CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
MENKLA K2 MILITARY TRANSPORT

ASSIGNED ULU ARIZONA

Earth.


She hadn’t been back to the planet of her birth in more years than she could remember it seemed. This lush planet held nearly all of the most painful memories of her young life, and no matter where she went or what she did; it never failed to happen that she returned to Earth in some way. Perhaps it was the call of home, or perhaps it was the call of the few memories of what little happiness she had experienced on the blue/green world beneath her. Whatever the reason, she was back once more.

Captain Miranda ‘Mando’ Lorian allowed her dark brown eyes to gaze out the view window from the upper deck of the MENKLA transport as the pilot brought them closer to the planet on a smooth approach heading. She could see three of the colossal LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers in orbit, the smaller accompanying ships of their Strike Wings maintaining station outside of orbit to allow them freedom of movement in case they needed to respond. Miranda also knew the three captains of those three Strike Cruisers could have the ships moving from orbit in less time than it took her to get a mug of coffee. The gray moon she remembered from her childhood sparkled with lights from this distance and she knew it was from the major building expansion that EDEN Moon Base had undergone ten years ago, enlarging the base to cover fully twenty square kilometers. Combined with the PROMETHEUS-Class Planetary Command Station that orbited Earth, and the ASOC II Planetary Defense Platforms, or PDPs for short, Earth had become the second most heavily defended planet in the entire Lycavorian Union behind only Apo Prime.

The Lycavorian Union.


Her home and what she had now dedicated her life in defense of. Her parents had been original members of EDEN Moon Base’s crew, her father a flight engineer for the RAPTOR squadron, her mother a civilian administrative assistant. She was their only child at the time; any brothers and sisters she knew had been put off after her birth because they had taken a huge role in making sure EDEN Moon Base succeeded. The comet and Senator Graham had changed all that. Her parents had taken Miranda in what was now known as the Eden Exodus, when thousands of men, women and children had left the moon with Martin once Graham had briefly taken power. All of them knew that they followed someone who was not entirely human in Martin Leonidas, yet they did not truly understand the truth of that statement until much later. Not that it would have mattered to her parents, they adored the man who they thought was a genome. Had they lived long enough to discover that he was actually a King of werewolves and the son of a legendary Spartan King who had lived three thousand years before, Miranda had no doubt her father would have thought that to be so very cool.

She lost her parents James and Miyazuki Lorian in that first unprovoked attack on the encampment they had established near the High Elf lands. If not for the superior reaction of one of those that Martin had turned into a werewolf, Miranda would have died as well. Her world had come crashing down that day when she was only four years old. At that age she hadn’t known why someone would want to hurt her parents and take them away from her. It was a question she often asked the adoptive parents she had been placed with under the watchful eye of Ben O’Connor. The elven mother and human father had three other children, all of mixed heritage and she was accepted unconditionally and loved the same, if not more because of the loss she had already endured. They had taken part in the building of Eden City, both of them in the medical field under Queen Anja, and both of them intent on returning the life to her that had been ripped from her grasp. Those months with her adoptive parents and three siblings had been hard, many nights Miranda found herself crying to sleep in her elven mother’s arms. However, she was a resilient young lady, and the loss slowly began to fade as her life with her adoptive parents grew more and more routine and happy.

The High Coven attack on Eden City had ripped that from her yet again. 
Her adoptive parents and all of her adoptive siblings had been lost in the bombing and shelling of Eden City. The only thing that had saved her life was a half vampire Drow elf female that had snatched her from the jaws of death yet again and protected her ruthlessly. It was a stretch of seven hours that Miranda still had dreams about to this day. The way the Drow female had viciously killed nearly a dozen High Coven cloned troops as she fought to get them to the safety of the northern airfield and War Master Tareif’s forces. It was that single event in her life that made Miranda always view Drow elves differently. She had a respect and affection for them that did not carry over to the majority of other elves.
Miranda Lorian bounced from home to home after things had once more become settled, always under the watchful eye of Ben and Tina O’Connor for they had been close with her parents and in some way they felt responsible for her. Their lives had taken a different direction when the spunky red haired female elf Endith entered it, but no matter what happened in her life, Miranda could always turn to them no matter which one it was. She had done just that on several occasions when she had confrontations with the newly formed Eden City police force as she was growing up. Miranda tended to hang with a rough crowd as she grew, quick to anger and violence, she rapidly gained a reputation as someone you did not want to make angry. She had incredible reflexes for a human and though she stood only five foot two, and a hundred and thirteen pounds, constant life on the streets had honed her body to perfection. Many of the elf children her age would not tangle with her because they knew she was as tenacious as a lion on the hunt and would never back down. She had been in numerous fights, usually giving far more than she received.

It wasn’t until she stole a planetary transport on a dare that she came back with a flare to the attention of Ben O’Connor and a certain reptilian Union Fleet Admiral. The transport just happened to be the personal transport of Admiral Ceneu and even without proper piloting skills Miranda had given the Earth Air Defense Forces fits for three hours before she managed to land the transport without damaging it. She was sixteen at the time, and her tough demeanor and experiences had impressed Ceneu to such an extent he backed her entrance into the Union Fleet Academy without so much as a passing thought. 

Miranda had entered a new world then, leaving Earth for Apo Prime. So caught up in the utter strangeness of everything around her, Miranda Lorian nearly lost it all when during the first week in the academy she thoroughly beat a vampire cadet almost to death for a simple comment he had made in regards to her attitude. That is when Ben, Tina and Endith had taken her to see Helen. Miranda had a distrust of everything non-human with the exception of Drow elves surprisingly, and she had a particular dislike of vampires, which unexpectedly did not extend to the Drow. It was the Lycavorian First Oracle that discovered the fears Miranda held deep inside her, fears that would never go away, but fears that could be treated in some fashion so they did not rule her actions. Helen had taken her to the Royal Palace on Apo Prime, and it was there Miranda met and lived with the King and his Queens and small children for almost two months during the break in classes at the Academy. 
Martin Leonidas was a portion of her memories that would never fade, for she blamed him in some small part for the deaths of both her families. As she had grown older, she realized that was not realistic for he was trying to save all those who desired freedom and happiness, and her parents would never have held their deaths against him. During her stay on the Royal Island, she had her first interaction with dragons and while she found their wisdom and strength to be magical, outside of her time on the island she stayed away from them unless she needed too be around them. They frightened her in some manner she could not explain. Miranda spent quite a bit of time with Queen Isabella who had taken a shine to her because she reminded Isabella so much of herself while growing up on Usu Ozeib 7. The feelings of being lost and unwelcome were something she understood quite well. Miranda had grown even closer to Ben, Tina and Endith as well, for they were her last link to her parents and her past which she clung to rigidly. 

Miranda Lorian also had the distinction of being the only non member of his family to have spent so many hours with Martin Leonidas and his sons Androcles and Resumar. What she had learned from him during that time had remained with her until this day and it was a defining factor in her own command style. She learned about his life before he had discovered who he was, what he had felt after he had discovered his past, and how there had been many times he had attempted to escape that and return to simpler times as he called them. He also bestowed upon her in those two months the same skills he taught his sons when it came to fighting and when she left that island Miranda Lorian was far deadlier than when she had arrived for she had learned the patience of a wolf and Spartan.

And she had become completely focused on what she would accomplish.

Five years later she graduated third in her class, a feat that widely set the course for the rest of her career, for she had beat out nearly a dozen elves in terms of academics and piloting skills, not to mention she was one of only a handful of humans who had actually learned the Lycavorian ancient language and become fluent in its use. At the age of twenty-one Miranda ‘Mando’ Lorian returned to Earth for a brief stint in the Air Defense Forces that she had made look the fool five years earlier. Her rise to prominence continued steadily, all the while with Ben and Admiral Ceneu patting themselves on the back at their decision to see beyond the exterior and see inside her. Her relationship with Ben and Tina waned when she discovered they had asked Queen Isabella to turn them. At first Miranda had felt betrayed by the very man and woman who she trusted most of all and considered her only real family. She learned quickly why they had done what they had done, and though that eased much of what she felt, it made her remain away from them until the end of the Evolli War. One of Admiral Ben O’Connor’s first accomplishments as the new Admiral of Union Fleet Operations was to establish almost human like distinctions within the Union Fleet when it came to ships and fighter squadrons. He took a huge work load off of Admiral of the Fleet Riall in terms of planning and logistics and research, which freed Riall to use his tactical knowledge and skills to direct Union forces. It was something that Miranda had supported fully, for it allowed the humans that dotted the fleet to feel accepted and respected. It was also a sign to her of Ben’s refusal to let go of his humanity even though he was now a vampire, and under Ben’s care and with King Leonidas’s support, humans within the Union fleet were becoming much more prominent and many of them held positions of great importance as pilots and engineers.
At the beginning of the Evolli War Miranda was leading a four ship flight in VFA7, one of the newer squadrons in the fleet onboard the new LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser DORI LETH. The first two years of that war had seen her score twenty-seven Evolli kills, all of them their most advanced fighter, and she become a five time ace and one of the most renown pilots within the entire fleet. Also during that time she did not lose anyone in her section or squadron and VFA7 became one of the premier fighter squadrons of the fleet. She was well known for her aggressive flying skills and decisive decision making, but she was also known to never leave or abandon anyone in her section. They had become her family now and she was almost possessive in her protection of them, and the two Elves and one Lycavorian in her section had become just as possessive of her in return.

All that changed in the Battle for Alba Tau.

The DORI LETH, or HADES GATE in translation, was supporting the ground attack on Alba Tau when word reached them that the King and Crown Prince and their reduced sections of Mjolnir’s Hand had been shot down and were under sadistic and brutal attack by thousands of Evolli ground forces. This had sent the six supporting Union fleets into a controlled frenzy, for almost immediately after receiving word of that, fully seven front line Evolli Fleets jumped into the system and began attacking. Suddenly a well thought out Lycavorian attack against inferior Evolli ground and fleet forces had turned into an ambush by superior Evolli forces with top notch equipment and ships.
That had begun a twenty-one hour hell not only for those on the ground, but for the pilots of the Union fleets as well. 
The seven Evolli Fleets were all top of the line ships, with their advanced fighters and experienced pilots. Apparently their goal had been to wipe out the King, Crown Prince and three of the Queens in one fell swoop thinking they could cripple the entire Lycavorian Union. With Aricia, For’mya and Anja screaming and directing forces from the surface of the planet, the next twenty-one hours had been one battle after another, the Evolli giving almost as good as they got. Miranda’s wingman was the first to be killed in the thick fog of fighters that had filled the stars that day. One second he was there, the next he had been completely obliterated by an Evolli plasma burst. Miranda had killed that fighter screaming out her rage, and then she had reformed her section to continue the attack they had begun only to find that VFA7’s squadron commander had been killed and she was now in command. Most of that time in her life was a blur now, but she had continued the attack against one of the main Evolli Carriers, she and the survivors of their squadron screaming out in happiness as that massive ship had nosed over and exploded in the upper atmosphere. Miranda led VFA7 back to DORI LETH to refuel and rearm, and then they launched once more to provide support for another attack on the second Evolli carrier that had jumped into the system. This ship and its fighters had already destroyed one LEONIDAS II Strike Cruiser and half a dozen smaller ships and it needed to be killed before it could bring its weapons to bear on the planet below. She and VFA7 provided fighter support as the older Lycavorian Union M4 DEVASTATOR Fighter Bombers finally blew that carrier into tiny pieces, the death blow coming when an M4 fighter had insanely flown its last missile right into the landing bay of the ship and then rode the expanding fireball out the other side. 
An emergency call found her with nine of the original sixteen fighters in her squadron surviving and being sent to assist with the M4 squadron to attack and destroy the main Evolli Aerospace Command Platform. It was a huge oval shape sphere that was coordinating all the Evolli forces in the system. They needed to knock out that ship and do it ASAP before the Evolli could bring in more reinforcements. By the time that oval shaped sphere was cracking like an egg, Miranda was filled with nothing but rage. Miranda had lost the remainder of her squadron in the vicious attack, including the remaining three pilots of her beloved section members. The Evolli defended their Command ship fanatically and many pilots died that day. The deaths of her section members, her family, brought long buried memories rushing to the front, only this time Miranda ‘Mando’ Lorian could lash out. 
And lash out she did.

Taking her damaged fighter into the atmosphere against orders, Miranda proceeded to pull up the ground forces frequencies and was credited with destroying three heavy Evolli gun positions with just her pulse cannons. The last attack run however cost her fighter half of its propulsion, and trailing smoke for kilometers from the remaining engine, she finally crashed deep in Evolli territory. Miranda thought she was dead for sure so far behind enemy lines as she was, and she welcomed death’s embrace if it came for her. She never imagined they would react to her going down so drastically. Her actions had saved countless thousands of Spartans lives, and the Lycavorian commanding General of that unit was not about to let her go down without a fight. He immediately dispatched two RAPTOR evac ships under heavy RAPTOR II gunship support to rescue her. Both of her legs had been broken along with one arm and several ribs when she crashed, yet when they found her she was ready to put our rounds from her K12 and go down fighting.
Her injuries got her an evac to the medical ship in orbit, and six hours after she arrived, so did the King, the Prince and the survivors of the ground battle, which she later discovered was far more grievous a battle. All of them were hard hit even with their famed healing systems, and they had spent a week in the same ward together as the medical ship made its way back to Apo Prime at its best possible speed, all of them under the watchful eye and care of Queen Anja. It was that week with them on the hospital ship that kept Miranda from going completely insane with grief and guilt for being the only survivor of the battle, all those she considered her family once more ripped from her grasp. That week with Martin Leonidas and his son, with General Simpson and his son, and dozens of others who had lived through Alba Tau, it granted Miranda a new family in a sense. 

What war had taken from her, it had also given back.
It took her thirteen months to recover from her wounds, both physical as well as mental and she was immediately handed the position of the Commander Air Group for the RAGE OF DRAGONS, a new LEONIDAS II Strike Cruiser that had just been commissioned. It was over the course of the next two years of the war that she earned her nickname ‘Rogue Alpha’ by the Lycavorians, for her iron will and detachment from those around her unless her duties called for it. She allowed no one close to her emotionally, and while she flew and fought beside her fellow pilots, never allowing any of them to fall while flying with her, none of them reached the part of her heart that her former Squadron mates had. Those she had bonded to on that medical ship were the only ones she allowed close to her, and they were who she communicated with on a regular basis. Miranda considered many Lycavorians, Elves and vampires arrogant by their very nature, and while she knew there were exceptions to that rule she had only accepted her ‘War Family’ as part of that group. She clung stubbornly to her humanity, refusing many times the offers by Lycavorian men and even vampire men to turn her so they could build a relationship together. She attracted many males with her exotic beauty and raven colored hair, and many male wolves knew of her exploits and drooled at the opportunity to turn her and claim her as a mate. They knew she would give them strong children. Miranda worked very hard to keep her figure in superb condition, her breasts high and firm, and her waist small. Her legs were long for her height of five foot two, and she had what she considered being somewhat of a flat ass, though most men did not think of it that way. The choice to not be turned caused many wolves to regard her as a bigot, which anyone who worked with her knew was untrue. She was known as a stern disciplinarian, a CAG that would not tolerate fools or the risks they brought with them. She was known as someone who, while not a stickler for the rules, expected perfection from her pilots and ground crew no matter how they had to obtain it. Or they had to at least try for perfection to the very best of their abilities. 
She attended the Lycavorian Senior Officer Command Academy two years previous at Ben O’Connor’s recommendation, and upon graduating tops in that class she was promoted to Captain and assigned by Special Order of the King to the position she now held. She had spent a year going to the Command Academy and in that time had purge much of the hatred from her, and even strengthened the relationship she had with Ben and Tina. She lived with them for that year, and seeing them together and the way they interacted and accepted here without question  purged any doubts or questions about them from her mind. They were all Miranda Lorian had left that connected her to her past, and along with Endith, she swore to never lose them no matter what it cost her.
“Mando?” The male voice spoke softly from her left, pulling her out of her thoughts as she turned to look up into the face of her Executive Officer.

“Janon?” She spoke. “Something?”

The tall, thickly muscled older Lycavorian Spartan held up the data pads. He had been with Miranda since the RAGE OF DRAGONS, coming over as her Executive Officer and now one of only forty-three people within the entire Union with Level Ten Security Clearance. He trusted Miranda, or Mando as she preferred to be called, with his life for she had already saved it on several occasions. A fact that allowed him to continue to enjoy the pleasures of his elven mate of three hundred and nine years and their two small children. Janon was one of those exceptions to the rule as far as Miranda was concerned, and though she would never become fast friends with him and give of herself as she had done in the past, he was far closer to her than perhaps anyone but Ben, Tina, Endith and Miranda’s ‘War Family’.
“General Lynwe finally replied.” He stated. “She sends her apologies, but the King has her working on something that is taking up quite a bit of her time.”

Miranda motioned for him to take a seat opposite her and sat up straighter. “Well if the Drow are involved you can bet it is important.” She spoke watching him sit down. “The King only involves them when he wants his A Team on the job. And the Drow are definitely his A Team.” She took the pad from him as he settled into the chair. “She can still meet with us right?”

Janon nodded. “The day after tomorrow.” He answered. “The list she put together is very short… there are only five names, but I think the first two officers are what we are looking for. General Lynwe sends her recommendation for the third officer however. She is one of the original Drow elves to escape with her and Vice President Aihola’s brother Tari. She is only a Lieutenant, which could cause some waves.”

Miranda rubbed her face and activated the pad, her dark eyes perusing the information quickly but efficiently. She scrolled down to the third Drow elf, passing over the male and female above her. Miranda gazed at her picture for a long moment, taking in the gorgeous amber colored eyes that had always caught her attention on Drow ever since that female had saved her life as a child, and then the near flawless light chocolate colored skin. Her long shimmering white hair was tied into a tight pony tail with violet Drow silk and draped over one shoulder.
“Lieutenant E’dira. She’s two hundred and thirty-four years old.” Miranda spoke looking at him. “Why only a Lieutenant?”

“It seems she took offense to something an Amarian diplomat she was guarding said to her six years ago.” Janon replied with a smile. “She bent his feelers slightly. The Amarian demanded she be punished and threatened to make a political stink out of it. She volunteered to be reduced in rank to Lieutenant to avoid any political mess.”

Miranda smiled. “Really?” She asked. “Oh… I would have liked to have seen her bend his feelers. Amarians can get a little frisky at times.” She said. “What does Lynwe say about her?”
“Her transmission was short, but she said she would fill us in more when we see her.” Janon spoke. “Basically she says this Drow has a mind like a computer, finished at the top of every Security Operations course within the Union, and was part of the King’s invasion of Ukwav and the destruction of Enurrua. She is also the only survivor of her Drow Scout Team from Alba Tau.” Janon finished softly.

Miranda looked up at him quickly. “Alba Tau?” She said softly.

Janon nodded knowing the memories of Alba Tau sometimes made her very upset. “They were trying to get to the King’s position during the night and were caught in the same ambush as General Simpson.” He answered.

Miranda lowered the pad and looked out the window once more. “It seems I can’t escape the memories of Alba Tau Janon. None of us can.” She said. 
Janon nodded. “My mate tells me there are times when she can hear me whispering in my sleep. Like I am re-fighting that battle. Not very often now… but it does still happen.”

“It has affected a lot more people than even I first thought.” She spoke turning to Janon. “It says she has never had a ship posting. Is she qualified on the Nodon JCN 71 Tactical Network and the NorthAm FCS?”

Janon nodded with a grin. “Completed last year with a 97 percent Attack/Defense ratio.” He answered.
“Oh… I like her already.” Miranda spoke. “The other top two?” She asked.

Janon shook his head. “They scored 89 percent and 92 percent respectively. Not even close to her.”

“Tell Lynwe we want to meet with her.” Miranda spoke immediately.

“I already did.” He answered with a smile. “She’ll be with Lynwe when we meet with her for lunch at the Grand Center.”

“Good.” Miranda said. “Let’s roll off the CAG names again.” She said. “I want to make sure we are making the right decision here.”

Janon looked at the pad he held. “Senior Lieutenant Rekon?”

Miranda shook her head as she lifted the pad. “Too tight in the thrusters and too by the book.” She said. “Senior Lieutenant Bolar?”

Janon shook his head now. “He thinks his sibfla doesn’t stink.” He said. “What about Junior Commander Golnar? He had fourteen kills during the war.”

“He spent most of his time trying to bounce the wives of other officers on his little celie after he got hurt. He spent a total of nine months in the combat zone Janon. We spent more time in the cockpit in the last two years than this midaeus spent the entire war. And nine of his fourteen kills were third rate Evolli fighters. Not exactly their top of the line.”

Janon nodded. “Point taken.” He said with a grin.

“This Senior Lieutenant Talay is promising.” Miranda spoke.

Janon looked at her. “Mando… you would eat that young elf for breakfast and spit him out in the first six hours. He’d be screaming for a transfer inside of the first day. He has no backbone and he is the epitome of why you think most elves are arrogant.”

“I’m not that bad!” Miranda exclaimed.

“This coming from the human officer who told the elven Commander of the 39th SCFFG to suck her left tit when he refused to allow you to refuel.” Janon said.

“He told me I couldn’t use his gas to get back in the fight when he had his birds sitting on ready in their launch tubes because it violated safety protocols.” Miranda snapped. “And I told him to suck my right tit. My tattoo was still healing.”

Janon laughed and nodded his head. “You are right.” He said. His eyes scanned the list of names and he stopped. “What about this one?” He spoke. “Major Steven Randall, he’s currently the CAG for EADF.” Janon’s eyes grew a little wider. “Whoa! Sixty-seven kills during the war! That’s almost as many as you! Five decorations for bravery, and get this… two letters of reprimand, one that should have been given to his wife.”

“What ship?” Miranda asked her interest piqued.

Janon looked up at her. “NORMYA’S LIGHT.” He answered.
“Queen Dysea’s ship?” Miranda spoke suddenly very interested. “She and Queen Isabella led some of the largest campaigns against the Evolli during the war. Dysea didn’t care for them very much it seems.”

Janon nodded. “He was a Squadron Commander for three years, and then acting CAG for the last thirty-six months of the war.”

“Call Sign?”

“Call Sign was…” Janon looked up from the pad. “His Call Sign was Scar.” He said softly.

“Scar?” Miranda said her mind flashing back over the years. “That was the… that was the call sign of the M4 Squadron Commander that took down the second Evolli carrier at Alba Tau.” She said quietly.

Janon nodded. “By shoving an Y14 missile right down its throat and into its landing bay.”

“He flew the damn missile into the landing bay Janon! His fire control computer went tits up and he executed a manual release inside the landing bay!” Miranda said. “And then he rode the fireball out the other side!”

Janon looked at the pad. “He’s one of Ben’s initial pilot trainees from after the Battle of Eden City. He’s qualified on everything we have in the inventory, with nearly seven thousand hours in the Tempest alone. He is married to War Master Tareif’s youngest daughter Zaala, has been for the last twenty-three years. He…”
“What?” Miranda asked.

“He was turned by the King.” Janon spoke looking up at her. “He was human but asked that the King turn him after he married Tareif’s daughter.”

Miranda took the pad from his hand, reading for a moment. “He asked for the same reason that Ben and Tina asked Queen Isabella to turn them. It says he rarely, if ever shifts to wolf form.” She said softly. “He’s turned down three promotions to remain in command of EADF. Superior pilot… the Lycavorian blood only increased his test scores by a factor of two instead of the usual four or five. He had… he had all the skills before the King turned him.”

Janon nodded. “That is love for you.” He said softly. “Tareif’s youngest daughter must be something else.”
“No children. Married to Zaala Randall, daughter to War Master Tareif and sister to Sparta’s Lieutenant Governor Tarifa. I wonder if she looks like Tarifa… that would explain a lot. Wow… she has two degrees, one in Astrophysics and the other in Quantum Engineering. She also has a Level Nine Clearance.” Miranda said reading from the pad. 
“A civilian with Level Nine Clearance?” Janon asked. “That’s strange isn’t it?”

Miranda nodded her head. “We’ll have to ask Ben about that when we see him. There has to be a story behind that and it answers your question about her being something special.”

Janon nodded. “I guess so. Randall has two Flight Valor Awards one Cluster each, two Distinguished Valor decorations and one Distinguished Flight Commendation.” Miranda’s eyes grew a little wider as Janon spoke slowly. “He was reprimanded the first time when he told the Commander of the 23rd SCFFG to go fuck himself when he refused to launch an R&R mission to get one of his pilots who had been shot down over Modasi Three. He then proceeded to land his fighter on the surface, stripped out its weapons pods to dump the weight and then flew his ship back with his downed pilot crunched in behind his seat. The second reprimand was given to him when his wife punched out an Elf Minister from Elear for making advances towards her and then calling her husband an overbearing brute of a man.” Janon spoke his eye brows lifting a little. “The details of that incident are compartmentalized at Level Ten.”
“Level Ten? We have clearance.” Miranda asked motioning with her head. “Open it then.”

Janon shook his head. “Eyes only for Ben or Admiral Riall. We’ll definitely have to ask Ben about that if we go with this guy. We don’t need any baggage to come with him.”

Miranda scrolled down the pad and found the information she wanted. She ran her finger across the pad slowly and gently. “He’s the one Janon.” She said softly looking at him and holding out the pad. “He brought them all home. Every single one of the pilots in his squadron that started the war with him, he brought them all home Janon. Over a thousand sorties and not one death in his squadron. After he became CAG they didn’t lose one ship throughout the remainder of the war, and they took part in four of the last five major battles. We have our CAG Janon. Now all we have to do is convince Earth Command he belongs with us.”

THE WILDS

NEBONESE


Las’elh stood to the side quietly, holding Gravork by his arm as she watched Anton and Cihera greet the male and female Drow elves just inside the entrance to the rear of the trading post. The last three days and nights traveling with them had exposed Las’elh to things she had never seen before. Working as a member of the EI she had never been exposed to the Krypteria in any way. It was said that you could be working next to one of them and not even know it. They were masters of disguise and being able to take on new identities and all of them could speak many different languages fluently. Quite a few of the operatives for EI had heard through different sources of operations conducted by the Krypteria. They were restricted from working within Union territory by their founding charter, but it was very well known they had a hand in breaking open the extensive High Coven Intelligence network over two decades ago and working hand in hand with the newly formed Durcunusaan to rid themselves of High Coven agents. They were overseen by a small committee of Lycavorian, Elf, Algolian and Hadarian senior ministers, unknown to all save the King and his inner circle, but to Las’elh’s knowledge these Ministers had never once refused a petition by Armetus.

The Lycavorian Spartan Armetus was legendary even among Elven Intelligence for his skills and tenacity and his ability to wade through the political muck as field agents called it. He never abandoned his people for any purpose, and during the Evolli war had even gone on several missions himself, one of them to retrieve the bodies of two agents that had been killed transmitting secret Evolli documents to Union Headquarters. It was rumored that he had also slaughtered nearly an entire platoon of Evolli troops in retribution for their actions. Las’elh knew that he had a fondness for Drow elves, and it was by his actions that they now had the reputation they did. 

Las’elh knew that many Drow elves called The Wilds home, with several reasonably large settlements spread on different worlds, all of them some of the roughest parts of The Wilds. Rumors had been started that the Drow were not happy with the more peaceful nature that their Queen Aihola had pushed on them, and had struck out on their own. The Drow were a dominant in all that they did, even with those they chose to mate with. Female Drow were higher in the pecking order than males, and it was not uncommon to see Drow females in The Wilds with female slaves doing their bidding. Mostly other female elves and humans, as it was not uncommon even in within the Union to see female Drow with female lovers, all of them very beautiful. The majority of them were elven or human but since being discovered some Drow had taken other compatible females as lovers as well. That was not to say that Drow females dismissed their male counterparts. They did not… and seeing the male and female in front of her told Las’elh that. It was a point of contention with the elves on Elear about why their King had allowed them to establish themselves like this, but as Las’elh had discovered from Anton and Cihera as they transited to Nebonese, the Drow who called The Wilds home were all members of the Krypteria and fanatically loyal to King Leonidas and their Queen Aihola. This was obvious to Las’elh as she watched the male and female Drow greet Anton and Cihera with animated faces and warm hugs.

Las’elh also knew that Drow females were considered by many to be exotically alluring even to other women. Two nights she had witnessed Anton and Cihera making love on their bed while she faked being asleep. Anton Simpson was larger than any man she had ever been with, his cock long and thick while his body was sculpted muscle, no doubt the result of his father’s Spartan blood. Cihera was equally beautiful in Las’elh’s eyes, her dark skin and very long legs supple and firm on her near five foot ten height. Her breasts were not as large as Las’elh’s, but they were firm and pouty and obviously very sensitive if the noises she made while her husband suckled on them was any indication. Las’elh had watched them for hours it seemed, pleasuring each other in ways she had never imagined or attempted in most respects, and just last night she had brought herself to a silent but powerful explosion of her own, imagining herself sandwiched between their dark bodies and having them do all those things to her. It had embarrassed her this morning, for she didn’t doubt that Anton Simpson could detect the scent of her lingering arousal, yet nothing was said or even hinted at to her about it. Though Cihera had gazed at her with those amber colored eyes almost hungrily it seemed.


The voices brought her out of her thoughts.


“…no trouble with the port authorities?” The female Drow asked.


Anton shook his head. “We hid Gravork in our equipment compartment.” He answered. “We passed off Las’elh as Cihera’s property.”


“I did not agree to that!” Las’elh spoke quickly her elven modesty and independence coming to the forefront.


She saw four pairs of eyes turn to look at her. “Better that she did Commander Las’elh.” The male Drow replied. 

Las’elh’s blue eyes grew a little wider. “You… you know who I am?” She gasped.

The male Drow elf spoke now as he moved closer to her. “Who do you think it was that cleaned up after you on Talbor Seven Commander? Once Anton and Cihera contacted us we sent our people on Talbor Seven to secure Gravork’s suite before your EI recovery team could make an entrance. We took the young lady you knocked out into custody, removed any sign that you had been there, erased the traces of your stay from their computer banks, and basically made it so you never existed.” He turned to Anton. “You are getting sloppy by the way. You know that head shots to Kochab’s vent blood explosively.”
Anton chuckled. “That wasn’t me.” He said motioning to his wife. “The fool got touchy feely with Cihera.”

The Drow male laughed. “Oh…” He turned back to Las’elh. “A singularly bad thing to do with a mated Drow female.” He stated to her with a grin. “As I was saying Commander… now that Cihera has established you as her property so to speak, her slave if you will, none of the vermin on this infested rock will approach you if they know what is good for them. We made it clear some time ago that to impose yourself between a dominant Drow female and her slave was not a very wise move. It is more a security precaution than anything else. And trust me… with your beauty, if she had not done this, there would have been trouble.”

“So… you all play… you play roles here?” Las’elh asked.

“It is part of our cover.” The female Drow answered the question. “Nalar and I have been husband and wife for almost twenty years, though there are times when I question what was going through my mind when I fell in love with him.” She finished with a grin.
The male Drow chuckled. “Yes… I’m quite sure you have thought other things as well.” He spoke.

“I am Malia by the way. We own this establishment here. All the elves and humans you meet here work for us and are also playing a role Commander. We know of your proclivity for doing things your way, so I ask that you curb that while you are here, for if you do anything that puts our operation or friends at risk we will kill you Commander. Without a second’s pause. And then you truly will disappear. Forever.”

Las’elh watched as Cihera stepped closer to her. “We have covered this with her already Malia. She understands. And our goals seem to be converging at one point which makes our survival beneficial to her as well.”

Malia’s amber eyes looked at Cihera and she nodded after only a second. “Then we will speak of it no more and I welcome you to Nebonese.” She stated confidently bowing her head slightly to Las’elh. “Queen For’mya has sent word to us in regards to what it is that Las’elh was working on and Nalar and I both agree your two missions seem to be, at least partially, very much intertwined. Minister L’tian has discovered that what Las’elh has been saying all along is true and has begun a very discrete investigation of his own.”
“Minister L’tian!” Las’elh hissed. “He is one of the senior Elven Ministers. I tried to make them see what was happening in the beginning. They dismissed me! What makes you think he will do anything?”

Malia and Nalar shook their heads. “Minster L’tian is Queen For’mya’s father. He is also one of the four Krypteria Committee members.” They saw Las’elh’s eyes grow a little wider. “He did not dismiss you Commander… he was never made aware of what you presented to the other senior Ministers. The moment For’mya and Dysea contacted him he began a discrete investigation of his own as I said and what he discovered was eye opening to say the least. We have the reports upstairs and you can review them later.” She turned to look at Gravork. “First however… we need to secure our guest in special quarters.”

“I have cooperated with you fully!” Gravork snapped.

“And I’m sure the fact that all of your purported business partners are scrambling to find you played no part in that decision.” Nalar spoke. “You appear to be a very popular man now Gravork. Rumor has it that even the Kavalians are looking for you.”

“The Kavalians?” Gravork gasped.

“Oh yes. Since your disappearance all of them are apparently afraid that the information you have in your head will find its way to their competitors perhaps? I imagine many of them would rather see you dead than have that happen.” Nalar spoke. 

Malia looked at Anton and Cihera now. “And our Evolli friend, the one you came here to meet, he was very interested in speaking with us when we told him we have news of Gravork here.”

“So you’ve made initial contact?” Anton asked.

Malia nodded. “I told him we had heard through some of our brothers and sisters on other worlds that Gravork would be coming here to meet with him the day after tomorrow. We made it seem as if Gravork was coming to him for protection. He was very insistent that no harm would come to him if we were able to arrange it.”

Anton snorted. “No harm would come to him until after he got the information he wanted no doubt.” He said.

Cihera nodded. “Did you set up a preliminary meeting?”

“Tomorrow evening at seventeen hundred hours.” Malia answered with a nod of her head. “An abandoned mining facility three kilometers southwest of the settlement. I don’t trust that Evolli scum any further than I could throw him. I’ve had my people scouting the site since dawn this morning. So far it is clean.”
Anton nodded. “Good. It will give us time to go over what For’mya sent to us and inspect our equipment from Armetus.” He said.

“That arrived yesterday. It’s upstairs as well.” Nalar spoke. “Malia my love… I will insure our guest is settled in for the evening. Why don’t you take Anton, Cihera and our good Commander Las’elh upstairs and help them settle in.”

Malia nodded. “An excellent idea.” She said leaning over to kiss Nalar’s cheek. “Don’t amuse yourself too much husband. We still have much to do.”

Nalar nodded. “I will join you all shortly.” He stated.

Malia looked at Anton and Cihera who were smiling. “This way. We changed things a bit since you were last here. We’ve made it more peaceful.”

Las’elh hesitated for a moment unsure if she was welcome to go with them. Cihera’s hand gently taking her arm gave her the answer.

“You are welcome here Las’elh.” Cihera said softly. “You may lower your guard as much as you are able and try to relax. Things will become quite busy in the near future and Anton and I would much rather have you sharp and confident.”

Las’elh met her soft amber eyes with stunning blue orbs that Cihera found intoxicating to say the least. “You’re not going to leave me here then?” She asked.

Cihera smiled and shook her head. “No Las’elh… your diligence through all the adversity you have faced has earned you the right to be beside us every step of the way to the end. The more that is revealed to us, the more it becomes clear that our tasks are becoming more and more linked. I think you will find that with L’tian and Queen For’mya and Dysea now involved we will discover much more about what is going on.” Cihera smiled and curled her fingers around Las’elh’s arm. “Come… I will introduce you to real home cooked Drow food while we are here. Malia’s mother is one of the finest cooks in the universe and she positively loves showing off her culinary skills to any newcomers. Especially elves from Elear who have never experienced our food before. Come.”

Las’elh allowed the smile to split her face and she relaxed somewhat as Cihera led her after Malia and Anton.

DRAGON MOUNTAIN

FORMER ISLAND OF SARDINIA 


You are safe now. Open your eyes… there is nothing to fear here. 

The voice was soft in his mind. Soothing and calm. It filled him with warmth, the tingles coursing through his muscular body right down to his tail. His eyes had lost much of their redness with nearly two full days of sleep and healing. They now resembled a dark orange color and were much softer than they had been in years. He felt different. No longer did anger surge through his being, no longer did hatred for what he did not know or understand ripple through his veins. He felt empty somehow, but it was an emptiness that his mind told him was not a bad thing.

Slowly Vollenth opened his eyes.


And was looking directly into the most beautiful cyan colored eyes he had ever seen. He blinked several times, focusing his vision and saw that the cyan colored eyes were attached to a stunning light green female dragon that rested on the ground in front of him. The dirt where he lay was spongy and layered with soft hay. He lifted his large head from the ground, his eyes blinking several more times as he took in his surroundings. The cave appeared large, easily able to accommodate several fully grown dragons. The walls were a grayish brown color and dry of moisture, but it was cool and very comfortable. Sunlight was peeking in from high above, casting several rays of light on the ground around him, adding to the four illumination globes that were set in each corner of the cave.

Where am I?

You are within our mountain. The female spoke gently, tilting her head to the side. This is Dragon Mountain. The King’s gift to our kind who call Earth home. This is your home now as well.


Vollenth lifted his head higher. Yuri! He exclaimed. She will…

The vampire witch who was controlling you is not someone you ever have to suffer again. The female spoke firmly and with conviction.


Controlling me? Vollenth asked. She… she was my bonded one.


The female shook her large head back and forth. No. The bond she created with you was forced upon you Vollenth. It was never meant to be. This Yuri… she used her Mindvoice power to tap into your subconscious and control you. To alter your perceptions. It is one of her many skills… but for those powerful enough to detect it... Prince Andro and Elynth, the Elder Mother, it was child’s play to sever that hold she had on you.


My perceptions? Vollenth asked as his mind cleared and he was sitting up fully, resting on his legs. My mind… it is… 


Uncluttered? Focused and clear? The rage and hate that always was just beneath the surface? It is gone now isn’t it?

Yes.


The light green scaled dragon nodded. Her control has been cut. She can no longer cloud your perceptions and force you to do things that you know are wrong. She no longer has any hold on you. She will never be able to breach the Mindvoice shields that guard our island and mountain, and she will never set foot inside this sacred place. Your mind and your ability to decide things for yourself are yours once more Vollenth. You are free.


I remember fighting. Vincix! Our instructor! I attacked him! He angered me and I attacked him! I remember the Lycavorian Prince and his dragon. She struck me! He struck me! Vollenth said. I have never felt such agony as when her tail struck me.


All true. She answered with a nod. Elynth is a hybrid. Half Firespitter like us… half Heavyhorn like her father. There are several among those who came with you, but they have not yet learned to use the different skills that their blood grants them. She is also the bonded sister to Prince Androcles. She bonded with the Prince while he still grew inside his mother’s womb. They are second only to the King and her father Torma in power and ability. You… you would not have defeated them.


They spared me? Vollenth asked with surprise.


They knew the agony you were in fighting the control this vampire witch had of you. She answered. It is what made you so angry Vollenth… you were fighting what your instincts told you was wrong but were forced to do. And… and you were meant for someone else.


What do you mean? Who are you? Vollenth asked.


The loud scrapping sound drew both of their attentions towards the cave entrance and Vollenth turned to see three small hatchlings poke their heads around the edge of the cave wall. Two of them, females by their smell, had the same coloring of the female in front of him, while the third, a male had an almost golden yellow in color.


Mother? The child like female voice entered his thoughts.


You may come in now children. The female told them with small humor in her voice. He is awake.


Vollenth watched as the three hatchlings bound into the room flapping their wings madly as they crossed the floor to settle next to the female. She lowered her muzzle and rubbed the back of their necks and Vollenth saw their wings twitch in delight.


This is Isleia, Dela and Kenir. They are my youngest hatchlings… only four months old and nearly ready to take to the skies. The female told him.


We are waiting for our father and brother to return! The one she had called Isleia spoke excitedly. They were helping you.


Vollenth looked up at the female dragon in front of him. He could smell now that she was over two thousand years old, but she looked to be vibrant and healthy unlike any dragon he had seen before. Her scent was somehow familiar to him, but he could not place it.


I am Danica.


Helping me? Vollenth asked. What does she mean?


They remained at SODRAG to insure Yuri did not know of our deception. Danica spoke softly. They will be returning soon, in fact I feel they have already arrived.

What do you mean? How could she not know?


She does not know yet… but she will discover it soon enough. Since your bond with her was forced, it did not have the same level of emotional connection that normal Bonded Pairs have. She never knew that you fought Andro and Elynth. My mate Galen and our son Visio were able to insure she took no notice when she left SODRAG to return to Sparta with her witch mother.


How is that even possible?


Visio took your place for a time. Danica said.


Took my place? How could he take my place?


He looks like you silly. Isleia spoke giggling as she moved closer and gazed at his thick leg. You are funny.


You could not fool Yuri with a dragon that looked like me. Vollenth exclaimed. No two dragons are alike!


Danica nodded. You are correct. Unless those two dragons are twins. Fertilized with the same gene and broken into two eggs. As was the case with you and Visio. We thought… we thought you were dead. Lost to us forever.


Vollenth came to his feet, his orange eyes wide in shock. What… what are you saying? He gasped out.


Danica followed suit and came to her feet as well. I am Danica… and I am…

She is your mother boy! The deep throated male voice spoke now. Vollenth’s head whipped around and he saw the huge shape of the mustard yellow scaled dragon enter the cave. His movements were confident and graceful, his orange eyes bright and clear, and he was gazing at Vollenth with intensity. Vollenth’s eyes grew even wider when he saw the image of himself enter behind the male dragon. The same orange eyes and greenish yellow scales. The same muscular body and proportions, nearly as large as the older male who he smelled was at least four thousand years old.


Mo… mother? Vollenth gasped. My… my mother is dead! My… my family is dead! They were killed in the same crash that orphaned me!


NO! Danica exclaimed as she moved closer to him. That was one of the lies they told you my son! One of so many lies. We were in a ship only an hour behind you. We were all returning to Elear for a welcoming ceremony. Your ship was attacked and crashed. The High Coven stole you from us! We… we thought you were dead! We thought all of you were dead! We knew you lived the moment you entered the system just weeks ago. We could feel you within us and we rejoiced. We have been plotting to save you ever since you came here. To get you away from the witch who was torturing you! She moved closer to him. I am Danica… and I am your mother. You are not alone anymore Vollenth my son. We are here! All of us. You have met your younger siblings… and this is Visio… your twin dragon brother. He is the one who never allowed us to give up hope. He is the one who refused to believe you were dead. He and your father.

Vollenth watched wide eyed as the identical dragon came right up to him and stared into his eyes. It was amazing to actually look at an exact copy of himself, but Vollenth could feel the truth coursing through him at her words. He could feel his mind screaming out in happiness and joy at what all of his senses were telling him.


I have waited for this day my entire life brother. Visio spoke softly. And now that day has come and I can not begin to express what it means to me. I have felt the power of the witch Yuri and the hold she had over you. Without the aide of the Elder Mother and Prince Andro and Elynth I would not have been able to resist her. We succeeded however, and she has gone back to Sparta. We…

Enough Visio. The stern voice spoke as the yellow scaled beast moved closer. We will have plenty of time to tell your brother of the years that have passed. 

Vollenth’s eyes shifted to the male dragon, his scales shiny with health but marked with scars in some locations. His Mindvoice presence was strong and clear however and he projected authority and power. He also projected something that Vollenth had never felt before. He felt Danica moved closer to him, touching his neck scales with her snout almost shyly. This is… this is Galen my son. She spoke softly. This is your father.

 As Vollenth gazed at the stern dragon he felt him moved closer, until his snout was within inches of his. Those orange colored eyes gazed at him intently and then the words burst into his head that could not have come from so dominating a male dragon. They were soft and compassionate and filled with sadness and even greater joy.

The… the Elder Mother has shown me the battle you waged within you as this vampire witch controlled you. I have fought many battles… I have fought beside the King and Torma… yet never have I seen such bravery as you displayed by fighting her within your heart and mind. Galen spoke gently. 


She… she made me do things! Vollenth said softly. Things I… things I knew were wrong. I… I hurt others of my kind!


Galen nodded slowly. Yes… this is true. The Elder Council has already decreed that you will not be held accountable for your actions because of the witch Yuri and her control of you. You… you have been given back your life my son. How you go forward with that life is what will matter. Those are worries for another time however… now… now all your mother and I… all your family wants is to be with you. 

Vollenth looked at him. I am dead aren’t I? He asked. I fought the Prince and Elynth and they killed me as they said they would didn’t they?


Danica brushed up against him firmly, using her snout to caress his wings and neck and causing them to tremble. Would you feel these things if you were dead my son? She asked softly.


Vollenth’s head snapped around when he felt the three small hatchlings flap their wings madly and bound up onto his back. Isleia was closest to his head and she bounced upon his shoulders happily. 


Our brother is home! Our brother is home! She announced loudly. 


Vollenth turned when Visio moved around to stand beside him, their muscular bodies touching in affection. His head lifted to gaze at those orange eyes again.


Father? He spoke in barely a whisper.


Welcome home my lost son! Galen spoke his deep voice within Mindvoice heavy with emotion. Finally… welcome home where you belong.

OMEN ONE

ULU EIRANS TRYN 
1.2 LIGHT YEARS FROM UIRMEIK
KAVALIAN SPACE


Tinnuar looked up from the sensor screen he was standing next to and let his eyes sweep across the bridge of his ship. With the exception of two tense three hour long periods when they detected Kavalian patrol craft moving across their course, the trip to their current location had been uneventful. His crew was among the finest within the small Omen Fleet, and he had complete faith in them. The YA9 Sensor Array was the most advanced sensor grid they had, most of the technology derived from the Mindvoice ship and at the moment it was detecting many things that Tinnuar had hoped they would not find.

“Status!” He echoed across the bridge.


“Sixteen hours until final Nav position sir.” The Helm officer reported from his seat.


“Sensors are operating within optimum ranges sir!”


Tinnuar turned slightly as his XO came up next to him. “Captain?” The man asked him softly.


Tinnuar shook his head. “I don’t like it Perein.” He spoke. 

“Sir?” The man asked.

Tinnuar looked at him. “How many troops have we detected on the ground Perein?”

“At last count… better than eight million.” He replied quickly. “We won’t be able to get an accurate count from the other side of the planet until we arrive in our final position. That will be before the planet completes another rotation.”

Tinnuar nodded. “Eight million that we can see right now… and at least two complete Fleet Groups.” He said. “The Coven Intelligence is turning out to be accurate it seems.”

“I take it you and the King were hoping this was not the case.” Perein said.

Tinnuar looked at him. “The King has no more desire than I to face eight million ground troops and two fleet groups. And that is just what we can detect on the core side of the planet.” He answered. “The Coven intelligence stated nearly sixteen million ground troops with ships to match and carry them all. Have we detected any Troop Transports?”
“Not as of yet sir. They could be on the surface or hidden behind the planet itself. We won’t know until we are in our final sensor position.” Perein answered.

Tinnuar nodded. “Another sixteen hours.” He said. “I just find myself being surprised that High Coven Intelligence picked this up and we did not as close to our border as it is.”
“Perhaps we just…”

“Captain…” The sensor operator spoke now, turning in her chair. “Captain… Captain I’m detecting an unknown power source.”

Tinnuar glanced at Perein before moving to the woman’s station. “Let’s have it.” He stated leaning over her shoulder. 

“It’s… it’s weird sir. It’s very faint, but wavelength doesn’t match any known Kavalian power sources in our databanks. I only picked it up because I was doing a spectral analysis of the upper atmosphere of Uirmeik and it spiked on the Cohesive Fault Line at four point six. ” The woman said.

“Four point six?” Tinnuar said somewhat surprised.

“Yes sir. Too high for a Kavalian ship or ground station.” She replied.

“Location?”

“That’s another thing Captain. It’s not coming from Uirmeik. It’s radiating from Ritaah. Three point three light years past Uirmeik. Southern pole area of the largest continent. I’m also detecting six other much smaller TriCobal power centers eighty kilometers from the unknown. I doubt anyone but us can pick them up. They are being masked in some way.” She answered adjusting her screen so that the dark green planet came into better focus now. It centered on the large continent and zoomed in to a hundred kilometers distance. She pointed to the sensor screen. “This is the unknown sir, in this mountain range here. These are the others, roughly five kilometers between each one. Low power emitters too. They are definitely being masked in some fashion.
“Ritaah?” Perein spoke softly. “I thought Ritaah was nothing more than a jungle planet with a whole lot of nasty creatures and bugs on it.”

“That’s what Intel says on it sir, but that is where the readings are emanating from.” She answered. “Whatever this power source it is I can tell you it isn’t Kavalian. At least nothing that we have ever seen.”

“Perein move us eight degrees port, Z-plus forty thousand meters and keep the starboard YA9 array focused on Uirmeik.” Tinnuar said. “Put us between the two planets here.” He pointed at a position on the star chart. “Bring all passive sensors on line and focus them on Uirmeik.”

“We’ll be dodging a lot of Kavalian traffic to obtain that position sir.” Perein spoke.

Tinnuar nodded. “It will keep us sharp.”

Perein nodded and turned. “Helm… eight degrees port! Z-plus forty thousand meters. Increase speed to one quarter on the sublight drive and take us to six four nine three point seven!”

“Helm answers! Adjusting course!”

Tinnuar looked at his sensor operator. “Lieutenant… once we are in our position the port array is yours. You find out what that power source is.”

“Understood sir.” She replied.

Tinnuar stood back up and looked at his XO. “Perein… load three TOPA decoys in the torpedo tubes. If someone gets a hit on us for some off the wall reason launch two decoys on a heading of two seven three, and one more on a heading of sixty-two. We’ll scatter them in different directions and sneak out of here right between their Fleet Groups over the top of Uirmeik.”

Perein nodded. “Lots of nice imagery from that position.” He said with a smile.

Tinnuar met his smile. “Prep a Black Sun Shrouded COM probe too. Load it with what we have and program it to jump back to Union space and begin broadcasting. We’ll pick it up on the way back.”

Perein nodded. “Yes sir.”

“Perein… make sure everyone is on their toes.” Tinnuar spoke his voice turning serious. “Something about this stinks to the heavens.”

Perein nodded and moved to follow his Captain’s orders.

SPARTA
LYCAVORIAN UNION GALACTIC COURT

CENTRAL SPARTA

They were a body formed almost from the outset of the birth of the Lycavorian Union. A group of men and women who would put aside their personal loyalties to whatever their species were and make rulings of law between the hundreds of different species within the whole of the Union. Though they held no official governmental powers, their rulings on civilian law were binding and upheld on a regular basis without fail. They heard cases from Trade Agreement law disputes between official parties to simple land disagreements, as well as many contested issues between major corporations within the Union. They were respected by all, and many of them also had a deep respect for King Leonidas. When he first took power, given his attitude toward frivolousness, they wondered if he would simply disband the Galactic Court Body. Surprisingly he had honored them by acknowledging the importance of the many duties they performed and swearing that would never change. He had even gone so far as to have built a similar building like the one they used on Apo Prime. It was their realm and in the center of Sparta where all the major government buildings resided. Whenever the King came to Earth for the Royal Family exodus… six of the twelve sitting Magistrates  remained on Apo Prime and six came to Earth with the Prime Minister to conduct their duties from Earth. 
The elevated half oval table held six high backed chairs with an additional space between each sitting member. These open spaces were now filled by six holo images of the Magistrates on Apo Prime sitting in a similar chamber within their building on the capital planet. There was a Magistrate from each founding species of the Union, all four permanent members of the Court Body, while the other eight were elected for ten year terms from across the Union. Three of those eight were also from founding species of the Union, two elves and a Lycavorian. In front of the oval table on the main floor of the chamber sat two similar tables, though much smaller in size. Behind those tables was a gallery of men and women from dozens of different species, as well as every major Netnews organization in the Union. Today’s setting was one for the history books, and no one wanted to miss this.

Sitting at one of the smaller oval tables were Jiss and Matuarr. Jalersi, Pian, Qurot and Timur sat behind them in comfortable chairs in front of the waist high divider between the table and gallery. Video drones were hovering all around the chamber covering every aspect and angle of the hearing. Deia sat at the opposite table with For’mya and two senior aides behind them. The video drones were whirring silently as Jiss was finishing his presentation even as the sun was beginning to dip below the horizon.
“…you can see your honors we have followed to the letter of your very own laws the proper course of action. Our petition, all six parts of it, have been recorded and filed in proper format and in accordance with your rules and guidelines.” Jiss was speaking confidently, his fur meticulously groomed and his clothes pressed and smooth. He moved and spoke like a man who was confident in his position. “We ask for an immediate ruling on Part One of our petition which relates directly to Section Thirteen, Paragraph Four of the Lycavorian Union Constitution concerning non-interference with the Laws of Union members and said Laws of Compliance for non Union members.” He held up the data pad and read from it directly. “Section Thirteen, Paragraph Four of the Union Constitution states no interference shall be endorsed or acted upon concerning the recognized and the written laws of character and faith among non Lycavorian Union members.” He looked up once more. “We have produced sufficient evidence in regards to the birth and status of the female known as Lisisa Leonidas. This information is indisputable and is reinforced by your own medical findings. Her bloodline marks her as the daughter of Marshall Pleistarchus and not of King Martin Leonidas. It also marks her as a direct descendant of King Resumar through Marshall Pleistarchus and goes towards her position within the Rule of Ascension Law of the Lycavorian Union.” Jiss let his eyes wander over the faces of the Magistrates before him before continuing. 
“We also ask for an immediate and final ruling on Parts Two, Three and Four of our petition concerning the search and seizure of three different locations and any property known to be owned or considered living accommodations of the aforementioned female known as Lisisa Leonidas to include the dragon she rides. We request that she surrender herself to our newly established embassy so that she can return to be among her people and consummate the union promised to Kavalian Commander Timur by her father Marshall Pleistarchus. All in accordance with Kavalian custom. Parts Five and Six of our petition relates directly to the Kavalian citizenship of the aforementioned female and the laws of the Kavalian Federation in regards to this, as well as the consequences should these laws not be followed. I believe your honors that we have stated our case unequivocally and that following your own Standards of Protocol that the Union states to hold so dear, you will rule in our favor on all parts of our petition. Thank you.”
Jiss bowed his head slowly and then turned to walk to the empty chair next to Matuarr. He wore a smug expression on his face that was easily discernable even through all the hair that covered his features as he settled back into his chair.

All of the Magistrates wore dark green robes over their normal clothes, while the Chief Magistrate wore a crimson sash over his shoulders as well. The Elven Chief Magistrate fingered the data pad in his hand and turned his head to where Deia and For’mya sat. “Prime Minister Deia… this Galactic Court Body recognizes and welcomes you and Queen For’mya Leonidas before us once more. It is an honor to have your company among us.”
“Thank you Chief Magistrate Sel’ke.” Deia answered.

“I may assume then you will act on behalf of King Leonidas and the Lycavorian Union in this regard?” He spoke.

Deia nodded as she stood up. “I will be acting on behalf of the Union and Queen For’mya will act on behalf of King Leonidas. I know Queen Dysea usually acts with me when we appear before this body; however her duties as Queen and mother have pulled her away for the moment to be with her daughter Princess Normya. As I’m sure you all have heard just recently, Princess Normya escaped a serious collision during a training mission and was injured slightly. Since our goals are the same… Queen For’mya and I will speak with one voice throughout these full proceedings.”

Sel’ke nodded. “We were made aware of this incident only this morning Prime Minister. Our blessings and prayers go out to Princess Normya, and we extend our wishes for a safe return here to Sparta.”

Deia nodded. “We did not feel the need to make a public announcement until we had the majority of the facts. They will be released later today by order of King Leonidas.”

Sel’ke nodded again. “Very well. This body recognizes you and Queen For’mya.  Do you have a statement you wish to open with?”

Deia stepped forward slightly. “Actually Chief Magistrate we have only two corrections to Legislature Jiss’s fine opening statement that we would like entered into the record.” Deia spoke. “We will then present our evidence to you which you may release to Public Record as you see fit. This matter, as far as we are concerned, is quite indisputable as Legislature Jiss has said.” 
“Continue.” Sel’ke spoke.

Deia got to her feet. “The first correction we would like to make to the record is that of whom Legislature Jiss refers to as Marshall Pleistarchus. We feel this needs to be clarified before we continue.”

“I fail to see what clarification there is to make.” Jiss spoke. “We have…”

“Legislature Jiss… you have had your opening statement.” The Hadarian Magistrate spoke now, her green eyes flashing. “Please refrain from interrupting again.”

Deia smiled. “Thank you Magistrate Galia. As I was saying… the individual to which Legislature Jiss refers to is in fact now called Marshall Pusintin of the KFI military. He is a Lycavorian by birth, formerly known as Pleistarchus, the first born son of King Leonidas the First yes, but a man that freely chose to leave behind his people and start a new life with the Kavalian people. He has no claim to anything whatsoever concerning the Rule of Ascension Law of the Lycavorian Union. The Ascension Law is very clear in this regard. Pleistarchus willingly gave up his seat as King when he decided to leave Earth with the Kavalian people and become Marshall Pusintin a Kavalian citizen.” Deia moved around to the front of the table she sat at and walked directly up to stand in front of Sel’ke, handing him the data pad. “The second correction we would like to add relates directly to Lisisa Leonidas’s status as a Kavalian citizen in relation to the Union. Now… we do not dispute the bloodline of Lisisa Leonidas in any way. We do however point to the fact that twenty-six years ago Marshall Pusintin stood not three kilometers from this very spot and essentially gave up whatever right he wishes to claim now in regards to Lisisa’s status as his daughter. I think the many security footages of what was said between King Leonidas and Marshall Pusintin will attest to that fact irrevocably. I will present three different ones now just as a reference.” Deia moved forward and set another data pad in front of Sel’ke. “Three weeks after that meeting and confrontation, King Leonidas officially adopted Lisisa Leonidas in accordance with Lycavorian Law and all of these records are now being made public for review by anyone who wishes. Since Lisisa was already considered his daughter by so many, the truth behind the Lycavorian half of her bloodline was not released so that she could continue to build on the life she so embraced when King Leonidas rescued her. So in reality… Lisisa Leonidas is a citizen of the Lycavorian Union as well as the Kavalian Federation and she has held this distinction for twenty-six years.”

Jiss stood up. “Respectfully your honors, we were not made aware of this.” He spoke quickly.

“Perhaps it was something you should have checked before moving down this road then.” For’mya spoke sternly from her chair. “We have made copies of the official documents for your review.” She turned back to one of the aides and handed him a data pad which he then walked over to where Jiss stood and handed it to him.

“Your honors… we protest!” Matuarr came to his feet. “This is information that was not readily available to us when accessing Union records!”
“Legislature Matuarr… you will find that personal information on the Royal Family is not readily available to just anyone who asks for it.” Sel’ke spoke calmly. “This type of guarded information must be requested through not only the Royal Ministry, but also through the office of General/Colonel Vengal of Durcunusaan Command. Had you done further investigation you would have realized this.” He turned back to Deia. “Is there anything else you would like to add Prime Minister?”
“The Royal Family will also be releasing a statement later today announcing the mating and marriage of Lisisa to Prince Denali Leonidas.” Deia spoke calmly. This announcement caused a mild uproar among the many Netnews people present as they all pressed forward.

“Prime Minister… I hope this was not done as a means to counter this Petition by the Kavalian delegation.” Sel’ke asked sternly.

“It most certainly was!” Jiss demanded coming to his feet.

Deia smiled and shook her head never taking her eyes from Sel’ke’s gaze. “No Chief Magistrate… I believe you will find that the relationship between Prince Denali and Princess Lisisa had been going on in secret for the better part of the last three years. It was kept secret because Prince Denali and Princess Lisisa were regarded as brother and sister and they did not know how their love for each other would be received. Just before the State Dinner recently they confided in their grandmother Lady Gorgo of their relationship, who in turn took this information to Governor Panos. Since unions of this nature were not uncommon in ancient Sparta, no law is present that forbids this. The First Oracle also insured that no Union law outside the realm of Spartan law addressed this and she found nothing to deny Denali and Lisisa what they both so wanted. With the blessing of the King and Queens, they consummated their union four days ago. I believe these facts will null and void Part Three of Legislature Jiss’s Petition.”

Sel’ke nodded. “It would seem so. We will review the timetable of these events however, to insure accuracy and adherence to established laws.” He said.

“Of course Chief Magistrate.” Deia spoke.

“Is there anything else?” Sel’ke asked.

Deia shook her head. “Not at this time.” She stated. “We believe Union law is very clear in this case.”

Sel’ke nodded. “Very well… we will recess until thirteen hundred hours tomorrow local time to review this case. I will say this however, Legislature Jiss and Legislature Matuarr… our ruling on Part Four of your Petition we can give you right now. Dragons are considered sentient life forms within the United Lycavorian Union. The Elder Mother Arzoal sits on the Senate body in case you were unaware of this. They are honored members of the Lycavorian Union, just as every race and species within the Union is, and many of them are considered part of more families than I can begin to mention or imagine. You request in your Part Four that the dragon known as Jeth be turned over to your control as part of Lisisa Leonidas’s property.” Sel’ke looked at Jiss and Matuarr. “I find this request personally insulting to even address. The many actions and deeds of Jeth, the son of Torma and Isheeni are well documented in Union history, separately and together with his bonded sister Lisisa Leonidas. Sentient lifeforms are not property Legislature Jiss… and I can give you our answer to that demand right now as I said. The answer is a vigorous denouncing of such a demand in the first place. We will not even dignify such an application by addressing it in any way.”
Jiss bowed his head slowly. “Then we will wait for your ruling on the remaining portions of our Petition.” He stated.

Sel’ke lifted the gavel and banged it on the table. “We will adjourn until thirteen hundred hours tomorrow.”

Everyone in the room came to their feet as the judges present stood and began filing out of the room. The members of the Netnews organizations began to swarm forward around the Kavalian delegation even as members of the Durcunusaan crowded around Deia and For’mya to prevent this. For’mya got to her feet and looked at Deia.

“That went well.” She said softly.

“Too well.” Deia answered. “We need to speak with Martin. They can only rule one way as our laws state clearly, but we will need to make concessions of some sort I’m sure For’mya. If nothing else… to keep them off balance and unaware of what is really happening.”
“Why?” For’mya asked. “This action only confirms their true purpose for being here in Union space.”

“Yes… I agree.” Deia spoke. “However… that is not something we can expose or even suggest openly.”

“Martin will not budge in regards to Lisisa’s status Deia.” For’mya said. “You know this. Especially now that she and Denali have claimed each other and are mated. You know how Martin regards marriages and mates. They are sacred to him and to many others of pure Spartan blood.”

Deia nodded. “Which I am sure the Kavalians will use as a means to turn opinion in their favor. Or at least attempt too. That’s why the concessions need to be in other areas if they are needed.”

“What did you have in mind?” For’mya asked. 
“I don’t think Martin will have a problem with it. But we should meet just to make sure.” She said.

EDEN CITY
GRAND CENTER
Karun stared up at the towering horseshoe shaped building at the center of Eden City from the surrounding plaza all around it. The sun was beginning its rise into the sky from behind the eastern mountains and casting almost majestic shadows from the many buildings. The large circular base of the building and the many lights dotting this circular base told him that the city and its people were early risers. It was the governmental head of Earth as a planet and naturally those who governed Earth would be on the job before others. He was surprised however at how many people he did see already crowding the streets and promenades that filled the area. Flying in on the planetary transport Karun had seen many parks like settings spread out among the many square miles of Eden City. Sandwiched between two mountain ranges, Eden City had expanded south and north primarily, though thousands had built homes within the mountain ranges on both sides. The reservoir was still present, the area around it turned into the largest park in the city’s domain. New Technologies had allowed a man made river to be cut through the center of Eden City and connected to hundreds of underground tributaries flowing from the north. The Grand Center had been built spanning this river and Karun had to admit to himself, the architecture was far more impressive than anything he had seen within Kavalian space.

He could see the Lifter traffic darting back and forth among the designated lanes, most of them along the outskirts of the city as in Sparta. There were very few buildings over fifty stories high within Eden City, and Lifter traffic between them was limited. The dawn sky revealed many small transports however, bringing men and women to work in Eden City, as well as at least a dozen dragons he could see just from his spot alone near the Grand Center Square. He had walked the streets of Sparta near the new embassy for hours and found things similar to what his father had described to him, but also very different in some respects. He knew what his mission here was and after meeting her that first time, Karun found himself questioning those orders. His mother was distracted for some reason as well, torn between the fact that his father had not told her about Lisisa, and perhaps now questioning his truth to her in regards to many things. Karun had been surprised when his father had first told him before coming on this mission, stunned that his father had a child that was half vampire. That this child was a result of his father raping the vampire witch Yuri did not bother him as much as the fact that while she was half vampire, Karun still felt drawn to her in some way.
Karun turned back to look at the two Durcunusaan soldiers that had accompanied him to Eden City, one of them the half elf female Ardis. He had not seen her since their first day here on Earth but her scent he remembered instantly when she entered the transport a few hours ago. This in and of itself had surprised him for while he had an excellent sense of smell because of his Lycavorian blood, he had never had much luck in sorting and keeping different scents separate from each other. It was not something that his father had ever showed him how to do and it was a skill he lacked. His keen wolf nose twitched slightly once more when he detected her peach and wild timber scent filter to him on the slight breeze. She sensed him looking at her and her incredible eyes turned to gaze at him across the three meters distance between them. He watched her turn her head to the second Durcunusaan soldier and he nodded his head towards her. Karun knew then she must have been speaking to him in Mindvoice and he watched as she covered the distance to him in several even strides, nearly as tall as his own six foot one.
He gazed at her when she stopped close to him. “You are nervous Karun.” She stated evenly.

“I am not nervous!” He answered a touch too forcefully.

Ardis smiled at his reaction and tilted her head slightly. “Admitting something you feel is not a crime Karun.” She said softly. “It is a sign of strength.”
“It is a weakness.” He said.

“Why is it a weakness?” Ardis asked as she shifted her P190 into a more comfortable position on her shoulder.

“Kavalian males must not show weakness.” He stated. “It makes the Pride weaker.”

“But you are not entirely Kavalian.” Ardis spoke. “You are also half Lycavorian, and I have found that Spartan men are quickly shedding their veil of strength now that my Uncle Martin is King. He is not ashamed to show emotion with his Queens and children in public. It makes us stronger.” She moved closer to him still, sniffing the air gently. “It is overwhelming isn’t it?”

Karun looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“I have watched you since getting off the transport. You do not know how to categorize scents you don’t know.” Ardis said. “When you smell everything assaulting you now, like in Sparta, you can’t keep it all separate. The wolf in you is edgy and nervous because you can not distinguish the myriad of scents assailing you. Your… your father never taught you this skill?”

Karun shook his head minutely as he cast his eyes downward. “No.”

“Would you like for me to explain how you do this?” Ardis asked him. “It is not such an overwhelming task as you might think.”

Karun looked at her. “You can do this?” He asked surprised.

“Whether full blooded or only part Lycavorian, it is a skill that is passed on to every child who is wolf.” Ardis said. “My father taught all of us this by the time we were four. It was harder for my mothers to learn since one was turned and the other is only part Lycavorian, but it is relatively easy to teach to children as they are growing.”

“Why do you call her your mother when she is a vampire?” Karun asked.

“She is only part vampire.” Ardis told him. “She is also a Drow elf and since my father came into her life and bit her, she is also part Lycavorian, albeit on a much smaller scale. She was experimented on as a child by the High Coven. They thought to make better warriors this way, and in a way the failed experiences with my mother Aihola and others enabled them to create the clones they now do. What was done to her did not change the person she was inside. When she and my birth mother Tarifa came together, they followed what was in their hearts. They came together at a time in both their lives when they needed each other. Just as they did when my father came into their lives. Destiny and fate brought them together. She is just as much my mother as my own birth mother. Just as my siblings from her and my father call my birthmother their mother.”
“Kavalians believe we make our own destiny.” Karun spoke. “We do not believe things are preordained as you do.”

Ardis moved closer still, only a few steps from him and she could smell his unique scent then. It was pungent and pure; a mix of walnut and hazel, and it sent little tremors through her body.

“There are many who do not believe as we do.” Ardis said. “Elves and Lycavorians have powerful faith in destiny and fate. It is one of the reasons that our two species are so compatible in relationships. That does not make what others believe wrong. Hadarians believe strongly in faith and what my Aunt Anja brings to them, and to a lesser extent in many of the same things we believe in. The Folcani and Amarians are two species that do not believe in a higher being or purpose, yet they are honored members of the Union, respected and holding great knowledge.” 

Karun shook his head. “It is all very confusing.” He stated. “So many different species and having to accommodate all of them. Their beliefs. Their culture.”
“Yet you are here now.” Ardis said.

“What do you mean?”

“You are here to meet Lisisa, your father’s daughter by Yuri, Princess of the High Coven. A half vampire. Even though your people war with them.” Ardis said. “In Kavalian culture, would your father’s children by another Kavalian female be considered by you to be a brother or sister?”

“My father would never do that!” Karun snapped. “He… he would never take another female into his bed over my mother! He lov…”

Ardis smiled as he stopped his words. “He loves her?” She said.

“I was not going to say that!” Karun spoke.

Ardis’s eyes glittered in the rising sun. “I believe you Karun. However, if he was to do this, would you consider a child from that union a brother or sister?”

“They would be of his blood.” Karun said. “I would not question that.”

Ardis nodded. “It is really no different for me… or others within the Union in similar circumstances. It just happens that my father has taken both my mothers as his mates and we are always together. They speak with one voice in more ways than one since they were so deeply bound together even before he came into their lives.”

“My people… my people do not allow relationships such as you have here.” Karun said. “Two females would never… they would never be allowed to be together. We are taught it is wrong.”

Ardis shrugged. “Wrong by whose standards?” Ardis asked. “Have you ever shared a bed with two females who love each other as much as they love you? Who take great pleasure from each other as well as you?”
“Certainly not!” Karun barked.

“Nor have those among your people who make the laws I imagine.” Ardis said. “They outlaw it because they don’t understand it… or they fear it. Take your pick.”

“Have you ever done this?” Karun snapped.

Ardis smiled and shook her head. “No… but only because the opportunity has never presented itself to me. I would not dismiss such a relationship out of hand. One day I will have a mate and with the gods blessing I will have many children, but if along that road another woman comes into my life and we are compatible and wish the same things and we fall in love, I will not dismiss that either.”

“I… I could not do that.” Karun said.

Ardis nodded. “It does take a special kind of man to be able to accept that. It is why it is not common within the Union. The man has to be confident in himself almost to the point of arrogance to be able to accept that his mates derived as much pleasure from each other as they do him. You will find that the majority of these relationships in the Union involve exceptionally strong Alpha males. My father, my uncle Martin, my adoptive uncle Daniel Simpson. They seem to be among the few who can accept this for the most part.” Ardis shook her head. “But we veer from our original topic don’t we? Are you meeting Lisisa because it is what your father has ordered you do, or are you meeting her because despite everything you have been told and ordered to do, you find yourself interested in her because she is your sister?”
Karun looked at her. “Does it matter?”

“It will to Lisi.” Ardis answered seeing his confused look at her name. “It is the nickname given to her by Andro when he was too small to speak her full name. It kind of stuck for all of us as we grew.” She explained gently. “She will detect what your purpose is within the first few minutes Karun. She may be half vampire, but she is also one of the most powerful Mindvoicers within the Union now. Your meeting today will either be very short, or you just might discover you have quite a bit in common with her.”

“She is half vampire!” Karun declared.

Ardis nodded. “And both of you are half Lycavorian. That is your common ground. Whether you choose to build on that or dismiss it as the others of your delegation have is up to you.”

“She is a Kavalian citizen.” Karun said firmly. “Our… our laws are very specific when concerning our females.”

“Yes… so I have gathered.” Ardis said. “That is a shame really.”

“Why?” Karun asked her quickly. “It is how our people live. Why would you think this to be shameful?”

“You misunderstand the context of the word.” Ardis stated. “I said the way you treat your females is a shame, not shameful. There is a difference. For instance… someone like me… who finds you incredibly attractive…” Karun’s eyes grew wide at this. “…in your society I could not approach you as my mate and whisper to you that I want you to make me scream your name in passion. I would not be able to show others what I felt for you in public and you would not be allowed to do the same.”
“Kavalians mate to reproduce.” Karun said.

Ardis nodded. “Yes I know. There is no love or exploration or passion.” She said. “No desire or want. At least that is shown publicly. That is the…”

The large shadows passed over them and Ardis smiled as she looked up and saw the two dragons swoop low over the Grand Center promenade. Karun followed her gaze and watched as first Jeth and then Aradace settled to the ground lightly ten meters away. Karun clenched his teeth, refusing to show any anger at the two monsters that moved closer to where he stood before settling to the granite surface of the promenade. He watched as Lisisa tossed her leg over the saddle and dropped easily to the ground, Denali Leonidas matching her movements. Lisisa moved up to Denali immediately and smiled as his arms and aura enveloped her and pulled her close.
The party yesterday celebrating Malic becoming a member of Mjolnir’s Hand had lasted well into the early evening, until Denali had pulled her away so that he could curl her toes in their bed before they slept and came here this morning. Lisisa looked up into his dark eyes and felt her heart sing as it always did when she knew she belonged to this man in heart and mind.

“Do you want me to stay with you Lisi?” Denali asked softly.
Lisisa shook her head. “You promised Jeth and Aradace you would take them to the school. They are looking forward to having the children around them today. I will meet you there. It’s why we came four hours earlier than I had told him Deni. We need to get back to SODRAG before mid-day so that we can start close quarters flying. Besides… I will know in the first few minutes why he is truly here.”

Denali nodded. “Call if you need us.” He said.

Lisisa pulled his head down and kissed him passionately. “I owe you for last night.” She whispered seductively.

Denali grinned. “I will hold you to that.” He said kissing her quickly and then releasing her and moving back to climb into the saddle on Aradace. She trumpeted quickly and launched them into the air. 

Jeth stepped close to Lisisa, his massive head lowered next to her upper body. You are sure about this sister? He asked.

Lisisa nodded and reached up to stroke his snout. I will see you in a few hours. Now go have fun with the children.

Jeth butted her shoulder gently and then flared his wings, reaching into the sky to follow Denali and his sister. Lisisa turned back to see Karun and Ardis watching her. She took a deep breath and began walking towards them.
Karun watched as she strode confidently towards them. The ArmorPly she wore was different from the other morning, as now it had large crimson colored shoulder boards, and the crimson cape she wore was trimmed in gold. The K12 and Nehtes were in the same spots as they were before and Karun noticed for the first time the thin leather strip that cut across the palm of her hand. He knew what that was immediately, the bridle of a Shi Viska, a weapon only Lycavorian Spartans could wear and control. A weapon whose technology was beyond what his people could easily manipulate. Phased Spatial Dimension Shifting was something that none of their scientists was very knowledgeable in. Lisisa’s long black hair flowed around her face and cascaded over her shoulders.

Lisisa stopped in front of them and looked at Ardis. “Ardis.” She said happily and Karun watched as they embraced and shared soft kisses on the cheeks.

“You are looking well cousin.” Ardis said holding Lisisa’s hands.

“So are you.” Lisisa replied. “Thank you for escorting him here.”

Ardis turned and looked at Karun briefly before nodding and looking back to Lisisa. “It was a pleasure.” She said. “We will meet you by the school in four hours as agreed.”

Lisisa nodded and squeezed her hands before Ardis glanced at Karun once more and then turned. She motioned to the other Durcunusaan soldier and they began walking back towards where the small transport was resting. Lisisa watched her for a moment and then turned to look at Karun.

“I apologize for changing the time, but my duties require that I be somewhere else at mid-day.” Lisisa spoke.

Karun shook his head slowly. “I… I’m not exactly busy.” He said. “You sent… you sent your mate away?”

Lisisa smiled. “We arranged for him to visit a local school with Jeth and Aradace.”

“Your dragon’s names?” Karun asked.

Lisisa nodded. “Jeth and I bonded the day we found each other on Lycavore. Denali and Aradace a week after she was born. Deni was six at the time I believe. The children love getting rides and playing on their tails.” Lisisa answered.

“And your… your guards will not remain?” Karun asked.

“They are not my guards.” Lisisa spoke with a smile. “I asked that someone escort you here and remain with you until I arrived. They will join with us near the school to take you back to Sparta in four hours. Like my brother Androcles, I detest having the Durcunusaan follow me wherever I go.”
“He is not your brother!” Karun hissed.

Lisisa canted her head. “Is this visit where you tell me what I am supposed to think and say according to what our father has directed you to tell me?” She spoke. “If it is I will call Jeth back right now and we can end this right here. I have known only one family in my life Karun, and how I regard them will not in any way change. Androcles is my brother just as much as Eliani and Carina and Normya are my sisters. As Resumar and Arrarn are my brothers. As all my siblings are, from all of my mothers. That is what I have known and come to cherish. Do not think because we share the same father I will change who I am.” Lisisa said. “I came here with the intention of getting to know you because you are my brother by blood, and the man who I call father has a saying he has pounded into our heads for years.”

Karun looked at her. “What is that?”

“Blood before all else.” Lisisa replied. “I will not listen to you try and convince me the Kavalian way is how I should act and respond. If that is why you came here… again… we can end this right now.”

“They will… they will try to force you.” Karun said. “That is what they are doing even now.”

Lisisa shrugged. “They will fail… but they are not my concern. My mother For’mya and Prime Minister Deia will deal with them.” She said. “Why did you come here Karun? You can not force me to do something I don’t want to do. You aren’t skilled enough to beat me in a conflict if that is your intention.”

Karun looked at her. “You think much of your skills.” He stated.

Lisisa shook her head. “Not really. I’m just very confident in what I can do.” She said. “I have both Lycavorian and vampire skills Karun. I can blur, I can use the shadows, I have wolf and vampire strength, speed and endurance and thanks to my father, I have become very good at using my nose and sense of smell. My sisters Carina and Zarah are equally as skilled, Zarah more so. If I found myself in a situation that was untenable I would simply need to speak one word within Mindvoice and every Durcunusaan soldier in this city, my mate Denali and Jeth would be here in under a minute.”

“So we are being watched?” Karun asked.

Lisisa shrugged. “I may be able to dismiss my guards… that doesn’t mean they don’t find a way to keep an eye on me regardless of what I want. It drives all of us insane, but we have come to accept it.” She said with a smile. “So please tell me… have I wasted a trip here… or do you wish to know about me? About what has occurred in my life to bring me to this day? You are not like those fools Qurot and Timur in Sparta, I can tell that much just from your scent.”

Karun met her forest green eyes. “Do you wish to know of me? Of my life?”

Lisisa stepped closer to him. “Yes Karun… yes I do.”

“Why?” He asked softly.

“You are my brother.” Lisisa said softly. “And just as I have found a sister of my blood recently, now I have found you.”

Karun nodded his head. “Then I wish to know you as well.”

Lisisa smiled and surprising Karun she stepped even closer and took his arm in her grasp. “I know of a quaint little café nearby where we can sit down and talk then. It has my mother’s coffee and it’s quiet.” She said. “You do drink coffee don’t you?”

Karun nodded. “My mother tells me far too much.” He said.

Lisisa smiled. “Well there you go… that’s something we have in common to start and we have only been talking for five minutes!” She squeezed his arm. “Come.”

SODRAG


Her mother had been so wrong.

Narice’s body still hummed gently in delighted harmony as the memories of the previous night made her tremble exquisitely. Narice felt alive with new found strength and purpose. She could not remember how many times he had made her explode in delirious passion. Just feeling how she folded into his powerful arms with his cock buried deeply inside her caused incredible sensations to ripple through her supple frame. He had feasted on her body, his lips and tongue and fingers caressing every portion of her flesh, never stopping in their wondrous exploration. He never seemed to tire of her or Toria, his huge cock always ready to plunge into their depths and make them scream. Narice thought perhaps she would be jealous that Toria took from his attentions to her, yet watching him please Toria gave Narice fits of delight as well, this only serving to confirm to her that whatever else happened going forward the three of them were meant for each other. They never stopped touching each other in some fashion, and neither she nor Toria could get enough of his huge cock. It was the largest either of them had taken inside their bodies, yet the incredible thickness and heat of it within them caused their eyes to glaze over in passion and lust. And then, while gripped in the throes of passion she had never felt, Arrarn had bitten her. His unique dual wolf fangs had penetrated the skin of her shoulder, sending her tipping over into the abyss of carnal heaven. Toria had joined her seconds later and they writhered in fantastic bliss while he made them his. His bite would not affect them, as vampires were immune to the virus within Lycavorian blood, but both of them knew it was how many Lycavorian males expressed their final commitment to a female. A show that he would take no others. To Toria and Narice, it was the ultimate sign they were to be together.
Her cheek was pressed to the tanned washboard hard skin of his powerful abdomen now, her raven colored hair splashed wildly over the rest of his midsection. She had slept for the last five hours just as she was laying, waking only moments before. One of Arrarn’s long legs was cocked upwards, Narice lying between his legs, her large breasts covering his now flaccid cock. She could feel its warmth against her skin, and the memories of what it had made her feel when it was throbbing and alive inside her sent shivers through her. One of her arms was resting on Arrarn’s chest, her fingers entwined in thick strands of Toria’s lustrous red hair. The other arm was draped over Toria’s naked hip, her lightly tanned leg resting atop Narice’s lower back. 
Toria’s face was tucked into Arrarn’s neck, her lips slightly parted as she breathed deeply. Narice lifted her head slowly not wanting to wake her two lovers as the sun began to shine in earnest through the window. Her dark eyes lifted slowly, gazing across the muscular definition of Arrarn’s body, and the incredibly lithe figure of Toria pressed against his side as she was. Her eyes continued to rise until she was looking up at his face and she nearly gasped when she saw Arrarn’s eyes already open and gazing at her. Gazing at her intensely with almost palpable emotions that Narice could feel just through his gaze. She opened her mouth to speak but saw his hand raise and put a finger to his lips.

[She is still sleeping.] Arrarn spoke within Mindvoice, throwing up shields around their private connection. [I think we wore her out.]

[How… how long have you been awake Arrarn?] She asked him within that Mindvoice connection, adding her own considerable power to the shielded connection between just the two of them.
[I never went to sleep.] He answered with a smile as his hand lowered so that his fingers were grazing her cheek. [Watching you and Toria sleep is much more fun. I told you I would make it up to you.]

Narice’s eyes closed at his touch, and she reveled in the sensations that his touch gave to her. [Arrarn…] She began.

[Are you going to tell me that no matter what has happened between us you are still a Princess of the High Coven and nothing can ever come of this?] Arrarn interrupted her.

Narice opened her eyes quickly and looked at him. [Do not say that! And that is not what I was going to say!] She snapped.

[Good! Cause I was going to tell you to just shoot me and get it over with if you did.] He answered with a grin.

[I was going to ask… I was going to ask if it would be like this always.] She spoke softly. [I have… I have never given of myself to a man as I have given to you. I have… I have had other lovers but none that I have… none that I have tasted their blood in the midst of passion.]

[And correct me if I’m wrong… but in your culture that is like taking a husband.] Arrarn said.

Narice nodded. [Yes… that is essentially what it means.]

[Are you regretting it now Narice?] He asked.

Narice shook her head quickly. [Phraktos Arrarn Leonidas… no! Not one bit of it. I want it to happen again and again. Just as it has with Toria! I want it to continue for all of us. I don’t want it to stop! Ever!]
[Then what is the problem?] Arrarn asked.

[I think… I think I may be in love with you.] Narice said shyly. [I know I am in love with you. With both of you.]

[And that is a bad thing?] He asked with a grin his own heart singing out in happiness at her words. 
There had been five women in his life, the first at fifteen years of age, the last only eight months ago. None of them had caused his wolf blood to burn as Narice and Toria did, Narice even more so than Toria. His wolf blood just called that extra bit for Narice in some way. His mothers had always said that when the person who would be beside you into the eternal future made an appearance in your life, you would know without question. Arrarn only had to look at Narice’s sizzling eyes to know that she was one part of that for him. Her lush body was a divine wonderland, the most incredible female figure he had ever had the pleasure of exploring; the only one coming close was the second woman who rested now in his arms. He could have gone on for hours more last night, never tiring of their incredible scents and the taste of their flesh. They had fed on his blood two times each, and though he should have been tired because of it, it only made him feel more alive. He knew it would catch up to him today at some time, but he didn’t care in the least. 
[No… it is not a bad thing you fool!] Narice snapped. [Why do you insist on commenting on everything I say with ridiculous questions?]
Arrarn chuckled within Mindvoice. [Sorry.]
Narice dropped her forehead to his abdomen. [My mother and Yuri would be incensed and shocked if they saw me like this.] She stated looking back up to his eyes. [In this bed with you and Toria. If they knew what we have done.]

[I’m thinking my father wouldn’t be too happy either.] He said. [Especially since Andro and Sadi have claimed Carisia too.]

Narice met his eyes. [I wondered if that had happened.] She said softly.
Arrarn nodded as his fingers gently caressed her shoulder, tracing over the now faint scar of where he had bitten her. He watched as she shifted her body and moved up, her large breasts dragging across his abdomen, her nipples burning into his skin. Toria groaned in his arm as Narice settled once more on his chest, her raven locks falling over one shoulder as she gazed at him. She reached up and placed her palm flat on his cheek and stared into his eyes.

“Tell me… tell me what we have begun here will never end Arrarn Leonidas.” She spoke in a soft whisper. “Tell me that no matter what happens you will never take anyone but Toria and I into your bed. Tell me that no matter what happens… tell me that we will always be together.”

“I can tell you that no one makes my blood burn as you do. As Toria does.” Arrarn answered. “I can tell you that no one will ever share my bed but you and she. And I can tell you that no matter what happens, I will fight until there is no breathe left in my body to keep us from being separated.”

Narice couldn’t help the warmth that surged through her at his words and she lowered her lips to his kissing him as deeply as she had at any point thus far, feeling his arm curl around her back and draw her body closer as their tongues danced together.

“Ahem!” Toria’s raspy voice spoke gently. Their kiss ended and they both turned their heads to look at her, though since her face still resided in the crook of his neck Arrarn could not turn his head very much. “I understand… I understand that the two of you with all your royal pureblood have a little more energy…” Narice watched as her lover’s gorgeous blue eyes opened and she smacked her lips lifting her head to gaze at them. “There are those of us who actually enjoy sleeping however, and it is very annoying to be woken when…”

Narice covered Toria’s lips with her own and kissed her deeply, cutting off her words and making her whimper in delight. The dryness in her mouth and the faint taste of Arrarn’s blood was rapidly chased away by Narice’s kiss and Toria pressed her body tighter to Arrarn’s side. Her eyes were closed once more, her face frozen in an idyllic pose, when Narice drew her head back and looked at her with a brilliant smile. Arrarn didn’t wait and fisted her thick red hair in his hand and pulled her head down to his and kissed Toria as well. Toria felt the shudders of delight course through her and she felt Narice’s lips graze her shoulders as Arrarn kissed her wantonly. The fire in her belly reignited and Toria groaned reluctantly and pulled her lips away from his.
“Ok… ok…” She gasped. “I forgive you for waking me up!”

Arrarn and Narice laughed softly. “But we didn’t wake you in the proper manner Toria.” Narice said.

Toria’s blue eyes looked at her, new passion and desire filling them. “We… we don’t have much time before…”

Arrarn growled softly. “We’ll make the time.” He said.

“Now wait a minute…” Toria protested. “We have too…”

Her words of protest vanished as Narice’s lips covered hers once more and Arrarn rolled all of them over on the bed.

“We are hungry for you!” He growled. “And we won’t be denied.”

KRANEK

“Sabotage!” Dysea gasped from where she sat back in the chair.


The previous day had been quite the eye opener for Dysea Leonidas. She had been given the whirlwind tour of the settlement on Kranek, Cha’talla and T’lolt intent on showing her that at least their tribe of Immortals had changed their ways. What Dysea saw could not have been faked or staged in the two and a half days it took for her to get here. She saw a main school where Immortal children and half elf half Immortal children were learning a variety of subjects, many of which were taught in Union schools. Dysea was a voracious reader and advocate of education and this pleased her greatly. She had even spent time sitting with the children and taking part in their reading classes. Lexi could only stand to the side and shake her head as she saw something she never thought she would see as long as she lived. Immortal children sitting in the lap of an elven Queen and proudly showing her what they had learned. Dysea had toured a medical clinic that would have been first rate even in the Union. She saw Immortals of all ages working in the many fields that surrounded the settlement, harvesting any number of plants and vegetables. The facilities were all as modern as they could get; some of the tools ancient but extremely well cared for. 

She witnessed a pure Immortal father chasing his two half elf children around their small home, the small boys screaming out in joy while their blond haired elven mother looked on holding the small baby. It was no different than what Dysea had seen so many thousands of times on Earth and Elear and Apo Prime. She was introduced to several Amarian settlers from the nearby Amarian settlement several kilometers north of them. This was no guided tour, as they randomly walked along the many pathways and roads, Normya clinging to her mother’s hand for the most part. She had seen much of it already on her lone forays during the last two days here. Dysea noticed that Normya appeared to hold no fear of the Immortals in any way, some of them even waving to her as she passed by. It was different seeing the fearsome Immortals as she had seen them on Earth, waving and smiling even laughing uproariously with each other. She was introduced to many of them, all of them greeting them with friendly shakes of her hand. She learned a little of their lives, what they had done while being here, and almost always the praise that was heaped upon Cha’talla and Esther for what they had succeeded in doing was rapidly chasing away the former Immortal Captain’s past. Dysea knew just by looking that this was a united settlement, and while she had not seen everything by the time darkness fell, she and Iriral agreed that what Cha’talla had told them was in fact the truth.
Much quicker than she had suspected, evening was upon them and she sat down with Cha’talla’s family. The food was not extravagant, but it was delicious as far as she was concerned, and Iriral earned a friend for life when Tir’ut had dropped an entire hind quarter from a Bancorik in front of her, seasoned with sweet smelling spices. At Esther’s suggestion they refrained from speaking of what had brought them to this day until Dysea was well rested and they had time to actually sit and discuss everything. Dysea had woke this morning to the sounds of Normya’s high pitched squealing and she rushed outside to see her daughter and Tir’ut chasing a dozen small children around the small fountain beneath her quarters. One of the smarter Immortal children had spoken that Normya was not scary enough and her squeals had come from Tir’ut lifting Normya onto his broad shoulders which when combined made them over nine feet tall. This caused the children to begin running around the courtyard with wide eyes as Tir’ut provided the roaring and Normya the arms that were reaching for the children. Dysea had lifted her eyes when she felt her bonded sister nudge her within Mindvoice and she spied Iriral on the ground beneath her apartment.
Sister? She had spoken then.

The past is changing into the future before us my bonded sister. Iriral had told her softly lifting her head to gaze at Dysea.

Dysea had watched for a few more minutes as Tir’ut and Normya chased the children around the courtyard until ushering them off to school. She had watched as Tir’ut had lowered Normya to the ground in front of him then, gazing into her face and speaking softly. Even from her elevated position Dysea knew right away that Tir’ut desired her daughter, and when she saw Normya make no move to pull away when he took her hands and kissed the knuckles softly, Dysea knew that there was something there for her as well. She watched as Tir’ut bowed his head to her and then Normya watched him move off before turning to move for the stairs that would bring her up to the apartment. 

That had been two hours ago, and after a filling breakfast Cha’talla had led them here to this large building that apparently doubled as some sort of command center for the settlement. Dysea and Normya sat at one end of the table, Lexi to their right, while Cha’talla, Esther, Tir’ut and T’lolt filled the rest of the chairs. Fash’ka, Cha’talla’s remaining pureblood Immortal son would join them shortly after retrieving some information from the G9 Runners. Cha’talla had even banged open a window that had not been used in a decade to allow Iriral to extend the majority of her head and neck into the room.
Esther nodded from her seat next to Cha’talla. “Normya’s co-pilot found the device used to destroy their LSD Drive Coil just before it exploded.”

Dysea looked at Normya. “Normya?”

Normya nodded. “Toral discovered the explosive device. It is the reason I was bringing the ship out of the Jump Corridor early. We found it too late, and by the time I acted we were already within the threshold of the Gate. The explosion sent us crashing into the Gate Ring and sheared off our Starboard engine nacelle and put us in a wild spin. It also destroyed the Gate, and that explosion sent us spiraling towards the border.”

“Who would do this?” Dysea demanded. “Why?”

“The Chief Engineer at the Apo Prime Port Dry Dock.” Normya said. “He was the one with access to our ship before we left Apo Prime. If it was someone else, his pre-release check should have discovered the device. One of the check points is the LSD Main Drive Coil. Since he did not find it, I can only assume he was the one who put it there, or at the very least gave access to whoever did.”

“But why?” Dysea asked.

“I believe that I can answer that.” Esther said waiting until Dysea turned to look at her. “His name is Gareld. He’s a pureblood vampire, a former aide to Aikiro herself who deserted when it seemed the Kavalians would win the war in the beginning. He became a mercenary. We ran into him on Jagaliu several days before and he mentioned something about a big pay day coming for him. We didn’t think anything of it until we detected the Gate Explosion on our way back here and moved to investigate. We picked up the TYPE II drifting, and then we detected Gareld’s ship waiting in the exact spot where Normya’s ship came across the border.”

“He was waiting for her?” Dysea said.

“It appears so yes.” Tir’ut spoke now Dysea turning to look at him. “Which means that someone within the Union gave him the flight plan that il kal'daka darthirii was going to be using. What Gates she would be transiting and possibly where she would come across the border. I would like to meet this person soon.”
Dysea could detect the possessive tone of his voice and the real anger he used when speaking. She turned back to Normya. “This is all very…”

“Amille… someone did not notified Gate Command that the Gate was destroyed until just before the maintenance pulse. We were watching it from here when father allowed the information to be released three hours prior to the pulse.” Normya spoke. “If Gate Control detected the destruction of a Gate someone would have responded within hours. Nothing happened. Toral and I floated for almost nine hours as we tried to fix our ship. No one came. Which means no one knew the Gate was gone.” She met her mother’s eyes. “That could only mean one thing.”

Dysea nodded her head slowly. “Someone was hiding it.”

“Gareld knew who was piloting that ship. He knew who your daughter was Queen Dysea, for he pursued her relentlessly.” T’lolt spoke. “He would not have…”
Dysea held up her hand quickly. “After what you and the others have done… let us drop the formalities please. It is rather silly don’t you think?”
T’lolt smiled. “Very well Dysea.” He said.

“My brother is correct Dysea.” Cha’talla said now. “He would not have pursued her to the surface of Yocetu if he did not know who she was. Mercenaries do not put down on the surface of any planet once they see a ship break up in the atmosphere. It is not tactically sound for them to do so considering their numbers are limited and they do not know what they are walking into. Gareld knew who Normya was and that is why he pursued her. He also knows who Esther is, and he knows that we helped your daughter escape. He knows she is alive; Gareld only retreated from Yocetu because T’lolt arrived with our three G9s. His ship, a Bontawillian Low Gravity Frigate, it was no match for three G9s. Even now he is more than likely searching the surrounding systems for where we are.”

“Our settlement here is not well known.” Esther spoke. “We have maintained a very low profile over the years so as not to draw interest in ourselves and because the Empress still has death warrants for Cha’talla and I and anyone related to us.”

“That is why she tried to convince us you were not who you said you were?” Dysea asked.
Esther nodded. “Cha’talla and I did not leave the High Coven on the best of terms.” She said with a small smile as she looked at Cha’talla.

He shrugged his massive shoulders. “She had you raped and beaten and then she tried to kill us both even after I told her what she wanted to know.” He said. “If I could have survived I would have tried to strangle her myself.”

“Why does she want you dead?” Dysea asked.

Esther and Cha’talla chuckled softly. “Pick a reason.” She said extending her hand out and placing it in Cha’talla’s. “The main reason if I had to guess is because she does not want the Immortals that still serve the High Coven to know what we have built here. She does not want them to know that they could be so much more. She does not want them to know that Cha’talla has taken me as his wife and she most certainly does not want them to now know they can have children outside their own species.”

Dysea glanced quickly at Tir’ut. “Your children with Cha’talla?” Dysea said looking back at her.

Esther nodded. “Tir’ut and our other three sons, they are a new breed of Immortal if you will Dysea. All the strength and the more primal skills of an Immortal, and all the abilities of a pureblood vampire. The ability to blur; use the shadows, and at least here in our settlement, expand the boundaries of their minds to whatever their limits may be. Something they are not allowed to do within the Coven.”
“Now that she knows we are alive… I have no doubts she will do everything within her power to find out where we are.” Cha’talla spoke.

Esther nodded. “Yes she will; however, our more immediate concern is Gareld.” She said. “Unless Aikiro mounts a full scale assault against our settlement here, there is little she can do. Gareld is another issue altogether.”

“Why?” Normya asked leaning forward.

“Gareld was working for someone Il kal'daka darthirii.” Tir’ut spoke turning towards her. “Someone within the Union.”
“And he is not the type of man to give up easily.” Esther spoke. “He knows we are now involved and he will stop at nothing to discover where we have taken Normya. Gareld and I… we have a history. He is a vain man… and I… I insulted him many years ago.”

“Insulted him how?” Dysea asked.

Esther looked at Cha’talla with love in her eyes and then back to Dysea. “As he was raping me I told him he could never do to me with his little tool what Cha’talla’s cock could do to me.” She said with a grin. “He did not appreciate that comment very much.”

“Esther!” Cha’talla exclaimed.

Dysea looked at Cha’talla and saw that even under his new bronze colored skin that he was blushing something fierce. “Oh my.” Dysea spoke finally.

Tir’ut couldn’t help but laugh at the look on his father’s face. “Oh thank you mother.” He stated. “I will become a hero to our warriors when I tell them what you just said and the look it invoked from father.”

Cha’talla glanced at his son. “You will do no such thing!” He roared.

“It is a compliment brother!” T’lolt spoke.

Esther leaned over and kissed Cha’talla’s cheek as he sat there with his arms crossed over his massive chest. She turned back to Dysea. “Anyway… I insulted him again on Jagaliu when we last met. And Tir’ut nearly killed him.”

“You should have let me.” Tir’ut barked out.

“He knows we helped Normya. And he will not stop until he finds her. He also knows when he finds her… he finds us. And the location of our settlement would bring a hefty price from Aikiro.” Esther said evenly. “Whoever he is working for right now must be paying him a fortune.” 

Normya’s eyes went from Esther to Tir’ut and back to Esther. “You… you did not tell me what kind of risk you were putting the settlement in by helping me.” She said. 

Cha’talla shook his head quickly. “Do not worry for this Normya. We would have come forward eventually.” He stated confidently. “That we were able to do this now… to show you and your mother that we have changed… that is well worth the risk.”

“I must contact Nauta Melme… we must tell your father.” Dysea declared.

“No!” Tir’ut barked out causing everyone to look at him as he came to his feet and moved up behind Normya’s chair.

“Tir’ut… the King must know.” Esther said looking at her son.

Sister… he is right. Iriral broke in for the first time, not shielding her thoughts or words and causing Dysea to turn and look at her directly.

“Iriral… we have to tell Martin.” Dysea said.

“With all respect darthirii ilhar, if we do that we run the risk of exposing Il kal’daka darthirii to greater danger.” Tir’ut spoke waiting until she turned back to him. “If we are to discover who is behind this, then it must remain unknown that this was more than an accident. We have seen the broadcasts of your Netnews, and they are saying it is nothing more than a misfortune. Right now… those who are behind this do not feel in jeopardy. If you tell the king he will initiate a full scale investigation and he will want blood. It will cause those involved to go underground and we will never determine who is behind this.”

Tir’ut… you and your mother can hear me? Iriral asked.

All of us in this room can hear you Iriral. Esther replied. Cha’talla and T’lolt have Tier Five ability within Mindvoice. They can hear you as long as you don’t shield.
Iriral nodded. Your son is right Esther. Martin will act Dysea… you know this. He is already on edge with the High Coven insurgent attack on the Kavalian delegation. Not to mention having both parties on Earth and in Sparta. With what the Kavalians are now attempting in regards to Lisisa… if another threat to his family is brought to his attention he will automatically go into a lock down mode.

Normya looked at her mother. He still believes it was an accident mother?

Dysea nodded. I spoke with him last night, but I did not know what I know now. He is still under the impression that the accident and the attack by mercenaries are unrelated. She looked at Tir’ut. You are asking me to lie to my mate and bounded love Tir’ut of the Immortals. This is not something I have ever done. It is not something any of us have ever done.
Would he lie to protect you? Tir’ut asked quickly. Would he lie to protect any of his mates and children?

Normya looked at her mother. Amille… Tir’ut is right. She said softly. We should take advantage of this and return to Apo Prime and discover who it was that is behind this. I know Andro and Arrarn will have already begun inquiries outside of the normal channels. They know far more people than father. Many of those now working in these fields went through their Agoges with my brothers. And if I know them, Andro and Arrarn will feel responsible for what happen and they will act outside of father’s realm to discover the truth. And if they find out who is behind this, that person will disappear forever without us ever getting the chance to question them.
Dysea looked at her. Your brothers would not act in such a way! She stated.
Normya canted her head slightly. “Mother… do you remember the vampire officer who wanted to take Eliani and Nyla as his mates? He wanted to use his position as their husband to get close to father and act larger than he really was. To strut around and to show what a big man he was. When Eliani and Nyla told him to nubous off, he got angry and struck Eliani. He tried to rape her mother, in Nyla’s parent’s home.” She spoke openly now. “Nyla’s father and brother returned just in time to keep him from raping Eliani and killing Nyla. They contacted Andro immediately.”
Dysea’s eyes grew wide. “What? We… we never knew this!” She exclaimed.

Normya nodded her head. “Because we never told anyone.” She replied. “Arrarn, Zarah and I flew the DT; Andro, Denali and Resumar then threw him out the back of the DT into the atmosphere of Rellaon Two. Lisisa, Carina and Nyla’s two brothers emptied his apartment on Apo Prime making it appear as if he left in haste and Nyla altered the records to show that he had deserted his post. All of it was conducted in two days time. That was four years ago mother, right before the end of the Evolli War.” 
Dysea looked at Cha’talla and the others with a mortified expression at this admission by her daughter of the cold blooded murder. What she saw were the stern set of jaws and the looks of sincere appreciation for what Normya had just admitted too.

“Forgive… forgive me…” Dysea stammered. “I…”

“Would King Leonidas have acted any differently than your children Dysea?” Esther asked gently. 

Dysea looked at Normya for a long moment and then back to Esther. “In all honesty… in all honesty, Nauta Melme would probably have made the officer suffer for quite some time before he killed him.” She finally spoke.
“It was not a lawful action no.” T’lolt spoke now looking at her calmly. “But it was a just one.”
“I can call off Andro.” Normya spoke softly. “If we tell him what we want to do he will give us whatever information he and Arrarn have gathered and he will allow us to handle it. But not if father is involved. In many ways my brothers are far more subtle than father.”

“I can say the same Il kal’daka darthirii.” Tir’ut spoke looking at his father and placing his large hand on Normya’s shoulder. Dysea noticed that Normya did not flinch in the least at the contact, and her eyes even seemed to grow a little brighter.
“Bah!” Cha’talla exclaimed waving his hand at his son. “At least I know the King and I share one trait. We confront these issues head on and do not sneak around like our children appear to prefer!”

Esther laughed. “Yes you do my Blessed Husband. However… the trail of bodies you and King Leonidas would leave might be harder to explain.”

Dysea couldn’t help herself and now she laughed as well, even Iriral joining in within Mindvoice. All of them turned when the door slid open and Fash’ka came into the small command center.

Tir’ut turned to face him fully. “Brother… what have you found?” He asked.

Fash’ka moved right up to Tir’ut. “Ja’narie and I did as you and Normya suggested.” He said. “We went through the sensor logs of the G9’s.” Fash’ka replied. “Only one G9 was in a position to pick it up. It was higher in synchronous orbit and on the trail of the formation. It also jumped twenty-six minutes after we did.”

“Pick up what?” Dysea asked.

Fash’ka turned to look at her. “A low frequency sub-space transmission Lady Dysea. A transmission from Gareld’s ship directed into Union space.”
Dysea slowly came to her feet. “Into Union space where?” She asked.

“The G9 sensors have a limited range… but we were able to determine it was aimed at the general direction of Apo Prime.” Fash’ka answered.

Normya looked at her mother. “The Chief Engineer.” She said. “It has to be.”

Dysea turned her head and looked at her bonded sister. [Someone has tried to kill my child sister. Nauta Melme’s and my child. Our child!] She spoke heavily shielded. 

Iriral’s eyes narrowed slightly. [Then we will do what we must.] She replied.

[Yes we will.] Dysea turned to look at Cha’talla. “I can not ask you to do more than you have already done Cha’talla of the Immortals. Saving the life of my daughter is a debt that can never be repaid.”
“As my brother has already told you Lady Dysea.” Cha’talla spoke getting to his feet. “There is no debt to be repaid.”

“Your actions in saving Normya have put your settlement here at great risk, hidden though it may be.” Dysea said. “The sooner we leave, the safer you will be.”

Cha’talla shook his head. “We are involved now.” He spoke confidently. “My Blessed Wife has told me we would need to reveal ourselves one day. It appears that destiny has decreed that day come sooner than I had expected. We have a long range transmitter here, encrypted communications, and whatever you have on your ship. Tell me what it is you wish Lady Dysea. This concerns my tribe now, and we can accomplish more if we work together.”
Dysea smiled. “Yes we can.” She said. “Normya… use the secure COM controls in my DT to contact Andro. Call your brother off and get whatever information he or Arrarn has gathered. Tell him I want no one that is connected to this suddenly disappear. I have a feeling this is much larger, and when we act I want to gather all of them up in my net.”

Normya stood up and nodded. “He’s still at SODRAG?”
Dysea nodded. “Yes.”

Normya looked at Tir’ut. “Want to see a real ship?” She asked.

Tir’ut nodded. “Indeed.”

Normya took his large hand. “Then follow me.”

The diminutive Normya leading the much larger Tir’ut out of the command center caused smiles to split the faces of T’lolt and Fash’ka. Dysea watched until they were gone and turned back to Esther and Cha’talla to see them looking at her intently. Seeing how easily Normya was accepting of the Immortals and their company, especially the hulking Tir’ut caused shudders of fear to course through her. While everything she had seen so far had done a great deal to dispel her uncertainties in regards to the Immortals, after seeing the vision she had, Dysea still harbored doubts and questions.
“Never fear the unknown.” Dysea whispered.

Cha’talla looked at Esther and then back to her. “Lady Dysea?”

Dysea lifted her eyes to meet his. “It is something Nauta Melme has instilled in all of us.” She told them. “Never fear the unknown for we don’t know what treasures it could bring us.”

T’lolt snorted. “If we had feared the unknown, we would have never gotten this far.” He spoke.

Cha’talla nodded. “Indeed brother.” He said.

Dysea took a deep breath. “Your transmitter?” She asked. “May I use it?”

Cha’talla nodded with no hesitation. “This way.” He said.

SPARTA

ROYAL VILLA ESTATE
“Really is no other way they can rule on this Mandri.” Deia spoke as she sat on one of the couches in the main room of the villa. “Our laws are very clear. Lisisa has renounced whatever Kavalian citizenship she may hold, and her adoption by you makes her an immediate citizen of the Union. Very nice planning by the way… making sure you filed the proper documents so long ago.”

Martin turned from where he stood in front of the repaired glass doors staring out into the night. Anja and For’mya rested on one of the couches dressed casually as they had finished dinner not so long ago. They could hear the high pitched voices of Retta and Calyb playing with Nara, Deion and Bryon as they chased their bonded dragon brothers and sisters through the villa’s large hallways.”

Martin shook his head. “That wasn’t me.” He said. “That was my mother’s idea. She suspected something like this might happen. I don’t think she ever considered from where however.”

“Well according to our laws, the adoption and Union citizenship trumps whatever they can declare because Lisisa is here, and she has lived within the Union since you rescued her.” Deia spoke. “Worse case scenario is the Court rules in their favor, in which case Lisisa declares for political asylum and you grant it. Sel’ke shot down their primary reason for doing this I believe.”
“Getting their hands on Jeth?” Anja said.

Deia nodded. “Yes.”

“Don’t you find it odd that they did not know dragons are considered sentient beings in the Union? Able to make their own decisions and guide their own lives?” For’mya asked.

Deia shook her head. “Oh… I believe they were aware of it.” She said. “I just don’t think they care. To make it appear we are not being totally unreasonable and to further our standing I suggest we grant them concessions as I told you during dinner.”

“You mean letting them search her apartment here on the estate.” Martin said.
Deia nodded. “I know it violates your privacy Mandri… all of you.” She said. “The Durcunusaan can insure they are escorted directly to her apartment and out. They will not go anywhere else. And it will immediately put us on the high ground.”

“They won’t find anything Deia.” For’mya said. “Lisisa has, for all intents and purposes, been living with Deni for the last three years. Everything she considers of value has already been moved to their new villa in Gytheio.”

Deia nodded. “I know that.” She said. “So there is no reason not to allow them to search her apartment.”

“And if the Kavalians demand to search their villa in Gytheio?” Anja asked.

“It is in Deni’s name.” Deia said. “I already checked. They can do nothing if Deni does not approve it. The Lycavorian Union Galactic Court will not go after Denali Leonidas, nor will they allow the private residence of a Prince and Princess of the Union to be searched by agents of a foreign government. It would set a very dangerous precedent and they know that. At least this way we will look like we are trying to reasonably cooperate with them.”

Martin looked at Anja and For’mya. Anja shrugged. “I don’t care.” She spoke. “As long as Lisisa has no issues with it. From the gate to her apartment and then back. If it helps put this behind us…”

For’mya nodded. “I agree Martin.” She said.

Martin nodded slowly. “Very well Tenna.” He spoke softly. “Lisisa already agreed to this action if it ever came to be, so if that is what they request, give it to them. No scanners of any kind will be allowed and only three individuals.”
Deia nodded. “I will not offer it unless they press the issue Martin.” She said. “Most of their embassy staff finishes arriving tomorrow. All of them appear to be the biogenic females similar to Jalersi and Athani.”

“Any word on who their Ambassador will be?” For’mya asked.

Deia shook her head. “I’m assuming either Jiss or Matuarr.” She stated. “Whoever it is will only be a figure head really. All of their directives will come from Prefect Keleru.”

“Armetus has his people in place?” Martin asked.

Deia nodded quickly. “An office building four blocks away.” She answered. She looked at Martin. “Mandri… you do realize that when we sign this Cease Fire Accord with the Coven, they will automatically be granted an Embassy here in Sparta and on Apo Prime.”
Martin nodded. “It can’t be helped.” He said. “As long as the High Coven behaves, I won’t send forty dragons to their death. I promised Arzoal and the Dragon Elder Council as Talon Guardian. Militarily… they are in no position to challenge us, not with their ongoing war with the Kavalians. Aikiro is many things; stupid is not one of them. She doesn’t want to fight us as well as the KFI.”
“I quite sure she would be tickled if we got sucked in against the Kavalians though.” For’mya said.

“That’s why we need to make sure the intelligence she gave us is accurate.” Martin spoke with a nod. “I’m not going to do anything until I know for sure the Kavalians have plans for a preemptive invasion of Union space. We…”

The holo disc in the corner of the room on the floor chirred loudly. Anja got up quickly and moved to the small panel above it, touching the console. “Yes?”

“Lady Anja… we are receiving a priority transmission from the Hadarian Governmental Arch Ministry for you.” The female voice spoke. “A Chief Minister Wiktor. She is being quite insistent.”

Anja looked at Martin who shrugged his broad shoulders. “Very well Lieutenant… you may route it here.”

“Stand by.” The voice said.

Anja stepped back as the holo disc shimmered into life and the figure of the Hadarian Chief Minister of government appeared. She was dressed formally, her dark hair graying and tied back tightly in a large bundle at the rear of her head.

Anja lifted her coffee mug as the image cleared up and became focused. “Chief Minister Wiktor…” She spoke sipping her coffee. “What can I do for you?”

“I have been bounced from place to place for thirty minutes Queen Anja.” The woman stated in a stern voice. “I am not in the best of moods so I will make this very short.” She lifted a data pad in the transmission. “The Hadarian Governmental Arch Ministry is issuing an Executive Directive that you return to Hadaria immediately and appear before this Ministry body.”

Anja lowered her mug as her jade green eyes darkened. “Chief Minister… the Hadarian Governmental Arch Ministry as no authority to order me anywhere.” Anja snarled. “And I suggest you watch your tone of voice when speaking with me.”

“In this case we do Queen Anja.” The woman spoke her voice more subdued. “We have recently been given evidence of several alarming charges that have been brought against you. This evidence is very damning in many respects… and we are utilizing our Ministry Dictates to order that the Queen return to Hadarian and face these charges forthwith.”

“What charges?” Anja snapped.

“The most serious and damning charge among the three being leveled against you is that you were maliciously negligent in the death of Senior Mage Warrior Seanna.” Wiktor answered sternly.
Anja’s eyes grew wide at this announcement. “What kind of bullshit is that?” She nearly screamed. “Who is saying that? Chief Minister Wiktor if this is some kind of ploy by you and the other ministers to…”

“This is an attempt to get the truth!” Wiktor snapped in anger. “This evidence was passed on to us from the Hadarian Elder Healers! Mage Warrior Seanna’s own mother is leveling this charge against you! And the evidence she presented to the Elder Healers in defense of her charge is quite… it is repulsive for lack of a better word. Combined with the two charges being leveled against you by your Aunt, the Governmental Arch Ministry decided that action was demanded.”

“Charges that my Aunt has brought forth?” Anja declared stunned. “What charges?”
“Two charges. One brings into question your fitness as mother to the Hadarian heirs to the throne. Umbra charges they are being exposed to influences that are detrimental to their spiritual growth and could very well end up damaging them as they grow. She has presented evidence of Eliani’s upbringing as supporting this charge. The second charge is that you willfully violated established Hadarian Protocols concerning medical and political matters and bypassed not only the Elder Council, but this Ministry as well!” Wiktor stated smugly. “Due to the first charge from your Aunt, we are also ordering that Retta and Calyb return to Hadaria with you, without the dragon creatures that they are said to be bound too. Once here they will be placed in your Aunt’s temporary care until such time as a decision is made in regards to your status.”

“My status?” Anja growled. “I am Queen!”

Wiktor met Anja’s eyes in the transmission. “Based on the outcome of these charges against you Anja, your reign as Queen may very well be over.” She spoke with that same smugness and arrogance. “Failure to return with your children and surrender them to your Aunt will force us to remove them from your custody permanently by order of this body. In that circumstance the Hadarian Militia will take them from your…”

“That will not happen!” Martin’s voice was loud enough to cause Wiktor stop in mid-sentence and glance up from the pad she was reading from as Martin stepped into the transmission.
“King… King Leonidas!” She exclaimed her eyes wide. “I… I thought Anja was alone!”

“Anja is never alone Chief Minister.” Martin snarled. “And you are threatening to take my children Chief Minister. Our children. That is not something you want to do.”

“Milord… Milord Retta and Calyb are heirs to the throne of Hadaria.” Wiktor stammered out the words. “They…”

“Chief Minister Wiktor… if the Hadarian Militia comes to Sparta and tries to take our children from us, I will personally send every one of them back to you in a box and you can explain to their families why they are dead!” Martin growled menacingly. “And Anja is still Queen of Hadaria and the Lycavorian Union! You will address her with respect Minister, or I will see to it your career in politics is over! Am I making myself clear enough for you?” Martin snarled at the woman.
Anja reached out and took his hand, seeing that he was about to lose all pretense of calmness with Wiktor. “Lover… calm down.” She said softly.

“Sire… sire I am only speaking on behalf of the Hadarian Governmental Arch Ministry and their directives.” Wiktor spoke quickly knowing she had crossed an invisible line and trying to reign herself in. “This… this is a purely Hadarian matter. It has nothing to do with Union laws or procedures.”

“You threaten to take the King’s children and think this has nothing to do with Union laws or procedures Wiktor!” Deia snapped as she too came to her feet and moved into the transmission.

“Deia!” Wiktor spoke.

“Where is Zaniai?” Deia demanded. “Is he aware of what you are doing?”

“Prefect Zaniai is fully aware of what the Arch Ministry is doing.” Wiktor stated now regaining control of her composure. “He has seen the evidence and reluctantly he voted to pass this measure.”

“What evidence?” Anja snapped.

“You will have full measure of all the evidence when you return to Hadaria Queen Anja.” Wiktor spoke. “It pains me to have to relay this information to you, but the Hadarian Ministry and Elder Healers are in full agreement in this situation. Failure to comply with these directives will only result in an admission of guilt, in which case you will be stripped of your authority as Queen, your sister will be stripped of her authority and Umbra will be named as Steward until such time as Retta and Calyb come of age. Furthermore… formal charges will be brought against you within the scope of Union law.”

“Umbra?” Anja barked. “This is all a ploy by her to make a grab for power! Can’t you see that?”

“Will you acquiesce to this body’s directive Queen Anja?” Wiktor spoke firmly.

“You’re damn right I will!” Anja snapped. “And when I get back there… we are going to have a long conversation Chief Minister. You, me and the entire Governmental Arch Ministry!”
“I’m sure.” Wiktor spoke smugly. “I will arrange for your Aunt to take custody of Retta and Calyb when you arrive.”

“No you won’t.” Martin stated plainly. “Umbra will come no where near my children! And neither will they be taken from their Bonded Ones.” 

“Milord… this is a directive of the Governmental Arch Ministry!” Wiktor spoke in an urgent voice.

“Tell them to suck it up and drive on! They are our children Minister Wiktor! No one tells me or my mates how to raise our children!” Martin spoke in a menacing voice. “Or does the Hadarian Governmental Arch Ministry suddenly tell me what to do?”

“Sire… no… of course not!” Wiktor stammered. “I am only following the directive laid out by our ruling body.”

“Yes and you can explain that to Anja and I when we arrive Chief Minister.” Martin barked.

“King Leonidas… Milord… there is no request or need for you to come here.” Wiktor stated.

“But I intend to anyway Chief Minister.” Martin spoke. “We will see you in three days. Good evening!”

Martin slammed his hand down on the small panel and the transmission vanished before Wiktor could speak another word.

“Martin… this is for shit!” Anja snapped quickly. “They are trying to get back at me for going against them for so many years! This has my Aunt’s fingerprints all over it! Take my children from me and put her as Steward!” Anja flung her half filled coffee mug across the room where it shattered against the fireplace.
Martin nodded and stepped up to her quickly. “You don’t need to explain anything to me Red. To any of us.” He said pulling her into his embrace. He could feel her diminutive frame trembling in anger within his arms and he squeezed her tightly, letting his aura wash over her completely. For’mya came up to them immediately and pressed her body tightly to both his and Anja’s frames, and each of them slipped an arm around her waist. “The arrogance in her voice was enough proof of that. Kinsoaurgai?”

“Deia and I can handle things here.” She said softly. 
“Martin you don’t have to come with me.” Anja said pulling her head from his chest and looking up into his face. “I can handle this… really.”

Aricia’s words came back to Martin in that moment and he nodded his head. “I know you can. I’m going to keep you from killing anyone. At least initially. And to make sure they know that no one takes our children from us.”

“Damn straight!” Anja barked.

Martin turned to Deia. “Tenna… we’ll be leaving in the morning on the SPIRIT, if you need me for anything contact me on my personal channel.” He said.

Deia nodded quickly. “I don’t think it will be necessary Martin, but I will do so if I feel the need. You will leave me with full authority in regards to these Kavalian fools?”
Martin nodded. “Don’t you already have full authority?” He asked with a grin. “A quick hop to Hadaria… we settle this… and then come back.” He stated calmly. “Let Andro know in the morning Kinsoaurgai.”

For’mya nodded. “Of course.” 

Martin pulled Anja and For’mya into his arms tighter and Deia saw Anja’s petite form relax in her nephew’s embrace. She smiled when she felt the tremors within Mindvoice signifying they were talking to one another and she picked up the data pads from the table in front of her. “I will leave you alone now to prepare for your trip.” She said not expecting an answer.

Deia headed out of the main room and moved for the door that would take her to the main entrance of the Estate. She had things of her own to prepare for.

 Martin stared at Anja’s sleeping face resting on For’mya’s smooth, flat abdomen as he sat on the edge of their massive bed. Her Persian red hair was splashed across For’mya’s midsection, sleep finally claiming her after three hours of second guessing everything she had done through the years, Martin and For’mya providing her with a ranting board. They had put the small children to bed and then moved into their own bedroom, Anja’s aura angry and twisted and confused. It had taken three hours just for him and For’mya to caress her with their own auras, listening to her vent and being there for her until finally she fell asleep pressed between him and For’mya. Looking now at two of the five women that so held his essence in their hands, Martin Leonidas could no nothing but thank the gods they were part of his life. He would be nothing without each of them and what they brought to his life. Even after all these years Aricia was the one he would reach for first as his Anome. She was the one who knew him better than anyone alive, who could elicit just that little extra surge in his blood, yet each and every one of them held a part of his heart. They were what made him whole in this life.

They were who he would protect with his last dying breath if need be, and he had decided long ago he would shatter more worlds if need be to save them from harm.
Martin sighed gently and got to his feet moving to the chair near the bed. He pulled on the loose fitting black pants and made his way out of their room and down the long corridor back to the main room of the villa. He lifted his hand to indicate the two Durcunusaan troops to remain in their chairs as they were beginning to rise and turned as Colonel Fache moved up to him and held out the mug of coffee. He turned to see the large monitor on the wall, one of the Netnews channels on it and interviewing the Kavalian Jiss. He turned slightly to listen along with the Durcunusaan.
“…do you think the Galactic Court will rule?” The reporter asked.

“There is really no other way they can rule.” Jiss replied. “The female you know as Lisisa Leonidas is in fact a Kavalian citizen, and therefore subject to our laws. She is not the daughter of King Leonidas as he has made everyone believe all these years. She is the daughter of Marshall Pleistarchus, the King’s brother.”

“You mean Marshall Pusintin don’t you?” The reporter spoke.
“We know him by one name… you know him by another.” Jiss answered. “He is still the King’s brother. He is still of the same bloodline of King Leonidas the First.”

“Marshall Pusintin deserted Sparta over three thousand years ago Legislature Jiss.” Another reporter spoke up. A female this time. “When he returned… he attempted to kill his own mother in front of many witnesses. According to Court transcripts he knew who Princess Lisisa was then. Why didn’t he come forth then instead of trying to kill his mother?”

Jiss looked at her. “Passion of the moment.” He said. “He allowed pent up anger at what he perceived to be his mother’s desertion of him when he was still a boy to control his actions. He has tried many times since that day to contact her and explain his actions. Lady Gorgo has never responded to his attempts. Nor has his brother I might add. And if I am not mistaken the current King Leonidas is the younger brother, the second of King Leonidas the First’s sons, yet it is he who rules the Lycavorian Union.”

“Many people, including the First Oracle, have said Pleistarchus gave up the right to his bloodline when he deserted his people and swore his allegiance to the Kavalians.” The same female reporter said.

“How does one give up the right to their bloodline?” Jiss asked. “It is still part of who he is.”
“By being a traitor and taking an active part in a war against the Lycavorian Union, as well as killing his own people.” The female said.

Jiss’s jaw twitched as he looked at her. “At the time Marshall Pusintin came to live with our people we were not at war with the Lycavorian Union. He really had no contact with any of his own species, and given the way we were regarded even by the Union, he chose not too.”

“Why fight then?”

“Marshall Pusintin was defending what had become his home and family by then. Brutal attacks against those he considered his people. Is that not natural.” Jiss spoke.

“Legislature Jiss… the Kavalian Empire started the war between our two peoples and that is an indisputable fact you can not deny.” The female said firmly not in the least deterred by the angry look Jiss gave her. “Marshall Pusintin or Pleistarchus, or whatever you want to call him, he is a traitor. He actively sought out and killed his own people during the war.”

“Your current King Leonidas killed far more of our forces twenty years ago if I am not mistaken.” Jiss told her.

“Your forces had brutally conquered a Union planet!” the first male reporter spoke up.

“Those Kavalian forces were led by a rogue officer acting on what he thought was accurate intelligence.” Jiss answered. “That operation was neither sanction nor approved by Marshall Pleistarchus or Prefect Keleru, and in fact we have tried to make reparations through the years. All of our overtures have been rebuffed.”
“And the Trade Agreement now?”

“Is mutually beneficial to both our peoples.” Jiss answered. “And we hope more will happen in the future. First however… first we must have closure on this issue with Marshall Pleistarchus’s daughter Lisisa.”

“And her adoption by King Leonidas?”
“We do not recognize this adoption.” Jiss spoke. “Nor does Marshall Pleistarchus. He never gave up the rights to his daughter.”

“It would seem he did not care in the least considering he is the one who raped the High Coven Princess Yuri, knowing that a child might be the result of this.” The female reporter broke in once more. “And Princess Leonidas is not a piece of property that you can assume ownership of as you have implied.”

“Kavalian females do not have the rights that the females in the Union have, that is correct.” Jiss spoke. “We have never tried to deny that. It is how we have lived our lives for millennia. Do you deny us our culture now?”
“What if she chooses to remain here? To continue the life she has here within the Union.” The female asked. 

“She does not have the right to make that decision according to our laws.” Jiss spoke.

“What if the court rules against you Legislature Jiss?”

Jiss paused for a moment and then shrugged his broad shoulders. “Then we will know that the Union does not follow the very laws they purport to uphold now won’t we.” He smiled and bowed his head. “Thank you for your time. I must go now.” 

Martin turned back to where Fache stood. “Wonderful people aren’t they?” He said.
“Please tell me that when we are done training the Coven dragons sire… please tell me we will throw their barbaric asses out of Union space.” Fache spoke. “Their arrogance is far greater than the High Coven’s ever was, and it makes me want to vomit.” 

Martin chuckled. “In a New York minute Colonel.” He said.
“Milord?” Fache asked confused.

Martin patted his shoulder. “It’s slang from a long time ago. It means you bet your ass that is what I intend.”

Fache smiled and nodded. “Good.”

“We all ready?” Martin asked.

“Everything is set up Milord.” Fache spoke. “I put some of the Feravomir’s biscuits on your desk as well.”

Martin accepted the mug and nodded as he sipped the strong rich coffee that Aricia had invented and was now a mainstay of millions across the Union. “Lock me in then Fache.” He said.

Fache nodded as Martin turned to the door into his inner office and moved through it. He waited until the door had slid shut and he heard the electronic locks activate from the opposite side. Colonel Fache would stand just on the other side and not unlock the door unless directed by Martin himself within Mindvoice. Martin smelled the sweet delicious scent of Helen’s biscuits and moved to his large desk to pick one up. He savored the flavor and texture of the still warm dough as he bit into it and closed his eyes settling into the high backed leather like chair. He let his mind wander for a few moments, enjoying the quiet and collecting his thoughts on what he was about to do. He took a deep breath finally and leaned forward in his chair, tapping the control console built into the top of his desk. 

There were only two people in the entire breadth of the Lycavorian Union who knew the code he was entering and he watched as the COM panel rose at a slightly inclined angle out of his desktop.
“Spartan One Actual. Code One, One One, One Alpha. Spartan Alpha One Protocol initiate.”

-Authorization confirmed Martin Leonidas. Initiating Spartan Alpha One Protocol. All records of this transmission will be deleted upon completion-
-Confirm Command Authorization Codes-

“ADAFI Crimson Shield one four plus one.”

-Command Code Authorization Confirmed-

-State Communication request King Leonidas-

“Omen Three. Secure voice and image. Yuriko seven nine seven.”

-Stand By-

-Initiating-

Martin sat back in his chair as the holo disco on the floor flared to life, flickered and then cleared almost immediately to reveal the sleepy eyes of the stunning young Asian female as she sat up in the bed slowly. Her own eyes focused and then grew wider.

“Papa!” Yuriko Leonidas rasped as she sat up in her bed the rest of the way instantly, holding the sheet around her obviously naked body.

Martin’s smile was warm and sincere and he gazed at his adopted pureblood vampire daughter with love and respect. “I apologize for breaking established procedures Yuriko.” He spoke.

“Papa!” She gasped using the name she had called him as a child on EDEN Moon Base. “What is wrong?” She asked instantly. “We were not due to communicate for another two weeks.”

Martin sat forward in his chair now and set his mug on the top of the desk. “I have a mission for you.” He said. “And then I want to drop this façade you and I have been playing all these years and I want you to come home.”

“Father… what is wrong? In the four years I have been doing this you have never contacted me on the SOA channel.” Yuriko asked once more, her voice soft but confident. “You are scaring me.”

Martin lifted the data pad and plugged it into the slot on his desk. He pressed two buttons and then looked up at the image of her. “This is what I want you to do.” He said.

He watched Yuriko scramble from the bed and move for the desk in her quarters. He spied the lanky but muscular form of the Hadarian Healer Filrian roll over to the side, his long hair wild and unkempt. It had taken Martin ten years to finally make Yuriko see that the man who now shared her bed and her life worshiped the very ground she walked on, and not just because she had saved his life. When Yuriko finally came to realize this herself, after several failed relationships, she had thrown all that she was into their relationship. It had not made the Hadarian Arch Ministry very happy, but Filrian had long ago stopped trying to please them. He and Yuriko had been married in a very lavish ceremony in the mountains of Sparta nine years ago, and Martin still recalled the incredible party they had afterwards.
“King Martin.” He spoke in a sleepy voice.

“Filrian… I hope you are taking care of my daughter.” Martin said with a smile. He knew those on Yuriko’s ship held the highest security levels among any of the Omen crews, and those on Yuriko’s ship knew well the guise of anger that he and Yuriko had been operating under the last five years so that she could go places not normally accessible to a member of the royal family.

“When she lets me Martin.” He answered with a grin. “When she lets me.”

Martin chuckled and cut his eyes when Yuriko lifted the pad from the slot on her desk and directed her eyes back to the transmission. 

“Father…?” She asked.

“Can you do it?” Martin asked.

Yuriko nodded and moved back to the edge of the bed, resting next to Filrian as he too sat up. She handed him the data pad. “Easily. We are only ten light years from the facility, and security is not what it once was. Husband?” She asked turning her head to look at Filrian.
Filrian nodded. “We have enough tactical team members to conduct the mission yes.” He looked up at Martin in the transmission. “Why would we want too? This is one of the reasons you have had us out here. To monitor this facility. Why do this?”

“Yuriko… remember when I told you and Andro that an end game was coming and we would have to play by other people’s rules?” Martin asked.

Yuriko nodded. “Yes.”

“Well that end game is coming. Sooner than I had thought.” Martin answered. “You are sure you can do this without risking your ship?”

Yuriko and Filrian both nodded. “Yes.” Yuriko answered. “Aside from that one security breach of the facility seven years ago, there has been nothing out of the ordinary. We never did find out who made it on to the station, or if they succeeded in doing what they came to do. We tracked the ship out of High Coven space to Icalro Alliance space, but lost them in the swarms of mercenary ships hiding out there.” 

Martin nodded his head. “Good enough. Once you have what I want, destroy the facility and make it look like an accident.”

“Father… who knows about this?” Yuriko Leonidas asked.
Martin met her eyes. “Just you and me Yuriko. Just you and me.”

“Not Andro?” She asked.

“He’ll discover it before everyone else… but not right now no.” Martin said shaking his head. “Contact me when it’s done and you are on your way back Yuriko.”

Yuriko nodded slowly and got to her feet. “I will see you soon father.” She moved a little forward towards the holo image. “It will make me very happy to feel your arms around me again Papa.”
Martin smiled. “It will be good to hold you in person as well.” He stated. “Then you can help Lisisa deal with your sisters.”

Yuriko chuckled and nodded her head as the transmission faded.

