CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
SPARTAN GALACTIC COURT


“…would like to apologize for taking the extra time we needed to make a ruling on the Kavalian Federation’s Petition before this body. We felt it needed our undivided attention and further investigation given the level of importance.” Chief Magistrate Sel’ke spoke. 

The court gallery was once more filled to near overflowing, many of the gathered men and women members of one Netnews Channel or another. For’mya sat with Deia and in quite the surprise to everyone who entered the gallery this morning, Andro and Sadi sat with them as well. Sadi was wearing a standard Union flight suit with her long blond hair cascading around her face, while Andro wore his customary ArmorPly with crimson colored shoulders. Jiss and Matuarr sat at the similar table to their left, Karun, Qurot and Timur sitting in the gallery behind them. 


“On behalf of my fellow Magistrates I would first like to say that we view the intricacies of this Petition very seriously, however Lycavorian Union law is quite clear in this regard and this Galactic Court can not overrule Lycavorian Union law. We feel the circumstances behind Lisisa Leonidas being adopted by King Leonidas twenty-five years ago should have been made public knowledge, as well as her heritage and bloodline, however we do understand the reasons behind the King not being as forthcoming as he should have been.” Sel’ke looked directly at Deia and For’mya when he spoke now. “The Lycavorian Union has come far in the last several centuries in terms of acceptance of ones background and history, and our own Queen Isabella is the foremost example of this. She is a pureblood vampire and an honored Queen of this Union, something that I’m quite sure a thousand years ago would never have been accepted given the history between our two species.”

Deia nodded her head calmly. “I don’t disagree with that assessment Chief Magistrate.” She said. 


Sel’ke nodded in return. “That being said… as I stated… Lycavorian Union law is quite clear. We have reviewed the security tapes from twenty-five years ago. This was the last time that Marshall Pusintin was…”


Jiss came to his feet. “You mean Marshall Pleistarchus don’t you your honors.” He said quickly. “He is also a son of King Leonidas the First and grandson to King Resumar, the founder of your Union. The oldest son I might add.”

Sel’ke turned to look at him now, his elven ears appearing to lay back along his head in anger. “No… I mean Marshall Pusintin of the Kavalian Federation.” He said in reply. “The man you refer to as Pleistarchus was a son of King Leonidas the First, yes. He was a King of this very city we now reside in Legislature Jiss, and Spartan Historical records indicate that King Pleistarchus died in 458 B.C. of Earth time. The statue honoring his rule resides on King’s row not a kilometer from here.” 
This information caused Karun to sit up and look at the man intently. This was not something he had known or had been told.

“The man you refer to may be a Lycavorian by birth, however he is not Pleistarchus. He ceased being Pleistarchus the day he chose to depart Earth and become a Kavalian citizen, no matter the reasons behind that decision. Lycavorian Union records are meticulously kept in this regard Legislature Jiss; Spartan records even more so surprisingly. Governor Panos of Sparta was very forthcoming in allowing this body access to the Spartan Historical Archives, many of the documents still hand written and thousands of years old, and this entire court body is in full agreement. King Pleistarchus died in battle with the High Coven. Marshall Pusintin may be this same man, all facts lead to that undeniable truth; however he has no claim to that name anymore by his very own actions throughout the years no matter his status as first born.”


“I protest this! It…” Matuarr came to his feet.


“You may protest it as much as you like.” Sel’ke said calmly. “It will not change the true facts, nor will it have a bearing on the decision this body has made.” His gaze was steady as he looked at them. “Now… would you like to hear that decision?”


Jiss held out his hand to Matuarr and motioned him back into his chair. “Certainly Chief Magistrate.” He said finally.

Sel’ke nodded his head. “Good. As I was saying… we reviewed nine different security tapes of the last day Marshall Pusintin came to Earth and Sparta. What we saw was disturbing to say the least. Though many of us have heard of what happened that day; we have never seen actual security footage of it however. Marshall Pusintin made scant reference to Lisisa Leonidas that day, never by name and most certainly not in a way one would expect a father to react concerning his daughter if he was interested in a relationship with that same daughter. He did however attempt to kill Lady Gorgo if my understanding is accurate and was stopped by King Leonidas the Second, his brother, before he accomplished this vile act.” He turned and accepted the data pad from the Hadarian Magistrate Galia. “We will not begin to address nor bring up the grievous nature of this attempted crime, for by order of King Leonidas the Second, signed just six months after the events of that day, any and all crimes committed by this man have been pardoned in full. And it is also my understanding that decision was not greeted with much support. It is something he did despite what others were telling him.”

This knowledge struck Karun like a sledgehammer blow and his head turned quickly to where Androcles sat. He was surprised to see those azure colored eyes looking at him intently. 

“While the medical records were sealed twenty-five years ago, I have Queen Anja’s official medical report right here. It was discovered as they were returning from the mission to Lycavore who Lisisa Leonidas’s true father was. Queen Anja’s medical scans only confirmed what King Leonidas’s extraordinarily keen sense of smell had already told him. He authorized the release of these records to us by the way, exactly six minutes after the request was presented to him.


“Now… exactly three weeks after the events of that day here in Sparta, King Leonidas officially adopted Lisisa Leonidas. Those records were also sealed, and we have them as well. They were sealed because of the circumstances leading up to her returning to Earth, and the possible security concerns given who her mother is. Marshall Pusintin has not made a single attempt in the last quarter century to pursue her, or contact her in any fashion. Nor had he made any attempt in this regard in the preceding four hundred plus years of her life that you have presented or we could find. Anywhere. Lisisa Leonidas was conceived due to a vicious crime that Marshall Pusintin committed while here on Earth as a member of the Kavalian military. A crime that is regarded by the Lycavorians as among the most heinous crimes one could commit. In essence he showed no interest in what his actions could bear, nor did he show any interest in establishing any sort of relationship with his daughter after discovering she existed. He gave up those rights the day he dismissed her existence here on Earth and chose instead to fight his very own brother. A brother I might add, that spared his life and the lives of every Kavalian soldier and individual on Earth at that time. All of them being held on Espionage charges at the time. Union law dictates that anyone held on espionage charges to be executed immediately upon conviction. 

“Given all that information… this body unequivocally denies Part One of your Petition to force Kavalian citizenship upon Lisisa Leonidas based on who her father is. There is no legal basis for such a claim that we have found within Section Thirteen, Paragraph Four of the Lycavorian Union Constitution, nor within the Laws of Compliance for non Union members. And there is nothing in the Petition you have filed to provide anymore information than what we have now.” Sel’ke told him.

“Had he made such an attempt your honors, there is little doubt he would have been scorned at best and killed at worst for entering Union space.” Jiss spoke. “That is also an undeniable truth.”

Sel’ke nodded. “That may well be true, however, you can not just suddenly decide to become a father to a child of your blood when it suits you or your agenda if you have had no contact or interest in that child for the previous five hundred years of their life. I will not begin to weigh into the equation of what Princess Lisisa endured through the years before being discovered on Lycavore. Lisisa Leonidas is an active and respected citizen of the Lycavorian Union and is a recognized Princess of the Union, duly confirmed and all records support this fact. As Prime Minister Deia stated when we were here last, Princess Lisisa and Prince Denali were just recently mated, which once again according to Lycavorian Union law establishes the precedent.” Sel’ke spoke. “Therefore Part Three of your Petition is also null and void.”


“And you wish us to believe this was not done to counter this petition in some way?” Jiss demanded.


The Hadarian Magistrate Galia leaned forward now. “I examined Lisisa Leonidas myself Legislature Jiss. She willingly submitted to blood and tissue scans by members of my personal staff, as well as a full medical examination. Because she is half vampire her body and her blood retains the source DNA code for those she has been intimate with recently. In fact, it is retained in her blood for several months based on what we now know. The only source code I found in her blood was that of Denali Leonidas and given the levels that I found, it indicates a physical relationship that has been ongoing for at least two years, probably more. You may believe what you wish, but the medical data is without question. We would be more than happy to make the results available to you if you wish.”


“We would prefer an actual copy of the examine itself and all materials relating to it, as well as her medical records, to confirm your results with past examines.” Jiss spoke quickly.


“With respects Magistrates…” Deia spoke coming to her feet, holding out her hand to For’mya to keep her from standing. “Lisisa is a member of the Royal family and they would strongly denounce this action were it to take place. I see no plausible reason why a copy of the medical examine and related materials be handed over to Legislature Jiss. Princess Lisisa volunteered to undergo that examine in an effort to speed this process to conclusion. That does not give the Kavalian Delegation the right to her complete medical records.”

Galia nodded her head and looked at Sel’ke. “I concur with the Prime Minister. The results will be made available to Legislature Jiss… but complete medical records are not called for and nor will they be surrendered.”


Sel’ke nodded. “So noted.” He turned and waited for Jiss to respond and when he didn’t he continued. “Part Four of your Petition we already gave our answer to you, and I will only reaffirm it now. Dragons are considered sentient lifeforms with the Lycavorian Union, and the Dragon Elder Mother occupies a seat on the Union Senate. They are not considered property in any way, shape or form, therefore that part of your Petition is also denied. 
“Parts five and six of your Petition relate directly to Marshall Pusintin having allegedly arranged a marriage between Lisisa and a member of the Kavalian military. While she may hold Kavalian citizenship in your eyes and the eyes of Marshall Pusintin and your people, she does not recognize that citizenship, and neither does this Galactic Body. She holds Union citizenship and has now become the wife and mate of Prince Denali Leonidas. I sincerely hope you do not expect this body to rule in favor of Parts Five and Six of your Petition Legislature Jiss. That will not happen. The Galactic Court is not going to tell Princess Lisisa that she needs to dissolve her union with Prince Denali because the father she has never seen supposedly arranged a marriage between her and an officer in your military. We would look like fools, not to mention she would most likely tell us what we could do with our decision, and given her closeness with the King and Queen Anja, she would do so in much more colorful terms than I am laying out to you right now.”

This caused Andro to chuckle out loud and many eyes turned to look at him as he leaned close to For’mya and whispered into her ear. Sadi also had a smile on her face and was holding Andro’s hand tightly within hers. Qurot and Timur glared at Andro from the gallery with rage in their eyes.

“Now… Part Two of your Petition relates to the search and the seizure of any property known to be owned by Lisisa Leonidas. Given the fact that she is also deemed a citizen of the Kavalian Federation because of whom her father is, and whether she or this court recognizes it or not, this Galactic body must by definition distinguish that fact in some format. In the interests of continuing the gains made recently in relations between the Kavalian Federation and the Lycavorian Union, this body has decided to rule in favor of Part Two of your petition. In that regard only and in accordance with Kavalian laws and customs. This is not an overall ruling as we have made perfectly clear, but a ruling towards one part of the complete Kavalian Petition. That being said… we do hereby order that any property or items belonging to Lisisa Leonidas, not received by her as gifts and prior to the filing of Legislature Jiss’s petition, be surrendered to the Kavalian Delegation, and that her villa in Gytheio be subject to immediate search and subsequent seizure of said items. We also order that her Royal apartment within the Royal Estate grounds be made available for immediate inspection in accordance with this ruling and any location she may have frequented where she may have items stored, to include the homes and villas of her brothers and sisters. This action will be coordinated and supervised by the Durcunusaan as needed and directed.” Sel’ke stopped talking and looked at Deia who was still standing. “Prime Minister Deia…?”


All eyes turned to Deia as she shifted her feet on the floor. “On behalf of the King and the Lycavorian Union, we will grudgingly accept your ruling Chief Magistrate.” She stated evenly. “Though I will inform you that the villa Lisisa owned in Gytheio has been sold. I can produce the transaction details for that if it is needed.”

“Then where does she live now?” Timur demanded from the gallery his voice harsh and not at all respectful.


“She lives with her mate Denali Leonidas, as is usually the case when that happens.” Deia replied as if Timur had asked the stupidest of questions.


Sel’ke’s eyes turned to For’mya. “Queen For’mya?”


For’mya stood up now. “On behalf of Martin Leonidas, my fellow Queens of the Union and our younger children, I would first like to say we honor and respect this Galactic Body and fully support its rulings. We will adhere to this court’s ruling and consent to the inspection of Lisisa’s apartment on the Royal Estate with Durcunusaan supervision only. They will escort whoever the Kavalian Delegation dictates, no more than three individuals, directly from the main gate to Lisisa’s apartment and back when they are complete. And this inspection will be of Lisisa’s apartment only. We will allow no other access anywhere on the estate. Any breach of this permission and the Durcunusaan will immediately remove any members of the Kavalian delegation from Royal Villa grounds and the offer will be withdrawn.”


“I object!” Jiss spoke up as he came to his feet.     

Sel’ke looked at him. “What is it that you object to Legislature Jiss? We are granting this Part of your Petition.”


“We protest the supervision, as Queen For’mya refers to it, of the Durcunusaan. We feel that this will impede our ability to act within our laws.” Jiss said evenly. “As well as limiting our search to just her apartment. The ruling on Part Two of our Petition should include the entire Estate and all facilities therein.”

Sel’ke looked at him shocked as loud murmurs swept through the gallery at this brazen disrespect of the Royal family. 
“You must be joking.” He said after a moment to gather his thoughts. “Having agents of a non-Union government search the Lycavorian King’s Royal Estate? His home and the home of his Queens and children?” Sel’ke shook his head. “That is not something this body would even consider Legislature Jiss. Your search has no basis for legality outside the confines of Lisisa Leonidas’s apartment, and the only reason we are allowing that is to further relations between our governments and to show that we desire peace and co-habitation and that we respect your laws as well as our own. The Durcunusaan will insure that the privacy of the Royal family is maintained. And you forget… we are a Galactic Court Body, and we have to adhere to the individual laws of each member world. No court within this Union will grant you unfettered access to search the Royal Estate either here in Sparta or on Apo Prime as if the King is some sort of common criminal. And before you ask, the Palace on Apo Prime will not be included in your Petition. It goes to the openness of the Leonidas family that you have been granted what you have so far. They could have just as easily told us they would not have adhered to our ruling. Would you allow agents of the Union government to search the Kavalian Prefect’s home and property in similar circumstances?”

“Certainly not!” Jiss replied indignantly. “However a situation like this would never be called into question within the Kavalian Federation.”

Sel’ke nodded. “We are not the Kavalian Federation Legislature Jiss. The Durcunusaan are charged with the protection of the Royal Family and everything that falls within their realm of influence, and they have done this since their inception. That includes the Royal Estate here in Sparta.” Sel’ke spoke. “Are you now saying that you will forgo this action because you will not have free reign within their home?”


“No your honors… we do however feel with the supervision of the Durcunusaan we will not be afforded the proper leeway to follow our own laws.” Jiss spoke. 
“What law would that be?” Andro’s voice boomed out causing all heads to turn to him.

Jiss glared at him. “The Kavalian Laws of Possession and Property.” He spat.

“You mean the law that allows you to take what does not belong to you.” Andro spoke. “That law?”
Jiss turned back to Sel’ke. “Who is this upstart that he is allowed to sit with the Queen and Prime Minister and address me and this court so casually?”
“He is Crown Prince Androcles Leonidas Legislature Jiss. He and Crown Princess Sadi have just recently returned from a very quiet marriage vacation in the southern hemisphere of Earth. They decided to come to today’s proceedings to lend support to Queen For’mya and myself, and see that the rights of the Prince’s siblings were looked after. ” Deia spoke turning to look at him. “And he needs neither your permission nor this court’s to go where he will. But then you already knew that didn’t you? And for a senior diplomat from a foreign government Legislature Jiss, you tread very closely to open disrespect of a member of our Royal family.”

“I would like to lodge a formal complaint in this regards.” Jiss spoke quickly. “The presence of Prince Androcles has influenced these proceedings.”

Sel’ke snorted. “The presence of Prince Androcles was not known to this body until, like you, we came out into this court room. The supervision of the Durcunusaan is something you will have to accept Legislature Jiss.” Sel’ke told him. “And your compliant will be noted.” He turned back to For’mya. “Queen For’mya… do you have anything else?”


For’mya nodded. “Yes Chief Magistrate…” She replied holding up four data pads in her slim fingered hand. “While my fellow Queens and I along with Martin Leonidas can speak for our younger children, we can not however speak for the older ones. It is well known that all of our older children own villas within Sparta’s port city of Gytheio, and we anticipated your ruling, at least to some degree. We can not however dictate to them what they will do; they will follow their own hearts and conscious. Normya and Zarah Leonidas live together and both have authority to respond to your order. I have Zarah’s signed acceptance of your directive here. Eliani Leonidas and Nyla Sinthe have also agreed since they own their villa together. I suggest whatever search that is conducted of their home be done so quickly however.”

“Why is that?” Galia asked. She was Hadarian after all and she was very interested in the recognized heir to the Hadarian throne. 
“We were informed very early this morning that Eliani and Nyla have been claimed and now mated with Star Commander Malic, the most recent addition to Mjolnir’s Hand. They will begin the process to have their personal holdings combined with that of their new mate and husband within the next few days. Eliani and Nyla also informed me that Malic will not allow such a search to occur when the paperwork is completed. He is a very private young man and has expressed to them distaste for what is happening in regards to Lisisa.” For’mya could hear the whirring of the holo feed drones in the back of the room. 
“As you all know our daughter Carina Simpson just recently became the wife and mate to Moneus Simpson, and their holdings have been combined already. Moneus and Carina have agreed to such a search with one of them being present as well as the Durcunusaan.” For’mya set the last of the four data pads on the table and reached for three more. “Our son Arrarn has consented to such a search, as well as our son Resumar as long as the Durcunusaan is present. I present their signed orders as well. Unfortunately… Denali will not consent to the search of the villa he just recently purchased as a marriage gift to Lisisa. His words to me were that Lisisa is his mate and wife and he will allow no one to violate the sanctity of that union and he would be remiss in his duty to her as her mate and husband if he allowed this.”

“He realizes of course we could very well bring charges against him?” Sel’ke asked.


For’mya nodded. “Yes… he understands that. He believes you will do what you must, but his answer will not change. It is a matter of honor with him.”


“We will address this in chambers at a later time and we will advise Prince Denali of our decision.” Sel’ke said. He and his fellow judges had already expected this and they had decided they would in no way pursue this. The calm from the Netnews reporters also told Sel’ke this was not unexpected. “I can only assume then that the Crown Prince and Princess are here in regards to this as well?” Sel’ke asked knowing that the only reason for Andro and Sadi to be present would be to address this issue, not to lend support to two women who were some of the finest politicians in the Union.

For’mya smiled and motioned to Sadi. “I believe Sadi will address what hers and Andro’s decision is Chief Magistrate.”


Sel’ke nodded. “Very well… this body recognizes the Crown Princess Sadi Leonidas. We welcome you Princess. I would hope these last weeks since your mating ceremony have been pleasant?”


Sadi got to her feet slowly, squeezing Andro’s hand as she rose even while the Netnews holo drones closed in around her and reporters became hushed and pressed forward. 
“Thank you Chief Magistrate, and yes… these last weeks have been more than pleasant.” She answered turning to give Andro a bright, dazzling smile with a devilish twinkle to her eyes. “Androcles and I come here before you today since the end of our vacation and his duties found us within Sparta this morning. We felt one of us should respond to your ruling in person if you decided in the fashion that you have.”


Sel’ke nodded. “Of course.” He said.


“It is our decision alone and in no way reflects upon the rest of our family members and their decisions.” Sadi spoke evenly. “Androcles, I and Elynth, who is also a member of our family, we have made this decision based on our own personal feelings and convictions.”


“We fully understand and recognize Elynth, daughter of Torma and Isheeni, as Prince Androcles’s bonded dragon sister.” Sel’ke said.


“At this time Chief Magistrate… nor at any time in the future will we allow the Kavalian Federation, its personnel, or agents access to our home in Gytheio.” Sadi spoke clearly. “We feel it is inappropriate for members of the Kavalian Federation, no matter whether it is done in the auspice of good will or not, to be allowed to inspect where we live and essentially invade upon our privacy for the sake of political gain. We sincerely apologize to this body… but we will not acknowledge your ruling and we will not adhere to it in any way.”


The court room practically exploded with noise as reporters pressed closer around where Sadi stood and Andro sat, and the holo drones whirred on mindlessly doing their jobs and feeding the images they were taking to billions of species across the Union. Sel’ke lifted the silver rod and banged it on the large bench producing a loud ringing.

“There will be calm in this hall!” He bellowed out, surprising many who did not expect such a deep voice from an elf. He waited for several moments before turning back to Sadi and meeting her steady gaze. “You do realize Princess Sadi that we have the authority to force this issue further?” Sel’ke said.


Sadi nodded. “Yes… and if you feel that is what you need to do… then by all means go ahead. As it stands right now… any attempt made to breach the defenses of Cranae Island and our villa there, aside from those that we consider family and friends, will be considered hostile and the security apparatus that we have in place will respond accordingly.”


“Princess Sadi… is that a threat?” Galia asked now leaning forward once more a look of shock on her face.


Sadi shook her head quickly. “Not at all Magistrate Galia. It is a simply a statement of fact.”


Sel’ke looked at Andro who sat calmly, looking around at all the commotion that Sadi’s announcement had caused with an amused expression on his face. “Prince Androcles?” He spoke now.


Andro turned back to look at him. “Chief Magistrate?” He answered coming to his feet next to Sadi.


“Is this decision spoken by Princess Sadi also your decision as well Milord?” Sel’ke asked.


Andro looked at him confused for a moment. “Forgive me Chief Magistrate; was there something Sadi said that was not clear in any way?”


“No… she was very clear in her statement?” Sel’ke answered. “Exceptionally clear and blunt I might add.”

“Then why do you question me your Honor?” He spoke candidly but with the utmost respectful tone. “Sadi and I are Anomes. We speak with one voice.”


“I just want to make sure you understand what you are doing?” Sel’ke asked.


“I understand this Chief Magistrate…” Andro said. He ignored Deia who turned to look at him and shook her head quickly in an attempt to have him stop before he began what she knew he was going to say. He was like his father in that regard, and like his father, Deia failed in getting him to hold his tongue more often than not. For’mya simply shook her head politely with a small smile on her face knowing when Andro made up his mind in regards to something, there was little that would change it. 
“I understand that for the twenty-six years of my life, Lisisa has been my sister. I have called her nothing else, thought about her in no other way than as my sister. I will not be party to any ruling, whether man made or handed down by the gods, that calls that into question. Nor will I be party to a ruling that invades upon the privacy of my family simply to advance the political notion of fairness as Sadi has already explained to you. I don’t care if her father is Marshall Pusintin, Marshall Pleistarchus or some masterful leader or tyrant from another universe, call him what you will. Lisisa is my sister, and while I support my brothers and sisters fully in their individual decisions but that does not mean that I will do the same. That is what I understand sir.” Andro spoke.
“We are not calling into question Lisisa’s status as a Leonidas or a member of the Royal family Prince Androcles.” The Algolian Magistrate spoke for the first time as he leaned forward in his chair.

Andro’s eyes moved to him. “That’s what this whole proceeding is about isn’t it?” He said. “That is why it was begun. You have acknowledged yourselves right here in this very courtroom that there is no basis for the Kavalian Federation claims in regards to my sister.”

“Yes we have.” The Algolian answered.

“If that is your ruling… why are you allowing them to conduct searches of my families’ homes to advance the political gains made by a simple trade agreement?” Andro said. “If the Kavalian Federation wishes to advance whatever was gained by this trade agreement we have recently signed, then perhaps they should go about it in ways similar to everyone else who wishes such things. Without veiled threats and the use of subtly worded threats and coercion.”
“Chief Magistrate…” Jiss shouted. “I must strongly protest this… this attack against my government, my people and our very laws and culture.”

Andro turned his head to look at Jiss and he chuckled gently before turning back to Sel’ke. “Sadi, Elynth and I made this decision.” He stated. “I know my sister Lisisa, and even though she may not outwardly show it, she abhors this type of politically driven sibfla just as much if not more than I do.”

“Androcles Leonidas… your language!” Deia barked showing real anger in her face. Anger that bounced off her nephew.

“My brothers and sisters do what they do because they wish to make this whole thing go away so that my sister and brother can get on with their lives. I love them for that. I will be the one that speaks to what is in Lisisa and Denali’s hearts however, and while they may not be able to publicly mention or display what they feel in regards to this situation, I will do it for them.” Andro took Sadi’s hand, leaned over and kissed For’mya’s cheek and then looked back to Sel’ke. “Our decision stands… and this honorable court my do what they feel is right. Just as I am doing.” Andro bowed his head slightly. “Good day Magistrates… may you walk in the shadow of the gods.”
Andro spun around and he and Sadi marched out of the courtroom with the Netnews reporters practically drooling in their chairs as they turned to face the Galactic Court body.
“Your honors…” Deia spoke quickly. “If you will allow me the time to speak with Prince Androcles I’m sure some arrangement can be reached. I…”

“We will recess for two days to discuss these events!” Sel’ke blurted. “The rest of our ruling stands and will be complied with!” He banged the gavel on the table and rose to his feet. “We are adjourned for today.”


“…that level of drama needed Andro?” For’mya asked him as they stood outside the courtroom. “We are trying to at least please the Kavalian fools, and actions such as yours do not help with that.”


They stood near the entrance to the courtroom, the Durcunusaan holding back the mob of reporters at a respectful distance. Some of them could be seen interviewing Jiss and Matuarr while Qurot and the others looked on with stern faces. Elynth and Aurith rested on the ground next to them flicking their tails at one another. They were sisters, and along with Jeth made up the first of the three clutches of eggs that Isheeni and Torma had brought into this world. They had a special relationship and were very close as dragon sisters went, both of them fighting the assassins sent after For’mya and Andro when they were less than a year old, something unheard of in the annals of dragon lore and history.


Andro smiled as he leaned over and nuzzled his second elven mother affectionately. “I realize that mother… I will not conform to how the Kavalians want us to act however. I only did what my heart and conscious told me to do, and what I know everyone else in my family wanted to do. Besides… if our entire family rolled over and bowed to their every whim they would suspect something right away.”


For’mya nodded. “You are correct in that regard, but you are the Crown Prince. Deia is beside herself you know.” For’mya said. “You should have told her what you and Sadi were planning.”


“If we had done that then the level of her reaction would have been muted.” Sadi spoke in reply. “Better that she looked as she did. Completely surprised.”


For’mya looked at her. “His more devious tendencies are rubbing off on you Sadi.” She said with a grin.


Sadi nodded and pressed up against Andro’s side. “I know… and it feels wonderful.”


For’mya laughed and took her hand squeezing it. “It is probably good that you made your appearance now.” She said. “How long will you stay?”


Andro shrugged. “A day or two at least.” He answered. “Enough to make sure that the Kavalians do not suspect we are doing anything behind their backs. They have not reacted to Yuri being back in Sparta I take it?”


For’mya shook her head. “Not outwardly, but with Vollenth not at her side, it is a large signal that wherever the Coven dragons are, they are not here. That façade is at least holding up quite well.”


“And the clone of the woman that father and Uncle Daniel fought with… this Julie?” Andro asked.


“She is being watched.” For’mya stated. “Carefully. Two of Lynwe’s Drow are tailing her wherever she goes.”


“They are using the new technology to enhance their natural skills?” Andro asked.


For’mya nodded. “The first group to graduate the Advanced Training, yes.” She said. “Lynwe and Aihola were very pleased with the results. Your father already had them tasked to watching the Kavalian embassy once it was established and it was a small matter for Lynwe to assign two more to this clone from those already here in Sparta. Aricia and Bella made contact with the High Coven insurgent group, and they should be back in three days. Your father and Anja will return hopefully by the end of the week. One can never tell with the Hadarian Elders. They can be even more infuriating than elven ministers at times.”

“Mother… why is Res remaining here in Sparta?” Andro asked. “We could certainly use his help at SODRAG.”


For’mya looked at him. “It is complicated.” She said. “He is involved with something that is… it is sensitive right now.”


Andro looked at Sadi and then back to For’mya. “Father has him doing something with the Kavalians?”


For’mya shook her head. “No… no your father doesn’t know what Resumar is doing right now.” She said. 


“Why do I get the feeling that father would not approve from the tone of your voice.” Andro spoke.


For’mya met his eyes. “I don’t… to be honest I don’t know how your father would react. I know that your mothers and I with the exception of Dysea have seen his commitment and dedication and we approve. And I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if Dysea senses something and just has not said anything yet. Resumar is from within her, and she has always been able to sense his moods and such. The same with Normya. Just remember that he loves you Andro. All of you.”


Andro looked at her for a long moment, questions in his eyes. Questions that he would have to ask his brother if he wanted answers. “She and Normya should be on their way back to Union space right now.” Andro said. “They are going to attempt to discover who caused the sabotage on Normya’s ship before father finds out about it.”


For’mya nodded. “Yes… and if that happens… whoever did it will disappear.” She said. “I spoke with her this morning Sparta time and I understand what they are doing. It worries me… but I trust them.”


“You don’t trust the Immortals For’mya?” Sadi asked.


For’mya shrugged. “They have been the enemy for as long as I can remember. It is hard to trust after so long a period. Dysea and Normya seem to trust them, and they are there. And from what Dysea has told me and what I have seen in her reports, she and Normya may have come across the first Immortals to actually change the direction of their lives. I must trust in their instincts but I do still worry.”

“Mother you need too…”


“I hope you are satisfied Androcles.” Deia’s voice carried to them as they turned and watched her approach.


Andro smiled. “Tenna… whatever do you mean?” He asked.


“You are too much like your father Androcles.” Deia snapped. “Jiss and his ilk are at this very moment suggesting to the Netnews vultures that you will not comply with the court’s ruling because you have Lisisa’s things at your villa.”


“What he tells the Netnews vermin is of no consequence to me.” Andro spoke.


“We are doing this in an effort to appease them Andro.” Deia said. “So they do not go out of their way to discover what else we are doing.”


“I know that.” Andro snapped now.


“Don’t you dare take that tone of voice with me young man!” Deia growled at him.


“Deia… we thought about this.” Sadi said now coming to her mate’s defense as any alpha female would. “This is a decision that we came too together with Elynth. This was not some last second decision done only to anger the Kavalians or make your life harder. It ultimately helps to keep the Kavalians focused on the issue with Lisisa as opposed to trying to discover what else they can while they are here. Namely that we are training the High Coven dragons.”


Deia looked at her for a long moment. “A warning of what you were going to do would have been helpful.” She stated now as she got control of her own anger. “Your father learned long ago to keep me in the loop with decisions such as these. He found it helped him more than hindered him.”


Andro looked at her. “I am not my father Tenna.” He said sternly. “And I wish people would begin to realize that!”


Deia seemed taken aback by the tone of his reply. “I did not mean to imply that you…”


“Yes you did.” Andro said quickly. “Everyone seems to think that I am in some way a clone of my father. That is not the case. I have my own beliefs, my own mind. I may be like him in many respects, but I am very different in others. I will not walk in my father’s shadow anymore and I wish people would stop treating me in such a fashion.”

“My apologies Andro.” Deia said softly glancing at For’mya who was also wearing a surprised look on her face at Androcles’s passionate reply.

Andro looked at her and shook his head after a long moment. “Bah… ignore my rants Tenna. I am sorry for acting like such a child, forgive me.”

Deia nodded her head. “We are family… there is nothing to forgive. And you are correct Andro, you are not your father and I will need to learn to recognize that. Though you do both have the skill of making my life extremely hard.”


Andro smiled. “I believe that does run in the blood.” He said with a twinkle in his azure eyes. “I will be more forthcoming in the future Tenna, I promise you.”



“You will need to speak with the Netnews Andro. You and Sadi both.” Deia said quickly. “If for no other reason then to give credence to your announcement and why you are doing it.”


“Oh joy.” Sadi exclaimed softly.


“We can limit their questions… but it is something that you need to do. This is the part of diplomacy that your father took years to learn. How to make it appear like your decision is the best one.” Deia spoke.


Andro sighed heavily and looked at Sadi. “KertaGai?” He asked.


Sadi grinned and leaned over to kiss him. “Let’s just do it and get it over with so we can go to Gallais’s Retreat and enjoy our time here.”


Andro looked Elynth then. Sister?


Personally I would burn them… Elynth replied playfully knowing For’mya and Deia could hear her easily. But if it is something we must address then so be it.

Andro nodded. “Alright Tenna a few questions.” He spoke.


Deia motioned with her hand to the Durcunusaan detachment leader from the villa and he nodded, motioning perhaps two dozen reporters forward past where their line was. They had been waiting patiently, for they knew it would cause painful backlash to try and press their way past the Durcunusaan security around the royal family. The Netnews channels had discovered this many years ago when they tried to rush the podium where Martin stood announcing the beginning of the Evolli war. Several of their number were beaten back and injured for this lack of protocol on their part.


Sadi gripped Andro’s arm as they approached and Deia faced them. “A few questions only…” She told them. “The Prince and Princess are here to enjoy the last days of their marriage vacation and I do not want it spoiled. Cammon… you may begin.” She indicated an older reporter who had followed the Royal family for years and was a staunch supporter of them.


“Prince Androcles… was the decision by you and Princess Sadi to resist the Galactic Court ruling made to conceal items of Princess Lisisa that may be at your home as Legislature Jiss and Matuarr accuse?” He asked.


“Lisisa is my sister, and like all my brothers and sisters, each of us have items of clothing and such at the other’s homes so that we can change if need be. My villa is the largest simply because of Cranae Island and it has become a gathering spot as you all know for my siblings and I to relax and be with one another. Nothing more.” Andro replied. “I am hiding nothing more than a few bathing suits and clothes that belong to Lisisa.”

“If that is all that is there, then why not let the Kavalian delegation search your home?” Another reporter asked.


“Would you allow them to search your home if the situation concerned you and your family?” Sadi answered the reporter’s question with one of her own. “It is simply a matter of principle with us.”


“But the King has allowed them to search her apartment on the Royal Estate.” Another said. 


Andro nodded. “Yes. That is my father and mother’s decisions.” He answered. “They feel it is right to further relations with the Kavalian Federation. While I support the decision for better relations, searching my home and the home of my mate is not advancing that, it is hindering that.”


“In what way?”


“We would never demand to search the private residences of the Kavalian Prefect if the situation with Lisisa was reversed and she was a daughter of Prefect Keleru.” Andro said. “Our laws are different and it would not happen. The Galactic Court has already said that Marshall Pusintin and the Kavalian Federation have no legitimate claim to Lisisa’s citizenship, not that she would care anyway, and in my opinion that is the end of it. Allowing them to search my home to further political gains because the court did not rule in their favor is not something I will do.”


“What if the court had ruled in their favor?” Another reporter asked.


Andro shrugged. “They didn’t.”


“But if they had; would you have allowed the search?” The same reported pressed.


“No.” Andro stated flatly. “It is my home. No one searches my home but me when I seek to find my socks because Sadi has moved my laundry.” This brought a round of small laughter form the reporters.


“What of the decision by your brothers and sisters to allow the search?” 


“We all have our own opinions in regards to everything.” Andro said. “As I stated earlier, I believe their decisions are motivated by wanting to put this business behind us so that Lisisa and Deni can get on with their lives. I love them for that… but that does not mean I agree with them. I would hope should you interview them, they would say the same thing about me.” Andro chuckled. “At least they had better. Half of them serve in my command.”


This brought another round of laughter from the reporters.


“Princess Sadi… can you say where Prince Andro took you on your vacation?” A reporter asked.


Sadi’s smile was dazzling. “A remote island off the southern tip of what used to be the African Continent. White sands and warm water. Though we did get chased out of the ocean several times by sharks in the area.”


“It has been reported that you have completed early graduation requirements from the Fleet Academy and now hold the rank of Lieutenant Commander in the Union Fleet.” 


Sadi nodded. “Yes… that is true. I have been assigned as Arrarn Leonidas’s co-pilot on the SCIMITAR.” She answered. “I am looking forward to beginning my duties in a few days.”

“Princess Sadi…” An attractive female elf reporter spoke from near the back of the group of reporters. “Is there any truth to the rumors that you were once a member of what was once called the Arryadyveluat?”

Sadi and Andro’s eyes both grew wider at this. The expressions of their faces said all anyone needed to say.

“What? Where… who told you that?” Sadi stammered.

“Is it not true that The Arryadyveluat was an organization formed by the former High Coven Lord Veldruk? An organization that used young Lycavorian women as couriers and intelligence agents working against the Union. Is it not true that you were a member of this organization and that your eventual ascension to the role you now have as Crown Princess is only a reward for becoming a double agent and helping the Krypteria in the Intelligence purge that took place twenty-five years ago?” 
If anything could silence a group of Netnews reporters it was the dropping of a proverbial news bomb on them unexpectedly. Which is exactly what was happening now as all of them had become silent and stared at the elven female with astonished looks.
“Reward? That is not true!” Sadi hissed. 

“Is it also not true that you were the one responsible for bringing the assassins to the Royal Island on Apo Prime, resulting in Queen For’mya being gravely wounded and King Leonidas then having to turn her in order to heal her grievous wounds? And how is it possible that after twenty-five years, the mating of you and Prince Androcles took place within a matter of days and not the normal months and even years of courting? When you first met the Prince he was only eight months old. It isn’t possible for him to remember you let alone retain any feeling for you. Can you shed any light on these rumors Princess?”


The immediate air around Andro and Sadi became deathly quiet as the questions hung out there for a long moment. Deia moved forward but For’mya gripped her arm and shook her head.

Andro snarled. “Where exactly did you…” He started to say.

Sadi squeezed his arm tightly and he looked at her. “No aur armen enyla.” She spoke softly. Her face relaxed and became confident in its expression and demeanor. “I am not ashamed of my past and I will not hide from it now.” She said. “Better that they hear the truth from us and we put these rumors to rest.”

“KertaGai you don’t need to…” Andro spoke.


Sadi’s eyes were bright and focused. “I know Androcles. I want too. We knew this day would come sooner or later my love. Let us face it and be done with it forever.” She smiled and squeezed his arm tighter before looking at the reporter. “Which question would you like me to answer first?” She asked.


“Were… were you a member of this Arryadyveluat
?” The female elf asked again very much shaken that none of them were denying it.

Sadi nodded. “Yes I was. The Arryadyveluat or Traitors of the Female Flesh in the old language was an organization created by the High Lord Veldruk for the purpose of gathering intelligence and operating low level couriers within the Lycavorian Union. As you all know my father Vorilas was the Governor of the Menkla District on Apo Prime and head of the Menkla Engineering Corporation at the time. My mother had passed away many years before and my father was smitten by another Lycavorian female some ten years after my mother died. This woman as it turns out was also a member of the Arryadyveluat and she was using my father’s position as Governor to…”

APO PRIME

MENKLA ENGINEERING CORPORATION 

MAIN MANUFACTURING PLANT

OFFICE OF THE FORMER DISTRICT GOVERNOR VORILAS


Director Vorilas sat at the large desk in the spacious office going over the reports from the monthly shipping and manufacturing numbers. The backdrop of the Menkla District of Apo Prime took up most of the massive window behind his desk as the sun was dipping below the horizon. He was a man who was dedicated to his work and he was usually the last one to leave the offices and the first one to arrive. Vorilas was well respected and very well thought of even before his daughter Sadi became Crown Princess, only now he just got more invitations to events and dinners that he had never received.

Vorilas looked up when the door to his office slid open and the young Lycavorian female rushed in. “Director Vorilas!” She exclaimed.


“Lenna… what is wrong?” Vorilas asked quickly. She had been his assistant for three decades now, and she never panicked.


Lenna moved to the large wall monitor and touched the panel. “Director you need to see this.” She stated.


Vorilas got to his feet as the monitor came to life with an image of his daughter and Andro, Queen For’mya and the Prime Minister standing with two dragons in the background. “What is this?” He asked.


“It’s a live broadcast from Sparta Director.” Lenna replied as she adjusted the volume. “You need to hear this.”


“…was using my father’s position as Governor to conduct intelligence drops and gather information for the High Coven.” Sadi was speaking. “I adore my father, I have ever since I was a little girl. That adoration only increased when my mother died and he became not only my father, but my very best friend. This woman that he took as his mate… neither me nor my brothers liked this woman. We all sensed there was something wrong about her, but my father loved her. 

“She knew of the love I had for my father and she basically came to me one day and told me if I did not do as she told me, she would expose my father as a traitor that he was not. I was very young at this time, and like today I would do anything to protect my father’s good name. He was never a traitor to this Union, his own parents were killed by the High Coven in one of the concentration camps they had for our people. I did what this woman demanded of me in order to protect my father.”

Vorilas looked at Lenna. “This is live?” He asked stunned.


Lenna nodded quickly. “They were caught coming out of the Galactic Court Building and the ongoing case with the Kavalians over the status of Princess Lisisa.” 


“What exactly… what exactly did your step mother force you to do?” The female elf reporter asked.


“I was used as an intelligence courier for the most part. I was sent to a High Coven training facility in The Wilds and trained in espionage as well as other arts and then sent back to the Union.” Sadi continued. “The majority of the things I did were very low level intelligence courier missions. I was not a major player as some, including those who gave you this information would have you believe. My step mother made sure of that. She was my controlling agent. I was forced to…” 
Vorilas saw her look at Androcles, seemingly drawing strength just from gazing at him as she pressed closer to him. 
“My step mother… she forced me to bed with my half brothers… and several other foul men to keep her from producing lies about my father. These lies would have seen his name dishonored and he would have been put in prison for life, or executed. I was not willing to take that chance. This went on for many years, and it is something I never told my father. I couldn’t tell him. My older brothers actually moved off Apo Prime because they saw how my stepmother was using our father and he did not see it. Only I remained to protect him. Up until I was given the task of ferrying the ten assassins to the Royal Island on Apo Prime, I had never been involved in anything even remotely damaging to the Union as far as giving away secrets and such. The day… the day I ferried those assassins to the island is the day my life changed forever.”
“What do you mean?” Another reporter spoke up.

“The assassins I brought to that island failed in their task of killing Queen Anja’s twin sister Sivana. That is why they were sent there. Sivana knew the location of Lisisa. Of where she was being held and the High Lord did not want that information discovered because it would also reveal other intelligence he was keeping from many in his own circles. What none of the assassins counted on was the presence of Torma and Miath, Anja’s dragon. Yes… For’mya was grievously injured and…” 
Sadi stopped speaking to compose herself and Vorilas saw For’mya step up next to Sadi and take her opposite hand.


“You all know how I view my own father.” For’mya spoke now. “I regard him in the same fashion as Sadi does her own father. My mother teases me about endlessly. Sadi came to us when she could no longer bear the burden herself. When she was at the end of her ability to deal with what was happening, she came to the island with her father and told Armetus and I what was going on. Once the reasons behind Sadi’s actions were discovered, how could I hold anything in my heart for her except understanding and anger at what she was being forced to do.” For’mya looked at Sadi quickly with a smile. 
“Sadi freely admitted to Armetus and I what was going on… what she was forced to do and why she was being forced to do it. Apparently however, the High Lord Veldruk got it in his head that I also needed to die for reasons known only to him. That is why the island was attacked a second time while Martin Leonidas was gone from Apo Prime. Sadi was there with me when the assassins attacked again. She killed one herself and had a hand in helping to kill two others. 

“All of you know by now that our son Androcles had bonded with Elynth while Aricia still carried him in her womb. We have never tried to hide this fact. In essence this bonding allowed Andro to know complete awareness and understanding of everything around him even as an infant and it enabled him to see all that Elynth saw. We can not explain this, not even the First Oracle is able to explain such an utter and complete bonding of two minds, but it did happen. Andro was eight months old when Sadi came to our island, and that night when the assassins came, even though he was safe with his grandmother in the panic room we had built he…”
“He saved my life that night.” Sadi spoke softly looking at Andro with adoration in her green eyes. 
Andro rolled his eyes. “You and Elynth were doing quite alright by yourself.” He told her.
“Wait…” The elven female who had begun the questioning asked. “Milord… you can remember that night?” 

Andro met her gaze. “As if it happened yesterday.” He stated.
“He projected his thoughts to me through Elynth, warning me of an assassin nearby and it saved my life.” Sadi spoke once more. “It allowed Elynth to kill that assassin and give us the time needed until his uncle arrived. When Andro and Elynth touched me as they did that night, it triggered my own Mindvoice abilities that had been lying dormant, and I became part of his and Elynth’s mind. It appears my blood is purer than I first thought, for even after I left the island, my abilities only continued to grow.” Sadi reached under her flight suit and pulled out the Dragon Heart pendant and let it dangle as she fingered it with two fingers. 
“He gave this to me… or rather Elynth gave this to me for him before I left the island. Elynth told me that night on the island that Androcles Leonidas was a child then… he was eight months old, but she said that one day he would be a man… and the love I had sought would one day walk into my life. I didn’t know it then… but the moment I saw him those weeks ago on Apo Prime, the love I had been destined for walked back into my life.” 
Sadi looked at the reporters. “You ask if this… if being Crown Princess is some sort of reward for doing what I did all those years ago?” Sadi shrugged her shoulders. “Perhaps it is. I would dismiss it all if all I had was Andro’s love. My father never discovered what it was I was forced to do… and he doesn’t care very much for the Netnews channels so perhaps he isn’t watching now, though I doubt that. That was part of the reward I suppose if you wish to call it that. My father never discovered what was going on. That is why I did what I did to begin with. It just so happens it led me to Androcles and I finally found my Anome. The man I was fated to be with. And now that we have come together we have already found one of three others that we are meant for as well.”
Andro looked at Sadi with wide eyes. “Three?” He gasped.

“Princess… are you saying… are you saying you and Prince Androcles… that you…?”

Sadi nodded. “Fate and destiny has shaped our path for us, mine and Andro’s. I firmly believe that. And that path will bring us to those who are meant to walk that path with us. We can feel them even now within Mindvoice. We have found one already… we will find the other two as well. Eventually.” She said with a smile.
“So Prince Androcles has taken another mate?” A reporter blurted. “Who? Where?”

Deia stepped forward now. “You have had your questions answered.” She spoke evenly. “I believe it’s time we left Androcles and Sadi alone to finish their vacation. Since the events of that night are now public record, I will consult with my staff and I will make available to you everything that is still not classified in some manner. We…”

Vorilas turned to his aide. “Lenna, contact Admiral O’Connor’s office. There will be many questions coming our way and I want to discuss with him what I should say.”

The young woman looked at him. “You… Governor… you never knew this? Truly?” She asked.

Vorilas shook his head. “I knew she was on the island, but not for the reasons she has said. I never knew any of that.” His face turned hard. “Ask Admiral O’Connor if he knows where that back stabbing bitch of a wolf ex-mate of mine is Lenna. And those foul excuses for sons she bore me. Where are they being held?”

“Why?” Lenna asked.

“Because if they have not been charged with rape… I will bring the charges against them myself and see to it they are executed for what they have done to my daughter.” Vorilas snarled.

Lenna nodded and moved quickly for the door where she stopped and turned back around to look at him. “Prince Androcles has loved her since he was eight months old Governor.” She said softly. “That… that is beyond romantic sir, that is simply… it’s dream like.”

Vorilas nodded. “Yes it is.” He said softly. “Yes it is. Hurry along now… before the calls begin to start coming in. And bring in some extra personnel to assist you if needed. I have a feeling this day has just gotten much longer for us Lenna. Cancel whatever appointments I may have had for this evening and tomorrow as well.”

Lenna nodded. “Yes Governor. It may have gotten longer for us sir… but I for one look forward to it.”

SPARTA

Deia stepped forward now. “You have had your questions answered.” She spoke evenly. “I believe it’s time we left Androcles and Sadi alone to finish their vacation. Since the events of that night are now public record, I will consult with my staff and I will make available to you everything that is still not classified in some manner.”
Andro pulled Sadi back towards Elynth and looked at her. [What is this KertaGai?] He asked. [What do you mean two others? I don’t want more than you and Carisia!]
Sadi smiled and pressed her body up against his running her fingers along his jaw line. [You have felt it just as Carisia and I have felt it Andro. Don’t deny it. Two other minds wrapped within our three. Both of them powerful but one stronger than the other… like a great distance is between us.]
Andro nodded quickly. [Yes I have felt it as well… that does not mean I will act on it KertaGai.]

[Carisia and I have surrendered ourselves to destiny and whatever that may bring to us Andro. We have done that willingly and without doubt or question. We have embraced it and look forward to what it brings to us. It has brought us you and it has brought us each other. It will also bring two more who will share our lives just as intensely as we do now.] Sadi spoke softly. [You are an Alpha wolf and like your father you will draw strong women to you. I know this. So does Carisia. Neither of us is afraid of that Andro. You have already felt one in our thoughts as we make love together. Sharing our thoughts openly, even as we share with her.]

[You are my Anome Sadi! Nothin and no one will ever change that fact!] Andro spoke pulling her even closer to him. [It is you I can not live without.]
Sadi nodded. [Yes I am. And that fact makes me sing every day. But like your mother I know that others will love you and I will love them as well. I’m comfortable enough with myself to know that no matter what happens I will always have the part of you that no one else will.]

They both turned as For’mya came up to them and they opened their heavily shielded Mindvoice connection to include her.

[Deia will deal with them.] For’mya spoke. [We need to leave and stop being targets for more questions. We have certainly made this day eventful don’t you think?] 

[For’mya… better that we faced it now.] Sadi spoke.

[Oh I agree. So does Deia. What is of some concern is how this elven reporter got the information to begin with.] For’mya said calmly. [And we must keep the information in regards to Gorgo secret as well for now. No one knows the one on the island with us was a clone. That is information that is buried deep and needs to remain there.]
Sadi nodded. [I will tell no one.]
[Good. Now perhaps you can tell me about this other woman?] For’mya said. [This is not something that any of us knew Andro.]

Andro shook his head. [In due time mother.] He spoke. [We do not… we do not wish for her to become overwhelmed by everything.]

For’mya gazed into his eyes for a long moment and then looked at Sadi for an equally long period of time. [Why do I get the feeling you aren’t telling me for another reason?] She asked with a grin.

[This is Aikiro’s doing.] Andro spoke changing the subject. [Only they would think to do something like this in an effort to damage our family. And they would know about the clone of grandmother.]

For’mya nodded. [I agree. But I don’t think it will turn out as they had hoped. And if they release the intelligence about Gorgo to this reporter we can easily squash it and say they are simply coming up with fairytales. And Aikiro would not want it known that Veldruk held Gorgo for nearly fifteen years. As adored as Gorgo is… no matter what she said… Spartans young and old would begin plotting to remove the vampire witch.]

[Are you so sure mother?] Andro asked. [There are those who don’t like father or our family.]

[No doubt.] For’mya said with a nod. [However their voices are small and they dislike us for the very reasons that we are so well thought of.]

[We will leave in the morning.] Andro spoke looking over to where Deia was talking with the reporters, some of them having departed already to file their own stories. [Better to be gone and let this die quickly on its own. I will tell the others to begin making frequent trips back here so the Kavalians do not suspect anything is going on.]

[Lisisa is still meeting with Karun?] For’mya asked.

Andro nodded. [She said it went very well and she was surprised at him and his posture. They are meeting again in Eden City in eight hours.]

For’mya nodded. [By then it will be common knowledge what has happened here.] She said. [And it will only help our cause when it is discovered that Lisisa has reached out to Karun. It will show she is not being as difficult as the Kavalians want everyone to believe she is.]

[What does it matter?] Andro spoke. [The Galactic Court has ruled.]
[Yes… but I would be very surprised if the Kavalians let it slide and never brought it up again.] For’mya spoke. [This was all part of something larger. Dysea felt it… I felt it and your father is certain of it.]

Andro shook his head. [Plans within plans.] He stated. [I truly hate these games people think they must play. Why can no one just leave us alone in peace and not involve us in their schemes and plots.]

[Your mothers, your father and I have asked that question many times through the years Andro.] For’mya spoke. [We have yet to find an answer. Go on! You were going to Gallais’s Retreat. I will tell Resumar you inquired of him and Deia and I need to meet with Panos and Tarifa to finalize the terms of this supposed Cease Fire with the Coven. We must maintain the illusion of what we are doing.]

[Now that they have an embassy… the Kavalians will be out among the streets more. Trying to gather intelligence and cause trouble with the High Coven no doubt.] Andro spoke. [Are they being watched?]

For’mya nodded. [Already taken care of.] She stated reaching up to kiss his cheek. [Now the two of you go.]

Andro met her gaze for several more moments before nodding his head. He turned and hoisted Sadi into the saddle on Elynth’s back and then bounced up himself as Elynth came to her feet. Both of them pulled on their helmets, their crested plumes blowing slightly in the mild breeze. For’mya noticed the golden blond of Sadi’s hair in the plume. Unlike his father, who wore a plume of the hair color of all his queens and his own, Andro did not. Yet now For’mya saw the raven black section of hair within the plume, combined with Sadi’s. Her mind raced with the possibilities of who her son’s new mate was. 

The Spirit of Grandfather guide you mother. Andro spoke.

And you son.

Be safe my sister. Elynth spoke nudging Aurith with her snout.
Give my greetings to our brothers and sisters. Aurith answered.

Call us if you need anything For’mya. Sadi spoke as Andro’s arms snaked around her waist.

For’mya nodded. I will. Have fun.

“Elynth go!” Andro barked.

QUEEN DYSEA’S STRIKER

ENROUTE BACK TO APO PRIME

“…message from Arrarn.” Normya spoke coming up to the map chart in the center of the DT. “Not much else in the way of intelligence, but it does firm up some of what we already knew.”
Dysea looked at the pad, reading quickly and nodding her head before passing the pad to Esther who stood next to her. Dysea watched as Normya stepped away from her and moved to where Tir’ut was bent over the map chart studying a diagram of a building with Lexi. Dysea watched as Normya brushed up against him intentionally and Tir’ut looked up and without question made more room for her next to him.
“If your son is correct…” Esther said looking up from the pad. “Then it appears making the announcement that the crash was an accident has paid off. No one appears to be missing from work shifts and such.”

“That also tells me they are comfortable enough to believe in their own security.” Dysea said turning her head back to what Tir’ut and Lexi were doing. “Lexi… what is this?”

“A blueprint of the main hanger where the Chief Engineer works.” Lexi spoke. “Tir’ut and I were working out how best to enter and exit without being seen.”

“A difficult task considering how busy it is.” Dysea spoke.

Tir’ut nodded and looked at her. “Not as much as you might think Lady Dysea.” He said. “This man has his own office.”

Dysea leaned closer. “Yes.”

“Your brother’s information is accurate il kal'daka darthirii?” Tir’ut asked turning his head to look at Normya next to him.
Normya nodded. “Yes. Arrarn may seem carefree and unobservant when you first meet him, but he is very thorough.”

Tir’ut nodded and turned back to the diagram. “Then we will take him when he departs his office to return to his home.” Tir’ut’s dark eyes drifted over the blueprint and map again searching the new style of map trying to find what he wanted. Normya leaned under his arm and stabbed the board with her finger, not caring in the least that her firm, full breasts pressed hard against his side. Dysea also noticed that this did not seem to faze Tir’ut, as intent as he was on finding who was after her daughter. 
“Here.” Normya spoke.

Tir’ut nodded. “Yes… here. The junction of this main promenade and alley near his home. It is quiet and remote, without much foot traffic. With your Iriral flying high and using her enhanced vision to insure he is not being watched, my mother and I can use the shadows to take him easily.”

Dysea looked at Tir’ut surprise in her emerald eyes even as Iriral moved forward from the pen in the rear of the STRIKER DT.

“How… how do you know of a dragon’s enhanced vision Tir’ut?” Dysea asked gently. 

Yes… I would like to know this as well. Iriral said as she came up behind Dysea. They had agreed before leaving to not shield their conversations within Mindvoice since Tir’ut and Esther could converse on a Tier Six level easily, which had stunned Dysea and Iriral at first. They knew vampires had this ability, but never had they known or heard of an Immortal who could use Mindvoice with such skill and on such a level as Tir’ut. This is not something that would be known to someone who is not a rider.
Tir’ut looked at Dysea for a long moment. “I… I don’t know.” He answered softly. “It… it seemed like… I think I read about it somewhere. There were many brochures floating through The Wilds of your dragon mountain on Elear. Perhaps in one of those.”

Dysea nodded. “Yes probably.”

Tir’ut turned back to the board. “My mother and I take him and bring him to wherever you have decided we will set up. He is not a large man and I can carry him easily.”
Esther nodded quickly. “I will dose him with Lilpan. He will drop like a limp noodle from a single dart.”

“This will not harm him permanently?” Lexi asked.

Esther shook her head. “It’s a mild nerve agent really.” She answered. “He will retain all conscious awareness, his brain will function and he will not lose the ability to breathe but he will be unable to move his limbs for at least three hours. After that… the use of his limbs will return to him over time.”

Tir’ut looked at Dysea. “Why do you not wish to use your famed Drow Scouts Lady Dysea?” He asked. 

Dysea shook her head. “There is only a small detachment on Apo Prime. Part of Nauta Melme’s 1st Spartan Attack Division. We can not request their use without him finding out about it.”

Normya smiled. “It wouldn’t do to have my father’s Spartan Attack Division running all over Apo Prime knocking heads.” She said looking at Tir’ut with bright emerald eyes.

Tir’ut smiled as well, exposing the tips of his fangs. “No… that would not be conducive to us remaining covert.”

“Dysea… you realize this Chief Engineer may only be a middle man?” Lexi spoke. “A go between or someone at the very bottom of whatever chain we are about to begin climbing.”

Dysea nodded her head. “That is a possibility yes… but given his position and the access to information and ships that he has, I’m going to take a guess and say he is rather high on whatever list we find ourselves with.”

“I agree.” Esther spoke now. “Normya… you are certain he is the only one who would approve whatever repairs were needed on your TYPE II?”

Normya nodded. “As Chief Engineer he is required to inspect every ship before he signs off on the report of whoever did the work. It is his only job. He is either involved in what happen… or he knows who is. One of the inspection points is the main LSD Drive Coil. He has to visually inspect it.”

“Is it possible he just forgot… or chose not to? Perhaps he was in a hurry to get home?” Esther asked. 

Lexi shook her head. “Not with a ship being flown by a member of the Royal Family.” She spoke. “And Arrarn’s information says he is not mated and has no children. Why would he be rushing home?”
“Would this man have had access to the flight plan you would have filed il kal'daka darthirii?” Tir’ut asked.
Normya nodded. “Yes.”

“Then I wish to talk to him.” Tir’ut spoke in a low menacing voice.

Dysea nodded. “Yes… so do I.” She spoke. “Normya… how long?”

“Nineteen hours through Bontawillian space. Another four to Gate Two Three, two jumps within the corridor and then six hours to Apo Prime.” She replied immediately.
“Just over a day.” Dysea spoke with a nod. “I suggest we all get some rest. We will need to be on our toes when we enter Union space.”

Esther and Tir’ut looked at her. “Why?” Esther asked.

Dysea looked at her. “Martin Leonidas is many things Esther… stupid is not one of them I assure you. We may have said Normya’s Gate Strike was an accident to the Netnews people, but I guarantee you that the BIP ships are on high alert and will stop anyone coming across the border no matter what IFF we are using.”
“BIP ships?” Tir’ut asked.

Normya looked at him. “Border Interdiction Patrols. Usually a Strike Wing built around a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser. Very fast, very mobile and very possessive of our border.” She explained.
“The Union border is huge.” Tir’ut said. “What are the chances we will come across one of these BIPs?”

Normya looked at her mother and then back to Tir’ut. “Probably better than half.” She answered.

“There are that many of them?” Esther asked with wide eyes.

“Let’s just say that Martin Leonidas is possessive of our border as well.” Dysea answered with a grin. “With the IFF codes Andro has given us, we will not be questioned as much. Being in a STRIKER helps as well. Once we are past the Border Defense Zone we should be ok.”

“Border Defense Zone?” Esther asked.

Normya nodded. “Minefields. Automated Defense Platforms. It’s a pretty nasty area all around. Not someplace you would want to be stranded I’ll tell you.”

“No… I would imagine not.” Esther said softly.

“Esther… you may take my quarters.” Dysea spoke. “Lexi will stay in the pilot’s cabin. Tir’ut you…”

“One of these benches is fine Lady Dysea.” Tir’ut said quickly. “I am used to much harsher standards. And I wish to study these maps more and acquaint myself with the intricacies of them. They are far more detailed than anything we have had in our settlement and I do not want to take a wrong turn somewhere.”

Dysea nodded. “Normya and I will stay with Iriral in the pen in the rear.” She said. “It is not something we haven’t done before. I suggest we get as much rest as possible.” She looked at all of them. “Events will begin to happen very quickly once we arrive on Apo Prime. We need to be ready to act instantly.”

“I’m going to help Tir’ut Amille.” Normya said quickly. “It’s easier to learn how to read these maps from someone who already can.”

Dysea met her daughter’s eyes and nodded her head slowly. “Very well. Do not forget to sleep. Either of you.”

Esther watched Dysea as she turned and headed to the rear of the STRIKER. She turned back to see Normya move even closer to her son, their heads close together as she began to explain more of the maps. She smiled inwardly to herself. Normya Leonidas was growing more attracted to her son as the hours passed. Whether it was because he had saved her life and sworn a Blood Oath to protect her or not, she had quickly gotten over her inbred mistrust and fear of Immortals and it appeared she found her son just as handsome as he found her beautiful. Esther knew Dysea was having a hard time with that, for she saw the same signs as Esther did. She would speak with her after getting some much needed sleep. Esther did not notice Dysea turn back around from the pen where she and Iriral had stopped.

[Sister… he did not read about our vision in a brochure.] Iriral spoke.

Dysea shook her head. [No he did not.]

[Dysea… only a rider would know these things. Our enhanced vision is not something commonly spoke of.] Iriral began. [He knows this, yet he is not bonded with any dragon.]

[He certainly has the Mindvoice ability for that.] Dysea said. [He is as strong as any Bonded Pair I have felt within the Union Iriral. Perhaps more so than most.]

[We would have sensed a dragon on Kranek if one were present.] Iriral spoke. [They would not know how to hide their presence from the two of us combined. I sensed none.]

Dysea nodded. [Nor did I.]

[Then how?]

[We have never been able to fully grasp much of how Mindvoice works Iriral.] Dysea said softly. [Even Helen says there is so much she can not explain. Andro and Elynth bonding while he was still in Aricia’s womb? Zarah’s ability to draw from Mindvoice users all around her? There are things we just can not explain. Immortals have always had the powerful latent ability to shield. Esther studied under Aikiro for over near two centuries. While she does not use it as we do, in a physical manifestation, her blood must be very pure to be as strong as she is. Perhaps when her blood and Cha’talla’s blood combined in Tir’ut it somehow made him even stronger than both of them in that regard.]

Iriral nodded her massive head. [Yes… but it still does not explain how he knows about our vision.]

Dysea looked at her. [There is much that we can’t explain about what has happened in the last few weeks sister.] She spoke turning back as she heard Normya’s laugh and she saw her daughter pressed so very close to Tir’ut, her emerald eyes brilliant in the light of the DT and Tir’ut gazing at her intently, a small smile on his own face. [There is also much I am coming to accept… and that is what frightens me.]

OMEN ONE

ULU EIRANS TRYN 
KAVALIAN SPACE

.05 LIGHT YEARS FROM UIRMEIK


Tinnuar looked up when the door to his small Ready Room slid open and Perein walked in, his face buried in the data pad. Perein was the only one among the crew who could get away with this. The two men had served together for nearly fifty years and were as close as any two brothers could be.


“Perein?” Tinnuar asked as he got up and moved to the coffee dispenser.


“We’re holding station sir.” Perein reported as the door closed. “Continuing to scan.”


“I’m assuming you didn’t come in here to tell me that old friend.” Tinnuar spoke as he turned back to his small desk. “Spit it out man!”


Perein shook his head. “It’s odd Tinnuar.” He said.


“When has anything we have ever done not been odd?” He answered as he settled back into his chair.


“Well… that is true.” Perein answered. “I want to show you something. Run it by you and see if it’s odd to you.”


Tinnuar nodded. “I was becoming bored with fitness reports anyway.” He said sitting back in his chair as Perein moved to the wall monitor in his ready room. He plugged the data pad in and played with the side panel some, bringing up several sensor scans from the YA9 Array.


“This is the initial scan when we arrived in system.” Perein said. The picture was on the planet’s northern and western continents. Tinnuar could see the marked symbols of what were Kavalian troop encampments too numerous to count. Hundreds of small red dots on the two continents. The entire northern and western parts of the planet were covered in these red dots. “Now this is a graph showing YA9 pulses every fifteen minutes.” Perein changed the view and the image began to change every few seconds.

Tinnuar got up from his chair and moved closer to the monitor with his coffee in hand while his eyes stayed focused on the monitor. “The contacts are cycling on the last frame. Fading in and out.” He spoke finally.


Perein nodded. “Yes sir.”


“How often?”


“We thought it was our instruments at first, or something within the atmosphere causing an echo to bounce, but it’s not.” Perein spoke confidently. “It’s a series of low power Avidyne generator Nodes on the surface. Doubtful the Kavalians even know they are there. We’ve detected thirty seven of them scattered all over the western and northern continents.”

“Avidyne generators?” Tinnuar asked. “Those are High Coven power node sources. Used to reflect solar radiation. What are they doing here?” Tinnuar asked.

Perein nodded. “Reflect being the key word here Tinnuar. I had Ops run a data search trying to come up with something that corresponds with the Avidyne Node capability.”
“And?”

“If you connect a Multisynaptic Polarity Baffle to the Avidyne Node… you can use it to reflect whatever is in the immediate area.” Perein answered.

“By reflect… you mean make it appear larger that it actually is?” Tinnuar asked.

Perein nodded his head. “They can be released from orbit. A shrouded ship goes over the continent in a low synchronous orbit and you could pump these things out all day and no one would ever know they are there. They burrow into the ground until only six millimeters extends outward.” He explained. “Drop one or two of these inside a perimeter that has, say a hundred troops in it, and suddenly you have a thousand troops showing up on normal sensors.”

“And inside the perimeter of say a thousand troops?” Tinnuar asked.

Perein nodded. “Instant army. Very big… very imposing… at least from preliminary sensor scans that is how they would show. Kavalian sensors aren’t as sensitive as Union or Coven sensors. Like I said… I doubt they even know that the nodes are there, or what they are doing.”

Tinnuar looked at him. “So what are we looking at Perein? Can you filter out the reflection of the Avidyne node and get an accurate count?”

Perein nodded. “Already did.” He said. “It’s still a lot more than we want sitting on our border… but it’s only half of what the Coven Intelligence told us. Still putting all the figures together… but it looks like roughly eight and a half million ground troops on the high end. Ship count is unchanged… and that is now two thousand three hundred and nine.”
“Why give us false intelligence?” Tinnuar asked softly. “That doesn’t make any sense Perein. Why go to all the trouble of planting these nodes to make it appear the KFI forces are larger than they are?”

“Almost nine million ground troops is nothing to sneeze at Tinnuar. And when has anything the High Coven did make any sense Tinnuar?” Perein said using his friend’s own analogy from earlier.

Tinnuar nodded. “True… but the Empress had to have known the King would want confirmation of what she gave us. She had to have known that he would get it somehow. Why risk our continued assistance with training their dragons when we found this? The King will be incensed that she has lied to us again.” Tinnuar turned as the chime on his desk sounded. He stepped over to the smooth surface and pressed the pad. “Tinnuar.”

“Captain… you should… sir… you should come to my station.” The sensor operator’s voice echoed gently.

“What is it Lieutenant?”

“Sir… you should really come to my station.” She repeated.

Tinnuar looked at Perein with puzzled eyes and saw him shrug. “Stand by… I’m on my way.”

They exited Tinnuar’s Ready Room, immediately turned right and moved the ten meters to the entrance to the bridge and entered. Tinnuar moved across the bridge to where the young woman sat. 

“What do you have?” He asked.

The female Lieutenant shook her head. “It’s very strange sir.” She spoke. “I’ve been scanning the surface of Ritaah for the last thirteen hours on that unknown power source. I’m alternating between Graviton Emulator Pulses, Spectral Phase Scans and anything else I can think of. All I’m picking up is the six TriCobal power sources. Definitely settlements of some sort. There is… whoever it is they are using Magnetospheric Deflectors to bounce their signal off the magnetic core of the planet. The interference isn’t allowing me to penetrate the fields that are being generated.” 
“So what is the problem?” Tinnuar asked.

“The unknown source didn’t show up on any of the normal sensor sweeps Captain. None of them. It should have at least shown up on the Polarized Magnetic Induction scan… but nothing. I was still getting that spike of the CFL of four point six, so I re-aligned the Phased Quantum Inducers.” She spoke.
Tinnuar looked at her. “The PQIs? Why?”

“It wasn’t showing up on anything Captain.” She answered. She adjusted her controls. “Something Doctor Randall said during our initial training came back to me then and I executed the re-alignment.”

“Zaala Randall?” Perein asked.

“Yes sir. She helped to design most of the systems we use.” The Lieutenant spoke. “She’s an anse genius if you ask me. This is what I got sir.”

The small monitor changed views and several multicolored lines came up, slowly drifting across the screen like waves.

“Nubou nio!” Tinnuar gasped.

“Yes sir! That is what I said.” The Lieutenant spoke. 

Perein leaned closer. “Ok… help me out here.” He said. “I’m not exactly a scholar in the field of Quantum Mechanics Lieutenant.”

The Lieutenant touched the screen. “This is a Phased Quantum Based power signature Commander. An intact PQB… complete with Antilepton Harmonic Inducers and a Bio-Neuro Mechanical Matrix. ”

Perein stood back up. “Phased Quantum Based?” He spoke. “I thought our OMEN ships were the only ships in the universe that used that?”

Tinnuar looked at him. “There is one other.” He said softly. He put his hand on the young woman’s shoulder. “Size?”

“If the readings are accurate seven point one kilometers.” She answered. “Buried under a hundred and thirteen meters of lava rock it looks like. Probably an old volcano of some sort.”

“Compress everything you have into a single data stream Lieutenant. You have sixteen minutes to complete whatever sensor sweeps you have in progress.” Tinnuar said.
“Yes sir!”

Perein looked at him. “Captain?”

“Drop two Black Sun Probes into synchronous orbit of Ritaah Perein.” Tinnuar told him. “Have them programmed to send back encrypted sweeps of their onboard sensor arrays every twelve hours. Full masking and encryption. Helm! Seventeen minutes… then come about to course three four nine six point three! Go to full power on the sublights and plot the fastest LSD Operational Course to return to Union space! Once you have your plot, engage the LSD Drive!”

“Helm acknowledges Captain!”

“Captain?” Perein spoke.

“Perein… you always wanted to find a prize worth writing home about right?” Tinnuar asked.

Perein nodded. “I’m… I’m not so sure right now.”

Tinnuar nodded with a smile. “There is only one other ship in the universe with a Phased Quantum Based power source Perein. The same type of ship that most of our systems are based on.”

Perein’s eyes grew wider. “Sibfla Captain! Tell me you are joking?”

Tinnuar shook his head slowly. “I wish I was. We just discovered another Mindvoice ship buried in that mountain Perein and the Kavalians don’t even know they are sitting on top of it.”

“Nubou nio!” Perein gasped repeating Tinnuar’s phrase.
“The King needs to know this like yesterday. I don’t want any interruption in the LSD Drive core or computer. Tell the Chief we’re going to be pushing her harder than we ever have before and we need to break every speed record there is.”
Perein nodded. “Understood sir!” He spun around and headed for engineering.
Tinnuar turned back and looked at the Lieutenant. His eyes swept across the bridge before he tapped her shoulder once more and she looked up at him. “You confirmed your data Needa?” He asked.

Needa nodded quickly. “Three times Captain. There’s no doubt sir. I could increase the power, but our PQBs are so similar sir, we may activate something on that ship that will cause it to become detectable by sensors not as advanced as ours.”

Tinnuar shook his head. “No! We don’t want to do that. You are sure the Kavalians can’t detect it Needa?” He asked softly and calling her by her first name. “It wouldn’t do for them to discover this ship. Our lives would become a whole lot more difficult if they did.”
The Lieutenant shook her head knowing when he used her first name it was important and very serious. “Impossible Captain.” She replied instantly. “The best sensors they have are on their GREATSOUL Dreadnoughts sir. On a par with our LEONIDAS I- Class… but not the LEONIDAS IIs, and no where near as sophisticated as what we have on board right now. Even if they did detect it, they wouldn’t know what the hell it was, and given their propensity for discarding something they can’t use to build weapons, if they don’t know what it is they’ll ignore it completely. They’ve also had ships in this sector for the last ten years if the scans are accurate sir.”

“Drop a Class Four Masker anyway.” Tinnuar said. “Let’s keep it that way.” He shook his head as he moved to his command chair eight steps away. “Just what we did not need to find. Another Mindvoice ship. So much for a simple deep intelligence gathering mission. I knew something was wrong with this mission.”
HADARIA

ROYAL LANDING PAD


Buonau stood with her daughter and Okein on the edge of the landing pad east of the Hadarian Royal Palace. Half a dozen Hadarian Militia stood behind her casually, their older side arms appearing as if they hadn’t been pulled from their holsters in years. 
The Hadarian Militia was broken into two distinct and different groups; those who acted as peacekeepers in the many cities and as the last line of defense, and those who served only the Elders. These men and women were usually former Mage Warriors chosen by the older Elders to serve them as Elder Guards. They were referred to as the Elder Sentinels by many of the younger generations, mainly for their decided lack of personality and complete blind faith in the Elders and what they preached. 

Since Anja had taken her father’s place on the throne, her following and standing among the millions of younger Hadarian Healers had grown by leaps and bounds. When Sivana had joined her in helping to rule Hadaria and bring the planet out of what many called the Blind Times, these millions of younger Hadarians had gleefully thrown their full support behind her. They welcomed the opportunity to serve in the fleet and among the ground forces of those they were chosen to treat. They welcomed the opportunity to meet the many different species and form lasting friendships and even many relationships with those off their world. While not overly oppressive in an outward sense, the younger Hadarians found the ancient teachings of the Hadarian Elders too anchored in the past and almost regressive in many ways. They happily went on to adopt their Queen’s approach of willingly heading into the unknown and discovering new and wonderful things. Combined with the fact that Anja and Princess Sivana, with the backing of the Divine One Eurin and the Prefect of Hadaria had all but pushed the Elders out of any true political decision making, it only served to make the Elders angry and very resentful towards her.
They were appalled that she lived the life she did, many times in the past making spiteful comments in regards to her sharing a bed with four other women as well as the king. At times they openly criticized how she had raised Eliani, and was now raising Retta and Calyb. They were critical of how all of them were raised in an almost communal situation, calling five different females mother, and not getting the proper education in Hadarian culture that they felt was needed for those of Royal blood.
Okein leaned close to Buonau. “We did not plan for the King to return with her.” He spoke softly.

“It doesn’t matter.” Buonau answered looking over to where Eurin stood with Sivana and Zaniai on the far side of the pad. “Whether he sees our information from Sparta, or he sees it here will change nothing. He will be enraged and leave Hadaria within hours.”
“Are you so sure?” Okein asked. “He is said to be completely devoted to all of them.”

Buonau looked at him. “He is a man and a Lycavorian. They are all pigs. And our plan will show just how devoted he is to his many Queens. Do not worry Okein… I have thought of everything.”

“I just hope Rinard’s information doesn’t sink us before we accomplish our goals.” Okein spoke.

“Rinard is just as much a fool as Martin Leonidas. He thinks with his tool. All of them are brutes.” Buonau said. “When I approached him with our offer he jumped at the opportunity saying he had this information. You have seen it yourself. How much more damning could it be?”

“I know… I do not want to trust him so much that it endangers our own plans.” Okein spoke. “We’ve worked to long to achieve this.”

“And in a few more days we will have what we have sought.” Buonau said. Her head turned as she saw Umbra approaching with a Senior Mage Warrior from the palace. She marched right up to Buonau as if she belonged there. Buonau shook her head slowly knowing Umbra was only another pawn in their plan.

“The palace Senior Mage Warrior has told me they departed their ship thirty minutes ago.” Umbra spoke. “They should have been here by now.”
Buonau looked at the Mage Warrior. “Where are they?” She demanded sternly.

The young woman gave her a blank stare and an expression that said everything she thought about the senior Hadarian Elder. “I do not question the King and Queen.” She replied. “They do this often and will arrive when they arrive.”

“They left the SPIRIT thirty minutes ago!” Buonau snapped.

The young woman nodded her head, disinterested in the Elder’s attitude. “Yes… and most likely they are flying over the city on Torma and Miath to unwind from the trip here. They do this often. They may go directly to the palace. Who knows?”

Buonau’s eyes narrowed. “They were told to come here!” She barked. “I specifically directed the officer on the SPIRIT to tell them that! And to come here on their ship and leave their beasts in orbit!”

The Mage Warrior looked at her. “Oh.” She said casually. “Perhaps they didn’t get the message Elder Buonau. Or they chose to disregard it.” Her eyes lifted and Buonau followed her gaze to see two large specs in the blue sky and two smaller ones close to the larger ones.

The forms of Torma and Miath quickly took shape as they barreled over the landscape as if they were racing. The smaller dark specs were keeping up, barely. As the four dragons flew over the top of the landing pad, Buonau saw the smaller figures of two children in the saddle with Martin, and one in the saddle with Anja. Torma and Miath trumpeted out their arrival as they flared their wings and settled lightly to the landing pad to the excited cries of children.
“It appears they chose to disregard your directive Elder Buonau.” The Mage Warrior spoke as she began walking towards where the two dragons had settled completely to the ground. 

Buonau glared at her back as Umbra and Duewa moved closer to her. “Oh I am so going to enjoy watching her fall.” She hissed softly watching as Sivana, Eurin and Zaniai moved up to where Martin was lifting Retta and Calyb from the saddle.

“Mother… perhaps bringing the Elder Guard to take custody of the children with the King here was unwise.” Duewa spoke her blue eyes bright in the sunlight.

“Nonsense!” Buonau snapped. “He will not resist the will of the Hadarian Elder Council or the Arch Ministry. Let’s get this over with. I want to spend as little time in his company as I have too.”

“I agree.” Umbra spoke.

They began walking towards the group.


“…did you see Mama?” Siara exclaimed as Sivana squatted on the tarmac and hugged her daughter tightly. 

“Yes I did.” Sivana said with a smile. “Did you have fun with Aunt Anja and Uncle Martin?”


“They gave me candy.” Siara said shyly. “And I got to ride Miath a lot!”


Sivana laughed and kissed her cheek as she scampered over to where Retta and Calyb were stroking Mara and Endeem’s scales. While their bond with both Torma and Isheeni’s children was growing stronger by the day, they had only just begun to evolve. Mara and Endeem were now over three meters tall and nearing a thousand pounds. Sivana turned as Martin and Anja came up and she embraced her sister tightly.


“Anja.” Sivana said softly.


“We only gave her candy once.” Anja said with a smile.


Sivana laughed as she released Anja and embraced Martin tightly. “She does love her candy.” She spoke. “I hope she wasn’t any trouble.”


Anja shook her head as she took Martin’s hand in hers tightly and leaned up against him. “No… big boy here let her spend the days with Helen and the others and Gorgo spoiled her terribly.”


Sivana looked at her sister as she pressed close to Martin, his arm snaking around her waist and holding her tight. Anja’s jade green eyes were brighter than normal and she looked radiant. She watched as Eurin kissed their cheeks in greeting.


“It is good to see both of you.” Eurin spoke gently. “I just wish it was for better reasons. Zaniai and I tried to divert this situation before it came to this but we were unsuccessful.”


Zaniai bowed his head to them both. “I apologize for that.” He stated.

Martin shook his head. “I needed to get off Earth anyway.” He stated. “One more issue with Aikiro and I would have ended up punching her ticket myself.”


Eurin chuckled and looked at Zaniai who had a confused look on his face. “I will explain later Zaniai.” She said with a smile.


Anja shrugged. “We just arrived and I don’t want to worry about that right now.” She said.


Sivana stared at her twin sister for a long moment and smiled. “Anja… are you pregnant again?” Sivana asked.


Anja met her eyes. “What? No!” She exclaimed. “Why would you ask that?”

“You just look very happy.” Sivana told her taking her hand.


Anja laughed and shook her head. “Martin made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.” She said looking up at him. “We had a very relaxing trip here, and I got pampered the whole way.”


Martin grinned. “That’s not exactly hard to do?” He spoke. “You are easy to please.”


Anja’s eyes grew wide. “Why you… I’ll remember you said that!”


Sivana grinned knowingly. “We have…”


“King Leonidas!” Buonau’s voice carried to them cutting Sivana’s words off in mid sentence. They turned and watched her walk up with the others in tow.


“Elder Buonau.” Martin spoke. “How wonderful to see you.”


Anja was barely able to contain her laughter at the tone of Martin’s voice, and it went completely over Buonau’s head.


“King Leonidas… I specifically told your officer that I wanted you to come down on your ship and leave your… your beasts in orbit.” Buonau told him sternly. “Did you not receive this directive?”


Martin nodded. “No… we got it.” He replied. “I ignored it Elder Buonau in case you didn’t notice.”

“May I ask why?” She snapped.


Martin shrugged. “It seemed like a good idea.” He replied his eyes going to the six Hadarian Militia behind her.


Buonau looked at Anja. “Majesty.”


Anja nodded. “Elder Buonau… always a pleasure to see you.”


“I have been authorized by the Arch Ministry to tell you that we will convene a special session for the morning.” Buonau spoke. “At that time evidence will be presented to corroborate the charges against you.”


“I can hardly wait.” Anja spoke.


“My Hadarian Militia Detachment will take custody of Retta and Calyb now.” Buonau continued. “Their beasts will remain with you and they will be staying with Umbra until this issue is decided.” She turned to the Hadarian Commander. “You may proceed Commander.”


“As you order Elder Buonau.” The man nodded and began to move forward with his men towards where Retta and Calyb were with Mara and Endeem. 


“If you value your lives I would stop where you are.” Martin spoke in a low voice.


The Militia Commander did so and looked at Martin with hard eyes. “We have our orders King Leonidas. The Elders have spoken.”


Martin shook his head slowly. “Buonau… let me be very clear on something right now.” He spoke turning to look at her. “If they take another step towards our children, you will have six deaths to explain to the Arch Ministry and six families.”


Buonau held up her hand quickly stopping the men and turned to glare at him. “The Elder Council has ordered this!” She barked. “You must comply with our directives concerning the heirs to the Hadarian throne. You are not above the law King Leonidas.” She spoke the words with a great deal of sarcasm.

“Buonau you upaee!” Anja snarled. “Retta and Calyb are our children and you have no authority to do shit! And neither does the Elder Council!” 


“We have decreed your children will be placed in an environment conducive to their growth and development. An environment that provides stability and safety and love with your Aunt.” Buonau barked right back. “The charges against you are very serious Queen Anja… and it is the Elder Council’s opinion that leaving Retta and Calyb in your charge is not healthy.”


“Not healthy?” Anja quipped at her, her fingers digging into Martin’s palm almost painfully now. “What a nubous joke!”


“Retta and Calyb are our children Buonau.” Martin said. “And you will not take them anywhere. Not if you know what is good for you.”

“It is the Elder Council’s decision as a whole.” Buonau stated. “It is for their own well bring of course.”


Eurin stepped forward. “Retta and Calyb are children of the King and Queen of the Lycavorian Union Buonau. That takes precedence over their roles as heirs to the Hadarian throne and you know that. You can not remove them from their parents.”


“Your attitude and actions right now only give credibility to our fears Anja.” Umbra spoke now. “Why do you fight this? We only think of Retta and Calyb!”

Anja looked at her and began to speak but Sivana beat her to it. “You stay out of this Aunt Umbra!” She snarled. “You are part of the problem! You want to turn them into the religious automations that you have turned your own children into.”


“I am only looking out for the welfare of Retta and Calyb, as well as Siara. She is also involved in this as well.” Umbra declared. “Especially now.”


“Now?” Martin asked.


Buonau looked at him. “You haven’t spoken to Eliani I take it?” She said.


“Unlike you it seems Elder Buonau we don’t feel the need to speak with our children every day.” Martin said. “They have duties all their own that take up much of their time, and they are all adults.”


“Apparently not enough of their time.” She announced spitefully. “Did you think we would not find out?”


“What does that mean?” Anja spat. “Find out what?”


“It has been all over the Netnews for the last few hours.” Eurin spoke now. “The Galactic Court ruled in favor of Part Two of the Kavalian Petition considering Lisisa. They have been given permission to search the places where Lisisa may have stayed recently before becoming Denali’s mate. This includes the homes of her brothers and sisters.”

Martin nodded. “Yes… we know that. It is a concession that we agreed too with the rest of our family. So?”

“Androcles and Sadi refused to allow this and will not abide by the Galactic Court’s ruling, and neither will Denali.” Eurin said. “It caused quite the spectacle.”
Martin grinned and shook his head. “I haven’t been able to control that boy since he was sixteen. And Deni’s becoming just like him.” He said looking at Anja. “We’ll have to have a talk when we get back.”

“You find their actions amusing?” Buonau demanded. 
“Androcles has his own mind Buonau. So does Denali.” Anja stated. “They are old enough to make their own decisions and they will do what their hearts and minds tell them to do.”

“Well the Kavalian’s did not find it amusing. And from what I understand their Petition was very fair.” Buonau said. “Perhaps you need to instruct your sons to be more diplomatic in their actions with those outside their family. The rest of your children seemed to go along with the ruling just fine.”
“Really? That just goes to show you that they have minds of their own.” Martin said looking at her. “Well… I guess I should be lucky that you don’t sit on that court then Elder Buonau?”

“That isn’t all.” Zaniai spoke now seeing Buonau open her mouth to retort. “The rest of it concerns Eliani.”

Anja looked at him. “What about her?”

“It also came out during the same court proceedings that she has allowed a Lycavorian to claim her!” Buonau spoke harshly her voice laced with contempt. “Not only does she share a bed with a female vampire, she now has allowed herself to be mated to a Lycavorian! A member of your Mjolnir’s Hand it seems.”

“His name was Star Commander Malic Buonau.” Eurin spoke.

“His name is of no consequence Eurin.” Buonau snapped. “He is a Lycavorian!”
Martin nodded his head. “Malic is a fine officer and he makes a fine addition to Mjolnir’s Hand.” He said with a smile. “And it’s about time he got around to claiming her and Nyla.”

“Eliani did not receive permission from the Elder Council to mate with a Lycavorian!” Duewa spoke now stepping closer to her mother.

Martin looked at her his eyes taking in her long red hair and bright eyes. “Who the hell are you?” 

“This is my daughter Duewa.” Buonau spoke quickly. “She is my assistant. And she is very correct in her statement.”

“You don’t say.” Martin spoke rolling his eyes.

“Eliani did not and does not need your permission to mate with a man Buonau! She is our daughter… and well past the age of consent!” Anja said. “Martin, I and Eliani’s other mothers approved of her and Nyla’s choice as a husband!”

“The age of consent for a Lycavorian perhaps!” Buonau answered her smugly. “But as heir to the throne of Hadaria, she should have sought our approval and blessing as well. That is how it has always been! The Council of Elders will be issuing a Directive that we did not agree to this union and in our eyes it is not binding. Eliani should have married a Hadarian male to keep her Hadarian bloodline pure.”
Anja shook her head. “This is crazy.” She said. “Why exactly does the Elder Council think they can tell a Princess of the Union who she can or can not marry?”

“She is not only a Princess of the Union, but a Princess of Hadaria as well!” Buonau snapped. “And she still needs to adhere to the dictates of the Elder Council! We do not approve of her relationship with this vampire female and we never have! Given that the charges being leveled against you are so severe, we are doing what we must to protect the royal bloodline.” Okein said. “You and Princess Sivana don’t seem to care in the least about this.”

“We don’t care about…” Sivana stepped forward but Anja took her hand and shook her head. 
“No Vana.” She said softly. “It just isn’t worth it.” She turned back to Buonau. “I want a list of these terrible charges being brought against me. And the evidence you supposedly will present that is so damning.”

Buonau smiled cruelly. “Eurin has such a list.” She stated. “The evidence we will present to the Hadarian Arch Ministry tomorrow at the special session. You will view it when they view it Queen Anja.”

“Good… then we are done here and we will see you in the morning.” Anja said.

“Retta and Calyb will need to go with Umbra until such time as…” Buonau began.

“No.” Martin stated.

“King Leonidas… this is an internal Hadarian matter and you have no authority to…” Okein began to speak.

“No.” Martin spoke once more looking at him.
“You are interfering with a Hadarian political directive King Leonidas!” Buonau spoke. 

Martin nodded. “Then you can fucking sue me.” He barked. 
“I will bring this before the Hadarian Arch Ministry and contact Prime Minister Deia myself!” Buonau snapped. “You can not do this!”

“You can tell the Hadarian Arch Ministry whatever the hell you like!” Martin snapped. “And Prime Minister Deia is my Aunt and she will tell you exactly where to go and how quickly to get there when you tell her you want to take our children from us!”

Buonau’s eyes were wide. “Your… your aunt?” She gasped.

Martin smiled. “Yeah. She was my grandmother’s sister. Pretty neat huh?” He stated with sarcasm. “And if the bully boys you brought with you there take one more step towards my children, none of them will be breathing two seconds after that, because those I don’t kill Deia will.”

“You are threatening them?” Buonau gasped in shocked.

Martin’s eyes changed then and his dual wolf fangs exploded from his gums. Those yellow orbs outlined in black bore into Buonau with the intensity of a supernova and she actually took a step back.

“If they don’t stand down in the next three seconds Buonau… they’ll be deader than that bloodsucking fucker Xerxes himself! And he got off easy!” Martin snarled viciously. 

“You wouldn’t dare!” Buonau exclaimed.
“You want to test that fucked up theory you got?” Martin growled at her as he stepped forward. 
“Your grandfather would not have acted in this way!” Buonau barked.

“You’re right…” Martin snarled. “My grandfather would have put you out of your misery the moment you even suggested taking his children from him. You are getting off easy right now too! Touch my children and we’ll see just how much your title as Hadarian Elder will help your little weekend warriors! Even you won’t be able to save them, because you won’t be able to find all their body parts.”

Anja stepped in front of Martin quickly knowing he was right on the edge of snapping and she knew he would do just what he had threatened to do. “We’ll see you in the morning Buonau. If you have any common sense you’ll take your toy soldiers and leave now.”

“This is not over with Anja!” Buonau snapped.

“It is for right now.” Anja stated. “Have a nice day.”

SPARTA
GALLAIS’S RETREAT

“…a rumor that there is a major fleet exercise coming up.” One of the female pilots spoke from the table they sat at.
Gallais’s Retreat was nearly full, Spartans and elves and many others from the three Strike Wings in orbit filling the place many had come to call their second home. This is where many of them came when the Royal family came to Earth. Hundreds had even bought homes across the planet.

Ne’Veha sat at the table with five other female elven pilots from the SCIMITAR, having arrived before the last table was gone. It was her third time here since coming to Earth; her efforts at trying to get her orders changed hitting obstacles no matter who she spoke to. Captain Sa’sur no doubt had something to do with it, but she never mentioned that Ne’Veha had even gotten her father to try and pull strings. He had told her there was nothing he could do, Fleet Command being very set on duty assignments. Her father and her mother were also upset with her for not telling them about her relationship with Tarren and both of them were very perturbed about how that relationship had since ended. Tarren had apparently contacted them directly and inquired of where she was and how she was doing, and that had led to them discovering their now ended relationship. It only confirmed to them both how they regarded most Lycavorian men. The previous two trips here had been uneventful, Ne’Veha eating some very delicious elven food and then returning to the SCIMITAR. This night however had seen Ne’Veha very depressed and she had accepted the other pilot’s offer to get together on Earth for dinner. She was on her third mug of Spartan wine and well on her way to becoming more intoxicated than she had ever been in her life because of what she had seen today on the Netnews.

It was them.

Ne’Veha, like many of the pilots and crew of the SCIMITAR, had seen Androcles and Sadi on the Netnews earlier this day. They had seen how they had stood up to the Galactic Court and then the Netnews reporters after they revealed Sadi’s history. Ne’Veha had been stunned into silence upon seeing them, for they were two of the three people from her dreams. Exquisite dreams no doubt, as each one had left Ne’Veha shuddering in the aftermath of an incredibly powerful orgasm, but dreams that troubled her. Tarren had destroyed her trust of Lycavorian men, and Ne’Veha had never considered sharing a bed with one woman let alone two. Princess Sadi’s words had shocked her quite a bit, not only because her words had filtered through her deliciously, but because her words had knocked the lock off a part of herself that Ne’Veha rarely showed. 
Was she one of these women that the Crown Princess spoke of? Is that why she was having such wonderful dreams of them? How could she be one of these women? Ne’Veha hated Lycavorian men after what Tarren had done to her, yet looking at the Prince caused her heart to begin racing and moistness to creep into her center. When combined with Princess Sadi and the luscious raven haired woman in her dreams, those dreams were utterly divine. 
The issue she was having was very simple. These feelings and thoughts were not going away and that frightened Ne’Veha, for she knew it meant something that she didn’t know if she was able to return. And they were only growing stronger as the days and hours passed. It was almost as if her awareness was expanding somehow. She had never been more than a Tier Three Mindvoicer, yet now she was seeing and even feeling things that she was not taking part in. These feelings troubled her to some degree, but they also filled her with a sense of warmth and belonging that she had never experienced either.

These are the things that had troubled her all day, and these are the things that now led her to be here this evening with her fellow pilots, and well on her way to waking up tomorrow morning with a agonizing headache and possibly not be able to fly. She had never been able to hold her alcohol very well, and the signs were beginning to show now.
Another of the female pilots nodded. “I heard we will be spread out across the sector conducting operations.” She spoke. “This is why I wanted this assignment. The 1st, 2nd and 9th are never stationary for very long. They train continuously.”

“What do you expect from the King’s personal SCFFG?” Another pilot said downing the last of her wine.

“General Simpson’s 2nd is no different.” 

“I understand that Prince Androcles’s 9th will be taking the side of the aggressor in the exercise.” A female elf pilot spoke. “That will be fun.” She said with a smile. “Did you see him on the Netnews today? The story of how he and the Crown Princess have loved each other since he was eight months old? That is amazing.”
“And that he will have four mates?” Another spoke. “I’d give anything to be wrapped around his body!”

“I want to be one of the three females they find!” Another said cheerfully.

Ne’Veha looked up then. “You… would shares a beds with… with him and threes other womenz?” She gasped

The female laughed. “Are you kidding Ne’Veha? Princess Sadi could make anyone’s blood churn with desire. She’s breathtaking! Can you imagine being sandwiched between them? Think of the pleasure you could have in that bed?”

Another elf chuckled as well now. “Think of the pleasure you could have with Prince Androcles and three other women.” She made her body shudder on purpose as she smiled dreamily. 

“They… they are females? And he… he is a Lycavorian male. They… they arezz all the samezz.” Ne’Veha slurred as she downed the last of her wine as well.

“Ne’Veha… are you drunk?” One of the pilots asked with a smile.

“I amzz nots!” Ne’Veha exclaimed.

“Oh yes you are!” Another spoke with a laugh.

One of the pilots looked towards the door as it opened, admitting three Lycavorian males in their dress uniforms. Her dark eyes narrowed as she saw one of them men and she looked at Ne’Veha. “I thought you and Lieutenant Tarren were through Ne’Veha?” She asked.

“Tarrenz izz a pig.” Ne’Veha snapped.

“Well… he just walked in.” She spoke.

Ne’Veha’s eyes grew wider and she turned quickly in her chair. “What?” Her dark brown eyes quickly found the tall, young Lycavorian male who had cheated on her. “Sibfla!” Ne’Veha barked surprising the five females with her.
“Ne’Veha… when did you learn to speak the ancient language?” One asked with wide eyes.

“I… I can’t!” She answered turning back to look at her just as Tarren’s eyes fell upon her.

“Ne’Veha… you just spoke in the ancient Lycavorian tongue.” The pilot spoke again. “You just swore in the ancient language!”

“I did not!” Ne’Veha barked out.

“We all heard it Ne’Veha!” Another said.

“I did…” Ne’Veha started to speak but stopped when she heard the familiar voice.

“Ne’Veha… this is a pleasant surprise.” Tarren spoke as he came up to the table with his two friends.

Ne’Veha sighed and looked up at him, anger surging through her and sobering her up to an extent. “Tarren.” She stated coldly.

“We just arrived.” Tarren said as he pulled the chair up to the table and sat down next to Ne’Veha, his friends mimicking the action and settling at the large table with them. “Are you going to introduce us to your friends?”

Ne’Veha glared at him. “Where is your… woman?” She hissed.

“Ah… Hy’la… well things did not work out between us.” Tarren answered. “After you left… after you left I realized that I had made a mistake.”

“Oh really.” Ne’Veha said even as her elven ears were almost pinned back along her head in anger and distaste. On top of that… she was not feeling so well. “That’s too bad for you isn’t it?”

Tarren looked at her. “Ne’Veha have you been drinking?”

“No!” She snapped.

Tarren smiled at her leaning closer. “You can’t hold your liquor very well Ne’Veha. You smell of Spartan Wine. You know you shouldn’t be drinking, especially as much as I smell that you have. Your parents wouldn’t approve.”

“What… what do you want Tarren?” Ne’Veha snapped at him. “Have you not humiliated me enough with your actions?”

“You haven’t introduced us to your friends.” Tarren said looking at the other five female elven pilots. His two friends were smiling as they looked at the young women, all of them doing their best to remain away from the two Spartans.

“We know who you are.” One of the female pilots said with hostility in her voice. “My name is Ra’Neeria and Ne’Veha has told us all about you Tarren.”
Tarren looked at her. “Has she now?” He spoke with a smile. “All one sided I’m quite sure. This is Jocab and Merto, members of my new unit.”

“What are you doing here Tarren?” Ne’Veha asked. “You were assigned to the Spartan Division on Elear. Why are you here?”

“I came for you Ne’Veha.” Tarren spoke. “I followed you here to Earth. It was an easy decision and I have never been to Sparta before.”
Ne’Veha looked at him with wide eyes. “What?” She gasped out her face aghast. “You must be joking!”
Tarren shook his head. “Not at all. I found out where you were assigned and got some friends of mine to pull some strings. I am now a member of the 9th SCFAG.” He answered. “My detachment is posted to the SCIMITAR. And I got a promotion to Pentekostyes. Captain of Ground forces. Can you believe that?”

Ne’Veha shook her head. “No.” She gasped. “I can’t believe that!”

Tarren nodded. “I made a mistake Ne’Veha.” He said in a serious voice. “I want to show you that I have changed. That’s why I am here.”

Ne’Veha shook her head quickly. “You must think I’m a very large fool Tarren.” She quipped. “What would possess me to believe you now? After what you have done?”
“We were good together Ne’Veha.” He spoke. “That’s why?”

“So you can make me appear the idiot again?” Ne’Veha barked. “And you were not that good Tarren.”

Tarren chuckled. “Oh no? I was your first Ne’Veha and unless you have bedded with quite a few men since leaving Elear, then I am the only male you have been with. You forget… I can still smell myself in your blood.” He said. “I want to keep it that way. I’m ready to settle down.”

“You must be joking.” Ne’Veha spat. “I could never trust you Tarren. Ever! And what makes you think I even desire you anymore?”

“I’ll fight for you Ne’Veha.” He said quickly. “I won’t let any other male come close to you. I am a strong Alpha and I’ll stake my claim to you. No one will approach you Ne’Veha. I’ll see to that.”

“So now you are stalking me Tarren?” Ne’Veha snarled.

Tarren shook his head. “No… just staking my claim as I said.”

Ne’Veha got to her feet. “You have no claim to me Tarren!” She popped. “You gave up that right when you took another into your bed and cheated on me for seven months! I need another drink! Just stay away from me!”
Ne’Veha whirled around and started weaving her way through the crowd heading for the long bar at the far end of the building. Tarren shook his head with a smile and looked at Ne’Veha’s friends who were doing their best not to look at the two other young males who were gawking at them.

“She really does love me.” He said getting to his feet to follow her.

All of them snickered at him. “Perhaps someone should tell her that then.” The dark haired elf female Ra’Neeria spoke again. “Why can’t you just leave her alone?”

“Perhaps Merto and I could interest the four of you in some entertainment.” The Spartan Jocab spoke as he reached out to run his hand down Ra’Neeria’s arm.

Ra’Neeria snorted and pulled her arm away rolling her eyes. “Please…” She said. “We prefer real men.” She stated. “Not those who play at being real men.”

“I’m more man than you could hope for.” Jocab spoke confidently.

Tarren chuckled at this. “Careful… they might surprise you.” He spoke as he turned to follow Ne’Veha.

“If they are your friends… not likely.” Another of the female pilots said looking at his back. She got to her feet. “Let’s get out of here.” She spoke quickly. “If we are going to find real Spartan men… we need to look elsewhere.”


Ne’Veha weaved her way through the crowd, not really paying attention to where she was going. She just needed to get away from Tarren. How could he come here thinking she would take him back? She wiped at the sweat beginning to bead on her forehead as she darted up the small flight of stairs into the upper landing of Gallais’s Retreat. The tables were spread out wider and there weren’t as many people on this upper level. It was also much quieter and she slowed her pace considerably. The dozen or so tables on this level were all filled, but no one stood between them talking or trying to be heard over the din of other voices as it was on the main floor. These men and women maintained normal conversation levels and appeared to be much more in control.
She also felt something very odd. It was the same feeling she had relished in during her dreams. So warm and inviting and so welcoming and caring. A mild buzzing was sounding off within her head. Something she had felt only in her dreams when she was with them.

She felt them! 
The ones from her dreams. Her dark brown eyes darted back and forth among the tables and finally widened when she spied them sitting at a table near the window. She recognized them immediately, her golden blond hair and his captivating azure blue eyes. Eyes that had stared into her own dark orbs in her dreams, almost as if he was looking at her. Ne’Veha also recognized Captain Sa’sur sitting at the same table and her heart skipped a beat. She could not allow Sa’sur to see her in this condition. The Captain of the SCIMITAR already didn’t care for her very much, and if she discovered her drunk like this when she had to fly tomorrow, Sa’sur would certainly recommend disciplinary action against her. She took several steps forward, her eyes darting back and forth looking for another exit and she saw the identical flight of stairs on the other side of the large open area. Many of those men and women on this upper level were looking at her oddly. They were a mix of Lycavorian, Elves, Algolian and several other species. Ne’Veha clenched her fists tightly. They could not see her like this, it would be humiliating to say the least, but the mild buzzing in her head was growing and making her vacillate in her actions. She focused on the stairs through the buzzing and the cloud of Spartan Wine she had drunk and began making her way as quickly as she could to the opposite set of stairs.

She didn’t make it.

Tarren’s hand closed around her arm firmly and she spun around. “Why are you running from me Ne’Veha?” He asked in an amused voice. 

Ne’Veha turned her head and glared at him through her intoxicated eyes. “I want nothing to do with you Tarren.” She hissed softly. “Why can’t you see that? You disgust me!”

Tarren looked around slowly. “Ne’Veha… this is not the place for this.” He spoke softly. “Let me get you some coffee and we can sit down and discuss this. We…”

Ne’Veha yanked her arm away, her anger flaring and whatever natural Mindvoice shields she had acquired over the years came crashing down.

“NO!”


“…we can rotate them in shifts.” Sa’sur was speaking. “Three or four DTs at a time so as not to raise suspicion. How soon do you and Arrarn think they will be ready Sadi?”


Andro and Sadi sat close to one another, her hand resting on the inside of his leg as they leaned over the table looking at the data pad Sa’sur held. Sa’sur had worked for the last six years alongside Androcles Leonidas and members of his family, and she knew and had witnessed some of what they could do. The moment Sadi became Andro’s Anome, she ceased being a subordinate and was elevated to equal in Sa’sur’s book. You could not be a member of the Leonidas family and not experience some of what they had seen and done throughout the years.

Sadi met her eyes. “At the rate they are progressing… two weeks… perhaps three.” She replied. “All of them have already mastered atmospheric flight loaded with Bonded Pairs. Arrarn wants to start them on exiting procedures tomorrow when I return. It will be a learning experience for me as well since I have only done it once.”


Sa’sur smiled. “One time with this character and any of his brothers and sisters is worth a hundred exits for normal pilots.” She spoke jerking a thumb towards Andro. “Nothing they do is ever normal.”


Sadi grinned and squeezed Andro’s thigh. “Yes… I imagine that would be the case.” She stated.


Andro rolled his eyes at this. “Just because we do some things differently does not make us odd.” He said.


Sa’sur looked at him. “No? What does that make you then?”


“Different.” Andro spoke.


Sa’sur chortled. “Different is not a completely accurate word I would use to describe you Andro.” She said. “More like otherworldly.”

“When do the DTs begin arriving?” Andro asked.


“The end of this week.” Sa’sur answered. “I’m having them arrive in twos and threes to keep any prying Kavalian eyes from figuring out what we are doing. They’ll come in from behind EDEN Moon Base and land on the SCIMITAR. We’ll keep them over night and then cut them loose on a polar entry corridor to keep them out of Sparta’s airspace. They’ll come down over North America and drop to a hundred feet off the coast for the rest of the trip.”


Andro nodded. “We…” 
“NO!”
Andro stopped talking and looked up quickly the movement catching Sa’sur’s eye. She glanced at Sadi and saw that she too was looking up with an almost blank stare. 


“Andro?” Sa’sur asked softly.


Andro looked at Sadi quickly. [KertaGai?] He questioned.


Sadi nodded. [I feel her too.] She said softly. 


Sa’sur picked up her mug of Spartan wine and nodded her head to make it appear as if they were still talking in soft whispers. She was only a Tier Five Mindvoicer, but she knew well the signs of Tier Six individuals as they spoke in a shielded conversation. She had also grown able to detect the faint buzzing in her head whenever Andro or any of the Leonidas clan talked within a heavily shielded connection.


[Andro! Sadi! She is so close!] Carisia’s musical like voice exploded within their minds as she communicated with them in Mindvoice from SODRAG.


[You are undergoing training Enylarcopri!] Andro stated in a humorously stern voice.


[I am eating breakfast right now!] Carisia answered immediately, sounding indignant in her reply. [And I can’t help it if I feel everything both of you do.]


[We will need Helen to show us how to better shield between ourselves.] Sadi spoke. [If nothing else at least for our own protection.]


Andro nodded as his azure eyes swept across the upper level reserved for senior officers and he saw her. He felt Sadi’s hand on his leg grip him even tighter as her eyes also found her. Her flowing dark brown hair, the way her dark blue jump suit clung to her lithe five foot three body. The elegant curve of her four inch high elven ears. Andro and Sadi both reached out with their wolf senses and quickly found her delicious sweet amaretto like scent. 

This was her… the one they had felt so close to them and Carisia as they lay tangled in each other’s arms every morning for the last week. Each time they had felt her more intensely, adding to the pleasure they were bestowing upon each other.
Andro turned and looked at Sa’sur. “Sa’sur… who is she?” He asked in a whisper.

Sa’sur turned and saw Ne’Veha standing with the tall Lycavorian. She shook her head. “Commander Ne’Veha.” She spoke shaking her head. “She is one of our new DEVASTATOR pilots. She’s been here about three weeks and she is intelligent enough to know this area is for senior officers only.”

Sadi tore her eyes from Ne’Veha and looked at Sa’sur now as well. “Where did she come from?”

“The Elven Defense Squadron on Elear.” Sa’sur answered. “She requested a posting to the elven squadron on Apo Prime but the commander of that squadron didn’t want her. She has an issue with Lycavorians it seems. She floated around for six months before finally being assigned here with the new M5s. She has been trying to get out of the 9th ever since she got here. Her father is a low level elven minister and she has had him hounding personnel officers across the fleet to get her transferred to an all elf unit.”

“That man is her issue with Lycavorians.” Sadi spoke confidently. 

Sa’sur looked at the tall officer. “He just came over two days ago. Took command of a company of the 9th. The same one that provides security on the SCIMITAR.”

“He is trouble.” Sadi spoke turning back to look at Ne’Veha. “He did something to her. He did something to her that hurt her.”
“Sadi… she is arrogant and borderline disrespectful.” Sa’sur spoke. “And she has a serious dislike for Lycavorians. I did some checking and it appears that her mother and father don’t care for Lycavorians either.”

Andro turned back to look at Ne’Veha. “There is a reason behind that.” He said softly. “There is always a reason behind that. I don’t like the way he is handling her.”

Sa’sur looked at them closely hearing the tenseness in Andro’s voice. She too had seen the Netnews interview they had given earlier in the day and what Sadi said then came back to her. She also knew Androcles Leonidas well enough to know when he was beginning to become angry. “Sadi… is this…”

Sadi nodded as her eyes turned back to Ne’Veha as well. “Yes.” She replied softly.

“She’s been drinking heavily.” Andro spoke. “I can smell the wine in her blood. She is not used to it and it is affecting her equilibrium. She is going to be sick.”

“Her scent is spiking with fear as well Aur Armen Enyla.” Sadi said now. “Go! I will call Elynth.”

Sa’sur watched as Andro came to his feet instantly and Sadi stood up on his heels. “Sa’sur… she will not be able to fly for at least two days with as much as she has drunk. Can you shift the flight schedule around and make it appear she is doing something else? It would not due for her squadron commander to know about this.”

Sa’sur nodded as she stood up as well. “Of course. I’ll say I had her do some remedial training here on Earth. What are the two of you going to do?”

Sadi smiled warmly. “We can not explain these things Sa’sur.” Sadi spoke. “There are times when we wish we could but…”

Sa’sur shook her head. “You forget Sadi… I’ve served with Andro for the last few years of my life and I’ve seen some pretty unexplainable things. It is the norm with him. In situations like this… I have come to learn a few things and one of them is that I do not question his faith, your faith or my own.”

“She is… she is one of those who will share our lives Sa’sur. We have felt this.” Sadi said confidently. “We will act as wolves should to protect those that we will love and share our lives with. We will take her back to our villa tonight and the on to SODRAG with us in the morning. It will take at least two days for the wine she has drunk to purge from her system fully. She can return the day after tomorrow. At least then she will not show signs of how much she has drunk.”

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

“Thank you Sa’sur.” Sadi spoke before she turned and followed Andro.

“Don’t touch me!” Ne’Veha exclaimed staggering somewhat as she pulled her arm away from Tarren’s grip.

Tarren’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Ne’Veha you are drunk and you are making a scene.” He snarled at her. “Let me take you back to the room I have reserved at the lodge nearby.”


“Oh that is just so convenient for you isn’t it you pig!” Ne’Veha snapped. “What will you do then Tarren? Help me out of my clothes and then nubou me?”


Tarren’s eyes grew a little wider and he looked around quickly. “Ne’Veha… when did you learn the ancient language?” He asked.


“I don’t know the ancient language you ronnus!” She snapped. “I can’t speak the ancient language! Why does everyone keep telling me I am speaking the nubous ancient language?”


“Ne’Veha you need to keep your voice down!” Tarren spoke sternly. “You are acting like a fool!”


“I hate you Tarren!” She barked. “You need to leave me alone now!”

Tarren took her arm again. “We are going to someplace more private and talk about this!” He snarled.


Ne’Veha yanked her arm away again, this time with enough force to cause her to stagger back and stumble into the table closest to her where two Durcunusaan officers sat. Ne’Veha yelped in surprise as she realized she was falling and would not be able to catch herself.  She staggered back even more, her balance thoroughly fouled up because of the Spartan wine she had drunk, her body spinning around until she slammed into the unyielding chest of the tall male. 
Ne’Veha felt the warmth flood through her as those strong hands gripped her arms and steadied her easily. She looked up then into the most delectable azure colored eyes, eyes she had seen only in her dreams up until this point. She gasped softly as her hands flattened against the broadly muscular chest. She could feel the warmth of the skin beneath the thin shirt, and the rapid but strong beating of his heart. She felt her senses come alive then, her head flashing with images and sensations that she had never experienced before as she looked into those eyes.


Tarren stepped forward quickly reaching for Ne’Veha. “My apologies sir.” He spoke quickly not knowing who this young wolf was, but able to detect the pungent scent of lavender and pines along immensely powerful aura radiating from him. An aura Tarren could not come close to matching even on his best day. “She has had too much to drink. I will…”


“You will do nothing!” Sadi’s voice filled the small area as she came up and blocked him from moving forward. “Whatever you have done is quite enough!”


Tarren looked at this blond haired Lycavorian female, wondering why she looked so very familiar. “I am Captain Tarren of the 9th SCFAG… Commander Ne’Veha is with me. I will take care of her.”


“It appears she does not want your care Captain.” Sadi spoke keeping the angry in her voice cleverly masked. “You will remove yourself from this level now sir. Your actions are no longer needed Captain and this area of Gallais’s Retreat is reserved for senior officers or parties.”


“I am a Spartan Captain!” Tarren retorted sensing the force of this female’s aura easily. She was most definitely an alpha female, and a very beautiful one at that. In very male fashion Tarren wondered briefly what she would be like in bed. “I am commander of an elite company of Spartan troops of the 9th SCFAG. Prince Androcles’s command!” He stated proudly as he pushed out his chest. “I don’t believe I know your name madam.” He said as he released a small portion of his own aura to test the compatibility between this female and himself. He could smell her sugar plum and spice scent mixed in heavily with lavender and pines, but he did not make the connection between the two.

Sadi couldn’t help but shake her head. Before becoming Andro’s mate, and before most knew who she was, many alpha males here in Sparta had tried to entice her with their auras. It had taken nearly two weeks for the information that she was now Crown Princess to filter down to every facet of life and touch even those who did not have access to the Netnews monitors. Or chose not to watch them. Sadi had endured this for she knew what it was, and none of them had even caused her to pause in what she had been doing, for she had already tasted Andro’s aura and none of those males compared to her Anome. She saw Tarren’s eyes narrow slightly as he realized that his aura had absolutely no affect on her in the least and he couldn’t understand why the two Lycavorian Durcunusaan officers had looks of revulsion and anger on their faces at his actions.

“My name is not important right now Captain. Only that I most definitely outrank you.” Sadi spoke sternly. “You…”


Ne’Veha coughed several times from behind her and Sadi turned quickly. Ne’Veha lowered her head to Andro’s chest, her fingers clenching and unclenching on his shirt. “Oh… oh no… I think I’m going to be sick.” She gasped out. 

Sweat poured from Ne’Veha’s face now, her full lips quivering as her empty stomach rebelled against the copious amounts of wine she had drunk and heaved upwards. The two Durcunusaan officers backpedaled quickly as three full mugs of Spartan wine and what little Ne’Veha had in her stomach came billowing out from between her lips. They watched in horror as Andro took the expulsion full on in his chest, their noses wrinkling at the foul smell. Andro’s eyes were wide as he felt the warm liquid douse his chest, his own nose rebelling at the smell, but he didn’t release Ne’Veha’s arms. He pulled her closer to him and directed her head to the side as she heaved again, her petite frame shuddering as it expelled the cause of her condition from her body.

“Milord!” One of the officers barked out.

Tarren’s eyes went wide when he heard this and he saw Sadi’s head turn back to him, her jungle green eyes flashing with anger. “Remove yourself from this location Captain. I will not ask again.” She snarled angrily.
“I… I will take…” Tarren stammered as Sadi turned back to where Andro held Ne’Veha in his arms.

Sa’sur stepped up quickly from the side then. “Captain… it is my experience that when the Crown Princess of our Union gives you a directive… you obey it.” She snapped. “I do know for a fact that Prince Androcles Leonidas does not care for officers in his unit who do not have any common sense!”

Tarren gawked at Sa’sur for a moment and then looked back at where Andro held Ne’Veha. His azure blue eyes were focused on him and not in the least bit friendly. “Prince… Prince Androcles!” He gasped. “My… my apologies sire!”

Andro turned his head to the two Durcunusaan officers as he lifted Ne’Veha into his arms heedless of the vomit that soaked his chest. Ne’Veha had already fainted and gone limp in his arms. “Commander if you would, clear me a path out the back door and give our goodbyes to Gallais for Sadi and myself.”

The Durcunusaan officer nodded immediately. “At once Milord!”

Sadi felt Ne’Veha’s head with her hand. “She’s burning up with fever Andro.” 
Andro nodded as he looked at her. “Spartan wine will increase an elf’s body temperature if they drink too much.” He said. “Have Elynth take her and you back to Cranae Island and allow her to cool down and sleep it off KertaGai. I will join you shortly, after I have cleaned myself up.”

Sadi nodded as they walked towards the exit leaving Tarren watching them with stunned eyes and a sinking feeling in his gut that he had made a mistake coming after Ne’Veha. There was obviously something she had not told him if the Crown Prince and Princess acted as if they knew her so well.
And he intended to find out why.

NEBONESE

SPACEPORT


Las’elh watched the throngs of people moving about the spaceport as she stood beside Cihera in the shadows of one of the spaceport’s many vender stands. No one seemed to be moving with urgency, and there did not appear to be anymore security than when they had arrived. They had come immediately here after the ambush near the mine. Nineteen of this Evolli’s men now lay dead after engaging Cihera, Anton and the other Drow.

After engaging her as well.


Las’elh had never experienced a firefight like the one that still caused her heart to beat rapidly and her blood to churn. She had never killed before, at least not from this close up and by her own hand. Her actions during the Evolli war had led to the death of several dozen Evolli Commandos when she called in a STRIKER AT to attack their position, but she had never taken a life herself and been so close. She glanced out the corner of her eye and took in Cihera as she stood there calmly, amber eyes keenly sweeping the area around them. Las’elh could still feel Cihera’s kiss upon her lips, the way she had pulled her body close and how that single kiss had ignited sensations within her that Las’elh had never felt. She was no stranger to pleasure among females, during her time on Talbor Seven she had resorted to this with three different female elves in the course of trying to find out information about her sister. While it had been very pleasurable to an extent, it had not set her body on fire as Cihera’s kiss had. Perhaps it was because she was a Drow, and Las’elh now knew that if she was to enter into something with Cihera, she would also be giving herself to Anton Simpson as well. Surprisingly that knowledge did not make her blink and she could imagine herself between them now, being held in their arms and experiencing delights that she never had before.

“What are you thinking Las’elh?” Cihera asked softly without looking at her.


“You can’t sense it? My surface thoughts?” Las’elh spoke.


Cihera looked at her with a small smile. “Neither Anton nor I use Mindvoice very much.” She explained. “We are not as strong as others… though with training and time that potential is there for us because of whom our parents are I suppose.”

“You never use it?” Las’elh asked.


“Only when we truly need too.” Cihera said. “My birth parents escaped with Lynwe from a High Coven camp. They were trained as Lynwe, and our Queen’s brother, as assassins and warriors, but still kept within this camp. When they joined with Martin Leonidas their lives changed. They died in the battle for Earth. I was only four years old then… and Lynwe and Selene adopted me without question. It was an easy decision really, for we are like Lycavorians in many respects. We know children are our future, and no Drow child that lost parents in the Battle for Earth was left to fend for themselves. All of us were adopted within months. Lynwe and Selene are powerful Tier Six Mindvoicers, but I never really chose to use that skill. Anton’s younger brother Dario is even stronger in many respects than their father and my mothers, for he is bonded to a dragon. Anton and I prefer to use the skills we have been given and have cultivated over the years.”

“I have never been very strong within Mindvoice.” Las’elh spoke softly. “And I have never killed someone up close like I did today. You were so calm… and… and Anton was making jokes!”


Cihera chuckled softly. “You should see his father.” She said. “Hearing him and the King toss insults and demeaning comments back and forth during a battle is most amusing.”


“They are fearless?” Las’elh said meeting her eyes with no apprehension now. At this moment, standing here and now, Las’elh decided she wanted Cihera. She wanted this supremely confident and skilled Drow to have her in any way Cihera desired. And having Anton tossed into the mix would only be an added bonus as far as Las’elh was concerned for he was gifted in his own right.


“No… they fear.” Cihera spoke. “They are afraid… they will be the first ones to tell you if you do not fear war and battle then there is something wrong with you. They are Spartans however, and from the time of his father they have been trained to embrace that fear and use it to give them strength. That is how they do it, by swearing and insulting each other. I do not understand it…” Cihera spoke with a smile. “But it works for them.”

“Cihera… about earlier… I…” Las’elh stammered.

Cihera lifted a finger and placed it on Las’elh’s lips silencing her. “Be very sure Las’elh.” She said softly. “Be very sure it is what you want in your heart. It has happened very quickly and I do not want you to rush something that you are only experiencing for the first time right now.”


“Aren’t you rushing it as well?” Las’elh asked.


Cihera tilted her head with a smiled. “Perhaps… but that is because I do not wish to lose you to another.”


“My… my mind tells me to… it tells me that I shouldn’t open myself to people who will be gone when this mission is over.” Las’elh said. “My body… my heart screams out for your touch. For Anton’s touch.” Las’elh shook her head. “I can’t believe we are even having this conversation right now.”

Cihera grinned. “Wrap your mind around this Las’elh. If you enter into a relationship with us, you will become part of my family. Part of Anton’s family. You will become part of a very large, combined Spartan and Drow clan that includes not only the Leonidas family but the Drow Queen herself. A Spartan and Drow clan that loves without question, fights for each other without hesitation, and we are utterly loyal to the man we call our King. If you decide to enter into a relationship with us Las’elh, you will never be alone; you will never have to rely on just yourself anymore; and we will love you fervently until the day we pass from this life and into the next.” Cihera told her in a calm even voice, her bright amber eyes boring into her. 

“And… and you swear this to me?” Las’elh asked.


Cihera smiled. “Oh yes.” She told her.


“Then that is what I want.” Las’elh spoke instantly. “I…” She stopped speaking when Anton appeared ghostlike from the side of the vendor stall and moved close to them. She and Cihera turned to look at him, and for the first time Las’elh realized just how extremely well built he was and it made a warmth spread through her as she realized she had just committed herself to a relationship with a Drow and her husband. And that fact only made her happier than she had ever been.

“He’s here.” Anton’s voice carried to them in almost a whisper. “The MUTT squad has removed the outer layer of guards and they have sealed the other entrances into his lair. Three Kochab and two Evolli remain just inside the entrance according to thermal scans.”


“What is the overconfident Evolli bastard doing?” Cihera asked. “He obviously did not feel the need to be part of the ambush he planned for us.”

Anton met her eyes. “He is eating his dinner.” He replied. “He apparently did not think his men would fail my Drow wife. One of the outer guards told us he is preparing to leave Nebonese this evening once they had Gravork in their hands.”


“And he just offered this information to us?” Cihera asked.


Anton shrugged. “Well… he was promised his life would continue if he told us what we wanted to know.”


Las’elh looked at him now. “Was that promise kept?”


Anton grinned flashing his perfect white teeth. “Yes. For an additional four minutes.” He answered. “They never told him how long it would continue for.”


Las’elh couldn’t help herself now and she allowed the bright smile to split her face. She looked intently at Cihera with those dazzling blue orbs. “I find the prospect of our relationship more enticing by the moment… Mistress.” She said coyly.


Anton’s eyes grew a little wider. “What’s this?” He asked.


Cihera’s amber eyes were focused on Las’elh and she too smiled. “We will fill you in later husband.” Cihera told him as she looked into his handsome face. “Right now however, could you use your delicious skills as a Spartan warrior and clear us a path to this Bontick fool.”

Anton smiled and mocked bowed his head. “Your wish is my command… Mistress.” He spoke.


The Evolli guard turned from his conversation with his brother at the pounding on the door into the outer spaceport. They had followed Bontick since the end of the Evolli War. All of them had lost everything in that war, and with the unconditional surrender of the entire Evolli government at the end, they became mercenaries and pirates. Always with the intent to cause as much death and destruction to Union forces and people wherever they got the chance. Those opportunities had become less and less easy to obtain in the last few years since the Union forces were aware of their presence and very mindful of the fact that there were thousands of Evolli who had become mercenaries and pirates when their government signed the surrender. Bontick had offered those that joined him credits and power and they had that across The Wilds. They were feared by many people and even though there were other Evolli of Bontick’s power and influence, he was the most feared. They had been killing and raping for the entire three years since the end of the war, always more brutal to those they captured who were citizens of the Union. The elves they had captured were treated especially harsh, the females ganged raped and beaten, while the men were tortured for hours before being killed. Their organization had begun accepting outsiders when their numbers dipped too low, and while the Kochab, Unsaur and Bo’yak were savage and brutal in their own right, none of them held the hatred for the Union that the Evolli did.


They were waiting now for their assault team to report back that they had secured the Kochab Gravork in the ambush of the Drow. Bontick had arranged a huge payoff that somehow included getting their hands on Gravork. The Kochab was wanted by many people within The Wilds for the information he held in his head. When they had Gravork, Bontick told them their power and influence would grow exponentially. How he had found out Gravork was with the Drow who had recently come to Nebonese was not something they worried about.


The Evolli turned back to his brother. “Why would they knock?” He asked.


“Who cares?” His brother spoke. “If they brought some of those Drow females with them it will only make it better. I’ve always wished to fuck one of those Drow elves and listen to them scream.”


“You think with your dick brother.” He said as he moved to the thick armored door.


“Yes I know.” His brother answered with a laugh.


The three Kochab mercenaries watched from the table where they were playing some silly game with small cards and dice of some sort.


“You have to find your dick first Tenru!” One of the Kochab announced with a laugh, eliciting laughter from his two companions.


Tenru turned to look at them. “What the fuck do you know?” He snarled as the large door hissed open. 


“Hi there!” The strange voice spoke causing their heads to snap around and stare at the tall dark skinned half elf Spartan in the doorway. The same one who should have been dead by now. “I believe we have an appointment!”


“Brother!” Tenru screamed as Anton brought up his left arm and the Shi Viska flared into existence.

In that split second the razors sprang into place on Anton’s Shi Viska and the shield launched. The Evolli in front of him, three meters by Anton’s estimate, lost his head before he even knew what was going on. The wet thud of his head hitting the floor was like a crack of thunder in the quiet of the doorway and long corridor, as was the sound of the explosiveness of his blood splashing on the walls.


Anton was moving forward before his Shi Viska returned to his arm, heading directly for where Tenru stood with every bit of his elven speed, even as the shimmering white hair of Cihera flashed quickly from the side of the door, and Las’elh’s long blond hair right with her. Though neither of them had vampire speed, both Cihera and Las’elh had the natural elven speed which was far faster than the three Kochab would ever be able to move. Two silenced K14s came up and four rounds were let fly. Cihera was the more experienced and better shot; both of her rounds struck their Kochab targets in the center of their foreheads, exploding their heads like overripe fruit. As was customary with Kochab because of the arteries that ended in their skulls, the blood spray was massive, coating the side of Tenru’s shoulder and face. Las’elh was less experienced, but still an excellent marksman. She fired twice, the first of her kinetic magnum rounds striking the third Kochab in his throat and the second punching through his open mouth. His blood fountained outward from his mouth and added to that already gushing from his ruined and shredded throat as he dropped to the floor, dead before he collapsed fully.


Tenru had only three seconds to react, and his reflexes were not even in the same league as Anton Simpson. As his head came back around dripping with Kochab blood, his bulbous eyes flew open as the head of Anton’s Nehtes perforated his chest and erupted from between his shoulder blades. Anton grabbed his shoulder and rammed the Nehtes further forward as he pulled Tenru closer to him with a vicious snarl, his wolf fangs now extended and his dark eyes changed to yellow orbs surrounded by blackness. 
“You will never have your wish Evolli scum!” Anton mocked savagely. “You will be dead!” 

Anton twisted the shaft of the Nehtes with precise movements, grinding it inside the Evolli’s chest cavity and destroying his internal organs even as Tenru hung from the Nehtes already dead. When Anton saw the life leave his sickly looking eyes, he stepped back and ripped his Nehtes free, the razor like head of the spear tearing more massive wounds in the Evolli’s chest and bringing with it pieces of his lungs and heart. Anton spun the Nehtes gracefully in his hand as Cihera and Las’elh watched, leaned back and brought his right leg up in devastating high kick that impacted just under Tenru’s jaw. The sound of his neck popping was like a gunshot in the room, Tenru’s body lifting into the air and crashing back down with a wet thud fifteen feet from where Anton stood. Anton lifted his hand, his Nehtes fully extended and he depressed the thumb button, collapsing the spear in a single blink. He lifted his left arm and his Shi Viska tore free of the wall it had impacted and remained after severing the head of the first Evolli. Cihera and Las’elh stood together and watched as his Shi Viska snapped back to settle onto his arm and then vanished with a soft flare of white light. Cihera nudged Las’elh gently with her elbow and waited until she turned to look at her.

Cihera smiled devilishly. “He will be exceptionally passionate tonight Las’elh. He may only be half wolf, but his father’s blood burns within him brightly.” She said. “I hope you are prepared.”

Las’elh matched her smile. “I’m looking forward to it.” She said.

Cihera nodded her head. “Good. Now let us go and see this Bontick. The rooms appear soundproof, and he is most likely unaware we have even come to visit him.” She turned and headed down the short corridor opposite the door they had come in, Las’elh right on her heels as Anton brought up the rear.
The inner door was not armored and no where near as thick. Cihera glanced at the wall panel and saw it was foolishly unlocked. She turned to Las’elh. “This Evolli fool is supremely confident in his manner. The door is unlocked.”

Anton grabbed her arm and motioned downward with his head. “Daxen gas! He knows we are here!”

Cihera saw the wistful fingers of the deadly white vapor seeping out from under the door seals and she shook her head. “Fool!” She said. “Husband… you may have the lead.”
“Thank you my Drow wife.” Anton spoke. “A pleasure.”

The three of them took deep breaths from the clean air above the gaseous vapor and Cihera punched the wall panel. While not able to hold their breaths for as long as Lycavorians or Algolians, elves could hold their breaths for three to four minutes easily. It was something all elven intelligence agents learned and practiced on a regular basis. Las’elh was no different as she nodded to Cihera and the door opened. She and Cihera went in first, their K14s out in front of them. The room they entered was completely filled with the gas vapor and had they not been holding their breaths, it would have penetrated their lungs and caused them to go into severe convulsions before death took them.

“Ah… I see you got this far!” The voice echoed around them as Cihera and Las’elh broke to different sides of the room, though it sounded muffled. “I must say I am impressed. You have managed to kill all of my men here on Nebonese! That is not something I ever expected. You are apparently much more than simple Drow elves.”
Cihera and Las’elh held their K14s leveled at the sound of the voice and circled slowly. The gas did not allow them to see inside the center of the room or more than a few feet around them, but their elven ears allowed them to know exactly where Bontick was. They moved with precision, covering themselves as they moved closer.

“As you can see… I have released Daxen gas vapor into the room.” Bontick spoke. “I am not without my means. In a few minutes you will be dead and I will leave this retched planet with Gravork.”

Bontick stood by the large table in the room, his shaking hands holding the older High Coven assault rifle. The breathing mask covered his mouth and nose, his orange eyes darting back and forth at every shadow that the gas was causing. He could see nothing to shoot at, and the interior of this room was lined with armor and soundproofing material, making it highly resistant to projectile weapons. The rounds would ricochet lethally around the room if he didn’t hit what he was aiming at. Fear gripped Bontick. A fear he hadn’t felt since the last battle of the war when his entire command had been slaughtered while he listened and watched from orbit. Whoever these individuals were that were working with the Drow, they were certainly not normal elves, and he had to get off this planet if he was to report this to his Kavalian handlers.

Bontick heard the smashing sound of glass and his head darted to the left as the Daxen gas began to be sucked out in another direction. He swore to himself as he realized someone had reached the small control room and activated the vacuum controls for the room. He lifted his assault rifle and pointed it in that direction, intending to open fire at the first sign of flesh he saw and damn with the risks. He heard a metallic ‘snick’ like a door opening and saw a dark flash of something that was not a shadow. As his fingered tightened on the trigger his eyes grew wide when he felt the horrible pain rip through his leg and cause him to scream in agony, dropping the rifle and reaching for his leg. His hands wrapped around the shaft of the Nehtes, his eyes growing wide in horror when he realized what it was. His screaming stopped when he felt first one and then two barrels press to the exposed skin of his head and he froze. Cihera and Las’elh appeared from the dissipating cloud fully, their silenced K14s locked and cocked and ready to deliver the final rounds of his life. His orange eyes darted to the side as the last of the gaseous vapor was sucked from the room and he saw the dark skinned male standing by the shattered window of the small control room. He stared at Bontick as he reached through the window and slammed his hand down on the controls and let out a slow breath.

“Spartans!” He gasped looking down once more and seeing the Nehtes clearly for the first time. The only people who could use these weapons with any effectiveness were Spartans that much he knew.

Anton smiled as Cihera and Las’elh also exhaled slowly so as not to cause blood to rush to their heads and blur their vision.

“Bontick my Evolli friend!” Anton bellowed as he walked towards him. “It’s not polite to keep prospective clients waiting Bontick. Have you learned nothing in your time in The Wilds you pathetic worm?”

Bontick watched as Anton leaped up onto the table in front of him and squatted down on the surface, kicking several plates of expensive food onto the floor. He never saw Cihera’s hand snatch the front of his breathing mask and rip it off with little fanfare, the straps slicing into his skin and causing blood to streak downward.

Anton looked at him, his wolf eyes going to the Nehtes that impaled Bontick’s leg completely through. He smiled a cruel smile baring his wolf fangs. “Does that hurt Bontick?” He asked in an almost cheery voice. “Here let me help you with that.” Anton leaped from the table and landed in front of him his hand closing around the Nehtes.

“No!” Bontick screamed too late as Anton yanked the Nehtes free from his leg with barely a pause.

Cihera snatched a chair from the table just as he began to fall and slammed it into the back of his legs causing him to collapse into the small seat. “Take a rest Evolli bastard!” She snarled.

Bontick cried out as his squat body settled into the chair, his yellowish blood splashing wetly on the floor as it flowed from between his fingers. “What… what do you want?” He shouted as he watched Anton remove something from his belt and slap it down on the table activating it. The small blue light came on and flashed on and off in the center of the small disc.
“I should skin you where you sit for ambushing my friends and attempting to kill us!” Cihera hissed at him. “Las’elh if he so much as twitches, please ventilate his empty Evolli skull!”

Las’elh jammed the barrel of her K14 tighter into Bontick’s moist cheek. “With the utmost pleasure!” She spoke.

Cihera moved around in front of him. “How did you find out we had Gravork?” She asked.

“You will kill me anyway!” Bontick snarled. “Why should I tell you anything Drow bitch?”

Anton’s fist lashed out with devastating power and smashed into Bontick’s injured leg causing his eyes to nearly explode from his head. “That is my mate and wife you speak to Bontick!” Anton growled. “You will answer her questions… for if you don’t I will begin with your injured leg and start removing pieces of you as I go! You will not die Bontick!” Anton removed something else from his belt and set it on the table, unwrapping it slowly to expose gleaming metal tools with edges and points. “I will keep you alive my Evolli friend… and you will experience more agony than you could ever imagine even on your worst day.” Anton reached over and removed the first long tool. The edge was blunt with what appeared to be pinchers at the end.
Cihera smiled savagely. “You should listen to him Bontick.” She spoke. “I have seen him keep a member of your vile species alive for six days before the fool broke. When my husband was done with him all that remained was his upper torso. He had lost both arms and legs.”

Bontick’s eyes grew wide. “You are part of the Union!” He screamed. “Only a Spartan can use a Nehtes! You can not do this!”

Cihera looked at Anton. “You may begin husband.” She said. “Take his left fingers first!”

Anton smiled and moved forward.


“NO!” He bellowed. “Wait! You are Krypteria! You have to be! Only the Krypteria would be so bold! I want… I want immunity! I will tell you everything… but I want to live!”


Anton’s hand stopped and he looked at Bontick for a moment before turning to Cihera. “Wife?” He asked.


Cihera turned her head to the table. “Armetus?”


Bontick’s eyes grew wider as he saw the small device on the table flare into a small holo image of the famed leader of the Krypteria. Armetus was in what appeared to be a very neat office standing in front of a large window and drinking the mug of steaming liquid. Bontick knew well who Armetus was; the Lycavorian leader of the Krypteria had a price on his head almost as high as the King and his vile son during their war. 

“Give me a reason to not give you to Anton.” Armetus spoke in a harsh voice. “I have little reason to trust you or any of your disgusting species Bontick.”


“I have information!” Bontick barked. “Valuable information!”


“How did you find out my people had Gravork?” Armetus asked.


“The Kavalians told me!” Bontick barked immediately. “They have had people watching that Kochab bastard for months! The moment they left Talbor Seven with him my Kavalian contact sent me a transmission.”


“You are working for the Kavalians?” Las’elh demanded.


“I worked for whoever paid me the most!” Bontick snapped. “The Kavalians have set up an outpost of sorts on Nefoa. They strong armed the government there and basically took control under the guise of keeping peace between the warring factions. They are branching out all over The Wilds from there!”


“Why do they want Gravork so badly?” Cihera asked.


“He has brokered all of their T19 weapons deals!” Bontick replied. “He has been to Nefoa! He knows the lay out of the base there and he supposedly has information that would lead them to some sort of resistance group!”


“Resistance group?” Armetus asked.


Bontick nodded. “Rejects from their early biogenic experiments! Biogenic clones that did not die at the end of their life cycles! Things like that! That is all I overheard when I met with them! Gravork knows who their leader is. And he was the one that set up the meetings between these resistance fighters and the Lycavorian who gave them the ship manifests!”


“Anton?” Armetus asked looking at him in the transmission.


Anton nodded. “It’s possible. I never asked directly about the Kavalians and there would have been no reason for him to answer. I was only concerned with the weapons shipment and how these scum got the information about my aunts.”


“Your aunts?” Bontick asked. “What are you speaking of?”


Anton looked at him. “The two Queens your men were waiting to ambush on Eleysi Three!” She spat. “The ones my cousins sent to an early grave!”


“They are related to you?” Bontick gasped.


“My father is General/Colonel Daniel Simpson!” Anton barked.


“The Black Devil!” Bontick hissed.


Anton smiled. “You know him? How quaint. This leads me to my next question. How did you get the information about them? When they were leaving Hadaria?”


“One of your people!” Bontick snapped with a grin. “He hates all of you!”


Cihera rolled her eyes. “As if that is anything new.” She stated as her hand snapped out and she slapped him viciously. “Tell us something we don’t know! Is it the traitor Pusintin?”

Bontick looked at her. “Pusintin? He is a rabid dog. He hates my people almost as much as your pathetic King! He would never give us anything. He enjoys being Kavalian! It allows him to be that much crueler.”


“Well… we both hate you; at least we have that in common with him.” Armetus spoke.


This time it was Las’elh and she smashed the K14 across the side of his skin head hard, the action of the weapon cutting open his hairless scalp. “Then who!” She shouted as she jammed the K14 back into his cheek. “And I grow tired… my finger might slip if you do not begin telling us something we don’t know!”


“I don’t know who he is!” Bontick screamed. “We have only met once and that was in a crowded tavern on Jagaliu! He wore a helmet and cowl. I never saw his face clearly. He wanted people who would target Union assets! I offered my help! And he paid well!”


“How well?” Cihera asked.


“To target the Queens of Leonidas and Union assets near the border and in The Wilds… five hundred million credits!” Bontick exclaimed. “I am not the only one he hired!”


Armetus’s eyes grew wider. “What do you mean?”


“He hired vampires too! Rogue purebloods to target your King’s children! And he had another Lycavorian lap dog with him!” Bontick told them. “He is the one who was meeting with the Kavalian resistance leaders and giving them the manifest information about the ships. This Lycavorian dog is smart. He uses others to do his dirty work and he plays both sides of the coin. He is far more than he makes himself seem!”


“Tell us about this other Lycavorian.” Cihera asked.


“He also wore a helmet and cowl… but I saw him remove it just as they were leaving. I caught a glimpse of his face! Dark hair… thick neck. It was too far to see his eyes!” Bontick spoke quickly. “They talked for a few moments and then parted in separate ships!”


“To where?” Anton asked.


“I don’t know! I didn’t bother to check!” Bontick shouted. “He is also the one that hired the vampire to kill the half elf daughter!”


Anton came alert even more than normal. “What?” He exclaimed.


Cihera turned to the transmission. “Armetus? What does he speak of?”


“Someone sabotaged Normya’s TYPE II.” Armetus explained. “An explosive device on her LSD Coil Drive. It sent her ship out of control and she hit a Jump Gate trying to save it. A group of mercenaries waited until her ship drifted across the border and then they tried to take her.”


“Tried?” Anton asked. 


Armetus nodded. “Normya was rescued by a group of Immortals Anton.” He spoke seeing the alarm on Anton’s face. “She is alive because of them!” He added quickly seeing the looks of horror on both Anton and Cihera’s faces now. “They are part of Cha’talla’s Tribe and they have sworn a Blood Oath to protect her because of what Martin did on Lycavore a quarter century ago. Dysea and Iriral are with her now and they are heading back to Union space to begin a discrete investigation of their own. Normya and Dysea were with these Immortals for a week Anton. These are not the Immortals we have grown up knowing.”

“Does Uncle Martin know this?” Anton asked.


Armetus chuckled. “If the King knew someone was targeting his children, we would have locked the Union down a long time ago Anton.” He said shaking his head. “No… Dysea is keeping this limited to a few so that those involved do not run underground and hide. Which only makes her actions more intelligent based on what this fool has told us.” They watched Armetus move to a large desk. “The weapons deal with the High Coven Immortals? Was this Lycavorian involved in that as well?”


Bontick shook his head quickly. “No. We did that on our own. They reached out to us and I had a supply of the dragon killers myself.”


Armetus nodded as he sat down in the high backed chair. “That corresponds to what your father discovered Anton.” He spoke calmly. “Martin is on Hadaria right now with Anja. The Arch Ministry is acting up again. They will be returning in a few days I’m sure. Dysea should be reaching Union space shortly and then on to Apo Prime. That is where they will start their investigation.” They watched as an aide came in and Armetus took the data pad from him. “Commander Las’elh… I owe you an apology. It appears you were right all along. I intend to pass this information of to Minister L’tian and Colonel Su’ave. Once Dysea and For’mya got involved with this… he became rather forthcoming.”


Cihera looked at Las’elh and smiled at her. “I told you.” She said softly.


“Thank you… I… I don’t know how to refer to you sir.” Las’elh spoke.


Armetus chuckled once more. “You are permanently attached to the Krypteria as of right now Commander.” He stated. “Full reinstatement with the EI is yours if you wish. Or you could remain with Anton and Cihera and continue helping them.”


Las’elh didn’t hesitate. “I will stay with them sir.” She stated. “I am closer now to finding my sister than I have ever been, and I have found something I have never had before. I am not leaving now.”


Armetus nodded. “Then welcome to the Krypteria.” He said. “Anton… Cihera… have Malia and Nalar execute their extraction plan. If the Kavalians knew you had Gravork then they know that at least our operation on Nebonese was a front. I will need to review all our Drow Ops and decide from there.”

“They are already working on it.” Anton spoke. “Do we return to the Union Armetus?”


Armetus shook his head. “Not openly. Have Nalar and Malia bring their people home, but take half the MUTT Squad and meet Dysea on Apo Prime. I’ll have Lynwe and Aihola debrief Nalar and Malia on Earth. Go to the Mjolnir’s Hand base near the palace. That is where Dysea will be set up for now and your information will confirm what she already knows based on what Normya told her. As far as everyone else knows the royal family is on Earth… with the exception of Dysea. All they know is that Martin and Anja left for a quick trip to Hadaria and that is how it will stay. I will have some equipment and documents waiting for Las’elh when you arrive.”


“Armetus… a Lycavorian with access to those types of funds.” Cihera said. “There can’t be that many of them.”


“You might be surprised Cihera.” He replied. “Millions have prospered since Martin became King. And prospered very well. Unfortunately… there are those out there that do not like that.”


“The Peace and Utopia movement.” Cihera said.


Armetus nodded. “Yes indeed.” He lifted the pad in his hand and began reading. “We will need to…”


Anton and Cihera saw his eyes go wider as he read whatever was on the pad. “Armetus?” Anton asked.


Armetus looked up at the aide who was still in the office with them but out of the transmission cone. “This is accurate?” He demanded as he came to his feet.


“The transmission was received only nineteen minutes ago sir.” The voice replied.


“Armetus… what is wrong?” Cihera asked.


Bontick began to laugh then. “The great Armetus at a loss for words!” He bellowed. “I…”


Anton twisted around and delivered a straight right cross to Bontick’s face. The blow had the desired affect, Bontick’s head snapped around, his body warped out of the chair and he fell unconscious to the floor blood leaking from his now shattered jaw.

“Armetus… what is wrong?” Cihera asked.


“Nubou!” Armetus barked. “This is not good!”


“Armetus…”


“Anton… I want you to use your drugs on Bontick!” Armetus snapped. “I want you to take that scum and drain whatever may be of value in his head. Everything.”


“And then?” Anton asked.


“Martin has already ordered the sentence for Bontick and his ilk.” He replied. “Carry it out. I need to act on this here Anton!” He declared. “Marci has full knowledge of what you are doing. If you need anything… contact her. I will be out of pocket for a few days.”


“Armetus… what have you discovered?” Anton asked. “What is on that pad?”


Armetus looked at him in the transmission. “The real reason the High Coven is on Earth.” He stated. “And Martin Leonidas is going to sibfla in his pants when he sees this… for lack of a better phrase at the moment. I have to go. Remain alert… all of you.”


Armetus ended the transmission before Anton could speak and he turned to look at Cihera and Las’elh who had moved up next to her. “Cihera… when have you ever known Armetus to look as harried as he just did?” He asked.


“Never.” Cihera answered immediately. “Whatever he just found out I am sure we will discover it soon enough. I will contact Nalar and Malia. Will you see to our extra baggage here?”


Anton looked down at Bontick’s limp frame. “Can’t we just interrogate him here and then leave his corpse in the garbage pile in back? We already have one piece of garbage stinking up our cargo hold.”

“What… what is the King’s sentence for Bontick and the others?” Las’elh asked.


They both looked at her. “They began the war and did not want to stop when they lost.” Cihera said. “The Evolli who live peacefully on their worlds have no worry from us. Those who do not… well… Uncle Martin has said they are to be executed on sight.”


“Without a trial?” Las’elh asked.


“The Surrender Terms were their trial.” Anton spoke. “They chose not to abide by them… now when they are caught… they are treated as war criminals and executed without pause.” He told her. “We did not start the war Las’elh… and we have helped those Evolli who agreed to peace rebuild their world and government. This scum chooses not to follow their leaders who decided peace was preferable to war.”


“There are many like them out here Anton.” Las’elh spoke.


Cihera nodded. “Yes… that is what worries us the most.” She said. “It seems we have enemies popping up out of the woodwork I believe the saying is.”


Anton nodded. “Then it’s time to get an exterminator.” He stood up fully. “I will get my bag and interrogate this idiot here. Take Las’elh and prep our ship Cihera. I won’t be long. Whatever Armetus has discovered is very big and I want to be back in Union space with Aunt Dysea when we find out what it is.”

