CHAPTER SIXTEEN
SODRAG


Andro stood on the tarmac as the STRIKER DT’s engine noise began to recede and the ramp began to lower. Elynth stood next to him; her powerful legs draw up underneath her body, both of them agitated and filled with anxiety from what they felt within Mindvoice coming from Sparta. As the ramp lowered they saw the massive figure of Arzoal begin to take shape waiting to move down the ramp. Her giant head was turned downward as if she was speaking with someone. As the ramp came fully down, that turned out to indeed be the case as they both spied Helen standing beside the largest of all the living dragons. Torma was only half a meter shy of Arzoal’s length, and much more muscular, but the Elder Mother had thousands of years of experience on Elynth’s father. When Arzoal spoke, everyone took notice of what she said.


Andro and Elynth started forward as the two females of two radically different species began moving down the ramp of the STRIKER into the coming dawn sky. Recognized without question as two of the wisest individuals in the Lycavorian Union, they were venerated by all no matter the species or member. They met about a hundred feet from the rear of the STRIKER and Arzoal lowered her head to run her snout along the back of Elynth’s neck in affection. The most powerful and reserved of her grandchildren, Elynth held a special place in Arzoal’s heart, for of all Isheeni’s children Elynth reminded Arzoal most of herself.


Grandmother. Elynth spoke softly even as her wings fluttered gently in joy from Arzoal’s loving touch.


You are looking beautiful as always Elynth. Arzoal answered.


They both turned their large heads to see Andro embrace Helen tightly and then hold her much smaller frame at arm’s length.


“What is happening Feravomir?” Andro asked. “We can feel them even here.”


Helen squeezed his arms and looked at Arzoal quickly before turning back to him. “Truth is happening my boy.” Helen said. “A truth many of us, myself included, have tried to deny these last years. It appears we can no longer do that now, and what makes it worse is the dreadful hour we are arriving here! Tell me Androcles… are the jungle insects even awake yet?”


“Most of them never sleep. Now… what truth?” Andro asked with a smile. “What is going on? Even my mother has blocked me. My mother never blocks my probes Feravomir.”


“I will tell you when we get out of this infernal heat.” Helen spoke with a gentle smile. “I will leave it for you to tell your brothers and sisters. You need to send Lisisa and Denali back to Sparta on our ship however. Your father will be calling for her soon enough. Better that she already be on her way back.”


Andro’s eyes went wide. “Father… father found out?” He gasped.


Helen shook her head quickly. “No… it’s not that. Though I fear we will need to address that sooner than we had hoped.” She said. “I have spoken with your grandmother Gorgo in regards to that and we were going to approach your mothers next week. I don’t think we will have that time now.”


“Feravomir… what is going on?” Andro asked once more.


Helen patted his arms. “Things are beginning to happen that will shape our future young Androcles… and you must be prepared to make difficult decisions. Decisions that will not be popular with your father and some of your siblings. Can you do that?”


“Me?” Andro asked turning to look at Elynth and then back to Helen. “What decisions?”

Feravomir… now you are beginning to frighten us. Elynth spoke.


Helen smiled and looked at her before shaking her head. “Now is not the time for fear.” She said. “That will come I assure you. Now… now we must conduct ourselves as we have planned.” She turned back to Andro. “They are all gathered in one area?”


Andro nodded slowly even more questions filling his eyes. “Yes.”


Helen nodded. “Arzoal and I could feel them once we crossed the void.” She said. “They are committed and strong. They are beginning to come out from under the fog that Aikiro and the others have created. More so than we first thought. Raw I believe is a word your father would use. And you have done this in only three… four days.”


We both agree however that Yuri and Vollenth will pose a problem. Arzoal spoke now. Her children less so… but still. We have a plan to address that if you will allow me to explain it to Elynth and then she can discuss it with you.

Elder Mother… are you and the others plotting? Andro asked with a grin.

Dragon Elders do not plot young Androcles Leonidas. Arzoal barked out with smug humor. We plan wisely.

Yes… it seems I have heard that before. Andro said with a smile. Elynth and I have one voice… you know this. Of course.

Good. I think you both will like it. Arzoal said.
“You know of course that they failed the obstacle course miserably.” Andro said.
Arzoal chuckled within Mindvoice. Something I believe you and Elynth failed yourselves once Carina had finished it. Twice if I am not mistaken. 

Elynth brought her tail around and tapped Andro in the shoulder gently. Something I reminded my bonded one of as we flew back. She said.

She devised something that is a marvel of engineering your sister did. Arzoal spoke. Most of Mjolnir’s Hand failed it the first or second time.

Helen chuckled and began pulling him towards the Lifter. “We have much to do, and Arzoal needs to inspect the dragons. Our STRIKER will wait for Lisisa and Deni… but they need to go back.”
“If father doesn’t know… why send Denali back?” Andro asked turning back to look at her. “Won’t that just make more questions?”

Helen looked at him. “Lisisa will need him.” Helen said as they walked. “I will tell you what is happening Androcles… do not worry. You need to know what is happening, for it will help you in the decisions you make in the future.”

“I truly hate it when you speak to me like the First Oracle of our people.” Andro said. “It always makes my gut twist up in fear.”

Mine as well. Elynth said.

Helen laughed. “Arzoal… are you listening to this. The most powerful Bonded Pair in the Union behind only your fathers and you are frightened of little old me?”

Then our fathers are too proud and have not told you that you scare them as well. Elynth said. Andro and I do not have that problem.

Helen squeezed Andro’s arm as they reached the Lifter. “Do not worry. As long as you remain true to each other… you can face anything. Now go Elynth! Take Arzoal to meet these dragons and I will speak with Andro. He will fill you in when you are together again.” Helen leaned forward and sniffed Andro lightly. She looked up at him and her eyes narrowed. “And you young man… you need to leave your young bride alone for a few days or you will wear her out! What is it with you and your father that makes it so you can’t keep your hands off your mates for more than a few hours? Is it some defect in your genes?”

Elynth laughed within Mindvoice as she turned with Arzoal. I have been telling him that for a week Feravomir. She said just before she lifted into the air with her grandmother right beside her.

Andro grinned sheepishly and looked at Helen. “I can’t help it.” He said.

“Bah… typical alpha response!” Helen spoke as she moved around and began getting into the Lifter. “Only you and your father. You are trying to repopulate our species all by yourselves!”

Andro glanced upward as he saw Elynth and Arzoal heading east. [I will talk with you later Elynth my sister.] He said.

[And I with you Andro my brother.] Her voice came back to him.

Andro ducked his head and got into the Lifter. Helen was looking at him oddly as he settled next to her.

“You and Elynth are still keeping secrets from everyone I see.” She said with a sly grin. “I thought I told you about secrets.”

Andro smiled. “You did Feravomir. You are the one who taught us how to keep them.” He turned forward and looked at the Durcunusaan driver. “The Rec Center.” He said. “And contact Bren and have him tell Lisi and Deni they need to return to Sparta immediately. There is a STRIKER waiting for them here on Pad Four.”

“Yes Milord.” The man spoke before turning around and charging the Lifters engines.

Andro turned back to Helen. “Now Feravomir. Tell me what has happened.”

 “…did this happen?” Gorgo exclaimed. “Martin is what that boy says true?”
The dinner had ended abruptly after Karun’s demand with Martin rising to his feet and marching out of the room. Aricia and the others followed him without question and now they all sat in main room of the villa. Karun and the Kavalians had been escorted out politely but very quickly. Martin had spoken briefly with Colonel Fache who only nodded and went to do his King’s bidding. 

Martin stood facing the patio doors now, allowing the breeze to blow over his face as the moon crept higher. He wanted to run. He wanted to shift and run until all of this went away. He knew that was not going to happen however and he turned as Aricia stepped up to him and pressed against his side.

[We knew this day would come Beloved.] She said softly.

[I was hoping maybe not.] He answered with a nod.

[Our children are probing us Martin. Especially Andro. We have to tell them something. They can all feel our anxiety and worry.] Anja spoke from the couch where she sat between For’mya and Dysea.

[Helen just arrived in SODRAG.] Isabella spoke moving closer to Martin. [She will tell Andro and he will tell the others. Coming from her will be as if one of us told him.]
[Bella is right Martin Leonidas.] For’mya said. [We need to address this issue now and let Helen tell Andro. She is the First Oracle to our people yes… but she is also a surrogate mother to them as well.]

[This is no mistake.] Dysea said now. [Your brother knew exactly what he was doing when he sent this Karun boy here.]
“Martin Leonidas!” Gorgo snapped loudly causing him to turn to face him. “You and the others stop doing that right now! We may not be strong enough to know what you are saying, but everyone in this room can feel the tremors within Mindvoice. Tell us what is going on!”

Martin turned to face all of them. “Listen to me… we…”

“The truth Martin!” Gorgo barked.

Martin’s eyes flared as he looked at his mother. “The truth!” He snapped. “The truth is that Lisisa is my daughter! Perhaps not by blood…” He saw Gorgo’s eyes go wide. “…but I have loved her! I have done what my nubous brother should have done and I don’t regret one single minute of that! Do not bark at me about the truth mother!”

Deia stepped forward and placed her hands on Gorgo’s arms. “Mandri… we are all confused and upset… we…”

Gorgo brushed Deia’s hands from her arms and stepped right up to her son and embraced him tightly tears coming to her eyes. “What is going on Martin?” She asked softly. 

Martin sighed heavily, placing his cheek against the top of her head and rubbing her long hair. His mother’s scent filled him and instantly calmed in. He hugged her tightly before pulling his face back.  “Sit down… all of you.” He said softly. He released Gorgo and turned to look at Resumar who had so far remained quiet against the wall. “Resumar?”

Resumar pushed off the wall and moved to the couch next to his mother without question. He looked at his father, his dark eyes steady. “She is my sister.” He said firmly. “She has been my sister all of these years and nothing will change that father. Nothing! I don’t care what this Karun says or who her real father is or may be. Even if it is true… for twenty-five years it has been this way. None of us will stop thinking like that.”
Martin nodded. “For me either son. For any of us.” He said.

Resumar settled next to Dysea and she took his hand in hers. Martin pulled one of the table chairs over and dropped it in front of them.

“I discovered it when Anja had to remove that thing Yuri had fused to her rib.” Martin said. “On the Mindvoice ship as we were returning from Lycavore to Apo Prime. I smelled it in her blood. It was then I suspected that Pleistarchus might still be alive.”

Gorgo gasped. “You… you knew then?” 

“Martin… your sense of smell is that keen?” Riall asked in shock. “I knew it was very sensitive… but to detect that in Lisisa’s blood after so long? How?”

Martin shrugged. “I felt something within me recognize it. Deep in the back of my head really. Some subconscious part of my brain told me what I smelled was somehow familiar. I dismissed it at first… but it wouldn’t go away.”

“How did you discover for sure?” Deia asked.

“I ran a Fractal DNA Splicing Sequencer Scan.” Anja answered.
Deia shook her head. “A What?”

Anja smiled gently. “It’s essentially a scan that breaks down DNA strands right down to their core sequencers and what made them form. A normal DNA scan would not detect it because Martin’s blood is so pure and dominant, it normally overrides anything else. When I saw and felt his reaction I knew something was wrong so I ran the scan. Martin and Pleistarchus may be many years apart in age, but because their father’s blood was so pure, their blood is almost identical.”

Martin nodded slowly. “Anja confirmed it even more a little later as she said. I didn’t want to believe it… not after all we had been through to get her back. And then finding you mother… I didn’t want to believe it. I did the only thing I could think of, the only thing I knew would get me the truth. I had Armetus dig through all the pads and files we had in the archives here in Sparta and those we took from the Coven’s base. And then he went through anything left that Tarifa and Aihola had gathered from the base’s we knew Yuri was at just before the comet came.” Martin took a deep breath. “We discovered that Pleistarchus had been to earth six weeks prior to the comet arriving. He and his Kavalian pals were doing another recon mission for a hit on Yuri. She had apparently been meeting with Robert Moran the whole time she was supposedly with me. Every time she came back to Earth they would get together. She must have turned him at some point during that period but it was also during one of these times when Pleistarchus got to her. He thought it would be fun I guess, rape the woman you are here to whack before you kill her. He wore a SEAL Team Twelve uniform and while a bunch of others from the Air Force security team held her down, he raped Yuri for several hours.”

“Wait… how do you know all this Martin?” Panos asked. 

“Armetus discovered security tapes that weren’t destroyed. They were grainy and barely useable because of their age but leave it to Armetus to find a way to restore them. They showed Pleistarchus entering the secure floor of the hospital Yuri and Moran were supposed to meet at. She thinks she got a message from me to meet her there… but it was really from my brother. He set her up.” Martin replied. “November 12th 2068. Eight weeks before the comet came. Eight weeks before Walter told her she was pregnant. In her twisted mind this only confirmed to her that it was me, because only a pureblood Lycavorian could have gotten her pregnant at the time. She had no idea that Pleistarchus was still alive.”

“But Moran is… he has fathered three children with her.” For’mya said.

Isabella nodded. “As with those who are turned among Lycavorians… it takes time for the change to fully complete itself down to the molecular level.” She spoke softly. “That is why Tina and Ben did not have any children for two years once I turned them. The changes weren’t complete inside either of them.”
“Let’s not go there.” Martin spoke looking at her.

“It was their decision m’ranndii.” Bella spoke softly. You know Endith would have far outlived them and the love they have for each other is just as powerful as ours. It would have killed Endith to lose them in such a way. Slowly… as they aged.”

Martin nodded. “I know… I just wish you would have told me first.”

“And that is why she has hated you so much all these years?” Deia asked now. “She believes…”
Martin nodded turning to look at her. “She thinks I am the one who raped her. When I made such a big stink about finding Lisisa afterwards, it only cemented in her twisted mind that it was me.”

“Pleistarchus knew?” Gorgo asked.

Martin shrugged. “He knew about Lisisa when he came here that day. He wanted her back… or so he said.” He replied shaking his head. “I don’t know exactly how long he knew before that and I don’t care. I was not going to allow that to happen.”

“Martin… you knew all this.” Riall asked softly. “You knew all this even when he came here and yet you never told anyone? Why?”

“Anja knew. Not everything about it… all the details… but she knew Lisisa was not my daughter. I kept it from Aricia and the others until they discovered it on their own four years later.” He said evenly. “They weren’t happy with me to say the least.”

Gorgo and Deia turned to Aricia and the others who by now all sat together on the large couch. “That… that is what happened during those six weeks isn’t it? When you all just up and disappeared? You were angry with him for not telling you?” Deia asked.

For’mya nodded slowly. “It was foolish of us we know that now. We didn’t realize that at the time however, not until after we left Earth so abruptly. But by then we had already called him some very bad names.” She looked at Martin. “Names we could not take back. We wrongly assumed… quite stupidly mind you… that if he hid this from us… what else was he hiding? We were ashamed of ourselves because none of us thought of Lisisa and what she had come to mean to all of us. We thought only of our own pride as Martin’s mates.”
Martin grinned at them from his chair as they looked on embarrassed. “Well… they were very creative names Kinsoaurgai.” He said.

Gorgo looked at him aghast. “Martin how… how can you joke at a time like this?” She stammered. “What are we going to do?”

Martin turned his head and met her eyes. “What do you want me to do mother?” He asked. “Would you rather I throw myself from Torma’s back at twenty thousand feet and allow myself to smash into the earth? Shit… with the way my luck is going lately I’d probably survive that.”
“I am being serious!” She snapped.

Martin got to his feet. “So am I mother. The moment Yuriko told me that Lisisa existed… she became my daughter. The instant I set foot on Lycavore she became my daughter! I was meant to find her that day! I was meant to find her… because she was part of the ones Canth told me I needed to find. And in finding her… she led me to you! For twenty-five years I have considered her nothing but my daughter! She is a Leonidas! Period! She is just as much my daughter as Eliani or Carina or Normya or Zarah, Retta or Nara. You… you did not sense the happiness in her when I found her mother. You did not feel the freedom that bonding to Jeth granted her. I could feel it. The sense of peace and utter completeness after almost five hundred years of running and slavery and being treated like she was something lower than dirt! I had no intention of taking that from her. None! My dear brother Pleistarchus and Yuri can go right straight to hell if they think I’m going to let it happen now!”
“Aovi.” Aricia muttered softly.

“Spoken like a true Spartan father!” Panos muttered softly with pride in his eyes.

“Well it is obvious Pleistarchus’s own mate did not know this.” Deia spoke. “Not with her reaction and the look on her face when Karun revealed this to us.”

“But why do this now? In the middle of their trade talks and desires for an embassy?” Riall asked. “What purpose does it serve?”

“Well… if we needed any more proof that they are not here for peace, I believe we got it tonight.” Deia said. “Whether it was intentional or not, they revealed to us that they are far more concerned as to why the Coven is here and what we have. Things that we won’t give them.”
“Sibfla!” Anja spat. “We already knew that. I can’t begin to imagine what they would do to several hundred of my Healers if they went into Kavalian space. It turns my blood cold just to think about it.”
“I think it also showed that this Jalersi… that she is not the one pulling the strings.” Panos spoke. “Her father may have put her in charge of this delegation, but those other two… Jiss and Matuarr… they are getting their instructions from someone else.”

“Yes… the question remains from whom?” Deia said. “This Keleru is shrewd… we have seen that in how he dealt with the remnants of their old empire, not to mention the deals he has brokered with the Simian people as well as how he dealt with the Zaleisians.”

“Do not forget his Mutual Protection Treaty with The Icalro Alliance and The U’zolot Consortium.” Dysea spoke up.
“As if we want anything from those fools. Privateers and Warlords is what they are.” Riall snapped turning to look at Martin. He stood behind Gorgo, his hand on her shoulder affectionately. “I wouldn’t be surprised if this Commander Qurot character is getting his instructions from someone else as well Martin.” Riall said.

“We refuse them the embassy then.” Isabella said now.

Deia shook her head. “We can’t. Martin has already told them it we be ratified by the end of the week. If we back out now they will scream to the heavens.”

“Let them scream!” Resumar snapped. 

“If only we could Res.” Dysea said squeezing his hand. “If we go back on the deal now… they will only take it to the public forum. They will draw in our allies and those governments that support us but are not part of the Union and demand to know why. We can’t tell them we are refusing them because of Lisisa. And we most certainly can not tell them we are training the Coven’s dragons.”

“We’ll catch some backlash with this Martin. They’ll hold it over our heads. Try to get more concessions out of us.” Deia spoke.

Aricia leaned forward. “Let them try.” She said. “Lisisa and Eliani are almost as loved as their brother Andro among our people. Across the entire Union. Lisisa has forged her reputation on her own merits with her own actions. Hers and Jeth’s. She and Jeth are widely recognized as the strongest Bonded Pair behind Martin and Torma and Andro and Elynth, even among those of Mjolnir’s Hand.”
“Aricia is right.” For’mya spoke. “Our people accepted her without question as Martin’s daughter. They saw what he went through to get her back safely. They know she is half vampire as two others of our children are. They do not care about this. As Lisisa has so often said… her life did not begin until she came to be with us. That is how our people see her. Nothing this Karun or his fool father attempt to do will ever change that perception of her.”

“But even when they discover she is Pleistarchus’s daughter and not Martin’s?” Riall asked.

“They will see a Lycavorian Union and Spartan King who acted on the information that she was his daughter.” For’mya continued. “And when he discovered that she was in fact the daughter of his brother, who we all thought dead and who is a traitor to his people as well as a bad father, they will see Martin took it upon himself to step in as the father she never had… and do this without question. They will see that Martin was the one to show Lisisa her true path. They certainly will not hold it against her. She had no say in whom her parents were, and she is most certainly not to blame for one of them trying to kill her for nearly five hundred years of her life. They will not see Lisisa acting as her real father has done. They will see her acting as the man she now calls father, as a true Spartan warrior and woman. And they will see who we call daughter without indecision or misgiving.”
“Are you going to let him see her Martin?” Riall asked now. The question that all of them dreaded. “For all we know this could just be a ploy to get intelligence. As Aricia just said… if they know this about her and Jeth, their status among Mjolnir’s Hand, perhaps it is a way for them to learn to defeat the fear of dragons so ingrained in their people.” 

Martin met his eyes. “That is not my decision to make. We agreed a long time ago to never impress our will on our children. I don’t intend to start now. This will be strictly Lisisa’s decision, but she would never put Jeth, our people or the dragons at risk. She should be on her way back here as we speak on Helen’s STRIKER.”

“Who is going to tell her Martin?” Gorgo asked now in a much softer tone of voice.

“I will tell her.” He said softly. “It should be me. I’ll give her the rest of the night once she arrives and tell her in the morning.”

“And… and what if she decides she wants to meet him?” Gorgo spoke. “What if she wants to meet this Karun?”

“I can’t stop her mother.” Martin spoke.

“And what if she decides she wants to meet her real father? What if she wants to meet Pleistarchus Martin? Not that I believe she will… but what if she does? What will you do then my son?”

Martin met his mother’s eyes. “I guess we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it now won’t we mother.” He answered.


Gorgo gazed at him for a long moment. “I truly hate it when you say that.” She spoke finally.


Martin nodded. “Yeah… me too.”

HADARIA
CAPITAL OF UNOPA
MINISTRY OF MEDICINE AND RESEARCH

OFFICE OF PRINCESS SIVANA

“You are sure of the results Imaoi?” Sivana asked.


The face of the blond woman in the transmission nodded quickly. “I ran the test three times Sivana.” She answered confidently. “The results were the same; within point two spatial sets of the metaphase chromatin.”

“The others Imaoi?” Sivana asked. Like her sister Anja, Princess Sivana insisted that her staff and research teams refer to her by name. They worked together nearly every day, spending hours upon hours with each other, and it was silly to stand on such formality. This one thing, more than anything, endeared the twin sisters to those close to them like nothing else. 

“All of them at point seven or higher.”


Sivana leaned back in her chair. “And can you determine how long this has been taking place?”


“I can’t be precisely accurate… but it appears based on cell regeneration and epigenetic mechanics I’d say at least twenty years. Probably closer to twenty-five.” Imaoi answered.


“And her levels have held at point two spatial sets?” Sivana said softly. 


Imaoi nodded. “Yes… and her Tryptophan levels are nearly off the charts and this is what allowed the reversal of the biogenic compounds they were using. That and…”


Sivana looked at her. “What?”


“We know they were using a combination of spliced DNA Sivana. Anja and the Divine one discovered it was mainly from Elves and Lycavorian hosts. That is what Queen Dysea found was happening on Elear.” Imaoi spoke. 
“Yes.” Sivana said.

“It was done in very small amounts mind you, but over the years those L-stereoisomer strands, which we all know Lycavorian blood is flooded with, that L-stereoisomer bonded at the molecular level with her core DNA strands. It essentially created a minutely smaller reaction in her core cells.”


Sivana nodded thoughtfully. “Almost as if she had been bitten and her blood flooded with the actual Lycavorian virus itself?”


Imaoi nodded. “Yes. That L-stereoisomer allowed her Tryptophan levels to rise well above normal for Kavalians. Five times normal to be precise. It is also probably why she stopped taking the follow on treatments that the others seem to rely on to keep their Tryptophan levels so low. They were making her sick.”

“And once the treatments stopped, her tail regenerated and the levels remained at such a high point stage they prevented further degradation.” Sivana spoke. “That is why she has not reverted back to her natural state.”


Imaoi nodded once more. “Yes. It’s unlikely the Kavalians have the equipment or the advanced genetic knowledge that we do to even detect this. Even if they did… it would be impossible to reverse it now.”


Sivana looked at her. “Not if they reduced the L-stereoisomer amino acid once more. That would lower her Tryptophan levels down again.”


Imaoi nodded her head. “That would have been the case a few days ago yes. But not now, not anymore.”


“Why?”


“There has been a massive influx of L-stereoisomer and Tryptophan levels into her blood within the last seventy-two hours.” Imaoi said. 


“How massive?”


“Point two three.” Imaoi replied. “Elven core DNA strands were detected as well. They are already beginning to assert themselves into her core DNA molecules. Whatever she looks like now Sivana… she will look like for the rest of her life.”


“Imaoi… the levels you are describing to me would mean that she has either been bitten by someone with a combination of Lycavorian and Elven blood or slept with someone with this concentration.” Sivana spoke. “It is the only way to receive the levels you are referring too.”


Imaoi nodded. “Yes.”


“Purity Concentration Coefficient using the variables established by the Feravomir?” Sivana asked immediately.


“One hundred forty-eight point nine.” Imaoi answered.


“Imaoi… what is Martin Leonidas’s PCC?” Sivana asked.


“Two hundred ninety-three.”


“Aricia, Anja and For’mya?”


“Two hundred and fifty-four, one hundred eighty-one and one hundred seventy-six respectively.”


“And Dysea’s now that she is fully wolf?”


“One hundred and eighty-five.”


“Divide by the usual variables that the First Oracle and Eurin established a decade ago and please and tell me what the PCC would be to a child of Martin and Dysea?” Sivana spoke.


“Give or take point three in variance… one hundred forty-three to one hundred forty-nine PCC.” Imaoi replied. “I ran the numbers before contacting you Sivana.”

Sivana nodded with a smile. “You have come to know me well my friend.”

Imaoi smiled. “As much time as you spend with us… how could we not? Based on this information I’d say she was having a relationship with someone on Mjolnir’s Hand before they arrived on Earth. The only ones with the PCC levels we’re talking about that were on the King’s ship at that time were Queen For’mya and Prince Resumar. I think it’s safe to assume it wasn’t the Queen.”

“In that I would agree.” Sivana spoke. “Imaoi… thank you for your tireless work. Now please erase all the data you have complied on this, as well as any backups we might have made up to this point.” Sivana ordered.

Imaoi nodded with question. “As you order.”


“May I ask what you are having deleted?” The male voice spoke from the doorway into her office. Sivana turned her head and saw the two men and one woman enter her office and the frantic shaking of her senior aide’s head.


Sivana kept the smile on her face and turned back to her monitor. “Imaoi… you have your instructions.”


“Yes Princess.”


“Thank you.” Sivana told her before ending the transmission and rising gracefully to her feet. She walked over to the counter along the wall and poured herself a mug of coffee. “Well… this is a surprise.” She spoke as she turned to look at the three new guests. “Elder Okein, Elder Voehls and Elder Buonau. Not one or two… but three Elder Healers have graced me with their presence today. I am overwhelmed.”


Sivana’s aide moved around them and looked at her. “Forgive me Princess… they would not take no for an answer. I told them you were busy.”


Sivana smiled. “It’s quite alright Yahri. I was just finishing up anyway.” She said moving to the chair in front of the large window that overlooked Unopa. She wore a casual outfit of dark gray pants that hugged her long legs and wrapped around her firm ass outlining every curve of her cheeks and the mound between her thighs. The white shirt was looser fitting but did nothing to hide her full breasts and the slim collar wrapped elegantly around her slim neck. Sivana had long ago dispensed with wearing undergarments as she found them restrictive and uncomfortable. Belen hated them as well, and more often than not, he simply shredded them when he removed them from her body. Sivana made it a point to stand for a few extra seconds so that they could see how she was dressed and then she began to sit with a small smile at the look in their eyes. 

“So to what do I owe the honor of this visit?” She asked as she settled fully into the chair gracefully, pulling her legs up under her bottom and motioning them to the couch across from the small table in front of her.
The short brown haired woman gave her a disapproving look as she moved around first and sat down. Elder Buonau and she had a long history of dislike and Sivana made it a point to stick the needle to her whenever she could. The woman was a relic from the past, always wrapped in more layers of clothing that she and Anja would often joke about how long it took her to undress for bed in the evening. Her husband was a portly man, jovial and always polite, except when he was around his wife. She was the one who obviously wore the pants in the family. They had three daughters together, all of them no better than their mother in their arrogance. All of Buonau’s daughters were very resentful of Eliani because of her accomplishments in almost every way, and even Sivana’s oldest son and daughter Menelou and Rileya were now feeling that same resentment directed at them. Of course… like her cousin… Rileya was also half wolf, a more powerful healer, and considerably more attractive than any of Buonau’s daughters. Menelou was also an exceptionally skilled healer and had returned from completing his Spartan Agoge only the year earlier. Even at eighteen years of age he was just as tall as his father and his incredible good looks had far too many Hadarian females fawning over him. 
Elder Okein she had dealt with before as well and Sivana found him just as pompous and arrogant as Anja did. Elder Voehls was less arrogant… and far more subtle in his distaste for what Anja and she had accomplished through the years. Sivana also knew that these three in front of her were the most vocal opponents and had caused the most fuss upon Anja’s return and discovering she was now wolf. They had also created quite the stir upon Sivana’s return from the mission to Lycavore only to discover Belen had not only turned her, but claimed her as his mate. These were the men and women who led most of the other older Elders in opposing many of the things Anja and she had done through the years.

“What is it you ordered your aide to delete?” Buonau asked.

Sivana smiled. “Confidential medical research.” She answered her. “Something entirely unimportant and not your concern.”

“Have you spoken with the Queen recently?” Okein asked.

“I speak with Anja almost every day Elder Okein… you are well aware of that.” Sivana spoke.

“Will she be returning then?” Buonau spoke.

“I wasn’t aware she needed to return.” Sivana said. “They have only just started their exodus to Earth and the little ones are settling into their schools.”

“She will not return to address these charges that Seanna’s mother Pcillany is going to level against her?” Buonau asked surprised.

“Has the Elder Council heard these charges yet?” Sivana asked.

“Well… no.” Buonau replied.

“Pcillany is appearing before us in three days.” Voehls told her. 

“So if you have not heard these alleged charges that Seanna’s mother intends to bring forth why is there a need for Anja to return here?” Sivana said. “She and Martin and their mates are involved with many things happening on Earth right now that concern the entire Union.”

“So she does not intend to refute these accusations?” Okein stated.
“You just said yourself that Pcillany has not come before you yet.” Sivana spoke. “To what accusations are you referring?”

“We… we have seen a preliminary draft of Pcillany’s testimony and the accusations she will make.” Okein spoke now. “We thought it prudent for the Queen to return and address them.”

“Why would she give weight to something that is not true and has no basis in fact by addressing it as if it does?” Sivana asked. 

“It has not been determined by the full Elder Council if these accusations are true or not.” Voehls said. “Based on what we have already seen… the evidence is… it is substantial. We thought out of respect for the Queen and yourself that we would give her the opportunity to come before us and explain this before it is presented to the full Council.”

Sivana tilted her head slightly. “Really? I was not aware Anja had to explain anything in regards to her personal life to the Hadarian Elder Council.”

“She is the Queen of Hadaria!” Buonau snapped. “Her personal life is our business! As is yours!”

“Is it now?” Sivana spoke calmly. “What exactly brought you to that conclusion Elder Buonau?”

“Your parents were not like this!” Okein interjected now. “Their lives were an open book for all to review!”

“And judge no doubt. Or so it seems.” Sivana said. “Anja and I are not our parents… as much as you would like us to be.”
“They would never do what you and your sister have done!” Voehls said.
“And what exactly have Anja and I done that is so damning to your precious sensibilities Elder Voehls?” Sivana asked. “Not that we care mind you.” She finished that with a smile.

“There… that very thing you just did!” Okein said quickly. “You dismiss the Elders and our opinions and wishes as if we do not matter!”

“In many cases your wishes and opinions do not matter. The Elder Council has no say in matters of governing Hadaria. Only in spiritual matters.” Sivana told him. “Anja is Queen… I am Princess… it is we who decide what is best for our people and in what direction we will take them. Or has the Hadarian Constitutional Order of Bloodline Ascension been altered in some way and we were not notified?”

“You both have taken non-Hadarian husbands. Lycavorians… and you have allowed them to transform you. No member of the Hadarian Royal family in our history has ever married outside of our own species.” Buonau hissed.

Sivana smiled. “So we were the first?” She spoke sardonically. “Using a phrase I learned from my sister and niece… That’s way cool!”

“That is another point of contention.” Okein said. “Your insistence on refusing to adhere to our customs where it concerns your children. They should have been made to remain here on Hadaria and be schooled in our institutions. In the ways of our people!”
“You mean in the ways of my Aunt.” Sivana spoke calmly. “As she has raised her sons and daughters?”

“Umbra’s children know well our history and their responsibility as members of the Royal Family!” Voehls stated.

“Yes… I’m sure they have had it drilled into their brains since birth.” Sivana spoke rolling her eyes. “No wonder they are all so dull. No choice. Do this. Do that. It makes my brain hurt just thinking about it.”

“You and your sister do not act as your parents acted!” Buonau snapped. “Your mother would never have dressed in the fashion the two of you do.”

Sivana made a show of looking down at her clothes. “What’s wrong with the way I am dressed?”

“Our females should be reserved and demur!” Buonau spoke. “We should not put on display what we are as you and your sister do. As Eliani does even more! And she is next in line for the throne should anything happen to you or your sister. And your mother most certainly would not have taken another woman into her bed. Let alone four. Did you know that is a topic of discussion among our younger female generation? That the Queen of Hadaria openly admits to sharing the same bed with four other women! And now her daughter has gone and done the same thing by taking this vampire into her bed. And even flaunting her when she is on Hadaria! There are many who find that offensive!”
Sivana laughed openly now. “Come now Elder Buonau… this has never entered your mind?”

“Certainly not!” Buonau snapped. “And you disrespect me by even suggesting it!”

“Do I?” Sivana said her eyes narrowing. “But it is not disrespectful of you and the other Elders to speak openly of it and condemn it so vehemently because you don’t like it! Is that it?”

Sivana got to her feet and moved back to the counter. “I have been with Eliani and Nyla on many occasions when they are here and have gone out to shop or whatever it is that young single women do. I have never seen this reaction to them.” She turned after refilling her mug. “This is less to do with these ridiculous charges that Pcillany intends to bring before you and far more to do with what you and the other Elders deem to be appropriate in regards to Anja and me?”

“What do you mean?” Okein demanded.


Sivana turned back to him. “We don’t think and act as you feel we should.” She said. “And using another term I learned from my sister and niece… that just flat out pisses you off doesn’t it?”


“And you dismiss Hadarian customs and traditions!” Okein exclaimed. “In your manner of dress… in how you act in public. And in how you raise and educate our children.”


Sivana blinked. “Excuse me… our children?” She said. “You mean mine and Anja’s children don’t you? You certainly did not give birth to them. And you have not raised them as far as I know.”


“Your children are within the Royal bloodline and therefore they are just as much our charges as the Hadarian Elders of our people as they are yours!” Voehls spoke.


“You and your sister put them at risk!” Buonau said now. “Your sister by allowing Retta and Calyb to form a bond with those beasts. Those dragons. And you… by allowing Rileya and Menelou to conduct that brutal Agoge practice.”

“Anja and I have let our children find their own way.” Sivana spoke. “It was Rileya’s and Menelou’s decision to conduct their Agoge training. They did that to honor their father. As for Retta and Calyb… there is no way to predict if a bond will form between rider and dragon. In their case it did.”


“Seeing who their father and brother are… do you expect us to believe that the Queen hoped a bond would not form for the twins?” Okein snapped. “She knew well the possibilities of that happening and she allowed it. Had they been here on Hadaria… where they belong… such a thing would not have occurred!”


“So our children are expected to remain here on Hadaria. Locked away and shielded from all the universe has to offer and show them?” Sivana spoke.


“If it means they learn what they should learn as members of the Royal blood line… yes!” Buonau said.


“You mean what you deem is appropriate for them to learn.” Sivana said with a knowing smile.


“We were not able to act in a fashion that would have protected Eliani and now she has become just like her mother.” Voehls stated. “We were not able to act to protect Rileya and Menelou though they may yet be saved. However… we can and will act in regards to Retta and Calyb and even Siara if you and the Queen refuse to do so.”  


Sivana looked at them her eyes narrowing. “What exactly are you trying to say Elder Voehls?” She asked. 


“When Pcillany appears before us in three days to present these allegations about the Queen’s actions the Elder Council will also hear a petition from Umbra to have the youngest of your children remanded to her custody for upbringing until such time as you and the Queen see fit to raise your children in the proper Hadarian manner.” Voehls said. “There is a majority on the Council of Elders that takes our side in this regard and I must warn you, the petition will pass from our Council with approval.”

Sivana looked at them for a long moment. “Truly.” She said.


“Unless you and the Queen agree to have them returned to Hadaria and be schooled properly yes. The dragons will not be allowed to accompany Retta and Calyb, and they, with Siara must attend the Hadarian Elder Ministry. As did your Aunt’s children.”


“And why exactly would we subject our children to that archaic foolishness?” Sivana asked.


“It is not foolishness!” Buonau shouted coming to her feet. “It is our history. Our tradition!”


“It is foolishness!” Sivana barked right back at her. “What is taught there is so out of date and useless off of our own planet we may as well be putting signs on our people that say kick me for I am stupid!”

“How dare you!” Okein roared coming to his feet.

“I dare alright!” Sivana snapped. “Have you never wondered why the Universities not influenced by the Hadarian Elder Ministry are so overcrowded and packed with students willing to learn? The only ones who seem to think it is useful anymore or those of you who cling to an archaic set of rules and values and some false sense of power that you hope will one day return. Thank the gods you have no say in the government any longer!”

“Outbursts like that do nothing to further our indulgence of you and your sister!” Voehls barked.
Sivana met his eyes with a smile and held up her hand. “Give me one moment please.” She said. She moved around the corner of her desk and activated her communications panel with three quick touches of her fingers. Buonau, Okein and Voehls watched as the image of the Durcunusaan soldier appeared.

“Lady Sivana?” The man seemed surprised to hear from her.

“Lieutenant Viusen what is your current location please?” Sivana asked.

“Little Siara has just gone into her Music Class Milady.” He answered with a smile. “She was very excited.”

“Lieutenant, please pull Siara from class and take her to the Spaceport.” Sivana spoke seeing the three Elders jerk in reaction to her words and step closer. “The RELIANT HEALER is in orbit correct?” The RELIANT HEALER was one of the recent AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigates and was permanently assigned as Sivana’s ship. 
The man nodded. “Always Princess. Milady Sivana… what is going on? Should I contact Belen?”

“I will take care of that Viusen. Tell Siara she is going to spend some extra time with Retta and Mara. She will be thrilled about that. Take her to the RELIANT HEALER and then you may depart for Earth and Sparta.” Sivana spoke.

“You will do no such thing!” Okein barked now moving up to the desk. “You will not listen to her Lieutenant Viusen! If you follow her orders I will have you expelled from Hadaria permanently!”

The Durcunusaan Spartan shifted his eyes to Okein and snorted. “As if that will hurt my feelings.” He growled. “This place is too tame for my tastes anyway. I do not follow your orders Elder Okein… only the orders of Lady Sivana and Star Commander Belen.”
“You are a member of the Union military Lieutenant!” Okein barked.

“I am a member of the Durcunusaan Elder Okein. The Wolves of the Blood. We do not fall under the purview of the regular military. Or you for that matter.” Viusen spoke. “Orders Lady Sivana?”

“You may operate under the Inveluiner protocols Lieutenant.” Sivana spoke calmly. “Do not stop until you have Siara safely with her cousins in Sparta. I will insure Lilika greets you when you arrive.”

Viusen nodded. “Aen forn rota.” He stated and the transmission ended.

Sivana stood back up and looked at them. “I’m sorry… you were saying something?”

“I will have the Hadarian militia stop them at the spaceport!” Voehls snapped. 

“I wouldn’t if I were you.” The new voice spoke from behind them. They all turned and saw Eurin slowly walk into Sivana’s office. “The Inveluiner… the Crimson Storm protocols… they authorize use of force in protecting Durcunusaan charges. You will not drag the Hadarian Militia into this Okein. None of you will. I forbid it. Most of them would not follow your directives anyway.” Eurin walked fully into the office and stopped by the side of Sivana’s desk.

“Divine One we are only doing what we feel is best for the sake of the Royal Bloodline.” Buonau spoke. “We…”


“Spare me your preposterous drivel Buonau!” Eurin snapped. “The Inveluiner protocols mean that Lieutenant Viusen will get Siara safely off Hadaria and he won’t care who he has to hurt in order to accomplish that.”


“We will have the full support of the Elder Council Divine One.” Voehls stated. “The children need to be returned here to Hadaria to be raised in a safe and proper environment.”


“Then by all means Voehls.” Eurin spoke her voice dripping with contempt. “When the full Council does pass that resolution you may send your Council Guard to Earth and Sparta to try and collect Siara and King Leonidas’s children. I’m quite sure they will be welcomed most warmly.”


“We will do just that!” Okein barked. He cut his eyes to Sivana. “You will be presented with the official demand that you and Queen Anja surrender your children to the custody of your Aunt Umbra three days hence. We will also inform you of our decision in regards to the accusations brought against the Queen by Seanna’s mother.” 


Sivana smiled sweetly. “Of course. Now if you will excuse the Divine One and I? We actually have work to perform that does not involve stealing other people’s children. I can have my Durcunusaan officer show you out if you like?”


“It would be better if you cooperated with us Princess.” Buonau spoke. 


“You mean betray my sister!” Sivana snarled and her face twisted into an angry glare. “Betray my sister… the woman who saved me from the blackness I was living? Who showed me the life I could have? You want me to betray that woman?” Sivana stepped up to her. “Since Belen claimed me as his mate, I have discovered that I have developed a rather foul disposition when it comes to those who think to use me for their own nefarious purposes.”

“You… you would allow this man that protects Siara to injure your own people just to spite us?” Buonau gasped.


Sivana smiled. “If you think that is bad, wait until you try and take Anja’s children.”


“Milady…” The male voice said. They turned to look at the tall Spartan who now stood just inside the door. “You called for me Lady Sivana?”


“Yes Trius.” Sivana spoke. “Would you insure the Elders here do not get lost as they leave the building. I’d hate for them to trip over something and injure themselves.”


The Durcunusaan soldier grinned. “Of course.” He spoke.


“You… you summoned him?” Voehls spoke. “To escort us out!”


Sivana tapped her temple lightly. “Don’t you just love the ability to Mindvoice? I know I do. Good day Elders! We are quite finished here.”

No more words were spoken as the three of them turned and made their way to the door in a huff. The Durcunusaan officer smiled at Sivana and turned to follow them.


Sivana moved to the window and took a deep breath. “Eurin?” She said softly.


Eurin stepped up next to her. “Zaniai contacted me only a short while ago. He was told by an aide that the Elder Council was going to act on your Aunt’s petition even though she had not formally presented it. He wanted me to come and tell you before they did.”


“Eurin… do the Elders hate Anja and I that much.” Sivana asked.


“Anja and you have changed so much in the last two decades Sivana. And done so very quickly. The Elders fear they will lose what little influence they have.” Eurin said. “Even I did not see this coming. They think they can force you and Anja to do things their way.”


“So they have been planning this for some time and only used Umbra’s petition and these trumped up allegations against Anja as a catalyst for their own purposes?” Sivana spoke.


“Whatever is driving Pcillany and your Aunt to do this yes.” Eurin said. “However with these allegations against Anja… now the Elders actually have a point to begin their own power play.”


“They have no actual power Eurin.” Sivana spoke. “They can change nothing that Anja and I have instituted up until now. Can they?”


“No… but their voice does carry weight within the Ruling Ministry.” Eurin spoke. “If they can present their position in a convincing enough manner and sway enough of the Ministry that they are right… that would be a problem. We do not yet know what this supposed evidence is.”

“And we are stuck reacting to their actions for right now.” Sivana said. 


Eurin nodded. “We won’t know the full scope of what they intend until they present the evidence that Pcillany supposedly will show them.”


“Why do I get the feeling their decision has already been made Eurin?” Sivana asked looking at her. “Even before Pcillany appears before them.”


Eurin met her gaze. “It is not just you Sivana. I have that same feeling.”

G9 HIGH COVEN LRR

TWO HOURS FROM YOCETU

THE WILDS


“…not going to be happy with you Esther.” T’lolt spoke with a smile from the right seat of the G9 High Coven Long Range Runner. “Where have you and Tir’ut gotten yourselves to now?”


Esther’s smile was bright but filled with embarrassment. “You have no idea T’lolt.” She spoke. “Part of me is glad it is you coming and not my Blessed Husband.”

T’lolt chuckled even louder. “What have you done now my brother’s wife?” He asked. “And where are you? You are not in the VANGRA that much I can tell.”


“No T’lolt… we are on Yocetu.” Esther said.


“Yocetu? Why would you be on Yocetu?” T’lolt leaned forward. “Esther… what is wrong?”


“We trailed close to the Union border after detecting the Jump Gate explosion.” Esther spoke.

T’lolt nodded. “I was with Cha’talla in the Command Center. There was something about a TYPE II Union dragon ship. He knew you would ignore him and go to investigate and that is why he sent me. Now tell me something I am not already aware of.”


“We rescued the elf pilots T’lolt.” Esther spoke quickly. “Gareld was…”


“Gareld!” T’lolt exclaimed. “The same one that…”


Esther nodded. “Yes.” She replied. “We have deduced that he had a hand in sabotaging the ship these pilots were on so that he could capture them.” Esther explained. “We sort of got in the way. The pilots were able to repair their ship enough and we led them here to Yocetu. Gareld attacked once more and the TYPE II crashed. The co-pilot was killed but we managed to save the pilot.”


“Why is Gareld after the pilots of the TYPE II?” Gareld asked. “Why not just take the ship. It would be worth more in The Wilds, if he doesn’t mind that he will now be hunted for the rest of his life for his actions. The Union will certainly hunt him if he has injured their dragons. If Cha’talla does not reach him first.”


“The TYPE II had no dragons on it. Only the two pilots T’lolt. They were returning to Earth.” Esther spoke. “The pilot is a female… an elf of some importance within the Union. Gareld would stand to make a substantial sum of credits if he was able to sell her to his buyers, whoever they may be.”


“Esther… we will reveal ourselves to the Union when Cha’talla feels the time is right.” T’lolt said. “I may not agree with him on this course… I agree with you in regards to that… but he is our leader and he knows best. He has kept us safe for all these years with his actions.”

“I know T’lolt… now however… now we may have no choice.” Esther said.


T’lolt’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”


“We are in the camp bunker on the northern continent T’lolt. Gareld’s men are still here and will no doubt attempt to breach the bunker.”


“Still there?” T’lolt exclaimed. “Why would they be still there? Who have you saved Esther?”


“There is a Bontawillian Low Gravity Frigate in orbit above us. Our VANGRA sustained engine damage on the descent in. Tir’ut says it is very fixable… just not with the parts we have here.” Esther spoke. “Please tell me you are nearby.”


“Two hours.” T’lolt nodded. “How many men on the surface?”


“We don’t know.” Esther replied. “I would think at least thirty to forty. Tir’ut killed an adolescent Bancorik just before nightfall that was about to eat our elf pilot and…”


“What?” T’lolt gasped his small dark eyes wide. “He attacked an adolescent Bancorik by himself? Why in the heavens would he do that? Was he mad? Where is Fash’ka? Is he injured?”


“Tir’ut was injured protecting the elf pilot. He is fine. Three spikes penetrated cleanly through his side. I removed them… he is healed. We…” Esther spoke.


“No elf pilot is worth fighting an adolescent Bancorik alone Esther.” T’lolt said sternly. 


“Yes… something that Fash’ka made very clear to him after he helped him to kill it.” Esther spoke. “Somehow… I don’t think it mattered to him. He would have done it anyway. The point is… Fash’ka says the animals, these Bancorik… they are still in a very agitated state and are milling about above us just outside the perimeter fences. We are safe from Gareld’s men… but unable to reach our ship. We would not be able to outrun the frigate regardless. If Gareld is able to chase these creatures away he will begin an assault against the bunker’s main door and then the door to the interior here.”


T’lolt turned to the pilot in the G9. “Increase speed to Point Four.” He ordered. “Inform the others to execute as well. Attack pattern Theta Omicron when we enter the system. We must chase the frigate away and then land!”


“T’lolt… they more than likely have been monitoring our transmission. The Bunker’s COM unit is not secure.” Esther spoke.


“Good… then they can monitor this!” T’lolt snarled. “You have attacked and attempted to bring harm to the Blessed Wife of the Immortal Cha’talla. My brother. When we arrive in…” He turned to the pilot. 


“Sixty-eight minutes!”


“When we arrive in sixty-eight minutes mercenary scum… we will blow your ship from the stars and then we will land. The men you leave on the surface we will capture. We will skin them alive while they scream for mercy. Then we will feed them to the predators of that world you are on and watch them die!”

BONTAWILLIAN FRIGATE

ORBITING YOCETU 


“…anything?” The frigate’s second officer, a Limian mercenary asked.



The Evolli turned from the sensor display. “Nothing. Long range sensors are clear.”

“Then they are shrouded.” The Limian spoke. “And we do not know what type of ship or ships they may have.”


“Can they do what they say?” The Evolli asked.


“This tub is over a hundred years old!” The Limian replied. “We could not stand in a sustained fight against the VANGRA those on the surface were flying! They were able to out fly us and their ship is armed, which we did not expect. We are still conducting repairs from just the three missiles that hit us. Missiles that ship should not have had.”

 “They are Immortals…” The Amarian helmsmen turned from his station. “If what that voice said is true and we have attacked this Cha’talla’s Blessed Wife as he said… I have no wish to do battle with them. You know who Cha’talla is?”


“I thought Gareld said he was dead.” The Evolli spoke.


“That is what he told us. He also told us this operation would be easy. Already we have lost two boarding parties and over twenty men on the surface.” The Limian complained. 
“This pureblood female that Gareld so desires. If she is Cha’talla’s Blessed Wife as that voice said…” The Amarian began.

“Yes… and I have no wish to die. Contact Sandur and inform him of what we just intercepted. Gareld will listen to him.”


“We hope.” The Evolli spoke.

YOCETU

“When we arrive in sixty-eight minutes mercenary scum… we will blow your ship from the stars and then we will land. The men you leave on the surface we will capture. We will skin them alive while they scream for mercy. Then we will feed them to the predators of that world you are on and watch them die!”

Esther laughed softly as she turned from the communications console and looked at Ja’narie, T’lolt’s voice softly echoing away within the walls. “I do so love T’lolt and his directness.” She spoke.

Ja’narie grinned and nodded her head. “My father jokes that he is even more ushdui than Cha’talla at times.” (Crazy)

Esther turned and saw Normya sitting with her back against the pillows on the couch and looking at her with wide eyes. “You have questions and doubts in your eyes Normya Leonidas.” Esther said. “Do not be afraid to voice them.”


“What… what he said?” Normya spoke softly. “He wouldn’t…”


Esther smiled as she moved over to squat next to the couch. “This bunker does not have secure communications yet.” She said. “I was not lying about that. T’lolt was merely attempting to frighten those above us who were undoubtedly monitoring our transmission. We have been lucky so far… perhaps our luck will hold.”

“You did not tell him who I was?” Normya said. “Why?”


“On an open transmission?” Ja’narie spoke now but with that ever present smile on her face. “We may be Immortals… but we are not that crazy. If we would have announced to the sector who you were, every mercenary and pirate scum would have converged on this planet like a pestilence.” Ja’narie looked at her and patted her shoulder. “Tir’ut can not kill them all… no matter how much he would try.”


Esther pulled aside the pant leg and inspected Normya’s wound. She reached up and yanked the depleted patch from her skin and ran her fingers around the edges of where the branch had impaled her thigh. “It is healing nicely.” She said. “Do you have the strength to shift?”


Normya shook her head quickly. “I’m hot.” She spoke.


Esther turned and took a small rectangular device from the table and activated it, running it over Normya’s head and down her body. “You have a slight infection that is producing a mild fever Normya.” She spoke. “A reaction to having a two inch diameter piece of Oklan tree stuck in your leg no doubt. It is not high, but it is sapping your strength.” She removed the red pill from the small pouch on her belt and held it up to her. “Nalufem… it will kill the contamination within twelve hours and curb the fever. At least the fever the infection has caused. Your Coming of Age fever I’m afraid I can’t help with.”

“You know… you know about that?” Normya gasped.


Esther chuckled. “I may be a bio-genetic scientist by schooling… but I’m fairly well versed in the anatomy of many other species. Yes… I know about your Coming of Age fever. I could smell it in your blood last night. It appears you have weathered the worst of it though. How much longer do you have to endure it as it recedes?”


“Another week. Maybe two.” Normya answered. “If my father’s blood wasn’t so pure it would be behind me by now!” She snapped.


“If your father’s blood was not so pure Normya Leonidas… you could very well be dead.” Esther said.


“Yes… well I guess there is that to consider.” She said with a playful smile.


“Take the pill child.” Esther spoke.


Normya took the pill without hesitation and popped it into her mouth. Esther held out the small container of water which she accepted and chased the sour tasting pill down. “Esther… I’m… I’m sorry for reacting the way…”


Esther placed her hand on Normya’s arm. “You need not apologize Normya Leonidas.” She said. “In your position… I probably would have done the same thing. It is forgotten.”


“Where will we go?” Normya asked.


“We’ll take you to Kranek.” Esther told her. “It is our home now. We have built quite a sizeable settlement. Modern yet plain. There you will be able to contact your father and we can arrange for a point to meet him so that you can return to your people.”


Normya looked at her. “Not on Kranek?” She asked.


Esther shook her head with a smile. “No… I’m afraid that is out of the question.” She spoke. “We are still building our settlement Normya. We have remained peaceful to all those who are understanding and realize we mean them no harm. It is why we have been able to build such a strong relationship with the surrounding settlements. While I do not agree with my husband that it is not the right time to reveal ourselves to your father and the Union, I will not go against him. He has almost seven thousand years of life behind him… T’lolt just over half that. They both fought your grandfather on Earth millennia ago Normya. While they detested what Xerxes did in every way… they were Immortals and that is who they were told to fight. Cha’talla does not believe he has done enough to show your father that we are past that part of our history. It is well known that your father is not the most forgiving of individuals, especially when it comes to those who have harmed or attempted to harm those he loves. The Evolli war was the perfect example. As was the Kavalian attack on Gamji.”

Normya nodded. “He is very pig headed and stubborn.” She said with a small smile. “But he is not a bad man Esther.”


Esther shook her head quickly. “Oh no… I don’t believe he is. He is just very protective of what he cares for. And so are we. I’m sure we can arrange a more neutral meeting place away from Kranek to protect ourselves as well as your people.”


“The… the High Coven is on Earth right now.” Normya told her seeing her face come up. “The Empress herself. Yuri. Moran. All of them.”


Esther’s eyes were wide. “What? Why?”


“I take it you don’t have much contact with the Kavalians?” Normya asked.


“Vith no!” She exclaimed. “They are savage brutes interested only in conquering and killing. We have avoided them at all costs. Even here in The Wilds they will no doubt assume we are part of Aikiro’s forces and attack us. We don’t need that kind of attention.”


“The Coven brought their dragons to Earth for my brother to train.” Normya blurted.


Esther looked at her. “So the rumors we heard many years ago were true. That they had succeeded in taking several dozen of your beasts from a crashed ship.”


Normya nodded. “Yes. They…” Normya stopped as she realized what she was saying and her eyes flew open wide.

Esther laughed and took her hand. “You need not worry Normya. I will tell no one… and we certainly will not run out and tell the first Kavalians we see. They would just as soon shoot us on sight as listen to us anyway. Cha’talla hates them.”
“I’m sorry.” Normya spoke.

Esther shook her head. “Don’t be. Tell me of yourself.”

“Me?” Normya asked.

“Yes… how did you come to speak our language so fluently?” Esther asked.

“One of my mothers is a pureblood.” Normya said. “Just like you. Two of my sisters are half vampire. All of us speak the ancient vampire language. It comes as easily as our own does.”

“You speak of Isabella?” Esther said.

Normya nodded. “You know her?”

“Oh no! I know of her… not much… but enough to know that Aikiro hates her.” Esther said. “And towards then end, after she defected, so did Veldruk.” Esther looked at her. “One of your mothers? How many mothers do you have child?”

Normya chuckled. “My father has five mates.” She said. “All of us… myself… my brothers and sisters… we do not distinguish who our birth mother is. They are all our mothers as far as we are concerned. And they all speak with a similar voice. Especially when they punished us as children.”

“And your father… he… he loves them all equally?” Esther asked stunned.

Normya nodded. “Oh yes… without hesitation.” She replied.

“I would one day like to meet your father Normya Leonidas.” Esther said. “And your mothers. It would be very interesting to see them…”

The dull echo of an explosion reached their ears and they both looked up as the ground around them shuddered. Esther came to her feet instantly and lifted her wrist.

“Tir’ut! Fash’ka! What is going on?” She demanded as she moved towards the main entrance of the bunker which was three hundred meters further down the tunnel into the mountain. She lifted her dark eyes and could see a large dust cloud rising from the entrance to the bunker that led into the clearing and the landing pad. Esther turned as Ja’narie ran up to her, SA80 in her hands. “Tir’ut!” Esther spat again.

“We… we are occupied mother!” Tir’ut’s voice erupted from the COM link on her wrist, the background noise of SA80 fire easily discernable. “Fash’ka! Left thirty!” There was a pause and then they heard the heavy throated roar of the SA80. “Back to me Fash’ka! I will cover for you!” Tir’ut’s voice echoed once more. “Leave them for the Bancorik brother!”

“Tir’ut! What is happening damn it!” Esther barked again.

“They are breaking through Tir’ut!” Fash’ka’s voice echoed. “I don’t believe they like us very much!”

“Back to the bunker brother! Go! I will cover you! Go now!” Tir’ut’s voice shouted over the roar of weapons fire and the unmistakable sound of the roars they had heard last night.

Esther and Ja’narie looked up and down the corridor as they saw Fash’ka burst from the dust cloud running as if the hounds of Hades were after him. Large though they may have been, Immortals could move very quickly when they wanted too. Right now Fash’ka wanted too.
“Mother! Prepare to close the bunker doors!” Tir’ut’s voice blasted out of the COM at her.

“Tir’ut!” Esther called out.

They watched as Fash’ka skidded to a halt slamming hard into the door, nearly knocking Ja’narie over as he stopped. He turned towards Esther. “The fools!” He hissed. “They used missiles cores to penetrate the outer door but they didn’t kill the Bancorik in the surrounding treeline. The moment the dust cleared they rushed the perimeter fence!”

“They are in the tunnel!” Esther almost shouted in disbelief.

Fash’ka scooped both Esther and Ja’narie into his arms when he caught the blurring motion out of the corner of his eye. He pulled them both into the main bunker just as Tir’ut blurred to a halt, skidding along the floor as he fell and slamming into the small table in front of Normya as Fash’ka slammed his hand down on the door controls. Esther turned quickly when the roar pierced her senses and she saw the tooth filled maw rushing down the corridor at breakneck speed. The last sight Esther saw was the door slamming and then the dull thud as the Bancorik slammed it’s head into the combined steel and granite door.

They turned quickly at the banging noise behind them and saw Tir’ut lying on the floor, his head just beneath where Normya still lay on the couch. His slide had taken out two of the table legs and it now rested on his chest as pieces of decorative statues rolled down to the end of the table and fell onto his chest. Fash’ka burst out laughing at the sight and slumped to the floor in a sitting position. It was infectious as first Ja’narie and then Esther began laughing as well. Tir’ut looked up with his dark eyes at Normya’s surprised upside down face as she gazed at him from the couch.

“Forgive me il kal'daka darthirii, I am… I am usually much more controlled in my slides across floors.” Tir’ut spoke. “I… I did not mean to disturb you.”

Normya Leonidas gazed down at Tir’ut’s face and could not deny the almost uncanny way his actions just now so reminded her of her father. His laconic attitude and his embarrassed face as he lay there looking up at her. Her emerald eyes took in his features with measured slowness and she found herself strangely drawn to his bronze skin and the small bone spurs that lined his jaw. Normya shook her head quickly, pushing those thoughts from her mind horrified that she had even thought of them.

“Will they be able to breach this door Tir’ut?” Esther asked.

Normya leaned back as Tir’ut shoved the table from his chest and got to his feet slowly, brushing off the dust and dirt. “No mother. It will hold.” He answered. 

“Gareld and his men?” Ja’narie asked.

Fash’ka laughed. “They were running away so fast even the Bancorik were confused.” He spoke as he too got to his feet. “I don’t believe I have ever seen a pureblood shu his pants before. I thought his cheeks were going to explode when that Bancorik stepped up behind him.” (Shit)

Tir’ut couldn’t help laughing at the picture in his head. “Well let’s hope he is still running when ilninuk T’lolt gets here. This trip has been far more exciting than we bargained for.” He spoke. “And we ran out of refreshments on the first leg of the journey!”

Normya Leonidas could only sit on that couch and be amazed. None of her training, from her Agoge to Flight School and the Academy. None of that training had ever covered the part where she would be in the company of Immortals.

Immortals who were actually making jokes and laughing like normal men and women.
Normya knew she had entered an entirely different world here, and despite all that had happen so far; the explosion, the attack, the creatures and even Toral’s death, even after all that Normya felt completely safe here with these men and women. Almost as if she was among family.

And that frightened her.
SPARTA
DIPLOMATIC ENVOY APARTMENTS

Karun staggered under the third slap from his mother. This one connected solidly enough and with sufficient anger fueled strength to drive him backwards several steps. He did not defend himself, did not react with his own anger at being slapped in front of everyone. Part of him knew he was wrong to have done this is this way… and the other part was stunned that his mother did not know what he had announced. Nor it seemed did anyone else in the room with them now.
“How long?” Jalersi hissed with savage anger. “How long have you known this?”

Karun lifted his head slowly to look at her. He had seen his mother this angry at him only one other time in his life and that had been after he had lied to her about forcing a female to submit to him. He had been sixteen years old, and that had cost him ten lashes from the whip she used to discipline them as they grew.

“Father… father drew me aside the day before we left mother.” He replied timidly. “He swore me to secrecy and told me only to announce it when and if we had an audience with the King. I… I thought you knew.”

Jalersi spun away from him, her anger seething through her unchecked. “Does your grandfather know?” She demanded. She whirled back around. “Does he know?” She shouted.

“I do not know mother.” Karun answered.

Qurot laughed from where he stood. “I guess he is not the man you thought him to be eh?” He barked out.
“Qurot… you are an idiot and a pig!” Jalersi snarled at him. “Open your mouth again and I will cut your foul tongue from between your lips and pin it to your ears!”

Qurot surged forward towards her, his face darkening in anger. “Do not talk to me…”

Karun stepped in front of his mother, a cruel look on his own face now. Only Athani noticed that Pian also moved forward between them, but did so in a much more measured and dangerous way. “One more step Qurot… one more word… and I will end your life this night!”

Qurot glared at him stepping close to him. “Are you so sure boy?” He growled.

“Do you wish to find out?” Karun growled back.

“Enough of this!” Jiss barked stepping forward from the wall. “Step back Commander! Considering her age Jalersi… it’s obvious this is something that happened long before Pusintin took you as his mate. Long before you were born.”

“He should have told me!” Jalersi barked.

“He did not!” Jiss stated simply. “Creating an issue where there isn’t one is foolish. He is under no obligation by our laws to tell you of any children he might have fathered before taking you as his Pridemate. Or any that he might have fathered from other females while he has been mated to you for that matter. You know our laws well enough to understand that.”

Jalersi jerked Karun around to face her and he prepared himself for another blow, but instead she reached up and ran her fingers across his cheek affectionately. 
“I did not know mother.” He said softly looking into her blue eyes.

Jalersi nodded slowly and pulled his head to her chest, embracing him tightly. “I am sorry Karun. I should not be angry with you.”

“According to our laws you should not be angry with anyone.” Jiss stated evenly.

“Do not preach our laws to me Jiss!” Jalersi barked. “Not now! You and Matuarr may have cost us the opportunity for an embassy here! And a means of intelligence for my father. You openly threatened them… you almost told them we would invade if they do not share what they have.”

“It was a risk I’ll grant you that… but it worked.” Jiss spoke.

“It worked?” Athani asked from the chair she sat in. “Just how do you come to that conclusion?”

“They will not refuse an embassy now.” Jiss spoke. “Not after what Karun has revealed. It actually worked out rather well.”

“Who are your instructions coming from?” Jalersi demanded. “My father?”

“I don’t understand.” Jiss said. “What do you mean?”

“My father put me in charge of this delegation Jiss. Not you. I gave you no signal or authorization before hand to act in the manner you did tonight.” Jalersi stated. “That tells me you are either in touch with someone now, which is highly unlikely since the Lycavorians monitor every transmission that leaves this planet, or you had different instructions before we left. Now which is it?”

“Jalersi you…”

“Which is it Jiss?” She spat.

“I was told to insure that Kavalian interests were not compromised and if the opportunity arose that I should put added pressure on them. More than what you were authorized to use.” Jalersi spoke. “Matuarr and I both received this same instruction.”

“From my father?” Jalersi asked.

Jiss shook his head. “The who is not important right now.” He stated. “Only the result. They can not deny us an embassy after telling us it would be ratified by the end of the week. It would be a purely vindictive move and leave us with far too much bargaining power. If the King does not know that, his advisors will tell him.”

“Karun what were your instructions from your father in regards to this Lisisa?” Matuarr asked now.

“Get close to her. Get as much information about dragons as I could from her. And try to turn her against the King in some manner.” Karun replied turning to look at him. 

Jiss nodded. “This could very well work much better than we had hoped.” He said. “You all saw the look from his mother. From the Prime Minister. Neither of them were aware of this information… and it stands to reason neither were his Queens. We can use that against them.”

Athani snorted loudly. “You will try to turn the Queens and his mother against him?” She chortled. “I thought you were one of the wisest of our Legislatures Jiss? What kind of fool plan is that?”

“Be silent woman!” Qurot barked.

“Shut up Qurot!” Jalersi snapped. “What do you mean Athani?”

“We… you will never turn the Queens or his mother against him.” Athani spoke getting to her feet. “They have been through too much already together. This… information that Karun has revealed… it will only serve to cause mild confusion at first. Did none of you notice the look on King Leonidas’s face when Karun spoke? He knew. He knew this would happen. No doubt he and his Queens have already planned for it in some fashion.”

Jiss looked at her. “You seem to be much more attuned to these dogs than the rest of us Athani’Puat. Why is that?”

Athani met his eyes evenly. “Because I have listened and I have watched. Something no one else in this room apparently has done. And you have played right into their hands by your actions and words tonight! Whatever trust and cooperation we have managed to build in the last few days, you have just tossed aside. You have only shown them what they already suspected. That we are not here for trade.”
“Bah! You know not what you speak!” Jiss dismissed her. “Matuarr and I have been doing this far longer than you woman! Do not stand there and think to tell us what we have done or not done! You may be the Prefect’s daughter… but you are not outside our laws.”

“Enough!” Jalersi barked. “Athani step back… he is right.”

Athani looked at her, blue/green eyes alive with anger. “Jalersi… we…”

“Please Athani.” Jalersi spoke.

Athani huffed and stepped back. “Fine. Since it is obvious my council is neither wanted nor needed I will retire to my room. All of you apparently have a different agenda you wish to follow.”

“I will escort you.” Qurot spoke.

“I don’t need your escort Qurot!” Athani snapped.

“But you will get it nonetheless.” He snarled.

Athani shook her head in disgust and moved for the door. 

“What do we do now Jiss?” Jalersi asked.

Jiss turned to face her. “We wait and see what they do.” He replied. “If they are wise… they will finish the deal we have brokered tomorrow as expected. Then it is just two more days until they ratify the embassy. Once that is done… we can move into our new facility whether it be here in Sparta or Eden City the capital. It does not matter.”

“And then?”

“The security force your father is sending should arrive tomorrow sometime.” Matuarr spoke now. “Once the embassy deal is ratified we can turn them loose to discover intelligence on the High Coven.”
“They will not be allowed anywhere near where the High Coven is staying.” Karun spoke. “And their appearance will be noticed. Our species does tend to stick out.”

Jiss smiled. “Your father is sending six of our clone officers.” He spoke. “They are the oldest of the new clones. Superbly trained and normal in appearance. They will blend in just fine.”

“And once the embassy is ratified… we can begin making waves about Karun’s sister.” Matuarr spoke.

“What do you mean?” Jalersi asked.

“She is Pusintin’s daughter. Karun’s sister. By that virtue alone she is a citizen of the Kavalian Empire.” Matuarr spoke. “And if we act in the proper manner… she will be subject to Kavalian law as well. And as a female of the KFI, anything she possesses will become subject to Kavalian law and custom. Including the dragon she rides.” Matuarr smiled. “Yes… this may have worked out very well in our favor after all.”

“That is if she will even agree to meet with me.” Karun stated.

“She will meet with you.” Jiss spoke evenly. “Even if we have to force her to meet with you. With your permission Jalersi… I would like to use the secure transmitter to confirm what I am relatively sure we would be able to do. And with you father’s permission we will use the Union’s own laws against them.”

Jalersi nodded slowly. “I will speak with him when you are finished.” She stated waving her hand toward the small communications room. “And then I wish to be alone with my son.”


“I will enjoy taking you Athani.” Qurot hissed as he followed her into the apartment. Athani ignored him as she reached out within Mindvoice trying to feel for Resumar. She wanted to tell him she knew nothing of what had happened this night. She had not felt him at all after leaving the Royal Villa and that frightened her. She did not realize he was still there until he snatched her arm and spun her around. “Did you hear me woman!”


Athani tried to push back away from him but he held her arms tightly and squeezed even harder. “You escorted me Qurot! Now you will leave!” She demanded.


“Why do you resist me?” He spoke with a humorous chuckle. “Your father has given you to me. I could take you now if I wanted… as long as I did not mark you.”


“Release me Qurot!” Athani hissed. “You are drunk on Spartan Wine!”

“And excellent stuff it was! Being among our enemies has filled me with vigor!” Qurot growled. “Tell me… are you trying to tease me? Why else would you have purchased such clothing! To tease your future mate perhaps!”


“You are not my mate!” Athani snapped. “You will never be my mate! I don’t care what the laws of our people say! You disgust me!”


Qurot laughed cruelly. “You don’t need to like me Athani!” He sneered at her. “You just need to submit to me whenever I demand it! And once I rid you of that tail… I can assure you… you will spend long periods of time feeling me within you and locked together at our groins! Perhaps I will take a taste of your charms now. I would be well within my rights as long as I don’t mark you! I wouldn’t want to anger your father now!”


Athani’s blue/green eyes flared and she brought tail whipping around her shoulder. Though it didn’t look like much, appearing thin and cumbersome, Athani’s tail was extremely strong and dexterous. She had spent hours and days training with it, making it stronger and using it as an extension of her will. The smooth, tapered end slapped into the side of Qurot’s head with the force of a club. His head snapped back and he released her arms as he seized his head in pain and tottered back several steps. Athani knew she could not fight him effectively dressed as she was but she would die before allowing anyone but Resumar to touch her now. She dropped into as balanced a defensive form as she could, her tail poised to strike out again as Qurot looked up at her a thin trickle of blood running down the side of his furry face. The end of her tail had struck with such force it had actually broken the skin beneath the protective layer of fur and that surprised Athani.

Qurot reached up and touched the side of his head with his fingers and pulled them back looking at his blood. He looked at her wide eyed and he smiled. “Well at least you won’t surrender to me without a fight!” He laughed. “I like that!”

“I won’t surrender to you at all!” Athani hissed.


“QUROT!” The voice bellowed.


They both turned to see Pian standing in the doorway of Athani’s apartment still in his uniform. Qurot looked at him and grinned. “Pian! Good! This female struck me! She has been promised to me by her father and she struck me! Drew blood too!”


Pian stepped into the apartment fully now. He held up the small bag that Athani had carried through the evening. “Jalersi asked that I return this to you Athani.” He stated. “And Jiss has asked that you join us downstairs Qurot.”

“What for?” Qurot asked.


“I did not ask him.” Pian replied. “We should go.”


Qurot looked at him but found that Pian was not going to leave without him. He had no desire to press this further in Pian’s presence and he turned back to Athani. “We will continue this later my mate!” He barked. “I suggest you prepare yourself.”


Athani waited until the door closed behind him and then she insured it was securely locked with a new entry code she had devised, stabbing the code into the panel, her heart racing in fear and anger.


[Resumar!] Athani blurted within Mindvoice. [Please answer me! I… I need to hear your voice! I…]


“I’m right here.” His voice spoke gently but very much out loud and Athani turned quickly to face the balcony as he stepped into the apartment from the opened aired patio. Athani felt the tremors from Cemath as he lifted away once more and she crossed the room to him without hesitation.


Athani stopped when she saw the look of concern and worry on his face. “You were not answering me.” She spoke softly. “I didn’t know what was…”


“Just tell me you did not know about this Athani.” He spoke looking at her as he moved closer. Athani didn’t back away from him as he stopped inches from her looking down into her face. “Tell me what you make me feel is real and not some mistake. Tell me this is not all some game that we should stop right now.”

“It is as real as what you make me feel.” She said without hesitation. “Tell me what you want me to do to prove this to you. I will do anything you ask of me Resumar. I will…” His arms lifted her up and his lips came down on hers and Athani surrendered to his kiss with a whimper of delight. Her arms went around his broad shoulders and her tail curled around his waist as she returned his fiery kiss with all that she was. It was the most incredible kiss he had given her up until this point and as his aura surrounded her Athani felt her nerves and body come alive with indescribable feelings and sensations.


Athani’s eyes opened languorously when she felt his lips slowly pull away from hers, pausing to nibble gently on her bottom lip. She brought her hand up and placed it against his cheek, feeling the scuff of his facial hair and his strong jaw. She bit her bottom lip as she trailed her long index finger down the ridge of his elven ear, watching as his dark eyes closed and an imperceptible shudder went through him, feeling his powerful arms pull her tighter.

“Resumar… I knew nothing about what Karun was going to do! Please believe me! None of us did! You must…” She said softly watching as his eyes opened and he gazed at her.


“No.” He spoke interrupting her words. “You do not need to explain anything to me.”


“Resumar… Resumar tell me we can make this work.” Athani said tightening her grip on him suspended in his arms as she was.


“Is it what you desire Aryschanne?” He asked her.


Athani nodded instantly. “More than anything.”


“Then we will make this work.” He answered calmly. “I need one more day to arrange everything Aryschanne. One more day and we will not need to be apart after that.”

“And tonight?” She asked with a seductive tone in her voice.


Resumar looked at her. “Tonight I just want to hold you in my arms.” He said. “If that is acceptable to you?”

Athani’s blue/green eyes were bright and beautiful and she kissed him deeply as she nodded her head. “That… that is very acceptable to me Resumar Leonidas.” She said finally. “Very acceptable to me indeed.”

SODRAG


“…her brother?” Eliani stated incredulously.


“Andro… is that… is that like a joke?” Arrarn gasped. “If it is… it ain’t nubous funny brother.”


They were in the small, secure briefing room, Andro standing at one end of the table and looking at his brothers and sisters as well as Moneus and Nyla. 

Andro shook his head slowly, looking to where Sadi sat at the table directly to his left. “It’s no joke.” He said softly. “I wish it was.”

“Andro… how?” Eliani asked as Nyla grasped her hand tightly.

“Father has known since they rescued her from Lycavore.” Andro spoke settling into the chair. “Our mothers a few years less.”

“And he never told her?” Eliani gasped.


“Tell her what Eliani?” Carina spoke now. “That her father is a traitor to his own people? That he has killed hundreds if not thousands of his people? That he almost killed grandmother that day in Sparta? After nearly five hundred years of being a slave and plaything for the High Coven and thinking all that time the man who came for her was her father. Our father.”


“That would have broken her.” Zarah spoke softly.


“Regardless of his reasons… father did not tell her.” Andro said. “I for one agree with him. Mother contacted me very briefly as I was coming here to meet with you. Lisisa and Deni will be landing in about an hour. It’s late in Sparta so father intends to tell her in the morning.”

“How did this happen?” Nyla asked now.


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t know the whole story… I don’t really care to be honest. Lisisa is our sister… and that will not change for me. It appears Pusintin… or Pleistarchus, whatever you want to call him… he was on Earth roughly two months before the comet came. He raped Yuri and she thought it was father. When she became pregnant with Lisisa it only confirmed to her that it was father. She still believed they had killed Pleistarchus many years before. ”


Eliani nodded slowly. “There would be no way to tell without a Fractal DNA Splicing Sequencer Scan.” She said. “Father’s blood is too pure… and apparently so is our uncle’s. A normal DNA test would not have revealed it.”


“And this is why Yuri has hated your father for so long my love?” Sadi asked leaning forward.

Andro nodded. “At least one of the major reasons.” He leaned back in the chair shaking his head. “She and Aikiro think they have a time bomb waiting to drop with that tidbit of information. They are in for a surprise I think.”


“Wait! You think they were going to use that against Uncle Martin somehow?” Moneus asked.


“It fits their pattern.” Arrarn spoke with a nod. “Sow confusion within the enemy ranks. The first lesson during our Agoge Training Moneus.”


“But no one would believe Uncle Martin raped Yuri.” Moneus spat.


“No… but it would still draw attention from what they are really here for.” Arrarn spoke. “And I think we all know that to be true.”


“Aikiro and Yuri… her children… perhaps.” Andro spoke. “Not the riders and dragons. Not now. Their bonds have changed them. Changed them before they even came here. The majority of them anyway. I know all of you can sense the desire to learn in them. They have been here three days and already they are beginning to open up and accept that they could be more. And many of them are beginning to see we are not the enemy any longer. Arrarn… KertaGai… what about the pilots?”

Arrarn met his eyes evenly. “Rough around the edges… but very teachable.” He said immediately. “All of them have the desire to be the best. Some aren’t too happy they will be flying a DT; they think they belong in a fighter. That will change when we begin to fly I think. Sadi?”


Sadi nodded. “I agree. Once they see what one can do, they’ll change their tune very quickly I think.”


“Andro… do you think this is some sort of play by the Kavalians?” Zarah asked. “To get a dragon maybe?”


Andro looked at her wide eyed. “Zarah… I… I never thought of that!” He gasped.


“Lisisa and Jeth are second only to you and father Andro.” Zarah continued. “If this is some sort of ploy to get her to come over to their side. Turn her against us.”


“No!” Carina stated. “A ploy to gain knowledge on dragons I believe, but they could never turn Lisisa against us! She is our sister! I don’t care what this idiot Karun says. She has been our sister since all of us were born! She has been there for us… do any of you actually believe she would turn on us in some way? No… I agree with Andro.”


“I didn’t say it was something she would do Carina. Lisisa would never betray any of us, and I too believe as Andro and you.” Zarah spoke. “But what if that is what the Kavalians are hoping to accomplish in some fashion. We all know how they treat females of their own species.”

Eliani laughed. “Let them try some sibfla like that with Lisisa!” She stated. “She’ll drop the first one to even blink at her funny.”


“There is something else you all should know.” Andro spoke leaning forward. “It will come out eventually now, probably sooner rather than later. But it is something you need to know now.”


“Why do I get the feeling you are about to drop a big old bomb on us big brother?” Zarah asked.


“Bigger than this last one?” Arrarn spoke. “No way!”


“Denali and Lisisa have been together for the last three years.” Andro spoke seeing their faces run the myriad of emotions to what he just said and then end up just showing their stunned shock.


“Wait… when you say together…” Eliani spoke finally leaning forward. “You mean together… together. As in…”


Andro nodded. “Yes. They are very much in love.”

“Well dip me in sibfla and call me stinky!” Arrarn exclaimed from his chair.


“This is not some random act or matter of exploration on either of their parts. It is the reason that neither of them has ever been seen with someone else. They have not wanted or needed someone else.” Andro spoke. “Helen and I have known for the last two years… and it is part of the reason I have kept them together on the SCIMITAR. So that they could fully cultivate what they have and it has only grown stronger. They told grandmother Gorgo the day of the State Dinner, and were planning on revealing it to everyone soon. They did not know how any of you would act or how you would think of them. Or how our parents will deal with this knowledge. It has been a cause of some concern of theirs since they discovered what they have is not just a passing fancy.”


“Damn Andro… when you say you got something important to tell us… you don’t jerk around do you?” Moneus declared. 


Eliani shook her head. “I knew it!” She spoke. “I should have known it!” She corrected herself getting to her feet. “When she began asking for a larger supply of cloned blood to be kept on the SCIMITAR. And then when I found the three bottles in Deni’s refrigerator. I thought he was seeing that pureblood from Engineering and all along it’s been Lisisa. She was taking the blood to hide Deni’s scent after they were together.”


“That is why their quarters and apartments are next to each other. Why Lisisa sold her villa and bought one closer to Deni’s in Gytheio. Why they took the bungalows furthest away from the Quad.” Carina gasped. “So they could be close to each other.”

Zarah smiled from her chair next to Moneus. “That’s very romantic.” She stated softly. “I think they make the perfect couple.”


Andro nodded. “They were worried how all of us would think.” He said looking at his brothers and sisters.

“Andro… this was commonplace in old Sparta.” Nyla spoke now. “In some respects it still is today. Dilios’s son is mated to his first cousin. I know of several other instances here on Earth. Your own grandparents were related. In many respects… your father and mothers… all of us… we have remained true to the culture of old Sparta even now. Because of that… this information does not shock us as much as others might think.”


“That is why they finally went to grandmother Gorgo.” Andro said. “She knew what they were experiencing and she would understand.”

“I don’t know how they do it?” Arrarn spoke. “When I look at Eliani…” Arrarn shuddered. “Eewwww!”


Eliani rolled her eyes at him. “Well you don’t actually get my blood to simmering either brother.” She snapped. 


“Now… Carina on the other hand… I look at her and think yummy!” Arrarn said leaning towards her and batting his eyes!


Carina shoved him away. “Pervert!” She exclaimed with a laugh. “Get away you pervert!”

Andro smiled at his siblings antics and shook his head. “I take it this knowledge does not upset any of you.” He said.


Arrarn winked at Carina before leaning forward. “Listen… I am not going to look at her any differently because she and Deni are in love. And certainly not because of whom her parents are. Am I surprised? Yes… I’m floored. Does it change anything about how I feel about her and Deni? Hell no! She is still my sister as Carina said. She is still our sister, and that will not change. The same blood flows in all of us Andro. We have to accept that our uncle is a backstabbing bastard and traitor to his own people… but that does not mean that Lisisa shares those traits because she is of his blood. And Lisisa has said more than once her life did not begin until father found her. Well… this is her life. We are her life.”


“Aovi.” Eliani spoke looking at Andro. “Once in a while he does make some sense. Not often mind you… but once in a while.”

“We should increase our perimeter security Andro.” Moneus spoke. “If what Zarah says is even a remote possibility then we should plan for it.”


Andro nodded. “Agreed. Father has routed all Priority COMS to me here for the next twenty-four hours until he and our mothers can get a handle on things in Sparta. We knew the Kavalians were here for more than this ridiculous trade thing, and apparently they said some things during the dinner that only confirmed that. The Feravomir and Elder Mother will be here for the remainder of the day and probably into the evening as well observing the riders and dragons. Zarah… you ready to begin tomorrow?”

Zarah nodded. “All set.” She said.


“I think it’s safe to assume they have had extensive hand-to-hand training, so skip the basic skills and move right to the advanced.” Andro said seeing Zarah nod. “Carina and I will be in OPS going over training and covering any COMS that come in.”


“Nyla and I have our shift on Staff Duty beginning in an hour.” Eliani spoke. “We’ll be in the Command Center.”

“Arrarn… I’ll leave you and Sadi to continue your training of the pilots.” Andro spoke. “I don’t know when Lisisa and Denali will return but let’s plan for them to be gone for at least a couple days and adjust. I will contact Uncle Isra and see if he can fill in for Deni, at least short term.”


“Andro… what about when they come back?” Carina asked.


Andro met her eyes. “Considering how we all feel… I would think we act as if nothing has changed. Which in our opinions it hasn’t. Is that the general consensus?” He saw them nod their heads quickly. “That is our answer then.” He spoke getting to his feet. “Let’s get to work.”

YOCETU


They heard the explosions within the tunnel, as well as the roars of the Bancorik, dulled as they were through the thick metal and concrete.


“What’s going on?” Esther asked.


Fash’ka shook his head as he leveled the SA80 at the door. “The Bancorik destroyed the cameras in the tunnels mother.” He stated. “There is no way for us to know.”

“Xsa!” Esther spat as she hefted the SA80. “I thought T’lolt would be here by now!” (Damn)

Normya sat up on the couch just as Tir’ut appeared next to her like a shadow. He held out her K12 KM. “Your weapon Il kal'daka darthirii.” He spoke. “It is not damaged and I cleaned it for you. If it is Bancorik outside the door, do not waste your ammunition. I will protect you as much as I am able… even your KM rounds will not penetrate their skin. Wait as long as you can but if I fall… then use it on yourself. You do not wish to be eaten by one of these creatures I assure you.”


“We… we can’t run?” Normya gasped as she took the K12.


Tir’ut shook his head. “We did not make these bunkers with alternate exits. They were never intended to be used for defense. Only shelter at night against the predators of this planet.” He spoke softly gazing at her beautiful face. 


There was a soft clicking sound and Fash’ka turned his head. “Someone is accessing the controls on the other side!” He snapped backing away from the door slightly.


Tir’ut turned quickly and lifted his SA80. “Gareld’s men!” He barked dropping to one knee in front of Normya, his bulk effectively shielding her. “Stand ready! Them we can fight!”

The seconds ticked by and then the seals on the door hissed. Esther dropped behind a flimsy table she had flipped over, while Ja’narie stood slightly behind her, half shielded by the doorway. Fash’ka was closest to the massive door as it opened, in the doorway of the small medical room. His dark eyes fell upon the bodies of at least three Adolescent Bancoriks littering the tunnel. Two of them looked as if they had eaten plasma grenades, as their midsections were completely blown open and shredded. A smile spread across his face then. It was the first and most effective way he and his tribe had learned to kill these beasts. Get them to ingest grenades pushed into huge chunks of meat. As the door opened completely Fash’ka’s face became very animated as he saw his uncle standing in the center of the tunnel, tall and proud. A dozen other Immortals of their tribe were spread out covering the tunnel in all directions.


“T’lolt!” Esther almost screamed, dropping the SA80 and letting it dangle on the quick release straps as she moved forward and threw herself into the Immortal’s arms.


The Immortals kneeling around T’lolt could only smile and shake their heads. All of them had long ago grown used to their matriarch tribe mother and her outbursts of emotion. T’lolt hugged his brother’s Blessed Wife quickly and then set her down on the floor of the tunnel.


“Du'ased dalninil… I see now why my brother has sleepless nights!” T’lolt spoke with a grin that exposed his vampiric fangs. (Blessed sister)

Esther kissed his rough cheek with a smile. “Gareld’s ship in orbit?” She asked quickly.


“Retreating quickly as we approached.” T’lolt answered. “One G9 they could have handled, but when all three of us de-shrouded they ran like tahta dalharen.” (Scared children)

“He’ll be back!” Esther stated.


T’lolt nodded. “This is why I suggest we leave quickly.” He said.


Esther nodded. “There is a body in the medical room. We must take that with us.” She ordered. 


T’lolt motioned to two of his men and they moved forward even as Ja’narie came out of the bunker slinging several bags over her shoulders and handing two to Fash’ka. He turned back to Esther, still holding one of her hands. “Now tell me why you could not leave this elf pilot behind Esther.” He spoke. “The risks you have taken will…” He looked up when he saw the huge bulk of his nephew fill the doorway to the bunker. His eyes grew even wider when he saw the long, platinum blond hair and emerald green eyes of the petite elven female in Tir’ut’s arms. Emerald eyes that were bright and full of defiance, even as her hand clutched the K12 in her lap, her other arm draped over Tir’ut’s broad shoulders, her fingers hooked within the cloth of the shirt he wore. 

“Xal l'athiyks d'l'phraktos lor phor udossa.” T’lolt muttered as he stepped around Esther to stand in front of Tir’ut. (May the spirits of the gods preserve us.)

“Yes… we said the same thing.” Esther spoke.


T’lolt’s eyes went from Normya to Tir’ut’s face. “This is…”

Tir’ut nodded. “Il kal'daka darthirii… this is my ilninuk T’lolt. My father’s dalninuk.” (Uncle. Brother)


Normya nodded her head slightly at T’lolt. “Vendui.” (Hello)

T’lolt’s eyes grew even wider. “Il telanth udossta xanalress!” He said in surprise. (She speaks our language)


“Yes I do.” Normya snapped. “Quite well in fact!”


T’lolt laughed. “Oh… she is spirited!” He spoke. “I would expect no less from a dalharil of Leonidas!” He turned and looked at Esther. “Now… now I understand why you did not let that vith'rell nadorhuan Gareld have her!” (Fucking Coward) He turned back to look at Normya, his eyes drifting down to Tir’ut’s side where he saw the blood stains. “Vil’thm… take her… Tir’ut is injured.”


Normya’s grip on Tir’ut’s shoulder tightened considerably. “No!” She barked causing T’lolt’s eyes to narrow somewhat..


“I am fine ilninuk.” Tir’ut said quickly. “I will carry Il kal'daka darthirii.”


T’lolt looked at Normya’s face and the set of her jaw. He also noticed how tightly she held to Tir’ut’s shirt as well as the K12 in her small hand. He stepped closer and his face softened if that was possible for an Immortal. Normya watched him reach down and pull something from his leg. Her eyes grew wide when he lifted the Nehtes into view and T’lolt extended the spear in a single blink with his thumb. He turned his face back up and saw the look in Normya’s emerald eyes.

“A man saved my life many years ago. A Lycavorian. He told me he did not hate my people. Only what we stood for. He gave me blood to heal my wounds. He sprayed his scent around the bodies of my dead sons to keep animals from their remains. He gave me the time to heal and honor my fallen sons Normya Leonidas.” T’lolt spoke.


“How… how do you know my first name?” Normya gasped.


T’lolt smiled. “That man was your father.” He spoke softly. “He left this for me in a survival pack since I was weaponless. I have carried this very weapon since that day… I have carried it in the hopes that one day I would be able to return the favor and the life he granted me that day.” T’lolt collapsed the Nehtes. “I have lived… we have lived with the honor your father showed me that day Normya Leonidas. And now the gods have granted me the opportunity to return that gift to your father.” He looked quickly at Tir’ut and then back to her. “It appears my nephew has already yvalm uktan wun xukuth to you, daughter of Leonidas and I will do the same.” Normya’s head turned and she looked at Tir’ut’s face, which remained impassive. She turned quickly back to T’lolt. “While I live… no harm will come to you she-wolf elf and daughter to Martin Leonidas. If by chance they manage to get past your Quortek S'argt here then they will face me and my clan. And if they face my clan… they face our tribe and my brother Cha’talla.” (Bound himself in heart)(Soul Guardian)

T’lolt saw his men bringing the wrapped body on the makeshift stretcher between them. He looked at Esther and nodded.


“The Il kal'daka darthirii remains with Tir’ut!” He barked. “She is to be protected at the cost of our lives!” Normya saw the Immortals nod their heads without hesitation. T’lolt turned back to her and smiled. “Now I suggest we leave this place before those who would do us harm return.”


“Yes please!” Fash’ka snapped. “Before my brother decides to kill anymore Bancorik by himself.”


T’lolt laughed heartily. “Yes… that will take a bit of explaining to your father boy.” He spoke. He looked at Normya for a long moment then at Esther. “Though I believe he will understand completely. You and your father share…”


Esther grabbed T’lolt’s arm. “Let us go T’lolt!” She spoke quickly before he finished his sentence.


T’lolt grinned ever wider and nodded. “I wish to be there when Cha’talla sees what we have brought him.” He spoke beginning to walk. “I do believe my brother will surprised.”


Ja’narie chuckled as she passed Tir’ut and Normya. “Surprised is not a word I would use.” She said.


“Nor would I.” Tir’ut said softly as he followed.

SODRAG

The Command Center for the Southern Dragon Base was a large two level room, a glass star chart wall separating the upper level from the lower level. The upper level held four offices along the ring, with a large conference table and tables outside the offices. There were two entrances to the conference room, on either end. The lower portion held three rows of techs and other Union personnel that monitored all activity for the southern hemisphere of the planet as well as serve as an alternate command center for the main one in Sparta. They received the same reports and transmissions and like now, there were times when everything was routed through them. There was always a senior officer present in the CC, and when any members of Mjolnir’s Hand or the Durcunusaan were present in significant number, they all took shifts in the Center.


Eliani and Nyla were sitting at the large table in the upper level, both of them working on reports and going though files. Nyla still commanded a Durcunusaan Team, and they deployed with her whenever she accompanied Eliani. Her eleven member team had been with her for two years now, and they relished the opportunity to travel, no matter where it took them. All of them were aware of their commander’s relationship with Princess Eliani, and this usually saw them go to many different places and planets which suited them just fine since all of them were single and hated being in one spot for too long. Nyla still had fitness reports to do, and that is what she was occupying herself with while Eliani looked over medical files of all the Coven Riders and Durcunusaan that were attached to helping them conduct the training.

Nyla looked up when she saw Eliani sit up in her chair quickly and reach across the table for another data pad. She watched as she put the pads side-by-side and her fern green eyes narrowed.


“Ussta Che? What is it?” Nyla asked.


Eliani looked at her. “Malic.” She said softly.


Nyla looked around quickly, her own light green eyes searching for the man they both so wanted. “Where?”


“No… Nyla.” Eliani spoke sliding her chair closer to her. “Look.” She held out the first data pad. “These are his medical records since entering his Agoge. In all areas since he began his Agoge… Category Sevens. Heart rate. Pulse rate. Cardiovascular. Vital functions. All Category Seven.”


Nyla nodded. “Yes… so you picked the perfect specimen of a man for us Ussta Che. I’m not seeing the problem here.” She said with a smile.


“He barely felt it when that Coven idiot stabbed him.” Eliani said. “The blade penetrated three centimeters into his upper arm Nyla. I saw his face… he almost didn’t register that. It didn’t sit well with me so I requested his medical records from Apo Prime, from when he was born.”

Nyla looked at her. “Ussta Che… medical records are sealed by the parents once they enter their Agoge training.”


Eliani nodded. “I know. I… I sort of called in a favor.”


“Eliani… if your mother finds out you did this she will be furious!” Nyla said.


“She won’t find out!” Eliani said quickly and held out the second pad. “Nyla… he was born with Nomatel Syndrome.”


Nyla took the pad. “Nomatel Syndrome? Impossible. Look at him Eliani… he’s over six feet tall… he has muscles everywhere. Exquisitely defined muscles I might add. Not to mention what you felt when you…” Nyla turned her eyes to the pad and stopped talking as she read.

“He was born with Nomatel Syndrome.” Eliani spoke as she got to her feet. “Two point three pounds when he was born. Faulty lung function, two bad valves in his heart and his kidneys were not fully developed.”


Nyla was by no means a doctor, an excellent field medic perhaps, but no where near the skill of Eliani or her mother or Anuk who she spent the most time around. The last four years sharing Eliani’s life and bed had given her an insight into medical matters that not many people who were not within the field had however. “Ussta Che… Nomatel Syndrome… even if he survived the first year… there is no way he could have grown into what he is now.”


Eliani nodded. “All the known treatments we have would have stunted his growth to the extreme.” She said. 


“Then how?”


“There’s only one way that I know of… and its use was outlawed four hundred years ago.” Eliani said. “Before Malic was born.”


Nyla looked at her. “I didn’t realize there was a treatment.” She said.


Eliani nodded. “It was experimental at the time it was developed. Peteracal. Basically it was similar to a compound known as a steroid in the early 21st century here on earth. It attacked the Nomatel compounds in the host and destroyed them while increasing the normal growth hormones and bodily functions by a factor of three. Eurin finally had it outlawed when it was discovered it was responsible for decreased brain function with extended use. It would kill the outlying nerves in the hosts body and degenerate higher brain functions.”


Nyla leaned back in her chair. “Malic is not stupid Ussta Che.” She stated. “He may have gotten this far on his physical merits yes… but you can not be stupid or have some sort of brain dysfunction and make it to the rank of Enomotarch.”


Eliani shook her head. “I know that aur enyla.” She said. 

“Then how?” Nyla asked.


“If they stopped giving him Peteracal after say three or four years. It would have reversed the effects of the Nomatel Syndrome completely by then and it would have begun his body on the superior level of growth that he has reached now. You saw his grades in school and during his time at the academy Nyla.” Eliani said. 


“He flunked out of the academy Ussta Che.” Nyla spoke. “He was not able to pass Astromechanics and…” Nyla stopped talking once more. “Advanced classes.” She said softly. “He could pass none of his advanced classes.”


Eliani nodded. “Classic signs of Peteracal use.” She said. “Not to mention the fact that he practically didn’t feel the blade stab him. I would also hazard a guess and say that is why he has had no luck with women.”

“What do you mean?”

“As large as we think he is… he should have had a mate a long time ago Nyla.” Eliani spoke. “He doesn’t because he can’t feel. Because he can’t feel… he exerts more force. Then he only ends up turning his partner off because they think he’s only out for himself… or because he hurts them. I doubt he is even aware of it.”

“His father is an Admiral Eliani.” Nyla said. “He wouldn’t risk his career over…”

“He wasn’t an Admiral when Malic was born.” Eliani stated. “All of his older brothers are fleet officers with exemplary records. All of them finished tops in their class at the fleet academy.” Eliani said. “Two of his three sisters are professors at the Tuya University. The third is a teacher… but I don’t know of what. There is not much known about her in his file. His father finished in the top three of his academy class and his mother is a senior liaison with the Apo Prime Senate”
“What are you saying?” Nyla asked.

“I’m saying that… I think his parents knew exactly what they were doing Nyla.” Eliani spoke. “Given what I have discovered… I think they were ashamed of Malic. Their other children were all exceptionally intelligent and supremely healthy when they were born. They fit in with the class of people they associated themselves with. I think they allowed him to have the Peteracal treatments so he would not embarrass them.”

Nyla looked at her. “That is a big reach Ussta Che.” She spoke. “We don’t know what kind of relationship Malic has with his parents and siblings. We…”

They both looked up when the clear glass door opened and the Senior Lieutenant stepped slowly into the room. “Pardon me Princess… Commander…”

Nyla looked at him and shook her head. “It is no problem Lieutenant.” She spoke. “What is it?”
“I have a situation I think. I have an Admiral Megdar of the 32nd Expeditionary Fleet Group on the COM. He is demanding to speak with his son, but his son has refused further communications from him or his mother. He had that entered into the log and everything.” He spoke coming forward. 

“Who are we talking about Lieutenant?” Eliani asked. “Is he here on the base now?”

The lieutenant nodded and placed the pad on the table. “Enomotarch Malic Princess.” He answered. “He took a communications from his mother the first night here and right after that he contacted the Duty Officer and had it entered into the Duty Log that he no longer wanted to receive COMs from them. This Admiral Megdar isn’t happy about that and is demanding to speak with the senior officer on duty.”

“Did you contact Enomotarch Malic?” Eliani asked.

The man nodded. “He said he has no desire to interrupt his duties to speak to anyone not within his chain of command.” He replied. “After what happened yesterday Princess… in the REC center I mean… there aren’t many of us who want to make this young man angry.” He said sheepishly.

Nyla looked at Eliani for a brief moment her eyes wide. “Ussta Che?” She asked finally. Eliani nodded quickly. Nyla turned back to the man. “Patch it in here Lieutenant.” Nyla spoke quickly. “We’ll handle it.”

The lieutenant nodded quickly and moved back into the main room signaling someone with his arm. Eliani stepped out of the way of the holo disc and Nyla nodded at the unspoken movement. They both watched as the holo image of the tall, muscular and slightly graying man appeared dressed in an impeccably tailored Fleet uniform. His hair was well within regulations, and it appeared as if his very uniform was as stiff as the way he was standing. His eyes quickly found Nyla as she sat at the table and she and Eliani both realized where Malic got his incredible blue eyes. They were the same as his father’s it appeared.

“Well it’s about time!” The man nearly shouted. “I’ve been waiting for nearly ten minutes! I don’t like to wait!”

“I’m sorry for the delay Admiral Megdar.” Nyla spoke. “I am Durcunusaan Star Commander Nyla Sinthe. What can I do for you?”

“I want to speak to my son!” Megdar exclaimed hotly. “That is what I have been telling the Lieutenant all along!”

“And who would your son be sir?” Nyla asked sweetly.

“Are all of you Durcunusaan as incompetent as that Lieutenant?” He snapped. “I told him my son’s name! Enomotarch Malic! You need to train your personnel better Commander!”

“Thank you for the observation Admiral. It is my understanding sir that Enomotarch Malic has refused any further communications from you and your wife sir.” Nyla spoke. “His request has been logged and acted on. He is currently on duty right now and can not be pulled away, nor does he wish to communicate with you sir.”

“Do you know who I am Commander?” Megdar growled.

“Of course sir.” Nyla spoke.

“I was attempting to contact my son to inform him I have spoken with the Personnel Assignment Office and gotten him assigned to my Fleet Group!” Megdar snapped. “He is to be ready to depart Earth when I arrive there in three days.”

Nyla’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Really. That is interesting sir. I wasn’t aware that the Personnel Assignment Office has authority to transfer members of the Durcunusaan without permission. In fact… I know that to be the case.”

“I am an Admiral/Lieutenant in the Union Fleet Commander!” Megdar barked. “I have full authority to act in this regard. If I want to transfer my son… I will!”

“It’s Star Commander Admiral… and forgive me… but you do not have authority over Durcunusaan personnel sir.” Nyla spoke calmly.

“He is not a member of your rogue unit yet Commander!” Megdar popped making sure to emphasize the commander portion. “And if I have anything to say about it… he won’t be! I will not allow my son to walk the same paths as the rest of you. Undisciplined and without regard for rules and superior officers. And I most certainly will not allow him to become a member of that dragon unit.”

“I’m sorry Admiral…” Nyla spoke keeping her patience as only a vampire could. “As I said… you have no authority over members of the Durcunusaan or those in their candidacy for entry into the Durcunusaan.” Nyla spoke. “Enomotarch Malic is currently involved in training and he has requested no further transmissions from you or your mate be allowed to reach him. We will honor that request. Your orders will not be acted on sir… in fact… as soon as we get done here I will insure they are canceled completely.”

“Who is your superior officer? I want to speak to them right now!” Megdar spoke. 

“I work directly from Crown Prince Androcles sir. At the moment he is quite busy and will not be able to speak with you.” Nyla said. “I will however leave him a message indicating your displeasure. It will not be a priority for him I’m afraid and it may be some time before he gets back to you.”

“I will be on Earth in three days!” Megdar announced. “I want my son to meet me at the facility where he is and he will leave with me.”

“Admiral… you do not possess the necessary security clearances to enter a Durcunusaan facility. I’m sorry.” Nyla told him.

“I am an Admiral/Lieutenant! I have the highest security clearance there is!” Megdar spat. 

“No sir… you do not.” Nyla spoke firmly. “I’m sorry Admiral, I will inform Malic of your transmission however, I need to return to my duties. If there is nothing else?”

Megdar glared at her unable to comprehend that a junior officer to him had just dismissed him so casually. “I will have your rank Commander!” He snapped.

Nyla laughed. “Yes sir… I have heard that before too. Good day sir!” Nyla ended the transmission before the words Megdar were forming could come out and she turned to look at Eliani. “That… that is Malic’s father?” She gasped. “The man is a pretentious, egotistical, self centered dalharuk d' elg'caress!” (Sonofabitch)
Eliani laughed softly as she stepped up to her. “Boy… he got you worked up.” She said.

Nyla looked at her. “You have discovered the one man who makes both of us burn for him in a way no other ever has ussta che. I do not have any intention of letting that go.”

Eliani nodded. “Neither do I.” She stated.
“Is there anything you can do to reverse the effects of using this Peteracal drug?” Nyla asked.

Eliani nodded. “Oh yes! The only problem will be getting Malic to agree to it.” She stated.
