CHAPTER TWELVE
SPARTA
SOUTHERN SPACEPORT

The ride down to Earth on MJOLNIR’S HAND’S single MENKLA Transport was many things to the many different individuals on board. 
To Athani’Puat it was the beginning of a new life. 
Athani was far more interested in what Earth and Sparta looked like, for she alone knew the path to her future lay here with Resumar Leonidas. He had been true to his word and while they had showered together he had simply washed her body thoroughly with gentle strokes and loving caresses, occasionally dropping light kisses on her shoulders and neck under the hot spray. Though there was nothing sexual about it, just his touch was enough to send feelings of bliss skittering across her flesh. He had gotten her back to her quarters unseen easily enough and he left her with a short but emotion filled kiss that left her body trembling for more and her mind with no doubts as to his intentions. What he had made her feel was beyond her scope of comprehension right now, but Athani knew she wanted to experience it over and over again. And she knew without question it wasn’t just the divine physical pleasure he had reaped upon her, it was something far deeper and while that should have frightened her, Athani found herself basking in the sensations it caused her to feel within. 
Athani’Puat’s past was rapidly crumbling away from around her and she knew it and she was going to embrace it as quickly as she could. 
She had been waiting nearly a quarter century for the right moment to come when she could break away from the life she had been born into. She had endured Pusintin’s touch upon her for too long and the moment Resumar had filled her the first time with his essence it was as if he had purged her very soul. It had never been her intention to fall in love with him. She had only wanted to use him to escape the life she was bound too. That first kiss however, that kiss had caused her to fall very hard and so very quickly for the handsome half elf, half wolf Prince. His actions and the heavenly feeling of being wrapped within his arms had been far more than she had ever hoped or dreamed that she would find. His words to her were enough to ignite fires of desire within her belly, fires that he had just as quickly satiated with his touch. Until he had held her in his arms Athani had never known what love felt like. She may have been older than him by some quarter century or possibly more she didn’t really know, but if what she felt coursing through her now was any indication; she would never desire anyone else. She wanted to know everything about Resumar Leonidas, his likes and his dislikes. And since he had not let her exercise the skills she had acquired over the years due to having to suffer Pusintin’s touch, Athani wanted to give him back the pleasure he had so willingly given to her. Now Athani’Puat thanked each and every star she saw that it was Resumar Leonidas who had been on that ship. She could still smell him on her, if even so very faintly, and the mint like wildflower smell tickled her nostrils and filled her with warmth. 

Resumar and Queen For’mya had accompanied them on the transport and while they sat closer to the cockpit of the transport, she could still catch glimpses of him as he moved about in the front speaking with his mother. Athani knew they had to be exceptionally careful, even around his own people and his family. He had taught her very quickly between their trysts how to shield her mind in a way that would not allow anyone to touch her as he and Cemath had done.

“My father and mothers are very strong within Mindvoice. All of my family… but my father and older brother most of all.” He had told her as they lay in his bed, their breathing returning to normal even as his fingers traced the skin of her shoulders and neck causing swells of delight to cascade through her. He found her tail fascinating Athani discovered, and this was only another sign to her that he was the one. “I’m quite sure that you are the only recorded one of your people to show signs of being able to Mindvoice. Part of that is because Cemath touched you… and then me. Let me show you what my brother Andro showed me on how to shield your thoughts even when you are not aware of it. You must practice as often as you can to strengthen this ability. It will make it safer for you until we are ready to reveal what we want to reveal. Cemath will help you Athani just as I will… all you need do is reach out to him. To me. We are bonded… and I don’t keep anything from him. He knows about us… and my feelings for you. He will help you. I know how your people are and I truly do not want anything to happen to you before we can be together so we must be careful.”

“Will they attempt to read my thoughts?” She had asked as she snuggled in his arms.


“No!” He answered immediately shaking his head. “That is not something any of us would do. It is considered a huge lack of protocol and incredible disrespect. And in some cases it is considered a crime. Besides… with what I teach you if someone tried to breach your mind in that way I would detect it and so would Cemath. And we would respond instantly.”

“Will I be able to see your thoughts?” She asked.


Resumar grinned at her and waggled his eyebrows. “What thoughts would you like to see?”


“Not those!” She exclaimed pushing up against him and using her tail to slap his ass cheek lightly. “I have felt those thoughts!”


Resumar chuckled. “As you grow stronger yes… if you want too, I can show you my thoughts. If things work out as I hope they will… you will have free reign within my thoughts.” He told her.


“How do you want them to work out?” Athani asked softly.


“As strange as it may sound because we have known each other for only two days… I want you to be mine Athani. Now… tomorrow… next week… next year. I can’t explain it to you, but that is what I feel pounding in my blood.” He replied.


“Why are you doing this Resumar Leonidas?” She asked. “Knowing what… what my intentions were and knowing what I sought before coming here. Knowing that I only wanted too… why would you still do this for me?”


Resumar met her beautiful blue/green eyes. “My people… Lycavorians… and elves… we are very open about many things… to include our desires and wants. But when we decide we have found the one we want to spend our lives with, our instincts take over… and we pursue them until we have won those we want or we are dismissed. I have the blood of both in my veins, and it makes that instinct far stronger.”

“And I… I am this person for you?” She asked softly.


“As crazy as it sounds… I knew the first minute I saw you in the landing bay that you were who I wanted.” Res replied.


“It is not crazy…” She spoke softly. “For a part of me realized it too when you helped me to my feet. I have never felt these emotions within me Resumar… and they feel so wonderful.”


“Well good.” Res spoke. He moved closer until his forehead was touching hers. “Now relax and let me show you what I mean. After that I’m going to steal your breath away again.”


Since returning to her quarters she had practiced raising and lowering the walls around her mind as he had shown her. The more she concentrated, the stronger they became but he had told her that it would become second nature to her very quickly, and until that time he and Cemath would augment her shields as much as possible. 

Athani had been enthralled with the blue/green color of the planet and when they had finally entered the atmosphere and broke out of the clouds she gasped as she saw the huge swatches of green fertile land and the huge expanses of timber and mountains. She saw many cities from high up but as they drew closer to the ground following a certain course she began to see a larger city take shape. It appeared to be surrounded by towering mountains on three sides and fit neatly in a lush valley with a large river. The river actually cut through the center of the city and as the transport swept around and began to descend to the spaceport Athani could make out the lofty buildings in the distance. They were not like the towering structures of steel and glass she had seen on other planets. These buildings appeared made from a combination of granite and steel that impugned incredible workmanship. She could see Lifters darting back and forth between the higher buildings but nothing on or near the street level which was filled with hundreds if not thousands of men and women walking the streets and footpaths. Many of the taller buildings even had greenery reaching up along the sides and decorating the outsides of their structures. There were Lifter platforms high up that connected to some of the taller buildings and the pedestrian bridges that connected them to others. Almost all of the very tall buildings were within two blocks she saw, the rest gradually decreasing in height as they moved outward. All along the outside edge of the city she could see the Lifter lanes and the traffic was heavy but moving quickly to different parts of the city.


“Lifter traffic is not allowed below thirty stories or within the city proper. There is actually no structure over fifty stories high to be honest. Many of the citizens of Sparta have lived here for thousands of years, and you will find they try to remain true to their history and culture. Part of that culture is the lack of truly modern looking buildings. They have a unique combination of construction as you can see.” For’mya’s voice spoke and Athani looked up and saw the others turning away from the view windows to look at her as she came down the short staircase into the main portion of the transport. “The streets of Sparta are free of clutter for the citizens to walk and mingle. There are several hundred different types of cafés and restaurants spread throughout the city, many of them established by an assortment of the species within the Union. Eden City is the actual capital of Earth now and much larger in size in many respects, but the basic design construction and infrastructure you see from your windows is the same all over Earth. We decided to copy what was here in Sparta for the most part. Eden City is more modern looking with significantly more buildings, but it has changed very little since Martin Leonidas and Dysea began building it. There are now seventy-three major cities spread across the planet, with ten times that number of smaller settlements and urban areas.”

“Eden City is the first city he built isn’t it?” Athani asked.


For’mya looked at her with a smile. “Yes it is. Martin and Dysea began building it before he discovered who he really was. It was very nearly destroyed in The Battle for Earth, but it has been rebuilt and enlarged to many degrees even better than it was before.”


“Will we see this Eden City?” Jalersi asked.


“You will be staying in a newer facility in the Northeast Quadrant of Sparta. It is closest to those parts of the city that remain in some fashion from millennia ago.” For’mya continued. “It is an apartment complex of sorts for visiting dignitaries with every comfort and easy access to the nearby River Promenade with shops and cafés and such. It is actually quite beautiful. A trip to Eden City can be arranged however if that is something you would like.”


“You will allow us to go within your city? Within Sparta?” Jalersi asked somewhat surprised at this information.


“You are not prisoners here. You are the members of a Diplomatic Envoy taking part in Trade Negotiations.” For’mya spoke. 
“And what of your people?” Qurot spoke now. “How will they treat us?”

“You will find the people of Sparta very tolerant of others no matter their past as long as they are treated in the same fashion they treat you.” For’mya answered. “Regardless of what you may think the citizens of the Union are very friendly and open. The people who call Sparta home even more so. Whatever preconceived notions you may have will probably not turn out to be true.”

“Will we see the other children of the King?” Karun asked the question.


For’mya looked at him for a moment. She shrugged finally. “You may or you may not. They are all members of the military with duties and tasks all their own. Androcles commands his own Fleet Group which is based here on Earth. Resumar will begin putting together his own staff when we return for he will receive his own Fleet Group at the end of this year.” Athani’s eyes perked up at this information. “We have found it very hard over the years to keep track of our older children so we have stopped trying. Since this is the beginning of our annual exodus to Earth they are all here, but they go and do as they please. Most of our older children are taking part in additional training maneuvers for Mjolnir’s Hand. The younger ones come and go from the villa to their activities during the day as any of the younger ones in Sparta do.”


“Don’t they stay here in Sparta?” Karun continued. “The older children of the King I mean?”

“They each have apartments on the main estate; however all of them also maintain their own villas in the city of Gytheio several kilometers south. It was Sparta’s port city in ancient times and it has become so again.” For’mya explained. “The waters of the Laconian Gulf are quite beautiful and exceptionally warm this time of year.”


“So they do not stay at the Royal Palace?” Karun asked.


For’mya stepped closer to him. “The main estate is no palace.” She said with a smile and shake of her head. “It is unchanged in many respects from when Martin Leonidas discovered who he was. It is a single story villa, though it has been enlarged quite a bit over the years.” She looked at him. “Why such an interest in my other children Karun?” She asked.


“Your children?” He asked surprised looking at his mother and then back to her.


“You will find…” Resumar spoke now as he came down the short flight of steps into the main area. “You will find that my brothers and sisters and I do not distinguish who our birth mothers are.” He stated matter of factly. “As far as we are concerned, they are all our mothers. And that is how we treat them.” They watched as Resumar leaned over For’mya’s shoulder and dropped an affectionate kiss on her cheek as if to emphasize his words and he held out the pad to her as he did this. “A message from Uncle Andreus mother.” He said.


For’mya looked at the pad briefly and nodded. “Excellent. The King’s Durcunusaan Captain has informed me that the secure transmitter is now active and set up in the quarters reserved for you Jalersi. You may contact your father as soon as you arrive there and please inform him we will entertain any requests that he might make as long as they are within reason. We will be meeting Prime Minister Deia to…”


“What do you consider within reason?” Jalersi asked. “I’m sure he will demand we be allowed our own security force after the events on the ship.”


For’mya nodded slowly. “No doubt.” She said. “Martin Leonidas will allow a small detachment that much I can tell you.”


“What do you consider small?” Jalersi asked.


“I would think six is an appropriate number. You will not have need for more.” For’mya answered.

“And what of the High Coven members already on Earth?” Jiss asked now. “Can you guarantee our safety from them?”


“The members of the High Coven party are being kept on the opposite side of the city in a facility similar to yours.” For’mya replied. “They will have no need to cross the whole of Sparta to come into the area that you will be occupying. There is much to do and see throughout the entire city, and they also have our security forces with them. They will not allow any type of confrontation. You will more than likely not even see them while you are here.”

“What about the rest of us?” Qurot barked out quickly. “Do we get secure transmitters as well?”

“Jalersi is the head of your Trade delegation.” For’mya spoke calmly even at his rude interruption. “Is there a particular reason that you need a secure transmitter Commander?”


“No there is not.” Jalersi stated before Qurot could answer.


“Good. As I was saying… I will introduce you to the Prime Minister and then I have to depart until later this evening when we gather for dinner.” For’mya spoke.


“Will the King be joining us then?” Jalersi asked a hopeful tone in her voice.


For’mya shook her head. “No… not this evening.” She said. “Martin Leonidas is very busy. He has made time to honor your request Jalersi… however I won’t know when that will be until I see him and talk with him.”


“When will you see him?” Jalersi asked quickly.


For’mya smiled warmly. “As soon as we exit the ship I would imagine.” She answered. “He is my mate… and we have missed each other. I will be able to tell you when he will meet with you this evening at dinner.”


“It is a pleasure to meet you Representative Jalersi’Puat.” Deia spoke in her most politically correct and inviting voice as she extended her hand in greeting. “I welcome you to Earth and to Sparta.”

Jalersi was somewhat taken aback by Deia’s greeting, but she took the offered hand. “Thank you Prime Minister Deia.” She stammered quickly. “We… we have heard much about you.”


Deia laughed as For’mya chuckled from where she stood next to Jalersi. “Yes… well I’m sure not all of it was good.” She stated with a disarming smile.


“Deia… I present Jalersi’s younger sister Athani’Puat.” For’mya spoke now as she motioned Athani forward. “And Senior Legislators Jiss and Matuarr. Beside them are Jalersi’s oldest son and an officer in their military Karun. Then there is Commander Qurot.” She turned back to Deia as she finished shaking hands with the Kavalian Jiss and faced Qurot. It was Athani who noticed that the Prime Minister didn’t so much as bat an eye at Qurot’s obvious attempt to make his appearance more intimidating than he was. “Commander… a pleasure.” She spoke bowing her head slightly. Deia didn’t smile as Qurot grunted at her, dismissing her almost casually. She turned back to Jalersi who was giving Qurot an evil glare for his actions.


“I must apologize for what happened on MJOLNIR’S HAND.” Deia spoke. “We are very pleased no one among your party was hurt, and I assure you we will find out who it is that was responsible.”


Jalersi nodded. “I thank you for your words Prime Minister.” She spoke. “The High Coven is friend to neither of our peoples and I’m quite sure you will do your best to discover what happened. I am curious however, why are you signing a Cease Fire Agreement with them now, after so long? And will this recent event make you rethink your position in this regard. They are responsible for the attack.”


Deia was prepared for just this sort of question and she smiled. “We have not fought an engagement with the High Coven in nearly twenty-five years.” She stated quickly. “Your people have kept them quite occupied.” She said acting if this was impressive. “Signing this agreement was actually my idea when they made it known this is what they wanted. It shows them we will not involve ourselves in the war currently going on between them and your people. In a manner it also shows your people we have no intention of entering the war in any way. It is something we can speak more about if you like. You will be here for several days… and if your request for an embassy is approved by the King and the Senate perhaps even longer. As for recent events, we are still investigating the incident.”


“It was quite a bit more than an incident.” Jiss stated now. “They made an attempt to assassinate the daughters of our Prefect. He will not look kindly on that.”


Deia nodded. “Nor should he.” She said. “However, the attack occurred within Union borders and on the Union flagship. It also appears those who conducted the attack were part of some insurgent group and are not tied directly to the Empress or the High Coven. At least that is what we have been able to determine so far. We are still investigating as I said.”


“And if it is determined the High Coven was behind this attack?” Jalersi asked.


“Then I’m sure the King will review what we know.” Deia spoke. “If we are to establish a more permanent channel between our governments, I suggest we worry about what we can do and let King Leonidas concern himself with the military aspects of discovering what happened. He will get to the bottom of it I assure you. He does not take kindly to having his son and one of his beloved mates put in danger.” Deia smiled. “As I said… now that this door has been open… I suggest we do all we can to keep it open.”

Jalersi nodded. “I believe to better understand how your government works I would like that.” She stated.


“Good. We can…”


The deep throated trumpet that rolled across the expanse of the tarmac caused the heads of everyone to turn and Deia heard several gasps from the Kavalians as they watched the colossal, obsidian scaled dragon swoop down from the blue cloudless sky above and settle gracefully to the tarmac several hundred meters away. The figure of the large man sitting causally in the saddle was very evident. Beside that massive dragon was settling an azure scaled beast barely half the size with a more diminutive figure in the saddle.


“By the gods!” Jalersi gasped taking a step back even from this distance.


Deia smiled. “King Leonidas… and Queen Aricia.” She spoke softly as Jalersi turned to look at her. “Torma has that effect on everyone due to his size. He is close to twenty-one meters long now… but thankfully he has stopped growing.”


For’mya stepped closer to them quickly feeling her blood calling for her mates. “Jalersi… I will see you and the others this evening for dinner.” She stated.


Jalersi nodded quickly, her eyes turning back to look as Torma flared his massive wings several times even as he settled completely to the ground, his legs cocked underneath him. “Of… of course.” She said watching as For’mya and Resumar both began to walk quickly towards where the two dragons had landed.

“The King and his family rarely, if ever, use interplanetary transportation.” Deia said explaining to them. “Their bonded brothers and sisters would be insulted if they did I think.” Deia said. “You have no fears truly.”


“Are all of his children bonded to these beasts?” Karun asked quickly.


Deia shook her head. “Not all of them no. All of them can ride quite well… most of them learned to do that before they could even walk actually… I believe Androcles was riding by the time he was three… but not all of them are bonded to dragons. And they are not beasts to us young man.” Deia spoke keeping her voice calm and without emotion. “The dragons that carry the King and Queens and their family are all from the same family bloodline of dragons. The two dragons you see there are Torma and Isheeni… they are the parents to all but one of the dragons that a Leonidas rides. Dragons are friends and family to many within the Union… not beasts.”

Karun bowed his head slightly. “My apologies.” He spoke.


Deia shook her head. “It is of no consequence really. Just do not call them beasts when you are in their presence for they are just as intelligent as you and I and it would be offensive to them.”


“I won’t.” He spoke.


“Please… this is my senior aide Lieutenant Ardis… and she will escort you to the Diplomatic Apartments and show you where you will be staying.” Deia motioned to the figure behind her who stepped forward now.


The figure was wearing the matte black body armor that they had seen on For’mya and Resumar on the ship. They also noticed that the figure wore a similar crimson cape with gold trimmed edges as well. As the hands came up and tossed back the hood they were surprised when they saw not the stern face of a man, but the exquisitely beautiful face of the young elven woman. Or half elf they saw, as her elven ears were not the four inch high elegantly curved ears they knew full blooded elves had. Her shimmering black tresses fell well past her shoulders, the black body armor doing nothing to hide the fact that she had a firm, supple body with high breasts and very long legs. She appeared to be nearing five feet eight inches tall though her legs appeared even longer for her height. Karun was the most affected by her, for he was half Lycavorian himself and while not as sensitive as a pureblood Lycavorian, his sense of smell was excellent. He sniffed the air gently, detecting the faint scent of peaches and wild timber wafting from her pores. Her face was perfection in every manner, from the high cheekbones to her full lips which bore no color except the natural blush of soft pink. It was her eyes that grabbed everyone’s attention. Her right eye was a bright sapphire color, while the left was an equally bright violet hued orb. They also detected the holster on her right thigh that bore the K12A Kinetic Magnum and the long slim holster on her left thigh that held the intricately carved pommel of the Nehtes. Her black hair was pulled over one shoulder and tied with fine white Drow silk. 

Jalersi looked at Deia quickly. “She wears the colors of the Royal family?” She said. “This is one of the King’s children?”


Deia smiled and shook her head quickly. “This is Lieutenant Ardis… daughter of Sparta’s Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Star Colonel Isra of Mjolnir’s Hand.” She answered. “She is King Leonidas’s oldest niece.”

“My mother and Uncle Martin are very close.” Ardis said. “She was the very first he discovered upon returning to Earth so many years ago and discovering his past and heritage. They have been like brother and sister ever since. More so that many who are related by blood.” Ardis spoke. Her voice was soft like wind chimes and bespoke great intelligence.


“You wear the uniform of…” Jalersi began speaking. 


“A Durcunusaan… yes.” Ardis finished her statement. “I was accepted into their ranks immediately upon completing my Agoge. I spent three years with them… but I have been Prime Minister Deia’s senior aide for the last year.”


“You are a rider then?” Jiss asked. “Like the others?”


Ardis shook her head. “No. I have ridden dragons since I was a small girl; it is hard not to do this when your father and mothers are bonded to them, not to mention most of your extended family. I am not bonded to a single dragon however.”


“Your father has two mates?” Qurot demanded in his harsh voice.


“My second mother is a Drow elf. Vice President of Earth Aihola. My father and mothers have been together for twenty-five years now.” Ardis answered with a great deal of pride and respect in her voice. “I am twenty-two years old and the third oldest of their six children. My older brothers are bonded with dragons. My younger siblings have not yet showed signs of this though it is still possible.”

Qurot laughed. “I like this place!” He stated looking around. “It appears everyone has more than one woman!”


“Qurot!” Jalersi snapped.


Ardis stepped forward, her sapphire and violet eyes on Qurot. “My Drow mother is half vampire Commander Qurot.” She stated plainly seeing the look on his face change to shock and then disgust. “And to my knowledge there are less than a hundred and twenty male Lycavorians within the entire Union that have more than one mate. All of them… to include my father; my Uncle Martin and my adoptive Uncle Daniel Simpson are exceptional Spartans… for they love their mates equally. To presume something else is not only incorrect… it is entirely foolish.”

Qurot’s eyes narrowed. “You call me foolish?” He spat.


“I don’t know Commander. Your assumptions would make it appear so.” Ardis answered politely not fazed in the least by his harsh and overbearing demeanor. “Are you?”


Deia smiled as she took Ardis’s arm and squeezed lightly. “Lieutenant Ardis will show you to the Diplomatic Apartments and then escort you to the Conference Building where we can begin our schedule of talks.”

Ardis motioned to several multi-seat Lifters parked a short distance away. “Please… this way.”


Athani risked a very quick glance back across the tarmac and her keen feline like eyes detected Resumar embracing the raven haired woman. She turned back to follow her sister to the Lifters.


[Tonight Athani’Puat.] Resumar’s voice filtered into her head and she smiled inwardly. [I will see you tonight and show you a little of Sparta from the air if that pleases you.]


[I believe I would like that Resumar Leonidas.] She answered.


[Tonight then.]


[I will be waiting.] Athani spoke.

DURCUNUSAAN HOSPITAL
QUARANTINE LEVEL

Anja gripped For’mya’s hands tightly as they shared a brief but passionate kiss while Martin and Aricia stood next to Resumar looking through the large glass view window at the medical technicians who were handling the bodies of the commandos gingerly.


“You had us worried for a moment.” Anja spoke gently to her.


For’mya sighed as Anja nuzzled her elfin ear. “Resumar and I had it completely under control.” She stated confidently.


“So much under control that you couldn’t grab one of them still alive?” Martin asked with a grin as he looked back at them.


“Ignore him.” Anja said quickly.


“I intend too.” For’mya stated as they turned to look at him.


“So what’s the word Red?” Martin asked.


Anja stepped closer to the view window as Martin pulled For’mya to him tightly. “Well… three had their upper bodies pretty well crushed.” Anja stated.


Resumar shrugged sheepishly. “Sorry mother…” He said with a smile. “It was the closest thing Cemath and I could snatch. I didn’t stop to see if it was full.”


Anja chuckled and shook her head. “Just like your father. Always the direct approach. No subtly in you whatsoever.” She said. “The rest were killed by an assortment of Nehtes strikes, very precise For’mya, excellent form.” For’mya smiled as Martin squeezed her tighter.

“It must be all the instruction I have received from Aricia.” For’mya said with a grin.

Martin looked at her as Aricia chuckled. “Ha ha… very funny.”

Anja grinned as well. “Aurith melted one into nothing, Resumar displayed a rare bout of anger in his thrusts and the one who was supposedly the leader died from a massive dose of poison.”

Martin looked at her now. “Poison?”


Anja nodded. “The most concentrated does of neutron radiation that I have ever seen.” She said. “All of them had these capsules imbedded in small pouches inside their cheeks. Bite the capsule… death follows in under thirty seconds and there isn’t a damn thing that will save them.” Anja turned her jade green eyes on Martin.

“Viper Team?” He said softly.

Anja nodded slowly. “A Viper Team. Or at least the closest thing to one that we know of. Why else carry the poison?”


Aricia, For’mya and Resumar looked between the two of them quickly. “What is this Viper Team Beloved? I have never heard of such a thing.” Aricia asked finally.


“It’s something Anja and I had experience with before the comet came.” He answered. “A Viper Team was essentially a suicide squad. The odds of them completing their mission and getting away alive was almost zero. They were thrill junkies. Most of them were loose cannons that had a death wish to begin with anyway. We avoided them at all costs. They carried similar tools and all of them had a capsule of poison they would take if it appeared they were going to be captured. They are similar in many respects to our Zero Teams… but these Viper Teams didn’t care that most of the missions they went on were one way tickets to becoming very dead.”


“You think this is what they were father?” Resumar asked.


Martin shook his head slowly. “No. I think they carried these capsules in case they were captured by the High Coven. Kill themselves and they take whatever they know to the grave. Numbers. Places. Leaders.”


“Names.” For’mya said softly.


Martin nodded. “Yep. Aikiro said there was one group that they could not discover the name of the leader.” He said. “Now we know why.”


“To die to protect their leader and their numbers signifies a much greater purpose and intent.” Aricia stated. “They are not simply a rag tag bunch of malcontents as Aikiro would have us believe.”


“Nope.” Martin said. “Bella is working with Armetus to see what they can find out about this group and who on Beklan is helping them. I damn sure don’t need High Coven insurgents operating out of Union space. Especially not those dedicated enough to try a suicide mission on my ship to kill Kavalians.”


Aricia looked at him. “Have you told Vonis?” She asked.

Martin shook his head. “No… not yet. Just the five of us, Deia and Armetus know what is going on completely. And those on MJOLNIR’S HAND… but they are my crew and they won’t say boo about what happen.”

“I think perhaps I should join Bella and then visit Vonis Martin. He has extensive knowledge of The Wilds and perhaps of any insurgent groups that might be active. He did work in the shadows for quite some time.” Aricia spoke. 
Martin nodded. “I’ll let you and Bella work that end.” He said knowing she and Isabella were more than capable. “For’mya can you stay in front with these Kavalians? Help Deia?”

For’mya nodded quickly. “Of course. I believe they are expecting me too as well. It would look odd if I did not continue. They would know something is not right.”
“Give them as much freedom as possible… but they are not to leave the city.” Martin spoke.
“You know of course that Keleru will want to send his own security for them after what happened.” For’mya asked.

Martin nodded. “And if I refuse they will know something is up. Allow it… but no more than half a dozen.” He answered. “I don’t want anymore than that cruising my city looking for trouble.”

For’mya nodded. “That is what I told Jalersi.” She said leaning up on her tip toes to reach his lips where she kissed him quite passionately. “You made me a promise before I left Martin Leonidas.” She said softly with a seductive glint in her dark brown eyes. “I expect you to honor that promise.”

Martin leaned over quickly and firmly nuzzled her four inch high elven ear causing her to lean against him in delight as his aura pulsed through her being. “And I very much intend to Kinsoaurgai. Do not stay at the dinner too long. I might fall asleep.” 

For’mya met his eyes. “Then I will wake you up Martin Leonidas. In the special way you so enjoy.”

Martin kissed her hard and they both heard Resumar coughing loudly. They turned and looked at him.

“Hey… little more information than I needed!” He stated. “You are my parents after all! I won’t be able to get that picture out of my head the rest of the day!”

Aricia and Anja both burst out laughing as Martin gave his son a shove. “You leave in the morning to help your brother!” He spoke loudly. “That’s all you’ll need to think about.”

Resumar smiled as he nodded his head. “I’d like to return every night though father. I’ll stay in Gytheio. In case mother needs my help. I might be able to assist if anything comes up since they have seen me and know who I am.”

Martin looked at For’mya and she shrugged. “He’s right. The more familiar faces they see… the less they will suspect.” She said. “Can Andro do without him for a few weeks Martin? Having him here, even to be seen at different times, that will lend credence that everything is normal.”
Martin nodded. “I don’t have a problem with it. And Andro doesn’t begin Close Quarters Combat Flying for at least several weeks. I’ll let him know. It will give you a chance to begin to put together a Command Crew for PILLAR OF FAITH. And don’t you and Cemath crash any STRIKERS going back and forth to the station like you did last time.”

“That was a faulty Plasma converter!” Resumar protested. “That was not our fault!”

Martin laughed and nodded. “That’s not what I heard.” He said.

Resumar waved his hand at his parents. “Bah! You can’t even keep a STRIKER on a straight course father. You are not one to talk.” He turned and headed down the corridor muttering to himself.

Aricia stepped up and leaned into Martin’s opposite side, also stretching up to kiss him deeply. “I will see all of you tonight after Bella and I have picked up Dysea.” She said. “And you will be very good to For’mya tonight Beloved. If you aren’t… we will punish you.”

For’mya kissed his cheek as she pushed away with a chuckle. “See… we stick together.” She said as Aricia took her hand and they headed down the corridor.

Martin turned and looked at Anja. “You in on that too?” He asked.

Anja’s jade green eyes twinkled. “What do you think?” She asked with a smile as she stepped up to him now. “We’ll never get enough of you lover. I would think after twenty-five years of being together with us you’d have realized that by now.”

Martin pulled her close. “I believe I can say the same thing.” He spoke leaning over to nuzzle her cheek and feeling her press closer to him in delight.
Anja gripped the front of his uniform tightly as his aura swirled around her gently and she looked up into his face. “I need to show you something.” She spoke in a more serious tone.

Martin waggled his eyebrows. “Really? Down here?” He asked coyly. “Anja… you little minx!”
“Carians… you are a pig!” She gasped playfully. She squeezed his uniform. “This is important lover… and you need to keep that famous temper of yours in check when you see it.”

Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Ok… why do I get the feeling I’m not going to like what you are going to show me?”

“You aren’t.” Anja spoke taking his arm. “But you need to see it. Come with me.” She led him through the sealed door into the quarantine room where her technicians were working on the bodies of the commandos. Anja pulled him into a much smaller room where there was a single body on the table covered in a plain white sheet. Anja released his arm as she moved up next to the table.
“What’s this?” He asked worry filling his face and his words.

“Martin… do you remember Petty Officer Wolcott?” Anja asked.

Martin nodded quickly. “I remember all my people Red… you know that. He died in the attack on Mountain City. Anja what is this…”

Anja reached up slowly and drew back the sheet from the features of the dead vampire commando. The exceptionally pale face of the dead young man stared back at his wide eyes and Martin moved closer reaching out to pull the sheet further out of the way. The cheeks were sunken in and the cobalt blue vampire eyes very evident open in death as they were. Martin turned his head to look at her.

“What the fuck is this?” He said the rage building within his chest.

“He’s a clone Martin.” Anja said softly. “A vampire clone.”

“Vampire… how is that even possible?” Martin gasped. “Danny changed him… I watched him bite Wolcott Red. He became like us!” 

Anja shook her head. “I ran two different tests lover. There is no trace of Lycavorian DNA in his body.” She stated softly. “He was one of the original Genomes… and that means someone… probably Yuri… somehow they got the DNA source code for him and we can probably assume the others as well. And if she was able to get it for them…” Anja looked at him. “There is a possibility that…”
Martin looked at her. “No way!” He stammered.

“It is a possibility that we have to consider Martin.” Anja said. “As distasteful and vile as it sounds… they have the cloning capability to do it. Especially now that we know they have been using the remnants of the Mindvoice ship on Nuwaroa. It’s how their cloning procedures were so advanced to begin with.”
Martin took her hand gently in his. “Then let’s find out right now.” He said.

APO PRIME
MAIN MILITARY SHIPYARDS

POLAR ORBIT


“Another twelve hours Princess.” The Lycavorian engineer told her. The sounds of the engineer bay filled the surrounding area and they were walking along one of the more sedate areas. They only had to talk loudly here.

Normya Leonidas looked at him oddly. “Twelve hours? To replace a Coil Inducer?” She asked.


“It’s not just the Coil Inducer anymore. The Gate travel caused the fissures to extend into the housing and power couplings. Those need to be replaced as well. We’re short staffed Princess. You know that when the Royal family goes to Earth everyone puts in for their leaves.” The engineer answered.



Normya nodded her head quickly at his words as she was very frustrated. She wanted to get back to Earth and begin putting together the files for her and Zarah to select the remaining member of their flight crew. Not to mention the fact that she could feel the fever from her Coming of Age beginning to burn slowly within her blood. It made her irritable and she did not want to snap at the senior engineer. Her mothers and sisters had told her this was how it would be. It would begin slowly and continue to build over the course of a week’s time until it reached its peak. At that time her scent would be saturating the very air around her and she did not doubt it was becoming more pronounced even now, especially to the older Lycavorian males. Only they would be able to smell it on her, for elves and others within the Union did not have the same incredibly sensitive smell of their Lycavorian brothers. It would not be as powerful as pureblood Lycavorian females, but because of pureness of her father’s blood it would be more than normal half breed young females would experience.


Combined with the fact that she missed Zarah and Arrarn, Normya was not in the best of moods. She had not been away from either of them for this long a period of time before, and she realized now just how much she depended on her brother and sister. The three of them were like peas in a pod, and while Zarah shared a closeness with Andro that her other siblings did not, she rarely left hers or Arrarn’s side. They thought alike on almost everything… their personalities so similar it was scary sometimes. While they all loved each other as siblings, it was not uncommon for them to gravitate towards different siblings. Eliani, Carina, Denali and Lisisa were closer to Andro than most of them for they had spent so much time together during the war that it was natural to spend equal time together when they were off duty. While Resumar had fought beside Andro and the others during the war, he preferred the more laid back and relaxed atmosphere that permeated Arrarn, Normya and Zarah when they were together. It was the natural way of things the Feravomir had once told her, and no one should take it to mean anything more than what it was. They were brothers and sisters yes, but all of them were different in many ways.


Several of the elven fighter pilots she knew were aware that she was entering her Coming of Age and were beginning to pursue her more openly now. One had even greeted her when she had arrived six hours ago. While Normya found him attractive in many ways, and thanks to the influence of her more outgoing sister she had fantasized about him several times, Normya had no desire to enter into anything serious with him or anyone. Like Zarah she wanted to explore and experience her sexuality to its fullest extent before she finally decided to allow males to court her for mating. When that day came, Normya already knew that she wanted a large man who would cuddle with her in his arms and nuzzle her elven ears. She wanted a man like her father… a powerful wolf who would worship her in every way as she knew her father did her mothers. She knew it wasn’t going to be easy for both Eliani and Lisisa were still very much single, but like her older sisters, Normya was content to wait until that man came into her life.

Normya turned to the engineer and nodded. “Very well.” She spoke. “I will be at the Island Palace.” She said. “Contact me the moment the repairs are done for I want to leave within an hour of them being completed.”


The engineer looked at her oddly. “You don’t wish to do a test of the new parts first?” He asked.


Normya shook her head. “I trust in your skill. I need to return this ship to Earth for a training series we are doing with dragons.”


“I thought the next cycle of training for Mjolnir’s Hand didn’t start until next month Princess?” He said. “That is when the other TYPE IIs will be shifted to Earth.”

Normya nodded quickly realizing she had just given out information she should not have. “Yes… this is… this is special training session that my brother is conducting with a few select members of Mjolnir’s Hand already on Earth.”


The engineer nodded though not completely convinced. “I will contact you immediately Princess.” He said.


Normya nodded. “Thank you Chief Engineer.” She stated before turning and heading toward the main entrance to the work bay.


The Lycavorian watched her until she had left and then made his way to his small office. He reached behind his desk and pulled out the portable transmitter making sure the shaded portions of his view windows were activated before entering in a code and activating the transmitter. He could not use the holo transmitter in his office for that could be traced so he had been given this unit to use by the hooded man who almost immediately appeared on the monitor in the very clear transmission.


“Yes.” The voice spoke.


“It is done.” He spoke.


“You are sure?”


The Engineer nodded. “The LSD Coil Inducer will fracture completely when they exit from the first jump they make. She is in a hurry to get back and I have seen the flight pattern she has filed to return to Earth. It will take them within a parsec of the Torana Cluster as they make for Gate Two Four.”


“The Torana Cluster.” The man spoke. “Excellent… that puts them only two light years from the border to The Wilds. And it is just her and the co-pilot? Her sister did not accompany her?”


The Chief Engineer shook his head. “No.” He stated. 


“I will inform my contacts. You have done well.” He said.


“There is something else.” 


“What?”


“She mentioned something about a special training course for dragons on Earth. That is why she is in a hurry to get back.” The Chief Engineer spoke. “I know from experience and the scheduling boards that the next class of Mjolnir’s Hand candidates does not begin until next month. The Prince is doing something else. Without full knowledge of others it seems.”


“Interesting.” The man said softly. “I will look into this. You have done well… I thank you.”


“She took from you what was yours and refused your advances.” The Chief Engineer said. “And we have been friends for many years. You know of course the original plan was defeated by the arrival of Androcles and his siblings.”


“Yes. The Evolli were fools to think they could complete the task in such a way.” The man replied. “They did not listen to my instruction and allowed their greed to override their common sense. I will be more careful the next time in choosing who I put my trust in. Thankfully the Prince left no one alive to question. I may not be able to target the daughter she bore our fool King… but I can certainly make sure she feels the same pain I felt when I kill others she considers children.”


“The others we are trying to convert to our cause?”


“They will come around.” The man answered. “They have been at odds with her since her return. Even more because of the relationships she shares with the King’s other whores. I will convince them. I have begun to instill doubt in her leadership and role in my mate’s death among others who do not care for how she conducts herself. They will be making themselves known soon enough.”


“I will inform you when she departs my friend.” The Chief Engineer told him.


“I will be waiting.”


The transmission faded and the Chief Engineer closed the portable unit and once more secured it behind his desk. His task was almost done.

SPARTA

OFFICE OF THE GOVERNOR OF SPARTA


“Gorgo!” Panos spoke warmly as he embraced her tightly within his arms. “It is so very good to see you.”


Gorgo smiled as she returned the embrace. Panos she remembered fondly from her time as Queen of Sparta and he, along with Dilios and a few others had been ever supportive of her upon her return. It had been decided that her capture and subsequent imprisonment by the High Coven, while a clone lived her life for fifteen years
, was not something that needed to be made public knowledge. Only Panos and Dilios knew what had really happened. That was the way her son had wanted it… and that was how it had become.


“You are looking well Panos.” Gorgo spoke with cheerful tone as he led her into his large office.


“Ahh!” Panos exclaimed. “Your son is keeping me on my toes with so many potential enemies lurking about our city!” He told her with a huge grin. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


Gorgo laughed. “I should think not.” She stated. 


Panos waved her to the chair. “You are aware of whom the Kavalians have sent with this false Trade Delegation I assume? That is why you asked for this meeting?” He asked.


Gorgo shook her head as she sat down and watched him as he moved to pour them both steaming mugs of Aricia’s special coffee. “No. I haven’t spoken with my son since the State Dinner. I was helping Sadi to finish out her academic requirements and then I had two full days of classes that I told Selene I would help Dysea teach at the Eden City Graduate University. I only returned last night. She returns late this afternoon.”


Panos looked at her suddenly apprehensive as he carried the mug over to her. “Then you don’t know?”


“Know what?” Gorgo asked.


“Perhaps I should let the King…” Panos spoke as he moved to his chair.


“Panos… we have been friends for far too long.” Gorgo spoke. “Stop beating around the topic old friend.” 


Panos nodded. “Yes… and I know Martin keeps nothing from you.” He said. “He only just found out himself yesterday.”

“Found out what?” Gorgo asked.


“Pleistarchus has sent his Kavalian mate and oldest son on this delegation.” Panos blurted out.


Gorgo stopped in the motion of lifting the mug to her lips for only a brief moment before continuing and taking a fulfilling sip of the strong but deeply rich and delicious coffee. “My son and I both knew that there would come a day when something like this occurred. We have talked about it at length through the years.” Gorgo met his eyes. “It is not something that needs to be whispered about when we are present. My son… Martin’s brother… he died that day on the road from Athens. That is how we have chosen to move forward with our lives. Pleistarchus has no claim to his bloodline anymore. That ceased the day he turned betrayer to his people. You know that as well as I. And Martin would never allow him such a claim. When I see how Martin has blended so seamlessly the honor and courage and laconic nature of we who grew up as Spartans with the nature of all those who call the Union home? There are times when I believe he actually lived in our Sparta of old.” Gorgo said. “It comes to him so naturally. The love of this city. Our people. His mates.”

Panos nodded. “As it did his father.” He said.


Gorgo shook her head. “He is so much more Panos. I have read much of Resumar and his deeds. He has taken the best of both his father and grandfather and made it his own. And now Androcles is doing it.”


Panos sat back and smiled. “My son’s namesake has made my mate and I very proud. My other children think of Andro as a younger brother. Especially Dymas.”

“I haven’t seen Dymas in many weeks.” Gorgo spoke. “Where is he?”


“His duties as Senior Polemarch have kept him very busy.” Panos replied with a smile. “He will be returning to Sparta in two weeks. He is finishing a sweep of the outer garrisons with General Vistr.”


“It will be good to see him again.” Gorgo said with a smile. “And no… this Pusintin as he calls himself now… he is nothing to me. Nor are those he calls mate or child.”


Panos looked at her. “So why have you asked for this meeting?” He asked as he leaned forward once more. “If it is not about the Kavalians or Martin… what is it about?”


“You are more intimately familiar with the ancient Spartan law and customs put into place after I left.” Gorgo spoke.


Panos laughed. “Not according to my mate! She is the expert! According to her anyway.” He laughed.


Gorgo smiled. “Well… far more than I am. I was approached recently by a young couple very much in love Panos. It was easy to see in the way they looked at one another and spoke to each other. The way they touched each other. They came to me seeking help.”


“Help about what?” Panos asked confused.


“This is a matter of law I believe.” Gorgo spoke. “They are related Panos… half brother and sister. They want to reveal their love for each other in the proper Spartan way… but they do not know if this will be accepted. I was hoping you could tell me.”


Panos sat back. “This was commonplace in ancient Sparta as you yourself know. King Leonidas was your half uncle.” He said. “Dilios’s oldest son is mated to his first cousin and has been for four hundred years now. They have four strong and very healthy children and are pillars of their neighborhood community. I believe Reva is even pregnant with their fifth as we speak. I would have to conduct a review our history scrolls but there is no law against it to my knowledge. It would depend on the parents really.” Panos sat forward once more and met her eyes evenly. “You are speaking of Denali and Lisisa aren’t you?”


Gorgo’s eyes flew open wide as she nearly spilled her coffee. She stammered for a moment so as not to spit out what was in her mouth but then she looked at him. “You know?” She gasped. “How?”


Panos smiled. “I told you my son’s namesake has made me very proud.” He stated. “Andro came to me two years ago in private asking these very same questions. There is nothing he would not do to protect his brothers and sisters Gorgo. Nothing. You of all people should know this.”


“Androcles knows?” Gorgo gasped once more.


“I would hazard a guess and say there are many things that Andro knows that he keeps to himself. Some that not even his father is aware of. Including this secret. The only one who will discover them now is Sadi, for she is his Anome.” Panos spoke with a smile. “He came to me two years ago as I said, to insure that there were no written laws against this. He has kept their secret locked within that vault he calls a head. He has even gone so far as to make it easier for them to be together and nurture what they have found. At least until they are ready to reveal it to everyone.”


“They do not think anyone knows.” Gorgo spoke quickly her mind racing. “He has never given any indication he knows.”


Panos shook his head. “And he won’t. That is not his way. He protects their secret viciously. It is also one of the reasons he has kept them on the SCIMITAR with him. It gives them time to explore what they have and discover each other in a place they both feel very comfortable and safe from discovery.”


Gorgo looked at him. “Then there is no written laws forbidding this that you know of?” She asked.

Panos shook his head once more. “Not in Spartan law. I have not explored it extensively within the framework of Union law… but nothing I have found indicates it is considered taboo enough to outlaw it. I’m guessing because it is not an everyday occurrence. It is part of our Spartan history and culture Gorgo. Perhaps the Feravomir may know of something that I have not discovered… something from the ancient ways of our people… but I do not.”


“You sound like you approve Panos.” Gorgo asked.


Panos shrugged. “You would not be here if you did not as well. Denali Leonidas is a powerful Alpha cut from the same mold as his father and older brothers. Lisisa… while she may be half vampire… she adheres to Spartan custom and law like it is second nature to her. She is also a strong Alpha female… and her wolf genes are far more active than her vampire ones. We have known that for sometime. I have seen them at gatherings since Andro came to me… and while they never make it obvious… because I knew I could tell. I have never seen them show interest in any other male or female. Not even a passing one. Not an awkward glance or even a sniff. That is why I know they are fully committed to one another in every way.”


“How… how do you think Martin will react to this Panos?” Gorgo asked.


“That I do not know.” He replied honestly. “And I would not want to guess either. I don’t believe Martin will be the one we need to convince.”


Gorgo looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“Aricia will be the harder of the two of them to accept this.” He said. “At least that is what I believe… but I could be wrong. She has changed much since I knew her as a young female wolf. Ultimately we won’t know until they choose to reveal themselves. When they do… let them know I will stand with them as their brother has stood with them and protected them these last two years. I suggest speaking with the Feravomir however. She would know about the ancient laws among our people… though I find it hard to believe she has not already sensed what they share.”


Gorgo nodded slowly. “Yes… if anyone would discover that without assistance it would be Dustha.”


“Talk with her. If she says there is nothing… let Denali and Lisisa know. Then they can make the decision when to tell those they love.” Panos spoke.


“I believe I will do just that.” She spoke.

“How many Aikiro?” Martin asked calmly as he sat across from her and Tesand at the small table in Gallais’s Retreat. A three member Durcunusaan Detachment was spread out within the establishment as her security. Martin had chosen them personally, and spent an hour briefing them on why they needed to protect the leader of their ancient enemy. Because he had taken the time to do that, the two men and one woman then did not look on their duty as a form of punishment any longer.

“We are spending so much time together Martin Leonidas.” Aikiro spoke with a smile from across the table. “It could almost be said you enjoy my company. And you have brought your Hadarian mate as well. I’m touched.”


Martin looked at Anja who sat next to him and then back to Aikiro. “Don’t flatter yourself Aikiro.” He replied quickly. “Now answer my question? How many of my men did you clone?”


Aikiro lowered the glass of fruit juice she was drinking and looked at Tesand before turning back to him. “One hundred of each DNA source code in the databanks on EDEN.” She stated.


“And Yuri was the one who stole them?” Martin asked.  


Aikiro nodded. “Yes. If it is any consolation… we did not begin using them until after our war with the Kavalians began.” She stated plainly. 
“That isn’t any consolation.” Martin growled.

“We needed established leaders to command our cloned troops. Leaders with excellent tactical skills and the ability to adapt… which all of the genomes had, even before you turned them Martin. We used an accelerated growth hormone and their base template so that we could begin using them within the fourth year. They truly made a difference for us in those last battles.”

“Wait!” Anja declared. “You said she took a sample of each DNA source code from EDEN.”


Aikiro nodded. “She beamed it off the station via a small transmitter to one of our bases on the ground. It was then forwarded in a coded transmission to a science ship that was passing through the system. It was one of her last tasks when she began to suspect who you really were. She didn’t know for sure up until she discovered she was pregnant with your child.” Aikiro did not take note of the look that past between Martin and Anja. “Once the comet came and altered everything, that same science ship returned to Earth to assist her and the transmission was forgotten until our war with the Kavalians began.” Aikiro saw the look on Anja’s face and she smiled. “Oh… I see now what you are concerned about.” She stated with a small laugh. “Do not worry Queen of the Hadarians…. we did not clone your precious Martin Leonidas. That is quite impossible to do.”

“So you say.” Anja popped right back. “You’ve done nothing but lie to us since you came here. Why should we believe you now?”


“I have lied about nothing!” Aikiro hissed right back. “And you should know better than most that his blood and the blood of Daniel Simpson is far too pure to clone.” Aikiro spoke turning to look at Martin. “I will not lie to you… for there is no point in that. There is nothing you can do about it anyway… besides the templates for the genomes were destroyed in an explosion six years after they were fielded. A fool researcher mixed the wrong chemicals in his lab and took out most of the building and all of the data cores. I will admit we have tried on numerous occasions to clone pureblood Lycavorians. Your mother was the closest Veldruk came to success… and her blood while pure… is far less so than your own.”


Anja rested her hand on Martin’s arm before he could speak and she leaned forward in the chair. “You said Martin and Danny’s blood is too pure to clone. Julie was also a pureblood.” She said softly.


Aikiro smiled once more. “Ah well… only to a point.” She stated. 


“What do you mean?” Martin growled in a low voice.


“Her mother was a pureblood yes. Her father was an anomaly shall we say. His blood was pure yes… but very diluted for some unknown reason. It gave us an opportunity to reconfigure the DNA code.” Aikiro spoke. “It was a simple matter to adjust the corresponding source code to delete the Lycavorian genes completely and establish what we wanted instead.”


Martin’s eyes grew wider. “Wait, are you telling me there are clones of Julie out there!” He gasped.


“She was one of our greatest cloning successes.” Aikiro said proudly. “Even more so than your mother of course.”

Martin glared at her. “You are one cold hearted bitch.” He hissed at her.


Tesand leaned forward in his chair. “You…”

Martin turned his eyes on him. “If you wish to continue to be able to talk and breathe I wouldn’t say what I know you are going to say Admiral Tesand.” Martin spat. “If you do… Aikiro will need to find another man to play with in her bed.”


Aikiro also reached across and rested her hand on Tesand’s arm. Something that Martin did not take notice of… but something Anja did. “I could say the very same about you Martin Leonidas… about being cold hearted. You are not as sinless as you would like others to believe.” Aikiro spoke.


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “What are you talking about?” He asked.


“Oh… I believe you know.” Aikiro stated calmly. “Did you think my daughter would not eventually tell me?”


“I don’t particularly care what Yuri has told you.” Martin snapped angrily. “As far as I’m concerned she’s three cans shy of a six pack anyway and therefore useless. Now… how many Julie clones still exist?” Martin demanded.


“Why should I tell you that?” Aikiro asked. 


“Because you vampire bitch… she was my friend!” Martin viciously replied. “She was the only daughter of her parents and I don’t want them to see twenty or thirty or a hundred of your fucking creations of her walking around Sparta!”


“Yes… I could see where that might be a problem.” Aikiro stated with a smirk. She looked at Anja. “She was also your lover if the reports I received from Yuri in her time here on Earth are accurate.”

“That is really none of your business.” Anja spoke barely keeping her own anger in check.


Aikiro kept her smile in place. “Do not fear Martin Leonidas, only one of her clones still remains. She is a senior officer on Robert’s ship, one of our finest commando leaders if I do say so myself. Her name now is Juliana One.” Aikiro stated. “And there is not a DNA strand of Lycavorian foulness in her entire body. We removed it. She is now the most perfectly created vampire clone anywhere in the High Coven. Our scientists are quite proud of her. She holds the rank of Major… and we are using her template to create more just like her. Though you can rest assured they will not look like her.”


“So you made her clone into a vampire?” Anja spat now. “What gives you the right to play god? What you have done to her is no better than what your daughter did to the Drow. It is demented and cruel!”


“She is a clone.” Aikiro stated without feeling. “Engineered to follow orders. Nothing more… nothing less. And she has done just that for nearly thirteen years.”


“I don’t want her coming anywhere near Sparta!” Martin growled. “For any reason! Is that clear?”


Aikiro nodded. “If that is your wish.” She stated.


“What about the others?” Martin asked now.


“Most of them were killed through the years leading their troops.” Aikiro answered easily and with a trace of satisfaction in her voice. “That is what we bred them for after all. When the rest of them became unstable we eliminated them.”


“Unstable how?” Martin asked.


“They began to exhibit the same signs of why the other genomes on Earth went insane.” Aikiro replied. “As Dymas was never able to determine why this happened, neither were we. When it was determined they would not last we eliminated them. Just as the humans decided to do. Only your Julie survived. Mainly because she was the only one we made into a vampire.”


“But we have…” Martin began.


“I’ve heard enough!” Anja snapped getting to her feet and squeezing Martin’s arm. He looked at her as she glared at Aikiro. “I don’t want to hear anymore! You are a twisted bitch you know that?”


Aikiro smiled up at her. “So I have been told.”


Anja pulled Martin away from the table, a puzzled sort of look on his face until he saw her eyes. Anja lifted her hand slightly and in an almost causal afterthought of motion she swept her hand across her cheek, extending two fingers. Martin recognized the old SEAL sign for we need to talk and he blinked three times acknowledging the message.


“Enjoy your meal Aikiro.” Martin snapped. “I truly hope you choke on the potatoes.” He took Anja’s arm and they began to walk out of the Retreat. Once out of ear shot and after they had exited the building onto the street Martin pulled her close to him. 


“Speak Red.” He spoke softly next to her ear as if hugging her as they walked.


“She doesn’t know Marty.” Anja said. “She doesn’t know one of the commandos who attacked the Kavalians is one of the genome clones they created. And she certainly doesn’t know he has been changed into a vampire.”


“So! What does that have to do with anything?” Martin almost snapped. “They cloned Julie! They made her a vampire! Man… Danny is gonna have a fucking fit!”


Anja stopped walking and pulled him close to her. “It is not Julie Martin… you and Danny must remember that. Don’t you see lover? She said only the clone of Julie was made into a vampire. That means someone saw what was happening in their genome clones and changed them. She says they are all dead and that only Julie remains. She obviously doesn’t know that at least one is… was part of the insurgency fighting her sadistic rule.”


Martin’s eyes grew a little wider as what Anja was saying hit him. “And if there is one…”

Anja nodded. “There could be more.” She stated. “Maybe they didn’t just start to snap as before lover. The Coven cloning process is light years ahead of anything I have ever seen. It is vile to us… to those within the Union… but she is right when she says it is almost perfect. When Veldruk made the clone of your mother they obviously didn’t have the same procedures in place as they do now. I’m guessing that Aikiro didn’t release all the information she was able to obtain from the remnants of the Mindvoice ship that crashed in Coven space. Only after Veldruk was taken out and the Kavalians attacked did she release the information that allowed them to refine their process in such a way. And only because they needed troops.”

“And what if my men…” Martin spoke softly.

Anja nodded. “Maybe they started to see the Coven for what it really was. The Coven would not have been able to give them memories, no matter how powerful Aikiro is… and if they took the source code as she says, that was before you took command of Team Twelve. But the genomes were all engineered to be superior military tacticians, because that is how Walter made them. That was encoded into their DNA. They would still be advanced soldiers; they would still be the exact same soldiers that you took command of when you first got Team Twelve lover. And if they used the base template as she says then all of them would be able to determine right from wrong.”


“How exactly would Yuri have missed that Red? Let alone Aikiro?” Martin said. “You don’t just suddenly become a vampire. Someone must have turned them. Someone within the insurgency, or Aikiro would have had all of them killed. So it had to have happened after she thought they were all dead.”

Anja nodded. “Or someone made her think they were all dead. She said the templates we destroyed in an explosion.”


“That’s a reach even for me to make Anja.” Martin spoke.


Anja nodded. “Yes… but that is what we need Armetus and Bella to find out. How large is this insurgency group. We already know what they are capable of. And you and I both know lover… more so than anyone else… insurgent groups do not go into a mission knowing they will die. It’s not how they think or operate. At least none that I have ever worked with.”

Martin nodded. “Me either.”

“They want to fight until the end and succeed to see the fruits of their labor come about. We need to discover how large this group is and what resources they do have. That is what we need to find out.” Anja said taking his large hand in hers and beginning to walk towards where Torma and Miath were settled on the cobblestone path.
HOME OF VONIS AND VA’NIMIA

WESTERN QUARTER OF OLD SPARTA


“…so you don’t trust her?” Va’nimia asked as she settled into the chair next to Vonis after setting the two mugs of coffee in front of Aricia and Isabella.


Isabella and Aricia both laughed softly at that. “Not in the least.” Bella answered.


“We know she is here for some other reason than for us to train their dragons.” Aricia spoke. “We don’t know what that is just yet… but that is why we are hoping you can help us.” She settled her azure eyes on Vonis who had so far sat quietly.


“Anja and Martin just advised us that there may be much more to this insurgent group that conducted the attack on MJOLNIR’S HAND than we first thought. They just left a meeting with Aikiro.” Isabella said.


Vonis chuckled then. “Sister… that ability you have there… you and the others… it’s down right frightening at times.”


Isabella looked at him with a small smile. “You have it as well Vonis.” She spoke.


Vonis shook his head. “Oh no… not like Martin, you and the others.” He said. “And to be honest… I don’t want it either.” He leaned forward. “Tell me this… is there any danger to Va’nimia or our children from my mother?”


“Has she contacted you for a meeting?” Aricia asked quickly.


Vonis nodded. “Yes. I haven’t responded to her yet… but I am not fool enough to think she does not still wish to do me harm. That I can handle… but I will not put Va’nimia or our children at risk. I have taught her how to defend herself quite well through the years and our older children can defend themselves, but I will not risk harm to them.”


“Vonis… you know we would never do that.” Isabella spoke.


“I was not referring to you sister.” Vonis spoke warmly. “My mother is devious and exceptionally smart. It would be just like her to draw me into some meeting with her under the pretense of reconciliation while she targets my family. I do not care for myself… only them.”


“Well I care for you fool!” Va’nimia barked shoving him in the shoulder. “Our children care!”


Isabella nodded with a smile at Va’nimia’s actions. “Yes we do. We have grown close over these last twenty plus years have we not brother?”


Vonis met her eyes. “Closer than I would have ever thought.” He replied immediately. “And that makes me happier than I can ever describe to you.”

“Do you trust me?” Isabella asked.


“That is not something that you will ever have a need to question sister.” Vonis answered instantly.


“This is not something Martin will order you to do because of who Aikiro is. He wants you to help us discover everything we can about this insurgent group.” Isabella spoke. “It would entail you having to reopen the door into your past before we came together on Elear. Martin will not…”

“Stop.” Vonis spoke. “I am a member of the Union military. A Colonel of Intelligence. The moment that I accepted I was different than my father and sister and I allowed my love for Va’nimia to come out, my life truly began. I will allow no harm to come to this Union if it is within my power to stop Bella… you know that. Without you… without Va’nimia and our children, I would be nothing. Of course I will help in any way I can.”


“Aikiro has a Durcunusaan detachment wherever she goes now.” Aricia spoke. “It is for her protection and ours. We do not need her killed by insurgents or Kavalians while here on Earth. Martin has told you in the past Vonis… you are part of our family. You, Va’nimia and your children. We have… we have established a place of sanctuary for our own children if something were to go terribly wrong. You are aware of this sanctuary?”


Vonis nodded. “Yes.”


“Then I want you to make arrangements for your younger children to be taken there should anything happen.” Aricia spoke plainly. “Martin does not trust the High Coven or their intentions, but like our son he is also a Talon Guardian and to dismiss the lives of forty-two dragons is not something he can do.”


Vonis nodded. “Understandably so.” He spoke. “And in his position I would do the same thing.” He looked at Va’nimia. “Ussta ‘ranndi?” (My wife)

“What? You expect me to just dismiss this?” Va’nimia asked. “You are my husband Vonis. My life. I am not defenseless anymore husband. You have seen to that. We must do this… for the good of us all.”


Vonis smiled at her and turned back to Isabella and Aricia. “We should meet with Armetus.” He said. “I will need access to substantial funds and secure communications that are not monitored by our forces. I don’t know if any of my contacts will still be active… but that is the first step in finding out about these insurgents. They are obviously based at least in part in The Wilds… and that is where we must begin.”


Isabella smiled. “You will have what you need.” She said. “Armetus is already putting it together.”


Vonis smiled. “You knew I would help you didn’t you?”


Isabella shrugged. “You are my brother… and both of us have found something here that we would die to protect and keep from harm. I trusted my instincts in that regard.”


Vonis chuckled. “We will need to work outside normal channels. Martin will not be opposed to this will he?”


Aricia and Isabella laughed as they got to their feet. “Come with me brother… I think it’s time we showed you just how opposed to these things Martin really is.” Isabella spoke.
THE WILDS

MIRUB 5 

DUUL’SSOM’S LAR BASE


“…gave no such order!” The cloaked figure hissed angrily from within the transmission. His voice was electronically altered to avoid discovery if the transmission was intercepted, but the transmitters and receivers they were using had been stolen from a facility using salvaged parts of the secret Mindvoice ship to build new equipment for the High Coven. Parts of that new equipment were these new communications devices which were untraceable and impossible to decipher. At least so far.

The four men and two women stood around the small table of their command center buried deeply in the mountain. The Duul'ssom's Lar or Freedom’s Call Insurgent group was the largest by far of all the groups that had sprouted up in the last two decades while fighting the Kavalians. They were also the most well funded and well equipped of all the insurgent groups for many different reasons. Almost all of their members were former High Coven troops and clones that had decided how they were fighting the war now would ultimately bring about the destruction of the High Coven. They were of the mind that they could not adhere to the same barbaric tactics and measures the High Coven had in the past, and that they had to change how they dealt with others and actively seek help outside the High Coven ranks. It was the reason their leader had decided to secretly extend the hand of friendship to several governments out of High Coven territory, and why they now received aide and supplies from half a dozen sources that insured they were able to do the things they were able to do.

They were a rag tagged ensemble of fighters and former politicians before their current leader had gathered them all together into a cohesive force. They had been successful for the last ten years now, conducting raids of their own against the Kavalians as well as the High Coven fools in power. That their leader was in such a position as they were and able to supply them with information and other resources as well as protect their identities was a major coup for them. They were patient… had always been patient… for they knew ultimately they would either succeed in their goals or die in the process of trying.


“It was decided by the sector commanders General.” The senior man spoke quickly. “They deemed it too good an opportunity to pass up. You yourself gave them this authority.”


“And they succeeded in doing nothing but getting twelve of our finest trained operatives killed!” The figure snarled. “I gave them the authority to conduct operations that were deemed efficient and low risk. They took over a Union transport Iasen! Not a Coven transport… a Union transport! Then they killed and raped the Kavalian females on that transport!” He growled. “I care not that they beat the male to death… but they could not even do that correctly for he still lives. And when have I ever authorized the killing of innocents! These females may have been Kavalians… but they were not soldiers! We are not animals… and I expect you to pass along to our forces that if an incident like this ever happens again… I will personally slit their throats like the dogs they are!”

“I will do as you say General.” Iasen replied quickly.


“We have come too far my friends to begin acting like the Empress and her forces.” He spoke. “Our actions in hijacking the Union transport and attacking the Kavalians on the flagship of King Leonidas have succeeded in doing only one thing. Now it will make him turn loose his Krypteria Intelligence forces in an attempt to find us.”


“Are you sure General?” The female officer asked with wide eyes.


The cloaked figure nodded. “He did not openly say this but all of you are aware of how he will react. We talked of this when we decided to make a safe house within Lycavorian Union territory. The leader of this Krypteria is the foremost covert operative in their history. He has people everywhere… they watch almost everything. It is why Leonidas has not entered the war before now. He has been able to keep track of what was happening and make decisions based on that. Inform the safehouse on Beklan that they are to be ready to move at a moment’s notice. If they detect even the slightest sign of surveillance they are to desert the safehouse with all speed. We can not allow them to be captured by the Krypteria. Not until we are ready to present ourselves to Leonidas and openly request his aide.”

“That is still our goal isn’t it General?” One of the men asked.


The figure nodded. “Yes. I have not altered my goal in regards to that. Especially not after what I have seen these last days. The purpose for the Empress going to Earth is not simply to have Leonidas train their dragons. She is trying to drag the Union into the war but there is something driving that… another purpose of which I am still trying to discover.”


“Are you secure General?” Iasen asked quickly.


The cloaked figure nodded quickly. “My location now is quite secure.” He answered. “We do not know if the Union can detect these transmissions but with the advancements I have seen it is possible so our contacts must be brief.”


“Orders sir?”


“Continue with our operations against the High Coven and the one to find the Immortal Cha’talla and his people.” The figure spoke. “Suspend all operations against the Kavalians until further notice. If anyone attacks the Kavalians again within Union space I want to be sure I can tell King Leonidas it was not our doing. We must not draw attention to ourselves my friends. We have come too far in this to begin to do stupid things and fail as I said earlier.” 

“I will issue the orders immediately General.” Iasen spoke.


“Iasen… begin using our contacts to filter the word out to our people throughout the High Coven. Standard practices and security. Let’s not alter how we have done things until now… it may be noticed.” The figure spoke. “We will succeed my friends… but we must maintain the patience we have had these last years or all will be for naught. Are we agreed?” The men and women around the table nodded their heads. “I will contact you in one week’s time at this same hour. Move silently my friends.”


“And you General.” Iasen spoke.

SPARTA

DIPLOMATIC ENVOY APARTMENTS


“…are fine father.” Jalersi stated once more. 


“Forgive me daughter… I did not think that the Coven animals would attempt such a thing within Union space.” Keleru stated the anger and worry plainly evident on his face and in his voice.


Jalersi shook her head. “Neither did Pusintin father. However Athani and I are unhurt… and Pian is recovering well. Why did you send him father?”


“I knew Qurot would be more trouble than I intended once we talked last.” Keleru replied. “I felt Pian would be able to defer to you more easily and you could send Qurot back.”


“I can handle Qurot father. Pian coming here was not needed.” Jalersi spoke. “This Queen For’mya has informed me that if you wish to send a six member security detail here to Earth that would be acceptable to King Leonidas. No more than six… and make sure they understand it is my orders they will follow.”


Keleru nodded. “I will have them leaving from Qurot’s ship within the hour.” He stated. “The Union has had a transport standing by nearby in case passengers needed to be ferried. You can not send him back now daughter… you know this.”


Jalersi nodded. “It would be a mark against his honor… yes I know.” She stated with no small amount of disgust in her voice. “I can handle Qurot as I said… as long as I know I have your backing.”


“That is without question Jalersi… you know that.” Keleru answered. “Your husband is coming from his office… he will be here in a few moments.”


Jalersi shook her head. “We are meeting for preliminary talks soon. Tell him I will contact him this evening at our home. Give him my love and devotion father.”

Keleru nodded. “I will. Now tell me of the attackers.”


“They were vampires… but the Lycavorians do not believe they are members of the High Coven.” Jalersi spoke. “I am inclined to believe them as well.”


“What do you mean?”


“I have been targeted before father. You and my mate as well.” Jalersi spoke. “Those attacks were conducted by soldiers. Cloned vampire troops as part of a mission. When they saw they could not complete their mission they withdrew. The ones who attacked us on Leonidas’s ship knew the moment they exited the transport they were going to die. Yet still they came after us. After the elven Queen ordered us removed from the landing bay, they went after Athani even protected as she was by the Prince’s dragon.”


Keleru’s eyes went wide. “What?”


Jalersi nodded. “Prince Resumar’s dragon protected her during the attack.” She spoke. “When we allowed back into the landing bay after the attack, she was sitting on this dragon’s back with no fear in her whatsoever. I was… I was flabbergasted to say the least.”


“She… she showed no sign of being afraid of this beast?” Keleru asked.


Jalersi shook her head. “None father.”


“How can that be?” He spoke leaning forward. “Even after all the training we have been through to silence this fear of those beasts in our people we have not been successful.”


“Well… apparently it was successful for Athani.” Jalersi spoke. 


“Have you questioned her about it?” Keleru asked.


Jalersi shook her head slowly. “She is… she is not speaking to me father. Qurot let it slip, on purpose no doubt, that she was to be his after this mission. This happened as we were enroute to meet the Lycavorian Envoy ship. When she confronted me about it after he had left I told her the truth. She was… she was incensed to say the least. She has not spoken ten words to me since if it was not necessary.”


“Damn Qurot!” Keleru barked as he came to his feet. “That fool is becoming more of a problem than an asset!”


“On that much we agree.” Jalersi spoke. “Athani knows our ways father. She may be angry now… but she will come to accept them as all of us have. She is proud and independent just as you have let us become… but she is also Kavalian. In the end she will do what she must.”


“This transmission is secure yes?” Keleru spoke. “The Lycavorians aren’t listening?”


Jalersi shook her head. “I had Karun check the signal with our instruments.” She replied. “We are staying at a Diplomatic Envoy Apartment Complex. There are several other parties here, and they know they can not tap our communications without causing a major incident.”


“The Coven?” Keleru asked.


“They occupy a similar facility on the other side of Sparta.” Jalersi answered. “I asked Prime Minister Deia why they are proceeding with this Cease Fire signing after the events on the King’s ship and she gave a standard politician answer. They have been open about their presence and in many ways that could mean one of two things.”


“Yes… I am aware of that political move. I’m listening daughter... what are you feelings telling you?” Keleru asked.


Jalersi shook her head. “That is hard to say father. At least right now. We are meeting with the Prime Minster again, and then having dinner with Queen For’mya. I will be able to give you more of a sense after those two meetings.”

“What do your instincts tell you daughter?” Keleru asked.


“My instincts tell me the Lycavorians know why we are here.” Jalersi spoke. “They are not fooled by our trade delegation in the least. However… from what I have heard and seen so far, I believe the High Coven is here to insure Leonidas does not enter into this war on our side. Just as we do not want him to enter the war on the side of the Coven. Father I suggest we begin a new file on the Lycavorians and use what we discover now as a basis. It seems that much of what we had originally thought is not turning out to be true.”


Keleru nodded. “I will order this done immediately.” He answered. “Will they allow an embassy Jalersi?” Keleru asked quickly.


Jalersi nodded. “Surprisingly I believe they will. If nothing else… it provides them a window into the KFI that they do not have right now.”


“Indeed.” Keleru said. “Something I am still hesitant to give them.” He spoke. “Pusintin still works to discover where they have taken their dragons. He believes they have moved them to one of three planets near Usu Ozeib 7. If it is possible while you are there daughter, discover what you are able about these beasts. Anything at all will be more than we have right now.”


Jalersi nodded. “I will do my best father.”


“Talk to your sister Jalersi.” Keleru spoke. “Find out why she does not fear these beasts. There must be a reason for it. And if there is… we can pull her off the planet and bring her home to find out what that is.”


“The bodies of the females that were killed father?” Jalersi asked. “I am certain the Queen or Prime Minister will question me about it.”


Keleru nodded. “They were marked from the moment they left with Pian Jalersi… you know this. They were part of the group unable to bear children. Their Prides will not want their remains back. Have the Union do with them what they will.”


Jalersi stared at the image of her father for a long moment before nodding. “As you wish.” She spoke finally. She heard the soft beep indicating someone at the door of her apartment. “They are here to escort us to the meeting father. I will contact you later this evening when I have spoken with Pusintin as well.”


“You are within the Lion’s Den now Jalersi.” Keleru spoke softly. “Be alert to everything around you daughter.”


Jalersi nodded. “I will be father.”


“I will speak with you later.” Keleru spoke.


Jalersi watched him reach down and touch the controls on his end and his image faded from the holo disc in the floor. She sat back on the couch for a moment, her mind racing until the insistent buzzing of the door chime made her rise to her feet. She crossed the semi large room to the door and touched the panel. The door slid open to reveal the face of the half elf Ardis.

“The Prime Minister asked that I escort you to the Senate Arboretum Lady Jalersi.” Ardis spoke with a small smile. “The initial talks will be held there.”


Jalersi nodded. “Just one moment.” She said.


Ardis bowed her head slightly. “Of course.” Jalersi turned to walk back to the couch to gather her data pads as Ardis stepped into the apartment. “Do you find your quarters to your liking ma’am?” She asked.


Jalersi turned as she was putting the pads into a metal case. “They are very nice.” She answered. “So you are the Prime Minister’s bodyguard Ardis?”


“That is part of my duty yes.” She answered with a smile.

“Do all negotiations take place here in Sparta?” Jalersi asked.


“When the Royal family begins their six month exodus here to Earth, yes.” She answered gently. “When they are not here, all talks take place in Eden City under Prime Minister of Earth Selene or my Drow mother.”


Jalersi looked at her quickly. “They will…”


Ardis shook her head. “No Lady Jalersi… neither of them will be present. Considering you are at war with the High Coven, having vampires take part in Trade talks with the KFI representatives would be very disrespectful, regardless whether we call them friend and family.”


“You seem to be very observant Ardis.” Jalersi spoke.


Ardis’s violet and sapphire eyes glittered in reply. “I noticed the same of your son Lady Jalersi.” She spoke softly. “He does not speak much… but his eyes take in everything around him.”


Jalersi smiled at her. “You are very observant.” She stated. Jalersi nodded her head then. “Karun speaks when he feels it is necessary for his voice to be heard.” She answered. “Will you be guarding us the entire time we are here?”

Ardis shook her head quickly. “Oh no.” She replied. “My duties with the Prime Minister take up the majority of my time. I am only escorting you today until you have a feel for the city and routes to the different locations. Everything is very much within walking distance and there are many vendor stands between here and the Arboretum that sell food and drink.”


Jalersi looked at her. “You… you will not surround us with security?” She asked clearly surprised.


“I was under the impression you did not want that Lady Jalersi.” Ardis spoke. “At least until your own security forces arrived. Queen For’mya and the Prime Minister have pulled all security from your delegation. They agreed it would warrant too much attention and perhaps give you the impression we were attempting to limit your movements. Which we are not. You will find the people of Sparta to be very welcoming to those who are welcoming themselves, just as you will find in any other city across Earth. I’m sure they will cover it with you in more detail but this is the old part of the city and it holds much history for those who are interested. There really is no need to move to other quadrants of the city… but if it is a tour of something that you wish… we can certainly accommodate your request.”


Jalersi met her eyes briefly and then nodded. “Very well… I believe I am ready.”


Ardis nodded and motioned Jalersi out of the door into the hallway. “It is only a short walk and I can show you some points of interest to those in your delegation while we travel over to the Arboretum.”

HADARIA
CAPITAL CITY OF UNOPA

PALACE OF THE ROYAL FAMILY

Sivana stood on the balcony overlooking the eastern portion of Unopa watching as the sun began to rise. She inhaled deeply, allowing her wolf senses to absorb all that they could of the scents and sounds of the surrounding area. Anja had been gone a little more than a week now and already she missed her twin sister.


Sivana had changed quite a bit in the last twenty-five years… all of it for the better as far as she was concerned.


She was slightly taller than Anja’s five foot three frame, but they had essentially the same build in the lean suppleness of their bodies and the size of their breasts. She and Anja joked often about Martin and Belen and how much attention they paid to their large breasts. They loved needling their mates and husbands about that whenever they were together, but they secretly knew they adored the attention. It was twenty-five fears ago when her sister discovered her playing the role of pirate and smuggler. Sivana’s life up until then had been nothing short of misery and pain and she had accepted that it would be like that for the rest of her days. She firmly believed that she would be killed by some other mercenary and never be able to live out a full life. When Anja and Belen had entered her fractured soul all those years ago, they had not only opened a door for her into a new world, they had smashed it right off the hinges. 


Sivana discovered she was not only just a Hadarian… but a Princess of the Royal House of Hadaria. Anja was Queen only because she had been born twenty-seven minutes sooner than her, but Anja had made it known enough times through the years that simply because she was Queen in no way took away from the authority and power Sivana wielded. Sivana had quickly discovered she and her sister were so much alike it was frightening. They both hated the pompous and sometimes arrogant attitude of the Elder Healers with the exception of Eurin. Over the years the twin sisters had exploded on several occasions, and whether it was Anja or Sivana, that explosion did not end well for whoever was on the receiving end. Sivana was blunt and straightforward just like her sister, and that is how she wanted to be addressed. She abhorred any type of royal pampering, some would say even more than Anja did. While they were twins, and therefore almost identical in how they thought, they were still very different and that is why they loved each other so.

Sivana was more patient; Anja more restless. Anja was the more experienced Healer, while Sivana had turned out to be the more reflective one. Once she had Ascended, Sivana became nearly as powerful as Anja in being able to draw from life all around her to power her healing abilities. Both of them could go for far longer then even the next most powerful Healer between Ascensions and still be able to use their power. While Anja had kept her long Persian red hair, Sivana had darkened her hair to almost black in color, though both of them still had incredible jade green colored eyes. It was something Sivana did not discover until she had Ascended, but she and Anja shared the same fascinating eye color, which set them apart from all of their most experienced Healers. She had fought in the Evolli War alongside her sister without question, another fact that had the Elder Healers screaming in protest. What made them inseparable to all who knew them well was their unwavering love and devotion to their mates and the fact that they were both part wolf now.

In Belen Sivana had found something she had never once imagined she would have. A rock of support and unquestioning love from a man. Belen worshiped the ground she walked upon and Sivana felt the very same thing for her handsome Spartan mate. She and Anja had each given their mates three beautiful children. Two daughters and a son. And if she and Anja had anything to say about it, more would follow in the years to come since they would live far longer than the normal Hadarian. Her duties as Queen of the Union required Anja to be away from Hadaria far more than the Elder Healers liked and Sivana had agreed to remain on Hadaria for three additional months of every year to offset this issue. Sivana knew they hated that the only remaining members of their Royal family much preferred to stay in Sparta on Earth. Sivana embraced completely the culture and lifestyle of Sparta and quickly found she was a hit among Belen’s mother and even his stern father Atropos. The day Belen had bitten her and made Sivana his was a day she blessed every morning she woke. 


Sivana’s eyes cut downward and she sighed heavily as she saw the figure of her Aunt Umbra leaving the Lifter and heading for the front of the palace with another older female. She completely ignored the Durcunusaan soldiers that stood by the front entrance into the palace as she always did. These last years had seen her Aunt become increasingly hostile towards the Spartans who guarded Sivana and Anja even when they were here on Hadaria. Like her sister, Sivana did not care for her Aunt’s superior attitude or the pompous nature about her. Their grandfather had told them once it had always been points of contention between their father and his sister that Umbra let her status as royalty go to her head. Apparently their father’s distaste for that had carried over to his twin daughters as well. Sivana shook her head as she turned to go back into their bed chambers, while she sipped the steaming mug of Hadarian tea. She drew the thin robe tighter around her lithe body, knowing that it would incense her Aunt knowing Sivana never wore undergarments under the robe. Like her sister once more, Sivana detested the ornate robes and clothing of traditional Hadarian females. She and Anja were both wolf now and they needed the freedom less formal clothing brought, as well as the fact that neither of them were in the least bit shy about their bodies. Perhaps it came from being part Lycavorian, but Sivana adored the sensations of feeling her mate’s powerful Alpha male aura sweep over her, and the way it ignited her body, and she never failed to touch him as often as she could just to feel his skin upon hers.


Sivana made her way out of their bed chambers and headed down the wide landing to the stairs. She saw one of the junior Hadarian Healers scampering off to get her Aunt something to drink and Sivana shook her head again. She hated that the Elder Healers insisted on several of the junior Healers acting as servants to their Queen and Princess, but it was something not even Eurin could change and they had to accept it. Those female Healers that worked in the palace knew the situation however, and while they acted one way when there were guests present, they quickly set that aside when it was just Sivana or her sister in the palace. They would do what needed to be done to insure Umbra left as quickly as possible.

Her Aunt came into the main foyer as Sivana reached the bottom of the stairwell and Umbra’s eyes fell upon Sivana with obvious distain for her choice of clothes. It passed quickly but Sivana smiled inwardly knowing her robe had provoked the desired action. More so than her sister, Sivana liked to irritate her Aunt.

“Aunt Umbra.” Sivana spoke warmly as she stepped up to her and kissed her cheek quickly knowing Umbra did not care for open shows of affection. It was another reason why both Anja and Sivana never failed to kiss their mates as often as possible in front of her. “This is a surprise… what can I do for you this beautiful morning?”


“Is… where is you…?” Umbra stammered stopping herself twice from calling him what she truly wanted to call him.


Sivana chuckled. “His name is Belen Aunt Umbra. You know that full well, you just can’t bring yourself to say his name.”


“Is he here?” Umbra snapped softly.


Sivana looked at her evenly. “If he was I would not be down here greeting you.” She snapped right back. “I would still be wrapped in his arms. Now why are you here Aunt Umbra? It is still very early and Siara is not even awake yet.”


“I have not come to see my Niece.” Umbra spoke. “I have come to see you on a very important matter.”


Sivana smiled. “Ah… another important matter.” She spoke. 


Umbra’s dark green eyes held no humor in them as she motioned to the woman next to her. “This is the Mage Warrior Seanna’s mother Pcillany.” Umbra spoke. “She…”

“Yes… I know who she is.” Sivana answered. “We met at Seanna’s Final Ascension.”

“She has some information for us.” Umbra said quickly. “Information that you need to hear. About your sister.”


Sivana’s eyes narrowed slightly and she tilted her head slightly as she looked at her Aunt. She exhaled heavily and motioned to the sitting room. “Very well.” She spoke.

Umbra looked at her. “Are you not going to change into more appropriate clothes?” She demanded.


Sivana smiled and shook her head. “What is wrong with what I am wearing? I woke only a short time ago and if this is so important that you come here to Belen and mine’s home at this early hour…”


“This is not that man’s home.” Umbra snapped.


“Aunt Umbra… this is as much Belen’s home as it is mine.” Sivana spoke. “It has been twenty-five years since my mate turned me… twenty-four since we conducted the traditional Hadarian marriage rights. We have three beautiful children and want to have more. We are not going to separate no matter how much you would love for that to happen. Belen is a Lycavorian and a Spartan. We mate for life.”


“You are not…!” Umbra began to hiss.


Sivana held up her hand stopping Umbra’s words. “Don’t go there Aunt Umbra.” She spoke quickly. “The moment Belen turned me I became Lycavorian as well as Hadarian. It doesn’t matter to you in the least that he saved my life does it?”


“Your life would not have been in danger if your sister had not taken you on that fool mission to begin with!” Umbra snapped. “The moment we discovered you were still alive you should have been brought here where it was safe!”

“I was safer with my sister.” Sivana stated flatly. “She was who I needed… not to be exposed to everything here.”

Umbra dismissed that with a slight wave. “Belen… he used your confusion to… to possess you at a time when you were weak of mind and unable to think clearly.”


Sivana smiled and giggled at that. “Well… I wasn’t thinking clearly, that much is true. I was having far too much fun enjoying what he was doing and making me feel to think clearly.” Umbra opened her mouth to retort but Sivana stopped her. “Please… let’s go into the sitting room.” She stated firmly. “If I am going to be lectured I would much rather be sitting down and be bored than standing up.”

Sivana headed into the large room with several couches and chairs arranged in a half circle. The sun was beginning to shine through the large windows brightly and Sivana settled to one of the large couches, pulling her legs underneath her. She was going to miss her morning run today that was for sure. She and Belen would always go running in the morning, and most times they would take Siara with them since she was at an age now where she was fascinated with her wolf form. It was one of the things Sivana thoroughly loved now that she was wolf. It was something that Anja had showed her, and like her twin she had come to love running in her wolf form. She and Belen’s mother Lilika would go running through the mountains of Sparta every morning when they were on Earth.

“You should take more care about what you wear openly Sivana.” Umbra spoke as she sat down on the couch opposite her. “There are soldiers all around and Siara is too young to be… to be exposed to such things.”


Sivana looked at her oddly. “What things are you referring to Aunt Umbra?” She asked.


“You know full well what I am saying.” Umbra said. “You and Anja insist on dismissing the customs of our people in your manner of dress and how you conduct yourselves. Those men could… they will see you dressed as you are and they might… and they might take it as an invitation to approach you inappropriately.”


Sivana couldn’t contain her laughter at that and she shook her head. “Oh Aunt Umbra… that is outrageous! Do these things actually occupy your mind daily?”


“Do not dismiss what I tell you!” Umbra barked. “I am your Aunt and your elder!”


Sivana glared at her. “The Durcunusaan soldiers that protect me and my children do so willingly!” She snapped. “Do not disrespect them by alleging they would do something like what you are suggesting! I am Belen’s mate… his scent is all over me Aunt Umbra… and whether you wish to believe it or not, Lycavorians hold their mates more sacred than anything. Especially those who were raised in Sparta as Belen was. The only men I need to worry about doing something as foolish as what you are implying Aunt Umbra are Hadarian men. What you are suggesting is an insult not only to me… but to Belen… and I will not allow you to do that.” She leaned forward on the couch. “Now why don’t you tell me what it is you are here for before I lose my temper and end this little gathering just as unexpectedly as it began.”

Umbra glared at Sivana for a long moment before motioning to Pcillany next to her on the couch. “Seanna’s mother was kind enough to come to me first and inform me of what she is going to do before it became public knowledge.”


“And what is that?” Sivana spoke harshly.


The woman with graying dark hair and light green eyes met Sivana’s gaze evenly. “I intend to seek an audience before the Hadarian Elder Healers and ask that they begin an internal investigation into the many circumstances surrounding Seanna’s death.”


“What circumstances?” Sivana asked. “She was seriously injured during an Evolli attack upon one of our medical trauma units on Folta. Her wounds were too grievous and numerous to be healed. Anja tried for over an hour when she got to her and it was no use.”


“I… I believe that Queen Anja did not do enough to save her.” Pcillany spoke. “I believe she let her die because of the issues that had come up between them. I believe she had a hand in Seanna’s death.”


Sivana’s eyes grew wide at this and she stared at the woman. “You… you are serious?” She gasped finally.


“If my daughter Seanna was of the right frame of mind and not corrupted by Queen Anja and her considerable influence, I believe she would be alive today.” Pcillany spoke.


“Corrupted by Anja’s influence?” Sivana said. “What exactly does that nonsense mean?”


“It is not nonsense!” Umbra spoke. 


Sivana looked at her. “You are going along with this drivel!” Sivana barked as she came to her feet.


“Princess… I understand she is your sister and our Queen.” Pcillany spoke. “However… from the moment Queen Anja came into her life Seanna changed. She… she entered into what I believe was an unhealthy relationship with Queen Anja and through the years that took a toll on her mentally. Rinard agrees with me.” 

“Rinard!” Sivana spat. “Rinard has hated Anja ever since she told him to go nubous himself because she would not sleep with him and Seanna!”


“Sivana!” Umbra snapped her eyes wide. “How dare you!”


“Don’t ‘how dare I’!” Sivana spat. “The man is a pig! He wanted Anja to sleep with him and Seanna and you know that Aunt Umbra! You are going to sit there and actually agree with what she is saying? That Anja somehow let Seanna die on purpose?”


“The relationship she shares with the other Queens is not normal.” Pcillany spoke quickly. “She introduced my daughter into this lifestyle and corrupted her. She…”


“Never forced Seanna to do anything she did not want to do!” Sivana snarled. “The relationship my sister shares with the other Queens is one of love and devotion. Do not attempt to make it something sinister. Anja loved Seanna… and part of her will always love Seanna. That does not mean Seanna had the right to demand Anja sleep with her and her sick boyfriend so Rinard could strut around saying he got to fuck his Queen! Anja never forced Seanna into anything… and she certainly never forced her to join her and Martin and the others in their bed!”


“Yet Seanna was willing to do this if Queen Anja asked her too.” Pcillany said.


“What kind of sick logic is that?” Sivana demanded. “Seanna never shared the warmth of their bed for anything other than sleep!” She stabbed her finger at Umbra as she started to reply. “And don’t you dare say anything Aunt Umbra. Anja is my twin… my sister… and everything that has happened in her life she has shared with me either verbally or within Mindvoice! That is what twins do! You have no idea who she is! None! You never tried to learn anything about her because she did not conform to your ridiculous ideals of how a Queen should act! Just as you have never tried to learn anything about me! Seanna died over four years ago and you are going to do this now? You are actually going to support this?”

“I am only doing what I feel is best for our people.” Umbra spoke calmly. “I believe the King’s influence has altered Anja’s perceptions regarding many things. I believe her intimate relationship with the other Queens has corrupted her as well. And in the process… she is also corrupting her children. Retta and Calyb know nothing of their Hadarian culture or heritage and she has made no move to change this. She puts them at risk everyday by allowing them to become bonded with those dragons. I could not intervene with Eliani… but I believe it is my duty as a member of her family to do so with my younger niece and nephew.”


Sivana looked at her as if she was insane. “You must be joking!” Sivana said with a small laugh. “You… you don’t honestly think you will challenge Martin Leonidas and Anja for their children do you?”


“They are my blood as well!” Umbra barked. “I deserve equal time with them!”


“Are you even listening to how completely stupid you sound!” Sivana snapped. “Martin and Anja are their parents! What gives you any right to see them? I can’t honestly believe you are so ignorant and pompous that you would consider this. Supporting this fool attempt to besmirch Anja’s name is not something I put past you Umbra… but actually attempting to take Anja’s children? Martin’s children? Are you truly that vindictive as to try something as completely stupid as that?”


“This has nothing to do with me!” Umbra barked. “I…”


“This has everything to do with you!” Sivana growled as her anger came forth and her eyes changed. Her wolf fangs burst forth and she glared at Umbra. “This is nothing more than you making an attempt at power! You think because you were our father’s sister that you are due something more than what you have! I know exactly what this is! And it makes me sick!”


Pcillany came to her feet. “My decision to pursue this was not something that Lady Umbra had any part in.” She spoke. “I understand your desire to protect and believe your sister Princess Sivana… but in this case you will find that your support is misguided. I believe you should truly look into this matter yourself before…”

“You should leave now.” Sivana spoke sternly.


“We are not finished discussing this.” Umbra barked.


“Yes we are.” Sivana said.


“I came here to give you the option of supporting us in our endeavors or…” Umbra said.


“Or what?” Sivana almost shouted.


“I will include you in the investigation.” Pcillany spoke in reply as she stood up. “As supporting your sister in whatever suspicious circumstances that led to my daughter’s death.”


Umbra got to her feet now as well. “And I will petition the Hadarian courts to have Siara removed from your care during the time frame of that investigation. She is a member of the Hadarian Royal Family and it is time someone showed her what that meant.”


Sivana’s smile was not welcoming or comforting in any manner. “Then by all means ladies… proceed with your plans. They will not succeed.”


“Sivana you…” Umbra began.


“You are no longer welcome here Aunt Umbra. Remove yourself from these grounds before I have the Durcunusaan do it for you.” Sivana growled. “Do not return and make no attempt to see Siara. I can guarantee you will never see Retta and Calyb ever again.”


Umbra drew herself up haughtily. “We shall see.”


Sivana smiled. “Yes we will.” Sivana watched as both women turned and exited the Sitting Room. She took several deep breathes and then turned as one of the junior Healers came rushing into the room.


“Lady Sivana!” She gasped.


“Taelle please open a secure communications channel with my sister in Sparta.” Sivana spoke turning to face her.


The young woman nodded. “At once Lady Sivana!” She looked at one of the women she hoped to emulate one day. “Milady… do you wish me to activate Lady Anja’s alternate plans?”


Sivana shook her head. “No… not yet Taelle.” She said. “Let us see how this plays out first. Insure however that my Aunt comes nowhere near Siara as she goes about her schooling and activities. You have my authorization to remind her painfully if need be that she is not to come near my daughter.”


Taelle nodded. “As you order Lady Sivana.” She stated. “I will open the channel immediately.”


Sivana watched her exit the Sitting Room quickly and she lifted the mug of tea as her eyes returned to normal and her fangs faded. “What are you doing Umbra?” She asked softly. “What are you doing?” 

