia! Torma’s worried voice sounded in their minds.

Isheeni whipped her head around seeing Torma standing on all fours his wings extended, his handsome scales rippling as he looked at them with a worried dragon expression. We are right beside you husband! Why do you shout!

You would not answer me! It has been six hours!

Aricia’s head whirled and she saw that is was dark beyond the waterfall, confirming what Torma was saying. She turned back to a wide eyed Isheeni, who was also now standing.

Isheeni? Aricia spoke softly, watching as she lowered her head close until their eyes met. Isheeni… I do not know if I can forgive, even after what you have shown me. Aricia let the two tears slid down her cheeks. It… it was horrible. It is horrible. But I was not part of this… and had we known it was happening we would have stopped it. Tablina… your mother… I can not forgive them. They helped to take from me everything that was beloved. I am nothing without Martin. He was my… he was my light… my reason for living. He will never forgive me for what has happened; never forgive me for what I did. I did not betray his trust Isheeni. I… I betrayed his soul.
Aricia… that was not you, you did not do those things.

That is something he will never discover Isheeni, for I will be dead.

What do you mean? Isheeni asked.

I want to kill him Isheeni. I want Joric to suffer pain for every false cry of desire that escaped my lips. For every false profession of pleasure that left my body, I want to revisit that upon him ten fold, in pain. Pain that will last him as long as the pain he has caused me will last. Aricia spoke. Will you help me Isheeni, you and Torma? Will you help me to take my vengeance on this man? For ultimately it will lead to freedom for your people. And that will be my forgiveness to you. My death will mean Joric is dead, his father with him, and your people will be free once more.
Isheeni stared into Aricia’s eyes for a long moment before nodding her large head gently. I will serve you Aricia. I will help you to achieve your goal and mine. At the very least it may give you some peace.

Torma lowered his head next to his mate. As will I.
Aricia smiled a humorless smile. Peace? She said. Peace left my life the moment my claws raked across my beloved’s chest. His love for me died then. I will never have peace. I can only have revenge.
APO PRIME

DAY TWENTY-FIVE

“It is my regret to inform you that Aricia, the former Queen you inquired about, has been killed by the predators of my planet.” The People’s Republic Senator spoke to Deia in her office.


Deia’s jaw twitched imperceptibly and she leaned forward in her chair, conscious that L’tian and Olalla sat quietly along the wall of her office. “May I inquire as to when this took place Senator Dalkor?”


“Shortly after she arrived I believe.” The Senator spoke calmly. He was a skilled statesman and had convinced Chetak not to reveal that the wench was dead until the Union inquired of her. He had come to this meeting with the Nonvore Senator as support. The Nonvores were a humanoid species that were known to be avid statesman. Even though Dalkor hated being next to them disgusting non-Lycavorian politician, he needed his support for their plans.    

 “And you are just informing me now?” Deia asked. “I made the request on her condition within days after she was removed from Apo Prime.”


“Prime Minister… she was not removed as you say. You know full well that she chose Chetak’s son during the peak of the Lunmai. There was nothing sinister about it, unless of course you wish to accuse my government of perpetrating some unlawful act.” Dalkor spoke calmly.

Deia smiled evenly. “Not at all Senator Dalkor and I will inform the interested parties, namely the young woman’s mother and brothers.”


“Excellent… I would like to move on if I may, to the real purpose of this meeting.” He removed some data pads from the small pouch he wore at his side. He handed them across the desk to Deia. “I have here the completed purchase contracts of two engineering corporations and one Research Corporation. The People’s Republic would like to have them entered into record.”

“Certainly,” Deia spoke. “I’ll have my staff review them and make the appropriate notations before returning them to you for consideration.”


Dalkor shook his head. “They are already finalized Prime Minister, your staff does not need to waste the time. All they need do is to enter them into the official record.”


Deia looked at him. “Senator… I’m sure you are aware such purchases need to be reviewed by me personally.” Deia spoke calmly. “I’m not aware of these purchases.”


“Actually Prime Minister… such contracts only need to be reviewed by you if the companies they concern have more than two defense contracts at one time. If I’m not mistaken… none of these companies meet those criteria. Two only have one contract apiece, one has two, and the fourth has none.”


Deia made looked at the pads briefly, her anger beginning to simmer. “I see that you are correct.” She said. “I’ll make it so Senator Dalkor. Is there anything else?”


“The People’s Republic would like to know the status of our petition to allow our citizens into the military and to freely travel among the Union’s planets.” Dalkor spoke. “We have not received any notification that this was taking place.”


“It’s being worked on Senator, I assure you.” Deia spoke.


“You’ll forgive me Prime Minister, but given the reluctance of the King to retreat from his rampage across the stars and your inability to control the Union’s military, I have taken it upon myself to consult with Senator Etsan from the Nonvorian Delegation. I am worried that my petition will be held up until you are able to gain some sort of control, and there is no indication of when that will occur. I must look out for my people you see.” Dalkor was enjoying slapping this inferior woman around. “We have decided to call for a vote in the Senate in two weeks about whether you should be allowed to continue in your current position. I just thought you should know our intentions. It is time the Lycavorian military got some fresh leadership in it, and I’m sure my people can provide that.” Dalkor had a smug look on his face the entire time he spoke and Deia had to bit her tongue inside her mouth to keep from retorting to him.

“That is your right Senator.” Deia spoke sweetly. “Will there be anything else? I’m afraid I have a very full schedule.”


Dalkor got to his feet. “Yes Prime Minister… I’m sure you do.” He spoke sarcastically.


Deia looked at Etsan and smiled. “Senator Etsan, always a pleasure.” She spoke.


The Nonvore bowed his head in respect and turned to follow Dalkor. L’tian and Olalla waited until they had left and the door was closed before they moved to take the seats just occupied by the two men.

Deia looked at them. “Well I’m open to opinions.” She looked first to the elf Delegation leader. “L’tian?”


“It will most definitely depend on one thing Deia.” He spoke.


“And that is?”


“What you are prepared to do?”

Deia sat back in her chair. “I don’t follow.”


“It is obvious this Dalkor is acting on instructions from Chetak.” L’tian spoke evenly and with great care. “I think we can all agree he is not the one pulling the strings. The Lycavorian People’s Republic is neither wealthy enough nor strong enough to do this entirely on their own. As you have so eloquently stated in the past Deia, Chetak is nothing more than a brute.”


Deia nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“Dalkor’s actions, in my opinion anyway, tell me that we do have a traitor among us Deia. Someone very high up, someone that we trust completely.” L’tian spoke. “He is pulling Chetak’s strings.”


“What are you suggesting L’tian?” Olalla asked.


“I’m not suggesting anything. I’m merely wondering how far Deia is prepared to go to save our Union, before the King’s grief kills him.” L’tian said softly.


Deia leaned forward. “You don’t think she’s dead do you?”


“Let’s just say that I have a hard time believing Senator Dalkor for a number of reasons.” L’tian spoke.


“And what are they?” Olalla asked, now leaning forward very interested.

“Let’s put that aside for a moment.” L’tian spoke. “This is what we do know… no one even remotely close to the King trusts us. Queen Anja, Queen Dysea and now Isabella, who we all know will one day be the fourth Queen, none of them will even tell us if it is night or day. With one exception, no one has Mindvoice powers anywhere near what the King can project, so attempting to crack his shields would be suicidal in every respect, especially given his current mental state.”


“Who is the one exception?” Deia asked.


“Again… let us set that aside for the moment.” L’tian spoke. “What we do know is our current options are very limited.”


“L’tian… this is not accomplishing anything.” Deia spoke. “We need answers… not more of your elfin analytical skills.”


“Deia… who did you go to with all of your secrets as a child?” L’tian asked. “The secrets you did not want anyone else to know?”


“That is easy, Eliana.” Deia answered. “She was my best friend in every respect. I could talk to her about anything.”

L’tian nodded. “If we want answers to our questions, I suggest we start there.”


“I’m lost.” Olalla spoke.


Deia was staring at L’tian a bright glint in her eyes. She slowly got to her feet and turned to look out the window of her office. “And if one doesn’t have sisters, who would they go to?”


“Deia?” Olalla asked. “What’s wrong?”


“Olalla… I want you to begin an immediate investigation into the People’s Republic financial records. I want to know everything Olalla… how they get their money, what they have bought, and from whom… I even want to know what color they purchased for Chetak’s bedroom curtains.” Deia spoke without turning, her eyes gazing out the window.


“Deia… that would require an authorization signed by…” Olalla started to speak.


“No authorization.” Deia spoke. “They would detect it in a heartbeat.”


“What… who would detect it?”


“Whoever is behind all that is happening right now?” Deia spoke turning to look at him. “No authorization Olalla. I don’t care how you do it… just get it done.”


Olalla got to his feet. “And you won’t ask how?”


“I’m sorry… what?” Deia said sweetly.


Olalla nodded. “I’ll see to it.”


“Olalla… protect yourself my friend. We have enemies at every turn.” Deia spoke softly.


Olalla nodded. “I will.”


L’tian got to his feet, looking at Deia with that same calm, stoic face. “How far are you willing to go for the truth Deia? How far?”

Deia watched him turn and walk out of her office and not look back.

EARTH

SPARTA

Dasha made her way to the communications console, pulling her night robe around her shoulders tighter. The last few weeks for her had been hell on earth literally. She had been spending as much time as possible with Dysea and the beautiful vampire Princess that was her shadow now it seemed. Dasha had been put off at first by Isabella and her attitude, but as they spent more time together, Dasha was beginning to learn more about her and found her quite fascinating.

Dasha sat down in front of the monitor and activated it. “What is it?” She snapped rubbing her eyes. “It is very late and I…” Her eyes narrowed when she saw the face on the monitor, “You!”


“I am very sorry to disturb you at this hour, but I have some questions I’d like to ask.” Deia spoke on the monitor.


“I have nothing to say to you.” Dasha spat. 


“Lady Dasha… please… I know this is hard on you.” Deia spoke.


“Do you?” Dasha snapped. “My daughter has been taken. The man who loves her believes she betrayed him and it is killing him, and you and those with you do nothing! Martin Leonidas I will forgive, but you…why by the gods should listen to anything you have to say?”


“Lady Dasha… I must… I need you to answer this question please.” Deia spoke. “Your daughter has no sisters… she must have told you things.”


“My daughter tells me everything!” Dasha spoke. “Why should that matter in the least to you?”


“Is your daughter capable of betraying the King?” Deia asked. “Is it at all possible she could have done this of her own free will?”

“Why?” Dasha asked.


“I must know. Could she have done this of her own free will?” Deia asked again.


“Impossible.” Dasha spoke.


“Please tell me why?” Deia asked.


“Martin Leonidas claimed my daughter under the Centennial of the Moon, as he claimed all his Queens!” Dasha spoke, her voice still harsh. “Aricia and Martin claimed each other eternally before they left this world by sharing blood, as only two Purebloods can, at the pinnacle of an act of love!” Dasha saw Deia sit back in her chair quickly as if struck by a hard slap. “Why do you think he acts as he does now Prime Minister? They are bound to each other in the most sacred ways of our people, you should know that. There isn’t a fever in all the heavens that would make them betray each other freely. I don’t care what you and your people say!”

“They are telling us your daughter has passed into the next life.” Deia said softly. She saw a quick face of pain cross Dasha’s face and then it was gone.


“My daughter is not dead.” Dasha spoke. “I would know if she was. And so would you.”

Deia looked at her oddly. “What do you mean?”


Dasha shook her head slowly. “The Guardian of the Line was right.” She said softly. “You are of my people Prime Minister that is true, but you have forgotten even the simplest of the old ways. Martin Leonidas and Aricia are Soulmates, bound together during the Centennial of the Moon and consecrated by the sharing of blood during an act of love. The moment one of them dies… within a week the other will follow them into death. Perhaps your great Union should begin to rediscover the old ways before all is lost.”


“Lady Dasha I am sending a ship down from orbit for you!” Deia spoke quickly. “Be on that ship! It will return you here to Apo Prime.”


“Why would I want to do that?” Dasha asked.


Deia met her gaze. “Because now Lady Dasha, now I believe that this was forced on not only your daughter and the King, but forced on us all. And I don’t like that. Be on that ship!”

