CHAPTER TWO
THE WILDS
1.9 LIGHT YEARS FROM LYCAVORIAN BORDER

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

INQUISITOR 

His curved talons clicked on the floor of the padded deck, his sixteen meter long body lean and muscular, though he was a bit leaner for his age of twenty three years old due to his poor diet. He had never been fed the correct proportions of protein rich food throughout his young life, and his abnormally large size for a Firespitter was only due to his ceaseless hunting forays. He should have weighed several hundred pounds more than his five metric tons. The light reflected off his cerise red colored scales, his magenta tinted eyes large and very alert. He moved with precise confidence and grace common to his kind, nimbly dodging the dozen or so crew members within the landing bay, as he made his way to his large pen. Though the BLOOD REVERENCE-Class VHC Dreadnought was larger than its predecessor, it was still a ship designed only for combat, with no comforts added for dragons. He entered the pen slowly and found who he knew he would find. 
Her diminutive figure sat lotus style in the soft golden hay he slept in, her shiny raven black hair cascading well past her shoulders. She wore the matte black leather like uniform that conformed to her body like a second skin and the black non-skid combat boots. The portions of her exposed skin were tanned and flawless in their supple lines, belaying the fact she was a pureblood vampire. She had obviously made it a point to get more sun than the others. Her lips were full and coated with a shiny gloss the same color as cerise colored scales and he watched as her eyes opened and her head lifted to gaze at him as he approached. Those deep Maya blue orbs were filled with a myriad of emotions, intent and feelings and he could spend hours staring into them and just listening to his bonded sister talk to him. 
He moved right up to her and settled his massive body to the deck as she uncoiled hers and rose to her feet with the agility of a DeneBoli Striped Puma. She stood perhaps five feet two inches tall, her breasts high and firm and very prominent on her small frame. The leather like material of her skin tight body armor revealed lean sylphlike legs, a tiny waist and an ass that he had heard many of the ship’s crewmembers make sordid comments about. She may have carried the title of Princess, but she was not looked at in the same light as her younger sister because of who her father had been. It had taken all of his willpower and control to keep from ripping those men open with his curved talons, especially the man that was her husband. His comments had been far worse as they always were, for he had actually tasted her many physical charms, and he spoke of her now as some sort of prized possession and piece of property. The man chosen as her husband was vile, cruel and nothing more than a disgusting brute and he could only hope that one day he got what he deserved for treating her as he did.
Under his talons would be ideal.

She always came here after having to endure his foul company and his attentions, for their bond always soothed her angry, burning emotions and the feelings of humiliation she felt after he had taken her, often times against her will. Coming here allowed her to find peace. At least the peace that her life so far allowed her to have.
[Mindvoice Shielded] [Carisia?] 
She stepped up to him with a gentle smile and placed her small hands on either side of his large snout. [I am fine Anthar.] She spoke softly bringing her forehead to the blunt edge of his snout and touching her warm skin to his cool scales.

[You are not fine Carisia.] He told her. [Your heart is heavy and you only come here with a heavy heart after that foul fool has had his way with you. Why do you endure his touch upon you?]  

Her Persian blue eyes shimmered in the light and she smiled at him warmly. [I endure his touch because he is my husband Anthar. It is my place and I must endure if we are to have a chance at succeeding in our goals.]
[A husband you did not pick! Why did your mother force this upon you?] Anthar barked out. 
[Anthar, it is the way of things.]
[She only does it out of spite to hurt you Carisia, you know this. Nothing you do will ever please her Carisia… you must know this by now my Bonded Sister?]
[Perhaps.] She said softly with a smile. [Anthar… do I detect a sense of jealously in your voice.] She asked him.
[Of course you do! I am your Bonded Dragon Brother Carisia. Without you… without you I am nothing.]
[Be careful using those terms here Anthar.] She warned him. [There are eyes and ears everywhere.] 
Anthar rolled his magenta colored eyes. [You know as well as I that no one can penetrate the Mindvoice shields we have established.] He spoke confidently and with a glint in his eyes. [Not even your grandmother and she persists in trying even to this day. It is what we are, you and I Carisia, not the twisted pairs that the others act as.]
[That does not mean we should be careless my bonded brother. If she knew…]
[We have trained together for sixteen years of our lives my sister.] Anthar spoke calmly. [Trained for this very mission and purpose. This has always been our goal. I know everything you know and you know everything I know. I even know of your dreams of them.] 

Carisia looked at him intently. [What do you mean?]
[Blue eyes. And the one with golden hair. I have seen your dreams of them Carisia.] 

Carisia nodded slowly and rubbed his snout under his eyes gently, this loving movement making his wings twitch. [As I have seen yours Anthar. She is quite beautiful for a dragon.]
[Now it is time for us to show what we can do Carisia. It is our time to live. To be free of the oppression. We can only have that…]
[I know Anthar. I know.]
Anthar canted his huge head to the side as he looked at her with keen eyes. [Do you have second thoughts sister?]
Carisia looked at him and shook her head immediately. [Never my brother. I am just frightened Anthar. Frightened of what the future holds for us. Frightened to think if they will even feel the same thing. Frightened of what could happen if they… if they refuse us.]
[Together we will be fine. You will see.] 

[We will have my brothers and sister with us as well Anthar. Marux and Seyra are not like you Anthar. They are cruel like Dante and Lucia. Naruth is not evil, but he is not you. And you know how Vollenth views both of us.]
[Vollenth and your mother harbor ill feelings because we trounced them last year.] Anthar spoke. [I am not concerned with him.]
[And what of Deneth and Narice?]
[They are… they are an unknown. We have not seen them very much except in passing. And Princess Narice can shield just as well as we can.]
[That is why we must be mindful of our actions.]
Anthar snorted loudly. [They and their dragons do not compare to you and I, Carisia my sister. We could defeat them with our eyes closed. They are arrogant and over confident. They will be surprised when we arrive I am thinking. Surprised at how easily they are struck down.] 
A loud chime sounded in the landing bay. “Princess Carisia please report to the forward conference lounge! Princess Carisia please report to the forward conference lounge!”

Carisia shook her head rolling her beautiful eyes. “Another intelligence briefing my brother.” She spoke softly now. “My adopted father loves them it seems. This one should not be as long as the others.”

[I will be listening.] Anthar spoke. 

Carisia leaned forward and kissed Anthar’s cool scales tracing her fingers around his magenta colored eyes as she knew he liked so much. [I will return later and we will discuss what we have seen.]
“There is not a whole lot of intelligence in regards to his children.” Robert Moran spoke as he slid the data pads across the polished surface of the large table to Carisia and the three others who sat on either side of her. They were her younger brothers and sister, Dante, Javier and Lucia, born beginning two years after her and one year apart from each other. They were the products of her mother’s marriage to her consort and now husband Robert Moran. 
Carisia was nearly twenty-six years old, daughter to Yuri and Vavant, the pureblood son of one of her grandfather’s most loyal supporters of that time. Her father was long dead now, murdered by her mother’s own hand as far as she knew, of that she had no doubts, though the details of his death were confusing. He had been a pig according to her mother, both sexually and politically, and had chosen the wrong side when the Zaleisian and Kavalians had invaded the High Coven some twenty-five years ago. It was his eyes she had inherited, and if everything else she had heard about him was true, not much else. And not all of that information came from her mother or within her circle. Her father’s own blood could not stand him and called him names. Carisia had no doubts that everything about him was true. 

Carisia had been born eight months after the start of the war, and was sequestered away to live with her grandmother’s servants on Nuwaroa, while her mother had fought in the war.     Almost two years later Dante had joined Carisia, and then Javier a year after that. Lucia had followed within two years. Carisia hated them all, Dante and Javier because they were typical pureblood vampire males, and Lucia because she thought herself superior to Carisia in every way. It was Dante, Javier and Lucia who garnered almost all of her mother’s time and effort in training and schooling, and even though Carisia was the oldest, with the exception of several Immortal Guards, she had been left to her own devices in her early years. It was obvious that Yuri hated her, hated the very thought of her because of who her father was amongst other things. Carisia often wondered why she did not just have her killed. It wasn’t until Carisia had become bonded to Anthar that she began to matter.  
Carisia didn’t know where her mother had acquired the dragon eggs, or how she had forced them to hatch. She was returning from a training class when she was only eight years old and heard the roaring of a very pissed off Anthar. The men left to tend him while he grew were cruel and abusive to him, and Carisia had been awestruck with him. She had disobeyed her mother’s instructions to not enter the large shelter, and walked right up to Anthar and touched him. The moment that had happened, their whole world had changed. Anthar had been meant for Yuri herself, a fact which caused Yuri to hate her even more, but once Carisia had bonded with him there was nothing she could do. Dante, Javier and Lucia were also bonded to dragons, but no where near as completely as Carisia and Anthar had now become. Their dragons had also developed personalities similar to their riders and they were arrogant and thought themselves to be unbeatable. Anthar had become her only friend, the only one she trusted, and they shared everything with each other. She endured the harsh treatment from her mother and brothers and sister, if only to spend time with her bonded brother. Carisia did everything her mother asked of her, trying to win her favor in any fashion she could. She had tried being ruthless and immoral, killing a dozen Kavalian prisoners with Anthar in an attempt to win Yuri’s love. Nothing seemed to work. While Dante, Javier and Lucia were trained by High Coven Royal Weapon Masters, Carisia was instructed by High Coven Immortals who pushed her even more ruthlessly than her half brothers and sister. It almost seemed as if they were pushing her for some reason she did not understand. They tried to break her mentally as well as physically, but Carisia had endured it all. They had even taught her many things she should not have been instructed in, and this was another reason Carisia questioned their purpose. It was not something she would ever discuss or mention, for while they trained her mercilessly, they at least treated her as a person and they showed her the respect she did not received anywhere else. Carisia was perhaps the most lethally trained hand combatant on the ship, and while Dante, Javier and Lucia were well trained, they did not come close to her skill. They could not wrap the shadows around themselves as flawlessly as Carisia did, they could not blur with such focus and speed. 

It wasn’t until three years before that Yuri began to open up to her and spend more time with her. At first Carisia had reveled in the attention, basking in the glow of her mother’s praise and efforts to instruct her. It was what she had waited for her entire life and it made her sing. Until she realized her mother was only setting her up to the fact that Carisia had to take the disgusting pureblood sitting three chairs down to her right as a husband. Carisia knew without question what her mother’s intent was when she was introduced to the much older pureblood. Thast slobbered and pawed her firm body whenever he had the chance and opportunity now. He was easily four thousand years older than she was, and there were times when he forced her to do things in their bed that were vile and almost made Carisia sick to her stomach, but he was very strong physically and exceptionally cruel.
Carisia watched as Robert Moran moved one of the pads in front of her mother Yuri and her grandmother Aikiro as well as three other officers that sat at the table, noticing that her mother didn’t even pick it up. 

“Whether that is by design or not, we don’t know.” Moran continued. “They have always been a very private family… and it appears that has not changed. What you see in front of you is the normal public relations file downloaded from their Netnews channels, and some minor intercepts we have obtained from outside sources. None of which can be accurately confirmed.” Moran turned to the female vampire officer along the wall. “This is Captain Toria Dellion… she is from the Intelligence Division of the Venorik Elghinn and she will be taking part in this mission. Captain… I’ll let you pick it up from here.”
The female officer jumped to her feet. “Thank you Admiral.” She spoke moving to the large wall monitor.
The female officer stood in front of the large monitor. She was only five feet six inches tall and perhaps just over a hundred pounds, but no one doubted her abilities once Moran told them where she was from. No member of the Venorik Elghinn was given a free ride, and if she worked in the Intelligence Division, she was just as lethal as she was beautiful.

And she was beautiful.

Her chestnut red hair cascaded past her shoulders to curl around her large breasts. Her sky blue eyes were gripping in their intensity and contrasted incredibly with her lightly tanned and freckled skin. The daughter of purebloods loyal to Aikiro and the High Coven, Toria was driven by her parents to excel at everything she had ever done. Her parents pushed her into the intelligence posting and then into the Venorik Elghinn as a way to hone her skills, but also as a way to enhance their status with the High Coven hierarchy. Toria had done what they wanted for most of her three hundred and twenty-seven years because they were her parents and she loved them, something Toria was not afraid to admit in her younger years. She had committed herself to the High Coven and was diligent and exacting in her duties. She had killed when needed, ruthlessly in fact, and she had spared life when required to complete her mission. She was experienced and exceptionally intelligent. She was privy to almost every operational mission of the High Coven against the Kavalian Federation. She had been a loyal and proud citizen of the High Coven for all of her life.

At least until she was forced to become the unwillingly plaything for her Empress and Admiral Tesand.

Toria was not shy or unknowledgeable when it came to sex. She had bedded with half a dozen different men in her three hundred years, none of whom she allowed to feed on her blood and none that enticed her enough to want to do that. Tesand had come to her privately about joining him and Aikiro. He had told her the Empress found her very attractive. Toria thought it would be for only one time, and that it would help her career. That had not been the case she soon learned, and while pleasing her Empress sexually was not something she found distasteful, she actually relished the times she had pleased her Empress in that way, however the way they treated her was vile. They used her as a whore for the most part, never giving back to her what she gave to them. She had been forced to sleep with Aikiro’s grandsons at her request, and Toria found that to be the most distasteful of everything. Dante and Javier had used her harshly more times than she could remember now, and she was sore for days afterwards. They also were not in the least bit gentle, often times slapping her hard enough to bring tears to her eyes, or yanking on her silky long hair. Toria hated them… and that hatred had only grown in the last year, and had caused her to begin to doubt her faith in the High Coven. 

   Toria met Aikiro’s eyes briefly and took a deep breath. “Since the debacle on Lycavore twenty-five years ago, all intelligence in regards to the United Lycavorian Union has been at a premium. At least for us to obtain. They spent the better part of the next two years purging, and I do mean purging their entire government and all of their commercial industries of even very minor High Coven agents. They were very thorough and their actions deprived us of dozens of assets. With the help of the traitor Vonis they were able to discover and destroy nearly ninety-six percent of our intelligence assets within the Union to include four of our deepest penetration agents after the clone Gorgo. Once they reconfigured their intelligence apparatus, and that dog Armetus took over the entire network, any sort of penetration into their networks has been next to impossible. We do still have some assets however and…” 

“That information does not need to be discussed at this time Toria.” Moran spoke quickly before Aikiro had the opportunity to open her mouth.

Toria nodded quickly. “Yes sir.” She said with a nod. “Over the next twenty-three years they have prospered incredibly, monetarily as well as expansion wise, even while we have fought a very costly war with the Zaleisian/Kavalian Federation Alliance. King Leonidas has pulled every intelligence asset they had in High Coven territory home, something he did almost immediately after our war with the Kavalian scum began. They left in place only those agents in the Wilds, and those agents are so well covered it would be next to impossible to discover their identities.” She touched the panel on the wall and the picture changed to nine individual images. “At the Admiral’s direction I will dispense with the intelligence profiles we have on Leonidas and his Queens since all of us are already fully aware of them and what they are capable of, and I will focus this briefing on his oldest children, the Crown Prince most specifically. 
“The Lycavorian Union recently fought a war with the Evolli Triad. It lasted for a total of six years and ended with complete and utter victory by the Union three years ago. Apparently the Evolli did not appreciate the elven Queen Dysea pulling some of their trade agreements over minor infractions and they launched a brutal invasion of some smaller Union planets along their border. The war was never really in doubt… the Union forces are just far too well trained and led, however there were several savage and significant battles that give us some insight into his children and their abilities. The oldest seven of his fourteen children fought in this war, the Crown Prince and his half sister Lisisa from the outset, the others joining over the course of the next three years. They were joined by two more in the last year of the war. One as a STRIKER DT pilot and the other as a ground combatant.”

“Fourteen children?” Aikiro spat shaking her head and looking at Yuri. “I was right all along… they do breed like animals!”

This comment brought laughter out among the men and women in the room. All except for Carisia who sat silently watching her grandmother intently. Over the years Carisia had discovered just how ruthless her grandmother could be. Anthar was right, there were many times when she had tried to penetrate the Mindvoice shields that she and Anthar had established almost naturally, but even she could not delve her way through the multitude of defensive layers she and Anthar had established over the years. It was something that made her grandmother, a woman more powerful than anyone Carisia had ever seen within Mindvoice, very angry with at times.  
“The STRIKER DT as you all know is their standard dragon transport.” Toria continued. “They have all the speed and armament of the normal STRIKER ATs, which is considerable, but these STRIKER DTs are heavily armored with the Dragon Armor Alloy they now employ, and also able to carry up to two dragons. There have been sightings of similar ships that can carry upwards of six from what I understand. They were supposedly designed in a similar fashion as the smaller DTs, but allow all of the older children of Leonidas to ride on the same ship. The designation of those ships, if they even exist is unknown to us.” 
“That is a tactically unsound move.” Javier spoke up. “Having all of his older children riding on the same ship together? It doesn’t sound like something the Lycavorians would do father.”

“It isn’t confirmed information.” Robert spoke meeting his son’s eyes. “A lot of what we are getting comes from the Netnews intercepts and intelligence reports we have procured from other sources, none of which can be confirmed as I said. Until we actually see it… I would not put much faith in it. And you’re right Javier… putting his six or seven oldest dragon riding children in one ship, does not sound like something they would do.” Moran turned. “You may continue Toria.”
“The Crown Prince is named Androcles…” She touched the monitor and the helmeted face of Androcles became a close up. His azure blue eyes and lips were the only really visible features under his crested helmet, and all of them could make out the strange design of the dragon on his helmet. “If their own reports are accurate, and we have no reason to not believe them at this time, he is the exact duplicate to his father in almost every way. He was awarded the Union’s highest award during the Evolli War, the Shield of Valor, for his actions on the Evolli held world of Alba Tau, as well as nineteen other decorations over that six year span if the Netnews profile is accurate.”

Dante leaned forward in his chair as Carisia studied this Androcles’s eyes, her heart beginning to race. They were his eyes. The eyes from her dreams. “It was my understanding that the Lycavorian Union was very stern and quite harsh when it came to awarding combat decorations.” Dante asked smugly. “How is it that this boy was decorated twenty times during a war that only lasted six years?”
Lucia laughed out loud. “This boy is older than you brother.” She spoke casually. “And he is not so bad looking for an animal.”
“Lucia?” Aikiro gasped… but wearing a smile on her face at her granddaughter returning grin.

Lucia laughed and waved her hand. “Grandmother… you don’t honestly believe that I would find this animal attractive do you?”
Aikiro chuckled for a moment as she realized her granddaughter was making a joke. No doubt part of the dry humor she inherited from her father.

“He is a Lycavorian dog!” Dante snapped. “And fighting the Evolli is nothing! Child’s play compared to our sessions with our Royal trainers sister! I could defeat him easily!”
Carisia turned her head ever so slightly to look at him as Lucia laughed again. “Perhaps you could brother… just insure he has a muzzle on when you fight him… in case he decides to bite you instead of fight you.” She spoke. Her words caused Yuri, Aikiro and several others to laugh softly. 
“Underestimating your enemy is perhaps the most lethal of practices nephew.” The soft voice spoke now and all eyes went to where Narice sat next to her mother Aikiro on the left. 

Narice was almost twenty-seven years old… the last of Aikiro’s children with Veldruk. She had inherited her mother’s exotic and incredibly alluring beauty, as well as the supple and lush figure. Like Yuri… she was intimately skilled and schooled by the finest Masters within the High Coven. She was considered extremely adept at almost everything she did, and methodically driven. Her Mindvoice abilities had reached nearly the level of her mother and sister, and outside of Carisia and Anthar, her bond with her dark green scaled dragon Deneth was the strongest of any within the High Coven. Narice was also the only one to have treated Carisia with anything remotely like friendship or concern, perhaps because they were so close in age. She was very soft spoken, but intelligent enough in most matters that her words were at least listened to by others.
“My idiot father underestimated these Lycavorians on far too many occasions and it ended up costing him his life. Never assume you are superior to your foe Dante, for more often than not you will regret that.” Narice finished her statement.

Aikiro nodded and reached out to squeeze her hand. She had always allowed Yuri and Narice to make their own conclusions about Veldruk, and over the years both of them had come to the conclusion their father was a fool.  

“As I reported Prince Dante… the only information we have obtained up until now comes from the Union’s own Netnews reports and the few intercepts we have obtained and they will undoubtedly be bias to some extent.” Toria replied as she continued with her report at a nod from Moran. “As I understand it, this Alba Tau battle accounted for all but nine of the twenty-three dead Mjolnir’s Hand members that were killed in this war. The Evolli Triad devised a unique weapon to combat the dragons and their riders and it was very effective for the first three years of the war until the Union engineers began to find ways to defeat it. We have an operation in the works now that will allow us to obtain some of the weapons to develop tactics to use against them. The information we have been able to obtain from the Evolli agents we control and these Netnews reports indicate the Evolli have since cursed this Prince Androcles and his dragon Elynth in their own native language. However… their language translates to something very different when spoken in other languages.” 
“If they allowed those amphibian animals to develop weapons that could beat them, then they obviously have no idea how to ride a dragon!” Dante snapped once more as he leaned back in his chair. “The fools should have been killed if they allowed the Evolli to defeat them in any battle!”

Toria kept the comment on the tip of her tongue to herself and switched the screen to a picture of the Netnews file on Androcles. “As you can see he fought in every major engagement during the six year war according to this time table. Our analysts say he must have also taken part in several missions that are not listed to have been decorated this many times in a six year span. His two sisters and two brothers closest in age to him are also bonded to dragons as you, Prince Javier and Princess Lucia are… and from all accounts they are quite skilled as well. All five of Leonidas’s youngest children have bonded with dragons as of this latest Netnews report but all of them are well shy in terms of years and being able to actually fight. There are two sets of boy/girl twins, one each from his pureblood Queen and the Hadarian witch as well as the youngest child, a son from his second elven Queen.”
“Their ages?” Aikiro asked.

“The boy and girl from the pureblood… Aricia I believe her name is, they are ten. The twins from the Hadarian witch are just past nine years of age, and the youngest from his second elven Queen For’mya is five, Milady Aikiro.” Toria answered.

“And Lisisa fights with them?” Yuri asked almost casually.

Toria nodded. “Yes Princess Yuri.” She replied. “With the two youngest daughters that have joined them in the last three years, Leonidas’s nine oldest children now serve within the fleet or ground forces in some manner.  The female Eliani is said to be almost as powerful as her mother in her healing abilities and very skilled in other areas. There have been some unconfirmed reports of a pureblood vampire lover that shares her life and home, but those reports can not be confirmed as I said.”

Aikiro snorted and shook her head. 

“His sons…” She looked at the pad. “Only this one Denali is pure Lycavorian. The other two are half elf, but reports say they are no less skilled. The half elf son Arrarn Leonidas…” The picture changed to the extremely handsome face of Arrarn Leonidas, his dark brown hair neatly cut and his four day old mustache and goatee clearly evident. “…is now regarded as the premier pilot in their STRIKER Fleet, ahead of even his own mother. He is not bonded to a dragon, but from all the reports we have, even the children not actually bonded to dragons are very capable riders. 

“His oldest daughter with the traitor Isabella is called Carina. She is highly respected from all reports, and there is not much known on the two youngest daughters. The one with the elf Queen Dysea is said to also be a very skilled pilot. Next to nothing is known on the second daughter with Isabella. It is not easy to get detailed information about the Lycavorian Royal family outside of news intercepts as you can tell. They are furiously private as the Supreme Commander stated before, and the men and women who surround them are almost fanatically loyal. While I and my people do not really believe it, the Netnews has reported that there are very few citizens of the Union who do not adore the Leonidas family. They have even shifted their base of power to Earth, unofficially of course.”

“We saw that coming a long time ago.” Yuri spoke looking at her mother. “Sparta and Eden City have always been his base of power. Earth elected the first human president in nearly six hundred years just five years ago, and Leonidas was the first to be there to congratulate him. It is a political move more than anything.”
“Why?” Carisia asked softly.

All heads turned to her. “What?” Yuri asked sternly.

“Why do we consider it a political move?” Carisia asked.

Yuri was about to snap out a response but Aikiro rested her hand on Yuri’s leg under the table squeezing her thigh tightly as she leaned forward. “You don’t think it is a political move Carisia?” Aikiro asked. “Explain why you think it is otherwise.”

Carisia looked at her for a long moment. “We have always known the Lycavorians are a somewhat spiritual people.” She spoke quickly and calmly. “That has been written about them in all our history texts. If the Netnews reports we have been able to intercept and read are truly accurate, when this King Leonidas returned to the Union all those years ago, he also returned much of the spiritual nature of their people which they apparently lost in some way. They have become steeped even more within the history and culture of this city of Sparta since he returned and took his place as King. Much of what they now practice in terms of religious events and such, much of that has expanded outward from this Sparta to encompass the entire Union, most of it centered on the memory and deeds of his father. If we are expected to believe the reports, we must also take notice that the vast majority of the Union has accepted this. He is not seen as just their King, but also the bearer of the name that means so much to their faith. Is this unofficial move anything more than an attempt to return to their roots so to speak? It does not seem to have gone over very badly in their Netnews reports; it is almost as if the people of the Union have embraced this fact. They revere the King’s father and grandfather as the architects of their initial rebellion, and they see him doing the same things. I have reviewed many of the Netnews intercepts we have gotten over the years, and it seems to me that they are simply rediscovering and maintaining what they had once thought lost. The many people of the Union do not seem to particularly mind that they have done this. They in fact appear to relish it.”

The men and women in the room stared at her for a long moment before Yuri leaned forward again. “A very insightful, if drastically incorrect assessment Carisia.” She spoke. “You give them more credit than they deserve. Martin Leonidas is no fool, and he knows exactly what he is doing by using this religious angle. They have turned Earth into the second most heavily fortified planet aside from Apo Prime, and the majority of their training now takes place on Earth, with their so called graduation ceremonies taking place at the monument of that animal’s father!”

“I did not suggest giving them credit where it is not due mother.” Carisia said evenly. “Only that there is more to it than we are seeing. Or allowing ourselves to see. Twenty-five years have passed since our last true contact with them. If information has become so hard to gather on them, perhaps we should not just dismiss what we don’t understand.”

“Well thank you for your interpretation of the intelligence, but I suggest you allow those who are trained in disseminating and analysis to make those assumptions.” Yuri almost snapped.   
“Bah! They are nothing more than children and religious fanatics!” Dante spoke loudly now. He looked at his mother and father. “Why are we doing this again father?”

Yuri shook her head. “We need the resources they can provide Dante. Only they have the ability to train you in such a way with your dragons that will allow us to use them against the Kavalians. Your father and I have told you that before. That is what we need. The machine they use to make their bonds with their dragons so powerful.” She spoke softly. “We will offer them intelligence in exchange for what we want and then we will be gone from their space. We also told you that while they may be animals… you need to respect them.”

“Why?” Javier asked quickly from his seat next to his brother.

Moran looked at his sons. “Because unlike you and your brother… they have been bloodied Javier. All of you are highly skilled… but you must understand, these Leonidas children have all seen combat… and if the Netnews reports are accurate, some pretty violent combat. Your ages have not allowed you to be active in our war with the Kavalians until now. The nine oldest children of Leonidas, with the exception of the two daughters have all seen combat. You have to respect your enemy always, or your enemy will turn around and bite you in your collective ass. That is part of the reason we are in this position to begin with.”

Aikiro nodded in approval at Moran’s words, once more vindicating her own reasons for putting this man in charge of their military. “Your father is correct young Javier. You are superior to them in every respect, of that there is little doubt, but with that superiority you must always respect what they could do.”

Yuri leaned forward. “I made the mistake you seem to be falling towards once my son. You are superbly trained, all of you, as your father has said. Use your heads as well as your skills.” 

Moran sat back in his chair. “Listen… we know the Kavalian Federation is massing once more to invade our territory. We have a year, maybe eighteen months before they hit us again. This time they have had nearly ten years to make their clones and train them to fight us. The Lycavorians handed them their asses when they invaded that planet twenty years ago. They are the only ones to have defeated them so soundly, and a large part of that is their ability to fully utilize their dragons and their skills. The Kavalian Federation doesn’t have any interest in the Union outside of espionage it seems.”

“Don’t you find that strange though father?” Javier asked. 

Moran shook his head. “Not really. Pusintin is a Lycavorian and their overall military commander in most respects, and he has the ear of the Federation Prefect, and he has been raised as a Kavalian for the better part of three thousand years. We don’t have much in the way of information on him, but his hatred of us runs much deeper than it does for the Union… hence why they have decided to come after us first. We have given them everything they can handle up until now, but we need what the Union can give to us if we are to defeat this next assault we see coming.”

“Listen to me all of you.” Yuri spoke. “We will be within Lycavorian space for at least a week, perhaps more if they give us what we will ask for. We will be watched that entire time. They have no love for us, and make no mistake they will jump at the first chance to embarrass us if they are able. You must be very careful in all that you do and say while carrying out your duties.”

“What makes us believe they will even give us what we desire if they hate us so mother?” Lucia asked.

Yuri met her beautiful face. “Because as I said… Leonidas is no fool. If the Kavalian Federation defeats us, they will come for the Union and he knows that. Helping us is the better way to remain out of the conflict without exposing his people, yet assisting us in our battle. It ultimately helps him in the end.”

“And then when we have defeated the Federation we can turn our sights fully back on the Union scum.” Dante barked harshly.

“We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” Moran spoke. “Right now let’s concentrate on the task at hand.”

Carisia detected the almost minute inflection in his voice, but she kept her eyes neutral and without emotion.

“That is really all we have at this time.” He spoke. “If there are no questions, you may all return to your duties. We’ll be arriving in Earth’s Sector in just over three days and then things will get interesting.”

Aikiro gazed down the table at where Carisia sat. “You have no further questions do you Carisia?”
“Just one Grandmother.” Carisia looked at Toria. “The name the Evolli gave to this prince and his dragon. What was it when translated?”

“In Evolli I believe it translates to something along the lines of Soul of Vile Blackness Princess Carisia.” Toria answered. “In most other languages… ours included… it translates to Soul Slayer.”

Yuri looked at her intently now. “Anything else Carisia?”

Carisia looked up from the data pad and met Yuri’s eyes. “No. I have no more questions mother.” She replied quickly.
“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Lucia spoke as she got to her feet.

Carisia heard Dante snicker as he got up too. She looked at where her mother and step father and grandmother sat one last time before getting to her feet and heading out of the secure conference lounge with the others, ignoring the looks of vile lust in Thast’s eyes.
SCIMITAR
SIXTY HOURS FROM EARTH

“I don’t suppose you were going to tell us at some point that you know Prince Androcles and his dragon personally… or that you were a Tier Six Mindvoicer were you Sadi?” Palta spoke as they sat in their shared quarters watching Sadi unpack a few of her clothes. “Did it ever cross your mind to share this with your friends?”


Teeria simply sat in one of the two chairs in the large quarters and watched Sadi. She had known her longer than anyone, for they had shared a blistering night of passion so many years ago and while they both agreed that it was a glorious experience, they also agreed it should not happen anymore. They had remained as close as friends could be over the years, always staying in touch and sharing things with each other that they shared with no one. Now Teeria knew what the red pendant Sadi wore signified. It was something she never took off, even in their sweaty hours together Sadi had never removed it.


Sadi turned from the dresser. “Palta… I haven’t seen him since he was eight months old.” Sadi spoke almost embarrassed by that acknowledgement. “And I don’t advertise I am a Tier Six because I don’t want others to treat me differently. I don’t use my Mindvoice abilities very often.”


“But you are a registered Tier Six.” Palta said. “And the only way to become a registered Tier Six is to study at the First Oracle’s School. You did that?”


Sadi nodded. “For two three-year periods.” She answered immediately.


“The Prince and his dragon obviously know you quite well.” Palta spoke.


“It has something to do with the pendant you are wearing… doesn’t it Sadi?” Teeria asked softly.


Sadi nodded and reached up to touch the pendant under her uniform. “Yes.”


“It’s a Dragon’s Heart pendant isn’t it?” Teeria asked. “And Prince Androcles wears the other half.”


Sadi looked at her and nodded with a small smile. “Yes.”


Palta looked at Teeria. “A Dragon’s Heart pendant?” She asked confused. “What is that Teeria?”


“I read about them once in the brochure they provided on Elear during the tour of the Dragon Island.” Teeria answered. “They are forged from the hearts of dragons that have died but wanted a piece of their bodies to continue on. The process takes years… but when it is complete, it is said a Dragon’s Heart pendant never loses its luster or shine. Especially when it is given in two parts of a whole.”

Palta looked confused. “What?”


“Palta don’t you get it?” Teeria asked. “Our Sadi… she and Prince Androcles… they wear the two parts of a single pendant. They are…”


Palta gasped as realization finally hit her and she came to her feet. “That is why he leaned so close to you on the airfield isn’t it?” She spoke. 


Teeria got to her feet with a happy smile. “Palta… next time you really need to study your Lycavorian Culture and The Culture and History of Sparta.” She spoke playfully. “Prince Androcles very clearly and most definitely, in the old fashion Spartan way, stated his intentions to court Sadi and take her as his mate.” Teeria stepped up to her and took Sadi’s hands in hers. “And I am guessing he’s not going to have a very hard time of it is he?”

Sadi chuckled and shook her head. “No.”


“This is the man you have waited for all these years?” Teeria said softly. “The one you have said you were waiting for?”


Sadi nodded. “I didn’t come to fully realize it myself until I was standing in front of him Teeria. His aura was pulsing so powerfully around me Teeria… I thought I was going to…”


Palta shook his head. “His aura? Sadi we were standing right next to you and we felt nothing.” She said.


Teeria grabbed a shirt from Sadi’s hand and threw it at Palta. “He is the King’s son Palta! You know as well as I do that the King has the ability to direct his aura. It would stand to reason that Prince Androcles has this skill as well.” She turned back to Sadi. “Just don’t make it too easy.”

Sadi laughed and kissed her cheek. “That is what Elynth said as well.” She spoke with a chuckle. “I just don’t know how strong I want to be Teeria. I’ve never felt what he made me feel. It made my knees weak and my stomach contract.”


Teeria laughed. “That is your stomach telling you it’s time to feed it!” She said playfully. “I think we should find our way to the dining lounge on this ship and get something to eat.”


Palta nodded quickly. “Then perhaps maybe you could find out if Prince Denali or Prince Resumar is available, preferably Prince Denali.”
“Palta you are such a slut!” Sadi exclaimed with a laugh.
“No I’m not! I’m just a healthy and strong female wolf who wants to find a mate. How often do I have to recite that?” Palta declared. “Preferably one who will curl my toes in my boots from the passion of his aura?”
“Why not Prince Arrarn?” Teeria asked her with a smile. “I think of all of them he is the most handsome. Sorry Sadi.”

Palta shook her head. “He’s too serious.” Palta spoke.   

“Prince Androcles is only a man Palta.” Sadi spoke with a grin at Palta’s answer. “And he is more serious than all of them.”

“Sure he is… that is why you are wet just thinking about him isn’t it?” Palta replied with a knowing grin.


“What about Malic Sadi?” Teeria asked suddenly.


“What about him?” Sadi spoke looking at her. “We are over… I told you that. He knows it as well.”


“He’s not going to be happy you didn’t tell him you were a Tier Six Mindvoicer Sadi.” Teeria said. “And it is going to hurt his ego something fierce when he discovers why it is you didn’t want to settle down with him.”


“He’ll get over it.” Sadi stated evenly.


“C’mon…” Palta exclaimed. “Now that you have mentioned food I’m starving.”


They entered into the corridor on deck eight and could see many crew members and other cadets and personnel in the corridors. The corridors were extra wide and easily high enough to accommodate a fully grown dragon. It seemed like a waste of space to Sadi, but then she could not deny the power and skill being bonded with a dragon brought to a person. They walked in silence, taking the elevator lift to deck six and then following the other cadets who were in front of them.


“This is it.” Teeria spoke as they entered the large mess lounge.


There were dozens of tables set up throughout the massive room, half of them already filled with the SCIMITAR’s normal crew. The deck plating under their feet was covered in rich dark blue carpet and the walls were painted not in the dull drab gray color as in ancient holo images of warships, but in several different forest tones giving off a soothing sensation. There was a line along the far wall, the stars streaking by in the view window that ran along behind the massive lay out of food. Men and women were carrying trays and plates and filing through the line in a very orderly and organized fashion. No one appeared rushed and it was overall a very relaxed atmosphere. They could hear no voices as there was soft elegant music coming from the side of the room and Sadi felt a tug on her arm.


“Sadi?” Teeria whispered softly.


Sadi turned quickly. “What Teeria… now I’m very hungry and I want to get in line.”


“It’s him!”


“What?” Sadi looked at her confused.


“Look!” Teeria motioned to the small stage. “In front of the Captain and Lady Gorgo and Queen For’mya!”


Sadi followed her motion and saw the five men and two women on the stage. Androcles sat in the single chair in front of them, playing the angular stringed instrument, the butt of the instrument tucked under his chin and his hand drawing the long rod across the strings. The sound was amazing… almost entrancing in its soft musical notes when combined with the other instruments. 
The group of musicians looked out over the six tables that were close to the stage and Sadi noticed that no one at these tables had begun eating yet, but Captain Sa’sur who they had met earlier and half a dozen Durcunusaan as well as roughly thirty other men and women sat at the tables along with Lady Gorgo, For’mya and the Princesses Eliani and Lisisa as well as Resumar and Denali. She did not see Andro’s other brother and sisters from the airfield and she assumed they were either still working or eating in another mess lounge.

“Un reull joa bashe fas jar.” Androcles spoke softly and exceptionally fluently in the ancient Lycavorian tongue as he lowered the instrument from his chin.


“Un reull joa bashe fas jar.” The men and women at the tables repeated in the same almost reverent tone of voice. Almost immediately after they spoke those words they began to talk and eat their food, smiles coming with soft laughter as the men and women from the stage joined them in their own seats.

Teeria looked at Sadi with wide eyes as she spoke the words softly. “To those no longer with us.” Sadi said in almost the same reverent tone.


“Sadi… you speak the ancient language too?” Plata asked shocked.


Sadi shook her head. The words had just come to her, popping into her mind as he had spoken them. “No.” She answered quickly. “It… I must have heard that from somewhere. Lady Gorgo perhaps.”


“Well… it’s more than what I know.” Palta spoke as Teeria looked at Sadi strangely. “I failed that course in my first year. It’s too hard to learn it.”


Teeria grabbed her arm. “Come on… he is going to the line.”


Sadi let them pull her along suddenly feeling something tingling in her head. The First Oracle had once told her she had unnaturally strong Mindvoice shields and Sadi now kept them up very high almost by second nature. Sadi knew that everyone within the Royal Family could speak the ancient language and all of them were considered to be at the very top Tier Six level or above in Mindvoice abilities so she quickly dismissed her feelings as a combination of Lady Gorgo or For’mya and the Prince or Princesses talking within Mindvoice.

[Mindvoice Shielded] [No KertaGai. It is me saying hello.] Androcles’s deep soothing voice filled her thoughts. [I did not want to intrude on your shields so I knocked so to speak.]

Sadi smiled but didn’t turn to face him as they got into the line for food. [Do you always invade the thoughts of another person when you wish to say hello Androcles Leonidas?]

[Your shields are powerful Sadi, and I would never attempt to invade on your thoughts. I was sensing your surface thoughts; that is all.]

[And what are they?]

[That you are exceedingly hungry]. Andro replied with a laugh. [You should eat more.]

Sadi chuckled out loud and Teeria and Palta looked at her oddly. She looked at them and shook her head quickly. [I eat just fine thank you.]

[My grandmother has taught me to cook many ancient Greek meals.] Andro spoke. [It is the part of Earth where Sparta is. I would be honored if you let me cook one for you.]

[Perhaps I will Prince Androcles.]

Sadi turned and looked at him, saw a smile split his face as he held his tray. [Oh… I think you will.] He spoke. [I’m a very good cook.]

“What was that you were playing?” Teeria’s voice broke into their connection and Andro shook his head quickly before realizing Teeria was standing in front of him now and had spoken out loud.


“I’m sorry… what?” He stammered and Sadi couldn’t help but chuckle. He had been talking with her so intently he had lost his train of thought when Teeria interrupted him.

“That music. It was beautiful.” Teeria spoke.


Andro smiled then. “It is a tribute of sorts. To those we left behind in the Evolli War. We play it before every meal period when we are able.”


“Where did you learn to play that instrument?” Sadi asked now as she came closer to him his lavender and pines scent drifting to her nose and tickling her senses.


“It is an ancient Earth instrument. A violin. I learned it during my time in Sparta.” Andro answered her, his azure orbs gazing at her with desire, passion and love all wrapped into one. It was a look that was making Sadi light headed with giddiness as her own body was calling out for him. Her blood was singing in her veins like she had never known, and it was singing all for Androcles.


Sadi started to speak but the large figure imposed himself between her and Andro and effectively ruined the very pleasant mood she was in. Sadi blinked quickly as the voice filled her head and she realized who was speaking.


“Sadi… we need to talk!” Malic stated.


“Malic… don’t be so rude! I was talking to someone!” Sadi snapped.


Malic turned to look at Andro quickly. “Forgive me sire. I just need to borrow Cadet Sadi for a moment.”

Sadi knew immediately what was happening. Malic was also an Alpha male, just like Androcles, albeit no where near as powerful. He was attempting to stake his claim to her even in front of the Prince. Sadi couldn’t believe the level of his arrogance. “Malic… I was speaking with the Prince! And you are being a rude mida!” Sadi blurted. Her eyes grew wide when the ancient word came easily from her lips.


Malic looked at her confused. “What did you say?”


Andro chuckled softly from behind the large Spartan. “She called you an ass.” He spoke to Malic’s back as he crossed his arms over his broad chest, tucking his tray under one arm.


Malic spun around and looked at Andro. “Milord?”

Andro was just as tall as Malic, his six foot one frame perhaps a half inch different from Malic standing in front of him, and he was equally muscular, but much more defined. He had been facing his father and uncles in sparing matches for the better part of his life. His Uncle Atropos and Uncle Andreus and his adopted Uncle Danny had trained him so thoroughly with his father that when it came time to attend his Agoge; he was more prepared than any teenager could ever be. He could beat most of the instructors when he arrived in Sparta, and they knew this so they made his life a living hell. Androcles had faced down far more imposing figures than Malic’s, and his presence didn’t faze him in the least.


“She called you an ass in the ancient language Enomotarch Malic.” Andro spoke.


Malic turned back to Sadi quickly his eyes wide as she glared at him. He turned back to Andro then. “Forgive me Milord… but Cadet Sadi and I have been seeing each other for three months now and we still have things we need to discuss.”


Sadi’s eyes went wide at this as she saw Andro’s body stiffen ever so slightly and her cheeks turned red in embarrassment. “Malic that is not true! We have nothing to discuss! We…”


“The mess lounge is not the place to discuss matters like this.” Andro spoke quickly seeing Sadi look at him with wide eyes. “I suggest one of the more private lounges. You will find them on all the decks.” He stepped closer to Malic and Sadi while placing his empty tray on the metal line to his left. “You disrespect her with your actions Enomotarch Malic.” Andro stated softly.


“Milord… we…”


Andro glared at him with those azure colored eyes. “If you wish to discuss something with Cadet Sadi… do so in private Malic. Insure you do not disrespect her or any female ever again. And most especially not in my presence.”


Malic bowed his head quickly. “Milord.” He spoke.


Andro glanced quickly at Sadi before turning and heading for the exit to the mess lounge.


Gorgo, For’mya and the others turned to gape in awe at where Malic stood and at what he had just said and done. Eliani and Lisisa shook their heads quickly while Resumar and Denali started to get to their feet. Gorgo’s hand on Resumar and For’mya’s hand on Denali stopped them both from getting up. 

“No Resumar. No Denali.” Gorgo spoke softly.


Resumar Leonidas looked at his grandmother with wide eyes. “Grandmother… he is disrespecting Andro by doing what he is doing. Sadi is to be his…”

Gorgo looked at him. “Is he?” She asked. “Sadi has been seeing that arrogant man for three months. I talked with her briefly about it on Apo Prime. In this regard I do believe we will not need to intervene at all. Sadi’s desire for your brother wafts from her pores most deeply.”


“But Andro is leaving!” Denali protested.


Gorgo shook her head with a smile on her face. “How long has your brother been in love with Sadi Denali?”


“She is all he has ever talked about.” Denali spoke in reply instantly. “For as long as I can remember.”

“No matter who shared his bed.” For’mya stated.


“She is a stunningly beautiful young wolf.” Gorgo spoke as she looked at For’mya and saw her dark brown eyes holding a knowing gaze. “Why do you think she has not taken a mate before now?”


“There have been many who have wanted to as well over the years.” For’mya said softly. “You only have to ask her father for that information. She has shunned them all… this Malic included.”

“What are you saying mother?” Denali asked.


“What your brother and Sadi share was forged many years ago when he was still just a baby Denali.” Gorgo spoke. “She knew even then in her subconscious that she would always be Andro’s. It is similar to what your father shares with all your mothers. What you will no doubt experience because of who you are. The complete and utter sense of devotion to another.” She looked into Denali’s eyes and surprisingly saw understanding in them. Gorgo chuckled. “Malic does not yet know what he has interrupted… though I do believe Sadi is about to let him know. In very pointed terms.”


Eliani had remained silent for the entire conversation. “It’s a shame really.” She spoke now. “He is rather hot looking.”


“Eliani you Pomai!” Lisisa declared playfully. (Slut)


Eliani crossed her arms over her ample chest. “I’m just saying he is a very handsome wolf who tickles my nose.” She spoke. “I’m not speaking to his obvious ego faults.”


For’mya chuckled at her children’s words. “Quiet… I want to enjoy the show.” She spoke.


Sadi watched Andro leave the mess lounge, her anger building as he walked out. Slowly she turned back to gaze at Malic with fire in her jungle green eyes.


Malic reached out and took her arm gently. “We should go somewhere more private.” He spoke.


Sadi wrenched her arm free of his grasp and glared at him with death in her eyes. “Malic if you ever lay a hand on me again I will cut your balls off and feed them to you!” Sadi hissed with more venom in her voice than anyone who knew her had ever heard. “I have waited for only one man all of my life Malic… my Soulmate… and you are not him! You will never be him.”

“Sadi… you didn’t tell me you were a Tier Six Mindvoicer!” Malic snapped well aware that dozens of eyes were on them now.


“I didn’t tell you Malic… because your ego could not have handled it!” Sadi barked. She stepped closer to him and jabbed a finger into his chest. “Make no mistake about this Malic… if you have ruined this one opportunity at happiness for me, I will haunt you for the rest of your days.”

“Sadi you…”


“No!” Sadi snapped. “I made a mistake allowing you into my life! I have watched you parade me around like a trophy of some sort to your comrades and to my friends! No more! You do not even know how to treat a woman Malic! You are nothing more than an egotistical celie iastin monsene riad aulved!” (Cock driven arrogant rock brain)


Malic’s brow furrowed at her use of the ancient language again, and he heard many of those present break out with short gasping laughter that they tried to control, to include those at the royal family’s table. Malic was no fool, and she obviously just called him some choice words in the ancient language, and he had no idea what they were. And Sadi looked just as surprised as him at what she had said.

“Look out!” A voice called.


Sadi turned toward the door as men and women alike scampered out of the way. Elynth’s huge body filled the doorway, her talons digging into the deck as she came around the corner, ducking her neck and head and barely clearing even the extra tall doorway. Malic’s eyes went wide, as did many of the cadets and new personnel that had come here to eat as Elynth moved up directly behind Sadi and settled her massive bulk to the floor. The only one to notice that to his credit Malic did not back up was Eliani.

KertaGai? Is everything alright? I felt a very strong surge from Andro and you and I thought something might be wrong.

Sadi turned her head and looked up at Elynth’s huge snout as it was only several inches from her shoulder. “Everything is fine Elynth. I was just going to find Andro.” She turned back to look at Malic. “It has been settled… hasn’t it Malic?”

Malic glared at her for a moment but one look into Elynth’s eyes told him to pursue it would be the biggest mistake of his career, and right now his career meant more to him than anything. He nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“Remember my words to you today Malic.” Sadi spoke softly. “You don’t know me… you have never taken the time to know me. All you have been concerned with is having me in your bed. You certainly don’t know what I am capable of Malic, and it is far more than you have seen or witnessed up until now. Pray you never have cause to see that part of me Malic, because as the gods are my witness, it would not be a pretty sight. I truly hope you find what it is you seek… but it is not me.”


Go KertaGai! I will remain and make sure others do not follow. Elynth told her.


Sadi didn’t question her and turned, breaking into a fast trot heading out of the mess lounge.


“Can you say… down for the count?” Eliani spoke softly with a smile as she looked at Lisisa.


Lisisa’s green eyes twinkled and she chuckled and she saw the others with small smiles on their faces. Whatever doubts any of those in the Leonidas family may have had about Sadi were quickly dashed aside with her performance this day.


“She made smoke out of him.” Resumar exclaimed with a smile.


Eliani and Lisisa burst out in even louder laughter and Eliani leaned over to kiss her brother on his cheek. “The phrase is she smoked him Res.” She spoke to him using the name everyone called him for short.


“Lon kos.” Resumar spoke without batting an eye. (That too)

“Medwan coi cuia kos brey tya.” Denali spoke with a grin. (Father is going to like her) “She’s a little like you Eliani.” He said looking at his older sister. “She has nor!” (Balls)

Eliani looked at him, her fern green eyes wide. “Nor!” She almost shouted.


Denali shrugged his broad shoulders. “Hey… as you are so fond of saying… if the shoe fits!”


Eliani’s eyes grew wide. “Denali Leonidas… I am going to daes terit nor!” She barked loudly as she stood up to her full five foot five height, heads now turning towards them from all over the mess lounge. (Cook your balls)


Denali laughed. “Teri spet daes!” (You can’t cook)


The regular crew members and officers of the SCIMITAR had seen it far too many times to be surprised. It was actually quite amusing to see the sons and daughters of their King carrying on as any other brother or sister in the Union would. It made them feel much closer to their King to know that he and his family were in fact very normal.


Eliani lifted her mug of coffee just as Denali was coming out of his chair. “There is nothing wrong with my cooking! I’ll show you cook you riad aulved!!” She shouted.


Denali didn’t give his sister a chance and he bolted before she could raise the mug to throw at him. Eliani gave chase immediately even though Denali was taller and had longer legs. Lisisa was glaring at her brother Resumar over the table and he lifted his hands in a sign of peace. 

“I didn’t do anything!” He protested.


“You probably put him up to that!” Lisisa snapped.


“I did not!” Resumar shouted back but not able to maintain a straight face.


Lisisa came to her feet slowly, her eyes never leaving her brother. “Res… I’m going to make you pay.” She growled.


Resumar leaned over quickly and kissed For’mya’s cheek. “Mother… I must check on Cemath. He seems to be calling my name! Urgently!” He gasped out before breaking into a run just as Lisisa launched the mug at him, barely missing his head.


Gorgo had sat through it stunned and now she turned to look at Captain Sa’sur. “Does this happen often?” She asked.


The elven captain of the SCIMITAR laughed loudly as she brought her mug of coffee to her lips and looked at Commander Bren. She turned back to Gorgo. “Lady Gorgo… this is our entertainment.” She exclaimed. “It never ceases to make the entire crew laugh. They will chase each other around the ship for at least an hour until Andro steps in.”


“He will step in though?” Gorgo asked hopefully.


Sa’sur nodded. “It depends on what side.” She answered seeing the look on Gorgo’s face and beginning to laugh even harder.


Sadi slammed her fists against the elevator lift as the doors closed just as she reached them.


“Anse!” She barked out stabbing at the button to call the lift. She had run down the corridor the way she had seen Andro turn, but he was long gone and no where in sight. She thought she caught a glimpse of his short black hair getting on the lift and began running towards it as the doors were beginning to close. Her heart was racing now… feelings of dread running through her at what had just happened. 

“Your use of the ancient language is getting better KertaGai.” His deep soothing voice echoed from nearby.


Sadi spun around and saw him leaning up against the bulkhead next to the lift in the dim light. She hadn’t even noticed him as she rushed up to the door. “Andro… I… what…” She stepped up to him now.

Sadi was not able to finish her sentence for she was suddenly scooped up quite easily in Andro’s arms, and his lips came down to cover hers in that same instant. Sadi’s eyes opened wide for a split second, her arms frozen in motion as he lifted her off the deck and crushed her to him, effectively pinning her against the bulkhead. In that split second, the rush of emotions and sensations cascaded through her like a runaway Lifter. All she had ever wanted… all she had ever desired… and it was right here for her now. All she had to do was surrender to the emotions within her.

Sadi groaned loudly and surrendered completely.

Her arms wrapped around his broad shoulders, and her legs slid up seductively along his hips as she met his kiss with every iota of stored up passion and desire she had been holding in all these years. She may not have known it until only a few hours earlier, she may have tried to deny it over the years, but now it was the only thing that mattered to her. He was what she wanted. What she had wanted from the very first moment she had stared into those azure blue eyes twenty-five years ago. She felt Andro’s arms pull her even closer, his tongue exploring and tasting, dancing across her teeth and her own tongue even as his aura washed over her and wrapped her within its embrace. A dance of love that had Sadi’s blood boiling in her veins as the warmth of his body and aura surged through every part of her. This was a kiss of passion and want unlike anything she had ever experienced. Every nerve in her body was screaming out its pleasure and her brain threatened to go into overload as it made her melt against him.


Andro had her in his arms, partly holding her up and partly pinned against the bulkhead. He had imagined this for more years than he could remember, having her lithe body in his arms and responding to him as she was. Whatever doubts he may have had about what she would feel were smashed aside the moment he saw that she wore the Dragon’s Heart pendant around her neck on the tarmac. He was born fully aware of everything around him, Elynth his only means to express that awareness, and the one thing he had desired since he was eight months old was finally going to be his. The lush warmth of her body, the feel of her lips and her sugar plum and spice scent were combining to drive him to heights he had never been. It wasn’t until he had to take a breath or pass out that he finally broke their kiss, using his nose and lips to nuzzle her cheek and throat even as he filled his lungs with her scent and air.

Sadi’s wolf eyes were open wide once more, jungle green outlined in black, her wolf fangs fully extended even as her hands were moving up to grasp his head as he nuzzled her throat and sent crushing tingles of fire shooting through her body.


“Cari… Carians Andro!” She was finally able to gasp out. (Gods)


Andro was unsure of his own racing heart and he was content to simply nuzzle her warm skin until he could pull away and look at her. His own azure blue orbs were outlined in black as well, a hint of yellowish color mixed into the cornea area, the dual fangs, identical to his father, and unique only to the line of Leonidas were long and extremely sharp as he looked at her. “Pen brol sorgur.” (I am sorry) Andro gasped out.

Sadi shook her head quickly and kissed him again hard, nibbling his bottom lip with her wolf fangs gently. “I’m not.” She gasped in reply when she pulled away.


“I have… I have waited for so long to do that.” Andro breathed gazing into her green eyes. 


Sadi smiled dreamily. “Oh… and it was spectacular.” She told him. “Please… please tell me you are going to take me to your quarters Andro. Please tell me you are going to make me yours.” She spoke hopefully. Yes she wanted him… and she wanted him now in the worst possible way.


Andro rested his forehead to her chest above her breasts and after a long moment he shook his head. “No.” He said finally.


Sadi pulled his head from chest and looked at him stunned. “No?” She asked astonished. “What… what is wrong? Do I… do I smell bad? Don’t I… don’t you want me?”


Andro smiled and kissed her moist lips gently sending more shivers through Sadi’s body. “KertaGai… I want you more than I have ever wanted anything in my life.” He spoke softly. “My ship however, is not how I wanted our first time together to be.”

Sadi couldn’t believe she was hearing this and she couldn’t help the feeling of unabashed love that swarmed her senses. She brought her hands to his face and stared into his eyes deeply. “You… you are serious?” She said finally.


Andro nodded with a smile. “When I claim you Sadi… it will be upon the satin sheets in my villa in Gytheio, the Port of Sparta. It is a small villa… but it is mine. The moon will be above us, and the breeze from the ocean will be washing through the doors surrounding us. When you scream my name Sadi… I want the entire city to hear your cries.”


“You are a cocky ronnus.” She spoke with the tone of her voice dripping in love. “What makes you think you can make me scream your name?”

“I have faith in my abilities.” He replied with a grin.


“Wow… you are a confident ronnus!” Sadi exclaimed. Sadi wasn’t kidding herself she knew. After the kiss they had just shared, Sadi had no doubts she would happily scream his name at the moon until she was hoarse.

Andro chuckled. “Perhaps… but it will be perfect.” He said.


“Isn’t it… isn’t it usually the females who are concerned about that sort of thing?” Sadi asked him with a loving smile as she traced his jaw with a finger.


“Eliani would say I’m getting in touch with my more feminine side.” Andro told her with a grin.


Sadi laughed heartily at that, her tone like music to his ears and he leaned over to nuzzle her throat again hearing her gasp in delight. “And… and just how long will I have to wait for this to happen?” Sadi asked.


Andro laughed as his lips brushed the warm silky skin of her neck. “Not as long as I had originally planned I can tell you that. I intend to worship you for at least three straight days when I claim you KertaGai.”


Sadi ran her fingers through his soft black hair. It was cut very short but the style fit him perfectly, and it made her fingers want to do nothing but stroke it all night. “Only three?” She asked playfully. “Androcles Leonidas… I am disappointed. That doesn’t sound very Spartan like.”

Andro laughed softly. “We will have the entire rest of our lives after that KertaGai.” He spoke. “Do not be disappointed, three days is only the beginning.”


Sadi stared at him for a long moment, her fingers lowering to trace his face, his lips, his mustache and goatee and she watched his eyes close in bliss. “Andro… how is… how is this even possible?” She asked softly.


His azure eyes opened and he looked at her. “Does it matter?” He asked.


“But to feel for you what I feel?” Sadi asked softly. “To have felt it for so long. Andro… there was never anything serious between Malic and I. We…”


Andro shook his head. “The past is just that KertaGai. It has led us both to this point in our lives. From here we go forward. My father… my father has always told us to never fear the unknown. To embrace it and relish in the new experiences and sensations it can bring us. That is exactly what I intend to do. You know that your Mindvoice abilities have allowed you to see things differently than most. To experience events from a very different perspective. The moment Elynth touched you Sadi, you became different. It is not something I asked her to do, though I am very happy she did. And I intend to make up for lost time very soon.”

Sadi smiled and her heart sang at his words. “What exactly do you intend to do now Prince Leonidas?” She asked. “You have me in a rather compromising position at the moment, and I’m not in a mood to protest anything you might suggest.”


Andro smiled. “What I intend is to take you to one of the smaller dining lounges and watch you eat. Arrarn, Normya and Zarah usually eat near the flight deck. They are…” He smiled. “They are possessive of their aircraft and they are the more sedate of my siblings in many ways. Your stomach is still growling… and soon your hungry will override everything else. Join me with them and we can begin planning our future together.”


“I… I hunger for you. Not food.” She gasped.


“No more than I hunger for you Sadi.” He said. “We have waited this long… another few days will only make the anticipation that much more inviting and rewarding.”


Sadi kissed him once more, holding his face in her hands before finally running her moist tongue across his lips. “Then feed me Prince Leonidas.” She said. “Before I decide to disregard all of these carefully laid out plans of yours and throw myself upon you in a sexual frenzy that you will be unable to refuse!”


Andro laughed and lowered her to the deck, his hands never leaving her body. He took her hand in his gently. “Follow me.”

EARTH

CITY OF SPARTA

CO-CAPITAL OF EARTH

POPULATION THREE MILLION SIX HUNDRED

THE KING’S VILLA


As with the Island Palace on Apo Prime, the King’s home and more commonly referred to as the Sparta Estate, had been enlarged dramatically over the years. It now stood at nearly fifty-thousand square feet of living space, all of it a single level. The main portion of the estate remained essentially unchanged with the main living area of the home increased in size three times over the last twenty years. All of the home’s nineteen bedrooms were in a circle around the main living area, separated by a ten meter wide flowered walkway that wrapped around the main living area. Inside the main home was the Great Room, where half a dozen large couches and chairs were arranged around the massive two meter across fireplace. The kitchen was still connected to the Great Room, and it too had been enlarged to accommodate the entire Leonidas clan at the single massive table. The main Dining Room where guests and dignitaries came for dinner was an enormous room nearly ten thousand square feet by itself. The massive polished pine table could seat thirty with ease.


There were several large rooms connected to the main living area, to include a complete communications and security station. Within this room… members of the Durcunusaan could monitor the entire four hundred acre Estate with ease. There were several offices, mainly for the King and his Queens, each of them with important duties within the Union that they tended to without fail. While the home was the largest within Sparta’s realm, which once more included Gytheio, it was not furnished with outrageously expensive or exorbitant pieces of furniture. Many of the couches and chairs and tables were hundreds of years old and lovingly maintained by three dozen men and women who worked on the Estate’s grounds daily. All of these men and women had their own large homes actually on the Estate’s grounds. There was a two story barracks style building nestled among hundred year old pines that was home to nearly two hundred Durcunusaan soldiers who were responsible for the Estate’s security even when the Leonidas family was not in residence, to include the four acre dragon mountain that had been built almost exactly to the dimensions of the facility on the Island Palace.


While they spent considerable time on Apo Prime, many knew that the King and his entire family preferred the slower pace and country setting of the Sparta Estate to the Island palace. The Durcunusaan maintained an almost severe set of guidelines and rules concerning the security of the Sparta Estate, and to this day the Durcunusaan could proudly say no one had ever been able to breach the defenses of the Estate. Armetus himself had sent his finest people against the Estate’s security blanket and they had always been caught before breaching the first line. No one but the Durcunusaan knew what kind of security measures were in place on the estate, and no one had ever tried to find out. Though no one had ever breached the Estate’s defenses, the Durcunusaan never allowed their vigilance to drop or lower. The Sparta Estate was perhaps the most secure facility on Earth outside of the Eden City Command Center, and outside of the Royal family there were very few men and women who were allowed unfettered access to the Estate.


Martin Leonidas opened his dark brown eyes slowly as the slight breeze and the rising morning sun fell across the expanse of the immense bed warming his exposed skin. The aroma of Aricia’s special blend of coffee filtered to his nose and he smiled. He felt the two separate weights on his six foot two, two hundred and forty pound body and thought nothing of them. He knew exactly what they were.


Isabella’s dark brown almost black silk like hair splayed out across his broad chiseled chest, mingling with Dysea’s platinum locks that washed across his abdomen. Isabella was nestled against his left side, her beautiful porcelain like face tucked neatly into the crook of his shoulder, her lips slightly parted as she slept soundly. Dysea’s head rested on his powerfully sculpted abdomen, her large firm breasts pressed tightly against his hip. Bella’s equally large breasts were stabbing into his ribcage, the coolness of her pierced and studded nipples pressed against his warm skin. Dysea’s wildflower scent mixed with Bella’s sweet lilac like scent in the morning air, and Martin Leonidas inhaled deeply. Their bed was enormous, meant to fit all six of them with ease, which it did quite well. It was a sight to see really, the tangle of arms and legs in the morning when all of them slept together in the bed. It did not matter where anyone was positioned; they were in physical contact with each other all of the time when they slept. It brought a sensation of love and warmth to the large bed that made all of them happy. Unlike the rumors that floated around the Union, they did not always partake of the physical pleasures of each other when they were in bed together. It was well known that the Queens enjoyed each other as well as Martin, but there were times when they were all simply content to have their bodies touching in some intimate manner as they drifted off to sleep. Last night was one of those nights, as the three of them had worked long into the evening with Deia, Panos and Tarifa on half a dozen new proposals for trade agreements and new petitions by member worlds and even two new requests to enter the Union.

All of them would be together soon enough Martin thought to himself as he allowed the warmth of the sun to caress his exposed body. Aricia and Anja were returning from Hadaria the next day, and For’mya would be arriving with his mother and children the day after that. The sounds of children and laughter would once more fill the Sparta Estate for the next six months at least, and then Martin planned to get down to the business of having his Queens all in the same bed once more. 
As far as Martin Leonidas was concerned… this was his home… and the Island Palace on Apo Prime was more their vacation home than anything now. All of his children had been born here in Sparta, and all of his older ones spent more time here than they did on Apo Prime.


Martin turned his head slowly and kissed Bella’s forehead softly as he slowly extracted himself from their bodies. As he stood up completely at the foot of the bed he saw Dysea fold herself into Bella’s arms to make up for Martin’s body heat which was now gone. Her beautiful elven face rested atop Bella’s breasts, and they both continued to breathe easily as they slept, Bella’s arms naturally wrapping around her fellow Queen and long time lover without an instant of hesitation. It wasn’t unusual for one or more of them to leave the bed while the others slept, they had grown accustom to it as they raised fourteen children within the walls of their home here. They never wore clothes when they slept, even in the winter months. All of them were wolf now with the exception of Isabella, and during the winter months when there was a slight chill in the air, Bella was the one who slept next to Martin while the others spooned around them under the blankets. Her vampire blood did not allow her to stay as warm during the cold months of winter and she was always heavily dressed. It was a curse that she was entirely happy was not passed down to her two daughters, as they were half wolf and their wolf genes seemed to be the more dominant of the two.

Martin rubbed his large hand through his long thick black hair and scratched his beard as he turned and made his way out of their massive bedroom. Dysea and Bella would wake of their own accord he knew, and he was always the early riser of the group. As he stepped fully into the morning sunlight, the scent of wild pines and flowers filled him and he breathed deeply. The mountains that surrounded Sparta on three sides were filled with towering pine trees hundreds of years old, and their smell filled the valley in the early morning. Their bedroom, though enlarged like all the others over the years, was the only bedroom actually connected to the main estate. He had used the patio entrance that opened into the circular path between the large rows of small apartments where their children stayed when they were here. Like those on Apo Prime, the apartments were complete units that allowed his children their own privacy, but also made it possible for them to eat in the same huge kitchen room as they always did. It was not something that Martin or his Queens required; it was something that his children had done all on their own over the years.


Martin turned and made his way on bare feet towards the patio entrance into the main gathering room of the villa. The kitchen was connected to that room and he could already detect the freshly brewed smell of Aricia’s special blend of coffees in the air. He smiled to himself, knowing that Helen must already be awake and here in the villa. Even with her duties as the First Oracle and Director of the School of the Mages on Apo Prime, Helen made it a point to return to Sparta as often as she could. She had her own small, well guarded apartment on the Estate’s immense grounds, and was more often than not the one to be found in the kitchen first, preparing some sort of fantastic dish of food. It was a passion for her… to cook for others… and even though she was loved and regarded as the First Oracle of their people, Helen made certain she continued to cook for others. 

And that was usually Martin, his Queens and their family.

Martin entered the main gathering room and saw the fire in the marble fireplace burning down from the night before. The Durcunusaan had free reign to go anywhere and use anything they wished on the Estate. It was something that Martin insisted upon of those who so willingly would put their lives on hold to protect him and his family. He insisted that they partake of the entertainment and other facilities on the estate and those that had the late shift usually made a roaring fire and conducted their written reports on the couches and chairs within the gathering room. Martin turned right upon entering and went immediately into the huge kitchen, the smell of Aricia’s coffee overwhelming. He smiled when he saw Helen in her customary sleeping robe bending over one of the large ovens and putting what appeared to be her biscuits into the oven to cook.
“Will you never stop trying to sneak up on me Martin?” Helen’s voice echoed as she stood up closing the oven.

“I wasn’t trying to sneak up on you.” Martin defended himself as he moved to the ever present coffee dispenser.

Helen turned to face him as he poured himself a mug of coffee. “I understand you have agreed to give the graduation speech at the ceremony in four days.” She spoke.

Martin nodded. “I haven’t given one in almost fifteen years and I figured it would be time to do it again.” He answered as he sipped the coffee and let it flow down his throat and into his stomach. “You know how I hate trying to make speeches for events like that. I don’t like people hanging on my every word.”

Helen smiled and stepped up to him, reaching up to stroke his face. No matter how many times she looked at him, Helen could not get over the uncanny resemblance he had to his father. “They don’t hang on your every word Martin Leonidas. They listen to you because when you speak it is with passion and conviction. Just like your father did. They know when you speak; it comes from your heart. You still haven’t figured it out have you?”

Martin met her gaze. “Figured what out? That far too many people seem to look at me like I’m some sort of god? That sometimes I rely too much on the past to direct our future?”

Helen smiled. “Martin… you have brought back to our people the spiritual connection we had to our past. When combined with your intense devotion to Spartan law and culture it may seem to some to be a political or religious movement, but trust me when I tell you no one views you that way. Oftentimes the past is the perfect way to direct the future, and you have the ability to walk that line and not let it become blurred.”

“How can you be so sure?” Martin asked.

“You do not let them see you that way.” Helen answered as she turned to pour herself her own mug of coffee. “You are the most approachable King in history Martin Leonidas. Anyone’s history. People see you… on the streets of Apo Prime… on the streets of Sparta always… they see how you treat your Queens… the jokes you make of yourself. They see how your own children are the most unassuming offspring of royalty that there could ever be. You have a grip on normalcy that you refuse to let go of, and this has endeared the people of the Union to you in a way nothing ever could. Your first thought is always for others, and what is in the best interests for the Union… for everyone in the Union. They see the way you live…” Helen waved her hand around as if encompassing the entire villa. “Your insistences on maintaining this old furniture and this villa even though there are some pieces that are almost as old as you.”

“Hey… I like my furniture! And this villa!” Martin protested.

Helen laughed. “Martin… it may seem to you as if they look upon you in some fanatic or religious way… when in reality they look upon you with the eyes and hearts of trust and respect for what you have done. They would follow you to Vada Lethadori Martin… without hesitation because they know you would be there with them, and do everything within your power to bring them all home. That is why they follow you. And they see that your children are no different than you.” (The Gates of Hades)

“Helen…” He started to say.

Helen shook her head quickly. “No… you just continue to do what you have done all these years. Be yourself. You impress people by just doing that and you don’t even know it.” She patted his arm. “I will talk with Dysea and Bella when they wake up and decide what we will have for dinner when everyone is here. They already have spoken with the others and we’ll work something out. You and your sons are easy, you will eat anything. We have to plan for the women in your family however.”

They both turned when the Durcunusaan Colonel appeared in the doorway. “Milord?”

Martin turned and looked at him. “Good morning Fache.” He spoke.

Colonel Fache had been in command of the Sparta Estate security for the last fourteen years, and for him it was the best duty he could have ever hoped to obtain. His mate simply adored living in Sparta.

“Sire… I have General/Colonel Simpson transmitting from SPARTAN’S SOUL.” Fache spoke. “He’s requesting a secure connection, Security Level Nine.”

Martin’s eyes perked up and he pushed off from the counter he was leaning against. 
“Level Nine?” He asked.

Fache nodded. “I have routed the connection to your office sire.”

Martin nodded and leaned over to kiss Helen’s cheek. “I’ll see you later.” He spoke.

Helen nodded. “Go play King.” She said with a smile.

Martin headed out of the kitchen area as Fache handed him the two data scrolls as they walked. “Did he say what it was about?”

Fache shook his head quickly. “No Milord.”
Martin nodded. “Why don’t you sit in Fache… this could be important.” He spoke.


“On our way to Earth now Marty.” Dan’s voice was clear and focused from his quarters on SPARTAN’S SOUL. “I wanted to interrogate this scum we took alive before contacting you.”


“Immortals?” Martin asked from the comfortable high backed chair in his office. “This is a stupid question Danny… but are you sure?”


Dan nodded. “No doubt.” He answered. “The Evolli said they were contacted by a High Coven operative to secure the purchase of the T19s. The Immortals were supposed to make the transfer. This is the same bunch we have been getting reports on from the border colonies boss man. Most of them were holdovers from the war. They didn’t take to kindly to surrender it seems.  He says they have been surviving on the go in a hodgepodge of ships. These are the same boys that hit the mining colonies on Ouvr, Aleik and Pulolm. He did give us a name and a supplier in The Wilds on Talbor Seven.”


“Where are the rest of them?” Martin asked.


Danny shook his head quickly. “We tried to get that out of him… but it appears he and his buddies were dropped off to conduct the transfer and then they would be picked up. He doesn’t know where their larger force is, or where they would go when they realize their little party was crashed.”

“What’s his condition now?” Martin asked.


Danny’s face took on a sheepish look and Martin saw Anuk step into the transmission now. His oversized shirt covered her body all the way down to her knees and she held a mug of tea in her hand. 


“His metabolism did not agree with the vacuum of space Martin… I’m sorry.” Anuk spoke. 


Martin looked at her in the transmission. “I take it he acted in a rather vile way then?”


Anuk smiled sweetly and Martin couldn’t help but grin. When it came to rather nasty tempers, after twenty-five years of being with Danny, Anuk had almost reached Anja’s level of nastiness when pissed off. “You could say that.” She answered.


“You got in touch with Andro before he left Apo Prime right?” Martin asked.


Danny nodded with a grin. “He took the news in stride… just like you, though I wasn’t able to tell him much about our now deceased friend. He said he would contact Riall and make sure he brought all the latest intelligence reports when he departed Apo Prime later this evening.”


“Jesus Dan… we haven’t heard anything from the High Coven in fifteen years.” Martin said. “Why suddenly would they risk coming across our borders and conduct black market arms deals in our territory?”


“I thought they were still officially at war with the Kavalian Federation.” Dan said. “Seems kind of silly to do something like this when you already got your hands full with those loose cannons.”

Martin nodded. “Well… they are apparently in another one of their lulls… but we know what happened after the last two. The High Coven got hit and hit hard. Besides… I wouldn’t trust the Kavalian Federation any further than I could throw them.”


“Yeah… I agree with that. Do you think Pleistarchus would try and pull something?” Danny spoke. 
“That would get them nothing but pain. He knows that.” Martin answered. 

“Well… you do have a knack for pissing people off brother.” Danny spoke.

“Aricia says it’s my charming personality.” Martin spoke.


“Or lack thereof.” Danny replied.


“I’ll have Admiral Joarl start contacting all our border colonies near Ceku Tertius to make sure they are still secure.” Martin spoke. “If they were in the sector… any of them could be at risk with these idiots running around. And once they discover their little plan went awry… I have a feeling they’ll be out for blood. We’ve been after this group for too long to let them slip our grasp now.”


“Good idea.” Danny spoke. “We’ll maintain our current speed and course. If we need to divert somewhere just contact us. Otherwise… I’ll see you in two days.”


“Watch your ass brother.” Martin spoke.


Danny nodded. “And you.”


Martin sat back in his chair as the transmission ended and he sipped his still hot coffee. He looked at where Fache sat in the chair. “Colonel?”


“Immortals sire?” Fache spoke. “After so long a period?”


Martin nodded. “I’m thinking the same thing you are Fache. Raise the status of everyone across the board until we find out what is going on.” Martin said. “Do it quietly so word doesn’t get out before we are ready, but make damn sure all security detachments know. Do it yourself if you would.”


Fache came to his feet. “I will start right now sire.”


Martin watched him leave the office before he got up and moved to the large colonial style window looking out over the city of Sparta in the distance. He lifted his mug and sipped his coffee. 


“Back in the game huh Yuri?” He spoke softly. “What do you have in mind this time woman?”

LEONIDAS IIA-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

SPIRIT OF HADARIA

ENROUTE BACK TO EARTH 

The SPIRIT OF HADARIA was perhaps the second most well known LEONIDAS IIA ship within the United Lycavorian Union Fleet. Over the course of the last twenty-five years, no matter where disaster struck, no matter what disaster befell the species of the Union, the SPIRIT was usually the first or second ship to arrive on the scene. There was no mistaking the five foot three inch tall, Persian red haired Queen. Once you were able to meet her… it was next to impossible to forget her. With the senior Hadarian Divine One Eurin and her twin sister Sivana at her side they had practically transformed the entire medical structure of the Lycavorian Union. It was now more streamlined than ever before, with Hadarian Healers by the thousands now mixed in with the troops they would fight beside. Living with them, eating with them, and in some instances becoming husband and wife. The Hadarians had traditionally been a peaceful but secular people, and King Resumar had begun bringing them out of their shell before he had died. The older Healers had allowed their people to fall back into their old ways, but the return of the grandson of Resumar and the daughter of their own King Yelu changed all that.

It was not uncommon now to see Hadarian Healers traveling with the regular fleet ships, conducting training with the Spartans they would stand beside in battle. Most of the younger generation of Hadarians relished this and you would be hard pressed to find any Hadarian under the age of two thousand years old that did not adore their Queen and all she had done. Many of the older Healers and scholars tried to keep the changes from happening, but when Anja set her mind to something, it usually came to be. Eurin may have been one of the dozen or so oldest of their people, but she was also the most forward thinking of them, and she simply adored Anja and Sivana both. In order to appease many of the older Healers, Sivana had chosen to remain on Hadaria with Belen and their three children three months out of every year. It was just another sticking point with the scholars and older members of the Hadarian Parliament, that neither their ruling Queen nor ruling Princess would allow themselves to be corralled into remaining on Hadaria for longer than they wanted. 
It also rubbed some of them the wrong way that both the surviving members of their own royal family were now mated to Lycavorians. Many of those men and women had learned over the years they could only push so far before the twin sisters exploded. Anja’s fiery temper was well known throughout the Union, and while Sivana had much more patience for things, when she exploded it was wise to not be in the same room with her. They were alike in many ways as sisters, and as Sivana had fallen into her role as Princess with relish and as her life as a slave and smuggler drifted into the past, she found herself taking on more of the traits of her beloved twin. They were fiercely devoted to their mates and their children and each other and everything else came after they did. Once Sivana had been trained and schooled and finally conducted her Ascension Ceremony, it was discovered she was nearly as powerful as her sister in being able to command the healing properties of the nebula that surrounded and, every six months, saturated their homeworld.

Anja Leonidas was considered the premier medical mind in the Union, and almost nothing could escape her realm. She was always studying for new ways to improve medical treatment and develop new medicines that benefited their people. It was Anja that developed the wonder drug that actually made it easier for those with vampire mates to have children. It was something that Isabella had volunteered for first, and when she became pregnant within six months it became a very hot commodity. There were more interspecies marriages now among vampires and Lycavorians, not to mention so many other species within the Union. Working with Eurin and Sivana and two dozen of the finest minds in the medical fields, they had abolished many of the troublesome childhood diseases that affected the Algolian people and the Folcani race, as well as developing treatments for nearly every known disease that still resided within the Union. She had accomplished so much and she never stopped working for more.

It was also well known that while Anja was a Healer first, she was also one of the most lethal combatants within the Union. Her fighting skills were almost as famous as that of the King and Aricia, and there had been many times during the Evolli Triad War that Anja had led battles from the front with Miath her dragon at her side, and then immediately after winning, she would fall into her role as doctor.

Anja stood in front of the fake fireplace that adorned her personal quarters on the SPIRIT as she sipped the mug of coffee. The white button down shirt, one of Martin’s older dress uniform shirts, did absolutely nothing to hide her large but exceptionally firm breasts or her small waist. Her skin was deeply tanned, and made her Persian red hair stand out even more. Her jade green eyes were always bright and alert. She considered herself muscular, but not in the manner of Dysea and Aricia who were naturally ripped and defined in a way she would never be no matter how much she worked at it. Her body didn’t seem to matter to Martin, and he had always told her he adored how she was just the perfect combination of muscles and lush definition.


“Do you miss her Anja?” The soft voice spoke from behind her.


Anja turned and saw Aricia enter the main living room dressed in a very similar shirt, also one of Martin’s older uniform shirts. It seemed they wore them more than he did for he hated any kind of dress uniform.


Anja watched Aricia pad into the room with nothing but love and desire in her jade colored eyes.


Aricia Leonidas was the personification of corporeal beauty as far as Anja Leonidas was concerned. Her five foot seven frame was packed with muscle, but defined in such a way that could make you wet just looking at her. Her breasts were full and firm, with a narrow rippled abdomen and waist and long lean legs that she could wrap around you in a heartbeat. Her exceptionally long raven black hair fell to the top of her firm ass cheeks, her skin deeply tanned like Anja’s, her high cheekbones and full lips elegant and delicious. What set her apart were her azure blue eyes. They almost seemed to glow in the right light and they were the reason that Anja knew every male wolf in the Union would give their lives for one night with her. Yet like Anja and the others, only one man could stir Aricia in that way and that was her Soulmate and husband. 
They were Martin’s Queens and they shared each other willingly and with a great deal of love whenever they were all together, but Aricia and For’mya had been there for her ever since Seanna’s death without question or hesitation and that had developed a very powerful bond between the three women. A bond that was much stronger than any they had known before. It was a bond that had translated into them spending as much time together as they could. She and Aricia had shared a unique relationship when they had first met all those years ago, and since Seanna’s death that relationship had blossomed once more, only now it included the seductive elf For’mya as well. A fact that Anja relished almost as much as Aricia.


Aricia was the youngest of Martin’s Queens, but since the events of Enurrua so many years ago and the monumental growth in her Mindvoice powers, Aricia was now the one all of them turned to. She was the strongest of Martin’s Queens in not only physical abilities, but Mindvoice abilities, and after what she had seen and endured, Aricia brought an uncomplicated mentality to many things that seemed complicated but were in actuality very easy to fix.


Anja shook her head slowly. “Not as much as you might think Little Wolf.” She replied moving to where Aricia had settled onto the comfortable couch. Anja took a place next to her, their thighs touching and smiled. Anja was the only one who still referred to Aricia using the nickname they had first given her, yet it was used with love and affection and held no other meaning than that. “We… we were beginning to draw apart when she died.”


Aricia looked at her surprised. “Anja… we… we didn’t know that.” She gasped.


Anja shook her head. “I wasn’t going to tell anyone. Martin knew… he could sense it and we talked about it. I couldn’t keep it from him… you know as well as I that he has an uncanny knack for knowing when one of us is upset about something.” She spoke quickly. 
Aricia nodded. “Yes he does.”

“Seanna had found a male she was interested in on our mission to Lycavore all those years ago. She tried to hide it for a long time, but I knew. She didn’t tell me at first… but she let him cado forn her and I caught his scent one night. She thought I would be angry… but I wasn’t.”


Aricia’s head canted to the side. “I don’t understand? Why were you drawing away then Anja?”


Anja met her gaze. “She told this man what we shared after they had been together quite a few years. Apparently… and I don’t know this for sure… a few months after she told him he began to pressure her to get me to… she wanted to share me with her friend. He was… he was a Lycavorian from the Hadarian Security detachment.” Anja spoke looking at her. “She wanted me to join them in their bed as she was willing to join us in ours.”


“But… Seanna never joined us in our bed Anja.” Aricia spoke. “No one certainly ever pressured her. Martin… Martin even said he did not want another to join us after Resumar was born. He has always been more than content with the five of us. This… this is all amazing to me. She… you and she were together for eight years after Eliani was born and this is not something I… any of us expected.”


Anja nodded slowly. “I know.” She spoke. “I think because she was willing to do it if I asked her that I should be willing as well. I tried to explain to her that was something I would never do… even if Martin allowed it. Which he never would.”


“Don’t… don’t be angry with me Anja… but… did you want to?” Aricia asked softly.


Anja met her eyes and shook her head immediately with a smile. “No Little Wolf. Martin Leonidas is the only man I will ever share a bed with. He is all I have ever needed and all I have ever wanted. What he makes me feel no man could come close to. And not just physically either.”


“I was curious that is all.” Aricia spoke. “Of all of us… you were apart from him the longest… before you and he discovered who you truly were. It is always something I have been curious about. I have never known another man… that vile pig Joric doesn’t count… and to be honest… I have never desired another man.”  

Anja scooted closer and stretched her legs out, turning and lowering her head to Aricia’s thighs as Aricia’s warm hand settled to her abdomen. “Well it made her angry. I believe this male pressured her to keep asking me about it. Imagine what he could brag about if he was able to get both of us in his bed. He got to fuck his Queen. The fool actually thought he could get away with it I suppose. Martin would have skinned him alive and then fed him to Altairan albino leopards.”
Aricia chuckled. “Yes… he is rather possessive of us isn’t he? Do you know who this man was?” Aricia asked.

Anja nodded. “I saw him when we gathered for her Final Ascension. He didn’t seem particularly happy to see me. We hadn’t talked for three months before Seanna was killed. I was able to get to her before she died… I told her I was sorry… and she apologized for being so foolish.”


Aricia brought her hand up and caressed her cheek. “Anja you don’t blame yourself do you?”


Anja shook her head quickly. “No. She wanted something I was not prepared to give her. Something I would never be prepared to give her and she knew that. I think after so long together she thought she deserved it, which only tells me she didn’t truly understand what Martin and you and the others mean to me.” Anja smiled warmly. “I will always remember the good times we had… but in the end she wanted more than she was entitled to. I just don’t like going to see her parents every year. I believe this friend may have turned them against me in some way. They are always so cold now, almost as if they blame me for her death.”


“And you think this friend has some part in how they treat you now?” Aricia asked.


Anja nodded. “He still sees them quite often. I guess it was much more serious than Seanna led me to believe.”


“Then stop going to see them Anja.” Aricia spoke. “After hearing what you have told me… I believe you are just doing it out of some misplaced sense of guilt that you should not have.”


Anja nodded. “I decided before we left that this would be my last trip to see them.” She spoke tilting her head back and looking at her. “What you and I have re-discovered… what we share with For’mya now… I don’t want to come between you and For’mya Little Wolf.”

“We don’t think that Anja! Never!” Aricia exclaimed. “We have never thought that! What we share… what we share the three of us is beyond what most people can understand. Dysea and Bella understand because they have the same thing. I love For’mya… nothing will ever change that. I love you… I always have. When For’mya joined us she came to understand as well what we share. I told her about our first weeks and months together and what you and I meant to each other. I don’t think there is a jealous bone in her body, except when it comes to Martin. She thought it was beautiful actually. We will never deny each other Anja; I relish Dysea and Bella’s touch upon me just as much as yours and For’mya. It is no different for you and them I know, but we do gravitate to certain people. For’mya and I gravitate to you, as you do to us. Dysea and Bella to each other. We would never expect each other to change.”

“It helps that we all gravitate to Martin.” Anja said with a smile.

Aricia grinned. “Well… when he can do to us what he can… how could we not? And he does it so well… even after all these years together. He will never tire of us Anja… any of us.” She said with a chuckle. “With everything that has happened in the last years, the separate duties we all have…” Aricia looked at her. “I think it’s time we began to rediscover what we all mean to each other.”

 Anja nodded. “That sounds wonderful. I want to continue on with my life and what we have together. All of us.” 

Aricia laughed suddenly squeezing her hand tightly. “You know they call us the three good witches at the children’s center in Sparta.”


Anja laughed now as well. “What? Why?”


Aricia leaned over and kissed her softly. “Whenever we show up there to pick up our children we always hand out little treats. The other children love it.”


“Well… as a doctor I should be saying we shouldn’t do that.” She spoke.


“You hand out more than any of us.” Aricia stated.


Anja chuckled. “I know.” Anja sipped her coffee and pushed back gently against Aricia loving the warmth of her body. “Are Andreus and Kmyla coming to Sparta for the dinner?”


Aricia nodded. “As far as I know… and the last time I spoke with Gorgo she told me that they would all be there. Most of her children with Riall have already moved to Earth. Gorgo says it is their way of telling her to return to the home of her roots.”


“Sivana and Belen will be leaving Hadaria tomorrow.” Anja spoke. “You know… this will be the first time since before the war that we will have everyone together.”


Aricia laughed. “If I remember correctly… the last time it took us a week to get the villa back to working order.” She spoke sipping her coffee. “Martin and Daniel had to cut down four trees to make room for the waste disposal unit.”


Anja nodded. “I remember.” She said. “They insisted on doing it the old fashion way and it took them three days to do it with axes. Both of them were sore for two weeks afterwards. We will have to…”


The communications chime sounded and Anja sighed as she rolled off the couch quickly. She padded across the floor and moved to the small table activating the small holo disc. The image of the older Lycavorian man appeared. The same man who had commanded Anja’s ship since its inception. “Yes Admiral.”


“Lady Anja I am sorry to disturb you and Lady Aricia so early in the morning.” The male voice spoke.


Anja chuckled softly. “We were already awake Admiral Omore… and I know if you are contacting us it has to be important.”


“It’s more strange than important Milady.” He spoke. “We received a Standard Secure Fleet update this morning from Sparta, and with it was a secure order from the King upgrading the status of all ships and ground units in half a dozen sectors. The ones we currently will be moving through on our return to Earth as it happens. I have requested a follow on report, but we are without our normal Strike Wing Milady… and I would like your permission to alter course and join with the SCIMITAR and her Strike Wing to be on the safe side.”

Anja’s eyes narrowed as Aricia got up and came over to the holo disc transmission. “Omore… do you fear something from this report that puts a LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser at risk without its Strike Wing?” Aricia asked.


“Anything is possible my Queen.” He spoke. “And secure transmissions from the King in Sparta upgrading our alert status are not common.”


“No they are not.” Aricia spoke.


“It’s just a precautionary measure my Queens. Prince Androcles’s Strike Wing is moving for Earth from Apo Prime as we speak.” He spoke. “Besides… I know that Lady Gorgo and Queen For’mya are onboard the SCIMITAR as well as all of your children. Prince Androcles left with them early yesterday morning. They apparently finished with their training exercise early and decided to meet them on Apo Prime as opposed to by Gate Three Nine. He is also carrying some thirty dragons for the Harmony Ceremony next month. Since they were already out on a training mission his Strike Wing is the only one currently in this sector of space.”


“How long has it been since we’ve had Gorgo all to ourselves without Martin?” Anja asked mischievously as she looked at Aricia.


Aricia smiled. “Oh… he will hate us if we do that again.” She spoke.


Anja nodded. “But think of the enjoyment we’ll get out of it. He’ll spoil us for weeks, and he is still a male wolf. He’ll only hate us until one of us grabs his...”


“I will alter course then my Queens?” Omore interrupted them with a grin even as they plotted. He was well aware of the openness of the Leonidas family, and the games they played on each other. He had been Queen Anja’s Strike Wing Commander since taking command of the SPIRIT OF HADARIA, and he had refused four promotions in the past twenty-five years to remain where he was. He adored the diminutive Persian red haired Queen, and the best times of his career had come watching her interact with others.

Anja and Aricia looked at the holo transmission and laughed. “Yes Omore… you may alter course. How long before we rendezvous with them?” Anja asked.

“I will contact Captain Sa’sur now. If they maintain the heading they had plotted… we should join with them in just less than eight hours.” He replied.


“Just in time for dinner.” Aricia spoke.

SCIMITAR
THIRTY-SIX HOURS FROM EARTH


Sadi was sitting in the mess lounge very early, enjoying the steaming mug of coffee. She was an early riser anyway, and she had been up half the night trying to convince Teeria and Palta that nothing had happened the night before when she had disappeared to find Androcles. They had found his brother and sisters right where he said they would and Sadi discovered exactly what he had said to be very true. The three of them were much lower key and the meal had been splendid. Arrarn was exceptionally intelligent, and Normya and Zarah were refreshing and giddy. They only managed to embarrass Andro three times. She and Andro had shared looks of desire and passion all evening, combined with gentle caresses and touches. It was so perfect… so absolutely right… and Sadi could not help but wonder if it was not all a dream.

“Can we join you?” The female voice asked.


Sadi looked up and saw Lisisa, Eliani and Carina standing to the side with their trays. She almost choked on her coffee and came to her feet quickly. “Princesses!” She exclaimed.


Lisisa shook her head with a gentle smile. “No Sadi… to you we are only Andro’s sisters.” She spoke. “May we?”


Sadi motioned to the table quickly. “Please… it is… it is your ship after all.”


Eliani set her tray down on the table with a smile and shook her head. “No… this is Andro’s ship… we are just along for the ride. He and Sa’sur run the SCIMITAR together.”


Sadi dropped back into her chair as Lisisa settled next to her and Eliani and Carina sat across from her. “Please allow me to apologize for yesterday…” She spoke. “It was not something I intended to ever happen.”


Lisisa shook her head. “Then you were lucky to miss our explosion with our brothers.” She said with a grin. “We didn’t subject you to just how insane we can get. We are actually very sedate.”


Sadi couldn’t help but smile. “Yes… I gathered that.” She said.


“Lisisa… I don’t think she’s buying it.” Carina said with a smile.


Eliani shook her head in agreement. “It was a nice try Lisisa. We should have known Andro would have filled her in by now.”


Lisisa looked at Sadi. “No?”


Sadi shook her head. “I’m sorry.”


“Anse! I thought we could pull it off!” Lisisa spoke.


Sadi couldn’t help but laugh. “I am not as sedate as I appear.” She told them honestly. “Everything is happening rather quickly, and since I am still a cadet I have been trained to suppress my wildness.” Sadi said with a grin. “At least that is what my flight instructor told has told me to do.”


“We heard you were already a qualified pilot.” Eliani said as she began to chew the muffin.


Sadi nodded proudly. “Eight hundred hours in the STRIKER and six hundred hours piloting capital ships. I had quite a bit of a head start really since my father runs the Menkla Manufacturing Plant. I got to test fly most of the ships that came out of there before they went into full production.”

“You flew our mothers around for a while too I understand.” Lisisa said.

Sadi nodded. “That was very informative. Queen For’mya is an exceptional pilot. She and Star Commander Endith are almost instinctive.”

“Mother said you showed exceptional promise with the STRIKER.” Eliani spoke causing Sadi’s eyes to grow wide.
“She… she did?” Sadi asked.

Eliani smiled. “Sadi we have known about you since Andro was able to form words. It’s almost as if we know everything about you already.” She grinned at Sadi’s expression. “Don’t worry… that’s only a figure of speech. He’s followed your career very closely over the years. Always making sure you were doing ok.”

Sadi’s brow furrowed slowly. “Doing ok?”

Carina nodded. “He bought the building you live in.” She spoke. 

“He bought… he bought the building I live in?” Sadi asked shocked.

Carina nodded. “When they turned you away? When you were first looking for a place to live just before you entered the academy?” She smiled. “I’m pretty sure when he found that out he bought the building and told the manager to give you the one you toured. I think that is so romantic.”
Eliani saw Sadi stiffen as Carina talked and she knew immediately that their attempt to make Sadi see Andro was the one for her was rapidly going into the toilet. “Sadi he only did it to…”

“What else has Androcles Leonidas done to help me?” Sadi asked sweetly but her voice was dripping with sarcasm now.

Lisisa knew then the mistake it had been and she reached out to take Sadi’s hand. “Sadi it isn’t what you think.” She said.

Sadi drew her hand back quickly. “Isn’t it? Did he help me get into the Academy? Gave me that extra support that I needed? Did he help me through flight school? Perhaps he made sure the instructors were easy on me? Or he told Commander Endith that I was the one he had chosen? Did he convince your grandmother to give me a perfect grade?”

“Sadi you are wrong.” Eliani spoke.

“Am I? How did I get entrance into the School of the Mages? The First Oracle approved my entrance. The First Oracle is like the King’s second mother. I needed nineteen references to get into the Union Academy! I was only able to obtain seventeen! Who were the last two? Men or women that he put a good word in for me with?” Sadi exclaimed as she got to her feet. “I am not a fool Eliani. He has been protecting me all this time hasn’t he? Watching over me?”
“Is that what you think?” Eliani asked.

Sadi stared at her. “Up until this very moment I thought I had accomplished everything on my own. Apparently that is not the case.”

“Sadi you…” Lisisa began to speak but Sadi turned quickly and walked out of the mess lounge, her anger building to eruption. Lisisa turned back to Eliani and Carina. “Oh boy.” She spoke.

Carina looked more frightened than Eliani and Lisisa and she leaned across the table. “We have to tell Andro.” She said quickly.

“Tell Andro what?” For’mya’s voice spoke from behind them. 

The three of them turned to see For’mya and Gorgo standing behind them with their trays.

“Mother… I think we may have just made things infinitely harder for Andro when it comes to Sadi.” Eliani spoke.

Gorgo and For’mya looked at each other then back to them. 

“What do you mean?” For’mya asked.


Andro sat in the right command chair on the bridge of the SCIMITAR.
The bridge of the SCIMITAR was situated just above where the two points of the blade shaped nose came together. Seven hundred meters from the tip and three thousand six hundred meters from the tail end of the ship. It was shaped like a half circle, with two decks along the side holding various stations ranging from operations to life support systems. The main helm control officer sat to the right of the two command chairs that were side by side on the raised pedestal, while the navigation officer was to the left. Since Androcles was a known early riser, he took the early morning shifts whenever he was on the SCIMITAR. He held the coffee mug in his hand as he went over the reports from the previous evening. 

He had been unable to sleep after escorting Sadi back to the quarters she was sharing with her friends. Her scent was so burned into his mind it kept him awake until only two hours before his shift began, but like his father and most Spartans Andro was able to operate quite well on little sleep.

He looked up from the report from his father on Sparta. “Operations Officer… how long until the SPIRIT joins us?”

“Just under an hour sire.” The man called back.

“Very well… have Admiral Omore bring the SPIRIT onto our port side and take up station there when she arrives if you would.”

“Yes Milord.”

“Good… and then insure…” Andro heard the doors to the bridge open and he turned in his chair. His azure blue orbs opened a little wider when Sadi marched onto the bridge right past the two Durcunusaan officers who stood just inside the door. He came to his feet quickly. “Sadi?”

Sadi walked up to him. “We need to talk.” She spoke softly but firmly.

“What is wrong?” Andro asked immediately detecting her heightened sense of anger and the adrenalin flowing through her blood. He pulled her gently to the side away from the active stations.
“You bought the building I live in Andro?” She asked him.

Andro shook his head quickly as he stopped next to the empty sensor station. “What are you talking about?” He asked quickly in a low voice.

“Andro how long have you been protecting me?” Sadi asked. “How long have you been having people do things for me?”

“Sadi what are you talking about?” He asked.

“The building I live in on Apo Prime?” Sadi hissed. “You own it? My father pays you for me to live there?”

Andro nodded. “Yes… so?” He declared. 

“So?” Sadi demanded. “I live in the building Androcles! Me! And my father pays you for me to live there! He pays you quite a large amount too!”

“You didn’t live there when I bought it.” Andro answered. 
“No… because you bought it after you found out they turned me away. And then you told the manager to give me an apartment!” Sadi hissed.

Andro looked at her his eyes wide. “Who told you that?”

“What does it matter who told me?” Sadi snapped harshly.

“What is going on Sadi? I’m on duty here.”

“My entrance into the Academy?” She asked. “How many of the people I got references from did you talk to?” She asked quickly. “I was only able to obtain seventeen Andro. I needed nineteen. The two I needed to push me over the top came in on the very last day of acceptance applications!”

“That was good for you.” He spoke. “Sadi what is this all about?”

“Did you have your mother give a good word so that my flight instructors would go easy on me?” Sadi demanded. “Have you talked with your grandmother about my grades and convinced her to give me a perfect grade in her class? I want to know what else I have you to thank for Androcles Leonidas. I want to know all these things before I tell you I want nothing to do with you! I don’t need you looking out for me Androcles Leonidas! I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself! And I will not be a trophy for you as I was for Malic! I don’t care if you are the Crown Prince!”

“Sadi… I have no idea what you are talking about.” He spoke heatedly now. “Who has told you these things?”

“No one!” She spat. “I figured them out for myself!”

Andro’s blue eyes narrowed. “You figured them out for yourself?” He asked. “Where is all this coming from?”

“I don’t need you looking over me and making sure I achieve everything I have ever wanted!” Sadi hissed out. “Unlike you… I have had to work for everything in my life!”

Andro’s face became immediately stoic and without emotion. His eyes narrowed further and he glared at Sadi, stepping closer to her. “I have never suggested you have not worked for what you have achieved Sadi.” He spoke calmly and evenly. “I have not done these things you say I have done.” 
“That’s it? I’m supposed to believe that?” She asked crossing her arms over her chest.

Andro glared down at her for only a moment longer before taking a deep breath. “You will believe what you will Sadi. I have never been given anything in my life… like you I have worked for everything I have achieved. It is wrong for you to imply that, simply because I hold the title of Crown Prince, I have been raised with a silver spoon in my mouth.” He spoke. “You have to leave the bridge now Sadi, I’m on duty.”

Sadi detected the incoming communications chime but ignored it and continued on. “So you aren’t going to defend yourself?” She demanded.

Andro turned and saw his Operations Officer go to the transmission console and saw his eyes widened. “I have nothing to defend myself with.” He spoke. “Not against what you seem to think I have done. Sadi you need to leave the bridge now! There seems to be…” 
“Milord… we are receiving an automated distress signal from Eleysi Three!” The Operations Officer spoke as he turned quickly. “It is repeating every sixty seconds. Milord… they say they are being attacked by Evolli mercenaries!”


Androcles turned his head and body completely away from her. “Bring the Wing to full alert!” He barked out. “Go to Condition Two! All officers report to their stations! Inform the SPIRIT what we are receiving!” Sadi could only watch in stunned shock as she watched Androcles transform right in front of her eyes.
The bridge intercom crackled as alarm claxons began to sound all over the ship.

“Andro what is going on?” Resumar’s voice filled the bridge. It was almost as if his younger brother slept next to the alarm claxon.
“Res we’re receiving a distress call from a nearby mining colony. Their automated signal says they are being attacked by Evolli mercenaries. Have Arrarn, Normya and Zarah prep the DTs in case we have to go to ground. Grab Denali and our sisters and get our equipment ready.”

“On it!” Resumar replied instantly.
Andro stabbed down on the arm of his command chair. “Sa’sur to the bridge! Sa’sur to the bridge! Combat stations! This is not a drill! Prepare for LSD operation and combat jump! Prepare for LSD operation and combat jump! Ops… inform the SPIRIT of what we are doing! Tell Admiral Omore to shift his course to join with us during the jump!”

Sa’sur strode briskly onto the bridge, Gorgo and For’mya trailing behind her. “Cadets… feel free to spread out around the outer rims of the bridge but do not touch anything, and try not to get in anyone’s way. We have conducted a combat jump and everyone will need their space.” She barked out as she moved to stand in front of the chair on the right of the pedestal next to where Andro already was. She saw Sadi tucked into a corner already and wondered briefly why she was already on the bridge. “Milord… what is happening? You do not call a Condition Two ever Androcles!”


“Ops?” Andro called out.


“We are three minutes from visual range Milord! Sensors are clear! The SPIRIT has moved into position on our port side! Queen Anja and Queen Aricia are transferring over in a STRIKER DT. The Strike Wing has signaled ready for action and our flanks are covered.” A tall Lycavorian man spoke as he turned from one of the standing stations on the left.


“Weapons? Shields?”


“Shields are on line and weapons are primed and ready!”


“What do we know of this Eleysi Three?” Andro asked as he held out the data pad of the message they had received to Sa’sur and she began to read quickly, her pale blue eyes widening slightly.


“It’s a Class Three mining colony from Earth Milord.” The same man answered turning to face him completely. “Established exactly seventeen years ago by then President Tarifa and Prime Minister Selene for Power Source Research. Some very rich deposits of Duridium Ore were discovered by a surveying team. They established the colony within six months… wow!”

Sa’sur chuckled as she settled into her chair the data pad in her hand. “Yes… I have met Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Prime Minister Selene… those two women are exceptionally efficient, as is Vice President Aihola. Navigator, plot a high polar course over the axis of the planet!”


“Yes ma’am!”


“Have all squadron commanders on standby alert!” Andro called out. “Full Ground Strike Loads on the DEVASTATORS!” 


Gorgo, For’mya and the cadets could only watched in silence and witness the seamless unity of the crew. Sa’sur and Andro both were barking out orders for one thing or the other, yet the bridge crew of the SCIMITAR was operating as smoothly as anything any of them had ever seen. It was like watching an elegant orchestra in process with two conductors who were perfectly attuned to each other.

“Is there anything from the surface?” Andro asked.

“Negative Milord.” The man answered. “The colony covers three square kilometers and has a population of two thousand six hundred men, women and children. They have nothing in the way of defensive armaments except for hand held weapons.”


“Very well… Andro?” Sa’sur asked. 
Andro nodded. “Resumar has already started prepping our ground team.”

“Standard approach… and put us in a glacial orbit over…” Sa’sur began.

“Captain! Incoming transmission from the colony!” The communications officer declared now. “Emergency frequency four one nine!”


Sa’sur came to her feet. “Let’s see it!”


The massive holo disc on the floor of the bridge in front of the enormous view window came to life with the image of an older man. His clothes were tattered and blood stained and he held an assault rifle.


“This is William Carson… Reserve LU Commander of Earth Mining Colony Eleysi Three! Who is this?”


“Commander Carson I am Captain Sa’sur of the ULU SCIMITAR! We are two minutes from your location! Can you give me a status report?”

“The SCIMITAR? That’s Prince Androcles ship?” The man asked. “Thank the gods!”


“What is happening Commander Carson?” Sa’sur asked again feeling Andro come up next to her.


“They hit us almost four days ago.” Carson stated. “A mix of Kochab and Evolli. Mainly Evolli. We lost three hundred and fifty men and women before the rest were able to get to the defensive bunkers and initiate a lock down. They devastated the main power grid and we are operating only on batteries now.”


“Are they still on the planet?” Androcles voice carried next to Sa’sur.

“I don’t think so. We haven’t been attacked in over two days, but I don’t want to risk my people finding out either. Those Evolli bastards are tricky.” The man spoke quickly his face lighting up now as he realized help was coming. “I have a lot of wounded and we’ve been out of medication now for over a day.”


Sadi’s eyes grew wide once more as she saw Androcles move from the platform with Sa’sur to stand directly in front of the holo image of the man. He looked so physically powerful and commanding. A self-assured and dominant Spartan Alpha male. 
What had she done?

She felt Teeria come up next to her and grab her arm. “Sadi… what is going on? We went looking for you and they said you stormed onto the bridge very angry.” Teeria whispered to her.

Sadi nodded quickly unable to speak as she stared at him. They were close enough to them to hear them speaking.

Androcles looked at Sa’sur as his grandmother and mother stepped up to them. “Part of the group your Uncle took out two days ago?” Sa’sur asked from the command platform as she looked at him.


“Possibly.” Andro replied quickly. “They were part of the group that refused to accept the surrender and have been attacking our border installations. They’ve never been this bold before though.”

“What do you mean Andro? What group?” For’mya asked.


“Mother…”


“If you pull that need to know sibfla on me Androcles Leonidas, I will turn you over my knee like when you were a boy! Right here in front of everyone!” For’mya snapped loudly. She couldn’t help but hear the soft chortling of several crewmembers at that picture, and while Queen For’mya was known as the most sedate and patient of the Queens along with Queen Dysea, she was also quite capable of making your life miserable as well. “You have inherited your father’s trait of being obsessively secretive and it is extremely annoying, especially at times like this.” She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at him.

Androcles looked at her and couldn’t help but smile. “The training mission we were on wasn’t exactly a training mission mother.” He told her. 

“I’ve already deduced that!” For’mya snapped moving forward. “Why don’t you tell me what the hell is going on here? I swear when I get home to Sparta your father and I are going to have words.”
Androcles chuckled at her reaction and watched Gorgo move up next to her. “Father didn’t know about it himself until this morning mother. Vice President Aihola had received some reports while transiting back from Apo Prime two weeks ago. She was returning from an Agricultural Symposium and several of her Drow elf contacts in The Wilds reported to her that mercenaries were using Ceku Tertius as a transfer point of black market arms deals. She discussed it with Tarifa and Selene and because it was so close to Earth and since we were already there for the State Dinner, they told father about it. Uncle Daniel and I took our Strike Wings to Ceku Tertius… ostensively under a training mission. We remained a week and found nothing and I left just three days ago. Uncle Daniel and Moneus remained with Aunt Anuk for a few extra days. In that time they discovered an exchange of weapons happening between the Evolli and...”


Gorgo’s eyes went wide. “Who were they selling these weapons to?”


“That doesn’t matter right now.” Androcles spoke quickly not wanting to announce that information in front of a bunch of cadets. He looked at For’mya. [Mindvoice Shielded] It is not for common ears mother. Trust me. He told her.

[That bad?] For’mya asked.

[It definitely is not good.]
For’mya nodded. [You can fill me in later.]
“Sa’sur how many transports do we have?” Andro asked turning to look at her.

“Including your two DTs, the Type II and the MENKLA III, we have four. Your mothers are coming over on their DT that gives us five.” Sa’sur answered gently. “Fifteen smaller ones within the Wing. We’re a Strike Wing Androcles… we don’t have our full Group. You know that.”


Andro nodded. “Commander Carson… how many of your people remain?” Androcles asked the man turning back to the holo transmission.


“Just over two thousand between the three bunkers.” Carson answered immediately. “I have contact with them. Please tell me you are coming to get us.”


“That we are sir!” Androcles stated. “Inform your people that we will take the wounded first. Prioritize your people accordingly but do not leave or unlock the bunkers until you hear from me or Captain Sa’sur directly. Is that clear?”


“Yes sir!”


Sa’sur turned to another officer. “I want fighters in the sky doing a fly over of the colony before the transports begin to land! Launch the ready flight!” She barked. “Have every ship prepare their single transport for immediate rescue operations. Have them form up on our DTs and the MENKLA and prepare to descend to the surface.”


Androcles turned to Gorgo. “I’m sorry grandmother… it appears I will be the one making you late for a change and not father.”


“Given the circumstances… I forgive you in advance.” Gorgo spoke waving her hand dismissively. 
“Mother… I need Arrarn to fly the Type II with Carina. Can you take his DT?” Andro asked For’mya
For’mya nodded without question. “I’ll need a co-pilot if we’re going to do a mid-flight drop.”

“Do any of the cadets accompanying you have flight training or medical training grandmother?” Andro asked.


“Sire…” Sa’sur spoke now stepping forward. “They are still cadets! We should not risk them.”


“They are members of the Union military!” Androcles spoke calmly. “And this is more than likely a rescue operation. The real life experience will be good for them. Besides… we need the extra bodies.”
Gorgo nodded. “I agree. Many of them are medically trained. Some have already passed their flight tests as well. I will get them suited up and to the transports. That many people will require you to have as many medical personnel as possible. I will coordinate with Anja when she arrives. How long?”

“Queen Anja’s DT is landing right now Lady Gorgo.” The man spoke.

Androcles nodded and looked at Sa’sur. “I need someone to fly with my mother since Arrarn will be handling the Type II.”

“I can!” Sadi blurted out without thinking.


Teeria and Palta both looked at her as if she was insane while Sa’sur turned to her. “You are checked out in a DT Cadet?” She asked surprised.


Sadi nodded slowly now. “I… yes ma’am. Eight… eight hundred hours.”

“Who initialed your log book Cadet?”


“Star Commander Endith Captain.” Sadi answered more confidently this time and seeing Sa’sur’s eyes go a little wider. “I was able to fly with her on many occasions while I was working with the Annacdorne.”


Sa’sur looked at Androcles and shrugged. “That’s more than anyone else we have on board Andro… except for you, Eliani and your mother.”


Androcles stared at Sadi for a long moment before nodding his head quickly. He turned to For’mya who wore a smile on her face. “Mother?”

For’mya nodded without hesitation. “Works for me.”

He turned to an ensign standing nearby. “Get Cadet Sadi a uniform and bring her to the landing bay. My mother will start prepping the ship. Grandmother, gather whatever medical personnel we have and get them loaded onto the MENKLA and the Type II. And bring Bren’s detachment of Durcunusaan just to be safe.”

Gorgo nodded. “I’ll see to it.”


Androcles looked at Sa’sur. “Watch over us Sa’sur.”


She nodded. “I always do.”


“And Sa’sur, please contact my father on Earth if you would and advise him of what is happening. And then contact someone on Earth and find out if they have sent anyone to investigate why they have lost touch with their mining colony. I find it very hard to believe that all three of my adopted Aunts missed this.”

Sa’sur nodded. “I’ll take care of it.”

ELEYSI THREE

A rugged and dusty world of rock and mountains and sand.


At least that is what it appeared like to Sadi as the STRIKER DT held course towards the mining colony at twelve thousand feet off the ground. Her pulse was racing like it never had before, her blond hair crammed quickly under the helmet as she had boarded the DT with For’mya through the side. This wasn’t a training mission however… this was very real and she shifted in her seat trying to get comfortable, the new set of black conforming body armor rubbing her neck gently.

For’mya turned her helmeted head calmly and looked at Sadi with a smile. “Relax Sadi. You are doing an outstanding job.”


Sadi turned to look at her, her jungle green eyes wide. “I take it… I take it you do this a lot?”


For’mya nodded with another engaging smile. “This is like a vacation compared to what it usually is like. Half the time we are taking fire when Andro or Martin goes out the back.” She replied. “The other half they are unloading at sixty thousand feet or higher.”


“Higher?!” Sadi gasped.


For’mya nodded. “He and his father can go out at seventy-five thousand feet. Higher if they have to.” She spoke. “Twelve thousand feet is like stepping off a set of stairs for them!” She laughed.


Sadi glanced quickly into the rear of the DT, which was now fully open for her to view since they had disengaged the escape hatch system upon entering the atmosphere. She could see the two rows of Spartans sitting along the opposite walls clutching their weapons, Commander Famus walking up and down in front of them. Surprisingly she saw Malic sitting on one of the benches, and he looked more nervous now than she had ever seen him.


Elynth and Tharua rested on the deck of the DT; both of them saddled and ready to depart. Androcles stood in front of his sister, inspecting her body armor and other equipment while she did the same for him. Sadi let her green eyes linger on him and she felt her heart beat increase quickly. The black body armor conformed to him like a glove, the ivory hilts of the two swords stuck up over the backs of his shoulders, the P190 in its place down the center of his back. The combat harness he wore carried several small pouches, and she could see his helmet sitting on the deck next to his sister’s. As they finished inspecting each other, they moved quickly to their dragons and Sadi watched with keen interest as Androcles studied the saddle as he moved along Elynth’s broad side, his gloved hand sliding along her scales as he moved. He adjusted the saddle in the front, and Sadi saw Elynth dip her head to nudge him and Sadi could then feel the Mindvoice tremors of them speaking to one another. Andro moved with such a controlled precision and confidence. His aura, though still mainly shielded, was radiating enough that she could feel it at least. It was focused, wild and pure and so powerful and warm. She had felt a small portion of that aura on the SCIMITAR just the night before and now she feared she would never taste it again.

He was so different than what she had expected him to be. That he allowed the cadets to come on the mission without question spoke volumes to her. That he didn’t bat an eye when she told them she could help fly a DT, even after how she had treated him made Sadi sing inwardly with joy and bring everything she had been thinking into very real doubt. Watching him now as she did, Sadi realized almost instantly that she wanted him. She wanted to be wrapped in his arms. He had said she was more beautiful than he remembered, but to Sadi… to her he was the most beautiful man she had ever seen. And that frightened her.

“Sadi…” For’mya’s voice dragged her back and she turned quickly. “Eliani, Lisisa and Carina told me what happened.


“Milady I…” Sadi began to reply.


“Don’t you dare refer to me like that!” For’mya almost barked out. “Not after what we went through that night. And certainly not with the way Andro feels about you.”


“He bought the building I live in For’mya!” Sadi exclaimed though with a lot less forcefulness than she had said the same thing to him. “My father pays him for me to live there! How do I know he didn’t have a hand in everything I thought I accomplished on my own? I don’t want that For’mya! I’ve never wanted that!”


“From the time he was able to speak… the one thing he has loved about you more than anything else is your strength Sadi.” For’mya spoke. “Your drive to reach your goals.”


“He…” Sadi began.


“He told you he was going to court you in the ancient Spartan way didn’t he?” For’mya asked cutting her off.


Sadi nodded. “What does that have to do with anything?”


“In ancient Sparta… after Martin’s father’s time… males would present gifts to the fathers of the females they wanted to take as their mates. Do you know what Martin Leonidas gave to my father when he did this with me? With all of us?” For’mya spoke. 
“The King did this?” Sadi asked stunned.

For’mya nodded. “He gave my father, Anja’s grandfather, Dysea’s mother, Aricia’s mother and Deia’s husband a Rilian Diamond. Deia and her mate stood for Isabella.” For’mya spoke seeing Sadi’s eyes go wide.

“Five Rilian Diamonds?” Sadi gasped. “For’mya… Rilian Diamonds can only be gathered in the volcanic tunnels of Semtola. They are the most… they are one of the most precious diamonds in the Universe. Just one is worth… I don’t even know anymore. They are protected by…”

For’mya nodded with a smile. “They are protected by Semtolian Pit Vipers…yes… I know. Sixty-five foot long vipers that can peel the flesh from your bones in twenty seconds with the acid they spit. Their venom rivals that of the Riad Buku on the High Coven home world. We must have cursed him in the ancient language for a week for being so foolish to do something like that. I think it was also the most passionate week of sex we have ever had with him.” She spoke with a dazzling smile. “We knew he loved us all… without doubt or hesitation. That he would risk his life as he did for every one of us to do what he did?” For’mya shook her head. “Well… I was still learning about the culture of Sparta when he did this. Needless to say… what he did to show his devotion and love to all of us… what we meant to him? Nothing exists in this universe that could ever come between our love for him. Not even death.”

Sadi sat silently for a moment hearing the whine of the powerful STRIKER engines. She shook her head. “But…”

“Androcles is his father’s son Sadi. He bought the building six months before you started living there Sadi. Carina did not know the full details of that. She only assumed he bought it so you could live there… you must remember Sadi… seven years ago Carina was only sixteen.”

“But his sisters… they didn’t try to…”

For’mya smiled. “You didn’t give them the chance Sadi.” For’mya said. “Andro made the decision during a lull in the Evolli War. He flew back to Apo Prime from wherever he was and completed the transaction.”

“He was fighting a war!” Sadi exclaimed.

For’mya nodded. “That should tell you a little of what he feels for you. It was going to be his gift to your father when he asked for his permission to take you as his mate.” Sadi’s jungle green eyes went wide as For’mya held out the data pad to her. “These are the transaction details in case you do not believe me. Aricia actually cautioned him against buying it. It used up two thirds of the trust fund his father had established for him. Gorgo and I actually thought it was an excellent business prospect and it turns out we were right. The building has turned an enormous profit since he bought it eight years ago, and it continues to increase every year. Your father will never have to work another day in his life, though knowing your father he will continue to do so. You know as well as I that there are millions of wealthy men and women in the Union, but there is also no poverty because we all give so much back. I can tell you that Androcles is worth almost as much as his father now because of this single business transaction.” For’mya checked her instruments quickly and turned back to her. “The building itself means nothing to him Sadi. It’s only purpose was so that he could give it to your father when the day came.”

“For’mya… I…” Sadi could only stare at the details on the pad.


“Eight months after the end of the war he disappeared with Elynth for six weeks. No one knew where he had gone except his father and Riall, and they weren’t telling us. We believe he went to do something as equally foolish for you as his father did for us.” For’mya spoke. “They can be so male sometimes you know.” She said with a grin that caused Sadi to smile now.


“The two recommendations you thought you still needed were already in your file Sadi. That is why you did not need the full nineteen to enter the academy.” For’mya spoke. “You petitioned Endith and Tina if I recall, and you never received a response because they had already entered recommendations into your file from your work with them in the Annacdorne. They didn’t know who you were at that point. Sadi everything you have done has been because of your own hard work, never doubt that. It is one of the reasons Andro has loved you since he was an infant as I said. Gorgo has given out only nine perfect grades in her entire time as a professor at the University. Do you honestly believe she would go against her own values to give you a perfect grade because Andro is her grandson? Sadi… you are far smarter than that.”


“I have ruined everything haven’t I?” Sadi lamented.


For’mya shook her head. “No. The desire you have for each other is so evident that even the densest individual can see it. What you need to do now is let go of the past. You have come so far… and your scent tells me Andro is the one you want. Now is the time for you to take hold of what you want and make it happen. He would never disrespect you in any way Sadi… his father would beat him into the ground if that was the case. Yes… he has watched over you through the years, inquired about you often, but never once has he interfered in anything you have done because he knows you did not need him to even if he wanted to.”

Sadi looked at her. “I have made such a fool out of myself For’mya.” She said.


For’mya laughed. “No more than I have in the past child. No more than I have in the past. When this is over with… allow him to hold you within his embrace. He has told you his intentions… and he will stick to them. However there is no reason you can not enjoy the warmth and love of his aura until the time comes when he makes you his. If that is indeed what you want.”


“Oh For’mya it is!” Sadi spoke. “It…” She heard the soft beeping in her helmet and turned quickly as the COM came alive with the voice of Captain Sa’sur on the SCIMITAR. “JAVELIN ONE… Andro?”

For’mya touched her COM panel. “Androcles… Captain Sa’sur!”


Andro turned and immediately moved the ninety meters to the cockpit. He looked at Sadi with those azure eyes and a gentle smile before kneeling between her and For’mya as Sa’sur’s face shifted a little then cleared.


“Go ahead SCIMITAR.” Andro spoke quickly.


“Andro… our fighters report all clear, but there is an unusual amount of seismic echoing coming from the terrain near the settlement.” Sa’sur spoke. 


For’mya looked at him. “Mining tunnels.” She spoke.


Sa’sur nodded. “That’s what we assumed as well. Unfortunately the Duridium in the ground is making sensor scans spotty at best. No ships have been detected on the surface, but I recommend you go in spread four one just to play it safe. Your mothers on the SPIRIT’S DT are already moving into position.”


Andro nodded. “I agree.” He spoke.


“Your mothers say they will play overwatch and let you and the others handle the ground situation.” Sa’sur spoke with a grin. “I also spoke with President Turner and Prime Minister Selene. I knew Prime Minister Selene was efficient Andro. They were already acting on the transmission. They received it this morning right after your father got the message from General/Colonel Simpson. They were on the way to see your father when I interrupted them. President Turner asks that you contact him when we discover what the situation is.”


Andro nodded. “Since we are coming in from opposite poles Sa’sur, inform my mothers we will be on the surface by the time they are over the settlement. They are NOT to enter the zone until it is secure. We will establish a perimeter and begin to move the more seriously wounded as soon as the first transports arrive from above and then they can land and they will undoubtedly want to take charge of the evacuation.”
“I’ll let them know.”

Androcles spoke. “Keep them on stand by Sa’sur and I will notify you when it is clear. I already have one mother and grandmother going into the frying pan so to speak. I truly do not want my father screaming at me that I put three of my mothers in harm’s way at the same time.”


Sa’sur nodded as she laughed. “You will have air support standing by… call them if you need them.”


Androcles nodded. “Understood… JAVELIN ONE out.” He looked at For’mya. “Two minutes mother. Drop us to ten thousand. We’ll do a full stop release.”


For’mya nodded without hesitation. “Affirmative.”


Androcles turned and looked at Sadi, her green eyes making his heart slam into his chest once more. He smiled at her and reached up to caress her cheek.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Sadi… I… He told her softly. 

Sadi’s eyes grew wide at his touch and she reached up to grab his hand. [Androcles… I… I love you.] There… she had said it. And it felt so very right.

Andro lowered his head quickly and nuzzled her cheek while squeezing her shoulder gently with a smile. “Just do what my mother tells you. She’s just as insanely crazy as my brother Arrarn, but that is where he and Normya get it from anyway.”


“Andro…” Sadi began but he turned quickly and moved back into the rear of the DT heading directly to where Elynth turned her head waiting for him. She turned to For’mya. “Does he always fly with his sister?” She asked.


For’mya nodded. “Eliani, Denali or Resumar. Elynth and Jeth together are too large for one DT. Resumar and Lisisa are with Normya’s DT and Denali will act as the straggler in this case from the Type II. In a situation like this… it’s safer for Andro and Resumar to fly separate and have Denali bring up the rear so to speak. The bonds between Denali and Aradace and Resumar and Cemath are still developing. Still growing. They did not have the luxury of being bonded to them while still in the womb like Andro. Resumar is a superior warrior but Denali thinks better on his feet and his TK abilities are better than Resumars’. He and Aradace are better suited to come in as support if need be because he has a knack for being able to adapt much quicker to a changing situation. It is something Resumar and he work on all the time, but they know where their strengths are, and they do not argue. That is their strength and Andro knows how to use it.”

“For’mya… please, you will tell me if I do something wrong?” Sadi pleaded.


For’mya smiled once more. “Give me six degrees on the flaps and reduce power to thirty percent Cadet. We have a drop to make.”


Androcles sat on Elynth’s back holding his helmet in his hands as JAVELIN ONE’S ramp began to open and extend. Malic’s eyes were wide as he stared out the back of the DT at the open barren land beneath them. He heard the rattle on the floor and saw Eliani’s helmet rattling as the wind began to whip at their altitude and pass into the back of the DT. He rose from his seat and went to snatch up the helmet from the deck but Famus’s hand slammed down on his shoulder.


“What are you doing?” He screamed to be heard above the wind.


“The Princess! Her helmet!” Malic exclaimed.


“Sit down fool! She has done this hundreds of times! She does not need your help!” Famus snapped shoving him back into his seat.


Malic’s wide eyes turned to see Eliani’s helmet lift into the air by some unseen hand. The mahogany colored dragon turned her long neck and head back around and her copper colored eyes settled on Malic as that massive armor encased tail lifted up off the deck as if poised to reach out and strike him. He looked up further and saw Eliani staring at him with those fern green eyes as she held her hand out and the helmet moved to settle into her grasp.

Eliani turned back to Androcles as she lowered her helmet onto her head. “I’ll flip ya!” She called out as the ramp fully extended and locked into place.


Androcles lowered his helmet onto his head with a grin. “Age before beauty sister, you know that! Always!”


“Ah… you’re no fun! Lisisa at least flips me for it!” Eliani exclaimed dismissing him with a wave of her hand.


Andro smiled and shifted in his saddle. Once more Elynth my Bonded Sister! He barked out within Mindvoice completely unshielded. Famus quickly stood rock solid and slammed his P190 across his chest. 
Into the hands of my grandfather’s spirit we commend our souls!


May he guide our actions and thoughts and pick us up if we fall! Elynth spoke and dug her talons into the non skid deck plating and sprinted off the ramp.


Eliani adjusted her legs in her saddle and patted Tharua’s thick neck as she saw Elynth’s tail clear the ramp and plunge from sight. I don’t have any fancy words Tharua my sister. She said.


Who needs fancy words Eliani! Let’s just fly! Tharua exclaimed with humor in her tone as she too dug her nails into the non skid deck and followed Elynth and Androcles.


Sadi’s eyes were wide in disbelief as she watched on the monitor. She and For’mya had heard easily the words Androcles and Elynth had spoken just before they had leaped into oblivion and fell from sight causing her to gasp in shock at the quickness of it. A heartbeat later Eliani and Tharua followed.

“Bonded Pairs are clear!” For’mya spoke into her helmet COM, her eyes focused out the side window of her DT.


“Confirmed Lady For’mya!” Famus’s voice answered in their helmets. “Closing ramp and doors.”


“Roger! Holding position here! Stand by for high speed entry into zone Famus! Just in case!”


“Copy that.”


“JAVELIN TWO? Heavy Two…Status?” For’mya asked.


“Bonded Pairs are free and clear.” Normya’s voice replied. “We are holding station for your mark mother.”

“Denali is free and clear!” Arrarn’s calm controlled voice came next. “He’s taking up high orbit and standing by mother.” 


“Stand by all ships!” For’mya spoke. She turned to Sadi. “Androcles wears a TAP camera on his helmet. Frequency two one two.” She spoke. “Pull it up on the monitor between us. We can see everything he does. And patch it into the back so Famus can monitor as well.”


Sadi worked the console quickly and the monitor between them came alive with a picture of the ground soaring past at incredible speeds.


“Oh my…” Sadi said.


For’mya chuckled. “She’s fast isn’t she? Not as fast as her mother or Tharua in a straight run, but she can turn faster than Isheeni and make your stomach leave last week’s rations in orbit. I’ll monitor the instruments. Just keep your eyes on that monitor. He’ll slow down when he gets close to the settlement and then our eyes can help him even from here.”

(Insert song Sandstorm here)

Androcles leaned low in the saddle, his head behind Elynth’s thick neck and his legs tucked in tightly to her sides under the dragon armor. 

This is what they loved. 

The speed at which his bonded sister could propel them was tremendous and it made his heart race with adrenalin every time they unleashed themselves. It was the purest form of freedom they could know, and Androcles could not remember the last time he had taken an interplanetary transport on either Earth or Apo Prime. He and Elynth always flew where they were going. The new Dragon Armor saddles were larger and much more comfortable for long flights and sustained combat. They could fit two people easily, and there were streamlined pouches on either side of the saddle that held an assortment of tools and rations. Near his right leg Andro kept a separate pouch that held two generic Nehtes, both their pommels extending out several inches for easy access. There was another smaller pouch near his left leg that only he and Elynth knew the contents of. They were not concerned about anyone looking in the pouch as it was considered a heinous crime among Mjolnir’s Hand to alter fellow rider’s equipment.
Andro turned his head and saw Eliani and Tharua in much the same position as he was in, flying fifty meters off Elynth’s right wing and easily keeping pace.

Andro… one kilometer! Lisisa’s voice boomed out within Mindvoice.

The five of them would talk with each other only within Mindvoice now, at least until the transports were all down safely and no threat had been detected. The five of them had quickly become all business. There were no more humorous or flippant comments. This is what they did and they needed to be sharp all the time.
Lisisa… you and I directly over the center. Resumar… Eliani… break now! Androcles barked. Denali you are our eyes brother!
I have you all. Denali answered.

Breaking now! Eliani and Resumar answered instantly.

Andro turned as Tharua dipped her wing as she and Eliani peeled away from him like a speeding projectile. He and Elynth and Lisisa and Jeth had the strongest psychic shields of the quintet, nearly as strong as his father and Torma and they stood the better chance of surviving a surprise attack if one came as they passed over the settlement.

Lisisa… dropping now sister. One hundred on the deck! Speed passes first time! Around for a second right after! Androcles ordered.
Jeth and I are with you! Lisisa answered. Five degrees left! Coming right on!

Here we go! Elynth shouted as she lowered her head and dove for the ground.


Famus motioned to Malic as he stood by the chart table in the now still air of the back of the DT. Malic moved up to him quickly.


“Time for some remedial training Enomotarch Malic.” He barked out. “You wish to be a Durcunusaan? Good!” He pointed to the large flat monitor built into the table. “They are in what we call a spread four one formation. Prince Androcles and Princess Lisisa will pass above the settlement at high speed and then turn immediately for a slower speed pass if nothing shoots at them. They all wear TAP cameras in their helmets. This is the feed from Prince Androcles. You switch with this button. Once they make their second pass switch your feed to Princess Eliani. She will execute the final pass with Tharua and Prince Resumar will ride high cover on her at a very slow speed. Once Queen For’mya puts us in position to support, switch to the DT’s own camera system.”


Malic looked at him wide eyed. “Why not the Princes sir?” He asked. “Aren’t they the stronger?”

Famus nodded. “Excellent question Malic. You aren’t as dumb as Princess Lisisa thinks you are. Eliani makes the last pass because of Tharua. She is the only pure Firespitter in their group and her flame blast will not only ignite anything it touches but it will cause heavy smoke to rise and give them cover should Eliani begin taking fire. Princess Eliani and Tharua are the fastest and lightest of the group and can move much quicker if they need to. The first rule of the Durcunusaan Malic… never judge by outward appearance.”


“Yes sir! But if she starts taking fire she’ll be completely exposed won’t she?” Malic asked.


“All of them have psychic shields that will protect them. Androcles and Lisisa more powerful than Eliani and Resumar. If this is an ambush by intelligent individuals, they will want to take down as many dragons as they can with the initial fire. That means they will go after the Prince and Princess first. Not a single dragon. The Evolli refined this to an art… and if we are facing them here, your eyes will need to be sharp. Eliani can not see in all directions. Once they complete their second pass, Queen For’mya will move us to visual range as I said and you will need to be alert as Eliani passes over. Can you do that Enomotarch?”


“Yes sir!”


“Good! Now watch the monitor while I prepare the others. Prince Denali has high cover, but if anything happens he will drop like a lauk rie sibfla.” Famus saw Malic’s eyes narrow. “A load of shit!” He exclaimed.

Sadi watched with wide eyes as Elynth and Jeth passed within a meter of each other directly over the center of the settlement traveling at close to two hundred kilometers an hour. She gasped out as they tilted on their sides and passed belly to belly over the top of the settlement, both of them cranking into hair splitting turns in opposite directions. Their voices reached out to her easily.


Nothing Andro! Lisisa exclaimed as she looked back over Jeth’s tail at the tops of the settlement while Jeth rocketed them away.


I saw nothing either! Andro replied. 


That doesn’t mean they ain’t there Andro. Eliani broke in. Keep your eyes open brother.


I intend to. Lisisa… I’m breaking back. Resumar?


I got your back brother. Resumar answered.


Mirroring you now Andro! Jeth take us a little lower this time! Lisisa spoke as Jeth snapped them into another turn.


Lower and slower! Jeth spoke as they cranked around.


Sadi could only watch from Andro’s TAP camera but she saw the gut wrenching turn Elynth executed, almost feeling the forces pulling against Androcles’s body. The terrain whipping by came into better focus now as Elynth slowed considerably.


The tops of the settlement buildings, mostly domed structures, were passing underneath him and Elynth at a much more sedate speed and Sadi could make out the destroyed remains of several buildings.

Signs of weapons fire. Andro spoke. I see a few bodies on the ground. They look elven. Part of the colony.


Lots of broken and disturbed structures here. Lisisa reported. I’m seeing bodies as well… they… Andro they are children. Her voice held sorrow and barely contained rage in it. Sadi gasped at this feeling and For’mya looked at her.


“What?”


“They… they see children on the ground.” Sadi spoke looking at her. “Dead children.”


“The Evolli are not known for their sentiment Sadi. Keep that in mind.” For’mya said.

Sadi nodded. “Yes, I will.”


“Good! Stand by to give me power to the engines. Once they clear the settlement Andro will order us closer before Eliani goes in for the last pass. JAVELIN TWO and Heavy Two this is ONE. Moving to impact range!” For’mya spoke. “Give me power Sadi. Keep her even.”


“TWO confirms. Moving.”


“Heavy Two moving.” Arrarn’s ever calm voice replied.


For’mya took a deep breath. “Ok… hold your breath.” She spoke. “Here we go.”


Eliani! JAVELINS are in position sister. Andro spoke.


Tharua… that’s our cue. Eliani spoke. Let’s do it.

Good… I was growing bored. Tharua answered as she dipped her wing and they banked towards the settlement.


Tharua flared her wings to their full extension and she began to maneuver slowly back and forth, riding the wind as if she was hunting.


Keep your eyes peeled sister. Eliani spoke softly.


I’m above and slightly left of you Eliani. Stay sharp. Resumar’s voice echoed in her head.


Do nothing stupid Tharua! Jeth’s voice called out.


Mind yourself Jeth! I’m not as fat as you remember!


Mind yourself Jeth! I’m not as fat as you remember!

Lisisa felt Jeth tense as Tharua began to move over the outskirts of the settlement. Her green eyes didn’t leave where her sister and Tharua were moving but she reached down and placed her gloved hand on Jeth’s neck.


[Mindvoice Shielded] She will be fine Jeth. Lisisa told him softly. [We have done this many times before brother.]

[I know.] He answered his usually childlike self now buried deep as the business end of his position in Mjolnir’s Hand and as Lisisa’s Bonded Dragon was paramount. And in these circumstances… Jeth was all business. [That does not mean I can not worry for her Lisisa. Before I did not want to claim her as my mate… now I do.]
[That will still happen Jeth.]

[Only if she stops seeing me as a child Lisisa. And I don’t know if she ever will.]

[Keep your mind focused Jeth. You can not protect her if you are not focused.]

Lisisa smiled when she felt him nod his massive head and concentrate on watching Eliani and Tharua as they banked lazily along the edges of the settlement.

Malic’s eyes were glued to the camera now… his monitor switched to the DT’s own camera system which could reach ten kilometers out. The picture of Eliani and Tharua was clear as he watched them move slowly back and forth, at times hanging almost motionless in the air. He had always professed how skilled he was… exaggerating his deeds during the one patrol he had been on that had contact with a small Evolli patrol on Thepis Four. He had not even seen the Evolli mercenaries until after the first section of his patrol had slaughtered them, so in truth Malic had never really seen combat. He could not deny this any longer as his heart was pounding near out of control. 

Here he was… among five fully combat tested members of the Royal family, and four actual members of Mjolnir’s Hand, not to mention three Queens of the Union itself and the Durcunusaan that always accompanied them. Prince Androcles had been decorated twenty times during that six year span, even earning the coveted Shield of Valor, the highest decoration the Union could award. The details behind that decoration were sketchy at best, but Malic knew it must have been a glorious battle. And he had acted like a pompous fool in front of them all. 

In front of Princess Eliani.


Malic hadn’t taken real notice of her until he came aboard the DT, as angry as he had been with Sadi and her actions. The body armor she wore conformed to her very shapely figure in ways he never thought possible. She had a lean, supple and muscular body, even more so than Sadi and her burgundy colored hair and fern green eyes caused his heart rate to increase when she looked at him. 
Sadi. 
It was obvious to him and any who witnessed what she meant to the Prince, and apparently what he meant to her. He was the reason Sadi had never wanted more from him. Something very profound must have happened between the two of them for it to still affect her twenty plus years later. It made Malic curious. To know what it was. He did not consider himself a foolish or stupid man, perhaps more arrogant than he should be, but he was proud of his accomplishments so far. He was the only one in his family who was. His father and four brothers were officers within the fleet, his mother a senate liaison. They had been incensed when he failed the exam for the Union Fleet Officer Academy, even more so when he had chosen to take the road as a common Spartan and not fight the decision and ruling. He had always hated school, and when he had failed that exam he knew how much that had hurt him. He took the only road open to him at the time, and his parents had not been happy. He didn’t mind the training or long hours and hard work… and it had sculpted his body into what he was now. He...


Malic’s eyes narrowed as the dark blotch caught his eye. He moved forward, leaning closer to the large monitor as his hands worked the camera angle switching to the DT’s own powerful camera zooming system now that they were so close. It panned off of Eliani and Tharua and settled to the top of the five story structure she and her dragon had just passed. He saw a large tarp flap in the wind and then it was thrown back to reveal two Evolli wielding large weapons, one of which was a T19. 
A dragon killer.

“AMBUSH!” Malic screamed slamming his hand down on the COM panel. “AMBUSH! T19 behind you Princess! Six o’clock! Behind you Princess!”


“AMBUSH!” The strange male voice echoed in Eliani’s helmet. “AMBUSH! T19 behind you Princess! Six o’clock! Behind you Princess!”

Reflexes from years of combat situations and training with her brothers and father had given Eliani and Tharua lightning like movements. Even before the unknown voice was finished screaming in her helmet Eliani was turning in her saddle, her right hand snatching the P190A3 from its spot on the side of her saddle and bringing it up as Tharua spun in mid air. As she came to fully point behind her, the P190 was up to her shoulder and Eliani was pulling the trigger. Her first sight had been the Evolli closest to her turn. The P190A3 round from her rifle punched through his bulbous left eye socket, blowing his yellowish brain matter on the wall behind him. As Eliani tracked without even seeing if her first target was dead her fern green eyes grew wide as she saw the T19 launching one of its missiles.


“THARUA! Down!” Eliani screamed.


Too late! Tharua screamed out in Mindvoice as she lowered her head and rolled over to her right just as the rocket left the barrel of the weapon. They have us!

NO! Jeth’s angry voice announced as his massive blue/black body blotted out the sunlight and any picture of the building. The moment the voice had begun screaming in their helmets; Lisisa had kicked him towards Eliani and Tharua as was their position and station to cover them. I don’t think so!
Tharua tried to look up as she rolled away, straining to see what was happening and she felt and heard Jeth unleash a blast of superheated air directly at the Evolli. He was so close and so overwhelmingly powerful that she could feel his rage within Mindvoice at the surprise attack upon her. His trumpet of anger at the attack on her and Eliani pierced Tharua to her core. She didn’t see the blast of superheated breath reach out and incinerate the Evolli in the blink of an eye, as well as igniting the small missile. The explosion wasn’t large, they never were with the T19s, but they were extremely powerful and the concussive force sent Tharua spinning out of control towards the building.

Eliani! Tharua screamed out, flailing her wings madly to regain control. Jeth!
Worry about us sister! We’re going to hit!

No… we are not! Tharua barked out viciously, anger fueling her strength. Hold on my sister!
Tharua extended her wings suddenly, flaring them completely to the sides as the nearby building blossomed in front of them. Eliani felt them slowing incredibly fast, her eyes wide and then Tharua’s talons were digging into the side of the building, clawing at any kind of foothold. Eliani reached out quickly directing their combined TK power to steady them. As Tharua talons sank in she cocked her rear legs and propelled them back away from the building and back into the sky.
Lisisa! Eliani screamed out, her eyes searching.

“What was that?” Lisisa’s outraged voice echoed in her helmet. “That was a nubous tickle you Evolli scum! Shoot my sister in the back will you? You will pay for your folly now!” 

Eliani heard Jeth’s trumpeting roar echoing his sentiments and both she and Tharua turned to see Jeth’s massive, muscular body smashing the five story building. His talons were dug into the side of the building and his mace like Heavyhorn tail, layered with invulnerable Dragon Armor, was taking out huge swaths of metal and concrete. He was only half a meter shy of his father’s twenty-one meters, and though he was only twenty-five years old, behind his father, mother and Elynth, he was perhaps the most powerful dragon among their kind. It was the reason he was so sought after by females, even females much older than Tharua as a prospective mate. In the saddle on his back Lisisa sat firmly anchored even at the odd angle, with her P190A3 in her arms, a swath of flame reaching out from the barrel as she pumped burst after burst toward the location of the Evolli missile team. Unseen by everyone and unknown to all but Eliani, Tharua watched Jeth with something more than humor and friendship in her copper colored eyes. They saw three more Evolli running through the interior of the building and then the piercing roar filled the dusty air. 
Elynth fell out of the sky and down upon the other end of the building with undisguised rage and identical savagery to her brother. Her Heavyhorn tail, while not as large as Jeth’s, but still encased in the Dragon Armor, impacted the side of the building with enough force to shatter windows and dislodge frames making the Evolli within stagger from the blow. She reared back her head and unleashed a jet of flame tinged superheated air through the smashed building just as Jeth let loose with another blast of his own superheated breath even as Androcles was letting rip with his 190A3.

The combining streams cooked the Evolli inside the building alive, setting the entire building ablaze and melting much of the interior frame work just as Denali brought Aradace down like the four metric tons that she was directly on top of the position where the Evolli missile team had been with a scream and trumpet of rage. His P190A3 was spitting out death with lethal speed and accuracy.

“Never attack my sisters!” Denali roared from his saddle his voice carrying over their helmet COM units. 

It was a sight Lisisa watched with adoring eyes.
“Dropping now!” Resumar’s voice screamed out. “More behind us!”

Eliani and Tharua whirled around in midair and Tharua let out a trumpet of rage all her own, her head rearing back and unleashing a stream of flame that engulfed two more Evolli who were still scrambling to target them with T19s. Their screams of agony died quickly as Cemath descended like a three and a half metric ton boulder and squashed both their burning bodies into the roof of the building, chunks of the building beginning to fall as his weight crushed the floor and they fell.


“Nubou! They’re all over!” For’mya screamed out. “Famus emergency drop! We’re going in!”


Sadi’s eyes were wide at what she was witnessing and she gripped her console tightly.


“Full flaps!” For’mya screamed out. “I’ll show you what happens when you ambush our children you Evolli ronnus! Aricia! Anja! Execute! Execute! We’re going in! We’re going in!”


“We’ll cover and sweep For’mya!” Aricia’s voice replied immediately.


The DT surged forward with an incredible burst of raw power.

Aricia adjusted her controls as Anja cranked them into a tight turn and they dropped from high altitude.

“Bring us in from the south Anja!” Aricia barked as her eyes scanned the sensor scope between them. “We can support better from there! Our children are trained for this my love! We are not equal to them in this type of operation!”


Anja clenched her teeth and nodded. “South it is!”


Aricia looked into the back of the DT at the Durcunusaan Commander who held tightly to the hand hold on the cockpit door. “We will drop you to the south of the settlement Oneut! Sweep west from there! And order the full Pentekostyes to deploy now!”

The man nodded. “Done!” He barked moving back into the rear of the DT.


Famus held on as For’mya caused the DT to dance in her hands, and he stumbled towards the rear, his hand slamming down on the ramp controls. He regained his footing quickly and lifted his P190A3 and looked at the wide eyed Spartans. Almost all of them were new Spartans heading to Earth for their first assignments. Now however, they would have their baptism under fire.

“Standard offensive grouping!” He yelled. “Malic… you are senior! Take half and break left when we land. I’ll break right. Sweep it all! Kill anything not wearing black and crimson! Work your way to the Prince in the center! Leave none alive!”


Malic gripped his P190A3 tighter, fear racing through him, but he nodded his head with a firm set in his jaw.

“I don’t care what standard operating procedure is!” Gorgo screamed at the Durcunusaan officer in Bren’s detachment on JAVELIN TWO.

“Lady Gorgo… one of us must remain airborne to cover them! We are the recovery aircraft!” The Spartan tried to be reasonable even though he wanted to have Normya send their DT hurtling to the ground and join the battle.

“Fine! I’m pulling rank!” Gorgo snapped. “I’m an Admiral! You are a Lieutenant Commander! Now do as I nubous tell you! Normya?”


The platinum blond hair of her granddaughter whipped around from the pilot seat of the DT. “Grandmother?”


“Normya… your brothers and sisters are being ambushed child.” Gorgo stated more calmly than she felt.


“Grandmother it will be decided by the time we land! You know this. Andro will take no prisoners.” She stated calmly. 


“Then it won’t matter a bit. Take us in.” Gorgo ordered.


Normya smiled at her. “On our way!” She said happily.


Gorgo turned back to the two dozen cadets in the rear of the DT who had the medical training, Teeria and Palta among them. Their eyes were wide and she could smell the fear as Bren stepped up to her and held out the P190A3 for her.


“The Prince will be very unhappy that you have violated his orders Lady Gorgo!” Bren spoke with a small grin.

Gorgo took the P190A3 and looked at Bren with a stern expression. “Tough! He can’t be any worse than his father!”


Bren smiled. “I will put a man in the sniper turret and keep the cadets in the DT until the situation is secure. Take my detachment!”


“You are taking all this rather calmly Bren.” Gorgo spoke quickly. “I apologize. You are the Durcunusaan Commander and I have usurped your command by yelling at your officer.”

Bren shook his head quickly. “My Lady… I have protected the Prince for nine years. When he has let me that is.” Bren answered with a smile. “The unusual and chaotic is normal for me. By the time we arrive, he, his sisters, Resumar and Denali and their dragons will have killed all the Evolli as Princess Normya has said. None of them particularly care for the amphibian Evolli scum. More so the Prince than the others after Alba Tau. The Evolli will discover this was not a wise move on their part. And I yell at my officers every hour. It is something they are used to.”


The leader of the Evolli ambush team was rapidly figuring that out, very painfully. The twenty members of his Evolli and Kochab ambush team had lost the advantage of surprise in the first four seconds when they failed to take down the mahogany colored dragon. The huge blue/black monstrosity had cut in front of his missile team just as they were launching and his blast of superheated air had caused the missile to explode prematurely. He had watched as the shrapnel danced harmlessly across the huge beast’s psychic shields, and then watched that same gargantuan dragon, nearly as large as the Lycavorian King’s dragon, stop almost instantly in midair and land on the side of the building where his missile teams were. His tail began to smash at the building then, and within seconds the Prince’s own beast had descended out of the sky to attack the other side of the same building. The moment he saw the female’s orange tinged flame burst he knew his teams were dead. They had been told only two Bonded Pairs would come here, and one of them was not supposed to be the obsidian colored beast that had so decimated his men during the war. 


The Prince’s dragon had earned a deadly reputation in their war with the Union. A reputation that if she unleashed her fiery superheated breath, she was killing whatever she was aiming at. The Prince and that female devil were responsible for the deaths of many of his warriors; so many that they had given them a name in their own language after the battle of Alba Tau. It was a curse in their native language, but the translation to any other language and that curse turned into a name. A name they had come to hate for it reminded them of the thousand Evolli killed by the Bonded Pair of Elynth and Androcles that single night.

That name was Soul Slayer. 

Their situation got even worse when the mahogany colored Firespitter recovered so quickly and the dark green dragon dropped from the sky onto his second missile team. And then the blue scaled beast dropped out of the sky from far above and landed right on top of the building the other two were smashing to ribbons. This was not a battle they could win now… not with five bonded pairs pummeling his troops with glee and certainly not with those damnable DTs landing and undoubtedly off loading troops. The settlement center was ablaze now, as all five dragons were tearing at his men’s positions with undisguised delight, roaring as they went. Well… if they were to die he would insure the first born son of the yellow eyed devil would die.


He turned to his ten man personal detachment. “We kill the son of yellow eyes before we die!” He screamed. “Let us go!”


Sadi could do nothing but look on from her seat in unabashed awe as For’mya lowered the DT to the ground a hundred meters from the center of the settlement, directly in one of the wide dirt paths. She could clearly see Elynth and Jeth almost side by side, letting loose with blasts of their superheated breath, Lisisa and Androcles firing their P190s from the saddles as they had turned to attack another building. The center of the settlement was a war zone. If it was an enemy… it died.


For’mya’s hands were flying over her consoles as the DTs engines were cut. “Sadi!” She barked as she yanked at her straps. 


“Huh! What?” 


“Get the 190 beside you!” For’mya snapped as she was coming out of her seat. “We’ll cover from the nose of the DT! C’mon!”


Sadi began pulling at her shoulder straps as For’mya snatched her 190 from the rack and moved to the cockpit hatch, punching the control panel and waiting as the side hatch to the cockpit opened. Sadi was just getting to her feet when For’mya let loose with a long burst out the hatchway.


“You don’t have a ticket Evolli scum!” She screamed before descending the ladder. 


Who were these people; Sadi wondered in amazement as she yanked the 190 from the rack and moved to the hatchway, that they waded into battle without fear and without question. 
Sadi winced as smoke and heat hit her in the face. She took a deep breath and plunged down the stairs after For’mya, finding her kneeling by the nose landing gear. She skidded to a stop next to her, fumbling with the 190.


“Famus and Malic have split out the back!” For’mya screamed over the roar of dragons and gunfire. “They are sweeping up the sides!” For’mya looked at her and grinned. “Andro…” Her eyes shifted when she saw the rush of bodies not wearing black and crimson burst from the building in front of her and start running directly at Andro and Elynth.


“Andro! Suicide squad! Behind you!” She screamed into her helmet COM.


Sadi turned her head, her green eyes wide, for she would never forget what she saw in the next twenty seconds.


“Andro! Suicide squad! Behind you!” Androcles heard his mother For’mya’s warning in his helmet and turned in his saddle.


His azure blue eyes flared and a cruel grin crossed his face as he allowed the change to come over him. A black band formed around the azure blue corneas of his eyes, flecks of yellow gold mixing in and the long dual incisor fangs unique to the Leonidas line grew from his gums. Sister… shall we dance?

Elynth’s head whipped around and she too saw the charging Evolli. Let’s my bonded one! She shouted out in Mindvoice.


Androcles jumped from his saddle to the ground, tossing the P190 aside as projectile rounds bounced harmlessly from his light blue psychic shield and that of Elynth. He extended his arm and with a silver/white flash of light his Shi Viska appeared, the crimson inverted ‘V’ very prominent. He reached up and withdrew one of the swords from the double scabbard on his back as Elynth’s huge head lowered next to his shoulder. 

Elynth took a deep breath and let out a trumpeting roar that deafened all the noise around her, causing heads to turn in their direction, and with a howl of rage, he and Elynth followed the one tenet that outnumbered individuals should do.


They charged.


Sadi’s green eyes were bright orbs in the smoke and dust and she saw Androcles and Elynth wade into the ten Evolli without fear or conscious thought. The first sweep of her massive, armored mace like tail crushed one Evolli completely into the ground as she brought it down on top of him, a spray of dust and yellowish blood erupting from around the tip of her tail. Her gaping maw descended onto another and she lifted him up, her wickedly curved front talons grasping the body as she tore the Evolli apart into three sections. As she spit out the bloody body portion from her mouth, she brought her right wing whipping around to crash into another’s chest even as his projectile rounds bounced harmlessly from her psychic shield, the sounds of shattering bones audible even in the din of battle. His body sailed some forty meters away before smashing with a sickening crunch into the side of a building.


Androcles brought Halize Rie Aellseleum down in an overhand slash that completely cleaved an Evolli’s head in two. As yellowish blood spurted in all directions, Androcles spun to the side, his shield flashing out, the razors along the edge extended and locked and he drove the edge of his Shi Viska into the chest of a Kochab mercenary. The blow carried enough power to stop the mercenary in his tracks and lift his body clean off the ground, the razors of the shield shredding his chest to a mangled mess. As Androcles ripped his shield away, it brought flesh and blood with it, Halize Rie Aellseleum moving faster than anything Sadi had ever seen as it came across in a sideways slash and neatly decapitated another mercenary with barely a pause. Androcles cocked his arm then, and threw the sword like a knife, watching as it impaled an Evolli sprinting towards him completely through his chest cavity, lifting him up and slamming him down.


Sadi’s eyes grew wider as she saw the shimmering psychic diamond form at his finger tips, and then it launched with the speed of thought, the Kochab mercenary’s chest erupting as if hit with an explosives charge, his body thrown back violently. Another formed immediately and that too was sent hurtling away to punch through the body of another Evolli. Androcles reached out once more, snatching the Evolli ambush leader in the grasp of his TK power and tossing him towards Elynth, his orange eyes wide in horror. She unleashed a roar of triumph as her tail slashed forward to crunch into the Evolli’s body solidly. Once more the shattering of bones could be heard and Sadi watched as his body was launched over the top of a nearby building, flailing madly like a broken ragdoll. He would be found later, three quarters of the bones in his body shattered.


She turned back to see Androcles wrench his sword from the chest of the mercenary he had impaled, lift his shield toward her without looking and the Shi Viska launched. Sadi watched as it curled easily in the air turning directly for where she knelt. Her eyes grew wider and she screamed as the Shi Viska reached out for her. A hundred things flashed across her mind then, foremost among them was that she would never feel his arms around her. She heard the Shi Viska zip past the left side of her head, directly between the small space separating her and For’mya and the sound of gurgling and the wet noise of explosive wounds struck her. She and For’mya whirled around to see the Evolli body fall to the ground behind them, his head rolling several meters away, blood showering the ground around the headless body as it fell to the hard packed dirt. Sadi’s head whipped back around and saw the Shi Viska settling back to Andro’s arm and his azure blue eyes shining at her. She saw a smile split his lips and then he and Elynth turned and plunged back into the smoke and fire all around them.

Oh yes… she definitely wanted him.

And then it was over.


“They were definitely waiting for us Sa’sur.” Androcles spoke to the monitor in the back of his DT. Elynth rested sedately at the bottom of the ramp. 
“So it was a trap?” She asked from the SCIMITAR.

Androcles nodded. “It looks that way. They weren’t expecting as many Bonded Pairs as we hit them with. Bren and Famus are just finishing up sweeping the settlement and the Pentekostyes my mothers brought are securing the outlying sections. Start the transports down Sa’sur. Have them land on the southeast field. We’ll have the wounded brought to them. And tell my mothers they can move from where they are hovering in the south.”
Sa’sur nodded. “Your father said your uncle got some interesting intelligence from the scum he caught. He’ll fill you in when you return to Earth. And if I’m not mistaken your mothers are already landing.”

Androcles nodded with a grin. “No doubt to tell me how reckless I am and that I set a bad example for all my siblings, all the while wishing they had gotten here sooner so they could have fought beside us.”

Sa’sur chuckled. “That sounds like your mothers.” She spoke.

“Keep our fighters airborne until we are gone from this place Sa’sur. And maintain a constant sensor lock on those tunnels. I estimate at least twelve or sixteen hours on the surface here. We need to secure the settlement before we depart. Anything out of the ordinary… let me know.”

Sa’sur nodded. “Count on it.” She spoke. “SCIMITAR Out.”

Androcles turned with the intent to head towards the ramp but he came face to face with Gorgo. “Grandmother?” He said seeing that Sadi and her two friends were trailing along behind her, Sadi running her hand along Elynth’s scales as she followed her into the DT.
“What exactly do you call that?” Gorgo demanded.

Androcles looked puzzled and met her eyes. “Call what?”

“Outnumbered ten to one and charging!” Gorgo snapped. “If your father had seen that…”

“My father would have done the exact same thing.” Andro replied evenly. “And I had Elynth with me. We had them outnumbered.”

Most assuredly! Elynth’s voice spoke up.

“Androcles Leonidas you are the Crown Prince of the…”

“Lycavorian Union… yes grandmother I know. It seems I am being reminded of that constantly now. However, I am also a member of Mjolnir’s Hand with a job to do.” He spoke. “My title does not grant me any special status.”
“There are many who disagree… considering the propensity of your father to get into trouble.” Gorgo spoke. “They see you becoming just like him.”

Andro smiled brightly. “Grandmother… that is a wonderful compliment. Thank you!” He leaned over and kissed her cheek.

“You insufferable mida!” Gorgo snapped. “You are just as pig headed as your father!”

“Grandmother… we’ve been telling everyone that for years.” Lisisa’s voice echoed as she, Eliani, Resumar and Denali walked up the ramp into the rear of the DT, moving around where Sadi and the others stood.
Gorgo spun around and looked at them. “And you two!” She exclaimed. “Having Jeth and then Aradace land on top of that building and start smashing it to bits! What is that called?”

Lisisa grinned. “Flying by the seat of your pants I believe Endith once called it.” She spoke. “Ambush the ambushers.”
Gorgo glared at them, turned to Androcles and then shook her head. “I’m going to go instruct my cadets! At least they listen to me.”

Andro stepped up to his sisters and brothers as their grandmother stormed down the ramp of the DT, Sadi and the others following her quickly, Sadi glancing back at him as she walked. He looked at Lisisa. “Jeth, Aradace and Cemath?”

Lisisa nodded. “Nothing penetrated our shield… and Resumar says it was Cemath’s idea to squash them into the roof of the other building. What Denali did was not needed.”

“I was High Cover.” Denali spoke. “I saw the need.”

“Yeah right.” Lisisa said punching him in the arm. “You were just bored.”

Andro chuckled. “Yeah… like I believe that one.”

“Well if it hadn’t been for Enomotarch Malic… Eliani’s tight little butt would have been blown clear out of her saddle.” Lisisa spoke elbowing her sister who was blushing slightly.

“Malic?” Androcles gasped.

Lisisa nodded with a grin. “Famus says he is the one who saw them first. Got the warning out to Eliani before they fired.”

“Guess he isn’t so useless after all huh big brother?” Eliani spoke smugly.

Andro looked at her. “You just find him attractive.” Androcles spoke.

Lisisa looked at her as if she was insane. “Him?” She gasped. “Eliani… I thought I taught you better than that!”

“Hey… he’s cute… he’s got a hot body… and with the right training… who knows what could happen.” Eliani declared.

Androcles held up his hand. “I don’t want to hear anymore. I might be sick.” He said.

“Me too.” Lisisa spoke.

Eliani dismissed them and shook her head. “We’re setting up a triage area in one of the gathering halls near the southern airfield.” She spoke. “I suggest we only bring them out one bunker at a time. Any more and we won’t be able to protect them if anything happens.”

Andro looked at her. “You suspect something?”

“No… not really. It never hurts to be safe though.” She answered. 

“I agree.” Androcles said. “You remain on top of that Eliani. Mother will be here in a few minutes I imagine. Lisisa… keep everyone in order here and have Bren and Famus continue establishing a solid defensive line. Mother will no doubt bring at least part of the Pentekostyes with her here and have them blend those into the main line and pull our troops back to rest. Especially the cadets and new Spartans. This was their first taste of battle and they do not need to sit on the line throughout the night wondering about their actions. Let them sort it out among themselves in small groups. Resumar, Denali and I are going to do a sweep of the surrounding area just in case any stragglers may have gotten away.”

Lisisa nodded. “Just be careful and be quick.”

Androcles nodded. “We will be. I don’t like it here. They were waiting for us…” He said. “That does not bode well.”

“If they were waiting for us they had to know we were coming.” Lisisa said. “Or at least passing within range of the distress beacon.”

Androcles nodded. “Or they were expecting someone else.” He said softly looking at Eliani.

Her fern green eyes grew wider. “Our mothers?” She gasped.

Androcles nodded. “Only we got here first.” He said.

“Andro… why?” Eliani asked.

“I don’t know… but they were unprepared for five Bonded Pairs. There were only two missile teams, and that tells me they were expecting only two pair. When we hit them with five pair it sent whatever plan they may have had right to sibfla.” He stated calmly. “It is all guess work on my part… and just a hunch.”

“I think I’m safe in saying that Lisisa, I and the others trust your hunches more than most people’s facts.” Resumar said.

“We’ll get it figured out.” Andro spoke. “Resumar, Denali and I will be back shortly. Try not to let anything fall apart you two.” He said before moving quickly down towards the ramp before they could reply.

Eliani was the first to reach them and they shared an embrace of a mother and daughter who had not seen each other in several weeks. Eliani was slightly taller, but there was no denying she was Anja’s daughter. The same embrace was shared with Lisisa with equal feeling and emotion and then it was repeated with Aricia as Isheeni and Miath settled to the ground behind them. Anja held Eliani’s hands as she stepped back and looked at them both lovingly. 

“I see the five of you have been busy.” She spoke with her trademark dazzling smile.
Eliani laughed and nodded her head. “A little of this and a little of that.” She spoke looking at Lisisa.

“We were only doing what we are trained for.” Lisisa said innocently.

Aricia laughed softly and nuzzled Lisisa’s cheek as she pulled her close. Lisisa may have been the daughter of a High Coven Princess and her Beloved, but she was every bit a Leonidas as far as Aricia and the rest of them were concerned. They had been angry with Martin when Lisisa’s existence first became known to them, acting as any female Alpha wolf would Gorgo had told them. The circumstances behind Lisisa being born however were far more than any of them had ever realized and they could not stay angry with him. 

Martin hadn’t even known Lisisa existed.

Her birth had come shortly after the passing of the comet on Earth and the single event that had propelled Martin, Anja and Daniel and so many others nearly five hundred years into the future. Martin did not even know who he was at that time, and it was not something they could begin to hold against him. When he had returned with Lisisa so long ago, none of them felt anything but love for her. She was a beautiful young woman who had endured so much and lived to tell of it. She adored her father and her new bond with Jeth had opened her eyes to so much more that she could be. It was this hope and future that Lisisa had grasped onto tightly and not let go of. Lisisa was every bit a daughter to Aricia and the others, and that is how they had always treated her without question. 

Aricia kissed Lisisa’s cheek at her words and smiled. “Yes I’ll bet you were doing exactly what you are trained to.” She said with a knowing tone in her voice. “Where are your brothers?”

“They are coming back now. They were doing a larger circuit of the settlement in case any other Evolli were out there.” Lisisa answered relishing in her mother’s touch and love. “Grandmother is by JAVELIN TWO.”

“We brought two Lochi from the Pentekostyes.” Aricia spoke. “They are off loading now.”
Lisisa nodded. “Andro suspected as much.” She said. “I will direct them as they get unloaded.”

“Thank you Lisisa. Well… we’d better go over and make sure your grandmother doesn’t need our help.” Aricia said.
Anja and Aricia ignored the looks of the Cadets and the newer Spartan soldiers from Andro’s ship who looked at them with some awe and moved directly to the ramp of JAVELIN TWO just as Gorgo and For’mya were coming down talking with Normya.
Gorgo’s eyes lit up. “Anja… Aricia… oh thank the gods… help has arrived. Someone who can finally reign in my out of control grandson! For’mya and I are beside ourselves!” Gorgo exclaimed as she embraced Aricia tightly and then repeated the action with Anja.

Anja and Aricia laughed and each of them held one of Gorgo’s hands as For’mya stepped between them and nuzzled their necks. “We’ve been trying that for years.” Aricia told her with a blissful look at For’mya’s caress. “It hasn’t worked so far. He only listens to his father.”

Anja’s eyes held the same look as she leaned into For’mya’s caress. “When he listens to his father that is.” She spoke.

Gorgo laughed and hugged them both again. “I haven’t seen the two of you in three months and you only grow more beautiful each time I do. How do the five of you do it with children who won’t listen to common sense?” She said. “Oh wait… the five of you don’t listen to common sense either. For’mya dropped her DT in the middle of a street with a battle raging!”
For’mya chuckled as Aricia and Anja slid their arms around her slim waist. “Gorgo is a little put out in regards to Andro and his sibling’s reckless attitude.”

“Reckless?” Gorgo gasped. “It was down right frightening!”

“Why… did they land on the building or something?” Aricia asked with a grin.

Gorgo could only shake her head. “Now I know where they get it.” She exclaimed.

“This coming from a woman who led a charge against a heavily fortified Evolli position outnumbered three to one?” Anja asked.
“That was an accident.” Gorgo spoke with a grin. “I didn’t know they were there.”

“Gorgo… you are even more beautiful when you try and lie.” For’mya spoke. “I hope we get to that point one day.”

Gorgo laughed at her words and stretched her arms around all three of them. In her personal opinion which she never shared with anyone other than Riall, Gorgo thought for sure Anja and Aricia never wore any kind of make up and For’mya, Dysea and Isabella so little you couldn’t tell. They all had a natural beauty that was only enhanced to famous proportions when they wore makeup. How many times had the five of them graced the covers of holo books? Images taken from some State affair where they all were dressed in stunning gowns that accented their incredible figures. Not one of them, even after giving her son multiply children, none of them had lost the figures they had when she first met them. Gorgo loved them all dearly.
“How is Riall?” Anja asked.
Gorgo rolled her eyes. “I do not have to tell you what it is like being mated to a military man.”

Aricia laughed. “No you don’t. Eliani and Lisisa said Andro and his brothers were returning.”

“Andro and his brothers have returned already mother.” His voice came from behind them. “You can stop worrying now.”

They both turned to see Andro walk up alongside Miath and Isheeni, running his hand along Miath’s side as he came up to them. Elynth settled to the ground next to her mother Isheeni and they touched their heads together in a loving dragon fashion as Androcles stopped in front of one of two more of the women he called mother, and the mother who had actually brought him into this world. Aricia was giddy as she stepped into his embrace with a huge smile and hugged him tightly, never tiring of having her oldest son holding her in his arms. “You and your brothers are unhurt?” She asked squeezing him tightly. “Resumar? Denali?”
“Res and Deni are putting together a makeshift pen with Arrarn for our bonded ones to spend the night.” Andro replied as he stepped up to the much shorter Anja and crushed her in a warm embrace as well. “I feel so special that you both have come to be with me.” He spoke as he set Anja down. Anja and Aricia both proceeded to punch him in the chest and Androcles laughed as he tried to look hurt.

“We got the transmission the same time you did about upgrading our status.” Aricia told him. “The transmission from this colony only you picked up. They must have been beaming it towards Earth and not inward toward the Union.”

“Andro… what is going on?” Anja asked. “What did Danny find that is sending everyone into a fit on Earth. Your father never has fits Andro.”
Androcles dropped his hands and took her arm motioning with his head to Aricia and his grandmother’s hand in his. “Let’s talk shall we?”
“I’m pretty sure they were only expecting two Bonded Pairs.” Androcles told them as they sat on the end of the ramp. “There were only two T19 missile teams set up, the rest of them were inside the buildings expecting to have to deal with two downed and wounded riders.”


Anja nodded slowly. “Ok… considering the tactics they developed during the war I can see where that would hold up. Why do you think they were after Aricia and me though?” Anja asked.


“Perhaps not you in particular mother.” Andro spoke. “It is well known that after the war we began instituting a Bonded Pair Team deployment. In any unknown situation we will always respond with a minimum of two Bonded Pairs. If they were after the two of you then they would have had to know that you were traveling together and when you were returning from Hadaria. The more likely scenario and the one I hope is correct is they were waiting for the first two pairs to show up.”

Anja nodded as her military mind kicked in. She had been a Navy SEAL as well, so many eons ago, and sometimes it just took a little kick for her incredibly sharp mind to grasp the tactical situation as a soldier and not a doctor. “And since Earth is the closest garrison, they would assume Isra and some other pair would respond.”


Andro nodded. “They did not expect five bonded pairs to descend on them.” He said. “That is why they triggered the ambush late. When Lisisa and I passed over at high speed and then Eliani came in on the tail end of pattern four one, they panicked.”

Aricia leaned forward. “But it is possible they were after Anja and me?” She asked.


Andro met her eyes. “It’s possible.” He spoke as he nodded. “Their attack on the colony here and then the mission that Uncle Daniel busted up does correspond in a rough timetable of sorts, but knowing when you and mother were leaving Hadaria and then expecting you is a little far fetched. I hope.”


“And these are part of the group Daniel and Anuk fought on Ceku Tertius?” Gorgo asked him.


Andro shrugged. “Again it’s possible… but there is really no way to be certain. Father told Captain Sa’sur that they got some interesting information from the lone prisoner Uncle Daniel did take and that he would fill me in on it when I returned to Earth.” He shifted his feet wider on the ground. “I figure we will need to remain through the night.” Androcles spoke. “With the transports and DTs you brought, we should be able to get everyone off in the morning with no trouble.”

“Andro… you never told us who these Evolli were selling the T19s to.” Anja asked.


Androcles looked at her evenly, his eyes as void of emotion as she had ever seen Martin’s when something bothered him. “The other group on Ceku Tertius was a patrol of High Coven Immortals mother. Twelve of them” He spoke calmly. “It appears as if the High Coven is now back in business.”


Sadi sat between Teeria and Palta near the good sized fire that had been built. There were several other exhausted cadets sitting around the fire as well, including seven of the Spartan Centurions that had been replaced by the troops Anja had brought with her. Malic rested among those by the fire, more tired than he had ever been in his life, but also feeling very good about his actions. He had been truly under fire this day, and while it may not have been how he had once pictured his first battle experience, he had not shit in his pants and for that he was very pleased. 
All of them were flopped around the fire, eating the combat field rations. Teeria leaned in close to Sadi with a small smile.

 “Why does everyone look so glum?” The voice spoke from outside the small circle.

Heads turned and the cadets and Centurions saw Gorgo walk up with Eliani, Lisisa, and Queen Aricia. They all began getting to their feet in a show of respect but Aricia held out her hand.

“No one dare get up.” Aricia spoke quickly. “You have all earned this respite. You performed admirably today from what I understand and you should be proud of yourselves.”

They all watched as Aricia and the others settled to the ground or on the equipment crates around the fire. It was uncomfortably silent for a long moment, and then the loud snort of a dragon caught everyone’s attention. They all turned to see Androcles standing in front of Elynth near the side of the huge Type II, her large head bobbing up and down as his hand ran along her neck and behind the two horns protruding from the top of her skull. They saw him laugh as she butted him gently in the chest with her snout. They all watched as he then settled to the ground between her front and back legs and leaned up against her muscular side.

One of the male cadets turned and looked at Eliani. “He won’t sleep in the DT Princess?” He asked.

Eliani chuckled. “Andro… sleep in the DT? No… he’ll stay with Elynth through the night. Half the time we find him in her pen on the SCIMITAR anyway. He doesn’t like his quarters. He says they are too lonely.” Eliani looked directly at Sadi. “Though that might change in the future.”
Sadi blushed in the firelight and Teeria sat up straighter next to her. “Princess Eliani… how did he win the Shield of Valor?” She asked.

“Teeria!” Sadi hissed looking at her.

“What?” She exclaimed. “I was curious that’s all!”

“It’s not something any of us like to talk about Cadet Teeria.” Lisisa said softly.

“They do have a right to know about the man who led them into combat today Lisisa.” Aricia said softly. “They have a right to know what kind of leader he is.”

“Mother I don’t know if Andro would want… even he and father never talk of that night mother. What right do we have to tell others?” Lisisa began speaking.

“You, Resumar, Denali and your sister were there.” Aricia said softly. “And because your father and brothers will not speak of what they saw is precisely the reason others should. So it is never forgotten, and so others know the men leading them into battle know what war is all about… and that is why they hate it so.”

Eliani took Lisisa’s hand in hers. “She’s right Lisi.” She said softly using the nickname Andro had given her when he was growing up. 
“I just don’t like… I don’t like reliving that night. And what they experienced, what Res and Deni saw is far more horrific than what we did.” Lisisa spoke.

“I don’t believe anyone does Lisi.” Gorgo spoke softly. “But as Aricia said… it is not something your father or brothers will ever speak of and someone needs to be the teller of the story so it is never forgotten.”

Lisisa looked at her mother Aricia for a long moment then turned to Eliani and nodded. Eliani took a deep breath.

“It was the beginning of fourth year of the war.” She began. “We were on the surface of Alba Tau staging for an attack on the main Evolli encampment there. We received intelligence of a massive arms shipment coming down through a deep valley in a mountain range several hundred kilometers to our west. We knew it was more than likely a trap, but if we didn’t stop the weapons from reaching the main line of Evolli troops, a six day operation could very well have turned into a six month operation, and cost us far more than it did. Andro and our father took their sections of Mjolnir’s Hand, Lisisa, Resumar, Denali and I among them, west to this valley. They split their sections, leaving half airborne over the valley to provide cover while they entered from the north and south. Lisisa, Resumar, Denali and I were part of the half providing cover. Eighteen Bonded Pairs went into the valley.
“The Evolli hit them from both ends the moment they leveled off within the valley.” Eliani spoke her words filled with emotion now. “They had set up twenty T19 missile teams on both the southern and northern ends of the valley and they all fired at once. Nine Bonded Pairs fell in the first barrage, most of them blasted right out of the sky. The air was so thick with shrapnel that all of them took hits that penetrated their psychic shields. A fist size chunk of metal laid open Andro’s back from below his shoulder blade to just above his waist. They had no choice but to land… and that was what the Evolli wanted. My father was hit by three separate pieces of shrapnel, two of them that punched right through his legs and broke six of Torma’s ribs. As Elynth was landing another rocket exploded off to the side and broke her hind leg in two places. I don’t think any of the nine that made it to the ground alive weren’t injured in some way. We could hear the rocket fire; see the flame bursts from Elynth and the other three Firespitters in their group as well as their 190s. There was shouting within Mindvoice and on our COM units. My father and Andro were screaming for us to stay away and call for support! The only problem was all of the STRIKERs we had assigned for the invasion were still very busy shuttling troops down from the ships in orbit. We couldn’t call for support.”
Lisisa squeezed Eliani’s hand tighter and took a deep breath. “Night came all too quickly for us.” Lisisa picked it up. “The Evolli decided they were going to collect the bodies of the Bonded Pairs they had killed. Show them off as trophies.” Lisisa shook her head. “My father and brother weren’t going to let that happen. While the seven injured Bonded Pairs maintained a perimeter my father and brother spent the next four hours bringing the bodies of nine dead Bonded Pairs into the perimeter they had established. They knew the Evolli were massing for an attack, both of them were seriously injured, Torma could barely breath and Elynth was hobbling on three legs. They wouldn’t give up. They moved the bodies of nine… nine Bonded Pairs into the perimeter they had made. All of their comrades. Even the bodies of the dead dragons. They could have left… they were hurt, but all of their dragons could still fly. They chose to remain and protect the bodies of their dead. 
“The Evolli attacked in waves. Hundreds of them at a time. We could hear the screaming and firing. The trumpeting of the dragons as they fought, their flame bursts were like streaks across the ground. Four more pairs fell during the night. When… when they ran out of ammo they used their Nehtes and swords… rocks and branches. Anything they could find. They wouldn’t… they wouldn’t leave. We screamed for them to let us come down in a support attack or to set the trees on fire in the mountains… my father and Andro ordered us to stay away. Andro said they were waiting for more Bonded Pairs to enter the valley and the Evolli were using them as bait. He… he sounded half crazed… and our father wasn’t even replying to our mothers within Mindvoice by now.”

Eliani looked up once more breathing deeply. “All through the night we could see and hear what was going on. Most of us were in tears by now as we circled that valley out of range of the T19s, we knew if we tried to go in and help them it would create a larger problem and cost more lives than had already been lost. They stopped answering COM calls and even Mindvoice calls three hours before the sun came up. We would think they were dead and then the Evolli would launch another attack and they would respond.

“Our Uncle Danny… he and Moneus… they disobeyed orders and took two sections of Durcunusaan and tried to reach them during the night, but they were ambushed as well and pinned down. All of those with him were hard hit, alive but pinned down and trapped.”

“For’mya and I arrived at dawn with a flight of STRIKERs.” Aricia picked it up now as Gorgo squeezed her shoulders tightly. “We swooped into that valley and blew the Evolli back into the dark ages. Half the valley was on fire by the time we got done, and that’s when we went in.” Aricia looked over to where Andro was leaning peacefully up against Elynth’s side, her head resting on the ground very close to his leg. “What we found… it was like something from a monster’s twisted nightmare. The Evolli blood was so thick on the ground our boots were sinking three inches into it. There were bodies stacked sometimes six or seven high all around where they had placed their perimeter. Daniel and Moneus and his team had finally made it to their perimeter after the STRIKERS left. Resumar and Denali had to crawl over the dead to even reach the inside of the perimeter. They were the first of the other Bonded Pairs to reach them for they had moved the closest during the night against orders. When we arrived they were on the perimeter of where they had found them, vomiting and weeping, frantically motioning for the others to stay back, not allowing their sisters to see what they had seen. They were holding Eliani and Lisisa back and I alone got past them. 
“What they saw… what I saw… it will remain with me forever. There were five of them left, all of them hard hit and facing in different directions. Daniel and Moneus were huddled around them, even though they were all injured as well. Their blood was mixed with that of their Bonded Mates and Evolli blood. My… my Beloved couldn’t walk by then; he was holding his broken Nehtes ready to throw it at us as he leaned against Torma’s chest. His Shi Viska was covered with blood and bits of flesh and bent almost in half. Andro was lying across the top of Elynth’s body as if trying to protect her; his Shi Viska was out as well battered and broken. One of his swords was nothing more than a shattered hilt, and the other blade was so dull by now, he was using it to beat to death the Evolli who made it over the wall of bodies. The wound in his back was puffy and infected and he had taken six more hits in the chest during the night, three of which actually penetrated his armor. Elynth caught a full blast against her psychic shields sometime during the night and she was pretty badly cut up. She could barely lift her head off the ground high enough to spit fire, but she was ready to. Moneus was leaning up against Elynth’s rear leg, his 190 shattered in half. Torma had pulled down some gargantuan tree during the night and was using his TK power with it to pummel the Evolli into pulp. There must have been two hundred Evolli bodies that were smashed into pulp around where he and Martin lay. Daniel was trying to treat Martin’s legs, all the while bleeding on him from his own injuries. Torma was about to drop that tree on us when we came over the mass of bodies. He could barely breathe because of his ribs. Their eyes… all of them… they looked…”
“They looked feral.” Lisisa said softly tears rolling down here cheeks. “But they… they hadn’t failed. They hadn’t left their Bonded Brothers and Sisters, and they would have died right there making sure every last Evolli scum knew the price they would exact from them if they tried.” She got to her feet slowly. “We counted two thousand six hundred and nineteen Evolli dead who had tried to penetrate their perimeter and the perimeter Uncle Daniel and Moneus had set up only six hundred meters away. An equal amount that were slain before they even got that far. We almost lost a father and a brother that night, because they would not leave their comrades. I will never question any of them.”
They watched as Lisisa silently made her way to where Jeth was laying on the ground next to Tharua fifty meters away. He lifted his massive head at her approach, his azure eyes bright and happy as she reached out to touch him. The cadets and Spartans watched as first Eliani, and then Aricia got to their feet and followed her.
“Now you know.” Gorgo spoke softly as she stood up. “We are going to have a busy day so I suggest you get as much sleep as possible people.”

Sadi wasn’t watching her as she walked off into the darkness. Her eyes were on where Andro rested and without the slightest hesitation Sadi got to her feet.


Elynth and Androcles both lifted their heads when Sadi walked up to where they were resting.


KertaGai is there something wrong? Elynth asked.


Sadi sank to her knees in front of Andro and looked at him intently. “You knew.” She said softly. She turned her head to look at Elynth. “You both knew… even then didn’t you?” She spoke looking at Elynth. “That is what you meant that night when you told me I was chosen, isn’t it Elynth?”


You ask a question that you already know the answer to KertaGai. Elynth told her with loving warmth in her voice.


Sadi turned her green eyes on Androcles. “How could you have known?”


“I knew the moment I smelled your scent Sadi.” He told her. “And I have known every day since. Don’t ask me to explain it because I can’t. And I stopped trying to explain it when I was fifteen years old. I didn’t see the point. I have told you all this already Sadi.”


Sadi moved closer to him on her knees and reached out to caress his cheek, still staring into his eyes. She leaned closer still, her sensitive wolf nose detecting his male aura and his delicious lavender and pines scent as close as she was to him. She inhaled deeply as he had done to her on the SCIMITAR, tasting his aura ever so gently as it swirled around her like a protective blanket. Tasting it and wanting to feel so much more. Sadi pulled back slowly, insuring her cheek brushed against the softness of his mustache and goatee as he turned his head and nuzzled her jaw line and ear lobe. Sadi drew away until she was looking into his eyes once more, her heart slamming into her chest as loudly as thunder in a stormy sky. Even so heavily shielded as he was, the small portion of his aura that she tasted and felt coursing around her Sadi knew was directed solely and completely at her
“Andro… I am so sorry for...” She spoke quickly, her fingertips tracing his cheeks. 
Andro smiled as he looked at her and sat up. “I know that KertaGai. I had wanted to surprise you with it… but now you know. Sadi… I have never and will never intrude on what you set as your accomplishments. It is part of what makes you so precious to me.” He said.
Sadi blushed and moved closer to him. “What… what do we do now? I said some terrible things to you. I… I would understand if you…” Sadi asked in an almost whisper like voice.

Andro leaned up and kissed her deeply and hard, taking her face in his armored hands. Sadi responded equally, her hands coming up to settle on either side of his face. He drew away after a moment and looked at her with those burning azure orbs. “Understand this Sadi… daughter of Vorilas. I love you with every fiber of my being. Nothing will ever change that, certainly not some misunderstanding.”

We need Sleep! Elynth’s voice echoed in both their heads, interrupting their moment. I am tired.
Andro and Sadi turned to look at her and they both smiled. What would I do without you Elynth? He asked her.

Oh… that is simple. She replied ever so calmly. You would do nothing, for you are a man.
Andro chuckled and looked at Sadi, seeing her green eyes bright and so full of life. Stay with us. I would like it if you allowed me to hold you Sadi.

I believe I would like that too. She answered as she scooted closer and settled completely to the ground next to him. 
In a moment she was in his arms, her face against the bare skin of his neck above the collar of the armor, her arms snaking around his waist. Androcles closed both his arms around her and Sadi shut her eyes in joy at the feelings that action caused to race through her. His lavender and pines scent filled her mind and coursed through her completely. Andro inhaled just as deeply of her sugar plum and spice scent, rubbing his cheek across her blond locks as her lithe body filled his embrace. 
I mean to make you mine KertaGai. He told her within Mindvoice as he stroked her silky hair. Totally. Completely. Utterly mine.
Sadi could do nothing but shiver in desire at those words, for she knew he meant it, and she had no doubts he would do exactly as he said. As far as Sadi was concerned… that suited her just fine.

