CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
CENTRAL DISTRICT/SPARTA
KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL


“Get out of my way!” General/Colonel Vengal roared as he charged down the corridor of the maternity wing in the hospital, his elven wife of nearly four hundred years doing her level best to keep up with his long strides and shaking her head. The sun was beginning to set outside and as it poured through the many windows in the rooms it caused Vengal’s shadow to stretch down the corridor for what seemed like forever. She tried to apologize for her husband’s words and actions, to no avail. There were few people who did not know General Vengal, as he was one of the most well known and respected elves in the entire Union, and he was also one of the deadliest men alive.

General Vengal was tall for an elf, nearing six feet in height, his two hundred plus pounds lean and muscular and uncharacteristic for an elf. His long hair was nearly all white now but neatly groomed, with a bushy mustache that extended to just past the corners of his mouth. The many elf, Hadarian and human nurses and technicians got out of his way quickly as he strode briskly down the long, wide corridor. This was a man who had fought beside King Leonidas since before the day he discovered who he truly was. This was the elven man who, along with General/Colonel Vistr, had formed, trained and now led perhaps the second most feared Spartan military unit within the entire Union.


The Durcunusaan. The Wolves of the Blood.


He and Vistr commanded all Special Operations Units within the Union, and the two men had grown as close as any brothers could ever be. It was not uncommon to see them training with the troops they led, neither man afraid to jump into the same dirty water or crawl through the foot thick mud. It was the main reason Generals Vengal and Vistr were so revered among the Durcunusaan. Outside of the Durcunusaan Hippies Sedla assigned to the Royal family, no one actually knew the number of Durcunusaan within the Union. It was not an uncommon sight to see them out and about with other troops, but actually pinning down their exact number was something no one could ever do. Vengal and Vistr had designed them that way to keep their numbers a secret. Not even Durcunusaan members knew how many of their unit was active outside those detachments they were assigned too. General Vengal was also the father to Star Commander Anuk Simpson, and adopted father to Star Commander Nayeca Simpson, both wives and mates to General/Colonel Daniel Simpson. And everyone knew who that man was. The men and women in the hospital knew why Vengal was bellowing as he led his wife Narlea down the soft white of the maternity corridor, and they paid him no mind.


“Veni…” Narlea hissed softly as they walked the corridor. “You must stop bellowing like a wounded bear. You are scaring everyone!” She admonished him, though her own face was animated and bright. They had gotten the call only thirty minutes before and while she projected calm and control outwardly, Narlea would have been charging down the corridor in the lead had her husband not taken the point.


They rounded the corner and saw Moneus already gathered with Daniel Simpson’s father Melancton and Daniel himself in the hallway, Melancton holding a small bundle in his massive arms. Most elf men would never walk up to the three hulking figures without some trepidation. All of the men were nearing six and a half feet tall, well over two hundred and twenty pounds each and their bodies forged into muscular Spartan perfection. The sight of the three of them together was nothing short of frightening. Vengal was not one of those elves. Melancton caught his scent first and turned. His dark ebony face was scared in some places, and his usually stern look was now one of gentle grace. His dark eyes were bright as he saw Vengal and he held up the bundle in his arms, two tiny arms and legs kicking and jerking from within the white blanket.


“Vengal my friend!” Melancton bellowed happily, matching Vengal’s tone. “Look what your daughter has brought into this world!”


Vengal and Narlea stopped in front of the massive ebony Spartan and Vengal held out his arms for the bundle. Belying his huge size, Melancton gracefully and with the utmost gentleness placed the cooing baby in Vengal’s hands. Narlea gasped at the soft dark skin and bright eyes as her husband held the baby in front of him.


They knew the relationship their birth daughter Anuk had with Nayeca was one of Drow Mistress and Drow slave. They also knew that turn of phrase did not extend outside the realm of playful expression in their bed with Daniel. They loved each other just as intensely as they both loved the large black Spartan who had claimed them both. Within a year of their relationship beginning, Nayeca had become a cherished member of their family and adopted daughter to both her and Vengal in every respect.


“Another fine elven Spartan son to join our family!” Melancton spoke proudly. “Your blessed Drow daughter has done it again Vengal.”

Danny looked at is father. “Hey… I had a hand in this too you know!” He spat.


Narlea slapped Danny’s shoulder, never taking her eyes from the baby in her husband’s arms. “Nayeca did all the work Daniel Simpson. Carrying your children is a duty all its own!” She exclaimed happily as she reached up and gripped the baby’s hand in hers. She smiled as the tiny fingers clamped down with strength.


Melancton laughed heartily. “That it is!” He said looking at his son. “That it is.”

Narlea looked around the men and into the private room they stood outside of, seeing Nayeca sitting on a pillow on the floor, Anuk, Carina and Daniel’s mother Malaika sitting with her and holding hands in the traditional elven way of thanking the gods for a healthy child. She brushed past the doting men and moved into the room quickly where she saw Anuk and Nayeca make room for her on the floor between them. She settled easily between her birth daughter and the Drow female they had called daughter almost from the moment she had come into Anuk’s life. She leaned over and nuzzled Nayeca’s beaming face in wolf fashion.


“He is beautiful daughter.” She spoke softly.


“Thank you Amille.” Nayeca replied gripping Narlea’s hand tightly.


“Yes he is.” Malaika spoke softly holding Carina’s hand her face also very bright and animated at this happy time. “Strong and proud like his parents. We have been waiting for you Narlea. Shall we welcome him in the fashion of your ancestors? As we have welcomed all of my son’s children with his beloved elven mates?”


Nayeca nodded her head, her shimmering white hair shiny in the light of the room, her amber eyes vivid and clear. “Yes. Let us welcome our son…” Nayeca said looking at Anuk who met her eyes with love and adoration. They both turned to look at Malaika. “Let us welcome Melancton Simpson.” 


Malaika’s eyes grew a little wider at this and they became moist as she heard the name of her new grandson. She nodded her head slowly. “Oh… you… you will make him so proud.” She said softly.


Narlea smiled. “And he will honor that name throughout his life. Malaika… would you do the honors?” She stated confidently. She squeezed Anuk and Nayeca’s hands and closed her eyes as the others followed suit.


“I would be privileged.” She answered taking Carina’s hand in her right and Anuk’s opposite hand in her left. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. “The… the gods have smiled upon our family once more… for they have seen fit to bestow a new life to us. A new life burning with Spartan and Elven blood. Proud blood… honored blood. The blood of warriors and scholars both.”


“Aovi.” They all spoke together in the Lycavorian tongue.


“May his hand be guided by the spirits of both our people. Those still living and those no longer among us.” Malaika continued in the elven ritual.


“Nasie.” They spoke in the elven language. (Amen)

“And may blessings reign down upon him from the gods and all those who shape our destiny.”
“Aa' menle nauva calen ar' ta hwesta e' ale'quenle.” (May thy paths be green and the breeze on thy back.)

Their eyes opened slowly and they began to chatter among themselves as only women could do.


Danny looked into the face of his new son, the hard warrior look now gone from his expression, the baby curled into the crook of his arm.


“He will be a strong warrior.” Vengal spoke.


Melancton nodded as he draped his arm over Vengal’s shoulders. “Indeed.” He spoke looking at Danny. “What will you name him boy?” He asked.


Danny looked up at his father, glancing at Moneus quickly with a grin. “We decided he needed a strong name.” He said.


“Bah… he is of Spartan and elven blood.” Melancton spoke with a wave. “There is no question of his strength. All one has to do is look at Moneus here. Or Anton. Or Odara, or any of Vengal’s and my grandchildren. Just spit out his name will you! Vengal and I need to know what we will be drinking too!”


“It took us a while to come up with a name we thought would be worthy of this little guy.” Dan spoke.


Moneus chuckled. “Who are you trying to kid father? It took you and my mothers all of thirty seconds to decide.” He said.


“Well…?” Vengal barked.


Danny met his father’s eyes. “Melancton Simpson.” He stated.


Melancton didn’t do anything at first, but Vengal felt his arm tighten around his broad elven shoulders and he smiled. Daniel’s father was an old Spartan Vengal knew, nearly two thousand five hundred years old, and he was still of the mindset that Spartan men did not show emotion. Vengal felt Melancton nod slowly, but he knew the emotion whirling through the man just by the grip he had on his shoulder.

“A… a fine name.” Melancton spoke.


“A strong name.” Moneus said looking at his grandfather.


“Yes… yes…” Vengal broke into the awkward moment knowing he was saving Daniel’s father from having to respond further. “When is the party to welcome our new boy home?”


All four of them broke into laughter as the female elf nurse walked up tentatively, not wanting to intrude on the moment. Daniel looked at her as his father gripped his shoulder. “What is it Lieutenant?” He asked.


“General… I hate to interrupt sir, but there is a priority transmission for you.” She spoke.


“Marty?” Dan asked.


“No sir… the King departed earlier this morning with Queen Anja for Hadaria. This is a Spartan woman by the name Hali.” She answered.


Danny looked at his father quickly and motioned for Vengal to take his new son. “I’ll take it over here.” Dan spoke motioning to the small monitor. The nurse nodded and tapped on her pad several times as Danny moved to the monitor. He touched the panel and the face of Julie Collins’s mother appeared. Spartan woman though she may have been, she was still a mother and Daniel detected immediately that something was seriously wrong. “Hali… Hali what is wrong?” Danny asked.


“Daniel… please forgive me… forgive me for interrupting you at such a time…” The older Spartan woman spoke in a weak voice.


Danny shook his head hastily. “Never think that.” He said quickly. “What is wrong Hali?”


“Kim So is in Eden City Daniel.” Hali spoke. “My children spread throughout the Union. I did not know who to contact. You and Martin… you have always told me to contact you if ever I needed something…”


“And we meant it. You contacted the right person Hali.” He said seeing the woman’s distress. “Now tell me what is wrong?”


“She’s here Daniel.” Hali spoke softly.


“Who?”


“The… the clone of my daughter that you and Martin told us of.” Hali replied softly. “She is standing outside my home right now Daniel. Staring at the house. This is the fourth day in a row now she has done this. She is wearing a cape and cowl… but I know it is her. She has been there for nearly an hour doing nothing. Just staring.”


Danny’s eyes were wide now and he glanced at his father quickly. “Hali… we’ll be right there. Go out the back and get over to Larissa’s house. Do it now. Don’t worry about taking anything… just go.”


“Please hurry Daniel.” Hali said.


Danny turned to look at Vengal who shook his head. “Go!” He spoke immediately. “I will watch out for my grandson.”


Danny moved to the door into Nayeca’s room waiting until they all looked up at him. “Carina… with me. I may need your skills.” He stated formally, everyone detecting the sudden shift in his demeanor to his command voice. Daniel Simpson was the most laid back people anyone could know, but when he shifted into his role as a General of Spartans, something was wrong. He moved quickly to Anuk and Nayeca as they came to their feet.


“Daniel what is wrong?” Anuk asked.


“Hali just contacted me.” He said softly drawing both Anuk and Nayeca into his arms. “The clone of Julie is stalking her home and has been for a few days. She’s outside the house right now. I told her to go to Larissa’s out the back, but I need to go there now and find out what is going on.”


“I thought Martin told Aikiro she was not to leave their ships for any purpose!” Anuk spoke sternly.


“Yeah… well apparently the great Empress Aikiro doesn’t listen too well. Or she thinks she doesn’t need to listen.” Danny answered. “I need to go.”


Anuk and Nayeca nodded immediately. “Go!” Nayeca spoke. “Hali is like family to you Daniel. Go!”


Danny leaned over and kissed first Anuk and then Nayeca with deep passion and intense feeling before turning and heading out of the room, Carina on his heels. They watched as first Moneus and then his father fell in behind him as they moved down the corridor. Anuk looked at Nayeca’s amber eyes as they drew each other close and Vengal came into the room slowly rocking Melancton in his arms.


“Anuk?” Nayeca said softly, barely a whisper that only Anuk heard.

Anuk smiled at her. “The Julie Collins our Daniel knew and shared his life with is dead Mistress.” She said softly. “We are his wives and mates and we have been for a quarter century. This clone is nothing to him.”


Nayeca shook her head. “It… it was silly of me to think…”


Anuk leaned over and kissed her. “No Mistress. I thought the same thing for an instant when Martin first told us.” She said softly. “I only needed to look at our husband’s face to know we are the only ones in his heart. We are his world, just as he is ours. Nothing will ever come between us.”


Nayeca nodded. “Of course I know that.” She said sheepishly. “It must be my hormones to even think such a thing.” She squeezed Anuk’s hand and smiled once more, her amber colored eyes bright. “We need to plan our welcoming party.” She spoke now so that everyone could hear her.


“It’s about time.” Vengal interjected. “We haven’t had a good party since Moneus and Carina were mated. It’s been nearly a month now!”


“Oh hush papa!” Anuk hissed at him with a loving voice.

SODRAG

“…everything Arrarn was able to obtain from his sources at Jump Gate Control mother.” Andro spoke to Dysea and Normya in the secure holo transmission from within his office.
 

He could see three others in the transmission with them, one a dark haired pureblood who Dysea had called Esther and the other two were oddly colored Immortals, and one who he was sure was known as Cha’talla. The second bronze skinned Immortal sat closer to Normya than Andro would have liked but he said nothing in regards to this. He was still very unsure of the trustworthiness of the Immortals his first elven mother and younger sister were among.
“This information is accurate Andro?” Dysea asked looking at the pad in her hand.

Andro nodded. “As accurate as Arrarn was able to press for.” He replied. 

Dysea looked back up at him. “There are several names here Andro.” She stated.

“Yes.” He answered.

“Does your father have these names?” Dysea asked.

Andro shook his head. “Arrarn and I were gathering this information on our own mother. Outside the official investigation. Father left with mother to return to Hadaria very early this morning. It seems the Arch Ministry is having another of their fit in regards to how our father and mothers raise our siblings. He will probably contact you while they are enroute.”
“The Arch Ministry?” Dysea exclaimed rolling her eyes. “Will they never give up trying to change Melyanna?”

“Apparently not.” Andro stated. “From what little father was able to tell me before they left with Retta and Calyb, the Arch Ministry has brought three charges against mother.”

“Charges? That is something new Andro.” Normya asked leaning forward now. “What charges?”

“The main charge is for supposedly being maliciously negligent in the death of Seanna in some fashion. Seanna’s mother Pcillany has brought that charge forward. Aunt Umbra has also charged that she is an unfit mother and that she circumvented the Arch Ministry in regards to several medical and political practices.” Andro said. “It all sounds like a big load of sibfla to me.”

“Anja had nothing to do with Seanna’s death!” Dysea snapped. “The Evolli caused her death! I was there. I watched her try and save Seanna for three and a half hours!”

“Well apparently Seanna’s mother does not think so.” Andro stated. “They supposedly have some evidence that they intend to show her and father when they arrive that proves their charge. All I know is that Eliani is steaming mad right now. Chief Minister Wiktor said Eliani’s upbringing was proof that she is not a good mother, implying in some fashion I would imagine, that Eliani is some how twisted or deranged because of how we were raised. It is a ridiculously veiled criticism of Eliani’s and Nyla’s relationship. I had to order Eliani to remain here before she went to Hadaria and extracted a pound of flesh from someone.” Andro saw the woman Esther and the two Immortals chuckle softly within the transmission.
“Andro… your father does not know the incident with Normya was sabotage.” Dysea said. “And he must not know. At least not yet.”

“Yes… I gathered that when Normya contacted me and asked me not to do anything that would alert father to something other than what the Netnews people are reporting.” Andro said. “It’s just as well. With the High Coven and Kavalians in Sparta, father probably welcomed the chance to leave for a time. You know what they are trying to do in regards to Lisi?”

Dysea nodded. “Yes… we suspected as much when this Karun first informed us of his intent to seek a meeting with Lisisa.”

“They met yesterday morning mother.” He said. “According to Lisi… it went better than she had truly expected. The Galactic Court postponed making a ruling on the Kavalian petition today as well mother. I don’t know whether that’s good or bad.”

“For how long?” Dysea asked.

“Just until tomorrow Sparta time.” He replied.
“There is only one way they can rule according to Union law.” Dysea said confidently. “It matters not what Kavalian law says because she has been adopted and a citizen of the Union since your father returned from Lycavore with her.”

Andro nodded. “She and Deni aren’t concerned.” He said. “What exactly are you and Normya going to do mother?”

“The assistance Cha’talla, Esther, Tir’ut and their tribe have given to Normya has most likely exposed them to possible serious repercussions. I do not intend to let that happen if I am able.” Dysea said. “Apparently the man who was contracted to capture your sister knows of Esther and Cha’talla. They have a rather one sided history together.”

“One sided on his part I’m guessing.” Andro spoke seeing Esther holding Cha’talla’s hand on the table.

“Let’s just say Gareld and I do not see eye to eye.” Esther spoke from her chair. “In fact, given the opportunity, I would gladly remove his eyes from his head.”
“Andro… how is the training of the Coven Riders coming?” Dysea asked.

Andro looked at his mother in the transmission with slightly wider eyes. “Mother… mother you have just…”

Dysea shook her head. “They are already aware that the Coven has dragons on Earth and that we are training them Andro. They have known for some time it seems. They apparently have contacts within the ranks of the Immortals that still serve the Coven.” Dysea said. “I ask because we could use yours and Arrarn’s sources more efficiently if you were helping us.”

Cha’talla leaned forward in his chair. “We are not your enemy young son of Leonidas.” He said.

Andro met his eyes unwavering. “Simply because you have filed down your bone spikes and changed the color of your skin does not make you a friend Cha’talla of the Immortals. You are the former Captain to the Coven High Lord.” Andro stated coldly.

“Androcles Leonidas!” Dysea barked. “You will speak with respect to this man and his son and wife! They saved your sister’s life! Cha’talla’s brother is the Immortal your father told you about as a boy! They have risked a great deal in this venture.”

Andro nodded. “That is all well and good mother.” He stated. “And I bless the gods you were there for her. Respectfully however, that one act does not erase the thousands of years of war and mistrust between us. I thank you for what you have done, truly I do, but you will forgive me if I reserve judgment until more time has passed.”

Cha’talla laughed from his chair and nodded his head. “I like your son Dysea.” He stated. “Straight to the point! And in his position I would say the same thing. Are all of your child just as stubborn and cautious?”

Dysea turned to look at Cha’talla. “That seems to be the case.” She said turning back to Andro. “All of them have inherited their father’s blunt and sometimes tactless nature.” She scolded.
Andro shrugged his shoulders and smiled. “You still love him though.” He said seeing his mother nod her head in the transmission and smile affectionately.

“With every breath I take.” Dysea spoke softly.

“Will you be getting anymore information? While these names are helpful, considering their positions within your Union, they do not seem capable or highly placed enough to be the man or men who would be powerful enough to hire Gareld and direct all of this.” The second Immortal called Tir’ut asked the question. He leaned forward in his chair, his broad shoulders brushing against Normya’s arm. Like Dysea did the day she arrived, Andro noticed that this did not seem to trouble Normya in the least and she in fact turned to look at his face with dazzling emerald eyes.
“Arrarn’s contacts will continue to delve for information, but there is probably little more that they can tell us.” Andro replied. “It helps that the Netnews announced this was nothing more than an accident. Whoever is behind it will not immediately panic and it gives us time to discover more.”
“This man may very well try again.” Tir’ut spoke again. “I will allow no harm to come to Il kal'daka darthirii, and I will eliminate even those who come from the Union if they intend to harm her or her mother.”

Andro tilted his head as he gazed at Tir’ut and saw the fiery look of passion in his dark eyes. He watched his sister take his large hand in hers and look at him.

“Kestal ith'arl ol won't doer ulu nindel Tir’ut.” Normya spoke softly. (Hopefully it won’t come to that.)

Tir’ut met her emerald eyes and Andro saw him nod in the transmission. He shifted his eyes back to Dysea. “What is your plan mother?” He asked.

“I’m going to have my flight crew change the IFF transponder on my DT.” Dysea spoke. “I’m going to take Lexi, Iriral and Normya to Apo Prime without anyone knowing we are there and have a talk with the people on this list.” She answered. “The two engineers your father told me to take will remain with the rest of my detachment here and they return to Yocetu to fix their VANGRA 9 transport. They will also try and salvage what they can from the TYPE II that Normya was flying before destroying it completely.”
“Mother anyone willing to go after our family in this way is either very crazy, or very well connected.” Andro stated evenly. “Iriral and Lexi can only protect the two of you to a point.”

Dysea nodded. “Yes… that is why Tir’ut and Esther have volunteered to come with us as support.” She stated. “And I have accepted. Cha’talla and T’lolt will return to Yocetu with the remainder of my detachment while Illiad and Erli’ra, the elves on Cha’talla’s ruling body here put together an extensive list of everything they will need here to defend themselves.”

“Elves?” Andro asked.

Dysea nodded. “There are a dozen or so elves here, seven of them females that I have seen, among perhaps a hundred others from different species. All of them are the Blessed Wives of Immortals my son. They… I have seen most of them Andro… they have children and they love with the same passion as we love your father. I was skeptical as I traveled here, but after what I have seen… not anymore.”

“As you say mother.” Andro spoke.

“It will not be a large list” Cha’talla spoke quickly. “What we lack are planetary shield generators and anti-air batteries. Those are far too expensive for us to purchase in The Wilds, and it would draw attention to us that we don’t want. We might be able to trade for them in Bontawillian space but we…”

“No.” Andro said getting to his feet.

“Andro… they have risked their lives to protect me! To protect our mother!” Normya protested. 
“Pen pera allon arande.” Andro spoke.

“Then why are you being such a butt head?” Normya snapped using slang she had learned from her mother Anja and her sister Eliani.

Andro chuckled as he came around his desk and pushed aside his chair to begin typing into the control panel on the desk face. “You are spending too much time with Eliani.” He said with a large smile.

“Aikiro knows they exist as well now, and she wants nothing more than to kill all of them to keep what they have built here from being discovered by the rest of the Immortals within her ranks. The threat to them has increased two fold because of me! I won’t just leave them to their fates!” Normya spoke.
Andro looked at his sister in the transmission and he smiled at the set of her jaw, and he also noticed she had not released the hand of the bronze skinned Immortal. “You never used to get into this much trouble my elven sister.” He said as he continued typing on the main console of his desk. “Why have you suddenly become a nuisance?”

Normya smiled at the look on her older brother’s face knowing then that he was playing with her as he had when she was younger. “It must be all the time I have been hanging around you.” She stated confidently.

Andro chuckled and nodded his head. “Yes… well I have only just begun to rattle many cages with my actions sister.”

Dysea looked at him oddly in the transmission. “Andro what are you speaking of?” She asked.

Andro didn’t answer but picked up the pad and inserted it into the slot on the panel. He keyed several sequences and looked up. “Normya… Encryption Algorithm Three Nine Nine Beta Four. Same as our training exercise on Podella Three. Do you remember?”

Normya nodded as she got to her feet and moved to the control panel in the large table, Tir’ut right behind her very interested in the coded talk they were using. He stood behind her as she keyed in several sequences on her end. “Initiating.” She said.

“Sending.” Andro stated as he stabbed down on the button.

“Locked. Receiving.” Normya said. 
Tir’ut’s eyes grew a little wider when he saw what she was receiving. He lifted his face up to glance at Androcles and then back down to the table as Normya finished downloading what he had sent to her and withdrew the data pad from the slot. 
“Got it.” She spoke.

Andro moved back around to stand in front of the transmission disc and looked at them. “The seal security code is six four one three seven seven alpha Normya. Tell the Durcunusaan detachment leader that remains behind he has seven hours after he cracks the seal to take what he and Cha’talla believe they will need to defend the settlement. After that the seal code will randomly change and reset.” 

Andro watched as Cha’talla rose and moved up next to his son and Normya, looking down over her shoulder as she held it out. His own eyes grew wide as he saw the information scrolling across the small screen and he turned back to Andro.

“This is… this…” Cha’talla was too stunned to speak. “This is on Yocetu!” He declared finally. “We… we never discovered it.”
Andro nodded his head. “We have such caches all over The Wilds Cha’talla. My father and uncles plan very well. It is very well hidden and unless you knew exactly where to look, you would never find it. It’s an older Union cache, most of the equipment left over from the Evolli War, but it is still very serviceable and in excellent condition.” Andro said. “It will have all you will need to defend your settlement from everything except a dedicated ground and orbital assault.” 

“Why?” Cha’talla asked him.

“My mother and sister apparently trust you Cha’talla, and my mother is the best judge of character I have ever met in my young life. I also find myself wanting to trust in you after what you and your son have done.” Andro spoke softly. “Mother… I sent a Mjolnir’s Hand IFF code to program into your DT. Land at the Mjolnir’s Hand base across the lake from the palace. Stay away from the palace to avoid anyone seeing you. The base commander will have documents for Esther and Tir’ut when you arrive.”
Tir’ut looked at him now. “My mother will pass easily, she is a pureblood. I will not be so lucky. I am an Immortal.” He spoke.

Andro nodded. “Yes… and when you arrive on Apo Prime you will be a member of the Krypteria.” He spoke seeing Tir’ut’s eyes grow larger. “I’ll contact Armetus and he will arrange it.”
“Thank you my son.” Dysea said softly. She looked at him in the transmission for a long moment staring into his azure eyes in the transmission. “What were you going to do with this information Androcles?” Dysea asked him finally.

Andro returned her gaze for an equal amount of time. “You don’t really want to know do you mother?” He asked finally.

Dysea met his azure blue eyes once more and shook her head finally. “No.”
“Keep me in the loop mother.” Andro said as he tilted his head away for a moment like he had detected a scent. “If we are going to keep this unknown to father for the time being you need to keep me apprised of what is going on.”

Dysea nodded. “Of course.”

Andro lifted his eyes and looked at Cha’talla and Tir’ut reviewing the information on the data pad. “Cha’talla of the Immortals.” Andro spoke waiting until Cha’talla and his son looked at him. “Hear me now… you may be many thousands of years older than me Cha’talla, but if I discover you have betrayed my mother and sister, and harm comes to them because of this, I will come for you no matter where you may run. You will not need to worry about my father for there will be nothing left of your corpse for him to find. And neither your son, nor your tribe will keep me from watching you die beneath my sword. On that you have my word as a Spartan Prince.”

“Androcles!” Dysea hissed.

Cha’talla didn’t bat an eye and nodded his head with a knowing smile. “May I expect the same of you in regards to my Blessed Wife and son while they travel within your Union young Leonidas?”

Andro nodded. “A Blood Oath then?”

“A Blood Oath it is.” Cha’talla spoke without hesitation.
“Then I look forward to the day I meet you in person sir.” Andro said. 

“As do I young Leonidas. As do I.” Cha’talla spoke.

“Mother, you and Normya travel with my love always. Contact me immediately if you need anything.” Andro said. “I must go now mother. Sadi and Carisia are calling for me.”

Dysea’s emerald eyes grew quite a bit wider at this bit of information. “Carisia?” She gasped. “Andro... this is… she is the daughter of…”
“I know who she is mother.” Andro spoke with a grin and a shrug his broad shoulders. “One of the many cages I have begun to rattle mother. No doubt there will be many more.” He said. Andro’s azure blue eyes settled on Tir’ut as he stood very close to Normya. “Sslig'ne ussta dalninil Tir’ut.” He spoke. (Protect my sister)

Tir’ut nodded. “Xuil ussta dro.” He replied. (With my life)
SPARTA
She knew this place.

And she didn’t know how.

The modest sized home looked so very familiar to her yet she had never been here before. Sparta was new to her, filled with those she knew only as enemies, yet as she had walked the streets these last few days it all seemed so natural to her. She knew exactly where she was going without looking at the map on her data pad. The main entrance to the Royal Villa looked like someplace she had been before. The sights and sounds ringing in her vampire ears chimed with sensations she had experienced before. It was all very confusing for her. Ever since coming down from the INQUISITOR and becoming Aikiro’s shadow, feelings and sensations she had never felt before, but they seemed so real pulsing through her. 

She had spent the last fifteen years of her life fighting the Kavalian dogs, killing them with no remorse. Her skills were beyond reproach she had heard many say, she held the rank of Major in the High Coven military, yet she had never felt so odd and out of place among her own kind as she did now. She was a vampire clone, she knew that. The last of a special batch of clones bred many years ago from the cells of known natural vampire leaders she had been told. The others of her unit had been killed through the years fighting the KFI, many of their bodies never recovered, but she had always survived. She was used now mainly for protection of high ranking officials and assassination missions. When she arrived here on Earth, she had been Empress Aikiro’s shadow for the first two days until she was ordered to walk the streets of Sparta trying to gather information and intelligence about where the KFI delegation was staying and any intelligence she could gather about city defenses and troop garrisons.

In the week she had been doing that, she had discovered only one actual garrison of Spartan troops, and that was more of a police barracks than anything else. She had witnessed dozens of dragons and their riders walking the streets, species of every kind sitting among the hundreds of cafés and shopping plazas that dotted Sparta. Her trained eye had detected no city defenses of any kind, and she determined that these Spartans had hid whatever anti-air batteries or artillery positions they had and hidden them very well. She did not think they would rely just on the PDP platforms in orbit. She had absorbed everything while walking the streets, yet somehow she always seemed to end up here in front of this house. Today she had decided to enter this home and try and discover why it felt as if she had been here before.
Her five foot nine body was muscular and lean, her black hair cut short around her face. Her breasts were firm and pushed against the sweater like turtleneck shirt she wore. Her black leather like pants was actually a form of body armor, and dual fighting knives occupied sheaths on each of her thighs. The cape and cowl hid her features almost completely, allowing her to move about the city without notice really. Juliana One glance up quickly at the sun as it began to dip below the mountains in the west. The rays cast long shadows from many of the surrounding buildings, and as she looked around carefully she saw that no one was nearby. With a simple wave of her hand she wrapped the shadows around her and blurred forward towards the house. It was a simple matter to bypass the security lock still wrapped within the shadows and Juliana One stepped into the modest home and waited until the door closed before she allowed the shadows to fade from around her body. She detected no heartbeats within the home, telling her the house was empty and she stepped into the small main foyer, her dark eyes scanning the area.

Different smells assailed her nostrils, home cooked food, the spicy smell of Lycavorian blood. These smells made her stagger slightly as images flashed across her mind. A smiling woman and man… a white haired Drow elf male with glittering amber eyes. Images of the King of the Lycavorian Union and a huge black Spartan. A gorgeous red haired woman, their naked bodies entwined with that same ebony skinned Spartan. Juliana moved forward slowly, turning to look into what appeared to be the main room. She saw several couches and chairs, a fireplace and mantel with at least a dozen holo pictures. Juliana crossed the floor to the mantel and began looking at the holo images. They were of several large dark skinned Lycavorians smiling and holding the older man and woman. Several images of the older woman and man standing in front of their home and one where they stood with the King and several others she did not recognize. Juliana’s face softened somewhat as she looked at the photos, a small smile creeping across her features, until she reached the last holo frame.

Juliana froze and her eyes grew wider.
She saw images of herself in the holo picture. Her hair was much longer, but it was definitely her. Several images she was posing in what appeared to be a park with the older man and women, holding both of them tightly. Several other images had her in the arms of a Drow elf male, her face looking animated and bright. She reached forward and picked up the holo frame, her eyes wide as she watched the images change within the frame. As she lifted her hand to touch the image she heard them.

Three heartbeats. 
Three powerful heartbeats and beating with calm control, but most definitely Lycavorian hearts. She had been discovered. 
Slowly she slipped the holo frame into her uniform and wrapped her hands around the pommels of her dual blades. She prepared herself for action but froze once more when she heard the snik of three Nehtes extending at the same time and then the razor sharp spear head of one touched her right shoulder.
“That would not be the smartest move you ever made.” The deep voice spoke calmly. “Lift your hands back up and turn around slowly assassin. I’m not in a real good mood, so no funny stuff.”

Juliana did as she was instructed. She was no good to the Empress dead, and she could easily say she had simply gotten lost. As she turned her eyes focused on the face of Danny, his wolf eyes very prominent and the Nehtes in his hand unwavering as it held the spearhead only two inches from her neck. A single flick of his wrist and he could decapitate her easily. That is not what concerned her at the moment, not nearly as much as the fact that this was the man she had seen in her mind. She saw the much older Lycavorian and then the younger one in the middle surrounding her on three sides, but her eyes went back to Danny’s face.

“Do you make it a habit of breaking into people’s homes?” Dan snarled at her. “Cause here in Sparta that is not a nice thing to do.”
“I do not wish any trouble.” She spoke. “Please just allow me to leave. I have only lost my way.”

Melancton shook his head. “That won’t happen.” He said.

“I have done nothing wrong.” Juliana spoke her eyes never leaving Danny’s face. “I do not wish to hurt any of you.”

“You think highly of your skills vampire.” Moneus spoke menacingly. “Too highly I believe.”
“I could easily avoid all of you.” Juliana spoke once more. “I have not because I mean no harm. Just allow me to leave.”

“We can track you even in the shadows assassin.” Melancton spoke. “All of us have the training for that. And we have brought the cure for your speed.”

“I’m sorry… I can not let you take me.” Juliana stated.

Juliana spun away from Danny’s Nehtes, wrapping the shadows around her as she did. She had never been trained to fight Lycavorians, and even during all her additional hours of training no one had ever told her wrapping the shadows around her while fighting pureblooded wolves would not help her. As she shifted towards the door the younger Spartan, he appeared to be half elf as well, moved with speed belying his size. His arm flashed forward and Juliana’s eyes were wide as she saw the blow coming directly for her. Stunned, she could no nothing to stop it from connecting, and his thick forearm smashed into her upper chest with enough power to stop her in her tracks and make her stagger back as she gasped for air. The shadows fell away from her as she lurched, and the older Spartan spun gracefully, sweeping his right leg in front of him and taking out both of her legs. Juliana felt her body fly back and up before slamming to the floor of the home and the air left her lungs in an audible rush of noise. As her now cobalt blue vampire eyes looked on, the space in front of her blurred and the shadows fell away from around a stunning young woman who extended her arm and pressed the cold barrel of the K12 against her temple.
Juliana stared at the dark haired young woman for she looked vaguely familiar somehow. Juliana also knew just from the sound of her heartbeat and the smell of her blood that this young woman was a perfect combination of vampire and wolf blood. Something else she had not been told to expect.

Carina jacked back the hammer on the K12 and smiled sweetly, her own dark eyes now cobalt blue in color. “I have never particularly cared from seeing someone’s brains before I eat dinner.” She spoke calmly. “However, if you do not stand down, I will pull this trigger without hesitation.”

Juliana recognized the cold tone of her voice for what it was. The finality of death if she refused. She slowly opened her palms and began to relax on the floor of the home. The Empress would be upset, but not overtly so. Juliana would never reveal anything to the Lycavorians, and all she had really done was to enter someone’s home without permission.

“Very well.” She said softly.
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Zaala Randall hated when she woke early and he wasn’t beside her.
It was something she had grown accustomed too through the years, for there were times when her work kept her at the Research Facility overnight, but it was something that neither of them cared for in the least. She used her finger to curl her long black hair around her elegantly curved elven ear on one side as she sifted through the data pads on his desk. This move revealed most of her flawless features and the identical beauty to her older sister.

Lieutenant Governor of Sparta Tarifa.

Zaala was the youngest daughter to War Master Tareif and his wife Palina, nearly twenty years Tarifa’s junior, but she and her sister were as close as any set of twins could ever be. She spoke to her sister two, sometimes three days a week and they shared almost everything with each other. Zaala had grown up almost completely opposite of Tarifa, not holding the title of Queen of the High Elves and being the more promiscuous of Tareif’s daughters. She was well known back then as a female elf that would truly rock your world between the sheets. Since female elves born and raised on Earth had far less inhibitions than their sisters from Elear, they were prone to being more open about having relationships, even with men they had just met. It was not considered loose behavior for female elves from Earth to do this while they were investigating the possibilities for marriage and a husband. Zaala had been the epitome of this type of female elf, never one to shy away from getting a man in bed, especially the Spartan wolves once they had become more open about their existence. She wanted a man and wolf like her sister, one who was incredibly well endowed, and treated her like a goddess. There were many wolves vying for that honor, but not even Zaala had expected to fall head over heels in love with a human.

Steven Randall had won her heart from the moment he stood up to that hulking Spartan some twenty plus years ago. Zaala still remembered that exact moment almost like it had happened yesterday and she could not recall how many times she had lain in Steven’s arms after a breathless night of sex and stared at his sleeping face, thanking whatever gods were up there that they had given him to her. Zaala had taken his last name when they were married in a traditional elven ceremony to honor his human heritage, and she had used that name as a blanket of warmth and honor ever since. The ultimate expression of his love for her was when he asked Martin Leonidas to turn him because he did not want to lose her. To Zaala that had bound them together even tighter for all eternity. The change had not only turned him into a wolf, but ironically it had also changed him physically in some respects. He gained nearly three inches in height when the change had finally become complete, his body adding at least forty pounds of muscle to his already delicious frame. While he was not the largest man Zaala had ever been with, his size fit her like the piece of a puzzle, and he could make her see stars with his skill in their bed. When the change had granted him an additional two inches in the length of his cock and also increased thickness, Zaala’s already overwhelming pleasure had increased three fold when her husband made love to her. Whenever her husband took her, it most definitely rocked her world.
Zaala Randall was considered one of the foremost experts within the Union in regards to Quantum Engineering and the new technologies developed from the Mindvoice ship. There were few who could match her intellectually, and her husband was one of them, which only served to make her elven blood call out for him even more. He was a superior pilot, considered by many as among the top ten or twenty within the Union even before Martin had changed him. While he was now part wolf, Steven clung to his human traits and history with fervor. He had asked to be changed so that he could stay with her as long as they lived, not to become a better person physically. He rarely changed to wolf form, and the Lycavorian blood in his veins now had really only increased his skills by a factor of two compared to four or five in other humans who were turned. He could have an intelligent and thoroughly analytical conversation with her in one minute, and the next he was acting like a love struck school boy as he nuzzled her elven ears making her melt into his arms. Zaala had helped to design and develop many of the new trinkets that Spartans and elves and others within the Union used to defend them. Her mind was like a sponge, absorbing everything around her, and then sorting it all out. She could attack problems and issues from inside or outside the box, and more often than not she was successful in solving them. It was Zaala who worked out the extension coefficients when deploying the Dragon Armor from the Mark Eleven saddles. She was also responsible for incorporating new techniques in the Flat Spatial Dimension Shifting technology that Lycavorians used with their Shi Viskas, making it more efficient and reducing the size of the bridle one needed to wear to operate it. She had tried to discover a way to allow those non-Lycavorians to be able to use the FSDS technology as well, but the only person within the Union without some small portion of Lycavorian blood in them that could use a Shi Viska was Isabella. That was still a mystery to many on why only she could use the FSDS technology. The only species known to exist right now that could use the Shi Viskas were Lycavorians. The FSDS Technology disrupted the cellular tissue and genes of its operator and only the advanced nature of the Lycavorian healing factor coupled with the speed in which it worked allowed them to be able to safely use the technology. Those with even small amounts of Lycavorian genes and blood in them could use the FSDS technology, but it was considered extremely lethal for any others. Why Isabella was different was a mystery, and Zaala and the others working on that project had stopped trying to figure it out.

Zaala Randall, because of her work with the Mindvoice ship, held a Level Nine Security Clearance and was privy to much of what was going on behind closed doors within the Union as far as advancements and new technologies. She communicated with Admiral O’Connor whenever she needed too, and given her status and position she was one of the few who could contact Tarifa or the King directly. Even with all that she had accomplished in her life, though she was still considered a child in elven terms, Zaala was essentially unchanged. Even with all the respect she held among so many, the thing that gave her the greatest joy was to be wrapped within her husband’s embrace, on the couch in their home as they shared a mug of coffee and read to each other from a novel.

Zaala found the data pad she was looking for and shook her head at Steven’s filing system. “How do you ever keep track of everything my husband?” She said softly as she lifted the data pad on Tempest Maneuvering Thruster Control and turned to perch her butt on his desktop.

Zaala’s figure matched her sister’s in almost every way, though she was three inches shorter than Tarifa’s five foot nine frame. Her tanned body was lean and typically elven in nature with the natural musculature and definition of all elves. She had full and exceptionally firm breasts topped with pert nipples and even darker areolas. Her legs were long and her ass incredibly perfect in shape and firmness. She knew many men gawked at her when she walked the streets of Eden City or Sparta, but she also knew that those who were even part wolf could detect Steven’s heavy Dogwood scent embedded in her elven blood and they would not dare approach her without respect. Those who were not Lycavorian had only to look at the glittering ring she wore on her finger, or the way she dismissed all those interested with barely a thought, to know she was well and truly in love and very taken. There had been those who had tried to approach her anyway, the majority of them being shown the error of their ways quickly by Zaala. Only one had resulted in a confrontation with Steven, and now Steven wore the thin scar on his cheek from his right eye to his jaw from the blade of a vampire male. It was the only blow the man had gotten in before Steven had killed him in the street for attempting to force himself on Zaala. The investigation had been quick but thorough, the vampire male’s body destroyed and they had gone on with their lives. In Zaala’s eyes, the scar only made him more handsome.
Zaala looked up when she heard the voices in the corridor outside his office and her dark eyes grew a little wider when the human female and Lycavorian male walked through the open door into the office. They both wore Union Fleet uniforms, jumpsuits of dark gray sleeves with crimson and black on the shoulders and across the waists. Zaala quickly recognized the four thin silver strips on the woman’s cuffs and the three on the Lycavorian. The Asian woman was incredibly attractive, but Zaala had always found human females of the Asian persuasion fascinating in many respects. They both came up short when they saw her sitting on the edge of Steven’s desk.
“I’m… I’m sorry.” Miranda spoke quickly, taken aback at the absurd natural beauty of the female elf. “We were looking for Major Randall’s office.”

Zaala nodded her head with a disarming smile. “This is Steven Randall’s office.” She stated quickly sliding off the desk. “Can I help you?”

Miranda glanced at Janon quickly and then back to Zaala. She hadn’t realized that officers here on Earth had begun using female elves as secretaries. Especially not ones that were as drop dead gorgeous as this one. “We were told by base operations that we would find Major Randall here this morning.” Miranda spoke.

Zaala nodded as she moved closer to them. “He will be here in a few minutes. He left very early this morning to try some new modifications to the lateral thrusters on his Tempest.” She said. “He landed a few minutes ago. I’m waiting for him too.”

Miranda looked at the very friendly female elf and tilted her head slightly. “You are his secretary then?” She asked.

Zaala laughed and shook her head. “I am many things to Steven Randall… but I am not his secretary.” She said. She motioned to the desk behind her. “I’m much more organized. I truly don’t see how he keeps everything in order.”
Miranda saw the data pads scattered on the desk and she looked back to Zaala. “Then you are a civilian?” She asked.

Zaala nodded. “In a manner of speaking yes.” She replied.

“Yet you are standing in the office of the Commander Air Group for Earth Air Defense Forces.” Janon spoke now. “This is a highly restricted area you know.”

Zaala nodded. “Oh yes… I know that.”

“How did you get past security?” Miranda asked.

“I walked. Just like you.” She replied as she moved to the counter and began pouring herself a mug of tea. “Is there a problem?”

Miranda looked at Janon once more and then back to the female elf. “If you are not his secretary and you are not part of the military… who are you?” She asked finally.
“I could ask the same of you.” Zaala spoke lifting the mug to her lips as she turned back to look at them. “You are not assigned to Steven’s Squadron, and based on the rank you both wear; I’d say you are not assigned to any unit here on Earth either since they maintain the ancient Earth ranks for the most part.”

“I didn’t realize Major Randall allowed civilian females into restricted areas to give them tours.” Miranda spoke. “Does he do this often?”

Zaala laughed. “Oh no.” She exclaimed. “Steven only has eyes for his wife.”

“You seem to know Major Randall very well.” Miranda said. “I wonder… does his wife know you are so familiar with him?”

Zaala’s dark eyes twinkled at them. “Hmmm… that depends on your definition of familiar.” She said with a smile.

Janon snorted in disgust. “I don’t particularly care for officers who are not satisfied with the attentions of their wives.” He spoke sternly. “Mando… I think we have made a mistake.”

Miranda cocked her head to the side as she stared at Zaala. “You don’t seem to care that Major Randall is married.” She said.

“Is that how it appears?” Zaala asked sweetly. “I wonder; do you often intrude on the affairs of people you know nothing about?”

“Miss… I think I will call security and have you escorted off this base.” Miranda stated. “And then I intend to have a talk with Major Randall and his commanding officer in regards to security issues.”

Zaala chuckled. “Be my guest.” She said. “I’m quite sure War Master Tareif would like nothing better than to discuss base security with you.”

“I don’t think I care for your…?” Miranda began to say.

“…told you it would work Mela en’ coiamin.” The new voice broke in. A low deep voice. (Love of my life in elven) 
Miranda and Janon turned as the tall man walked in wearing a basic flight suit and carrying a flight helmet. He barely glanced at them as he tossed his helmet onto the chair as Zaala put her mug of tea down on the counter.

Major Steven Randall swept his elven wife up in his arms and laid a blistering kiss on her luscious lips, Zaala wrapping her arms around his shoulders and drawing her legs up along his hips. Janon glanced at Miranda quickly his eyes wide. This was Steven Randall, all six foot one inches of him since being turned. His dark hair was cut short, his exposed skin deeply tanned. The standard flight suit for a Tempest pilot was lightly armored as they knew, but providing excellent mobility. Major Randall filled out his flight suit quite well Miranda had to admit. She and Janon watched quietly as Steven pulled back, nuzzling Zaala’s four inch high elven ear firmly and watching her eyes close in bliss. They acted like a couple that was newly married within the last week.
“I missed you this morning.” Zaala gasped softly. “You left so early.”

Steven held her in his arms easily, Zaala’s hands holding his face. The thumb of her left hand traced the long scar on his cheek absently as she gazed at him.

“I wanted to test the engine seals you designed for the lateral thrusters in the cooler air.” He said with a grin. “At’loa and Tomas went up with me.”

“And what did you find?” Zaala asked.

“I told you they would work.” He said with a smile.

“I believe it was I who told you it would work.” Zaala said with an equally bright smile.

Steven shrugged his broad shoulders. “Ah… schematics.” He stated with a quick kiss of her lips. “We’ll need to let Ben know so we can start getting all the Tempest engine mounts reworked.”

“You have visitors?” She stated motioning with her head.

“Huh?” Steven turned quickly, still holding his wife in his arms and he saw Miranda and Janon. He silently berated himself for missing them; for once he locked his wolf nose onto his elven wife’s sweet almond scent he was like a guided missile. “Who are you?” He asked quickly. “And what are you doing in my office?”
“You are Major Randall I take it?” Miranda asked even though the image she had seen on her data pad already gave her that answer.

“Yeah. I’ll ask again… who are you?” Steven spoke.

“Major Randall… do you know the penalty for allowing unauthorized civilians into a restricted area?” Janon asked.

Steven looked at the big Lycavorian as he lowered Zaala back to the floor. “I don’t think you answered my question Lieutenant Commander.” He stated firmly. “Who are you people?”

“Major… I am Captain Miranda Lorian.” She spoke. “I had come here with the intention of finding a new CAG for my ship. I was told you were one of the top candidates. Apparently my information was wrong.”
“Why’s that?” Steven asked.

Miranda glanced at Zaala quickly before shifting her eyes back to him. “I can’t abide an officer who is married and screws around on his wife.” She snapped looking at Zaala’s smile. “Especially one that doesn’t even attempt to hide it.” She nodded her head. “I will make a formal complaint to War Master Tareif when I see him later today Major. I wonder what he will say considering you are supposed to be married to his daughter.”

Steven felt Zaala tighten her grip on his hand and he glanced at her to see her shake her head minutely. He turned back to Miranda. “Suit yourself Captain.” He spoke.

Miranda looked at him stunned. “You have big balls Major!” She hissed. “Do you know who I am?”

“Someone who obviously does not do their homework.” Steven replied nonchalantly. “And my wife likes my balls.”

“And so do I.” Zaala chimed in with a smile.

Janon stepped forward. “She is a Captain in the Union Fleet Major!” He barked. “You will speak with the proper respect!”
Steven shrugged his shoulders. “Your Captain and I are equal in rank here on Earth Lieutenant Commander whatever your name is. I command a ground based Air Group while she commands a ship.” He said calmly. “This is my base area. My command. I’ll treat her with the same respect she shows me, which so far ain’t jack shit! War Master Tareif’s office is down the hall to the left. I believe he just got here. Unless you got something important to tell me in regards to my mission here, you’ll excuse me if I take this stunning young lady to a late breakfast. I missed chow this morning and I’m starving. My suggestion is leave your attitude at the door when you see Tareif though. He’s grumpy in the mornings.”

Steven gripped Zaala’s hand and pulled her along as he headed out of his office. “Come with me Mela en’ coiamin, I’ll give you the specs and stress ratios on the way to the mess lounge.”
Miranda looked at Janon with a stunned expression on her face at what Randall had just done. “C’mon Janon.” She growled. “I’m about to stomp Major Randall’s world into little pieces!”


Miranda had only met Tareif twice, but each time he had struck her as the epitome of the soldier’s soldier. He was rough around the edges, but exceptionally smart, and he had no trouble jumping into a work detail with any of the Spartans or Dragoons under his command. His two sons were much the same as their father and were rapidly climbing the ladder within the Union military. Randall had been right however, and when they marched into his office, they found Tareif gulping coffee and grousing over reports form the previous night’s work details. He looked up after a moment or two and saw them, his eyes showing instant recognition of Miranda. A smile split his face as he came to his feet.

“Miranda Lorian.” He stated loudly. “Well… look at you!”


Miranda smiled warmly. Tareif was one of the exceptions to her elves are arrogant rule, and she genuinely liked the elf War Master. He had refused to change his rank or title, and with no hesitation in the least, Admiral Riall had instituted the rank of War Master to accommodate the gruff warrior.


“War Master… it’s been a long time.” She stated as he came around his desk and held out his hand.


“Indeed it has. Nearly fifteen years if my memory serves me right.” Tareif spoke. “I see you have made Captain now. Outstanding Miranda… outstanding.”


“Tareif… this is Janon… my First Officer.” Miranda said introducing the man.


Janon shook Tareif’s hand. “My elven mate speaks fondly of you all the time War Master Tareif.” He said. “She says with a hundred like you… the High Coven would never have conquered her world.”


“Bah… all the stories are untrue.” Tareif barked. “I hate violence of any kind.” He said with a twinkle in his eyes. He looked back to Miranda. “What brings you to my realm Miranda? You haven’t come back to drive the EADF insane have you?”


Miranda shook her head. “No. One of your officers came up on a short list to be my new CAG.” She spoke. “It’s a classified ship right now Tareif so I can’t tell you anything.”

Tareif nodded. “I understand perfectly. You must be speaking of Steven. He just came back from a pre-dawn flight. He should be in his office by now.”


Miranda looked at Janon and then back to Tareif. “We just left his office.” Miranda spoke. “I… I don’t know how to say this Tareif… but I question his integrity.”


Tareif leaned against his desk. “In what way?”


“He is married to your daughter isn’t he?” Miranda asked.


Tareif nodded. “Twenty-four years next month. Tarifa, Isra and Aihola just celebrated twenty-five years together last month.” He answered proudly. “I am lucky as a father, for both my daughters have chosen excellent husbands. Men who honor them and love the ground they walk upon.”


Miranda canted her head slightly. “Tareif… we just saw Major Randall getting very cozy with a dark haired female elf that had somehow gotten through security and was in his office.” She said. “Neither of them seemed in the least bit ashamed at what they were doing. Frankly… I’m flabbergasted they are bold enough to do this so close to your office.”


Tareif couldn’t help but smile and shake his head. “I see they have not yet changed the picture of Zaala in the Union personnel database.”


Miranda looked at him. “What?”


Tareif nodded and held out his hand for the data pad Janon held. “May I?” He asked.


Janon nodded. “Certainly.”


Tareif activated the pad and typed in some keys before nodding his head with a smile. He held it out to them. “This is not the woman you saw in his office I take it?”


Miranda looked at the dirty blond haired elf female. She shook her head quickly. “No it’s not.” She said.


Tareif turned and took a holo picture frame from the top of his desk and held it out to her. “This is Zaala and Steven on Isra’s birthing day last year. We threw a huge party here in Eden City.” He said.


Miranda looked at the holo image, seeing the dozen or so pictures flash across the display. She recognized Tarifa, Aihola and Isra easily, along with Tareif and his wife Palina. There were many others in the photos, but she froze the last two images on the display when she saw Major Randall and the same dark haired female elf from his office. One photo had them sitting on a stone bench, Zaala between his longer legs and feeding him something. The second photo was a close up shot up them facing one another, the sun just ducking below the horizon, Zaala’s arms wrapped around his waist and his arms holding her tightly. They were just staring into each other’s eyes, but for some reason Miranda did not believe the picture had been staged.

“This is who you saw in his office yes?” Tareif asked.


Miranda held the holo frame out to him. “Yes.”


Tareif nodded. “You must forgive my daughter.” He said with a shake of his head. “She is sometimes overly protective of Steven when she does not know who you are. Did you tell her why you were there?”


“I may have mentioned it…” Miranda said softly. “I think I was just too pissed off after seeing the game I thought they were running.”


Tareif smiled. “Twenty-four years they have been together and they act as if they are still newly married at times. It is a gift they have. A gift both my birth daughters and my adopted daughter Aihola have. You know of course that is how Steven got the scar he wears on his face? Protecting my daughter.”


Miranda shook her head. “That wasn’t in his file.”


Tareif nodded. “A vampire gave it to him. The man just did not want to understand that Zaala and Steven were married. They were returning from dinner one evening and he attacked them. It was shortly after Martin turned him. The vampire thought he would make short work of Steven and take Zaala for himself. He slashed Steven in the face…” Tareif touched his own face by his eye and traced an imaginary line down to his jaw. “Witnesses were saying Zaala was screaming for him, seeing the blood and thinking him to be mortally wounded. Steven Randall grabbed the vampire’s hand when he attacked again, broke his arm like dry timber and then snapped the fool’s neck in two places. He had Martin turn him so that he would not have to bear Zaala watching him grow old and die before her eyes. His devotion to my daughter and hers to him is beyond question Miranda. The picture in the database file is of Zaala’s cousin. When it was taken, Zaala and Steven were visiting the southern continent and she did not want to come back. Believe me… Tarifa and I scolded her for days for doing such a thing, but they have not changed the database to reflect her picture.”

Miranda looked at him. “Ok I think I have made an ass out of myself then.” She said.


Tareif chuckled and stood up straight. “Nonsense.” He said. “Come… we will join them for breakfast. Have you and Janon here eaten?” He saw them shake their heads. “Then follow me.” He stated.


Zaala’s arm was laced within Steven’s as they sat close together at the long table in the mess lounge, Zaala sipping tea while Steven was tackling the heaping pile of eggs and bacon and toast on his plate. She had long ago given up trying to get her husband to eat healthier foods, and he did often acquiesce to her requests, this morning she let him splurge however.

“The fractal ratio was point three, and even during an eleven G climb at full fusion burner the seals maintained their cohesion.” Steven told her as he stabbed another piece of egg on his fork. “Shrinking it three millimeters was brilliant. It negates almost all residual plasma leakage and increases coil efficiency by six point three percent.”


“And I only estimated a four point one percent increase.” Zaala spoke. “It did not affect your turning power?”


Steven shook his head quickly. “No… and At’loa executed a split S turn with flaps fully extended. She practically came to a standstill at full throttle and turned it on its nose.”


“And you engaged the XLM-800s at the precise moment I told you?” Zaala asked.


Steven rolled his eyes. “We followed your maneuver list exactly Mela en’ coiamin.” He said leaning over and nuzzling her ear. “The seals are perfect.”


Zaala’s heart was racing as she felt him nuzzle her four inch high ears and she leaned into his caress with a smile. The shadow casting over them drew her attention and she saw her father standing in front of where they sat with the human woman and Lycavorian man from earlier. She looked up at her father.


“Papa?” She asked.


“I believe we have a misunderstanding here.” Tareif spoke as he sat down directly across from Steven and eyed his food hungrily. 


Steven grinned and pushed his plate forward slightly as Miranda and Janon settled on either side of Tareif. He watched Tareif snatch up a fork that Zaala wasn’t using and stab a piece of bacon from the plate. His dark eyes fell on Miranda and Janon.


“I understand the Captain and her Lieutenant Commander here made some accusations without attempting to discover all the facts.” Steven spoke setting his fork down as Zaala handed him the coffee she held in her hand.


“They haven’t changed Zaala’s photo in the Union personnel database Steven.” Tareif said. “They saw how you and Zaala were acting and assumed that the photo in the database was accurate. They thought it was Zaala.”


“Assumptions are…” Steven began.


“The mother of all fuck ups.” Miranda finished. “Yes… I read that book by Benjamin too.” She said. “It might have helped if your wife had told us who she was right away. And please forgive my language.”


Zaala looked at her and smiled as she took the mug back from Steven. “You did not ask Captain.” Zaala spoke with a calm smile. “And regardless of the rank and uniform you wear, it is not good OPSEC to just announce who I am to whoever appears in my husband’s office. I do hold a Level Nine Clearance Captain, and doing that to people I don’t know is not the smartest thing. As for your language… I have heard far worse from my husband and father. You should hear them when they are drunk and together with Isra.”

“We are not that bad.” Steven spoke turning to look at her. “Are we?”


Tareif chuckled. “I believe we are.” He said.


Miranda nodded her head with a small smile of her own now, amused at the antics of the three of them. “You are very correct Mrs. Randall.” She said. 
“It is just Zaala.” She said quickly her dark eyes gazing at Miranda evenly. Almost as if she was measuring her up.

“And forgive me for questioning your integrity Major Randall.” Miranda spoke turning back to Steven. 
Miranda let her eyes linger on the long scar that adorned the right side of his face and decided that his call sign was aptly given. His face was restful and calm right now, but given the location of the scar, Miranda was quite sure if he ever got angry that scar would give him a frightening visage. In its current state however, it did not mar his looks in any way and in fact only added to the rugged handsomeness of his features. That she looked at him in such a way surprised Miranda and she berated herself, considering what his elven wife looked like.
Steven waved his hand in a dismissive manner. “Water under the bridge.” He spoke quickly. “And Zaala and I tend to act rather possessively towards one another sometimes.”

“I act possessively with good reason.” Zaala said squeezing his arm and looking at him with those large dark eyes and a heart stopping smile. “You don’t often get beautiful women who come looking for you in your office Steven.”
Steven looked at her. “As if I need anything more than you.” He spoke softly before kissing her tenderly. Miranda watched Zaala’s face soften even more, though her comment had surprised her. Steven sat back in the chair now, his food forgotten and looked at Miranda. “Would you care to tell me why Miranda ‘Mando’ Lorian is here on Earth wanting to talk to me?” He asked calmly. “I already have a job I’m very happy with.”

“Your name came up on a short list of possible CAGs for an assignment I have been given.” Miranda spoke.

“My name?” Steven said. “I don’t know why.”

“Sixty-seven kills during the Evolli War is why.” Janon spoke up now. “Two FVAs with cluster, two Distinguished Valor Awards and a DFC. That is why?”

“Two FVAs?” Steven asked surprised. He looked at Zaala. “I have two of those?”

Miranda and Janon looked at him stunned as Zaala nodded. “Yes you do.” She answered. She turned and looked at Miranda. “He doesn’t wear his dress uniform very often and when he does I am the one who puts it together for him.”

Tareif chuckled. “As your mother does for me.” He said.

“You don’t… you aren’t aware of the decorations you have been awarded?” Miranda asked.

Steven looked at her. “Colorful medals don’t interest me.” He said. “They don’t mean spit in the cockpit in the middle of a fight. You know that as well as I do. When is the last time you wore your uniform?”

Miranda grinned. “Three years ago.” She answered.

“And you got more fruit salad than I do.” Steven said leaning forward and looking at her. “Miranda ‘Mando’ Lorian. Hero of Alba Tau. Four FVAs with clusters, three DFAs and two Distinguished Flying Commendations with clusters. A shitpot full of lesser medals to go along with the three WIA Crimson Hearts for wounds received.”
“I… I was no hero.” Miranda whispered.

“That’s not the way I heard it.” Steven spoke gently. “You took out two Evolli heavy gun positions with just your pulse cannons, and when they ran dry you used your engines to melt the third by passing only five meters above it at high speed.”

“That one got me shot down.” Miranda corrected him.
Steven nodded. “And you saved the lives of six thousand Spartans who were on the ground and about to come under fire by those heavy gun positions.” Steven said. “I’d say that makes you a hero.”

Tareif nodded. “As would I.”

“I… I lost my entire Squadron.” Miranda said meeting his eyes.

Steven met her gaze without flinching and nodded his head again. “We all lost a lot in those twenty-one hours Captain.” He said softly. “We all lost a lot. Zaala’s love helped me to let go of my demons from that war… maybe you should do the same.”

Miranda shook her head quickly. “I didn’t come here to trade war stories or be analyzed Randall.” She said with no hostility in her voice, no emotion in her voice at all. “I came to offer you a new job.”

“What’s wrong with the one I have now?” Steven asked with a smile.

Miranda looked at Tareif. “War Master… you’ll forgive me if I have to ask if you can leave us alone. This is classified at Level Ten, I’m sorry.”

Tareif nodded. “I understand.” He said rising to his feet. “I hope you will stop by once more before you leave Miranda.”

Miranda smiled. “I will War Master. Thank you.” She watched him nod before turning back to Zaala. “I’m sorry… but…”
Zaala shook her head. “There is no need to apologize.” She said getting to her feet. She leaned over and kissed Steven deeply, caressing his face as she did. “I will see you for lunch my husband.”

Steven nodded. “That’s a date Mela en’ coiamin.” He answered.

Zaala looked at Miranda. “It was nice meeting you Captain.” She said. “Perhaps we will see more of you in the future.” 
Miranda watched Zaala as she turned smartly and moved to catch up with her father. She turned back and looked at Steven as she slid the data pad across the table. “These are the initial details.” She spoke softly. “I can’t tell you more unless you accept. I suggest you look this over and then take some time to think about it.”

Steven picked up the pad. “Level Ten huh?” He said. “That’s cool.”
“I suggest you read Major.” Miranda said.

“Zaala comes with me.” Steven said.

Miranda looked at Janon quickly and then back to Steven. “We don’t have any slots for civilians on this ship Major Randall.”

Steven set the pad down. “Then I can give you my answer right now.” He said getting to his feet. “Zaala is my wife and mate. She goes where I go. That is a decision we made together when we were married. It is why I returned here to Earth after the Evolli War. This is where Martin sent her to continue her work on the Quantum aspects of the Mindvoice ship.”

“She was aboard NORMYA’S LIGHT with you?” Janon asked surprised.

Steven nodded. “She may seem to be eccentric Miranda; sometimes that comes across as arrogant, but she is anything but. She ran the Astrometrics Sensor Array on NORMYA’S LIGHT. And Dysea and Isabella didn’t cut here any slack either.” 
Miranda looked up at him. This was the man she wanted on the ARIZONA, of that she had no doubt. This was a man who cared more for his pilots than he did for any medals and that is what she wanted. “I’ll talk to Ben and see what we can come up with.” She said finally. “I can’t make any promises.”  
Steven nodded. “619.” He said.
Miranda looked at him. “619?”

Steven nodded again. “That’s our house number in Officer Country. When you get your answer that’s where I’ll be. No offense Captain… but if it’s Level Ten… it’s probably one of Ben or Martin’s wildly dangerous schemes. That doesn’t bother me… but if I buy it… I want you to be the one to tell my wife. Not some officer coming here to Earth who doesn’t even know her.”

Miranda got to her feet and looked at him. “I could offer the job to someone else.” She said.

Steven nodded. “Yep.” He spoke. “And that won’t bother me one bit either. 619 Captain Lorian. Have a nice day.”

Miranda and Janon stood there slightly stunned as Steven Randall smiled and headed for the door to the mess lounge. They heard him laugh as two pilots in flight gear walked up to him and they began talking animatedly as they left. She watched Steven put his arms around the shoulders of the two pilots as the three of them left the mess lounge.
“We should go with someone else.” Janon spoke turning back to her.

Miranda shook her head. “No.” She said instantly. “Let’s find a transmitter and get in touch with Ben.” She stated looking at him. “I want him Janon. And if we have to make a position for his wife so that he agrees… that’s just what we’ll do.”

“May I ask why Mando.” Janon asked.

Miranda met his eyes with a smile. “The man who just walked out of here will do everything in his power, including giving his own life, to make sure he brings as many of his pilots back as he can. He’s a leader Janon. Most of the pilots we are getting have been flying for what, two or three years. They’ve never experienced anything like Alba Tau. One day they will Janon, and if Randall is leading them, he’ll bring the majority of them home. Put him in command of those pilots and I’ll have an Air Wing that could tear the ass from the Kavalian Empire all by itself.”
“There are other leaders Miranda.” Janon spoke.

“Not like him Janon.” She answered. 

“What makes him so different?” Janon asked.

“Major Randall has faith Janon.” Miranda said softly. “And he has attitude. Attitude and faith. That is a deadly combination. No… Major Randall is the man we want. Cancel the other interviews Janon. Let’s go talk to Ben.”

MJOLNIR’S HAND

THE WILDS


Aricia walked confidently and calmly down the wide corridor of her Beloved’s ship, the gold trimmed crimson cape just brushing the deck of the corridor as she walked.

Twenty-five years had changed Aricia from the young, wide eyed female wolf the first day she had stared into Martin’s deep brown eyes. He was so imposing, so powerful and so very confident. When compared to Anja and Dysea at the time, Aricia had felt so very inferior even though it was she who was the pureblood Lycavorian. Her times with Martin had stolen her breath away, and then when they had bitten each other and let instinct take over and become Anomes her life had begun to change.

What Joric had done to her would have destroyed her if not for Isheeni. It also made her a far stronger woman than when she had first met Martin Leonidas. Those months on Enurrua had changed her significantly, almost resulting in her death. Isheeni had kept that from happening, and that night had been the defining moment in her young life. When Martin had come to Enurrua and crushed an empire to get her back, her life had begun anew. Their connection as soulmates had become so much more powerful and focused. Their lovemaking had become more passionate and intense, almost to the point that they could pleasure each other just within their minds. She had become a complete woman after that. 

And far more deadly.

It was without question that in terms of Mindvoice powers, Aricia was second only to Martin, though her son with Martin was rapidly closing the gap and she had no doubts he would one day surpass her and his father. And twenty-five years of training with him, Dysea and Bella had also made her into a Black Widow spider in many respects. Exceedingly lethal. She was able to use her Mindvoice powers to enhance her physical abilities just as Martin, Andro and Zarah could. The explanation behind Zarah having this ability had long eluded them, but after a few years it no longer mattered. The four of them were the only ones able to use this skill outside the riders of Mjolnir’s Hand. While the many Bonded Pairs could use something similar, it did not have the power or focus. Aricia had given her Beloved four strong children, all of them bonded to dragons and growing stronger by the day. Aricia was truly a Queen in every definition of the word. She could be the most compassionate person in the universe, or the most savage. She had spent years learning of combat from Martin and the finest warriors in the Union. During the Evolli War she had led countless missions on her own, earning her the admiration and respect of even the gruffest Spartan warrior who may have thought her too young. When Aricia spoke now, everyone listened. She was incredibly intelligent and could almost always think outside the norm and figure a way to complete a task.

Aricia Leonidas was also the one that Martin’s Queens all deferred to in regards to almost everything. While they all loved Martin, and he loved them all in return, because she was his anome Aricia was considered senior among the Queens of the Union. She had an insight into Martin Leonidas that none of them would ever have, and knowing this they naturally gravitated to her. Aricia had never imagined herself in this position when she first came into Martin’s life. Soulmate to the King of the Lycavorian Union, and lover of four woman who she considered even more beautiful than herself. They never denied each other attention, and their love for each other was just as powerful as their love for Martin. In times like this when they were separated from the others because of their duties and such, it only brought them closer. She and Bella had done nothing but talk of past and present things while transiting to their meeting. They trained together several hours a day, ate together and made passionate love to each other in the evening. They were both concerned for Dysea, but For’mya had contacted them to let them know what was going on, and while they still worried it had helped to alleviate some of their concerns. Isabella was more concerned because of the deep love she had for Dysea, and it seemed whenever she and Dysea were apart they worried for each other and Martin more than even themselves. It did not stop them from taking comfort in each other however, as attested to the twin puncture marks low on Aricia’s neck, just below her ArmorPly collar. Bella had a way of being able to make all of them do anything she asked when she bit them. Perhaps it was because of her darker and more dominant side, but whatever the reason, Bella could make her fellow queens quiver in delight.
Aricia came to the large double door and past her hand over the sensor to the side. The twin blast doors responded immediately and she entered the bridge of MJOLNIR’S HAND. As with all the newer class LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers, the bridge of MJOLNIR’S HAND had been refit to match them. It was laid out in such a way that Martin or Komirri could stand in the center and shout commands in any direction. Helm controls were directed from the main console in the center of the massive view window, navigation and operations directly behind the helm officer at consoles facing each other. Tactical and Communications were slightly elevated on opposite sides of the bridge to either side of the main doorway she had just entered. She saw Komirri and Bella standing in the center of the bridge; Isabella dressed almost identical to her, while Komirri wore the standard Fleet uniform of dark gray and crimson. She crossed the open area between them until she was standing next to them. Komirri and Bella turned as she came up.
“We are at the coordinates.” Bella spoke with a smile. [Did I wear you out Aricia?]
Aricia looked at her seductively with vivid azure colored eyes. [We shall see tonight won’t we Bella?]

[I can hardly wait.] Isabella answered.

They both turned as Vonis moved from the main sensor console and looking over the chief’s shoulder. He wore a standard ArmorPly uniform with a K12 strapped to his right thigh and a wicked looking hand knife strapped to his abdomen on the left side for easy drawing.

“Sensors show no other ships in the area.” He spoke as he came up to them.

“Our Strike Wing is Shrouded and maintaining positions to cover us.” Komirri told them. 

“Are we early?” Aricia asked.

Vonis shook his head. “I believe Joyar is on a Shrouded ship.” He spoke. “Making sure we came alone no doubt.”

“Would he have access to such a ship?” Aricia asked.

Vonis shrugged. “It’s very possible if he is traveling with the insurgents. I think we all agree he is involved with them far more than he wanted us to believe.” He answered. “They would most definitely have Shroud capable ships.”

“Which also reveals to us that they are far more organized than Aikiro believes.” Bella spoke. She turned to Komirri. “Send out a low frequency, short range transmission Komirri. We are here as we said we would be. Reveal yourselves or we will immediately return to Union space and regard the High Coven insurgents as hostile and deal with them accordingly.”

Komirri nodded. “Repeating every twenty seconds?” He asked.

Isabella nodded. “That is sufficient yes.”

Komirri nodded and moved to his communications station. Aricia stepped closer to Isabella, taking her hand. “How long do we wait?” She asked.

Bella looked at Vonis. “Brother?”

“Joyar isn’t stupid enough to think he can try anything Bella.” Vonis answered. “If he is sincere… and the insurgents are sincere… I would think thirty minutes. No more.”

“What if they are not here yet?” Bella asked. “Perhaps they had trouble coming here?”

Vonis shook his head. “Joyar has my personal channel. Now that he knows it is active once more he would have contacted us.”
Aricia turned to where Komirri was giving orders to his COM officer. “Komirri… tell them we will wait only fifteen minutes and then we will leave.” She looked at Bella and Vonis. “Tell them fifteen and we wait thirty. It makes us appear more than serious in regards to this meeting.”

Komirri nodded his head to his operator and walked back over to them. “The signal is going out.” He said.

“Now we wait.” Bella spoke.

High Coven DARKBROOD-Class Frigate ORCAVA

“It’s a short range, low frequency transmission.” The woman spoke turning in her chair to look at the ORCAVA’S Commander. “Repeating every twenty seconds.”

“Let’s hear it.” The man spoke leaning forward in his command chair.

“…arrived as agreed. We will wait fifteen minutes and then return to Union space and regard any insurgent contact as hostile. We will act in the best regards of the Union and dismiss further contact. No distinction will be made between High Coven forces and insurgent forces. This is your only chance.”
“It’s showing the authorization codes of both Queen Aricia and Queen Isabella.” The woman said.
The Commander turned to the Eanae male standing next to his chair. “Isabella and Aricia?” He asked.

Joyar nodded. “The two of them are the more militant of his Queens.” He spoke softly. “And perhaps the most deadly of the five. You are aware of Isabella’s skills, and no doubt they have improved considerably in the last quarter century sharing a life and bed with Leonidas. He is said to have trained all of them extensively. The Evolli War showcased Aricia’s proficiency at warfare, and she is regarded as the most powerful of his Queens within Mindvoice and the one who he holds closest to his heart as well.”
“Can we trust them Joyar?” The man asked. “The General’s ultimate goal was to achieve the Union’s aide, but even he did not know how this meeting would evolve. Our assassination attempt of the Kavalian delegation on this very ship may have killed whatever hopes we had of Union help.”
Joyar nodded. “It is a possibility yes… but I do believe we can trust them.” He replied. “If I did not… I would not have brought my entire family on this trip.”

“You can damn sure bet that there’s an entire Strike Wing out there somewhere.” The Commander spoke.

Joyar nodded again. “Undoubtedly.” He said. “But would you send two of your Queens into The Wilds with just one ship. Even if it was a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser?”

The man nodded. “Good point.”

Joyar looked at the former High Coven commander. “You broke from the High Coven because you believed in what the General and the insurgents were doing Maros.” Joyar said. “This is the opportunity that the General has waited for. Do we just throw it away?”

Maros held his gaze for several more seconds before exhaling heavily and turning his head. “Tactical… de-shroud the ship.” He barked. “And pray we are not making a mistake.”

MJOLNIR’S HAND


“Admiral Komirri! High Coven DARKBROOD-Class Frigate de-shrouding off our port quarter!” The officer at the tactical station snapped out loudly.


“Stand by!” Komirri barked out looking at Isabella and Aricia. He smiled. “Looks like you were right Milady.” He said.


“Let’s see where this takes us first.” Bella spoke.


“Admiral… they are hailing us?”


Vonis nodded and looked at the COM officer. “Narrow beam! To the main bridge holo disc!”


“Transferring.”


The holo disc in the center of the floor of the bridge shimmered to life
and they were looking at the Eanae Joyar and a pureblood vampire officer sitting in the command chair of the frigate.


“Joyar.” Vonis spoke calmly. “A DARKBROOD frigate my friend. You travel in style. I’m impressed.”


The Eanae chuckled softly. “I said I would put you in contact with the Insurgents.” He said. “Queen Aricia… Queen Isabella… may I present Commander Maros.”


The man rose from his chair slowly looking at the transmission calmly. “An honor.” He spoke.


“We almost left Commander Maros.” Isabella spoke calmly. “Aricia and I are not the most patient of individuals.”


“I… I am only protecting those I fight with Queen Isabella.” He answered. “Our actions on that very ship you occupy did not advance our status among you or King Leonidas I’m sure.”

“In that you would be correct.” Aricia said.


“Our leader… he was not happy that some of our other commanders took this tact when they decided to attack the Kavalian delegation.” Maros spoke quickly. “I have been instructed to offer my sincere apologies for that, and to insure you it will not happen again.”


Isabella glanced at Aricia. “I understand from Queen For’mya and Prince Resumar that your men fought bravely Commander. They were just overmatched from the outset.”


Maros nodded. “Against Queen For’mya, Prince Resumar and their dragons… yes I could not agree more.” He said. “While she is not considered to be the strongest fighter of King Leonidas’s Queens, she is more than a match for any of our soldiers. I…”


“Commander… why don’t you dispense with attempting to stroke our egos. None of us have egos to stroke.” Aricia stated bluntly. “We are here to discuss matters and I assume you have been given the authority to act, at least in some regard, on behalf of this General.”


“I have Lady Aricia.” Maros answered.


Aricia nodded. “Then Colonel Vonis will give you instructions and Isabella and I will meet you in the landing bay.”

Maros watched in the transmission as Aricia and Isabella turned and left the bridge. He cut his eyes to Vonis. “They do not mince words Prince Vonis.” He spoke.


Vonis smiled and shook his head. “No they do not. I suggest you keep that in mind.” He said. “And I am no longer a Prince. You have a transport?”


Maros nodded. “A long range G9, yes.”


“Then why don’t you and Joyar use it to come over.” Vonis spoke. “Joyar… have your family ready to transfer over as well. I will send our MENKLA transport to conduct a dry seal dock.”


“So you will keep your word?” Joyar asked the relief in his voice very evident.


Vonis nodded. “You will find that King Leonidas and his Queens do not break their word when they give it.” He spoke. 


“I will not forget this Vonis.” Joyar spoke seeing Vonis nod in the transmission.

SODRAG

“…contact you when we return to Apo Prime.” Golina told Adriana and Malic as they stood in the departing passenger area of the small spaceport on SODRAG. 


“I have some time coming to me…” Megdar spoke
 looking at his daughter and son. “It… it is time we became a family again. Time for your mother and I to atone for what we have put you through all these years Malic; Adriana. Time for…”

Malic looked at his father and shook his head. “No father.” He spoke looking at Adriana who smiled at him. “Better that we leave the past where it belongs and begin fresh.”


The last two days they had done just that.


Seeing Malic during that ceremony, the pride and accomplishment that he had achieved when no one believed in him had changed Megdar. The huge, silvery/purple dragon rested comfortably on the ground behind where Malic stood those amethyst colored eyes clear and shining with intelligence. They had never been apart in the last two days, and many times he had felt the tremors within Mindvoice as they spoke to each other on a level he could not achieve. Seeing his son upon that dragon’s back, seeing him wearing the shimmering Dragon Armor of a member of Mjolnir’s Hand, that had brought it all home for Megdar. The son he thought would never amount to anything without his help had achieved something Megdar had never suspected. He had failed the Union Academy yes, but as a member of Mjolnir’s Hand he had automatically been promoted to Star Commander. Parts of their duties within the Union were to act as Ambassadors of a sort to the many different species that called the Union home. And Megdar knew that to become a member of the King’s revered unit, his son must have been very special indeed. Until two days ago he had never thought much of the men and women who were members of that unit, but watching the Acceptance Ceremony and then mingling with them afterwards had changed all of his views on the members of Mjolnir’s Hand as well as the Durcunusaan.

Watching Malic standing proudly among the ranks of dragons and men, listening to Malic’s numerous achievements as they were read off in the small promotion ceremony afterwards, it had humbled Megdar. Listening to all that his son had accomplished even without his guidance, it was these things had filled Megdar with a sense of guilt and dishonor that shamed him. It was then that he finally admitted to himself he was holding onto a hatred that was not only wrong, it was a hatred that would eventually destroy him. And his family. Megdar had wept in his mate’s arms the night after the ceremony, wept in shame for all he had done. Those tears had been cleansing in a way, for he had woke the next morning with new purpose, a purpose to discover who his children were once more. It would take time Megdar knew, time to let go of all the past distrusts and suspicions, but what he had begun here two days ago was something he would continue into the future.

He and Golina had spent the day after the ceremony learning of their son and daughter once more. He truly did not want to leave, but his command waited for him and he needed to return. In the last two days however, he had learned who his son and daughter had become, and he could not have been prouder. He made a silent vow to begin making amends for everything he had done.

Megdar nodded his head at Malic’s words. “You are right.” He spoke softly. “Adriana will remain here with you?”

Malic nodded. “A member of Mjolnir’s Hand I may be… but we are still very new to the knowledge that has been given to Vincix and I, and I must still pass my exams in three months. Adriana will be able to help me.”

“And Tuvar arrives next week to be with you?” Golina asked holding Adriana’s hands tightly.


Adriana nodded. “Prince Androcles has made it so he could conduct many of his duties from here on this base. Those he can’t will be given to another officer to manage. I think we may visit Sparta when he arrives. It is something neither of us has ever done.”


Megdar took Malic’s arm and pulled his son to the side to speak privately with him. To Malic, this is what he had waited for his entire life from his father. He held no malice towards his parents, his bonding with Vincix making that emotion impossible when it came to family. Megdar reached up and placed his hand on Malic’s shoulder, spreading his fingers out on the wide crimson shoulder boards that signified his unit. “Malic…” He spoke softly.


“No father.” Malic said. “I meant what I said. “Let us leave the past behind us. We…”


Megdar shook his head. “That is not what I was going to say.” He said. “I was going to speak of Princess Eliani and this Nyla Sinthe.”


Malic looked at him oddly. “I don’t… I don’t understand.”


“You told me that they are connected in a way that makes them almost one mind yes?” Megdar asked.


Malic nodded. “Yes.”


“The Princess… her aura and her blood burns for you my son. Her scent… her scent is sweeter when she is near you, anyone who is wolf can detect this. If this is how you affect her, then I can only assume this Nyla feels the same if they are connected as you say.” Megdar spoke.


Malic dropped his dark blue eyes and shook his head slightly. “I don’t know… I don’t know how to approach them father. Or if I should even try.” He said softly. 


“Do you desire them as your scent tells me you do?” Megdar asked.


Malic lifted his eyes. “Yes.” He stated without hesitation. 


“You are an Alpha Malic.” Megdar spoke. “She is an Alpha female with the blood of our King in her veins. The blood of a Leonidas. She is waiting for you to come forward and claim her. Claim them. If they are what you truly desire… then as I did with your mother do not hesitate and make them yours. As old as I am… I have seen my share of female wolves make their intentions known to the male they want. That she wants you… that they want you is quite obvious my son. Act on it Malic. And make them shout your name to the moon. And also as I do your mother… worship them Malic… for they are your future as well. The future of our family.”


Malic met his father’s eyes and took a deep breath. “Then I will do just that.” He stated confidently.


Megdar nodded. “Good.” He said with a smile. He gripped his arm as they turned back to where Golina was hugging Adriana. “I will return to my command now. I have several lessons that I insist my officers study and commit to memory. They are tactical lessons learned from centuries ago, but I have found many of them still apply. I will send them to you. You may find them interesting.”


Malic nodded. “Thank you father.”


Golina released Adriana as they came up and she turned to Malic. Her eyes were moist and she immediately embraced him tightly, barely able to get her arms around his waist. “Watch out for your sister Malic.” She said looking up into his eyes. 

“I will mother.” He stated with a smile.


Golina patted his broad chest. “And do not keep those two females waiting forever.” She said with a glint in her eye. “Your father did not make me wait.”


Malic chuckled and leaned over to kiss her cheek. “Travel with the gods mother.” He said squeezing her hands.


Golina nodded. “I will contact you when I return to Apo Prime and see about having some of your things sent here from your apartment there. I imagine you will be securing your own home here on Earth.” She said. 


Malic nodded. “That is my hope.” He said. “Within Gytheio, Sparta’s ancient port city.”

Golina nodded. “Good.” She pushed him to arms length and smiled. “I will try and return in a few weeks to visit with both of you if that is something you both wish?”


Adriana nodded. “It is mother.” She spoke.


Golina saw Malic nod and smile at her. “Very much so.” He stated.


Golina nodded once more and stepped back to grip Megdar’s arm. “I will see you then.” She stated.


A loud chime echoed in the spaceport and the voice announced the transport was leaving for orbit. Megdar nodded his head. “We must go.” He said.


“Be safe.” Adriana told them as she took Malic’s hand.


They both nodded and turned to head for the ramp that would take them to the transport. Malic felt Vincix move closer and turned to look at him.


They have changed my brother. He spoke so that both Malic and Adriana could hear him within Mindvoice.

Malic nodded. “Yes they have.”


Then you only have one other task before you are complete. Vincix spoke as Malic met his amethyst eyes.


Are you going to badger me about that as well? Malic asked.


Vincix chuckled in Mindvoice and Adriana smiled. Until you follow where your heart leads. As I now have with Arydun.


Adriana squeezed Malic’s hand. He is right Malic. Now do what your bloods burn for you to do. Vincix and I will find something to do won’t we Vincix.


I believe we can come up with something. Perhaps a study plan for my bonded brother that will allow him to score perfect on his upcoming exams. Vincix answered.


Malic rolled his eyes. Will I have time to pursue other things as well? He asked.


Vincix butted Malic in the shoulder with his snout. We will see what we can do.


Malic reached up and placed his palm flat on Vincix’s snout, staring into his eyes. My… my life has truly begun again. He said.


As mine has. Vincix answered. Now go… do what your blood burns for you to do. Adriana and I will see you tomorrow and we will begin our training together.


Malic took a deep breath and nodded. He leaned over and kissed his sister on the head. “Keep him out of trouble.” He said.


Adriana nodded. “He will keep me out of trouble.” She said.


Malic grinned and stood up straight. He nodded to them and turned to leave the spaceport with confident strides.


Vincix lowered his head even more until he was staring at Adriana. We should start with a lesson plan.


Adriana nodded. “We will need to add several items from the manuals he has at his bungalow.” She said as they began walking. “It will be intensive since he only has three months, but it is not impossible.”

ELIANI AND NYLA’S BUNGALOW


It had been a very hard two and a half days for them.


Their emotions had run the gambit from anger to jealously to stunned shock and then back to anger. Discovering Malic was the final member of Mjolnir’s Hand and set them reeling, only to have the situation with Anja and the Hadarian Arch Ministry cause considerable anger within Eliani about what they thought of her upbringing. Andro had practically ordered her to remain at SODRAG and not attempt to return to Hadaria with their parents and kick someone’s ass. He had told them to take two days to come to terms with everything and then get back to work for he needed them. What the Arch Ministry was doing alone would have been enough to deal with, but discovering that Malic and Vincix were the last of the Sacred Circle was the most prominent in their minds. 
Seeing him gazing at them in the stands with those devastating eyes, his features hidden behind the Dragon Armor, his male aura coursing through Eliani and by virtue of that through Nyla as well. He had suddenly vaulted into a position of incredible importance and with that came mastery over Mindvoice abilities neither of them would ever have. It had suddenly made them feel inferior to him in some way. Images of him taking other women as his mates flashed through their minds, and they had remained away from him trying to come to terms with this new knowledge. Through it all, since that day on the ceremony field, their blood burned for him now more than it ever had. He was no longer a man that would need their support, now he had become the alpha wolf fate and destiny had intended him to become.


Nyla came out of their small kitchen dressed in the loose fitting sun dress. Her long blond hair fell well below her shoulders as it always did when she was off duty. She carried the two plates and moved to the table as Eliani pulled down two glasses from the cupboard and poured them both a glass of Spartan Wine.


“Maybe it won’t be as bad as you think Ussta Che.” Nyla spoke as she put the plates on the table. They each had sandwiches and a small portion of green vegetables on them over the top of spicy cooked noodles.


Eliani moved into the small room with the table and nodded. “Maybe… but I wouldn’t trust the Arch Ministry as far as I could throw them.” She stated coming up to the table. “They have always given mother a hard time about how she and Aunt Vana rule. They just can’t seem to get past the part where they have to move and change with the times.”


“You think these charges will be worrisome?” Nyla asked as Eliani came up to her.


Eliani held out the glass. “I don’t know. They never gone this far before.” She stated. “I bet my Aunt is dancing up a storm thinking she’ll get her hands on Retta and Calyb and turn them into the automations she has made of her own children.”


“Take them from their Bonded Ones?” Nyla spoke shaking her head. “Your mother and father would never allow that.”


Eliani nodded. “That’s why I’m glad father went with her.” She said. “Elder Healer Buonau is a grade ‘A’ bitch and always has been. And her daughter Duewa has hated me ever since I told her she was an arrogant, obnoxious wench and if she wanted to challenge me I’d beat her like a two riyal whore.”


Nyla chuckled softly as she nodded. “I remember that.” She said as they sat down at the table. “It was quite amusing to watch the look on her face. I imagine she ran home to her mother and told her what you had learned from Anja.”


Eliani laughed. “My mother didn’t teach me that one.” She said. “I learned that one from Uncle Danny.”


The chime on their door sounded and Nyla turned. “I will get it.” She said rising to her feet. “Did you tell her to contact you when she arrived?” Nyla asked as she moved to the door. She turned back when Eliani didn’t answer. “Ussta Che?” She asked as she passed her hand over the sensor pad.


Eliani felt him first and her fern green eyes grew wide as she turned to look at the door. His aura was pulsating powerfully, radiating from him like a beacon and it was causing her blood to grow hot with desire and passion. His aura was focused and directed, not like an alpha on the prowl for a female. His aura was focused on her and Nyla and he was holding back the majority of it, caressing their senses letting them know what he wished and waiting to see if they would respond. Nyla turned to the door as the sun light shone into the bungalow and her green eyes green wide when she saw him filling the doorway. 

“Ma… Malic!” She gasped.


Malic had changed into civilian clothes, a dark gray t-shirt and dark blue pants. The shirt conformed to his muscular body, outlining every ridge and contour of his chest and abdomen. He had waited until he was outside their bungalow before releasing his aura. Their scents filled his head and made him smolder with want. He touched Eliani with his aura, knowing that Nyla would feel it as well through her. Even Sadi had never affected him in this way, causing him to tremble with need and excitement. His blue eyes took in the curves of Nyla’s face, the delicate lines of her lips and cheeks, the way the dress outlined every delicious curve of her body. He watched as Eliani rose from the table she was sitting at, her lunch forgotten as she gazed at him.

She wore a simple short skirt and top with large sleeves, her feet bare on the cool floor as she stepped up next to Nyla. Malic gazed at them standing together and the sweet buttercup and maple and willow scents were very near too much. Eliani’s aura was hitting him back as she had on the ship, more a matter of instinct than her controlling it.

“Malic?” Eliani stammered softly as she gripped Nyla’s hand. 


“I have…” Malic stared at them, the color of their skin, and the brightness of their eyes. All of it was combining to literally drive him insane. His eyes followed the curve of their moist lips and the arc of their throats. “I wanted to…”

 
“Malic…” Eliani finally spoke getting her raging hormones under some semblance of control. “Malic… why are you here?”


“I wanted too… I have asked your father Eliani…” Malic looked at them standing so close together. “I wanted to tell you that…”


Eliani and Nyla inched closer to him, everything else forgotten as his driftwood and ocean scent ignited all kinds of receptors in Eliani’s body and transferred to Nyla’s as well through their bond. “Tell us what Malic?” Nyla asked softly, almost cooing the words out.


Malic looked at them now and something inside him just switched on. “Ah… nubous it!” He declared.


Eliani and Nyla both gasped as he stepped close to them and gathered both of them in his arms, his lips descending onto Nyla’s moist lips. Their bodies went rigid for a split second, unsure of how to respond, and then they melted into his embrace and both of them groaned loudly. Eliani’s eyes were ablaze as she clutched Nyla’s waist with one arm, her other wrapped around Malic’s broad shoulders. Nyla’s arm joined hers there as her other arm drew both of them tighter. Nyla’s light green eyes closed dreamily as passion and desire all her own crushed through her, enveloping Eliani as well as Malic. Her entire body grew hot, her nerves singing out in happiness that was all her own. This was not sensations and emotions she was feeling because of her beloved Eliani. These were feelings and sensations she was feeling because of what Malic was doing to her. 

She gasped loudly when Malic tore his lips from her, turned his head slightly and claimed Eliani’s full lips. He had lifted them both off the floor now, his arms crushed around their lithe bodies with possessive fervor. As these new vibrations coursed through her, Nyla gazed at Eliani and Malic wide eyed as they shared an equally blistering kiss. She watched as he pulled his head away quickly, their eyes large with the trembling engulfing them.


“I want you!” Malic’s voice was raspy but very clear. “I want you both! For the women you are! I want to claim you both! I don’t care what I have to do! Tell me how I can prove this to you! Tell me what I need to do! I… I need you both! Now! Tomorrow! Forever!”


Eliani and Nyla looked at each other for a long moment, their passion undeniable, and the joy both of them felt at his words evident in how their lips trembled. 

“Our bedroom!” Eliani gasped turning to look back at Malic. “Hurry!”


“Where?” Malic exclaimed beginning to move forward into the bungalow.


Nyla released her arm from around Eliani’s waist and pointed past the table with their forgotten lunches. “That way!” She panted loudly.

SPIRIT OF HADARIA


Martin lay face down on the large bed, the sheet covering his naked lower body, while his upper body rested on the edge. His arms hung over the side of the bed, the data pad in one hand, the glass of Spartan wine in the other.



“Avi… give me the odds again for successful completion of Operation Spartan Wind.” He stated looking at the face of the avatar on the small screen.

-Which Scenario should I load King Leonidas? - The image of the Mindvoice ship avatar asked.

“Run them both.” Martin spoke as he lifted the wine to his lips.

-Operation Spartan Wind Scenario One Four… initiating… running. Calculating. Odds of successful completion 74.9%-
-Operation Spartan Wind Scenario One Five… initiating… running. Calculating. Odds of successful completion 83.2%-

Martin shook his head slowly. “What if you factor in what Yuriko’s mission is?” He asked.

-Successful completion of Yuriko Leonidas’s mission will only increase the odds by two percent on both scenarios-

“Avi… those odds suck!” Martin spoke.

-I agree King Leonidas. However the other scenarios we have run have had much less of a success rate-

“I’ve had the odds stacked against me before.” Martin said.

-You are the descendant of the Chief Elder Pralor King Leonidas. This fact has no doubt played a large role in what you consider luck. Even before your were able to advance your skills to the level they are now, your abilities would have manifested themselves subconsciously in certain situations. I have reviewed your history King Leonidas and there is substantial proof to back up this data-

“So you have been telling me for years.” Martin said. “Is Aikiro more powerful than me Avi?”
-Given what we know King Leonidas, she is undoubtedly the direct descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon on City Ship 19-

“Wait… you never told me they had names.” Martin spoke.

-You never asked King Leonidas-

-What… was my ancestor’s name?” Martin asked.

-Chief Elder Pralor of City Ship 41 was called Sumar. He and Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon were considered two of the most advanced Elder Pralors-

“Sumar?” Martin said softly. “Resumar?”

-Yes. The possibility that your grandfather was named after him in some way is very probable. Chief Elder Pralor Sumar was known as a supreme mediator and accomplished Warrior Pralor. Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon was recognized as the premier Warrior Pralor of his time-

“So you had wars?” Martin asked.

-Yes King Leonidas. The last one Warrior Pralor Xaxon started. It lasted for nine thousand years. He was given command of a City Ship as punishment. It was considered an exile by many of the ruling Pralors-

“I thought it was considered an honor to be in command of one of these ships?” Martin asked.

-To those who had earned the command yes. To others it was an exile. The species you know as the High Coven discovered City Ship 19 approximately three thousand years before the Lycavorians began to realize their potential under your grandfather. By then Xaxon’s war like nature would have been generations advanced within their species-

“My people were war like.” Martin said. “They were savage Avi.”

-This is true Milord. Until your grandfather was born. The direct descendant of Sumar. It was he who began to turn your people from their violent ways. Xaxon’s descendants did not follow this path. If my data scrolls are accurate, Xaxon held great hatred for those who exiled him. Sumar was one of those that voted to have him exiled. It stands to reason he would have passed this on within his genes to his descendants-

“So her hatred of me and our species is inbred?”

-To a certain degree-

 “And does that make Aikiro stronger than me?” Martin asked.

-She has had millennia to learn precise control of her abilities King Leonidas. In terms of raw power no, she is not stronger. In terms of experience in what she can do… my calculations indicate yes. You have not reached the pinnacle of what you can achieve. Nor has Queen Aricia or your first born son Prince Androcles-

“Avi… can she find City Ship 41 on Earth?” Martin asked.

-If she were to remain on Earth long enough she would eventually discover City Ship 41 yes. She has the ability to eliminate many of the Mindvoice Ghost Zones we have established as more time passes. The odds of Empress Aikiro actually penetrating the security we have in place, and being able to remain undiscovered by the dragons that reside here is only 11.45% King Leonidas. I have also established protocols should my calculations of the odds prove incorrect-
“Would she know that?” Martin asked.

-As you and your son have secretly studied the many functions of City Ship 41 through the last years King Leonidas, no doubt Empress Aikiro did the same with City Ship 19. It is very possible that the avatar for City Ship 19 did not survive the crash. This would explain their lack of significant engineering advances such as those we have made. However based on the level of their cloning technology, she has extensive knowledge of a City Ship’s systems- 
-The initial sensor scan I ran as we were leaving Lycavore twenty-five years ago specified that no Quantum signature was present. That indicates the Quantum Drive Nacelles and Engine Propulsion Systems were destroyed upon reentry. This is the engineering basis for many of the advancements we have gained in the last years as you know-

Martin nodded. “And this is what she would want to get her hands on no doubt.” He said. “I have to believe that is why she came to Earth. Avi… is there anyway for you to reactivate your engines?”
The Avatar shook his head. –Such an event is not possible King Leonidas. Due to the relative solar activity and collectors built around City Ship 41 it is possible for me to maintain full power indefinitely. However, I estimate it would take one thousand five hundred and thirteen years for my repair drones to harvest enough Quantum particles from within this system to actually infuse my engine cores to full power-
“Then she is there for whatever technology she thinks she can get her hands on.” Martin spoke. “Technology she will reverse engineer and use against the Kavalians and then probably us.”

-That is the most likely scenario King Leonidas. The sections I detected on City Ship 19 were not equipped with sensors. There is no way she would have been able to detect the other ships that crashed. Your orders to destroy whatever did remain were quite effective-

“Avi… do not release anymore history files to Panos to give to her.” Martin ordered. “I’ll let him know as well… but I don’t want to take the chance she will discover something we consider to be innocent information and turn it into something it was not intended for.”

-Done-

“Send a transcript of our conversation to Andro at SODRAG and then delete any records that remain of what we have discussed.” Martin said. “She isn’t stupid… and she has to know even if she finds City Ship 41, she’ll never get near it. So she has something else in mind. Freeze all access to City Ship 41’s database by anyone outside of my family and Arzoal. No one else gets access until I say so.”

-Does that order extend to Zaala Randall and personnel involved in Operation Arizona as well?-

Martin shook his head. “No… Zaala is Tarifa’s sister and our foremost expert on your technology correct?”

-She is the only one so far to have grasped the higher calculations and functions King Leonidas. She is incredibly astute considering her ancestors were cloned by Walter Carson. Given her medical scans and growing Mindvoice abilities, I estimate within five hundred years she will be able to construct at least a working design of my engines-

Martin nodded. “Leave their access as is. Restrict everything else… but I want you to start keeping records of everyone who accesses your database even if they have clearance.”

-As your order-

“I have one more task for you Avi.” Martin said looking at the humanoid avatar on the small screen.

-Standing by-

“I want you to use whatever scenario your brain can think up, no matter how crazy or implausible it may seem.” Martin spoke.

-What would be the purpose of this King Leonidas?-

“When you have the results, you will send them to Androcles and me via Level Twelve Encryption and then destroy all records.” Martin said.

-Understood. What is the design of this operation?-

“Find me a weak spot for the Kavalians that I can use Avi.” Martin spoke. “Find me a weak spot that if I need to, I can send them a message that tangling with us would not be the most intelligent thing they have ever done. I need to buy us more time. I need you to find me a way to get that time.”
-I will begin work immediately King Leonidas-

Martin nodded. “I will return to Sparta within the week Avi. If you get something before then, advise me. If not… Andro and I will meet with you when I return. And Avi?”

-Yes King Leonidas-

“I am authorizing you to activate and deploy your static defenses on Earth.” Martin said. “If it doesn’t belong on Dragon Island or the other safe zones we have established… kill it. With extreme prejudice.”

