CHAPTER TWENTY
DAY FORTY-FOUR

APO PRIME

Deia sat in her office alone, calmly sitting in the chair, gazing out the large wall sized window as the sun was coming up. As she sipped her tea, and saw the sun begin to break the horizon and spread its warming hand across the city below, she knew it could also be the rising of a new era for the Lycavorian Union. She heard the door slide open behind her but didn’t turn. Only one person would enter her office unannounced this early in the morning, as he had for the last seven hundred years as senior aide to the Prime Minister, and the two thousand years prior to that as aide to Senator Deia of the Lycavorian Union. He had been beside her when the news that King Leonidas had been killed on earth by Xerxes reached them. So many moments of crisis and so many moments of joy. The birth of her last four children, next to her during the three years of her mate’s imprisonment by the Coven, and the decade it took her to help him recover from that ordeal and return to the man she so loved. He had shared so much of her life, and Deia had never seen it. Perhaps this was Resumar’s way of punishing her for allowing their people to drift so far away from what he had originally intended.


Deia saw it now, as clearly as the sun that was rising in front of her. Resumar had never intended for their people to forget so much of their past in moving towards their future. A balance between their natural violent instincts and their capacity for good could be drawn. Resumar knew that, as did her sister Eliana. It had taken Resumar’s grandson and nearly nine thousand years for her to finally see the truth of it all. A young man who had spent the better part of nearly three thousand years in some sort of suspended animation. A young man who had listened and followed the feral instincts of their people, while still maintaining the capacity for compassion and emotion. A young man who was following the path of his grandfather without even knowing it. That was Martin Leonidas. He had defeated the High Coven, killed Prince Xerxes and freed an entire planet, all the while finding the time to claim not one, not two, but three Queens, and love them all with equal passion. Well… perhaps not equal passion, as Deia now knew that the raven haired Aricia held a part of him that none of the others would. He was a man that had a half vampire daughter somewhere out there, and instead of dismissing that, he was doing everything within his power to find her and bring her home. It didn’t matter to him what she was; only that she was part of him, and that was all that mattered.

Deia had seen it all so clearly yesterday, watching him as he rode that monstrous obsidian colored dragon. She could feel the power within him, feel it coursing through his veins and his blood. The connection he shared with the dragon was proof of that, as they moved with one mind, thought with one mind. She had remained after the corporation heads had left to do his bidding, watching as he and the dragon went through more exercises, stretching the limits of Mindvoice abilities that Deia could never hope to achieve in her lifetime. The return of the First Oracle was another sign. The very First Oracle, a man who had served Resumar and her sister, a man with Mindvoice skills unquestioned, he had passed all this knowledge to Dustha, an Oracle who had been the one to send Martin’s father to his death. Now she alone held the knowledge and power of the First Oracle, and for all her life experiences it suited her. She was as close to Martin Leonidas as Canth had been to Resumar, perhaps even closer if what she had seen was any indication. 

Yes things were changing, and Deia could see the freshness of a new dawn over the horizon as the sun came up. Things were going to change, and Martin Leonidas wanted her beside him for those changes, helping him to bring them forth, even after it was discovered that the deepest penetration of an enemy agent had been her closest advisor for all of these years. He had refused her offer to resign, thrown it back at her with an almost disgusted look on his face, and that above all else had cemented Deia’s complete loyalty to him. She had spoken with him early this morning before he had departed and his words came back to her clearly.


“I am not a politician Deia. I don’t want to be a politician. If I am to be a King, if I am to complete what my grandfather started, I will need all the help I can get. I can not do it alone; I can’t even do it with my Queens beside me. I need you Deia. The experience you bring to me is priceless… and I need to be able to draw on that experience… not throw it away. You have brought our people this far Deia… you and no one else… I want you to help me to finish what my grandfather started. I have fully accepted who and what I am now, and once I get my soul back Deia, we can move forward. That is why I need you. You will be the balance to my more abrasive nature… my voice of reason Deia. When I step in a load of sibfla, I need someone to tell me I stink. When I’m about to put my size eleven foot in my mouth, I need someone to smile and tell me I’m being an mida, and then help me pull that foot out. That’s what I need Deia… and I can think of no one more qualified than you. And you Deia… you are the closest connection I have to my grandfather and I don’t want to lose that. Ever.”

Deia smiled as she remembered his words, knowing it had been the last statement that sealed her path for her. It was also the reason she would now do what she needed to do.


“Deia?” Aspon’s voice broke into her thoughts.


Deia turned slowly in her chair and looked at the craggy faced traitor in front of her. “I’m sorry Aspon what did you say?”


“The notes you requested from the Elfin Delegation’s meeting yesterday.” Aspon spoke. “I had them processed.”

Deia nodded slowly. “Thank you Aspon.” She spoke evenly. She looked up at him as she leaned back in her chair. “Tell me Aspon… how long have we been together?”


Aspon met her eyes. “Going on three thousand years now.” He replied with his usual tight lipped smile.


“Did you fully decide to sell out your people when you joined the Coven during the rebellion, or was it after when you came to work for me?” Deia asked as she took a sip of tea.


The reaction was as predictable as the rising of the sun behind her. Aspon’s face froze in its expression; his eyes grew just a tad bit wider and his face impassive. It was the longest few seconds of Deia’s life, and his next words sealed his fate.


“Is that a joke Deia?” He asked. “Because if it is, it is not funny.”


Deia shook her head. “Oh no Aspon… it’s no joke. I should have seen it really. So many years ago. The signs were there, but I didn’t pay any attention to them.”

Aspon shifted his feet slightly. “Deia… what are you talking about?” He exclaimed. “Everything that is happening is stressing you out. You really should take a few days off Deia. These events with the King are taxing I know.”


Deia nodded. “You’re right… I’m sorry.” She spoke. “I will take a few days off when this is all over with.” Deia met his gaze. “So I can watch the trial on the Net Channel.”


“Trial?”


Deia nodded. “Your trial Aspon. Your trial for committing High Treason. That will be quite interesting don’t you think?” She asked leaning forward now, one hand falling under her large desk and the other setting her tea down on the desktop. “We have Brean’s confession Aspon. He told us everything you know. Veldruk should think about making his clones more resistant to chemicals. Armetus got him to sing like a bird for us. We know all about you substantial assets in the Wilds, assets that we are even now buying up through our own front companies. We know all about your control measures and reporting procedures. The reason you didn’t get your regular reports last night is because all of your clones are now in our custody.” Deia smiled. “We’ll interrogate them like we did Brean. And Chetak’s agents are all now under the watchful eye of Armetus and his people, with a little help from some Spartan Centurions who don’t particularly care for you very much considering what you have done.”

“Deia this is crazy!” Aspon spoke quickly. “I have no idea what you are talking about!”


Deia’s eyes became hard points of darkness. “Don’t you?” She asked just before she pulled the trigger.


The small hand blaster was secured under her desk and it ripped out the thin laser energy bolt. The bolt blaster through the front of her desk and struck Aspon directly on the knee of his left leg. Blood blossomed as the blast removed his leg from the knee down, sending the limb skittering across her carpeted floor. Aspon fell forward quickly, trying to block out the pain and maintain his balance. He didn’t succeed and his face smashed into the edge of the desk, snapping his head back with enough force to actually bounce his body to the floor as Deia got to her feet and her office filled with Armetus and half a dozen Spartans.


Deia moved around the edge of her desk, holding the smoking blaster in her right hand and she gazed down at his bloody face. His nose was broken and blood was pouring from the break in his skin from where the cartilage and torn through. Armetus stepped up to her quickly.


“Deia?” He spoke respectfully.


“I’m fine Armetus.” Deia spoke calmly. “I’m not going to do this pig any favors. I want to watch the trial…” Deia looked at Aspon, his eyes beginning to close from shock and loss of blood, the pain wracking his body preventing him from changing to heal the loss of his leg. “And I will be the one who orders your execution Aspon.”


“Take him!” Armetus barked. “And stop the bleeding! We want him alive enough to interrogate!”


Deia looked at Armetus and held out the small blaster. “I like this weapon.” She spoke. 


Armetus smiled. “Then by all means keep it.” He answered.


“The others?” Deia asked.


“We’ve got them all.” Armetus nodded. “We’re moving them to the facility the King was at yesterday. It’s isolated enough to keep them alive once it is revealed who they are.”


“The Dekton clone?”


“Queen Dysea and Isabella are taking care of that as we speak.” Armetus answered.


“Good. Keep the Dekton clone separate.” Deia spoke. “After what you showed the King… I’m sure he’ll want to talk with him when this is all over. In fact… I guarantee it.”


“Already done.” Armetus spoke.


“I drafted the resolution the King wanted.” Deia spoke with a smile. “You’ll maintain your autonomy Armetus. You’ll report directly to me. L’tian and Olalla will appoint four others as a Senatorial review Committee. Once this is over with, unless specifically directed by that committee or the King, operations within Union space will not be authorized. He won’t tell you how to do your job Armetus… but he will ask that you remain within the laws we have in place. Basically no more than what you have done in the past.”

“I have had unlimited resources in the past Deia.” Armetus spoke. “A civilian Committee will want to know everything about how we do business.”


Deia looked at him. “In the King’s own words Armetus, ‘Not if they don’t know about it to begin with.’”


Armetus smiled. “I like our King Deia.” He said.


Deia nodded. “Yes… so do I.” She tucked the small hand blaster into the folds of her cloak. “I have to get ready for the Senate meeting tomorrow. The King should be arriving on Enurrua within the next three hours. I believe he may have broken several speed records in doing so.”

Armetus chuckled. “I have a feeling he’s going to break quite a bit more than speed records over the next few days.”


Deia nodded. “I tend to agree. It appears I will need a new aide.” Deia spoke. “Do you have any recommendations?”


Armetus smiled. “Actually I do.” He answered as he held out the data pad. “A message from the Hadarian Healer Eurin.”


Deia looked at the pad and a smile spread across her face as she shook her head. “The Hadarian Divine One is leading two thousand Healers to Enurrua. The first time in history that the Divine One has gone out into the field.”


Armetus nodded his head impressed. “It seems our young King as the propensity to motivate even the oldest among us. That will be the largest contingent of Hadarian Healers to go into a combat situation at one time since the retaking of their home world.”


Deia nodded. “Eurin says it is high time we finally became one people again. And she is asking that we send her all the data we have on dragon anatomy.” Deia smiled. “I couldn’t agree more now.” She looked at him. “Who did you have in mind Armetus?”


Armetus motioned with his arm towards the door. “Allow me to show you.”


His dark blue eyes opened when he felt the weight on his bed and they went wide when he found himself staring into the platinum blond muzzle of a very angry female wolf, her long razor like fangs exposed; her lips drawn back in a snarl. She was a large female, easily a hundred and forty pounds of rippling muscle under the blond fur, with large evil looking emerald green eyes.


“Please do not try and move.” The female voice spoke softly next to his ear. “She is quite angry at the moment, and if my knowledge of wolves is accurate, poised to relieve you of your ability to breath.”


He turned his head slowly and his eyes grew even wider when he saw the cobalt blue vampire eyes framed by the jet black hair and porcelain like skin.


Isabella canted her head slightly, allowing her fangs to show as she smiled and parted her lips. “You may shift if you like, perhaps attempt to fight her in wolf form. I will not stop you…” Isabella spoke smiling sweetly. “You see… you and your fellow clones have brought a great deal of pain to those she calls friend, and she is quite protective of those she cares for.”


“Who… who are you?” He demanded. “What is the meaning of this?”


Isabella smiled. “Ah… your heartbeat is increasing ever so slightly.” She said softly. “I can hear it you know. You are well trained. A tribute to my father and his minions no doubt.”

“You will learn nothing from me!” He growled.


Dysea’s muzzle moved within several centimeters of his cheek and he froze as her breath touched his cheek, her large paw, razor like black claws digging into the skin of his chest.


Isabella looked at him. “Oh we don’t want anything from you friend.” Isabella said. “We have already learned all we needed to learn from your fellow clone Brean. He was very helpful you know. And your controller Aspon… he will not be able to come to your aide either.” Isabella ran her finger down the man’s shoulder, her long nail dragging across his skin. “No friend… we don’t need anything from you. We are only here for one purpose.” Isabella’s eyes narrowed to slits and her face became a cruel visage of hate and anger. “We are here for your blood.”

He felt a momentary prick of pain in his arm, turned his head to the side and saw the flash of reddish blond hair and then darkness took him into its embrace.

ENURRUA

“We’ll be in position by the end of tomorrow father.” Joric spoke. “The artillery is finished getting to their firing locations and they will commence shelling the mountains this evening.”

“They fired on you Joric?” Chetak asked.


Joric nodded. “Several dozen long range mortars.” He replied. “They were able to get three of our guns, but that is all. They do not have the targeting capabilities of our artillery pieces and they are firing blindly now.”


Chetak nodded. “Excellent. Dalkor will be announcing at the Senate meeting tomorrow the purchase of our new companies and the two Bills I had him draft. One demanding the immediate naming of a new King now that the traitor’s grandson is dead because of his mindless rampage, the other demanding the removal of Deia for failing to properly lead the Union. It should be a lively debate, and it will give us the time we need to put down this petty rebellion.”


Joric smiled. “And I will put it down father.”


“Contact me when it is done Joric. And try to insure the she-elf is among the survivors.” Chetak spoke.


Joric nodded. “I will father.”


Chetak nodded and lifted the mug of ale to his lips as the transmission ended. “Soon Deia. Soon I will have my complete revenge.” He muttered.

He watched as the Firespitter came in low over the trees, the female perched between her shoulders. It had taken him a full day and night to move close enough to take the shot he had wanted, and as he eased the Rail rifle up to his cheek, he was happy he had been so patient. They followed the same routine every morning, starting out high to scan the area of the mountains on the other side of where his troops and thousands of others were now moving into position. They would swoop lower until eventually they would land a hundred meters from where he now lay hidden in the bushes. 

He watched the Firespitter’s wings flare fifty meters from the ground and his finger tightened on the trigger slowly as he exhaled.
The blast from the Rail rifle made him flinch ever so slightly, and that flinch is what saved Isheeni’s life.

The huge slug from the Rail rifle tore through her left wing, and with a roar of pain and agony, Isheeni spun to the side, throwing Aricia out from between her shoulders and she plowed into the ground below. Aricia went sailing through the air crashing into several small trees before coming to a halt and dropping the last fifteen meters to the earth with a loud grunt and yell of pain. Isheeni rolled down the hill several times, bellowing in pain, smashing small tress and bushes with her bulk until she came to a stop against hugely thick tree, slamming into it, and knocking the air from her lungs.

“Isheeni!” Aricia screamed as she scrambled painfully to her feet, blood leaking from several cuts on her cheek and neck and her left arm hanging useless at her side. She started sprinting down the hill towards the only friend she had truly had these last weeks. Isheeni had been there with her through all of her pain, all of her tears, sitting silently and providing what comfort she could. Her voice was a soothing balm in Aricia’s mind, and even in the midst of her killing sprees on Chetak’s hunting parties, Isheeni’s voice had been the one to calm her enough so that they escaped unscathed. 

Lucvaun got to his feet slowly, a savage grin on his face as he lifted the Rail rifle for a killing shot on the dragon. And then he would take the female as well.

“I don’t think so scum bag!” The female voice screamed from the side.

Lucvaun spun quickly and saw the Persian red haired female sprinting down the hill from above lifting her left arm and seeing the silver/white flash of light. Lucvaun’s eyes grew wider and he dove to the side, the Shi Viska Anja had launched at him carving a deep slice along his back. He grunted in pain as he allowed himself to roll down the hill in an attempt to get away from her, the Rail rifle spinning from his grasp. He shifted quickly and continued to run, knowing his chance was gone now. There were two females with Shi Viskas on the planet now, and he needed to get back and tell Joric that something was not right.
Anja called her Shi Viska back as her eyes watched the wolf scamper through the trees. When it settled to her arm, she quickly turned and sprinted for where Aricia was sitting next to Isheeni, frantically pulling away the branches and small trees that she had torn up in her roll down the hill.

“Anja…” Aricia screamed. “Isheeni is hurt!”

The sound of the gunshot had brought others running as well and Atropos and several Spartans were hauling ass down the hill at breakneck speed, not caring about the harm they might be running into. Seanna was close on his heels and they all arrived where Aricia knelt next to Isheeni on the ground.

“Little Wolf!” Anja gasped, skidding to a stop next to her.

“My Queen! Sister!” Atropos barked.

“That way!” Anja pointed. “I only saw one! Search the area Atropos… if he got close enough to shoot Isheeni, there could be others!” 

“Isheeni?” Aricia spoke, tears in her eyes as she rested her hands on Isheeni’s heaving chest.

It… it hurts Aricia! Isheeni answered, wincing against the pain. My wing.

“Anja!” Aricia snapped. “Do something!”

Seanna was there then and she took one look at the area and knew immediately who was the more seriously injured. Anja moved next to Aricia.

“No… take care of Isheeni first!” Aricia demanded.

Seanna looked at the huge dragon in front of her, and any fear that might have lingered over her species and size vanished. She could see Isheeni’s chest heaving in exertion from the pain, and the hole that had been blasted in the top of her wing.

Anja moved next to her quickly. “Her wing?”

Seanna nodded. “The wound is large Anja… we must heal it together.”

Anja looked at her. “Seanna… I have not ascended yet. I have no…”

“You have always had it in you Anja.” Seanna spoke looking at her. “It is what drew me to you so completely. I sensed it even on Earth. You have carried the power within you for years, building it, storing it. Returning to Hadaria only allowed you to harness it. When you Ascend Anja, it will be glorious, but you have the power within you now. The Divine One says you will be the greatest of all Hadarian Healers Anja my love, for you alone can draw from the life all around you!”

“What… what do I do?” Anja gasped.

“Only what you have been taught Anja.” Seanna spoke softly. “The rest will come naturally. The projectile missed the bone but struck an artery! She is losing blood quickly and we need to stop it.”

Anja nodded quickly and looked at the pain filled eyes of Isheeni. “Isheeni… we… we need to treat you.”

Aricia crawled over to where Isheeni’s head lay on the leaves and dirt, and she put her face close to hers, tears dropping onto Isheeni’s smooth scales. Don’t you leave me Isheeni! I… I have lost so much… I don’t want to lose you as well. I forgive you Isheeni… all of you! After… after all you have done for me without question… I have taken you from your kind… from your mother… from your mate. I can not bear to lose you now. Please Isheeni. Fight! Fight!
Anja and Seanna knelt side-by-side, their hands extended over Isheeni’s wing and muscle, the soft white glow of the healing radiation bathing her torn and shredded wing. Atropos and the other Spartans came rushing back to the small area, their eyes wide as they witnessed Anja and Seanna healing the dragon his sister coveted more than her own life now.

Isheeni’s azure blue eyes opened and she looked at Aricia. I will not leave you Aricia Blue Eyes. I am bound to you… and… and we have not fulfilled our destiny yet my Queen.

Aricia rubbed her snout, wiping her tears away from Isheeni’s face. I am… I am not a Queen anymore Isheeni. I… I never was.

No… you will always be Queen. You have always been Queen. Torma… he took your pendant for a reason Aricia. And when… when he returns my Queen… he will have with him what your soul cries for.
Aricia shook her head slowly, rubbing her smooth scales. How… how can you be… how can you be so sure Isheeni?

Because as Torma loves me… the King loves you Aricia Blue Eyes. And love like ours my Queen… … it will never die.

Aricia rested her cheek against Isheeni’s skin. I… I wish I could believe that Isheeni.

Isheeni smiled gently. You will my Queen. You will. 

Anja and Seanna sat back slowly… the soft white light drifting away from Isheeni’s wing. As Anja’s hand slid slowly down Isheeni’s abdomen, her jade green eyes opened slightly wider and she placed her palm flatter against Isheeni’s abdomen. Seanna caught the surge of life as well, her hand still grasped with Anja’s. They looked at each other and then Anja smiled and moved to where Isheeni’s head rested.
“You won’t be flying for a few days Isheeni.” She spoke gently, reaching out to place her hand on Isheeni’s snout. “But you will be fine, and as good as new. And your children are fine as well.”

Isheeni’s head came up off the ground, her eyes wide, and mirroring Aricia’s look of astonishment. I can not bear hatchlings for another thirty years Queen Anja. She spoke easily knowing Anja could hear her well enough.

Anja chuckled. “Really? Well I guess someone forgot to tell your body that Isheeni. You are carrying three eggs, all of them very strong and healthy.”

I do not… I do not sense them. Isheeni spoke shocked. How can this be?
“They have only formed in the last day or two from what I can tell.” Anja spoke softly. “Give it another day.”

Atropos moved forward. “My Queen… sister… we need to get back within the cover of the caves.”

Anja nodded. “Move carefully Isheeni, but you can get up. Atropos is right.”

Atropos moved up next to Aricia as she got to her feet and held out the strip of cloth. “We found this Aricia.”

Aricia took the cloth and brought it to her nose sniffing gently. She drew it away quickly. “Lucvaun!” She hissed.

“You know this scum?” Atropos asked.

“I killed his son several weeks ago.” Aricia nodded. “They were the first hunting party I targeted.”
Atropos smiled. “Well done sister. Well done! When we are finished here, and we are lucky, we can kill him too.”

Aricia turned and watched as Isheeni got slowly to her feet, staggering slightly, but keeping her balance. Isheeni? She spoke worry in her voice.

I am fine. Isheeni replied quickly. She looked at Aricia, her azure blue eyes wide in joy. Aricia… I carry eggs! Torma’s eggs!
Aricia stepped up to her and smiled, bringing her huge head down to lay her cheek against her scales once more. Let us get you inside out of danger then Isheeni.

Aricia… I am…

Aricia shook her head. Don’t you dare tell me you are sorry! This is a time of happiness for you, and I want to share it with you.

But you…

Aricia shook her head. I will remember what you have told me Isheeni. For as long as I live… I will remember what you have told me.

“We need to get back to the caves!” Atropos spoke. “Now everyone. We need to move.”


Are they talking about how best to get rid of me Aelnala? Isra asked turning to look at the dirty yellow Heavyhorn dragon that sat next to him.


Aelnala turned her honey colored eyes on him. You have helped me to save our eggs Isra. No harm will come to you. That is our law.


Isra looked around from where he sat. He was directly underneath the entrance to the massive mountain cavern four thousand meters above the valley below. The wide expanse of flat ledge extended for one hundred meters past him, leading to the direct drop straight down. They had returned here with the eggs, and Isra had finally met the dragon he had heard his father talk so much about. She was called the Elder Mother by Aelnala and the other dragons, but the Lycavorian female Tablina had called her Arzoal. Isra was surprised to find another Lycavorian hiding here, and even more surprised to see the way the dragons treated her.


This place… these caverns. It is incredible Aelnala. No wonder my father could never discover where she was. Isra spoke. Of course… he isn’t the brightest individual either.


You do not like the man who sired you Isra.


Isra shook his head. I hate him. I hate him and everything he stands for. I wish I had the strength to…

Isra… son of Chetak. Arzoal’s voice filled his head and he looked up to see the massive reddish dragon walk up to him, Tablina next to her. He got to his feet and stood in front of her without fear.


Yes.


You have shown us a kindness that can not be repaid Isra. By helping to save the dragon eggs as you have, you have earned our trust and friendship for eternity. Arzoal spoke.

Then you will help us to defeat my father?


Arzoal shook her head. That I can not do Isra.


“What? Why?” Isra exclaimed.


To do this would put my kind at far greater risk than they already are.


Isra shook his head. “We have fifty thousand Spartans down there! Plus two thousand men and women just like me! Without help even we can’t beat my father and those who follow him. If they beat us… you’ll be hunted like before! You have to help!”


“The risk to Arzoal’s people is too great.” Tablina spoke now. “It would be a slaughter if they fought now.”


Sometimes risks must be taken in order to achieve what we all want!


The deep male voice boomed within all their minds. Arzoal spun around quickly, her eyes searching. Tablina…


I heard it Arzoal! The power… it was staggering.


Where did it come from? Aelnala gasped.


From closer than you might think!

THUD!

All of them gasped and staggered back away from the ledge of the cliff as the massive black dragon lifted into view before them; they watched as he flared his wings and landed gently in front of them. Arzoal knew there was only one dragon among her kind that came close to her in size and she had no doubts as to who it was that landed before them.


Torma! Arzoal gasped moving closer to him. Torma… you followed the King deeper into High Coven territory! How can you be here?

Torma folded his wings alongside his body, the golden color of his eyes bright in the shade of the ledge.
He wore a strange saddle that wrapped underneath his muscular chest, and shielded the legs of the man who was sitting in that saddle. And sitting in that saddle was a man with an aura of power that Arzoal had not felt in all her long lifetime. He was garbed in matte black body armor, the helmet bearing a crest of multicolor hair that blew in the light breeze, the crimson cloak billowing behind him. His yellow/gold eyes were bright and clear as he held his head high.

Tablina’s eyes flew open when she saw him and she immediately dropped to the ground and bowed her head deeply. There could be no mistake she knew. This was the King they had taken Aricia from. And now he was here for his revenge. “King Leonidas!” She gasped.


Arzoal’s eyes grew wide as she looked at the Lycavorian Spartan King climb easily from the saddle on Torma’s back and step to the ledge in front of her. Martin looked at her and reached up to remove his helmet. She bowed her head quickly in subservience.


Milord King… I… I am at your mercy! All I ask is you spare my kind your wrath at our actions. It was never… it was never our intent to cause you and Aricia such pain and suffering. I… I can not express the shame of my actions… I… I thought of only myself. Arzoal exclaimed.


Martin walked up to her slowly and looked up into her face, Arzoal avoiding the gaze of his eyes, feeling the power within him eclipsing hers by a margin she could not even begin to measure. The same type of power she felt in Aricia yet more refined and tightly controlled.

You thought of your kind in doing what you did. Martin spoke softly. Look at me Arzoal.


I can not sire. Arzoal spoke. I can feel your power within you. I can feel your anger at me for what I have done. 

Martin sighed heavily. “Look at me both of you!” He snapped. His commanding voice caused both Tablina and Arzoal to instantly look up directly at him. “You both seek something I can not give you.” Martin said softly. “You seek forgiveness for your actions, however well intentioned they were meant to be. I can not grant you that forgiveness… not now. Perhaps in time forgiveness may come… or it may not. I can tell you as I told Torma… I can not hate you for trying to save your kind and your people. I will not share with you what Torma and I talked of; in the future you may ask him, and it will be his decision if he tells you. We are bonded now, Torma and I.”

Arzoal nodded slowly. I… I can feel that sire. It is unlike anything I have ever felt before. I can not begin to see the depth of that bond.

“I am not here for vengeance or retribution against either of you.” Martin said gently. “I can not hate you for doing something I may have well considered myself in your position. I have come for my Queen Arzoal. And I have come for vengeance on the man who started it all. In the process… I will save the people my grandfather left behind by his absence.” 
Tablina let the tears flow now at Martin’s words, everything she had worked for just over the horizon.

And in my actions Arzoal… I intend to take your kind off this vile planet and return you to your home.

Milord… this is our home. Arzoal stammered.

Martin smiled and stepped closer to her. [Mindvoice Shielded] Did you think that Val’istar would not tell me the secret you hold so close to your heart Arzoal? He made me promise to take you home. It is a promise I intend to keep.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Sire… we… we can never go home. So much is different now. We would never be accepted. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you think so little of your kind that you believe they would dismiss you Arzoal? They are descended from you. They are part of you.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It is too much too hope for sire.

I want to show you something. Martin lifted his hand towards Isra. “Give me your weapon son of Chetak.” He growled.


Aelnala moved to imposed herself in front of Isra. You will not harm him! She snapped.

Torma roared and slammed his head into her side, knocking her over onto her back. Be silent! He screamed.


Arzoal was wide eyed at this. Torma how dare you!


Martin crossed to Isra in five steps and snatched his hand blaster from the belt holster. He spun around and aimed at Torma, firing five times in quick succession.


No! Arzoal screamed out.


All of them watched as the five shots bounced harmlessly away from Torma, ricocheting off into the air all around them. Arzoal’s eyes were wide in stunned disbelief, and Aelnala pulled her legs back under her as Martin walked up to Torma and patted his neck affectionately.


“You see Arzoal.” Martin spoke. “This is the gift our people have. Yours and mine. I removed the barrier within Torma’s mind. The one you placed there at his birth, as you placed in every egg over the last several millennia. You left them enough to protect themselves when they are flying, and enough to effectively fight with their physical tools, but you purposely blocked everything else they could have become. Why?”


“Arzoal what does he mean?” Tablina asked.


You ask me a question you already know the answer to sire. Arzoal spoke softly.


Martin nodded. “Yes… I know. It was your way of protecting them so that they did not hurt themselves as well as others.”


I did not want Chetak and his vile monsters to discover what you and Torma have discovered! Arzoal spoke. What my daughter and Aricia have only just begun to discover.


“Arzoal what does the King mean?” Tablina asked again.

Martin looked at Torma. “Torma show them.”


Torma turned his massive body to a pile of rocks and they watched as one of the large boulders lifted into the air with almost no effort. Torma tossed his head to the side and the boulder went sailing out into nothing far below them. The gasp from Tablina, Isra and even Aelnala was very audible.


“We are connected.” Martin spoke. “When we are close by, Torma and I, we can draw from each other’s Mindvoice powers, and together we are something far more than what we would be individually.” He moved back to stand in front of Arzoal. “It has started already Arzoal. Torma and I, Isheeni and Aricia, and now Isra and Aelnala. You can feel the connection between the two of them, and it grows deeper by the hour, as it does with Torma and me. As it does with Aricia and Isheeni.”


Isra stepped forward. “Wait… I have this power.”


Martin ignored him. “It is time to release them Arzoal.” He spoke. “You can not protect them forever.”


I did what I did to protect them from Chetak! Arzoal snapped. He and his kind would have corrupted them. They would have become instruments of evil. They would have become bound to the High Coven and that monster Veldruk! I can not allow that Milord!

“The First Oracle… Val’istar as you know him Arzoal… he has passed on now.” Martin spoke seeing her look down at him. “He has passed all of his knowledge and skill to my Oracle. To Helen. Do you believe Val’istar would choose corrupt men and women to learn and use this gift Arzoal? And it is a gift.”


Arzoal shook her head quickly. No sire. He was pure of heart. Just as… just as you and Aricia are. Just as Isra is.


Martin nodded. “Helen has chosen three hundred… the number has significance to me and I chose that… she chose three hundred Spartans with the Mindvoice power and potential to learn to use this gift Arzoal.” 


They will never be on a level with you or your Queen sire! Arzoal spoke. They will never be incorruptible! 


Martin shook his head. “No they will not. Do you think I am so incorruptible?”

You… You would never act out of malice in your actions sire. You have proven that by not killing me where I stand. Even though you could very easily. Arzoal spoke.

“I am not without malice in my heart Arzoal.” Martin spoke. “Joric will die by my hand, I promise you that. Is that not malice?”

“That is justice!” Tablina spoke.

“Whose justice? I will make him suffer for what he has done to my Queen, and I will be the instrument of his death, but is that justice, or is it vengeance?” Martin asked.

“You are not evil by nature Milord.” Tablina spoke. “We can all feel that. What you speak of would be justice in the eyes of our people.”

And the eyes of my people as well. Martin had not broken eye contact with Arzoal, and she stared at him deeply. Val’istar said I would know the road you have chosen because I would see a lighting of the path you would burn across the stars. He told me to have faith and keep hope close to my heart. He said it was all we have left now.

Martin nodded. “Those are wise words Arzoal.”
Can you promise to keep them safe and on the path of good sire? Arzoal asked.

“I can promise that no Spartan will bond with a dragon without my approval and that of the First Oracle. I can promise you I will do my best to train them to be the finest they can be. I can promise you none of them will ever fall to the Coven alive and be turned into something they are not by nature. Beyond that Arzoal… I can not promise to rule what is their hearts. Your teachings fill them now. Your love and guidance.” Martin spoke. “We must hope that is enough.”

You speak with words you should not have for one so young sire. Arzoal said gently. She nodded her head slowly. Together my King.
Martin nodded, reaching up to touch her head. “Together.” He said. [Mindvoice Shielded] And I will keep my promise to Canth and the one I make to you now. You will see your home world again Arzoal of the dragons. And you will see what your descendants have become.

I must gather those you need Milord. One is already here. Arzoal spoke before leaping into the sky and speeding away.

Martin turned slowly to look at Isra. “Tarifa is the closest I will ever have to a sister Isra.” Martin spoke softly. “Make sure the decision you make in regards to her is the right one.”

“I… I don’t believe the decision is mine to make sire.” Isra said. “She loves Aihola… and she is haunted by a man I can not replace. They both are.”

Martin nodded. “Perhaps… but time does heal wounds Isra. And if you truly love her as your scent tells me you do, if you have these feelings for Aihola as your scent tells me you do, you will do what you must to be with them. And make them forget.”

“How sire?” Isra asked moving closer. “How do I do that?”

“Only you can answer that Isra.” Martin spoke. “Bring Aelnala and meet me and the others on the plains a hundred kilometers west of here. That is where we will muster.” Martin moved to where Torma settled closer to the ground and he climbed up onto his back. As Torma got back to his feet, Martin looked at Tablina. “You seek redemption Tablina… you can start by joining openly with those who will fight and use your skills at healing and council.”
Tablina nodded. “Yes sire.”

Martin rested his hand on Torma’s neck. We must hide our presence for a while longer my friend. Then… then you and I can retrieve what both of us so desire.
 Torma turned his head and looked at Martin. We have waited this long sire… a few more hours will only make the reunion that much sweeter.
Martin smiled. Yes it will. He looked at Isra. “If you are coming Isra… let’s go.” Martin watched him climb onto Aelnala’s back and he nudged Torma in the side with his knee. Let’s get this thing started my friend.

Torma leaped into the air as Tablina watched, Isra and Aelnala following.

Then they were gone.

Komirri came to his feet as the LEONIDAS I came out of its LSD jump and the planet blossomed in front of him. “Report!”
“Enurrua dead ahead Captain!”

“Give me a full passive sensor sweep! Lock up all targets!”

“Captain the rest of the Group reports all green across the board!”

Komirri moved to the nearest sensor station. “The King’s frigate?”

“Radiating passively from the surface sir. Just like he said they would be.”

“Deploy the fleet! Standard orbital formation! AUTUMN MOONS on the flanks! Move all NOVA-Class Attack cruisers to the point. Targets?”

“Sensors are picking up a hundred and nineteen medium cruisers in and around Enurrua Captain! Looks like nine recon pickets on the edge of the system. Another three hundred and forty positioned around the other two habitable planets.”

“Long range?” Komirri asked.

“They have what amounts to a Fleet Group on the very edge of the sector Captain. Light cruisers and frigates only.”

Komirri nodded. “Very well. Maintain Shroud until the agreed upon time. Target four missiles apiece on the ships closest to us. When will Admiral Riall arrive with the 3rd Fleet Group?”

“Sixteen hours if we stick with the timetable established by the King Captain.” The man replied.

“The King needs a full day… and he will have it. Sixteen hours people. The moment Admiral Riall enters the system we attack and we do not stop shooting until the Lycavorian People’s Republic Fleet no longer exists.” Komirri spoke. He placed his hand on the sensor operator’s shoulder. “Send an encrypted burst to the 3rd Group and let them know what we are seeing. Knowing Admiral Riall he will want to come in firing, so we need to keep them updated on position and status.”

“Yes sir.”

“No mistakes people. Pass the word. This scum raped and kidnapped our Queen and I for one will not hold back!” Komirri spoke. “Have STRIKER Flight prepared to launch as soon as For’mya orders it from the surface. She will be flying Spartan 01 with Commander Endith, and they will link up in the atmosphere. Our fighters will target any and all ground installations these fools might have. Start me a strike package and get it to our fighter pilots. I want them in their cockpits starting ten hours from now. As soon as they launch, operational control will move to Admiral O’Connell on the surface.”
“Yes sir!”
Komirri stood up and looked at the planet in front of him on the monitor. “Sixteen hours people.”

APO PRIME
DAY FORTY-FIVE

SENATE MEETING CHAMBERS

There were one thousand eight hundred and seven worlds that claimed membership in the Lycavorian Union, each one of them having a Senior Senator sitting in this very chamber. The comfortable chairs were arranged in a half moon shape, fifty across in the first row and then expanding upwards and outwards with each consecutive row. A long table was in front of the half moon gallery with five chairs placed at it signifying the five permanent members of the Senate Chair, one each from the Lycavorian, Hadarian, Algolian, Elfin and the Haulta race. These were the very first five members of the Union, and with the exception of the Haulta, the other four were the founders of the Union. The ones who Resumar had approached first and foremost about the idea. As Prime Minister, Deia sat to the right of the table in her own high backed chair, four chairs behind her along the wall of the chamber for whatever aides she chose to bring to these meetings. Currently two of those chairs were occupied by Dysea and Isabella, Miai sitting to Dysea’s left as her new personal aide and Isabella sitting to her right. On Isabella’s right hand sat an immaculately dressed Lycavorian female. This was the new aide Armetus had suggested to Deia. She had been one of his operatives; a former student of Gorgo’s who was very fluent in several forms of different languages, and who was also a very skilled warrior. She was extremely intelligent and witty, and Deia would always have an open line of communication with Armetus.

The Elfin Master of Ceremony stood up from the table and pressed the button on the panel sending a resounding chime through the room bringing everyone’s attention to him. He paused for several moments to insure they were all attentive and then nodded.


“I would first like to thank you all for coming to this Emergency Senate Meeting. I know many of you were off world when you received the summons.” The Elf Master of Ceremony spoke. “It has been asked that these proceedings be broadcast by the Net Channels of the Union so that our people can view what takes place first hand here today, and the Senate Chairs have agreed.” He shifted some data pads on the table and looked at the gathered male and female Senators from every species in the Union. “We had originally been called here to determine the future of our Union, the continued leadership of Prime Minister Deia, and the direction in which we wanted to proceed. The death of King Leonidas postponed that meeting until today. With the Prime Minister’s permission, I will allow Senator Dalkor of the Lycavorian People’s Republic to make his short presentation to this body before allowing her to conduct her opening statements, after which we will adjourn to attend the King’s Interment.”

Deia looked at him and nodded with a smile. “Of course Norlian.” Deia said sweetly.


Norlian looked at Dalkor who sat in the first row. “Senator you may proceed.”


Dalkor got to his feet smugly and moved to the elaborate podium that was set up facing the chamber seats. “It is with great humility and sorrow that I stand before you all today. It was I that our esteemed Prime Minister asked to deliver the message in regards to King Leonidas’s fate on the planet Ukwav. However… despite the sadness we all must feel in our hearts over the loss of our King, we must face the reality that our Union has become weak. My government, after joining this Union took the time to conduct an extensive review of the Union and all its assets and principles. We freely showed our willingness to abide by the rule of the Lycavorian Union law by signing the Official Petition of Acceptance all of our people have signed. After much deliberation, President Chetak determined that a new direction in the Union was needed, and he authorized me to bring two bills to this Senate floor. The first bill is a request that the rule of King Leonidas be suspended pending his actions after his supposed mate and future Queen took it upon herself to freely choose a stronger Lycavorian male as her mate, during the midst of the Lunmai. Her new mate happened to be Joric, the son of President Chetak. I have distributed an information packet to all of you in regards to this, explaining the Lunmai and the significance it holds with the Lycavorian people. It also includes the untimely death of this young woman at the hands of our planet’s most dangerous predator, the dragon infestation. In his anger and grief over this incident King Leonidas decided to hijack an entire Fleet Group of Union ships and go on a rampage across the stars that…”

L’tian rose to his feet quickly. “That rampage you refer to resulted in a victory against a High Coven garrison planet that we failed to accomplish in three attempts over the years!” He bellowed.


Dalkor nodded quickly. “Yes it did.” He spoke. “And it cost the lives of over a thousand of our finest Spartan soldiers! A thousand lives because our new King was angry and upset that the female he chose as his mate, found another, stronger male more desirable and chose him. Is this the sort of action we want from a King? Our King? I think not!”


L’tian sat back down in his chair acting properly chastised and Dalkor took this as a sign he was on a roll. 


“During our investigations we have discovered many things about our late King that my President and I found troubling. I will relate only the most important one in my opinion, and the one that should matter most to all of us.” Dalkor spoke. “We discovered that our late King fathered a child with the High Coven Princess Yuri, and because of that child, he allowed her to escape Earth, and in the process take your own daughter prisoner Ambassador L’tian. Star Commander For’mya was held for nearly a month by the High Coven, enduring beatings and who knows what else. All because our late King has a child with the daughter of our greatest enemy, and Prime Minister Deia knew this and attempted to hide it! Is this whom we look to for leadership in these times? With the King’s passing leadership of the Union has now fallen to his remaining two Queens, a genetically created elf female who he turned, and the daughter of the Hadarian King who was thought lost many centuries ago, who he also turned. I see one here, but where is the other? Among his closest advisors was Princess Isabella, a former High Coven Princess.  A princess who supposedly defected to our Union a thousand years ago, an event I have a hard time believing.”


“Is this who we wish to follow now that the King is dead? They all knew of his child with Yuri. They did nothing!” Dalkor spoke turning to look at where Dysea sat. “Look at them… even in this chamber the she-elf holds the hand of the vampire without regard.”

Dysea and Isabella sat there stoically, but made no move to unclasp their hands from each other.


“Through this all… Prime Minister Deia knew of everything and tried to hide it from the esteemed members of this Senate.” Dalkor spoke. “What does that say of her leadership abilities my friends? Is this the type of leadership we need right now?” Dalkor reached down and picked up the data pad. “You have before you two Bills for review… the first is a bill for this Senate to act and remove the Queens from their duties, and the second is to remove Prime Minister Deia from her office and elect a new Prime Minister to guide us into the future. I would be happy to provide any and all the information on what we have obtained and how we obtained it in regards to everything I have brought forth before you today. That is all I have… and I thank you for your time.”


The chamber was abuzz with conversation as Dalkor went back to his seat with a smug expression on his face of victory. Deia simply sat in her chair watching him with her dark eyes, an almost amused expression on her face. Many of the gathered Senators appeared outraged, and Deia knew this was from Dalkor’s efforts over the past weeks to garner support. Some even began to openly question the members of the Senate Chair out loud.


Norlian turned to look at Deia and he touched the panel on the table once more, the loud chime sounding in the room for silence. It took longer this time… but Deia waited patiently until the chamber was quiet once more before getting to her feet slowly, and taking her time to cross to the podium.


“A very elegant speech and plea Senator Dalkor,” Deia spoke confidently. “I commend you.” She let her eyes wander over the chamber for a long moment and took a deep breath. “I am not going to stand here and relate to you who King Leonidas was. His history from the time he was born until the time we discovered he still lived is an open book. There is no history… because we thought he was dead. What I entered into the data banks of this chamber and it is now available to all of you on your screens, is the history of this man before he even knew who and what he was. As you can all see for yourselves… the humans of Earth were meticulous record keepers up until the time of what they call The Comet Event.” Deia watched as many of the Senators bent to look at their screens. “This information you are reviewing now is, quite frankly, astounding. I had not seen some of it until this very morning. This was the son of Leonidas… this is what he did before he knew who and what he was. All of you now know what he did after he discovered his bloodline and his heritage. Killing Xerxes, freeing Earth of the High Coven rule. That has been played out for weeks on the very Net Channels that are here now. King Leonidas was not aware of any child of his blood until after Earth was free, and when he discovered this information, his first thought was not how could this have happened. His first thought on discovering he had a child, regardless of her blood, his first thought was to begin searching for her. She was of his blood… and he did not care that the woman who bore this child was his hated enemy… he cared only that it was his child as well and he wanted to find her. Is that not what any parent would do?” Deia looked at Dalkor. “The good Senator is demonizing something that has evil in it. This was not a plot by the King. When he had this relationship with the Princess Yuri, he had no idea who he was. What he was. He had no idea who she was! Do we stand here now and judge him because of his actions as a man? I will not presume to do such a thing. How many of you are so arrogant to presume you will?” Deia shook her head slowly. “How many of you have illegitimate children that you quite possibly might not be aware of? This is not some single source of blinding light that shows our King was wrong or that he was secretly serving the High Coven, as Senator Dalkor seems to want you to believe.” Deia smiled. “This is merely a father wanting to find his daughter.”


Deia nodded. “Yes he allowed Yuri to escape Earth. He had just killed her brother Xerxes, and wiped out four times his number of vampire soldiers and High Coven Immortals. Perhaps he was tired of the killing? Perhaps because he had just finished freeing the only planet he has ever called home… and lost many friends in doing so… perhaps he was tired of fighting and wanted only to put his planet back together. Perhaps that is why he allowed her to escape. Was it the right decision? No. And he was the first to admit that when he discovered what Yuri had done. A novel idea isn’t it… admitting you are wrong. It was a mistake he quickly rectified as you all know. It was he himself who rescued Star Commander For’mya, and she is now the Bound Concubine to the King.” Deia noticed with an inward smile that several heads came up at her statement. “Now… for you Senator Dalkor, a member of this Union and this Senate for forty-five days, to question the honor and integrity of Princess Isabella, who has been among us for a thousand years, that in my opinion that is unconscionable.”

“Is there truth in what I say?” Dalkor demanded getting to his feet. “Is that why you act so defensively now?”


Deia smiled. “Truth Dalkor? Do you truly wish to speak of truth now?” Deia stepped away from the podium after pressing several buttons on the small control panel. “Let us talk about truth then Senator. Is it not true that the Lycavorian People’s Republic hunts dragons as a means of very generous income? Dragon bones and other parts of these magnificent and sentient creatures bring a tidy sum in the Wilds… is that not true Senator?”


“They are predators on my planet!” Dalkor exclaimed. “They kill hundreds of my people every year!”


“They kill hundreds of the men hunting them Dalkor.” Deia spoke. “Or is the fact that your own records indicate that not one innocent civilian has been killed by a dragon in over seven centuries not the truth?” 

Dalkor’s eyes narrowed. “How did you acquire access to that?” He demanded.


“Is it not true Senator Dalkor… that your government allows the practice of forcing young Lycavorian females, who have reached their Coming of Age to submit to the first and most brutal Alpha male that takes them. Whether they want it or not? Is that not true?”


“That is our way!” He snapped. “The Union’s own charter states they can not interfere with the internal workings of a member government.”


Deia nodded. “Yes it does.” She stated plainly. “The truth is the Lycavorian Union still follows the Lycavorian Chronicles of Law, and the First Oracle’s Declaration. Is that not true Master of Ceremony?” Deia asked Norlian as she turned to face him.


Norlian nodded his head. “Yes Prime Minister… that has always been true. It is the rules of law that King Resumar and the First Oracle established while we were still slaves to the High Coven. It has always been the foundation for our Union.”


Deia nodded and turned to Miai, holding out her hand. Dysea’s new aide sprang quickly to her feet as if waiting for this moment and rushed to her side with the three data pads. Deia took one quickly.


“Lycavorian Chronicles of Law, Volume Three, Paragraph fourteen states that rape of any female, no matter the species, whether it is of the body or the mind, is strictly forbidden and punishable by death.” Deia stated loudly.


“What does that have to do with anything we are discussing?” Dalkor demanded.


“Senator Dalkor… would you agree that the Hadarians are the finest medical minds in the universe? That without them our great Union would not be where we are now. Many diseases eradicated and destroyed, many injuries we are now able to treat and fully recover from due tot heir training and skill and medical knowledge. Is that not true?”


Dalkor nodded tentatively. “Yes… it is well known they are the foremost researchers and the most knowledgeable in the field of medical science.”


Deia nodded. “Good… I’m glad we agree on that truth.” Deia turned too look at where Zaniai sat in the front row of the chamber. “Prefect Zaniai it is a great honor to have you with us here today.” She said walking up to him and taking the scroll pad he held out to her. She held it up. “What I have here is a complete and thorough report on a blood sample of Queen Aricia. This report indicates that Queen Aricia was given a drug to increase the potency of the Lunmai fever to a point where she was not even aware what she was doing at the time that President Chetak’s son Joric decided he would rape her and force her to claim him as her mate.”


Dalkor came to his feet with a shot. “How dare you!” he shouted. “What lies do you bring to this sacred chamber?”


“Lies?” Deia spoke calmly. “Did you just not say the Hadarians were the foremost researchers in the universe? That they are the most knowledgeable in medical science? Did you not just say that?”


“Yes!”


“Are you saying now that what they have found is a lie?” Deia snapped.


“One of… one of his Queens leads the Hadarian people!” Dalkor barked. “This… this information you have obtained is contrived to make what happen appear to be criminal!”


“Really?” Deia spoke. “In seven hundred years as Prime Minister and an additional thousand plus years as a member of this very Senate, I have never known Prefect Zaniai to lie about anything. If anyone else can recall such an occasion please speak up now.”


No one did.


Deia nodded. “Yes… I didn’t think so.” She moved back to where Miai stood and took the second data pad. “Senator Dalkor… is it not true that the Lycavorian People’s Republic has recently purchased six engineering companies here in the Union, in fact right here on Apo Prime?”


“Yes… it is our right of free trade.” Dalkor spoke.


Deia nodded. “Is it not true that the majority of the funds you used for these transactions were routed through a financial institution in the Wilds that is in actuality a front company for the High Coven? I have the proof here in my hand if you would like to review it.”


“I…” Dalkor remained quiet as Deia began to roll up to her finale. 


“Senator… is it not true that the Lycavorian People’s Republic had a total of just under thirty men and women acting as intelligence agents within these companies and within this very government?” Deia looked at him. “Something that is against the Union Charter I might add.” Deia tossed the data pad at him. “No answer? I thought not.” Deia took the third data pad offered to her by Miai. “Allow me to read you something from the First Oracle’s Declaration Dalkor, since it is what we consider to be law in the Union. Macin Gravinolfgrek, hador Vada Assirina Cormunn fand hote dissa.” She spoke in the ancient Lycavorian language. “Anomes, magar un tur shahlekke son raanath jossas.” Deia looked at him. “Does that ring a bell Senator Dalkor? Allow me to translate for our esteemed colleagues in this Senate chamber. Once consecrated in blood, honor The Centennial of the Moon above all others. Soulmates, never to be parted by worldly means.

“The Centennial of the Moon for those who are not aware is the most sacred ritual by which male Lycavorians claim willing females to be their mates. The King claimed Aricia in this manner, and further cemented this ritual when they shared each others blood.”

“How do you know this to be true?” Dalkor demanded.


“I can produce Aricia’s mother and a hundred other men and women who know this to be true Senator Dalkor. Men and women from the city of Sparta, who have followed more closely our old ways than any who sit in this chamber. Including myself! Would you like me to call them in?” Deia snapped.


Dalkor looked at her. “These accusations are baseless and unfounded!” He exclaimed. “They are only a means for you to attempt to keep power!”


Deia smiled. “I’m glad you mentioned that Senator.” She spoke. “You can thank your son for the information I obtained on the People’s Republic and the crimes you have committed. He’s under arrest by the way, for attempting to bribe me into naming him as my successor for the information he gave to me.”


The doors to the Senate Chamber opened and a dozen Spartans entered from the four entrances, taking up positions at each door.


“Now… as to truth.” Deia continued with a smile. “The truth of the matter is this. Your petition for acceptance into this Union was signed and certified eleven hours before Joric violated the laws of this Union. While his father, dear President Chetak, watched and recorded it all. Your knowledge of this event also makes you guilty Senator.”


Dalkor looked at her wide eyed. “Guilty of what? I have done nothing wrong?”


Deia stepped up to him, her eyes changing and her fangs extending in anger. “It makes you an accomplice in the drugging and rape of a sitting Queen of the Lycavorian Union you foul excuse for a man!” Deia shouted. “Seize him!” Two Spartans were beside him instantly and gripped his arms between them.


The Chamber became filled with angry shouts and curses… all of them directed at Dalkor as the realization of what was occurring was finally sinking in.


Deia stared at Dalkor. “The truth of the matter is Dalkor… the King is not dead! And neither is Aricia his Queen. The truth of the matter is, at this very moment… King Leonidas is about to unleash his brand of Spartan justice on Chetak and his vile son, and he will get his Queen back Dalkor, no matter who he has to kill. And make no mistake, when King Leonidas is done, the Lycavorian People’s Republic will no longer exist in any way shape or form. Chetak made a mistake Dalkor. He took the pureblood Queen of the Spartan born son of King Leonidas the First. He opened the door into hell’s fiery abyss, and he left himself no way out. He left you no way out, and you will suffer far easier a fate than Chetak or his fool son. You will just be executed for your crimes. Chetak and Joric…” Deia smiled. 

“… Their suffering is only just beginning.”

