CHAPTER NINETEEN
LEONIDAS II-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

ULU SCIMITAR
ORBITING EARTH

“Bastard!” She spat her hand coming forward and slapping the male Lycavorian’s face hard enough to rock his head back. “I trusted you! I… I loved you!”


The male simply stood there, holding part of the sheet over his lower body while the blond female elf held another sheet over her naked body on the bed behind him. He turned back to look at her, opening his mouth several times to work out the sting of the slap she had just landed.


“Seven months!” He finally hissed at her. “We have been together seven months and not once have you allowed me to cado forn! Why is that Ne’Veha?”

“I wasn’t ready!” She barked angrily.


“Wasn’t ready?” He snapped. “What kind of answer is that? You are either ready or not!”


“You know how my parents feel about Lycavorians!” She exclaimed. “I was waiting until I could…”


“Until you could what?!” He snapped at her once more. “Find the courage to tell them we were a couple? For someone with as much confidence and strength of will as you say you always possess, you can’t even tell your parents we have been seeing each other.”


“So you go and find some slut who will allow you to do these things that I would not let you do?” She screamed at him. “You… you told me you loved me Tarren!”


“I do.” He stated simply. “I love you both!”


She looked at him, her dark brown eyes flashing wide. “What?”


“Join us!” He said. “I have enough for both of you and you might discover you like the arrangement.”


“You mean share a bed with you and that… that whore you just picked up off some street!” She shouted.


“I am no whore upaee!” The blond snapped back at her. “I am just a little more open to things you are not!”

“Hy’la and I have been seeing each other for four months now.” Tarren spoke calmly. “We were hoping you would be open to sharing our lives with us.”


“What’s the matter Tarren?” She barked. “I’m not enough for you?”


His dark eyes centered on her face. “To be frank… no.” He answered bluntly. “You are too timid for my tastes. I was hoping you would come around… but so far you haven’t.”


Ne’Veha looked at him as if he’d suddenly lost his mind. “Timid?” She exclaimed in disbelief. “Simply because I won’t share a bed with you and another woman, that means I’m too timid? Because I won’t let you fuck me in my ass… that means I’m too timid?”


He nodded slowly. “Among other things?” He replied. “I’m only being honest with you Ne’Veha.”  

She glared at him for a long moment then. “We are finished Tarren! Done! I forgave you the first time! Not now! ” She screamed.


He laughed arrogantly. “I need children… and if you won’t give them to me I will find a woman who will.” He stated. “I would prefer that you and Hy’la be the ones…”


“Stop right there!” She spat. 


He stepped closer to her. “Where will you go? I am in your blood now. I may not have scented you… but no male will come near you now Ne’Veha. At least not here on Elear. Unless you leave… you will be alone. And we both know you won’t leave your precious family behind and go out into the real fleet.” 


“Then I will leave!” She stammered. “You have only proven to me that my parents were right!” She spoke softly. “You have only validated their dislike of the Lycavorian men by your actions.”


“You won’t leave Ne’Veha.” He stated confidently. “For all of your bluster and skill and arrogance… you are too afraid to leave Elear.”


“We shall see!” She screamed out.


That had been six months ago, and twenty-five year old Commander Ne’Veha had left her home planet two weeks later. Born and raised on Elear, she had joined the Union military at the tender age of nineteen and as with all elves, rapidly displayed extrodinary skills in piloting. When she finally graduated from the Union Fleet Academy five years later, she was touted as the next coming of Queen For’mya with her flying abilities. Ne’Veha’s most preferred flying craft was the newest Menkla Manufacturing M5 Devastator Heavy Fighter/Bomber and her ability to make this craft do things it was not designed for was famous throughout the Elear Central Command. She was well known within that circle of Four Fleet Groups, but she had never once served outside of that Command.

Until now.


She had requested a posting to the finest Elven Fleet Group outside of the Elear Central Command, assuming her skills would allow her to get posted anywhere she desired. She wanted to go to the Apo Prime Command Group so that she could remain close enough to Elear to return home and see her family as often as she wished. The Apo Prime Command Group also had an entirely elven squadron that needed a commander. The powers that be had other plans and Ne’Veha found herself posted to the 9th Spartan Combined Fleet Attack Group. She had protested the posting at first; not wanting to be part of a Fleet based Command, or have to endure being so far from her family. She also thought she was due a command slot because of her skills and she made her disappointment very clear to her superiors. She was told by the Lycavorian officer at Fleet Operations that they did not assign pilots by preference, but by need. Ne’Veha had always found Lycavorians to be arrogant and pompous. She had fallen in love with Tarren because he had seemed to be the exception to the rule at first. Her parents forbid any of their four daughters to be involved with Lycavorians. They wanted to keep their elven bloodline pure. They had Lycavorians friends and associates, but none of them were very close. Tarren’s actions had only served to reinforce her parent’s pseudo mindset when it came to Lycavorians, especially the males, and therefore Ne’Veha’s distrust of them had only grown after Tarren had cheated on her again.

Ne’Veha had never met King Leonidas or the Queens directly, and she had only heard about Crown Princess Androcles through the Netnews. She did know that outside of the King’s own 1st SCFAG and General/Colonel Simpson’s 2nd SCFAG, Prince Androcles’s command was one of the most sought after postings within the entire Union fleet. However the 9th was based on Earth and in her opinion too far away for her to return and see her family as often as she wanted. Ne’Veha had already made plans to speak with Captain Sa’sur, the SCIMITAR’s elven commanding officer and request she be transferred back to Elear. 
Ne’Veha stood only five foot three inches tall and barely a hundred and ten pounds when she was dripping wet. Her dark brown hair fell to the middle of her back, yet whenever she was on duty it was always tied in a single long bundle of soft, shiny locks. She had a typical elven body, with long legs for her height, and firm breasts that while not large by any standard were still proudly high and full. Her legs ended at her exceptionally firm and impeccably shaped ass. Her features were again typically elven, with four inch high ears that curved elegantly upwards and close to her head, full lips and completely unblemished skin. Since leaving Elear Ne’Veha had been approached by many males as well as several females who had shown interest in her, including Lycavorians who were attracted by her beauty alone. She had dismissed them all rather bluntly, though she was secretly surprised and pleased that she was found desirable by even females. It only fueled her ego and her mindset that Tarren had made a very big mistake in cheating on her. Tarren had tried to contact her several times in the last six months, but she had never answered him back. As far as she was concerned they were finished forever.

“Ne’Veha!” The male voice of her elven Weapons Control Officer finally penetrated her thoughts and she saw him staring down at her from where he stood. 
He was motioning frantically for her to get up and Ne’Veha saw that everyone else was also standing. Her dark eyes went a little wider and she sprang to her feet just as the tall female elf strode into the pilot’s briefing room. Her dark hair was streaked with white blond highlights, her uniform meticulously tailored but bearing no rank, which Ne’Veha found very odd. She moved directly to the podium and turned to look at the pilots. Her pale blue eyes were bright and held an air of confidence and experience.

Sa’sur let her eyes drift over the twenty-seven new pilots to the SCIMITAR, eighteen of them DEVASTATOR crews flying the new M5. These crews would complete the change over to the new ship Fighter/Bombers.

“Good evening and let me welcome you to the SCIMITAR.” Sa’sur spoke confidently. “I am Captain Sa’sur for those of you who don’t already know. The ULU SCIMITAR is the overall Command ship for the 9th Spartan Combined Fleet Attack Group and Crown Prince Androcles. Our home base is Earth, and many of our crew has established homes within Sparta or Eden City. We have just started the Royal families’ six month exodus to Sparta; so much of our fleet training and maneuvers will take place within Earth’s operational sector. When the royal family shifts back to Apo Prime we usually assume a lateral, nine sector border patrol along The Wilds and the former border with the High Coven. As you all know, the Coven has retreated from that area of the border due to their war with the KFI, leaving it mainly free of their influence, and it is now considered part of The Wilds. You will find life within the 9th to be very exciting and structured much of the time. Prince Androcles and I like to keep everyone on their toes so we will often issue training alerts and readiness drills outside of the norm.” Sa’sur moved around from the back of the podium and down in front of the large briefing room chairs. “Please… everyone take a seat.” She stated waiting as they all did. “The SCIMITAR is also home to at a minimum four dragons and I imagine now that Prince Resumar will be getting his very own combined FG to command, that number will remain at that level on a regular basis. For those of you who have never served on a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser, which is most of you after looking at your records, our ship is designed in such a way that the dragons have complete freedom to roam wherever they wish. There are only four areas that they can not reach because of their size, one of those areas being the main bridge unfortunately, but there was no way to make it large enough to fit even one of them. Prince Androcles is bonded to Elynth and Princess Lisisa to Jeth, both of them larger than usual adult dragons. The SCIMITAR is also considered the main transporter of dragons who are returning to Earth for the Harmony Ceremony. We can carry fifty dragons with ease, and the entire aft portion of deck ten is what we called the Dragon Den. Access to the Dragon Den and the aft portion of deck nine is restricted to senior crew and officers and it is one of the rules we adhere to rigidly here on the SCIMITAR. 

“Life on the SCIMITAR will be unlike what many of you are coming from on the planet based commands. The ship is large yes… but everyone is treated as an equal. Standing orders from the Prince is that no rank will be worn on your uniforms. This promotes respect to all members of the crew whether your duties are pilot or second class tech hand. Many of the crew of the SCIMITAR has chosen to speak only the ancient Lycavorian language while on board ship, and I recommend if you do not speak it, you at least make an attempt to learn it. I will not sit here and give you the entire run down of operations, I will leave that to your flight squadron leaders, and they will also tell you where your quarters will be. My door is always open… as is the Prince’s… however make sure you bring your issue to your immediate superior first. I will take a few questions now.”

“Will we be allowed to come and go from the surface Captain?” A male pilot asked.

Sa’sur smiled. “This is not a prison ship Lieutenant.” She stated with some humor in her voice. “There are hourly shuttles to the surface and you can remain on the surface the entire time if that is your wish, as long as you are here for your duty shift. There are many historical places to see within Sparta, and I do recommend visiting the Memorial at Thermopylae for the King’s father and all those who perished there. It is quite beautiful.”

“Does the Prince stay on the ship ma’am?”

Sa’sur shook her head. “No. He has an apartment at the Royal Estate Villa but his main home is in Gytheio. He has just recently taken a mate, Crown Princess Sadi, and you will probably see her before you see Androcles. She is now the co-pilot of his STRIKER DT and she and Arrarn Leonidas will be using the landing bays off and on to train some new pilots in DT flight operations. He does sometimes pull a duty shift here on the SCIMITAR while we are on Earth, but his other duties normally keep him on the surface while we are here.”

“Other duties?” The voice blurted out.

Sa’sur cut her eyes and saw the female elf who had spoken. She was a stunning young female and Sa’sur knew who she was immediately.

“Commander Ne’Veha.” Sa’sur spoke seeing the look of surprise on her face that she knew her name. “You have a question?”

“He has duties that are more important than being on his ship Captain?” Ne’Veha forged ahead. The tone of her voice was easy to imply she did not approve of this.

“Crown Prince Androcles Commands two Ground Divisions based on Earth, as well as the eight Strike Wings that make up the 9th CSAFG. He also leads a section of seventy-five members of Mjolnir’s Hand. Is there something you don’t approve of about his workload Commander, because I assure you, he puts in far more hours than you will?” Sa’sur spoke.
Ne’Veha looked around quickly somewhat embarrassed at being put on the spot. “I just assumed he would… that he would spend more time here Captain Sa’sur.” She said finally, her eyes settling back on Sa’sur.

“Assuming anything in regards to any of the Royal family will usually turn out to be wrong, especially in the case of the King and Androcles. They are two peas in a pod for the most part, and that will sometimes make you insane with their unorthodox approach to things.” Sa’sur spoke with a smile. “I command this ship… that is how it has always been, that is how it will always be until I am told otherwise. Androcles and I have been together going on six years now, and he made it very clear to me when he assumed command of the 9th that the SCIMITAR is my ship to run. Since we agree on almost everything, there is really no difference between him and I when it comes to operations of this ship. Does that satisfy your question?”

“Yes sir!” Ne’Veha answered quickly.

“Good.” Sa’sur answered. “Your squadron commanders will give you your assignments and a brief tour of the ship and landing bays. Commander Ne’Veha please hold a moment.”

Ne’Veha sighed slightly as the three squadron commanders stepped forward and began ushering the pilots out of the briefing room. Sa’sur motioned her down closer to the first row and Ne’Veha grabbed her bags and complied.

“Captain?” She spoke as she moved up to her.

Sa’sur towered over her in height and this intimidated Ne’Veha slightly. “Sit down Commander.” She spoke.

“I prefer to stand sir.” Ne’Veha replied. 

Sa’sur met her eyes and shrugged. “I understand you did not want to be assigned here Commander. Why is that?”

“I requested a planet based command Captain.” Ne’Veha answered quickly. “The Elven Squadron on Apo Prime to be specific.”

“Yes I know.” Sa’sur said as she leaned against the podium. “I also know that your father tried to get some strings pulled for you as a member of the Elven Lower Parliament. That didn’t work either. I’ve read your fitness reports Commander. All of them are excellent. Admiral Po’Tal thinks very highly of you.”

“Thank you Captain.” Ne’Veha spoke smugly, the arrogance in her voice dripping out even though she wasn’t aware of it.

“Do you have an issue with Lycavorians Commander?” Sa’sur asked.

“Excuse me sir?” Ne’Veha spoke.

“You specifically asked for assignment to the Elven Squadron on Apo Prime.” Sa’sur said. “Short of that, every other combat unit among your requests is commanded by elves. I’ll ask again. Do you have an issue with Lycavorians Commander? It is well known that your parents do.”

“I… no sir.” Ne’Veha replied. “I don’t believe I do. I do not care for many of their… of their practices… but no I do not have an issue with them as a whole.”

Sa’sur shook her head slowly. “Your face tells me you are lying Commander, but I can’t do anything about that. I don’t know what has happened in your past to make you feel this way but that sort of attitude will not cut it on this ship. Almost all the squadron commanders on the SCIMITAR are Lycavorian, and the elf pilots we have follow them without question. I certainly hope you do not make waves.”

“That is not my intention Captain.” Ne’Veha spoke. “I am only here until other orders come through.”

Sa’sur nodded. “Ah… about those other orders.” She said with a smile. “None will be coming Commander Ne’Veha. You have been assigned to the SCIMITAR permanently. There will be no follow on orders. The powers that be decided that they needed your skills within a working fleet and not based from a planetary command. Nothing your father does will change that.”

Ne’Veha’s eyes went wide. “Captain… I was told this was only an interim posting.” She stated. “Until something opened up within the elven squadron on Apo Prime.”

Sa’sur nodded. “Yes I know. However… the Commander of that squadron does not want you posted to them. She made that known while you were enroute here. Your orders are final.”

“May… May I ask why?” Ne’Veha spoke.

Sa’sur grinned. “She said you were a superior pilot… but she doesn’t want a pilot with the baggage you seem to have when it concerns the Lycavorians. That squadron provides first response to the defense of Apo Prime Commander. She doesn’t want a pilot who will stop and think about protecting a species she doesn’t appear to like very much.”

“Captain… that is not true!” Ne’Veha exclaimed.

Sa’sur held up her hand. “I don’t want to hear about it.” She stated. “I have a feeling on why you believe the way you do Commander but what you fail to realize, and something your parents apparently did not feel the need to pass on to you, is that whatever issues you have with Lycavorian males is not the norm. My husband is a Lycavorian and we have been mated for nearly four hundred years. He has never taken another mate, nor has he ever gone outside our marriage. We as a species owe our very existence to King Resumar and what he started. His grandson continues that tradition as does his great grandson. We are bound to them in a way the Hadarians and Algolians are not. And they to us. Do not let a few bad apples in your life sour your entire outlook of a species Commander.”
“With all due respect Captain… my private life is just that. Private... and not for anyone else’s knowledge. Why I feel the way I do is my business Captain.” Ne’Veha spoke firmly.

Sa’sur nodded. “Yes it is… I’m just letting you know don’t let it interfere with your duties Commander.” She stated. “Nearly half the crew on this ship is Lycavorian and all of us have been with Prince Androcles since he took command of the 9th. We have fought with him, eaten with him and wept with him over dead comrades. With every Lycavorian on this ship. Just be mindful of anything stupid that might blurt its way out of your mouth.”
“You don’t seem to care for me sir. If that is the case… why did you agree to have me assigned here?” Ne’Veha asked.

“Admiral Po’Tal is a friend and he said you needed guidance.” Sa’sur replied.  

“I don’t intend to let my feelings interfere with my duties sir!” Ne’Veha stated. “You have my word on that.”
Sa’sur nodded. “We’ll see. Dismissed Commander.”

SODRAG
Background music: Never let go, Guardian Soundtrack


It was not something normally witnessed by others.


However, at this particular time, forty-two dragons watched as a rare bonding took place. Even Vollenth stood transfixed as the Lycavorian male slammed into Vincix’s exposed side and his shield disappeared completely. The roar of both of them was louder than any they had heard before, and they could only watch in fascination as Vincix withered on the ground, his rear legs twitching madly and his tail whipping back and forth. It smashed into the wall of the hanger several times, each time dropping more debris and dust down on top of him and Malic. Debris that wasn’t noticed by either of them. Malic also withered in what appeared to be supreme agony, whether from the pain of the blow from Vollenth’s tail or something else none of them knew. They could only watch as he turned slowly on top of Vincix’s body his limbs quivering noticeably, his deep blue eyes locked open in a position of what appeared to be horror, Vincix’s amethyst colored orbs matching that look in every way.


Images flashed through their minds, voices, places and events that neither of them had been too or seen ever before. They saw so much, they felt it filling every portion of their minds, as inexorably their combined awareness was expanding and intertwining and becoming one. They heard and felt so many new things on a level that was almost too much to comprehend. Their eyes blinked repeatedly and then focused on one another as Malic saw Vincix’s desire to become a member of Mjolnir’s Hand, yet how he was never able to because of his muscular deficiency. Vincix saw Malic’s desire, only to see it dashed aside by his lack of education and ability to understand higher functions and equations. They took from each other the sum total of their lives, sharing more of each other than they had ever shared with anyone before.


Then they gave back to each other in droves.


Into Malic poured Vincix’s knowledge of things, his blue eyes wide as equations and calculations raced through his mind. Things he never understood before passed to him and comprehension became his brother’s gift to him. Into Vincix poured the indomitable will and strength of body that Malic possessed, and even as they lay there touching, Vincix could feel the muscles on his hind legs grow and expand and strengthen to what they never had been before. They felt power sweeping through them, the power to right wrongs and defend what they so cared for in their lives. The Union, their brother and sister dragons and riders, and all those they considered family. As that power swept through them, the light blue psychic shield activated. Malic lifted one hand from where it rested on Vincix’s scaled side and he watched amazed as the shield extended and spread up his arm, tingling as it lifted to surround his shoulder and slowly move down his back. He looked down and watched as the psychic shield extended over Vincix’s long muscular body, encompassing first his front legs and talons and spreading across his hind quarters and tail. 


Malic lifted his eyes to Vincix’s amethyst orbs and tilted his head slightly. My… my bonded… my bonded brother Vincix. His voice filled Vincix’s head in almost a whisper.

My bonded… my bonded brother Malic. Vincix’s voice burst into Malic’s head with a whisper, but for Malic it was like the first sound he had heard after being deaf for so many years. Whatever pain Malic may have been experiencing vanished with those four words. All the shame he had felt growing up, all the empty words of love spoken to him by his parents and siblings, all of that simply disappeared into the mist that was their combined pasts.

Enough of this! Vollenth’s voice shouted out within Mindvoice. Let’s finish this Vincix! I’m not done showing you what I have learned!


One set of amethyst colored eyes and one set of deep ocean blue eyes slowly turned and looked upon Vollenth. In those eyes were the combined experiences and knowledge of three hundred bonded pairs. The combined commitment and shared faithfulness of six hundred minds and hearts. 

Vollenth never really stood a chance.


Malic’s Shi Viska flared into existence once more and was launching before it had fully formed, something he had never been able to accomplish before. No blades extended on the shield, but it rammed into Vollenth’s armored scales directly over the bone connecting his front right foreleg to his shoulder with power of a point blank cannon shot. Malic slowed the velocity a millisecond before impact and Vollenth bellowed in agony as the edge of the shield impacted on the nerve bundle there. All feeling in his right leg disappeared immediately and he staggered forward, unable to support his weight. As he toppled forward, the silvery purple tail lashed out with wicked swiftness, far faster than Vollenth could follow. The near solid purple tip slapped into the side of his snout with a crack that echoed across the hanger. Vollenth’s body was hurtling through the air then, flailing wildly until he too slammed into the side of the hanger wall. The grunt of pain that erupted from his snout was easy enough to ascertain as pieces of the wall dropped on him, granite powder showering his yellow green scales. 


You have learned nothing fool! Vincix bellowed within Mindvoice as he rose to his feet now, moving up to stand behind Malic just as his shield returned to his arm. Come Vollenth! My bonded brother and I await you! 


Vollenth roared in savage fury and came off the ground like a shot. He gave a mighty beat of his wings and was upon them in a flash. Just as he came within range to snag Malic’s unmoving form with his talons, Vincix’s left wing cracked forward with blinding speed and smashed into his muzzle with absurd force. Vollenth felt the skin along the lips of his mouth split painfully just as Malic lifted his shield, facing the frontage towards him. There was a fleeting flash of TK power and then the immense wave of shared Mindvoice TK power from both Malic and Vincix erupted from the front of his Shi Viska. The TK power wave took out Vollenth’s front legs before he had a chance to recover and his collective forward momentum and the force of Vincix’s blow sent him careening sideways, his neck and snout coming down with brutal force and impacting the hard packed dirt floor of the hanger.

The cloud of dust and dirt rose into the air directly towards where Adriana stood frozen in shock and unthinkable horror at what she was witnessing. Malic’s eyes grew wide as he realized this and he began to move forward with no thought except to save his sister. He needn’t have bothered as Anthar and Deneth appeared from the dust cloud, imposing their huge bodies between her and Vollenth’s skidding form. Adriana blinked twice as the cerise red scales and the black and white scales of the two dragons blocked her view, and provided a wall of armored scales that Vollenth would not penetrate. His head and neck slammed into Anthar and Deneth’s front forelegs and that is where he stopped as their combined seven tons ceased his body’s forward motion as if he had impacted a wall. 

Cease this Vollenth! Anthar demanded. 


You can not win! Do you not understand what you face now! Deneth barked out.


Vollenth staggered as he came to his feet, shaking his head back and forth trying to clear his mind. He can not beat me alone! Vollenth screamed out.


He does not fight alone you fool! Not anymore! Anthar screamed out. 


What do you speak? Vollenth snarled as he gathered his legs under him, his blood dripping on the ground beneath him.


He means that a Bonded Pair of Mjolnir’s Hand never fights alone! The new voice joined them. If you fight one of us… you fight all of us!


All of them turned to see Androcles and Elynth move into the hanger from the wide open hanger door. The power radiating from them was a brilliant beacon and it rippled with barely controlled domination, the setting sun in the background only adding to the image the Coven dragons saw. 

Anthar snapped his head around and looked at Adriana with his magenta eyes. Climb onto my back now little one! He screamed out as loud as he could within Mindvoice hoping that she was strong enough to understand him. 


Adriana winced at the power of the command and without hesitation she stepped up onto his front foreleg and climbed onto his back as he and Deneth quickly backed up out of the way. Adriana was considered only a Tier Four Mindvoicer, but the dragon’s voice had filled her head almost as if someone was shouting in her ear, and she knew well the voice of command. What is happening to my brother? She screamed out to the strange dragon.


Deneth brought his head forward and saw her blue eyes turn to look at him with stunned surprise as his soothing voice filled her head. Your brother and Vincix have bonded little one. He spoke gently. They have become one… in more complete a way than any of us have ever experienced.


Adriana turned back to where Malic stood proudly, his Shi Viska poised and humming on his arm, the huge head and silvery/purple scales of the dragon he had called Vincix hovering inches from his left shoulder as she watched who she knew was Prince Androcles step up beside her brother, the obsidian black dragon just to his right side. Her eyes were wide as she watched what was transpiring. They… they have become bonded? She gasped.


Andro looked at Vollenth as he stood only five meters away. I warned you Vollenth! I warned you! You have attacked a member of Mjolnir’s Hand! His voice was angry and all of them knew it. Yuri’s hate has warped you Vollenth! You are not meant for her! You are meant for someone else! And that festering bond she has forced upon you ends right now!

Elynth let out a trumpet of anger that echoed within the hanger and she moved without hesitation. She launched herself into a spin that none of the Coven dragons had ever witnessed one of their kind execute before, swinging her near four metric tons around with the grace of a ballet dancer. Her smaller but no less deadly mace like Heavyhorn tail cracked into Vollenth’s muzzle before he knew he was under attack. As his head and neck snapped around with vicious force, Vincix was moving and sweeping his tail forward, crashing into both of Vollenth’s right legs. Malic unleashed another staggering TK push that toppled Vollenth over onto his side, kicking and trumpeting in surprise and pain even as Andro was already moving.


He sprinted directly at Elynth, leaped against her tail just as she was bringing it forward again and pushed off with his powerful legs in a leap directly at Vollenth’s struggling form. The psychic knife extended nearly eight inches from his right hand as he sailed through the air and landed on Vollenth’s neck just as he was raising his head. Andro wrapped his arms and legs around Vollenth’s thick neck, unable to fully embrace his muscular neck but digging the heels of his boots into whatever he could. He looked into Vollenth’s dazed and very confused eyes for a just a single split second.


I’m sorry brother. Andro spoke the words before plunging the psychic knife into the base of Vollenth’s huge skull. 


Vollenth’s yellow eyes opened wide in agony and he made to lift his foreleg to shred Androcles from his neck. He never got his talons off the ground as Elynth’s front legs came down on his and pinned them to the floor of the hanger.


Andro leaned his head close to Vollenth’s muzzle, unafraid of the flesh shredding teeth, twisting his fist and plunging the psychic knife deeper into Vollenth’s large brain. Be at peace Vollenth. He spoke softly. I will free you this day to find your true path brother. You were meant for someone else Vollenth. You were always meant for someone else. The Dragon Elders have felt this and I will free you to find that rider Vollenth. The one who will be your true brother or sister. And then you will know calm and happiness.


Andro clenched his teeth and twisted his hand forcefully. Vollenth’s final wail filled the hanger before his head dropped to the dirt and he was still. His yellow eyes fluttered for a few seconds before they closed slowly and he was quiet. Andro waited a few moments, closing his own eyes and channeling his and Elynth’s combined power as Talon Guardians, searching for that link within Vollenth’s mind. They found it easy enough, a dark sickly looking thread of Mindvoice power twisted with hate and evil, and Andro didn’t hesitate. Like a skilled surgeon Andro used his psychic knife to sever that connection completely, effectively terminating the bond Yuri had forced on Vollenth, while throwing up incredibly powerful Mindvoice shields to protect him from Yuri trying to re-establish the bond.

Andro opened his eyes once more and as he gradually withdrew the psychic knife from Vollenth’s head, the Coven dragons gasping collectively within Mindvoice. There was no blood, no wound, yet Vollenth lay as still as death itself. The only sign that he still lived was the slow rise and fall of his massive chest as he breathed. Andro got to his feet slowly, stepping away from Vollenth’s inert form even as the Coven dragons closed in increasingly around them. All of them saw the psychic knife flare briefly and then disappear altogether. 


Elynth moved close to Androcles, brushing her snout against his shoulder affectionately. It had to be done my brother. Her gentle voice filled his head even as his anger surged within him and then began to recede. 
He looked up as Adriana dropped from Anthar’s back and raced into Malic’s arms. He crushed his sister to him as Vincix moved closer to his newly bonded brother. Andro turned and saw the Coven dragons closing in around them. He is your brother. Andro said softly looking at them. He is still one of you and he was forced onto this path. All of your bonds were allowed to begin naturally and grow, while Princess Yuri forced hers onto Vollenth. I have cut their bond. It no longer exists. A ship is coming to take him where he can heal and know peace. You must protect him until that happens. Shield him from Yuri trying to re-establish their bond. Only you can do this. All of you must stand watch over him.
You said… you said he was meant for someone else Androcles Leonidas. Deneth spoke softly as he moved forward. 

Andro nodded slowly and looked at him. The Elders suspected as much. That is why Yuri’s bond was twisting him so much, and it is the only reason why Elynth and I were able to render the connection. It is not something done to those such as us, those who have developed these bonds freely.
Who is… who is he meant for? Anthar asked.

Andro looked at him and shook his head. That is not known. Only time will answer that question. He is still your brother dragon, and no matter his past actions, now he needs your protection. These years and what Yuri has done to him have not been kind. He will be able to feel all of you watching over him, and that is what he needs right now. To know that no matter the past, all of you still stand with him. We have a plan to protect and guide him… but we need you to help in that plan. 
Elynth’s golden eyes filled with passion and desire as she watched Anthar settle to the ground first, placing his front foreleg on Vollenth’s rear leg gently, his talons looking as if they could open his scales easily. 

I will stay with you brother. He spoke softly.

Deneth was next as he settled to the ground. As will I.
They watched as the remaining dragons gathered closer and began settling to the ground around Vollenth’s inert form. Andro nodded his head slowly and turned to look at Malic, who was still hugging his sister tightly. He and Elynth stepped away from where the Coven dragons were slowly surrounding Vollenth’s form. Even Marux, Naruth and Seyra were not questioning what was happening and Andro could not detect them attempting to advise Yuri’s children of what had taken place. They were joining in the powerful wall of Mindvoice power that was slowly wrapping around Vollenth in a protective embrace, shielding his mind from the outside world and all who would do him harm. 
Malic turned as Andro moved up to them. He pushed his sister back slightly, but kept one arm around her waist.

“Milord… I…” He stammered.

Andro shook his head. “Do not thank me Malic.” He spoke. “This was meant to be. You and Vincix were meant to be.”

You… you knew sire. Vincix spoke now moving closer. That is why you bade me to come here with you.

“I suspected yes. Elynth and the Elder Mother agreed.” Andro spoke nodding his head. He looked at Malic. “There will be a ceremony of sorts in three days Malic. You brought your sister here to help you learn what you needed to learn. Now you have two teachers. You are relieved of your duties until three days from now. Take this time to learn of each other, and conduct whatever teachings your sister can pass on to you. You will still need to take your exams Malic… but now you will have the same chance as the rest of us did. She can remain here as long as you need her too. After the ceremony I will expect you to resume your normal duties and continue to build your bond with Vincix.”
“Milord… sire… am I…” Malic hesitated unable to ask the question. 
Elynth stepped forward now, her golden eyes bright as she pressed her snout to the top of Malic’s head. Yes. Welcome to our Sacred Circle brother Malic and brother Vincix, for you are now members of Mjolnir’s Hand. She spoke the words. And our circle is complete once more.

Malic knew Elynth almost never spoke below a Tier Six level, and hearing her voice fill his mind so easily and with such clarity was all the proof that Malic needed to tell him this was no dream.

“I will not fail you Milord!” Malic spoke with determination as he drew himself up to his full height, small tears forming in his eyes.

Nor will I. Vincix echoed.

Andro nodded. “I never doubted that you would.” He took a deep breath. “I must go deal with Yuri… but there is a secluded waterfall twenty-two kilometers from here due east. Elynth and I go there often to think clearly and be alone. It will be a good place for you to begin to know each other. Remain off the base during the day, at least until after the ceremony and Yuri has left, as you will not need the distractions. It will also avoid confrontations and unneeded questions until after what has happened here is revealed to everyone. My Uncle Isra will join you there tomorrow, for I feel he will prepare to leave Sparta and come here to be with you even now.”

Malic nodded. “As you order sire.”

Andro looked at Adriana who clung to her brother’s arm and he smiled. “I apologize for all the excitement.” He spoke. “Our days here are not usually filled with so much invigorating action.”
Adriana chuckled as she squeezed Malic’s arm. “I think I am used to it now, considering who my brother is.” She said looking at him with blue eyes filled with pride.

Andro nodded and stepped up close to Malic. “Welcome to our world Malic.” He said softly looking at him.

Malic looked into those azure blue eyes. “Milord… sire… when did you…?”

Andro smiled. “The moment you came onto my ship.” He answered. “And I expect you to use this as the stepping stone to achieve what else you want Malic.”

Malic’s eyes looked puzzled. “Sire?”

Andro chuckled and tapped his shoulder lightly. “You will figure it out sooner or later.” He answered. “Just know… I approve.”


[I certainly hope this works Arzoal.] Andro spoke softly to Arzoal as he crossed the quad moving for the REC center. The sun was just below the trees now and the shadows danced across the ground he covered in long, confident strides. [My father will not be happy that we went about it this way, you do realize that? Especially if we can’t pull it off.]

[Your father is a Talon Guardian just as you are Androcles Leonidas.] Arzoal’s voice filled his mind from the TYPE II that was currently sitting on the airfield by the hanger. Her eyes were mindful of everything as Vollenth’s inert form was gently loaded on the hover platform and was being ushered up the ramp, under the ever watchful eyes of the Coven dragons. [As King he may not approve of our actions, but as a Talon Guardian he will no doubt agree. It needed to be done.]


[I know.] Andro replied as he slowed his pace. [Can you and the other elders heal him?]


[You and my granddaughter severed the connection cleanly.] Arzoal replied. [We can feel the corrupting threads within Mindvoice even now shriveling up. Her hold on him was tenuous at best. He was fighting it Androcles, because a part of his mind knew he was meant for someone else, and that is why he appeared so violent to others. When he wakes, he will have around him those who had given up hope and now feel reborn. That is your gift to Vollenth Androcles. The gift you and my granddaughter have given him.]


[Do you know who is he meant for Arzoal?] Andro asked.


[Even we do not possess that skill young Androcles.] She replied. [The only reason you were able to detect the potential in Malic was because it was buried falsely due to the actions of his parents and it was fighting to find its way out. As with Vincix, that power can not long be contained if it really is meant to be. With Vincix and Malic… it was destiny they come together in the grand scheme of things. For Vollenth… all we know is that the one he is meant for is already alive. They will find each other when fate and destiny decrees it.]


[Have you told Dalah?] He questioned.


[No. She will be beside herself and want to come here immediately. They must have the three days they need to fully come together as a Bonded Pair.] Arzoal chuckled softly within the connection. [When your father and I first formed Mjolnir’s Hand, we had no idea the strength and influence that would grow within the three hundred Pairs Andro. The bond that all of you share is far beyond anything we ever envisioned and that is why the members of Mjolnir’s Hand are the strongest of all the Bonded Pairs, and why they are able to do so much more. Malic and Vincix were meant to be part of that, and I surmise that Vincix only failed before because he had not yet found Malic.]


[She will undoubtedly attempt to re-establish the connection when she discovers what we have done.] Andro spoke. [Make sure you take him directly to Dragon Mountain and get him under cover of the shields there. We only have to pull this off for perhaps twenty-four hours. Can he do it?]


[That she has not appeared already tells me the bond was not natural and forced upon him.] Arzoal spoke. [Otherwise she would have come running the moment you began to do battle with him. He can do it. All of them have agreed to assist if need be. Even Marux and Naruth. They have not left his side with Anthar and Deneth.]


[Good. They may be bonded to riders they do not care for, but at least they are strong enough to resist the natural tendency to take on each other’s traits.] Andro answered. [Can Elder Daurgo assume Vincix’s role until after the ceremony?]


[He is already boarding his DT to come to your location.] Arzoal answered.

Andro nodded. [Father already intends to make Yuri return with him and the Empress to insure the Kavalians do not become suspicious. Without the distraction Vollenth and Yuri provided they can concentrate more on what they are here to learn.] He said. [It will be easier for them to absorb and focus on their tasks. And it will give Vollenth a little of the time he needs to heal from her abuse of him.]


[We will care for and heal Vollenth.] Arzoal spoke. [I will send Elynth back when we have finished loading his platform. You can deal with Yuri yes?]


[Considering the shields we have thrown up and her forced bond with Vollenth, I doubt she is even aware of what has happened.] Andro answered. [As long as Visio can pull it off… we will be alright.]

[He knows the risks and he is ready.] Arzoal answered. [They have longed for this day Androcles Leonidas, a day they never thought would come to pass. The remaining Elders are ready if you and Elynth feel the need to draw power from them.] Arzoal said.

[We’ll be ok.] Andro spoke stopping just outside the entrance to the REC center. [Once she is gone tomorrow… we’ll be good.]

[I will see you again in three days then. We are securing the ramp. I carry the thanks and blessings of seven souls to you and Elynth Androcles Leonidas. ] Arzoal said. [Your actions this day will not be forgotten. You have spared when you could have taken as a Talon Guardian and that is a debt that can never be repaid.]

[There is no debt to pay.] Andro answered. [Dragons are just as much my brothers and sisters as my own blood. That is one of the things my bond with Elynth has taught me. Go with the gods Elder Mother.]


[And you son of our King.]


Andro looked at the door and took a deep breath. “Here we go.” He said softly.

Yuri looked up from the table she sat at with her three children in the REC center, a small smile on her face from something Lucia had said. Many of the riders and other personnel had already moved to the mess lounge for dinner. Yuri looked up right into Androcles’s bright blue azure colored eyes.
“There is something you want I take it.” She spoke formally but the distaste for him in her tone easy enough to hear and feel.

“I have received word from my father and your mother.” Andro spoke. “They will be here tomorrow to inspect and observe how things are progressing. You will need to return with your mother to Sparta when they depart. Vollenth must remain here however.”

Yuri’s eyes narrowed. “What? For what purpose?”

“It is my understanding the KFI knows where you have been training your dragons on Usu Ozeib 7.” Andro stated. “They are also aware that you are now here on Earth. It would be very hard to explain to them why you are here with your dragon Princess Yuri. My father and your mother agree it is better if you return and be seen with her going through the process of the Cease Fire Accords. If you do not they will suspect something. If you return and go back with Vollenth they will become suspicious as well and that will only lead them to one conclusion. That the rest of your dragons are here as well.”

“If you think I will leave Vollenth here among you and the others you are strongly mistaken Androcles Leonidas.” Yuri snapped.

Andro stepped forward closer, looking at her intently. “Vollenth will continue to learn with the others Princess Yuri. And do not think for an instant to fool me with your false concern for Vollenth.” He stated harshly. “Your bond with him is a forced thing… not natural like the others. That you are sitting here and not with him right now as he is being treated tells me that more than anything.”

Yuri’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean treated?” She asked getting to her feet.

“He picked a fight with Vincix, the dragon instructor, and he was soundly defeated.” Andro spoke. “Eliani is treating him as we speak. His ego is bruised but he is not talking to anyone at the moment. That you did not sense this in him is all the information I need to know about your ‘bond’ with Vollenth Princess.”

“You do not need to know anything son of Leonidas!” Yuri hissed.

“Why is it you feel the need to turn him into someone as twisted as you?” Andro asked softly. “Why is it you hate my father so much? Hate my people so much?”

“Your father is not as innocent as you believe him to be!” Yuri barked. “He is no better than the rest of your barbaric animal race.”

Andro tilted his head. “I imagine you are referring to the belief that my father raped you many years ago.” He spoke pulling the small data pad from his belt. 

“It is no belief!” Yuri snarled. “It is a fact! Your precious father committed one of the vilest crimes among your people! And now he sits as King!”

Andro held up the pad. “From your mother.” He spoke tossing the pad onto the table. “I think you should read it Princess. It will undoubtedly enlighten you more than you already are. My father didn’t rape you Princess Yuri… Pleistarchus did. Lisisa is not my father’s daughter… she is his brother’s daughter.”

Yuri laughed heartily. “Oh that’s a good one.” She barked out. “As if I would actually believe that. Blame his brother… how quaint!”

“Your mother has seen the medical data.” Andro spoke. “Perhaps you should look at it as well. Not to mention that the Kavalians are demanding to see Lisisa, who they apparently deem a Kavalian citizen now because of who her father is.”

“I don’t need to look at some forged medical data by the Hadarian witch you call mother! I was the one who was raped! I know who raped me!” Yuri snarled. “My mother would not believe anything that you or anyone connected to your father presented to her! And I hold the Kavalians in even worse regard then I do you and your people!”

Andro tiled his head to the side as he looked at her. “Yet you are here now.”

“This trip was not my idea!” Yuri told him.

“Does your attitude imply that we should not believe anything you present to us as well?” He asked. “To include the intelligence you gave to us when you first arrived?”

“That is… that is different!” Yuri snapped knowing she had come very close to outright saying they had ulterior motives for coming here. “The Kavalians are the bigger threat to both of us!”

“Yes… so you and your mother said when you first arrived.” Andro spoke. “Believe what you will Princess. Your mother will tell you herself when she arrives tomorrow no doubt.”


“Mother…” Lucia spoke looking up from the table and holding the pad. “Mother… this has grandmother’s personal code on it.” She stated.


Yuri turned to look at her holding out her hand. “Impossible.” She said as Lucia placed the data pad in her hand. She lifted it and began reading, her eyes growing wider as she did.


Andro smiled. “Enlightening don’t you think?” He said. “I suggest you say your goodbyes to Vollenth tonight Princess. They will only be here a few hours tomorrow and per your mother’s own directives, you are returning with her. When you return in three or four weeks after the Accord is signed, he will be here. Better trained and no doubt basking in the hatred you have bestowed upon him.”


Yuri’s eyes came up quickly from the pad and glared at him. “Do not press me too hard Androcles Leonidas! You think too highly of your skills. We may be equal in terms of power… but I have far more years of experience than you do.”

Andro smiled. “You are entitled to believe what you wish Yuri.” He spoke confidently, not using her title of Princess for the first time since she had arrived here. “I would not be so quick to anoint yourself the replacement for your mother just yet however.”


“You are an idealistic child!” Yuri snapped. “And in the end no match for what I could bring to bear. Do you think your little parlor tricks scare me as they scare Thast and the others?”

Andro chuckled softly. “To be honest Princess… part of your problem is that you don’t believe in anything besides your own false sense of superiority. Like your mother you believe you are always right. That attitude, more often than not, leads to incorrect assumptions and orders that get others killed. What exactly does that make you Yuri?” He asked.


[Andro my brother… what are you doing?] Elynth’s voice filled his head. [Why are you making her angry?]


[If it keeps her from discovering what we have done for a while longer than we had planned… having her angry is good.] Andro said with some small humor. [My father always said she had anger issues. Apparently he was right.]


[Do we want her anger directed at you though?] Elynth asked.


[Better me than someone else sister.] Andro answered. [At least until she leaves. Once she is gone from SODRAG we can proceed with the rest of the plan and insure she does not return.]


“You have no idea of what you are speaking about!” Yuri snapped.

“Don’t I?” Andro asked.

“Where is Vollenth?” Yuri demanded after a moment.

Andro motioned towards the door. “Eliani just finished treating him. He should be back at his pen by now. That is where I instructed him to go.”


Yuri tossed the pad back at him. “All of this could be faked.” She snapped. “And I will believe nothing from you until I am able to speak with my mother. I do not trust you any more than I trust your pig father!”


Andro shrugged. “As you wish.” He stated as Yuri pushed past him, followed rapidly by Dante, and Lucia. Dante glared at him with evil intent as he moved past but said nothing. Andro chuckled and turned, following them to the door and stepping outside the entrance. He watched as they made their way towards the Bungalows and dragon pens.


[Prepare yourself Visio. She is coming.] He spoke.


[I am ready.] Was the immediate answer.


[Can you do this Visio?]


[You and Elynth have given me back my brother. You have given our parents back the son they lost so long ago. I will do this!]


[Draw whatever you need from Elynth and I Visio. And good luck.]

KRANEK


Normya’s emerald green eyes watched with some surprise as the huge burnt bronze skinned Immortal lifted Esther into his arms as if she was a feather and they shared a kiss of simmering passion similar to what she had seen her father and mothers share. Normya now saw where Tir’ut got his height and build from. Cha’talla was easily six and a half feet tall and even wider than her father in terms of muscular definition. Though he had no hair, all of his skin was an even color and quite unlike the grayish pallor of purebloods like T’lolt and Fash’ka. The bone spikes were filed down to nubs, but still very noticeable, his eyes still small and somewhat sunken, but beyond that he was no different than some of the other strange species she had seen growing up. 
Except for the fact he was an Immortal. 
And not just any simple Immortal, but the once feared personal Captain to the now dead Vampire High Lord Veldruk. He was believed to have killed well over a thousand Lycavorians alone, his combat skills nearly unmatched even among the many instructors Normya had been under at the academy. It was also rumored that he had fought her grandfather on Earth over three thousand years ago at Thermopylae. Yet what she saw before her right now was not a feared Immortal Captain… but a very happy husband who held his pureblood vampire wife tightly.
Esther broke their heated kiss reluctantly and rubbed her cheek against Cha’talla’s, while her hands held his head. “Oh I have missed you husband.” She said softly in his ear.
Cha’talla’s dark eyes smiled and he met her eyes. “We must talk about these trading trips you take.” He stated softly. “Our bed is unusually large and empty when you are not in it. I often times end up sleeping in the main room.”

Esther grinned at him. “Well I am home now. No more main room for you my husband.”

Cha’talla lowered her to the ground gently, pressing his forehead to the top of her head and squeezing her lithe body against his. “Welcome home Blessed Wife.” He said softly.
Esther smiled at his arms around her and placed her hands on his arms. “Cha’talla… may I present Princess Normya Leonidas.” She spoke turning to motion to Normya who rested quite comfortably in Tir’ut’s arms.

Cha’talla stepped up to stand in front of his son, his dark eyes on Normya. He saw her arm tighten almost imperceptibly around Tir’ut’s neck and shoulders, and he allowed the smile to split his face, revealing his vampiric fangs. “To say that it is an honor to meet you would be an understatement I think daughter to King Leonidas.” He spoke finally. “But know that in this particular circumstance, I am very happy my wife and son disobeyed my directives to not get involved.” He held out his right hand to her with his palm held upwards. “I am Cha’talla.”

Normya looked at his hand for a moment before reaching forward and placing her much smaller hand against his open palm. “Hello.” She said softly unable to think of anything else to say.

Cha’talla covered her hand with his left one and lowered his forehead to touch their joined hands. “I understand my son and brother have declared an Iglata d'Vlos in regards to your protection. Something I will gladly take up now as well. Are you injured?”
“Il kal'daka darthirii’s leg is almost healed father.” Tir’ut answered. “I carried her to keep the little ones from toppling her in case they came to meet us as well.”

Cha’talla looked at his son for a moment when he spoke and then he nodded his head and turned back to Normya. “A good thing too… they are waiting outside the port entrance.” He spoke with a grin, once more surprising Normya. “I have been in contact with your mother Normya Leonidas. Her ship will arrive here in just under 36 hours. It appears your DTs are much faster than many people think.”

Normya nodded slowly. “Just a little.” She said.

Cha’talla looked at her and saw the indecision and fear in her emerald eyes. It was not as prominent as he first thought it might be, but neither did he expect her to cling to his son so tightly. “I know what is spoken of me and my people Normya Leonidas.” He told her softly. “And while that may still apply to those who serve the cursed High Coven and Empress Aikiro, it does not extend to my people here. We have fully broken from the old ways and we have begun something new here on Kranek. You need not fear for yourself while you are here child. Technically, because my son has sworn a Promise of Blood towards you, you are now part of our tribe and my clan. If a threat does somehow manage to get past Tir’ut here… they will face all of us as well.” He stepped closer to her and noticed she did not push back against Tir’ut as much as he thought she might. That showed Cha’talla she was a brave and strong willed young woman. “Would you allow me to show you as I will show your mother when she arrives. I am very proud of what we have built. I think… I think your father would approve. At least that is my wish.”
Normya nodded unable to find the right words to use and she saw Cha’talla smile once more. “Ok.” She said finally.

Cha’talla motioned for the dual doors near the hanger entrance. “This way.” He spoke.

Normya was silent as Tir’ut carried her behind his father and Esther. When they reached the doors, they slid open automatically and bright sunlight bathed them as they stepped onto the large grated catwalk. Normya lifted her hand to shield her eyes quickly only to feel her heart rate increase at what she saw. Stretched before her eyes was a massive settlement, parts of it soaring tall above the surrounding tress. Most of the buildings were circular in construction, and she realized they were quite high up above the majority of the settlement. She could see towering mountain peaks and lush green forests all around them. Pedestrian bridges spanned between many of the buildings at different levels, and she could see Immortals and several other species walking the hard packed earth of the ground far below and along those same bridges. Children were racing back and forth on the ground below, and she could hear animals baying and barking in the distance.
She looked at Cha’talla then and the stunned look in her eyes made him very happy. He motioned to half a dozen men and women who stood to the side of the large platform and Normya’s eyes grew even larger when she saw the male and female elf.

“This is our small ruling council.” Cha’talla spoke. “I brought our School Master and the Blessed Wife of…”

Normya watched as the dark haired female elf’s eyes grew wider when the dual doors to the port opened once more and a dozen of T’lolt’s men exited. She let out a happy squeal and darted from where she stood to throw herself into the arms of the huge pure Immortal soldier. Normya watched them stunned as they shared a similar kiss to what Esther and Cha’talla had shared, the Immortal spinning her around several times as he held her in his arms.

“Forgive Erli’ra’s reaction.” The male voice said. Normya turned her head quickly and saw it was the distinguished looking male elf who spoke. “It is the first trip away for Na’Thu since the birth of his and Erli’ra’s daughter six weeks ago. She has missed him.” He held out his hand to her. “I am Illiad… the settlement’s School Master as Cha’talla has said. Welcome.”

“You… you and she are elves.” Normya said softly taking his offered hand.
The man laughed softly. “Indeed we are. Two of almost a dozen that call this settlement our home. That does not include the children mind you.” He replied. “Erli’ra sits on our council as Cha’talla has said… though you wouldn’t know it from her actions right now!” He spoke sternly. “She still acts as she did the first days after they were married!”

Normya turned and watched The Immortal set the young elf down. She clung to his thick arm as she turned to look at them. “Hush papa!” She admonished as she pulled Na’Thu towards him. Normya watched as Illiad and this Na’Thu embraced in the same affectionate manner as she had seen her father and grandfather L’tian do so very often.

“It is good to see you return safely Na’Thu.” Illiad spoke with warmth in his voice.
“It is good to be home darthirii ilharn.” He answered. (Elf father)
Erli’ra looked at Normya. “It is an honor to meet you Princess.” She stated. “I welcome you to our settlement.”

Normya looked at the woman, estimating her age at four to five hundred years old by her scent. “I am… I am…”

Erli’ra laughed gently. “Lost for words it seems.” She said. “Tir’ut… put her down by the gods; we can barely see her face because you inherited your father’s height.”

“I did not want to little ones knocking into her legs.” Tir’ut spoke quickly.

Erli’ra looked at him oddly for a moment and then her blue eyes twinkled. “They want to tackle and climb on you Tir’ut… you are the oversized bear among us… not this child. Now put her down. We won’t injure her.”

They watched as reluctantly Tir’ut lowered Normya to the steel grate deck on the catwalk and almost everyone saw the reluctant way in which Normya unfurled her arm from around his neck and shoulders. She looked up at him over her shoulder for a moment, marveling at his size and how he towered over her, yet handled her with gentleness and grace. She turned back to Erli’ra and Illiad and found she was face to face with them now. They also found she still wore the fatigue jacket Tir’ut had given her, securing it even more around her waist with a length of leather she had found on the G9.
“There… that is much better.” Erli’ra spoke as she took Normya’s hands in hers. “Gods child… you are the mirror image of your mother.”

“You know my mother?” Normya gasped.

Erli’ra shook her head. “Not personally no… but I have seen enough of her images and broadcasts to know that you look exactly like her.”

“Erli’ra… there is an open apartment in the west quad yes?” Esther asked.

“There certainly is.” Erli’ra replied brightly. “Not two doors down from my own.”

“Why don’t we get Normya settled in there and then we can gather at the main dining hall and talk some more.” Esther said stepped up and taking Normya’s hand. “I’m sure there are some things she can tell about what has taken place on Elear since you left.”

“An excellent idea.” Erli’ra spoke taking Normya’s other hand. “It isn’t far… are you up to walking?”

Normya nodded. “Yes. I’ve rested for far too long.”

“Oh I like her.” Erli’ra said. “Busting to go and do things… just like your mother.” She drew her in tightly next to her between Esther and herself and they began to walk. “I will tell you some stories you wouldn’t believe child. And it will be very good to see our elven Queen when she arrives.”
Cha’talla stepped up to his son as Illiad moved closer as well. They turned as T’lolt left the inside of the port now and walked up to their small group. “Gareld my son?” Cha’talla asked. 
Tir’ut looked at him. “He ran like a coward the moment uncle T’lolt de-shrouded in orbit.” He answered.

“Once we entered the atmosphere we lost our track on him.” T’lolt spoke. “His ship is a Bontawillian Low Gravity Frigate. Shouldn’t be too hard to find an old bucket like that even in The Wilds.”

Cha’talla nodded. “You say he was waiting for her?”

Tir’ut nodded. “Yes father. Just inside the nebula. The moment her damaged ship crossed the border he moved in. Two of his boarding craft attached but Il kal'daka darthirii and her co-pilot fought them off. She vented the rest of them into space.”
Cha’talla’s eyes grew a little wider at this and he nodded. “Excellent. I like this young woman more and more as the minutes pass.”

“She is half wolf we must remember.” Illiad spoke. “She will no doubt have that killer instinct within her as she displayed with Gareld’s men. I will put out word to our contacts Cha’talla and try to discover if this ship has appeared anywhere in the last few days.”

Cha’talla nodded. “Even though you were able to shroud… he will eventually figure out where we have gone.” He said. “There are not many habitable planets within range of our G9s from Yocetu. He will come here to Kranek sooner or later.”

“Then we should make sure we are ready when he does.” Illiad spoke. He looked at Cha’talla. “And give him a proper tribal welcome.”

He was a two thousand year old elf male that had seen much in his life. When they had been rescued from the slavers by Cha’talla and his men, it had been tool late to save his wife of a thousand years, but they were able to save Erli’ra his daughter along with him. Illiad had elected to remain with Cha’talla and his tribe, partly to escape the sorrow of losing his wife, and partly because these Immortals had risked death and injury to save him and the others with no thought of reward. Within a year of coming here he found them to be completely unlike any Immortals he had ever heard about, and when Erli’ra announced she was in love and going to marry an Immortal, Illiad had barely blinked an eye. They had chosen to remain here freely and had been accepted by all the Immortals on Kranek. When Cha’talla had asked him to become School Master Illiad had jumped at the chance and never looked back.
Cha’talla grinned at Illiad. He had leaned heavily on this man in the past decade, and discovered a fast and faithful friend and tribe member. “Indeed.” He said. “Tir’ut… she is your Il kal'daka darthirii. Insure your gear is stowed and then make sure she has everything she needs. Your mother will insure this no doubt… but it is our way.”
Tir’ut nodded. “Yes father.”

“Illiad… T’lolt… let’s meet in the control bunker and insure our defenses and sensors are operating at peak efficiency.” Cha’talla spoke. “No sense in getting caught off guard now. Especially not with the daughter of King Leonidas among us and her mother to follow shortly.”

“It was the right decision Cha’talla.” T’lolt spoke. “Tir’ut and Esther made the right choice.”

Cha’talla nodded. “The more time that passes… the more I come to realize that.” He spoke. “That is why we will be ready.”

“Ready for what?” Illiad asked.

“You once said that wherever a Leonidas tread, trouble usually followed.” Cha’talla spoke.

Illiad nodded slowly. “I did say that didn’t I?” He spoke with a smile. “And it’s very true apparently.”

Cha’talla nodded. “Considering that we will have his first elven wife and half elven daughter both among us shortly, I do not plan on anything happening to them while they are in our charge.” He said. “As T’lolt has reminded me… it is a matter of honor now. And honor is not something we will dismiss.”

GYTHEIO

“You do not have to do this Lisi.” Martin spoke looking at her as she finished buckling her harness and holster around her slim waist. 


Lisisa looked at him as she secured the Velcro fastener around her thigh, holding her K12 KM to her right thigh and her Nehtes to her left. Her Mark IV ArmorPly, like her father and Denali’s now sported the crimson painted shoulders signifying to all that she was a member of Mjolnir’s Hand and their number had once more reached three hundred. Her raven hair was pulled into a loose pony tail as was usually the case and draped over one shoulder. Lisisa let her eyes linger on him for a long moment as the last two days flashed across her memories. Taking a deep breath she could smell Denali’s scent deeply embedded in her blood, proclaiming to any wolf within five kilometers who she belonged too, and that more than anything filled Lisisa with a deep sense of love and commitment. To Denali and what their future held for them. The man in front of her had been her father for far longer than just the twenty-five years she had been with him. He had been the father in her dreams and mind, always filling her with hope and the desire to never surrender to despair. He was the only man she had ever called father, and no one would ever replace him.


Lisisa stepped up to him and wrapped her arms around his waist hugging him tightly and inhaling his mint scent. It filled her with love and support as his aura washed over her as only a father’s aura could without hesitation. “I know who I am father.” She said softly. “Nothing will ever change that. I am your daughter and I will always be your daughter.”


Martin nuzzled the top of her head. “I know that Lisi.” He said. “I am not worried about that. I don’t want you to have to go through this if you don’t want too.”


Lisisa pulled her head back and looked at him. “I am not afraid of the Kavalians father.” She stated. “And even they are not fool enough to try something within Sparta. I will meet with this Karun and hear what he has to say. At the very least it will help to keep the Kavalians from becoming suspicious about what we are doing with Andro. I will also tell the Kavalian leaders they can stick their demands up their collective assess. I am not a citizen of the KFI and I certainly do not recognize their ridiculous laws.”


“You realize they will try to use our own laws against us in regards to you.” Martin said. 


Lisisa nodded. “Then it is good that Deni bought this villa for us and most of my things have been moved here already.” She said with a grin. “It is almost as if somehow he knew what was going to happen and it drove him to act in the way he did.”


“The two of you are not members of Mjolnir’s Hand because you are fools.” Martin said. “Both of you are just as perceptive as your brother and I, and your bonds with Jeth and Aradace grant you greater insight into things. Considering how things have played out, you may be right that something drove Deni to act as he did.” Martin reached up and stroked her cheek. “And I couldn’t approve more of the man you have chosen as your mate and husband.”

Lisisa grinned. “I’m glad.” She said. “Though it would not have mattered if you did or not.”


“Yeah… I’m beginning to realize that.” He said.


They turned as Denali walked into the room with the small pack over his shoulder and the data pad in his hand punching commands into it. “I’ve activated the villa’s security system.” He spoke as he entered. “Once the pressure sensors feel us leave it will engage. You don’t think they will actually try and break in here do you father?”


“Deia tells me the law grants them a great deal of leeway.” Martin spoke. “Lisisa may denounce them and her pseudo citizenship of convenience, but they will press as hard as they are able. I would not put it past them to come here and try and gain access to her old villa. They aren’t aware you are mated now and I’ll let you two tell them that.” He said with a smile. “It may make them rethink some things but I doubt it. I have a feeling they want you and Jeth more than anything, and they will stop at nothing to convince you of this.” He finished looking at Lisisa as Denali came up next to her.


“Well they can’t have us.” Lisisa spoke as she allowed Deni to draw her close to him, her arms wrapping around his waist in a much more intimate fashion. “I’m quite spoken for and beyond happy if that is even possible… as is Jeth. If they don’t like that they can line up and kiss my mida!”


“They can not!” Deni protested.  


Martin laughed and stepped forward to kiss her forehead slightly. “Just try and be more diplomatic than that.” He spoke. “I have to go to the briefing in an hour, Anja is coming with me. Your mothers Aricia and Isabella are still working with Vonis and Armetus. Meet with the Kavalians, set up what you feel will keep them happy, and then return to SODRAG. I will see you there later today.”

“You’re bringing Yuri back with you right?” Deni asked.


Martin nodded. “She has to be seen with Aikiro here in Sparta, at least until after this Cease Fire Accord is signed. And not with Vollenth by her side either. They know she is here on Earth by our own admission, and she will need to be visible to them. Vollenth was never seen with her and that is a plus for us. Those who do know the Coven riders are here won’t say anything, and if they do, for all they know it is a new batch of vampire riders from Apo Prime. That is the story we are going to leak with the Netnews in a couple days anyway. Now that they have their embassy, I’m quite sure they’ll have all sorts of their biogenic clones staffing the building and they’ll be able to blend in rather well.”


“Father… what about mother and Normya?” Lisisa asked.


“I spoke with her first thing this morning.” Martin replied. “She’ll meet up with them on Kranek in about thirty hours.”

“You trust them father?” Denali asked. “These Immortals?”

Martin nodded. “Surprisingly I do son.” He spoke. “They damn sure did not have to let Normya contact us. They could have just taken her and disappeared into The Wilds. And I heard something in T’lolt’s voice… something that made me believe every word he said.”


“What?” Lisisa asked softly.


Martin looked at her. “Compassion.” He replied softly. “I have an entire Fleet Group on standby regardless. But your mothers and I agree… we think these Immortals are the real deal. Even if it is this Cha’talla leading them.”


“Having someone try to kill you and almost succeed could change your outlook on life very quickly father.” Lisisa said. “I know it did mine.”


Martin nodded. “And that is one of the reasons why I think they are legit. I’ll keep you up to date. Besides… in three days we meet back at SODRAG anyway to welcome Malic and Vincix.”


Lisisa shook her head. “I knew there was something about him the minute I saw him on the SCIMITAR.” She said. “I honestly did not think this was it though.”


“Neither did I.” Denali spoke.


“Well… you both have felt them join us and that is something we can’t deny.” Martin said. “And it wouldn’t be the first time only one or two of us felt the potential within someone. Andro is very attune to that… much more so than I am. How long before you are airborne for SODRAG?”


“Gear up in two hours and thirty-three minutes.” Denali spoke.


Martin nodded. “Then I will let you go and I’ll see you this afternoon.” He looked at Denali. “And do not think for an instant that you are getting out of making Lisisa your mate in the proper Spartan fashion boy!” He stated sternly.

Deni looked at Lisisa and then back to him with a bright smile. “That had never crossed my mind father.” He stated. “I look forward to that day.”


“Good! I have a feeling we’ll need all the parties we can get the way things are going.” Martin spoke.

SPARTA


“...told you they would not follow through on what they told us!” Jiss commented to Jalersi and the others as they sat and stood around the immense oak table at one end of the Great Meeting Room connected to the Spartan Senate Building. The vast great room had a single, one meter wide row of lush valley dirt and thick, medium sized pine trees and flower planters lining the walls in a rectangular shape, limiting the view from the other side. It also sported a colossal retractable glass ceiling which was now fully open allowing the smell of the mountains to filter into the room.

“They have a few more minutes to present her to us.” Jalersi spoke realizing she wanted to meet this young woman now.


“We should petition their courts immediately whether they bring her to us or not.” Matuarr spoke. “I have learned she had an apartment on the Royal villa as well as her own villa in a city not far from here called Gytheio. There could be a wealth of intelligence in either of these locations.”


Karun looked up from the table where he sat. “You don’t honestly believe they will allow us to search and confiscate her belongings from the apartment on the Royal Estate do you?” He asked with a sarcastic tone. “You think far too much of your ability to influence their laws Legislature Matuarr.”


“If they do not… we can use it against them.” Matuarr exclaimed.


“Use what against them?” The new voice spoke now.


They turned to see the tall, heavily muscled Kavalian approach the table. His name was Timur and he wore impeccably turned out and pressed dark gray pants and button down shirt that highlighted his extremely well defined upper body. His blond hair was almost the color of freshly grown wheat, and his blue eyes were alert and clear. Timur had spent years undergoing the biogenic treatments and now all that was going to pay off it seemed. The Prefect himself had asked him to take on this mission for the benefit of their people. He had read all of the intelligence they had on the daughter of Marshall Pusintin, and to say he looked forward to locking groins with her and making her his was too mild an expression. Timur stood six feet two and two hundred and twenty pounds of chiseled muscle. He was only thirty-six years old, but he was in superb physical condition and a veteran of dozens of battles with the High Coven vampire scum. He himself had raped and murdered several of their females, listening to them squeal in pain when he brutally locked groins with them after beating them half to death. The bulbs at the base of a Kavalian cock could cause extreme pain and injury if they were allowed to swell before entering into the tunnels of whatever female they were with. Timur had done this very thing on purpose when interrogating female prisoners and then listened to them beg for their lives before he executed them by locking them in dark rooms without the benefit of being able to feed. He was an officer within the KFI now, not because of who his father was, but because of his skills and tactical knowledge as well as his somewhat sadistic nature in dealing with prisoners. The only one among the group right now that truly cared for him was Qurot, for they had much in common. 

Timur stepped forward to the table now, exposing himself from the shadows near the wall, his arms crossed over his broad chest and the rest of his detachment spread out within the room expertly. 

Matuarr looked at him. “If they refuse us entry into her apartment on the Royal Estate we can take it to their Netnews Channels.” He spoke.


“And you honestly believe the people within the Union will care that their King has told us he will not allow us to enter his Royal Estate, his home, to search this female’s apartment?” Timur said looking at him. “A female many have viewed as his daughter for a quarter of a century?”


“She is not his daughter!” Jiss snapped.


“And you think this will somehow matter to them?” Timur asked shaking his blond head. “Gentlemen, as Karun has said, you think too highly of your skills.”

“It will give us more leverage within their courts.” Matuarr said in reply. “So yes… it will help us. You are young and inexperienced in matters of policy and diplomacy Timur. I suggest you let Jiss and I handle this. The King has backed his own people into a corner by adhering to their laws so stringently. It is all very black and white to this man. If he does not follow his own laws it appears he is making exceptions to the rules for himself and those close to him. He will not do this. You will get what you ultimately came here for. All of us will.”


“You still believe they will give us this dragon as property?” Jalersi said. “Athani has said they are considered sentient beings within the Union. Not property.”


“You sister has little knowledge of dragons Jalersi. Certainly no more than any of us.” Jiss spoke in reply. “How exactly would she know something like this? They are beasts of burden. War tools. No more.”


“We should take care to…”


The sound of the dragons trumpeting was so close it could have been on top of them. And as they saw in seconds it was on top of them. All of them sprang to their feet as Jeth’s enormous blue/black form dropped through the open ceiling to land with flared wings and a dull thump not ten meters away. His razor like black talons clicked on the granite floor of the center of the Great Room. He was quickly followed by Aradace’s Brandeis blue scaled muscular bulk as she landed gracefully only two meters from her older brother also with flared wings.


Karun had moved in front of his mother instinctively, half blocking her body with his, Jiss, Matuarr, Qurot and Pian scrambling to the other side of the table with less than subtle movements. Timur moved with less urgency, and even though he had undergone the biogenic treatments to change his appearance, he was still pure blooded Kavalian. As he gazed at Jeth and Aradace, that inbred fear of dragons tugged at his lower gut, even as he fought to control it. They watched the massive blue/black dragon shift his position and fold his wings, lowering himself to the floor of the Great Room broadside to them. They saw the diminutive figure in the saddle, hands on her thighs, the matte black helmet with crimson streaks hiding the majority of the face and wearing the black body armor with crimson splashed shoulders. The nasal guard extended just past the tip of her nose and the elongated cheek guards hid all but her full lips. Lisisa hardly ever wore makeup, Denali telling her it took away from her natural beauty which was considerable, so her lips were naturally lavender pink in color. They watched as she swung her right leg over the saddle and dropped cat like to the floor, running her hand along Jeth’s smooth scales. His massive head turned and brushed up against her shoulder affectionately.

Do not hurt them Lisisa my sister. He spoke to her with humor in his voice. It would cause far too much paperwork as your father says. And you know how much you hate to do paperwork.


Lisisa smiled at him and reached up to remove her helmet, gently dropping a soft kiss to the tip of his snout. Do not worry brother. She said tucking her helmet under her arm. This will be rather quick I think.


Good! We could still make it back to SODRAG to go hunting with Elynth and the others. Aradace broke in.


Denali chuckled as he sat in the saddle, one leg cocked up across the saddle. Do you think of nothing but food sister? He asked.

Bah! The hunting down there has much more variety. Aradace spoke.


Lisisa turned and looked at Denali. Deni…

I will be right here Lisi my love. He answered immediately. 


Lisisa took a deep breath and nodded. She turned and strode confidently toward where the Kavalians were regaining their composure. As she approached she knew instantly who her brother was just by his scent. She may have been half vampire, but she had an extremely well developed sense of smell, much better than most that were of combined blood. She stopped a meter from the table and looked at them.


“Which one of you is Karun?” She spoke confidently even though she already knew the answer to her question.


Karun looked at his mother who nodded her head quickly and then he stepped forward. “I am Karun.” He said moving closer to her. “I am Karun. You are…”


“I’m your sister Lisisa.” Lisisa spoke as she watched him. The resemblance was there without a doubt and something besides his scent, something inside her told Lisisa that this was indeed her brother. She felt a small ache in her heart for a part of her had still hoped it wasn’t true, but that passed quickly enough. She was who she was today because of the man who she knew to be her father. The father of her heart and soul. The father who had risked everything he was to come for her. The man who was, even to this day, unwavering in his love and support for her and all that she did.

Karun had not expected her to be so beautiful, the holo images his father had shown him not doing her justice in the least. He stopped only a few feet from her and looked down into her proud and unwavering forest green eyes. He watched her carefully, seeing the similarities in her face, most notably the shape of her nose and jaw. It seemed they both inherited that from their father.


“It is… it is a pleasure to finally meet you.” Karun spoke carefully.


Lisisa looked at him tilting her head slightly. “Is it?” She asked softly. “I only came here for one reason actually. I have learned from the only father I recognize that you do not abandon your blood for any reason. That you…”


“Your father is Marshall Pusintin of the Kavalian Federation Imperium! You are his daughter and therefore a citizen of the Kavalian Empire.” Jiss spoke firmly stepping forward to stand next to Karun.


Karun turned his head quickly. “Jiss… shut up!” He snapped.


“I will not shut up!” Jiss barked right back. “She needs to know who she is and where she belongs!”


Lisisa looked at Jiss now. “I know who I am. I am Princess Lisisa Leonidas” She stated plainly. “And I already am where I belong… whoever you are.” 


“I am Legislature Jiss!” He continued. “I am acting with your father and the Kavalian Prefect’s direct authority. You are the daughter of Marshall Pusintin and a citizen of the KFI, therefore you can leave here whenever you desire.”


“Leave here?” Lisisa asked him with a smile. “What would possess me to leave the only world and family I have ever known? Why would I even want to do something as ridiculous as that?”

“Your father of course.” Matuarr said stepping forward now. “And these men and women are not your family.”


“My father… the only father I recognize… my father is Martin Leonidas.” Lisisa said calmly. “And you would be wise to not tell me who my family is or isn’t, whatever your name is igord!”

“My name is Matuarr!” He spoke glaring at her. “I am a senior Legislature within the Kavalian Federation, just as Jiss is.”

Lisisa shrugged her shoulders. “This means absolutely nothing to me.” She spoke. “I don’t know who this Marshall Pusintin is… and I have no desire to know him. He means nothing to me as well.”

“He is your father!” Jiss snapped.

“He is not my father! He is a man who I have no desire to know or meet or even speak with!” Lisisa barked. “That has not changed simply because I have discovered I have a brother from him.”

“Three brothers actually.” Karun told her seeing her turn to look at him once more. “And a sister. I am the oldest. Well… you are the oldest really.”

Lisisa looked at him intently. “Why have you requested to meet with me? After all these years knowing who I am.” She asked. “An order from your father perhaps? He has known since that day here in Sparta when he fought his brother… the man I call father and will always call father.”

“He is your father as well.” Karun said. “And I did not know you existed until just before leaving to come here, just over two weeks ago. That is when he told me you lived.”
Lisisa shook her head. “No. He was never my father… and he will never be my father.” She said softly. “I won’t allow it.”

“You have no choice.” Timur said stepping up to stand next to Karun.

Lisisa cut her eyes and looked at him. “And you are?”

“My name is Commander Timur.” He stated. 
Lisisa looked at him for a long moment, taking in his extreme good looks and well defined body. Had she met him before Denali had come into her life, Lisisa might have actually found him desirable, but the moment Deni entered her heart and soul in the way he had Lisisa knew no man would ever compare to him, no matter how attractive he was. She had decided long ago that Denali and her were meant to be together.

“Well Commander… this is the Lycavorian Union not the Kavalian Federation.” Lisisa spoke. “And choice is a big thing here see. That he waited to tell you I existed until just before you left leads me to believe his motives have nothing to do with discovering a lost child and more to do with intelligence gathering and taking what does not belong to him.” She said softly turning to look at Karun once more. She pulled the data pad from the pouch at the small of her back. “This is a written and signed statement from me, willingly renouncing whatever you seem to think I might be happy in having with the Kavalian Federation.” She held it up and tossed it at Jiss casually and watched him fumble with it before catching it solidly. “That includes this citizenship you seem to be so intent and focused on.”
“Kavalian citizens are not allowed to renounce their citizenship!” Matuarr spoke heatedly unprepared for the dismissive way Lisisa was speaking to them.

“Well I just did friend. There’s a first time for everything I guess.” Lisisa told him. “I like being first.”
“You really should watch the tone of voice you use.” Timur spoke. “Our woman are not allowed as much freedom as you seem to have here. Your father said I might discover this when he promised me you to me.”

Lisisa looked at him and chuckled softly. “He promised me to you did he? How nice of him.” She asked.

Timur nodded. “As my mate.” He spoke. “As soon as the embassy is established we will return to Cabelir and you will become my woman. It is a day I look forward too.”

Lisisa couldn’t help but laugh at his smug expression and she shook his head. “I hate to burst your obvious ego fueled bubble big guy, but I already have a husband and mate. And you don’t compare to him in the least.”

“What is this?” Matuarr barked moving closer.  

“That is unacceptable!” Jiss spat. “Who is this man?”

Lisisa smiled and turned her head back to look at Denali who sat on Aradace with a wide smile on his face. He lifted his hand and waved at them.

“That would be me.” He stated plainly.

“Is this a joke?” Jiss demanded. “That is… that is one of his sons!”

Lisisa smiled and nodded as she looked at him. “Yeah I know… kind of kinky huh? That whole forbidden love thing. We have some of the most intense sex you could imagine because of that fact!” She said. “Makes me want to jump Denali’s bones right now just thinking about it to be honest.”

Timur grabbed her right arm tightly. “You are a Kavalian citizen!” He barked. “You are promised to me by your father! You will be mindful of how you speak and act to men who are your superior! You are…”

Lisisa swung her arm up and over his hand, clamping it in her armpit as she brought her left hand forward with vampire speed, smashing stiffened fingers upwards into Timur’s throat with wolf strength. His eyes bugged out of his head and he released her arm, clutching his throat as he gasped for air. Karun and the others could only watch as Timur staggered back and Lisisa hit him again in the chest, enhancing her physical blow with her significant Mindvoice power. Her control and precision was such that the heel strike to his chest broke no bones, but caused his heart to skip a beat and his much larger body to lift nearly off the floor and crash hard to the shiny tiled floor surrounding the table.

Karun and Pian were the only ones with enough sense to not move, Pian standing next to Jalersi and reaching out to grip her arm gently and shake his head. Qurot moved forward quickly, only to skid to a halt a few feet from Lisisa as Jeth’s massive head appeared in front of him, his golden colored eyes burning with anger and his long fangs exposed in a vicious snarl. Matuarr and Jiss had begun to move but froze the moment Aradace came to her feet and in a burst of incredible speed from an animal so large, she appeared directly in their path. Denali held his K12 KM leveled at the two of them.

“That would not be the most intelligent thing you boys have done in your lifetimes.” Deni spoke calmly as he looked over the barrel at them. His Shi Viska flared to life and his left arm came up, leveled at the two members of the Kavalian security detachment that were rushing towards them even as he extended the K12 out completely in his right hand, his eyes never leaving Jiss and Matuarr. “Who exactly do you think will win here? I guarantee it won’t be any of you.”

Jiss held his hand up quickly and halted the movement of the security detachment. “Stand fast!” He barked.

“Never touch me! Ever!” Lisisa screamed at Timur’s red face on the floor of the Great Room, his hands holding his chest as he struggled to draw in air. “Only one man touches me and you ain’t him!”
“Enough!” Jalersi bellowed from where she stood. Lisisa snapped her head around to look at Jalersi, forest green eyes ablaze. “We are accomplishing nothing acting like this!”

“There is nothing to accomplish.” Lisisa stated taking a deep breath and calming her anger. “I am not now… nor have I ever been a Kavalian citizen! I want nothing to do with the KFI or my father Pleistarchus! I already have a father… and though he may not be my father by blood, he is who I call father now and forever! You can tell Pleistarchus that for me!”
“His name is Marshall Pusintin and we can force you to…” Jiss began to speak.

“Be silent you stupid fool of a man!” Lisisa spat at him viciously. “I will call him by one name… you call him by another! It doesn’t matter! Your words mean nothing to me! Nothing! I am Princess Lisisa Leonidas, daughter to King Leonidas and a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. My husband and mate is Denali Leonidas and he sits there!” Lisisa pointed at where Denali had his K12 leveled at Jiss and Matuarr, and his Shi Viska humming on his arm leveled at the two members of the security detachment. “That is who I am! I do not know what it is you hoped to accomplish by pursuing this… but it will not work.” She turned to look at Timur who was drawing in ragged breaths and rubbing his chest but otherwise unhurt. “In the Union… to touch me in the manner you have, Denali would be well within his rights to shoot you stone cold dead where you are! Do not press him Kavalian, I have seen my husband and mate angry and it is not a pretty sight to behold!”
Jalersi moved from around the table slowly, looking oddly at Pian as his arm held her protectively for just a split second longer than it should have. No one else noticed as focused as they were on Lisisa. Jalersi waited for him to release her and she continued around the table. She held up her hand quickly when she saw Jeth’s golden eyes shift to look at her and the low growl escaped his throat.

“Princess Lisisa… please… I apologize for what has happened.” Jalersi spoke as calmly as she could, the thumping of her heart easily heard as close to Jeth as she was. “If we could only talk to you about…”

“There is nothing to discuss.” Lisisa told her. Her green eyes went to Karun’s face and for an instant Lisisa thought she saw a smile on his lips. “My father has taught me to never abandon my blood.” She stated softly. “I do recognize you as my brother Karun, and I would welcome the opportunity to know you better. If this is something you wish as well then meet me at the Grand Center in Eden City in four days. Twelve hundred hours. I will wait until fifteen minutes past that time and if you do not arrive, then I will return to my duties and you will never see me again. Come alone Karun… leave your friends here in Sparta and come alone. And come with an open mind brother and not this political drivel that everyone else is so intent on spewing.”

 “I will.” Karun replied instantly.

Lisisa met his gaze for a few seconds longer and then nodded. “I will make certain you are allowed transport to Eden City then and I will see you there.” Karun watched her as she moved up to Jeth’s side and easily scampered up his front foreleg and into the saddle. She looked at Qurot. “Move Kavalian. I wouldn’t want Jeth to accidentally step on you as he is taking off.”

Qurot did not question the warning and backed up quickly, the fear very evident in his eyes.

“This is not over!” Jiss barked out.

Lisisa turned to look at him as the Dragon Armor secured her legs tightly. “No I don’t imagine it is.” She said. “You will not succeed in getting what you want however. That much I can assure you.”

“The King will not violate his own laws!” Jiss snapped.

Lisisa grinned. “My father won’t have too.” She said. She turned and looked down at Karun. “Four days brother.” She said. “Don’t be late. Jeth go!”
With a trumpet of happiness Jeth flexed his powerful legs and propelled them up into the air and with one beat of his massive wings they were through the glass ceiling and out of sight. All eyes went to Denali now as he lowered the K12 and willed away his Shi Viska. He smiled as he looked at Jiss and Matuarr.

“You got to love a strong woman.” He said easily. “She gets my wolf blood to pumping no doubt!” He shifted the small pack on his shoulder and the Dragon Armor closed around his legs. “Have a nice day. Aradace!”

Aradace echoed her brother’s trumpet, cocked her legs and pushed them skyward through the ceiling, quickly vanishing from sight. Karun stood there watching the ceiling even as Jiss and Matuarr moved to help Timur.

Whatever had just happened… there was at least one person who no longer felt the way they did before this meeting had taken place.

SPARTA
DURCUNUSAAN BASE

Martin could only smile as he felt Lisisa pass to him what had just happened even as she and Denali were lifting off in their STRIKER DT. He felt Anja’s hand tighten in his and he turned to look at her as they walked. Her jade green eyes were bright, her Persian red hair long and shiny and she smiled as she bumped her hip against his.
“Well… we certainly know where she gets her disposition from lover.” Anja said with a grin.

“Now why would you say that Red?” Martin asked in mock surprise. “I am the picture of control and calm.”

“Aur mida!” Anja spat playfully.

Martin grinned and leaned over to nuzzle the side of her neck and ear. “And a delicious ass it is.” He said softly. 

“Pafocha!” Anja hissed as she leaned into his nuzzle her eyes closing. “I won’t be able to sit right for days now.” (Pervert)
“You didn’t seem to mind last night.” Martin said with a smile. “You made some very enticing sounds when…”

“Narta!” Anja gasped with a chuckle, leaning into him even more. (Stop)

They stopped outside the large door and Martin looked down at her as she stepped close and slid her arms around his waist.

“You are a wild one.” He said softly.

Anja looked up into his beautiful dark eyes. “You could always get my blood boiling lover.” She said in a seductive whisper. “Even before you made me part wolf.”

“We’d better get inside before I decide to have a repeat of last night right here in the corridor.” He stated.

“That sounds inviting.” Anja spoke with a glint in her eyes.

“I’m going to have to give you extra attention tonight to tame that wild streak in you.” He said.

“You like my wild streak.” Anja said pressing her body even harder against his. “It’s one of the reasons you love me so much.”

Martin leaned over and kissed her deeply, relishing in the honey taste of her lips and the way her petite body molded against his. He had long ago grown used to Anja’s four inch long tongue, and as she held the back of his neck she used that wonderful tongue to dance across his own in a myriad of ways that never ceased to make his blood burn, until finally she broke the kiss.

“Wow!” He stated with a smile. “You are still feeling full of yourself aren’t you?”
“Me so horny.” Anja drawled in a low voice causing Martin to burst out laughing at the ancient slang from their days as Navy SEALs.

Martin kissed her hard squeezing her to him once more. “Just hold onto to that thought. I’ll arrange something as soon as possible.”

“You’d better.” Anja said with a smile. 
“Now are you going to tell me what has got you all worked up coming from Hadaria?” He asked as he stroked her cheek.

“It’s nothing I can’t handle.” Anja replied immediately. “It’s Umbra getting the Elders all riled up about Vana and I. How we rule. How we don’t adhere to ancient customs… yah… yah… yah. Same old drill every few years.”

“You know… I’m seriously starting to dislike that woman. And the Hadarian Elders.” Martin spoke. “They really need to step into real life for a little while. I understand keeping culture and tradition, but not at the expense of reality and moving forward. Retta and Calyb are our children and we will decide how to raise them. Not the Elders.”

Anja looked at him as her eyes narrowed. “How did you…”

“You think Belen and I don’t talk?” Martin asked with a grin. “I’m married to you and he’s married to Sivana. We talk. He told me about what they threatened and having Siara leave Hadaria. Your Aunt believes very highly of herself if she thinks she can take our children.”  
“Just count yourself blessed that she isn’t your Aunt.” Anja spoke. “It’s nothing Lover, really. I can handle Umbra and the Elders. You have enough to worry about and don’t need the petty grievances my Aunt brings up distracting you.”

“As long as you are sure.” He said.

Anja’s eyes closed in delight as the back of his fingers caressed her jaw and moved up to trace her ear lobe. “I’m sure.” She said feeling his aura reach out and wrap around her just enough to let her feel his love and emotion. She stepped away from him holding his hand in hers. “C’mon lover… before we both lose control and put on a show here in the corridor. It would definitely make the Netnews Channels.”

Martin rolled his eyes as they stepped towards the massive door, waiting as it began to slide open. “As if they needed more fodder to put us in the news.” He said.

Anja chuckled as she pulled him into the massive room and nearly two dozen heads turned to look at them as they entered, not to mention the dozen holo images of men and women, including Andro.
“Well… well…” Danny bellowed from his chair. “Did you two get lost or something? The rest of us were on time!”

Smiles and soft laughter echoed in the room as Anuk elbowed her husband in the gut from her chair next to him. 

“Blow it out your ass Simpson.” Martin spat as they walked in.

“Oh mighty king… forgive me… your witless servant. I know not what I speak.” Danny continued. “You need your beauty sleep, I know this now.”

Martin moved up to the chair next to him as Anja walked around and pushed Danny in the back of his bald head. “Asshole.” She muttered with a grin.

“As a matter of fact… I do need my beauty sleep.” Martin said as he settled into the chair next to Danny and Anja sat next to him. 

“Only problem with that Skipper is that you ain’t getting any prettier.” Danny said. “You are still uglier than a three thousand year old zit that needs popping.”

“Daniel!” Anuk exclaimed.

“What? It’s the truth! Ask him yourself!” Danny protested.

“And you look like a six hundred year old shriveled raisin.” Martin spoke. “I wouldn’t talk.”

“I’m still prettier than you.” Danny said with a smile.

Martin poured a mug of coffee and slid it over to Anja before pouring one for himself. “I must have had a brain malfunction when I promoted you.” Martin spoke. “Riall… next time I want to promote General/Colonel Simpson, hit me really hard in the head with something… anything nearby.”

Riall nodded his head from where he sat to Anuk’s right. “A pleasure Martin… but I want the order in signed form before I do. It will save me from Gorgo’s wrath.”

This brought more laughter from around the massive table and the men and women in the holo images. They were most of the senior officers within the Lycavorian Union, and they had all seen this many times before in meetings just like this. There were very few who would dare talk to their King in such a manner and Daniel Simpson was one of them. Another such man snorted from the holo image beamed in from Apo Prime.
“Are you two done swapping spit?” Admiral/Colonel Benjamin O’Connor barked. “I ain’t getting any younger here you know.”

Martin looked at his former pilot and now one of his most trusted senior officers and the man who ran not only all operations within the Union fleet, but was also in charge of the Academy Flight School and New Projects. Ben had been human once… departing the base on the moon all those years ago with Martin. He and his long time lover Tina had discovered the stunning red haired female elf Endith in the first days after returning to Earth, and over the course of the next twenty-seven years the three of them were totally inseparable. As humans, Ben and Tina made the decision that changed their lives forever. Neither of them wanted to grow old and have to leave Endith behind, or worse yet have her witness them die of old age. Their love burned just as brightly as did Martin’s for his Queens, and Ben and Tina came to Isabella one day, asking her to turn them so that they would not lose that love. It was a decision that Martin had taken many months to come to grips with. He was not angry at what they had done, for he himself had turned Tareif’s son-in-law Steven so that Tarifa’s sister Zaala would not lose something they had only just discovered. He was more hurt that Ben had not come to him and asked that of him. He now understood why Ben and Tina had done what they did and why they went to Isabella and not to him, discovering the reasons after a long drunken talk and discussion with Ben and Danny and the party the night after Retta and Calyb were born.

Ben and Tina loved Martin, there was no question there. They did not want to put him in the position of having to choose their friendship and love over military matters, especially if he had been the one to turn them. Endith had played a large role in that decision as well, and now they had five children between the three of them, all of them healthy and very happy. Two half elf half vampire boys two years younger than Bryon and three full vampire children, twin girls and a boy that had just turned five and four respectively. 
“Shit… you ain’t getting any older either Ben!” Martin snapped. “So sit down…”

“And shut the fuck up!” Danny finished the sentence with a wide smile.
Ben erupted in laughter from his office on Apo Prime and nodded his head. “And so speaks the voice of reason and knowledge. Simpson… you are nearly as half baked as he is. I swear the salt water on Tenla Eight corroded what little brains the two of you have left.” 

“Then perhaps you should not have left them floating in the ocean for five days.” Anuk spoke crossing her arms over her ample chest and looking at him in the image.

“Ouch!” Ben spoke. “Check fire! Check fire! When you pull out the red haired gun it’s time to retreat!”

Everyone laughed again and Martin shook his head as he sipped his coffee. “Ok… folks.” He spoke. “What say we get this little party rolling? I get to spend the day with Aikiro when I leave here so give me lots of good news.”

“Better you than us Milord.” Imror spoke from one of the holo transmissions eliciting another round of soft chuckles. 

Riall got to his feet with a grin and moved around the end of the table activating the huge star chart at the end of the room. The plain gray wall essentially became a star map of the entire Lycavorian Union, from one end of the immense system spanning empire to another.

“Overall Fleet and Ground Force Readiness is at ninety-seven percent Milord.” He spoke as dozens of large white dots began appearing on the map. “Twenty-one SCFFG’s are located as you see them here in white. The additional fifty-three Fleet Groups in blue are coming up now.” Everyone watched as the blue dots began appearing. “All Planetary Commands report readiness levels above ninety percent, with the exception of the Folcani Regiment and the Molari Division.”

“Reasons?” Martin asked.

“The Folcani Honor Regiment is in their Private Leave cycle Milord and are only at seventy-two percent for that reason. The Molari 1st Heavy HT Division Corp is split up in three different locations conducting extended training maneuvers. They just finished receiving their allotment of the new S94 Hover Tanks and are putting them through their paces with increased vigor from what I hear. Overall readiness is eighty-three percent because they are spread across so large a distance. Their commander, General/Colonel Gasile assures me they will be ready should they be called upon.” Riall said.
General Vistr snorted from his holo transmission. “She is a task master Milord. They will be ready if we call for them.” He spoke. 

“Action and support ships are marked in orange.” Riall continued. “Eighteen medical ships and their accompanying Strike Wings. All fully staffed and supplied Milady.” He said looking at Anja and Anuk.

“They should be… it took Anuk and I nearly four months to get them that way.” Anja said. “I’m glad to see they have kept up the readiness.”

It may have been because of who she was, but Anuk Simpson was widely regarded as second only to Anja in terms of authority concerning medical matters. Officially she was listed as the senior medic within the Union, but when it came to medical matters, she was also Anja’s second in command. She may have been an elf, but she was perhaps the best medically trained elven female out there, with almost as much knowledge as many of the Hadarian Healers. It was another sticking point with the Hadarian Elders since they determined that Anja’s second in command should have been Hadarian. 

“So am I.” Anuk spoke. “I didn’t envy having to leave Earth and spend several weeks chewing out lazy officers across the Fleet as we did last time.”

“I’ll drink to that.” Anja said.

“BIP patrols have reported nothing out of the ordinary.” Imror spoke now. “Aside from the visit from the High Coven, border activity is minimal.”
“Give me numbers Riall.” Martin said now. “If the Kavalians are planning what Aikiro says they are and they come pouring across the border what are we looking at?”

“I can only tell you what I would do Martin… and what I believe you would do as well.” Riall spoke. “Until we have a more definitive look at what they are fielding, all of it is guess work on our part. I don’t want to put much faith in the information the Coven has given us, but right now it’s all we have.”
Martin nodded. “Go with it.”

Riall motioned to the portion of the Lycavorian border that actually touched the Kavalian border. “Two invasion corridors Milord… possibly three… but that would be overextending themselves even if the numbers the Coven gave us are accurate. They have us outnumbered four and five to one in ground forces in many places… and two to one in number of ships but then again that is just an estimate on what we think they would need to move that many troops in a possible attack. Of course… when are we not outnumbered?”
Martin nodded his head. “That’s true.”

“Those numbers don’t include their forces poised and marshalling all along the High Coven border Milord.” Armetus broke in. “Omen Five’s last report put that number at or near what we are seeing here. It appears the KFI has spent the better part of the last ten years doing nothing but building their biogenic clones and ships.”

“Anything from Omen about this intelligence yet?” Martin asked him.

Armetus shook his head. “I’m still waiting to hear back.” He said. “We should be getting a burst report by tomorrow I would think.”

“Who is it Armetus?” Martin asked.

“Omen One Milord.”

Martin nodded slowly and only Anja heard the sigh from him, though she did not know why. He got to his feet slowly, mug of coffee in his hand and moved around the table to the map to look at the star chart. “One corridor straight for Folcan and Elear.” He said. “No detours or deviations. They’ll want to hit Elear with everything they can bring to bear and kill as many dragons as they can in the process. I would scatter my ground units to other targets and pound Elear from orbit. Admiral Po’Tal?”

The older looking Elven Admiral in command of the Elear Defense Sector nodded from the transmission. “We agree with that assessment here as well Milord.” He said calmly. “Given this inbred fear they have of dragons, landing any number of troops on Elear would not be something they would do. At least not at first… or until they are sure most of the dragons are dead. They will go for our capital shipyards and construction facilities and then settle in for a polar orbital bombardment of Dragon Island. Perhaps as many cities as they can target as well, given that they now know dragons moved freely among us.” 

Riall nodded. “We hypothesize they will branch off from an attack on Folcan once it is secure and break for Semtola, Ryuid, Voelt, and Ezoru One. At least initially… while their main fleet forces head for Elear.”

“The second corridor?” Martin asked.

Riall touched the star chart and drew his finger up along the border. “Straight for Beklan Two and then cut inward and make for our main capital class shipyards in the outer Sol System around Apo Prime and the Jahdi System and Nodon.”

“That’s quite a stretch.” Martin spoke. “Do they have legs that can reach that far and still fight?”

“Their GREATSOUL dreadnoughts have the ability to extend that far easily.” Komirri spoke from his chair at the table. “As do their DIATAGA Attack Cruisers and their DIEROY Heavy Cruisers.”

“All of them Attack or Heavy cruisers.” Andro spoke from SODRAG. “How many of these ships do they have staged in this area according to the Coven Intelligence grandfather?”

“That breakdown is not available from the Coven Intelligence, but at least equal to what they hit the Coven with in the initial invasion near Lycavore Andro.” Riall answered. “Upwards of three thousand ships. Probably more. All of them with their BLACK SOUL Heavy Fighter and the JAGUAR Interceptors in support. We know each GREATSOUL-Class Dreadnought carries six squadrons of the Heavy Fighters and at least equal that in JAGUARs. Head to head they are more than a match for our LEONIDAS IIA sire.”

“Coming down one invasion corridor.” Martin shook his head. “Man they don’t care what kind of damage or casualties they take if they throw that much down one corridor. Coming that far into Union space they have to know we would hit them every few hours.”

“Their primary troop carrier is also LSD equipped just like our VIPER. They would be able to maintain position with the command ships and jump away in case of any attack by us.” Riall said.

“It is a similar tactic to what they used during their initial invasion of the High Coven just as Riall has said Milord.” Admiral Ceneu spoke now leaning forward in his chair next to Ben on Apo Prime. “Massive and overwhelming force applied to worlds as they progressed forward. A heavy bombardment from orbit, drop troops and leave behind support ships to assist the ground forces as they sweep over the planets. Once they have taken the main governmental offices they demand immediate surrender or they eradicate the populous.”

“So they have no qualms about targeting civilians?” Anuk asked from next to Danny.

“None in the least it seems.” Riall spoke. “And while we have our shipyards spread out all over the Union for security purposes, most of their shipyards are far outside our reach deep within Kavalian space. Without the Kavalian Jump Corridors and their codes… we would be jumping blind looking for them.”
“What about their ground forces?” Danny asked after a glance at Vengal. “Sixteen million sounds like a lot… but can they do anything?”

“They…” Riall began.
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“…have at least a four to one advantage in most places… upwards of six to one in others.” The Kavalian Colonel spoke as junior aides were distributing data pads out to Keleru, Pusintin and a dozen others who had come for this secret briefing. “Essentially the odds will be even.”


“Even?” A Pride leader exclaimed openly incredulous. “Outnumbering them six to one is even? How exactly do you figure that?”


“Yes Pride Leader Miwel.” The Colonel answered. “We all must remember… if we are to undertake this operation… this will not be the High Coven troops and clones we will be facing. These will be Lycavorian Union Spartans. They do not retreat, they do not surrender, man or female, elf or Algolian, and they will fight to the death.” He looked at Pusintin. “It seems your brother has instilled in them the spirit and code of the ancient Earth warriors you led for a time Marshall Pusintin.”

Pusintin nodded. “For all the good it did. That mentality got my idiot Spartan father killed.” He spoke harshly. “My Kavalian father is far more intelligent and would never stand and die in a hopeless situation.”

The Colonel nodded his head slowly. “Yes… sir.” He stated turning back to the others. “Continuing… after many years of study, my analyst team and I have come to the realization that the Union ground forces are conditioned in such a way as to eliminate ten of the enemy before they fall. This is not forced upon them; this is an attitude, a mental state if you will. A state of mind that they have developed with a combination of superior training and adherence to traditions and culture we neither practice nor understand. It is more than likely practiced within their fleet to a lesser degree as well.” The man turned to look at Keleru and Pusintin. “I believe this is part of the reason they were able to so soundly wipe out our force of biogenic clones even though they were outnumbered five to one on Gamji Prefect.”


“Your professional assessment?” Keleru asked.


“We would be successful Prefect… there is little doubt of that. No enemy could hold against the sheer volume of destructive power we could bring to bear… but we would take massive losses. Far more than at any point in our war with the Coven.” The man spoke. “We can make more clones easily, but the main concern is their tactical plans and how far they would go.”


Pusintin leaned forward. “Elaborate Colonel.”


“We don’t know how far they would be willing to go to win.” The man answered. “Will they sacrifice planets and people to buy time to bring their forces to bear, or would they stand and fight us at every turn? Much of their military is spread out over a wide area conducting training and maneuvers constantly. Unlike the High Coven they do not mass anywhere in large numbers for any length of time. With the exception of the events on Gamji, we really have no idea how they operate as fleet units. Their procedures, their command structure, their rules of engagement. We know none of it.”

“What of the Coven?” Another Pride leader asked. “We can not open a new front against the Union without risk of the High Coven hitting us along our lines with them. It would…”

SPARTA


“…be tactically unsound to open a new front against us when they have so much devoted to the High Coven already.” Vistr spoke.

Tareif nodded from his seat. “No one has ever won a war fighting on two fronts.” He spoke. “At least not anywhere in the history of Earth that I have read and the humans were very good at having wars to solve their problems. At least before the comet came. Now… now it is a chore to involve them in anything more taxing than a game of chess. Until they are angered at least.” He finished with a grin. “Anger them and even as an elf I would get out of their way completely.”

“We aren’t talking of just a border with a country either.” Vengal said. “We are talking a border of light years in size. Are they so smug and sure of their ships and clones that they would do this?”


“We aren’t sure of anything.” Armetus spoke. “The Omen units have been tasked with monitoring their conflict with the High Coven and keeping an eye on the smaller Kavalian units they have within The Wilds just across their borders. With the exception of very short runs to get to other areas, we’ve never gone in depth into Kavalian space. Omen One will be the first real deep run penetration of their lines.”


“That is my fault.” Martin spoke. “I did not want to provoke anything with the Kavalians if one of our ships happened to be discovered twirling around deep in their space taking pictures of everything. They are too unpredictable in their actions and what they would do.”


“Better safe than sorry Lover.” Anja spoke.


Martin nodded. “But now that may come around to bite us in the ass. Up until the end of the war with the Evolli, I’ve tasked most of our intelligence assets to monitoring the Coven and their activities.”


“They have been the recognizable enemy for thousands of years sire.” Armetus spoke. “And if you set aside the battle on Gamji, the Kavalians have done nothing to warrant further scrutiny.”


“Have we stopped to consider that may be what they want?” Andro’s voice broke in once more. “No one saw their build up before hitting the Coven the first time. They were able to hide millions of biogenic clones and thousands of warships from us and the Coven both. They did not build that in only a few years. It took them decades. We know now that they have the ability to beat our long range sensor drones. Perhaps we should take a more active stance now father.”


“What are you suggesting Andro?” Martin asked.


“Release two more Omen ships into Kavalian space.” Andro answered quickly. “Omen Six from The Wilds and Omen Five from occupied High Coven space. It is what we built them for father. Deep Penetration Intelligence Gathering. The only people who know about those ships are those of us in that room with you and in these transmissions. The crews are the finest we have and know what their purpose is. Let’s cut them loose to earn their pay.”

“I agree.” Ben spoke from Apo Prime.


“As do I.” Ceneu echoed.


Martin looked around. “Anyone against?” He waited a few moments and nodded his head. “Very well. Armetus… coordinate with Ben and make it happen.”


Armetus nodded. “Happily Milord.” He said.


“Set aside the one hypothetical invasion corridor towards our shipyards for now.” Martin spoke. “Walter… how many boots on the ground can we put on Folcan if the need arose?”


Walter Carson, Polemarch of the entire Union Ground Command, leaned forward in his chair. He had returned three days early from his whirlwind tour of Union ground forces only to come directly to this meeting after only four hours of sleep. Well over three thousand years of age but looking only in his mid-forties he held the respect and admiration of every Spartan within the ranks of the Union for his actions as Guardian of the Line and now Senior Polemarch of the military.


“The Folcani have allowed us to garrison a full Brigade on Folcan Martin.” Walter said using his first name. Another of the handful that Martin considered family. “That was one of the units I inspected on my trip. I would stand them against a full division of Kavalian clones if need be. Getting the Folcani to allow more than the Brigade will be difficult. They are an anti-war species. It took us five years to get them to allow the Brigade to begin with.”

“The Kavalians are not fools, let’s not forget that. They will have learned from Gamji just as we did. If this attack does come… and it is a big if… they will hit Folcan with a minimum of seven to eight divisions of clones. They have the manpower to spare easily. And Folcan would be the perfect staging area for follow on attacks into Union space. It is relatively close to their border for re-supply, and within striking distance of three main Jump Corridors. We would have to destroy upwards of four Jump Gates to limit their advance.” Vistr spoke.

“Destroying Jump Gates is not something we will do!” Komirri spoke now. “We would be cutting off our own ability to reinforce and supply.”


“Let’s not go there right now.” Martin spoke. “Riall… the Joint Training Exercises with the Bontawillian are still happening in three weeks right?”


“Yes.”


“Change the logistics.” Martin said turning to the star map. “Move three SCFFGs down into that training area here.” He spoke tracing his finger down the map along the border. “Put four more into a training pattern around Elear with the Elven Central Command Group. Then I want new patrol routes established for all nine Fleet Groups along the border here. Our staging areas are too far out of the way for them to have gotten spies close, so cut loose nineteen more under Shroud and move them to a forward staging area just outside the ECCG’s control grid.”


“How long do we keep them out there?” Riall asked.


“Four weeks and then they begin rotating back as the other Fleet Groups go out. Move them in and out of the staging areas under Shroud to hide the movements.” Martin said. “It should keep everyone guessing as to how many ships are actually in or out of harbor.”


“Ground forces?” Vistr asked.


“That will be tougher.” Martin said. “If we assume Elear and Folcan will be the focus of at least one invasion corridor, they will no doubt have eyes and ears out to feed back whatever information they can get.”


“Is it possible they have developed Shroud technology?” Danny asked. “It would be pointless to deploy under Shroud if they have. They’ll detect any large movement of ships and troops.”


Armetus shook his head almost immediately. “That is one of the things we need to ask Aikiro and the Coven.” He replied. “We simply do not know. Sire there is something else. Any large troop movement to Beklan Two, training or not, it will more than likely spook whatever High Coven insurgent forces that are there into leaving.”


“I ain’t telling Aikiro dick about what we are doing.” Martin said immediately. “I’m still not entirely convinced this intelligence they gave us is accurate. It all just seems too convenient to me. It’s almost as if they want us to conduct a preemptive strike of some sort.”


“I got a feeling that is what they want Skipper.” Danny spoke.


“The question is why?” Anja spoke now.


“Riall… let’s say this intelligence is confirmed by Armetus and his people.” Martin spoke. “Let’s say we launch a preemptive strike against the Kavalian forces there. How much damage could we do?”


Riall looked at Ceneu and Ben in the transmission and then back to Martin. “We have such a plan Martin.”

Martin grinned. “I know you do.”

“Told you.” Ben spoke. “Riall you owe me twenty Riyal.”

Riall shook his head with a smile. “We bet who would ask the question first.” He stated. “Ben won.”

Martin chuckled. “He knows how I think. He’s spent too much time around me.”

“You got that right.” Ben replied.

“What did you guys work out?” Martin asked.

“Five SCFFGs in a coordinated strike would obliterate the entire planet and everything on it.” Riall replied. “A simultaneous attack against the surrounding garrisons and the two Jump Gates in the system would render any Kavalian threat from this area null and void.”

“At least until they rebuilt their numbers or shifted units away from the High Coven border to hit us.” Danny said. “Then they would come at us full force. And not just from one direction or a couple invasion corridors. They would pour across that entire length of border like ants to honey.”

Martin looked at him slowly, his dark eyes intense. Everyone saw where Martin was looking and they fell silent as he stared at Danny. Dan finally met his eyes. “What? I got snot hanging from my nose or something?”

Martin turned to Riall. “Riall… hypothetically speaking… where is the most likely place the KFI would pull troops and ships from if we conducted such an attack and were successful?”
Riall looked at the star map. He pointed immediately to the area of former High Coven space that was now occupied by Kavalian forces. An area of space that held Ukwav and many other former High Coven fortress worlds. “Here.” He answered. “These two systems around Ukwav and Yoimet. Several thousand ships and we estimate several million ground troops. All poised to hit the High Coven again no doubt.”

“And how long would it take them to stage from this area and cross The Wilds?” Martin asked moving closer to the map.

“Two weeks at most.” Riall answered. “That would put them within striking distance of Earth within four weeks easily.”

Martin nodded. “It sure would.” He said softly.

“Father, are you thinking we should conduct such a strike if the Coven intelligence turns out to be accurate?” Andro asked.

“Why mass that many ships and troops if you don’t plan to use them?” Martin asked. “They are too far away to influence any battle against the High Coven in any amount of time that would matter.”

“They did want a Free Passage of Rights through Union territory.” Riall spoke. “Perhaps they did this thinking they would get such a thing.”

Martin shook his head slowly. “Pleistarchus isn’t that stupid. He had to have known I would never agree to such an arrangement. And shifting this much firepower near our border isn’t exactly a friendly notion. They are planning something.”

“They also do not yet know we are aware of this sire.” Armetus spoke. “We could use that to our advantage.”

“They’ll figure it out sooner or later once we start shifting forces around.” Dan said. “And if we approach them with it, they’ll know we have some sort of asset in or around this area. Then things could get sticky for the Omen ships.”
“We’ll let it stand as it is for now.” Martin spoke. “Have a release drafted so we can give the Netnews queers something on those Fleet Groups that aren’t going out under Shroud. That should buy us some time. Maybe make them think twice about whatever it is they are planning. If anything at all.” Martin looked at the time piece on the wall. “I got an hour before I have to head to SODRAG with my favorite person. They got us outnumbered in every aspect folks, and I want ways to neutralize that advantage within the first twelve hours of anything that might happen.”

“Martin… what about Mando?” Ben spoke from his chair on Apo Prime.

Martin turned to look at the transmission. “Is she ready?”

“Is who ready?” Komirri asked.

“For the most part… yes.” Ben spoke. “Riall can give you the latest report from her. She sent it three days ago.”

“What are the three of you cooking up that the rest of us do not know about?” Vengal asked from his seat.

Ben leaned forward. “The HORNET, BISMARCK and YAMATO are three weeks away from joining the ARIZONA Marty. Six more within the year” He spoke calmly. “We should tell them now.”

Danny’s eyes narrowed. “Oh… secrets!” He stated. “I like your secrets Skipper.”

Tareif nodded. “Indeed. I know my Earth history well… and the names you just spoke are all great water faring warships from Earth’s ancient past.” He said. “And we have all known Ben long enough to know of his predilection for rather nasty surprises.”

Martin grinned. “One of his more endearing traits.” He said. “Ben… why don’t we give everyone a brief rundown on what you and I have been doing these last few years. They are your pride and joy.”

Ben’s smile grew wide. “It will be my pleasure.” He said.

SODRAG


Sadi walked toward the door to hers and Andro’s bungalow, her eyes shifting between the data pad she was reading and the direction she was going to keep from tripping over any furniture. She wore her usual evening attire, the nearly see through white robe clinging to her body. Sadi had always prided herself on the condition she kept her body in, training with the Nehtes almost daily even as a cadet. Yet since coming here five days ago, really since becoming Andro’s Anome, she discovered she truly loved working out in the mornings. She, Arrarn and the Coven pilots had made this part of the routine right from the start, and it was paying off even more for her as just in five days her body had taken on more muscular definition and she was leaner. She felt better physically now than she had in her life, and she discovered that it caused Andro to take even more time to discover her body when they made love, giving her that much more pleasure. 

Sadi passed her hand over the sensor on the side of the door and looked up as it opened. Her jungle green eyes grew wide when she saw who stood there.

“Carisia!” She exclaimed. She stepped half way of the door, using her wolf eyes to scan the area around the villa. “What… what are you doing? Yuri… Yuri might see you.”

“I don’t care anymore.” Carisia spoke confidently.

Sadi took her hand without hesitation and pulled her into the bungalow, watching as the door closed and locked behind her. Sadi turned to say something and found Carisia directly in front of her, smelling of fresh rose petals and unyielding desire. Her green eyes grew wide for only a second as Carisia stepped closer and covered her lips with her own. Sadi groaned as Carisia’s arms pulled her tightly against her own body and she plunged her tongue between Sadi’s lips without indecision. Sadi dropped the data pad instantly and pulled Carisia to her even tighter, accepting Carisia’s kiss without question and returning it with equal vigor. Their bodies molded against one another, rising heat against rising heat. Desire and want and need that could no longer be denied. 

They felt each other’s nipples grow stiff, Sadi’s loose robe doing nothing to hinder her hardening nubs from pressing firmly against the thin light blue shirt that Carisia wore, and not preventing her own hard as rock nipples from burning into her flesh. Their tongues danced a delicious tango, Carisia’s hands clamping onto Sadi’s perfect ass and pulling her closer with her vampire strength. Only the need to breathe caused them to separate, a thin strand of combined salvia connecting their lips as they slowly drew back to stare into each other’s eyes with unrestrained ardor.
“Where… where is Andro?” Carisia gasped.

“A… a meeting.” Sadi panted.

“I… I don’t want to wait anymore Sadi.” Carisia spoke softly. “I… I can’t wait anymore. I want you both so badly it is all I can think of anymore.”

Sadi’s jungle green eyes burned with intense craving. It was a sensation matched only by her yearning for the man who held her heart and soul. “We… we are the same Carisia.” Sadi stammered out the words.
“Will… will he be back soon?” Carisia asked.

Sadi’s smile was one filled with sexual hunger and want. “Not… not before we have started without him.” She stated confidently. “He can… he can join us when he returns.”

“He… he won’t be angry with me?” Carisia asked innocently. 

Sadi smiled. “Enylarcopri… the moment he walks in here and smells us together… our pleasure will triple this night.”
Carisia’s face beamed as her smile matched Sadi’s. “Then we should waste no more time.” She stated confidently. “I wish to explore you for as long as I can before he comes.”

Sadi leaned forward and brushed her soft lips against Carisia’s. “We will have eternity Enylarcopri. Eternity.” Sadi gripped her hand tightly and pulled her into the bungalow further. “Come.”

Carisia had no doubts anymore as her body hummed with excitement and anticipation. Her fingers entwined with Sadi as she was pulled into the bungalow and she saw where Sadi was leading her. Directly for the very large bed she could see in the next room. The knowledge of what was going to happen this night made Carisia wet with the expectation of what was to come.

An expectation she knew without a doubt would surpass any dreams she had ever had up until this point.


“Phraktos, nau mzild Toria!” Narice exclaimed as her upper body fell back onto the sweat soaked sheets, her chest heaving in exertion, the nipples of her large breasts protruding proudly upward. Her deeply tanned skin was covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her fingers entwined tightly within the silky softness of Toria’s lush red hair. (Gods no more!)

Narice felt Toria’s lips gently suckle her still painfully hard clit before they began the trek up her glistening body. Her heart was hammering away in her chest, the extreme pleasure she had experienced still rippling along her nerves and causing her taut thighs to quiver in the aftermath. Their days may have been filled with instruction and schooling, but their nights were filled with each other. Toria’s red hair fell across Narice’s well defined abdomen as she made her way back up her lover’s beautifully ripped body, very mindful to make sure their flesh touched in all the right places. She made it a point to lift her upper body slightly so that their nipples brushed together and brought her knee up gently to press against Narice’s still dripping mound. She lowered herself back down onto Narice, their bodies conforming to one another’s wonderfully. 

Narice looked at her flushed face as she opened her eyes, Toria’s full lips still slick with her cum and a tiny drop of her blood. Narice moved with vampire speed, bringing her hands up and pulling Toria’s lips down on hers to share a blistering kiss. Toria’s groan of delight was all Narice needed to hear as she wrapped her arms around her waist then and pulled her tighter. Narice tasted herself on Toria’s lips and tongue, her juices and her blood, and she could only marvel at the world this woman had opened to her in just the last week alone. Since their first night together, they could barely keep their hands from each other when they were alone, and they shared everything. The bed, the shower, almost as if they were two pieces of a problem and the only thing they lacked was the solution. Narice had let go of all her inhibitions, feeling freer now than at any other time in her life. They had even established and explored a Mindvoice connection just the two of them shared, and the more time they spent together, the more it grew in power and feeling. Narice could still sense something within Toria, within that Mindvoice connection. She still held back a small portion of herself, abilities within Mindvoice that she kept hidden and shielded very deep. It did not matter to her, for Narice knew they would soon share even their most intimate secrets with each other, and then all that would be left for them to do would be to secure the one thing both of them desired as much as they wanted each other.
Arrarn Leonidas.

Narice ran her tongue along Toria’s upper lip as their kiss drew apart and she squeezed Toria’s firm ass in her strong hands. “I… I never want to lose you Toria Dellion.” She spoke softly.

“Nor I you Narice.” Toria said in reply. She reached up and traced Narice’s lips with a finger. “You were right you know.” She said.

“About what?”

“Earth. This planet… these people.” Toria said. “Just being here… being among them… it has opened my eyes to so many things Narice. They are so passionate in everything they do. They do not fear showing emotions; they do not fear where their hearts might take them.”
“Never fear the unknown.” Narice whispered.

“What?”

“It is something Carisia told me yesterday while we were studying.” Narice spoke softly. “She said the difference between us and the Union. The difference between their people and ours is that they do not fear what the next day will bring. They embrace the unknown, no matter what it will bring to them. Good or bad.”

Toria stared at her for a long moment. “Narice… do you know what my mission was to be coming here?” She asked.

“I assumed it was intelligence gathering about the Union STRIKERS and their many capabilities.” Narice said.

Toria nodded slowly. “That was part of it yes.” She said. “The other part… Narice you know I was a member of the Venorik Elghinn. Trained by them.”

Narice nodded. “Yes.”

“Once you are a member of the Venorik Elghinn Narice, you are always a member of the Venorik Elghinn.” Toria said. “Even when you don’t want to be.”

“That is how you have such a strong Mindvoice presence.” Narice said. “They detected this in you when you joined them. They taught you how to shield your mind even from my mother.”

Toria nodded. “It was actually a directive from your mother to the Commander of the Venorik Elghinn.” She explained. “There are several hundred of us spread throughout the fleet and ground forces. Specialists in intelligence mainly. They wanted individuals they could trust completely. Your mother could breach my shields if she truly wanted too. I have learned to mask my true strength within Mindvoice especially after her… after she ordered me into her bed.” Toria’s body relaxed more and she shifted her frame so she was laying half on Narice and half off. “My mission… the mission your mother and the Commander of the Venorik Elghinn gave to me was to come here, learn to fly their STRIKERS, learn as much as I was able about Arrarn Leonidas and his family and then… then I was to kill him and any others of his family that I was able to.” Her sky blue eyes stayed focused on Narice’s face for any sign of anger.

“But why?” Narice asked quickly. “Only they can give us what we need to train our Bonded Pairs.”

“I don’t know all of it… but I do know coming here to train our dragons is not the true purpose of why your mother came here.” Toria spoke.

“Toria… why are you telling me this?” Narice asked.

“The Commander of the Venorik Elghinn.” She answered. “Your mother gave him quite a bit of latitude in how he handled himself. I was purposely put on Tesand’s flagship so that he would notice me. They don’t trust him Narice. They think he is a traitor. It is not something that your mother is even aware of. They believe him to be the leader of the main insurgent group within the High Coven, but they fear approaching your mother. I was put there as a means to try and discover if this was in fact the case.”

“Tesand?” Narice exclaimed. “He is a military officer and totally devoted to my mother. He has neither the intelligence nor the drive to lead an insurgence against her and share her bed.”
Toria nodded. “That is what I believe as well… but he has acted suspiciously the last few years. Nothing major really… secret meetings with other officers and such, nothing which amounted to anything, but enough to have the Venorik Elghinn focus on him as much as they could without tipping off your mother. Our purpose here however, our purposes for being here are not what we think they are or have been told.” Toria said. “I don’t know why we are truly here, only that your mother and sister have ulterior motives. The Venorik Elghinn fears that Tesand will give away that purpose. They also fear what exposure to this way of life will do. The eyes it will open among our people. Your mother allowed the first slivers of another lifestyle into the open when she took power. The Venorik Elghinn fear it will grow now that we are here.”
“It is already happening.” Narice said quickly. “Among the riders anyway. We have opened ourselves more to the bonds we have with our dragons and what we are capable of. It is making many of us question what we have learned in the past.”

Toria nodded. “Then what they feared is happening. When word of this gets back to the Venorik Elghinn, they will no doubt tell your mother we need to act to bring whatever trust we have gained to an end. They want the Union involved in our war. I think we… I think we are closer to defeat than your mother or anyone will admit, and the only way to bring some relief is to involve the Union. They discovered something that made them press ahead with this mission to come here Narice. Something very important and something your mother feels is worth the risk of involving the Union. It is why your mother has bent so much to the demands that King Leonidas has made. They want the Union to enter this war for a reason that only those very close to your mother know.”
“Toria… Toria what you have told me could very well get you killed.” Narice said softly. “I am… I am a Princess of the High Coven… it is my duty to inform my mother of what you have told me.”
“I know this… but it also shows you that what I have come to feel for you is beyond trust for I have just put my life in your hands.” Toria said calmly. “You are not like your mother and sister Narice... your bond with Deneth is all the proof I need of that. I have placed my life in your hands in the hopes that you feel the same for me as I do for you. That you want to explore what we have discovered with each other and what we could have with Arrarn Leonidas just as badly as I do.”
“Oh Toria… I do.” Narice spoke without a moment’s hesitation.

“Then I have tied myself to you Narice. More completely than I have ever tied myself to anyone.” Toria said softly.

“How… how do you know I am not an agent for my mother or the Venorik Elghinn?” Narice asked.

Toria smiled. “If you were, you would never have let me feed on your blood Narice, no matter what you were willing or ordered to do. And you would never have tasted mine as you have. This relationship… what we are sharing… if your mother discovered what we have done while in this bed she would be incensed. I know that, you know that… and when you didn’t hesitate in your actions I knew you were acting of your own accord. I knew your actions were your own decisions and feelings.”
“They were and they are.” Narice said confidently as her hands left Toria’s ass and came up to grasp her face. “I will not let anything happen to you Toria. I swear this to you. Never did I expect to find what we have discovered and I embrace what I feel when I am with you. What… what we could feel in his arms.” Narice laughed softly at her own words.
“What?” Toria asked.

“I am speaking of a half elf, half wolf son of my mother’s greatest enemy, and I want nothing more than to feel his arms around me. To feel him filling me in ways I have only dreamed of.” Narice said. “It is almost surreal.”

Toria nodded. “How do you think I feel?” She said. “Finding you and what we have begun to share. Wanting him just as badly as I want you.” 
Narice looked at her. “Toria… Toria there is something you should know.” Narice spoke. “About…”

Toria put a finger to her lips once more and shook her head. “I will never allow harm to come to you either Narice. Of that I am certain.” She said. She leaned forward quickly and kissed her softly. “That is enough of this talk for tonight. I have something I want to show you.” She said.

“What?”

“Sadi has told me where he trains at night.” Toria said. 

“Arrarn Leonidas?” Narice asked her interest peaked considerably.

Toria nodded. “He is almost religious in his routine.” She said with a smile. “As long as we stay upwind of him, we can watch him and he will never know.”

“Why would we want to do this?” Narice asked with a grin.

“Because like you he is the first man I have ever wanted to give myself too completely. Because like you, I find him irresistibly beautiful and because like you, just watching him makes me just as wet as it does you.” Toria said.

Narice scrunched up her nose in a grin of agreement. “It does not bother you that he is so much younger than both of us? And that he is half wolf?”

Toria waggled her eyebrows with a smile. “Not if I walk around with the same smile that Queen Isabella seems to walk around with all of the time. All of the Queens for that matter. And from what I understand… it is a trait that is quite frequently passed down in Lycavorian males.”

Narice laughed. “You are so bad!”

“Do I need to go watch him myself?” Toria asked.

Narice shook her head quickly. “No.”

“Then we should get going.” Toria said as she dropped a feather like kiss on Narice’s lips. “Because I intend to have my way with you later.”

SPARTA


“…never expected to hear from you again.” The male Eanae spoke from the holo transmission. A humanoid bi-pedal race with very thin frames and a large bony protrusion extending upwards from their foreheads like a horn. Their skin varied in color from mud brown to dark gray, but all of them had the lamprey like mouths and either orange or red eyes. They were a peaceful race for the most part, their planet of Eode situated within the Icalro Alliance, many of them turning out to be quite proficient at smuggling, information brokering and managing credits for others. 


“I could say the same about you Joyar.” Vonis spoke.

The Eanae nodded. “Indeed.” His eyes fell upon Isabella and Aricia who sat on either side on Vonis in the secure communications room. “I see you are keeping better company these days… at least in the looks department. Two Queens of the Lycavorian Union. Vonis I am impressed.”

“Joyar… my sister Isabella.” Vonis spoke. “And Queen…”


“Aricia… the pureblood soulmate of the King. Yes… I know who they are.” Joyar answered evenly. “The better question is why you and they are contacting me? I haven’t checked this COM unit in over twenty years Vonis, and when my servant said there was an odd beeping noise coming from within our storage room I thought the old woman had finally lost her mind.”


“You don’t seem the worse for wear Joyar.” Vonis spoke.


“Thanks to you.” The Eanae replied. “Your warning to your network saved many lives Vonis, mine included. We thought perhaps, after word had reached us that you defected, that your mother would come after all of us. Is it true? You defected for an elven female?”

Vonis nodded. “Yes.”


They watched Joyar nod his head slowly. “We always knew you were different than your father.” He said. Joyar saw Isabella look at Vonis oddly in the transmission and he smiled. “Just before your people picked him up on Elear, Vonis here sent a coded transmission to all of us that he used as his network here in The Wilds. It gave us the time we needed to close down our assets and save many lives.”


“Joyar… it has been many years I know… but I need information.” Vonis said. “The Union is my home now… my wife and children’s home.”


The Eanae held up his clawed hand. “You need not explain to me.” He spoke. “I have no wish to get on the bad side of the Union. Not with the way King Leonidas is known to treat his enemies. I owe a debt to you… what is it you need?”


“The High Coven Insurgents that are operating out of The Wilds and in several locations along our border.” Vonis spoke.


“Word is spreading quickly out here that the High Coven is on Earth and that a Cease Fire Accord is not far from being signed.” Joyar spoke. “This was not something that many people expected from your King given his history with them. It has caused everyone to become very cautious in their dealings. Many of those who support the Union are wavering because of this fact. They see it as a betrayal of their trust.”


“What do you mean?” Aricia asked now very interested in the Eanae’s words.


“Your mate is considered by many out here to be the lone beacon of light against the oppression of the Coven.” Joyar spoke calmly. “Even though they fight a war with the Kavalian animals, the Coven still has time to oppress those within their Empire. Many think of the Union and your King to be a singular point of hope that is not lost your majesty. The one ray of lasting defiance to what the Coven is doing.”


“And they believe because the Empress is here and we may sign a Cease Fire with them that we are somehow bowing to them?” Aricia asked.


Joyar nodded. “In a manner of speaking yes.”


“Do you have the information we seek?” Isabella spoke now.


“It is possible.” Joyar replied. “Why would you want this information?”


“The insurgency conducted an attack against the Kavalians on board the King’s own ship Joyar.” Vonis spoke. “They attempted to assassinate the Kavalian Trade Delegation that was enroute here to Earth. In conducting this attack, they put the lives of For’mya Leonidas and the King’s second oldest son Resumar in extreme danger. It was a suicide mission Joyar, and these insurgents were willing to kill whoever they could to complete this mission. They failed… but it also put my mother and her cronies on a much heightened state of readiness across the board.”


Aricia leaned forward in her chair. “Their people boarded a Union transport within Union space, hijacked that transport, and killed eleven Kavalians female aides after raping them for several hours. They then boarded the King’s ship and conducted this attack. These actions alone would warrant we respond in kind, you know this.”


Joyar nodded. “Yet you are contacting me.” He said slowly. “Go on.”

Isabella looked at Vonis. “Brother?” She asked.

“Your brother saved my life and the lives of my younglings.” Joyar spoke. “He allowed many the time they needed to escape and cover their tracks when he defected. He did not leave us hanging in the vacuum of space on our own. That is a debt many of us can not repay. This transmission is more than secure if my knowledge of Union communications is worth anything. And I also know what Queen Aricia speaks is the truth. King Leonidas’s protectiveness of his Queens is well known ever out here. I most certainly have no intention of contacting the High Coven after talking with you. I hate them almost as much as I do the Kavalians. I can not in good faith put at risk others who take a more active role in pursuing their goal of one day bringing down the Coven however. You must understand.” 

Isabella nodded her head. “Let’s just say all is not what it appears where it concerns the High Coven Joyar.” She spoke calmly.

Joyar’s orange eyes grew a little wider at this information but aside from that he showed no emotion. “That is interesting.” He spoke finally. 


Vonis leaned forward. “Any information you might have on these insurgents working within The Wilds. Names. Places. Contacts.”


Joyar looked at him. “What… what you ask Vonis… there is great risk involved. They are very security conscious. With good reason. They are the only group the Coven Intelligence forces have not penetrated. Their leader is supposedly very well connected and very high up within the hierarchy. He or she is called The General.”

“How high?” Vonis asked.


“If I had to guess… within the Empress’s inner circle if my guess is accurate.” Joyar replied quickly. “And that number has dropped considerably through the years. She trusts fewer that she did when she first took power from Veldruk. Perhaps a few dozen men and women.”

“Can you arrange a meeting for us? Quickly?” Isabella asked him.


“To what end?” Joyar spoke.


“Let’s just say the King requires some information they have.” Vonis spoke again. “And you must inform them they should not attempt anything against the Empress while she is here. There is too much chance for innocents to be injured… and that is something the King will not tolerate.”


“And what should I tell them is offered in return for this information?” Joyar asked. “If I knew how to contact them that is.”


“The continued ability to operate out of Union space unhindered.” Isabella answered. “And perhaps… and perhaps gain a behind the scenes ally in their fight.”


Joyar’s orange eyes grew even wider now. “Now that is very interesting.” He said.


“We must know something very soon Joyar.” Vonis told him. 


“How soon?”


“Within a few hours.”


Joyar leaned forward and began typing into some console they could not see. “Come to these coordinates.” He stated. “Four days Vonis. And bring your friends.”


Vonis looked at the coordinates as they came over the small screen in front of them. Vonis looked up. “These coordinates are within The Wilds Joyar.” He said. “You expect me to bring two Queens of the Union to such a meeting?”


“I know for a fact the insurgent leaders were dressed down by The General for the attack of the Kavalians on the Union King’s ship.” Joyar spoke. “And you need not fear for their safety for two reasons… both of them are more than capable of taking care of themselves, and together they are a target people would want to avoid. At all costs. The second reason is the insurgents are not your enemies.”

Aricia placed her hand on Vonis’s arm as he prepared to retort. “We will come to this meeting.” She spoke. “In good faith. I suggest you tell your contacts the same thing.”


Joyar nodded. “Of course.” He said.


“And what do you want for arranging this meeting Joyar?” Vonis asked. “I know you too well… and this is not something you would do for nothing.”


Joyar nodded. “What I want is simple.” He spoke leaning forward. “Citizenship in the Union for me and all of my family. Forever. Our species does not live as long as yours and the Lycavorians Vonis. Nor those turned by your kind. I want my last years to be filled with peace and security. And I want my family safe.”


“How many?” Isabella asked.


“Twenty-three.” Joyar answered.


Isabella nodded without hesitation. “Have them at these same coordinates Joyar. An added incentive for you to make sure this is not a trick. If you are true to your promise and your word, you may return with us right then. Aricia and I will see to it that you want for nothing. If not… then you will die with them. And if you are not there… rest assured there will be no place for you to hide.”


Joyar nodded, also without hesitation. “Then I will see you in four days.”


The transmission ended abruptly and Vonis sat back in his chair. “It is a risk sister.” He said.

“Did you trust him back then Vonis?” Aricia asked.


“In our business trust is a relative thing Aricia.” He answered. “I trusted him as far as I would allow myself too.”


“It is a risk that we must take.” Bella spoke.


“I agree.” Aricia said.


“Will the King share your view?” Vonis asked looking at them.


“Yes.” Aricia and Isabella spoke at the same time.

