CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
SPARTA
KAVALIAN EMBASSY

The door hissed open loudly, shorting out the security system and allowing Qurot to burst into Athani’s room on the second floor of the embassy. Qurot marched right into the room as if he owned it, gripping the data pad tightly in his hand and a large smile decorating his cat like features.


“You belong to me now Athani’Puat! A full day earlier than I had expected woman!” He bellowed too loudly, his voice carrying humor and arrogance as his eyes darted back and forth. “Your father has…”


Qurot stopped in the middle of the room and looked around. The large main room was empty; the blinds pulled open allowing the sun to pour into the room. The couch cushions were tossed askew on the floor as if someone had been looking for something in a hurry. His eyes narrowed slightly as they scanned the room. He moved to the counter along the wall and saw the empty containers of food sitting casually. The dispenser was still active with a large mug of cooling coffee in it. Qurot dipped his finger into the liquid and brought it to his mouth, tasting the flavor. It was the coffee they had served at the dinner on the royal estate. The coffee made by the youngest wolf Queen. Qurot turned his head towards the bedroom, remembering that Athani had commented that the coffee was foul tasting and she didn’t care for it.


Qurot’s head came up and he moved to the COM panel, slamming his hand down on it. “This is Commander Qurot!” He barked. “Where is Athani’Puat?”

“The Prefect’s daughters left this morning Commander.” The female voice answered. “Their departure orders said they were going to the Market Square.”


“Who authorized that?” Qurot snapped.


“Ambassador Jiss Commander.” The voice answered.


“Instruct Jiss to meet me in Athani’s quarters immediately!” Qurot nearly screamed as he started walking towards the bedroom.


He paused for only a second as the door slid open to reveal the unmade bed and different clothes strewn about the floor and on the bed. He stepped further into the bedroom; the blinds in this room were not yet open and he moved to the window stabbing the control panel impatiently and hearing the soft whirring as the blinds began to open. He looked back to the bed as the sun began to light the interior and his eyes grew even wider. He moved quickly to the bed and scooped up the silk garments, holding them up to the light. He realized the garments were some very expensive and seductive underclothes, one side of the soft pink panties torn in such a way that they appeared to have been pulled off Athani’s body in haste. Qurot hissed loudly, knowing that Kavalian women were not allowed to wear such clothes. He lifted his head and moved around to the other side of the bed, his yellow eyes searching the floor. He spied the flicker of metal on the floor just under the edge of the bed as the blinds opened fully and he bent over to pick up the object. As he stood back up and looked at it, his eyes began to grow dark with killing anger. He turned as Jiss entered the main room and moved across to the entrance of the bedroom quickly.

“Qurot… how dare you!” Jiss exclaimed. “You have no right to…”


Qurot whirled on him savagely. “I have every right!” He screamed. “Prefect Keleru sent the order making her my mate this morning!” He flipped the data pad at Jiss and he held up the undergarments with the opposite hand. “Where did she get these?”


Jiss looked at the undergarments and his eyes grew a little wider. “I don’t know.” He declared reaching up to take them.

Qurot snatched them away and then he held up the small object. “And this?” He growled angrily.


Jiss took the object, staring at it for a long moment. “This is… this is…”


“Yes Ambassador! It is a button from a man’s shirt! Athani’Puat has no clothes made for men.” Qurot almost screamed. “A male has been in this room with her! A male!”


Jiss looked at him. “What… what are you suggesting?” Jiss spoke.


“How did a man get in her room with her Jiss?” Qurot barked. “She is on the second floor of this embassy. They only way to get into her room unseen is by using the roof! The only way to get to the roof is to move through the embassy! I checked all access points myself!”


“There have been no others except Timur, Pian and Karun!” Jiss snapped right back. “Are you suggesting…”


“You fool! It is a Lycavorian!” Qurot screamed out tossing the garments down to the floor. “A Lycavorian that rides one of their beasts! He must have landed on the roof and then dropped to her balcony!”


Jiss looked at him wide eyed. “Impossible!” He gasped.


“Athani’Puat is mine! Her purity will be mine!” Qurot snarled. “I am going to the Market Square! She will not be allowed out of the embassy until such time as the transport arrives and we leave!” He spoke as he headed for the door. “I will have that wench under me and I don’t care what the Prefect says!”

Jiss turned slowly as Qurot stormed from the bedroom.

SPARTA
MARKET SQUARE

Athani and Jalersi sat at the small café table in Market Square, the largest and most popular gathering place for assorted vendors and men and women simply looking to relax and be with family and friends. Jalersi had begun coming to the Square with her sister four days ago at Athani’s suggestion, in essence to get her out of the embassy since it was now very clear that their father had only sent her to Earth as a figurehead. Jiss and Matuarr were running things, and Jalersi was left out. Unlike her younger sister, this did not bother Jalersi as much as Athani, for she was more anchored in the culture of their people. It did bother her however that her father chose to disregard her council when it came to the Lycavorians. Jiss and Matuarr had gone about things the wrong way. Facing the Lycavorians head on was not the answer she was beginning to learn. More often than not their endurance was far superior to whoever they faced. They were a much more tolerant people, allowing species of every known race to walk freely within their city. She did not see any Evolli or Kochab, and the only Unsaur people she had seen were peaceful traders, but aside from those examples she saw them all. The vampires she had seen in the last four days went out of their way to greet her openly and with friendly voices. Jalersi quickly learned that the vampires within the Union were in no way like those among the High Coven. She saw females in high ranking positions within the military, and she saw one thing she never imagined and that was mothers walking their children on the streets.

Jalersi had been working on trying to set up trade agreements with member worlds of the Union, anything that would help them to advance her father’s goal of expanding the KFI and become a major player in the universe. She found that while the men and women politicians and the heads of companies she had spoken to in regards to trade were open and frank, they were very wary of doing business with them. King Leonidas had opened the door to trade with the KFI without so much as a question but that now gave Jalersi pause for she saw why he had done it. He was not telling these people what to do; they made their trade decisions for themselves, but they were exceptionally wary of the Kavalian people because of the policies her father had enforced for so long.

Jalersi lifted her mug of tea and looked at her sister over the rim of the mug. Since that last day on Leonidas’s ship her sister had been different somehow. She was more animate and full of energy and also more prone to question what it was their father was doing. Her normally dull blue/green eyes were bright and full of life, as if she had found something recently that caused her great joy. When she had been confined to her quarters she had not questioned it, and when she had been instructed to venture out into the city proper near the embassy she had done so without question. This was not the Athani she was used to seeing and had seen for the last few years. This was a different Athani’Puat. She watched as Athani glanced at her time piece again for the third time in the last hour.

Jalersi lowered her mug. “That is the third time you have checked your time piece sister.” She spoke. “Is something going to happen?”


Athani looked at her evenly. “Jalersi… have you ever thought about what it would be like to live like they do?” Athani asked motioning with her head to the people all around them. “Do you never wish for something more than what you have?”


Jalersi let her blue eyes sweep across the expanse of the café, taking in the soldiers and civilians and the young couples along with the older ones. Males and females and children of all species. “It is not our way Athani.” She said softly turning back to look at her.


“So you don’t want to know what it is like to be able to walk the streets and not be looked at like a piece of meat.” Athani said. “As something beneath the males of our species?”


“Now you are beginning to sound like you did as we were coming here.” Jalersi spoke. “I wondered where that Athani had gone too.”


“Jalersi… do you love Pusintin?” Athani asked abruptly.


Jalersi looked at her wide eyed. “What kind of question is that?” She declared. “He is my husband.”


“That is not what I asked you Jalersi.” Athani spoke matter of factly. “I asked you if you loved him.”


“I won’t answer that question.” Jalersi hissed softly. “It is inappropriate.”


“Why?” Athani asked softly staring at her older sister for a long moment. “You don’t love him do you?”


“Athani…”


“Is that why you slept with Pian shortly after Pusintin returned to you from here? After his brother almost killed him?” Athani asked seeing her sister’s eyes grow wide in horror. “I know he wanted nothing to do with you for many months. Did you turn to Pian for comfort because you care for him and always have, or did you turn to him for the physical gratification that Pusintin does not provide to you?”

Jalersi looked around quickly. “Athani… you know not what you speak of! How dare you ask me such questions?” She spat.


“Don’t I Jalersi? I saw the two of you leave his home Jalersi. You can’t deny it.” Athani asked. She leaned forward over the small table. “You can’t see it can you sister?”


“See what?” Jalersi demanded.


“Pian has changed Jalersi. He has changed for you.” Athani spoke softly. “Why do you think he is so well groomed now? Why do you think he returned to his schooling even as a fleet officer and got a Decree of Education? Why do you think he has never taken a mate in all the years since that day?”


“Athani stop it!” Jalersi spoke. 


“He loves you Jalersi.” Athani spoke. “Even Karun sees it. You do too… you just won’t admit to yourself your own feelings. And do not sit there and tell me you feel nothing for him because you would be lying to me.”


“Athani…”


“Pusintin is not for you sister.” Athani spoke. “He has become no better than father in many respects. He speaks of change and nothing ever comes of it. Only more war and death and conquering. He said he would pull our females out of the horrors we have to endure. Has he done this? Do you wish this for your daughter? Pusintin is sure to do things in the old fashion way. Do you wish to see your daughter given to some brute like Qurot?”


Jalersi glared at her. “He promised me we would not allow that!” She barked. “He told me he would allow me to choose her mate!”

“And you believe him?” Athani asked.


“He would not…” Jalersi stopped speaking then and Athani nodded her head slowly in confirmation.


“You were going to say he would never lie to you weren’t you?” She asked. “Are you so sure sister?” 


“Why… why are you questioning me like this?” Jalersi spoke quickly.


“Because for all your talk sister, you are too frightened to take a chance on something that would give you happiness.” Athani replied. “You thought sending us here was father’s first attempt at making good on what he has told us for so many years. It did not turn out that way did it? It was never meant to turn out the way you had hoped. The way we had hoped.” Athani reached across the table and took Jalersi’s hands in hers, squeezing them hard and meeting her sister’s beautiful blue eyes. “I don’t hate you Jalersi… I could never hate you. I love you with all my heart. You are my sister and under that façade you put forth, you are no different than me. You tried to protect me from our more disgusting laws and you thought it would be different with Pusintin. You thought that he would be the catalyst for the changes that we thought would finally be coming forth. You have really discovered that he is no different than the Kavalian father who raised him in our ways. He is no different than our father Jalersi, and you know that in your heart. He relishes his role as a Kavalian, and he plays the part much better then some of the other fool Pride Leaders.”


“Athani… if Qurot or Timur… if they heard you speaking like this they would punish you harshly!” Jalersi said. “I don’t want to see that sister… no matter what you may think I do love you!”


Athani nodded her head as she sat back. “I know you do Jalersi… truly I do. But I will no longer hold in my words or my emotions. I have discovered something Jalersi… something that gives me more joy and happiness than I have ever known. And it will only grow as the days pass by.”


Jalersi’s brow furrowed. “Athani… you are speaking in riddles.” She said. “You will return with Qurot and I when the transport arrives. You will be Qurot’s mate.”


Athani met her gaze evenly. “No.” She said shaking her head quickly. “Qurot will never have my purity Jalersi. He will never have my love and devotion… and I will never be his mate.”


“Athani… what are you saying?” Jalersi asked as a sudden sinking feeling began in the pit of her stomach and began to climb upwards inside her chest.


Athani smiled at her lovingly. “Qurot will never have these things Jalersi… he will never have them because I have found and given them to the man I will gladly spend the rest of my days with.”


Jalersi’s eyes grew wide. “What?” She gasped.

“We must go Aryschanne.” The male voice spoke from behind Jalersi and she bolted to her feet quickly whirling around as Athani got up with a smile on her face. 


Jalersi watched as Athani stepped up to Resumar and slid her arms around his waist lovingly, her long tail curling around his right leg in affection as the memories of their previous night together flooded her. He had torn the undergarments from her body in the midst of their passion, forgetting that he had bought them for her only the day before, before spending the next hours worshiping her in ways that still caused her to see stars. Jalersi watched with wide eyes and a sudden feeling of lost chances and opportunities as they shared a blistering kiss right there in front of her. Resumar Leonidas had come up behind her without so much as a rustle in the leaves and Jalersi’s heart was racing out of control. She watched as his right arm closed around Athani’s waist possessively pulling her closer to him and they turned to look at her.

None of them noticed the Netnews crew twenty meters away standing among others as they began watching what was taking place.


Watching and recording.


“Jalersi… you know Resumar Leonidas.” Athani said with a brilliant smile. “You are exactly four minutes late my love.” She continued looking back up at Resumar’s face with an adoring gaze.


Resumar grinned and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek. “I had to bring backup.” He stated. “Just in case.”


“Backup?” Athani asked with a confused expression.


“In case those who wish to stop your defection decide to make a scene.” The new voice spoke causing Athani to turn quickly and watch Androcles Leonidas walking confidently among the tables.
 
Andro wore his Mark IV ArmorPly with the crimson shoulders and carried his helmet under one arm. The pommels of his swords could be seen extending up over his wide shoulders. Athani looked behind him and saw Elynth resting on the stone walkway next to Cemath, an elf female she did not recognize in Elynth’s saddle with a wide eyed expression on her face under the helmet and gripping the saddle mounts tightly. Andro stopped in front of her and Athani pressed back closer to Resumar as she gazed into those azure colored blue eyes. “Good morning Athani’Puat, excuse me… Athani Leonidas.” He spoke.


“What?” Jalersi gasped loudly now.


All of them heard the commotion to the side and saw Qurot and Timur shoving their way through the crowd with two other members of the Kavalian security forces. It took them only five seconds to finish closing the distance, Qurot’s eyes ablaze with rage when he saw Athani holding Resumar Leonidas, tail curled around his leg, and his arm intimately around her waist holding her close to him.


“What is going on here?” He barked. “You will remove your vile touch from her person immediately son of Leonidas and I will forget this ever happened!” He snarled.


“Not likely fool!” Resumar stated.


“Seize her!” Qurot snapped.


Timur and the two Kavalian security troops had taken only three steps to comply with this order before they were confronted with two gleaming silver Shi Viskas, one razor sharp sword tip pressed tightly to Qurot’s throat, and the barrel of the K12 which had appeared in Resumar’s hand almost magically pressed against Qurot’s opposite cheek. Resumar had inched Athani behind his body protectively Jalersi saw, but not enough to take away her natural defiance, and she glared at Qurot with undisguised hatred.


“It is my recommendation that you stand your puppets down Commander Qurot.” Andro spoke. “If you do not… you and they will be very dead.”


“Athani’Puat is a Kavalian!” Qurot shouted angrily. “She is to be my mate! You will have your brother unhand her! She is mine! My property! Her purity and her possessions will be mine!”


Athani laughed at this and she stepped forward slightly, her tail retreating from around Resumar’s leg to curl seductively around his waist as she pressed up against his front. “I told you Qurot!” She snapped. “I told you that you would never have my purity. I have given that to the man I love! I have given that to my husband!”


Jalersi’s and Qurot’s eyes grew wide at the same instant, but for entirely different reasons to be sure. Qurot made to step forward, anger surging through his veins, but the tip of Andro’s sword held firm and Resumar pressed the K12 tighter into his face as he shifted Athani to his side and Qurot glared at them savagely. 
“Give me a reason channenubous!” Resumar growled viciously. “She is my wife! My mate! And you will never lay your hands on her as long as I live!”(Motherfucker)
“Then I will kill you!” Qurot hissed.

Resumar’s smile was not one of friendly greeting, and his eyes changed while his wolf fangs extended. “I have more important things to do igord! Licking my wife’s body all over comes to mind right away!”
More shouted voices caused Jalersi and Timur to turn and see Jiss sprint up to where they stood his own eyes wide.


“What… what is going on?” He barked taking in the situation. He saw Athani’s hands holding to Resumar’s waist and her body pressed far too intimately against his back where she had moved after her outburst. “Why is your brother holding the Prefect’s daughter in such a way Prince Androcles? You will unhand her immediately!”


“Tell your troops to back away Ambassador.” Andro stated firmly. “If you do not… you will have four less embassy security.”


“You threaten them!” Jiss shouted. “While your brother paws the Kavalian Prefect’s daughter like she is…”


Andro’s eyes turned to him. “She is his wife!” Andro snarled at him seeing their eyes grow wide at this information.


“That… that is not possible!” Jiss finally stammered.


“I won’t allow it!” Qurot screamed.


Andro moved with lightning reflexes when he detected Qurot beginning to spring. He snapped his sword back and drove the hilt of the weighted sword into Qurot’s jaw with the force of a club. For all his size, Qurot dropped to the ground like a rock under the blow, his hands coming up to grasp his now fractured jaw. His eyes glared up at Andro, staring into azure colored wolf eyes now, Andro’s fangs fully extended.

“I am unlike any man you have ever met Qurot!” Andro snarled at him. “Do not make the mistake of thinking I will not stand with my brother against you. It would be a painful lesson for you to learn. Perhaps even fatal.”


“I will not allow this!” Jiss bellowed. 


Andro lowered his sword from Qurot’s neck but kept this Shi Viska leveled at Timur and the others. “You have no choice.” He growled. “Athani… look in the pouch on Resumar’s belt. Take the pad out and give it to Ambassador Jiss here.”


Athani did so quickly, her own eyes wide at the utter vehemence with which Resumar’s brother was displaying in defending her. Resumar’s words to her many days ago came rushing back.

“We will always stand with each other.” Resumar had said. “That is something our father and mothers have drilled into our heads for years.

Athani removed the pad from the pouch and came up next to Andro holding out the pad to Jiss confidently as the enormity of what was happening hit her full force. And it made her want to scream with happiness. 
“I have defected.” She announced proudly. “I have officially renounced my Kavalian citizenship and everything that offers me, which is precious little anyway. I have requested and been granted citizenship within the Lycavorian Union.”


Jiss looked at the pad for a long moment. “You can not do this.” He finally stated.


“Oh but I have.” Athani said getting over her own surprise at having Resumar’s brother defend her so diligently. “I have met and fallen in love with Resumar Leonidas. He asked me to marry him and I said yes without so much as a second’s pause.” Athani looked down at Qurot who was glaring at her with cruel eyes. “Resumar didn’t take my purity Qurot… he didn’t have to. I gave it to him freely and with enormous exuberance… and I have done so many times since that first night we shared. And it is more glorious each time! You should hear me cry out his name in passion. Something you would not be able to produce from me no matter how hard you tried you nubous ronnus!”

Andro glanced quickly at Resumar who met his eyes at Athani’s words. Resumar shrugged his broad shoulders. “She learns quickly.” He said in reference to Athani’s use of the ancient language.

Andro grinned. “There you have it Ambassador Jiss.” Andro said turning back to the man. “She is no longer a citizen of the Kavalian Federation. She is now my brother’s wife and mate. She is now a Leonidas and a Princess of the Union. You will find that the last signatures needed to approve her citizenship were inked last evening, and the request was approved by not only my mother Queen For'mya, but the Prime Minister as well. Not to mention eighty-three Senators of the Union. Now stand your men down, for the penalty for attempting to assault a mated and married female in this Union is imprisonment for a minimum of twenty years. To actually lay hands on her means death if her husband discovers you in the act. I won’t tell you what it would mean to assault a Princess of the Union…” Andro glared at Jiss. “You would not enjoy that reaction in the least. All of which means your men will be dead since I will support my brother without thought in defending his wife.”


Jiss looked up from the pad. “Stand down!” He snapped.


“Jiss… you can’t…” Timur stammered.

“You will do it damn you!” Jiss barked. “We can not break their laws!” He said holding up the pad. “It is all here in writing! Athani has made her decision! Now stand down!”


Timur snarled his own distaste and anger and turned to help Qurot to his feet as the others took several steps back. Jiss looked at Athani with distaste. “You will be marked among our people Athani’Puat.” He spoke softly, the anger and hatred in his words very evident. “You will never be allowed to return.”

Athani snorted is disgust. “Do you see me shedding tears over that fact Jiss you fool?” She snapped.


“Cemath my brother!” Resumar called over his shoulder.


Cemath came to his feet instantly and moved forward, men and women alike moving back further as he pushed aside tables and chairs to come up behind them. Resumar squeezed Athani’s hand. “After you Aryschanne.” He said.


Athani looked at Jalersi for a long moment. “I love you sister.” She said softly. “But I want a future of my own making. A future with a man I love. Not with a pig like Qurot!” 
Athani turned without hesitation and walked confidently to where Cemath looked at her. He lowered his huge head affectionately, his eyes bright as she reached up to kiss his snout fearlessly, stunning those Kavalians in the security force that were watching them as she climbed easily and without hesitation into the saddle on his back. All of them were holding in the fear these dragon beasts produced almost naturally in their species, and Athani’Puat had just shattered that with her actions and made all of them look the fool.

“Go brother.” Andro spoke looking at Resumar. “I will meet you in the sky.”


“Are you sure?”


Andro nodded. “We have come to an understanding.” He said looking at Jiss. “Go now… for we don’t want to cause more of a scene than we already have.”


Resumar nodded and his Shi Viska vanished instantly. He wasted no time and crossed to where Cemath was, using his TK power to lift himself into the saddle behind Athani. Her blue/green eyes were bright with love and promise as she looked back over her shoulder when his arm slid around her waist and pulled her firmly against his chest. Her tail snaked around his waist completely.

“The first day of the rest of our lives starts now Aryschanne.” He whispered into her ear.

Athani Leonidas kissed him as fervently as she could given she was twisted around at the odd angle. Even Cemath getting to his feet and spreading his wings did not cause them to break their kiss. He trumpeted out his own happiness, echoed by Elynth as she moved forward and then he launched them into the blue sky.


Andro waited until Timur and the others had helped Qurot to his feet and stepped back before he spun his sword gracefully and returned it to the scabbard on his back. He lowered his arm but did not dismiss his Shi Viska as he looked at Jiss.


“Do you realize what this will do to relations between our governments?” Jiss declared. “The repercussions this will have will resonate loudly.” 


“It will do nothing.” Andro answered him evenly. “If it does… it will be by your doing and not ours. We followed our laws Ambassador Jiss. Just as we have done for thousands of High Coven men, women and children who have defected to us over the years. We have also followed Galactic Law and its processes, something to which you purport to hold in such high regard. We just sped up the process somewhat.” Andro said with a smile. “Any repercussions will be on the part of the KFI… and it will show all those in the Union just how unyielding and barbaric you truly are. And nothing that you do will change that.” Andro turned his head slightly. “Sister?”

Elynth moved the last several meters up behind him, causing the Kavalians to back up in fear. Andro willed away his Shi Viska and it vanished into Flat Space once more. He paused a few seconds and then turned to climb easily onto Elynth’s back. He settled himself in the saddle, one arm going around Ne'Veha’s waist without thought. The helmet hid most of her features except for her lips and eyes, and her hands gripped his arm tightly as his arm encircled her. He used his other hand to call his helmet to him from where it had dropped on the ground and he slid it down over his head. He leaned close to Ne'Veha’s head.


“Ready?” He asked softly. Ne'Veha nodded without speaking and Andro smiled. He looked at Jiss and Jalersi standing there. “It was pleasant talking with you.” He spoke. “Elynth go!”


Elynth trumpeted out her answer and cocked her legs beneath her, exploding into the air and spreading her enormous wings easily to gain lift. Jalersi watched with a stunned expression completely different from the expressions of Jiss and the others.


“I love you sister.” She whispered to herself so that no one could hear her. “I pray the gods grant you all that you desire.”


None of them saw the Netnews crew off to the side watching intently, the small holo recorder drifting to the right shoulder of the man who was directing it and focused on the two dragons as they lifted into the sky and quickly receded from sight.

ANDRO’S STRIKER DT

TEN THOUSAND FEET ABOVE SPARTA


Ne'Veha watched for as long as she was able while they closed on the back of the single STRIKER DT with Sadi at the controls. The rear of the ship was wide open, a long ramp extended outward and she had witnessed Resumar Leonidas land on that ramp with no difficulty. She had agreed to fly with Prince Androcles because he had offered and she had never flown on a dragon before. Speeding along at five thousand feet from Gytheio to Sparta had been exhilarating to say the least, only the landing had given her any pause. Sadi had been right when she told her that Andro would do or say nothing to try to convince Ne'Veha of her place in this universe. They would allow her to discover that all on her own. He spoke to her easily within their Mindvoice connection while they were flying, Ne'Veha almost feeling her ability within Mindvoice growing by the hour the more she remained with them. When she had stammered out her apology for vomiting on him he had laughed softly and his arm pulled her closer to him.

Ne'Veha had to admit to herself, Androcles Leonidas was the most physically handsome man she had ever seen and the numerous scars she had seen on his chest and back only added to his beauty in her eyes. His skin was more deeply tanned than Tarren’s, the muscular definition far exceeding what Tarren sported. His eyes however, his eyes could cause her knees to become weak just by looking into them, a feeling she had felt with looking into Sadi’s eyes as well. He did not come across as arrogant or pompous as she had always assumed members of the Royal family to be. As her mother and father had always told her they would be. 
Ne'Veha had watched him while they ate breakfast with Sadi and his brother, the jokes that were tossed out between the two brothers wildly humorous and directed normally at each other. She was amazed at how much he could laugh at himself and the fool things he had done as a boy. She also noticed the complete and total trust he had in his brother and his decision to marry the Kavalian female. He and Sadi were always touching in some way, their fingers, their arms brushing against one another and the love they had for each other was plainly apparent. Yet as they sat there, Ne'Veha could also feel that love wrapping around and surrounding her. She could touch them both within Mindvoice even then, sensing their powerful desire for her and for the raven haired Carisia who she would meet later. She could also feel the desire and want for the dark skinned elven female, she had to be a Drow, Ne'Veha determined. While linked with them in such a way she could see flashes of the shimmering white hair and unique amber eyes. They could not see a face clearly, but the pull to her was there and very strong. Ne'Veha also couldn’t deny the utter sense of belonging that filled her when she floated within their minds and saw their dreams for the future. Dreams that very much included her.

Having him hold her as they flew to Sparta and then back up to the STRIKER had sent sizzling sensations of pleasure through her. Her fear had caused her to press against him tightly initially, but that quickly passed and yet she stayed pressed against him because it caused her to shudder in delight she had never felt before. She had her eyes shut tightly as they landed softly on the ramp, but then opened them quickly as Elynth moved into the interior of the STRIKER. He jumped from the saddle and turned to help her down, her hands on his arms as he lowered her in front of him and she looked up into his azure blue eyes.


I know what Sadi told you this morning comes as quite a shock Ne'Veha. His voice filled her head and her dark eyes grew a little wider still at the ease with which this happened. It was just not something she was used too. Trust me when I tell you, it was more of a shock to us when we discovered this.
We will not pressure you in any way Ne'Veha. If this is to develop, we want it to be something you want as well.

Can… can you hear my thoughts? She asked haltingly.


Andro smiled. Yes. Quite well in fact. You are far stronger within Mindvoice than you first thought.

This… these last hours have been overwhelming. She spoke honestly.


I imagine for you they have yes. He told her.


You… you don’t question it? She asked looking at him surprised.


Andro chuckled within the connection but his face remained unchanged. Actually… I question everything. He replied. It drives my father and mothers crazy. If you are asking if I question what I feel for you… what Sadi and Carisia feel for you… no. When it feels right… when my mind and body tells me it is right, as it does now… I don’t question. I follow what they tell me. As do Sadi and Carisia. And I know you can feel these same things running through you because we are tied so closely together.

What… what do they tell you? Ne'Veha asked softly. About me?


They tell me that when I taste you… when we taste you… we will all be that much closer to being complete. Andro answered. 


When? Ne'Veha exclaimed.


Andro shrugged. I’m confident I guess.


Ne'Veha couldn’t help the smile that crossed her face at his words. They were not spoken with arrogance, but with commitment and truth. It appears that you are. She said finally. She looked down away from his eyes. I need… I need time Prince…

Andro took her chin in his fingers and lifted her head back up. He stared at her for a long moment and traced the edges of her cheek that he could reach behind the helmet. He reached up and took the sides of her helmet and gently lifted it from her head. He let it drop gently to the deck using his TK power and then reached up to remove his helmet. He leaned over quickly and placed his lips next to Ne'Veha’s four inch high elven ear, nuzzling the edges of her ear oh so gently, causing Ne'Veha to grip his arms tighter and close her eyes as wonderful sensations coursed through her. Tarren had only nuzzled her elven ears when he was about to fuck her, never as a means of affection or foreplay. Prince Androcles obviously knew quite a bit about elven females, and the reaction he would illicit when he nuzzled the edges of her ears. It would not have worked had she not been at least somewhat attracted to him, but from the force of the delightful shivers coursing through her Ne'Veha knew she wanted this man badly.

My name is Andro. And you will have all the time you desire Ne'Veha. We are not going to change our minds… and no one will take your place I can tell you that. We will wait forever if need be… even after we find the last of us. He told her.

Your words… your words threaten to make me surrender right now. Ne'Veha spoke softly. Being able to talk with you like this… what I feel racing through me for Sadi… for Carisia… for another that I have not even met. It is…My parents would… they would tell me I am crazy for feeling these things. She… she is a Drow you know?

Andro nodded. Yes she is. He said. A supremely intelligent and capable young woman, just like you and Sadi and Carisia. I don’t know how this all came to be, I’ve told you that. It began only after Sadi and I came together. Only then were we strong enough together to feel Carisia and you and her, and what we feel for all of you. We could not just dismiss that, as much as I wanted too. 

You wanted too? Why? She gasped.

I am trying to forge my own life Ne'Veha. Out from under the shadow of my father. Andro said looking at her. Discovering that I have these feelings for four different women reminds me that I parallel my father in many respects, no matter how much I try not too.  

Ne'Veha gazed at him for a long moment before reaching up and running her fingers along his cheek and through the neatly trimmed goatee that he wore. She could feel the truth of his words to her, feel the conviction in them, and more than anything this is what started Ne'Veha down the road to her future. Perhaps… perhaps destiny has plans for you Androcles Leonidas. She said softly.

Andro smiled and nodded his head. When you are ready Ne'Veha. Andro spoke to her. And only when you are ready. They heard the ramp finally lock in place and Andro turned as Elynth moved completely past them. My sister Eliani will give you something to help purge the wine completely from your blood so you can return to your duties. A transport will take you back to the SCIMITAR in the morning from SODRAG. Tonight you can stay with us and learn about us. If that is what you wish.


Ne'Veha nodded quickly. Yes. I believe I would like that very much.

Andro nodded. Good. He squeezed her hands and turned to face the cockpit, tapping the COM unit on his chest. “KertaGai… shall we return to SODRAG?” He asked.

“On our way!” Sadi answered.


Andro turned as Resumar and Athani stepped up to him. He gazed into her blue/green eyes and saw the questions in them as she clung to Res’s arm tightly. “You have a question Athani Leonidas.” He said. “Go ahead and ask it. You are among family now and you need hold nothing in.”


“You… I did not expect acceptance from Resumar’s family so easily.” She said haltingly. “Why?”


Andro chuckled. “That’s easy Athani. You have taken my brother’s heart and wrapped it within yours. Resumar trusts you completely. He loves you without question. That is how I feel for my brother.” Andro smiled at her as he leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Welcome to our family Athani Leonidas and thank you for making us better for it.” He spoke to her. He stood back up and looked at Resumar. “Our brothers and sisters will be waiting for the two of you Res. You had better prepare her for Arrarn’s warped sense of humor, and Eliani’s sharp tongue.”


Resumar could only nod his head as he looked at him. “I will.” He said finally.


Andro nodded. “I must talk with Moneus and Carina and make sure the training is still taking place as we had planned. You know that our brothers and sisters are very much the slackers when one of us isn’t around to watch them.”


Resumar chuckled as Andro began walking forward towards the cockpit.

HADARIA

ROYAL PALACE


“…as you can see from this taped recording, the encounter in Sparta’s main Merchant Square between Prince Resumar and Prince Androcles and members of the Kavalian Embassy Security Forces was far from friendly and open?” The voice of the female elf Netnews reporter spoke confidently. “We have learned very little since this incident four hours ago, but Queen For’mya has scheduled a Netnews conference to explain what is happening. Once again if you missed the footage just shown, Prince Resumar and Prince Androcles confronted Kavalian Embassy Security Forces in the main Market Square four hours ago. Blows were exchanged and the Princes left with Athani’Puat, daughter to the Kavalian Prefect. At question is the status of the Kavalian Prefect’s youngest daughter Athani’Puat whom you saw in this footage, though it is apparent she and prince Resumar are much closer than was previously known.” The attractive elven female turned her head quickly at something to the side. “Queen For’mya has just come out the main gate of the Royal Villa and she will make a statement now.”

The picture changed to For’mya stepping up to the podium looking radiant in the long Brandeis blue dress that hugged her slim hips and waist and was cut low enough to show a good amount of cleavage from her small but very firm breasts. Her hair was pulled back tightly along the top of her head, showing her four inch high elven ears, while most of her blond hair fell to just past her shoulders.

“Good morning.” For’mya began drawing the attention of at least two dozen Netnews reporters. “I will make a brief statement and then take a few questions, but then I would like to get back to my children.” For’mya took a deep breath. “It was made known to me several days ago by our son Resumar that Athani’Puat, the youngest daughter to the Kavalian Prefect Keleru, was expressing a great desire to defect to the Union. It seems that Resumar’s bold actions on board MJOLNIR’S HAND in saving her life opened a unique relationship between Athani and Resumar. For the past several weeks since the Kavalian Trade Delegation has been here, they have been meeting in secret, exploring the boundaries of this relationship. They announced to me and to Prime Minister Deia that they had in fact fallen in love and four days ago were joined in marriage in a traditional elven ceremony conducted by Senior Mage Thr’won in the mountains around Sparta. Knowing that her people would in no way approve or accept this marriage to Resumar, and knowing that she was going to be given to an officer in the Kavalian Delegation whom she has considerable distaste for, Athani asked that she be allowed to remain here with Resumar with political asylum. Deia and I explained to her that this was not possible as she was a citizen of the Kavalian Federation. Two days ago Athani’Puat presented to us a signed document from her renouncing her claim to any sort of Kavalian citizenship and formally requesting asylum and citizenship within the Union.” For’mya looked up. “After consulting with Deia and several senior Senators, as well as several of the Magistrates on the Galactic Court, we accepted Athani’s petition. Her sworn statement has been entered into official Union record, and she has been granted temporary asylum here in the Union until such time as her full citizenship request is processed. Given the fact that she is now also my son’s wife and mate, that process will be completed by the end of today. Athani has eliminated her Pride’s name and taken Leonidas as her married name. Just so everyone gets that right… her name is now Athani Leonidas.” For’mya said with a smile. “Any other important information or details that you want will be released in an official statement later today by my office. I will take a few questions now.”

The reporters all shouted out questions as any reporter dating back centuries would do and For’mya pointed to the young male Lycavorian in the front row. 


“Lady For’mya is this in any way a response to the Kavalian attempt to have Princess Lisisa handed over to them?” The man asked.

For’mya shook her head quickly. “This is nothing more than two people falling in love.” For’mya replied. “When Athani realized her feelings for Resumar she knew she would not be able to pursue them if she returned home. Her feelings for my son guided her actions. This has nothing to do with Lisisa.”

“So it’s not some form of retaliation?” He pressed.

For’mya smiled. “Retaliation for what?” She asked. “We defeated all but one portion of the Kavalian petition in regards to Lisisa. We agreed to the search portion of their petition to further the gains the trade delegation had made.”


“So you do not see this as affecting the new Trade Agreement?” Another reporter shouted.


“Why would it?” For’mya asked. “This has nothing to do with the Trade Agreement. If the Kavalians wish to withdraw the Agreement because Athani decided she wanted to pursue a love she has discovered for my son that is their right. We did not force her into her decision. It was something she decided all for herself. A decision, if I’m not mistaken, that would not have been given to her if she returned home.”


“The confrontation this morning in the Square?” The elven female who had been giving the initial report asked now.


“The confrontation in the Square this morning was regrettable.” For’mya answered. “We will gladly treat Commander Qurot for any injuries he may have sustained, but he attempted to take the wife of a Spartan against her wishes. As you all know this type of action is frowned upon heavily within the Union. We hold our wives and mates in the highest of regards, just as we do all freedom loving species. Resumar asked his brother Androcles to accompany him to avoid just this sort of thing, but the Commander and his men were not as understanding. Andro was defending his brother and his brother’s new wife as any brother would do.”

“Queen For’mya… is King Leonidas aware of the events that have taken place?” Another reporter asked.


“Martin Leonidas is well aware of the events that have taken place.” For’mya answered. “There is little that goes on within our Union that he does not know about. I spoke with him very early this morning and he sends his love and well wishes to his son and new daughter-in-law. He…”


Martin turned and looked at the holo image of For’mya in the corner of the main sitting room of the palace.


“You didn’t speak to me Kinsoaurgai!” Martin snapped. His arms were crossed over his broad chest and he wore only his loose fitting black pants. Anja sat on the couch sipping the mug of coffee and wearing the simple thigh long sleeping shirt with three button lace appliqué in the front that displayed the deep cleavage between her full breasts. The thong panties matched the soft white color of the sleeper perfectly. 

“Do not bark at me Martin Leonidas!” For’mya snapped right back. “And what would you have done? Denied your son the woman he loves? The woman that loves him?”


“How do we know this is not some sort of game?” Martin asked his tone softening.


“Thr’won married them Martin.” For’mya spoke. “I spoke with her, as did Deia. She told us there is no chance that Athani was acting in any way. The love in her eyes for Res was very real and very powerful. Her presence within Mindvoice grows by the day and I for one am not going to dismiss that. You can punish me for my actions when you return.”


Anja chortled from where she sat on the couch. “Ohhh… that sounds like fun.” She said waggling her eyebrows. “I want a piece of that.” She saw Martin turn and glare at her. “Glare at someone else you big oaf! You don’t scare me!” She snapped. 


“How long have you known about this? It damn sure didn’t just come up within the last few days!” Martin said.


Anja shrugged. “A couple of weeks.” She answered dismissively. “I won’t begin to bore you with the details.”


“A couple weeks?” Martin gasped turning back to For’mya. “Do I assume my other Queens know about this as well?”


“Dysea left before we or Resumar could tell her.” For’mya said with a smile. “Though I’m sure she will see this transmission at some point and contact Res. The rest of us knew.”


“And you didn’t feel the need to tell me about it?” Martin asked.


“You would have told Resumar to stop seeing her and he would then have ignored you completely and done it anyway.” Anja said getting to her feet and moving up next to him. “Better it happen this way lover, better this way than it be discovered by the Kavalians while he is sneaking her around on Cemath so they can be together.”


“How long has Andro known?” Martin asked.


“When you are able to crack that boy’s Mindvoice shields you let us know.” Anja stated. “I for one would love to see what he’s got swirling around inside his head. He’s worst than you when it comes to keeping secrets from those he shouldn’t.”


“Melyanna does have a point Martin.” For’mya stated.


“Sibfla!” Martin swore. “Any reaction from the Kavalians?” 


For’mya shook her head quickly. “Not as of yet. At least not officially or publicly. There is nothing they can do really; Jiss is smart enough to know that. Not if they wish to continue trying to arrange trade agreements with other member worlds of the Union.”


“You can bet they will attempt something.” Martin said. “Where are they?”


“They returned to SODRAG with Andro and Sadi.” For’mya answered. “And before you say anything, Resumar told her to bring nothing with her when she left and she did not. All she had were the clothes on her back. Resumar trusts her Martin, and after speaking with her I do not doubt her intentions. She loves our son Martin Leonidas.”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “Then I will not question your decision Kinsoaurgai. You are there and I am not. I will have a talk with my sons when I return however.” He said. “You and Deia must be prepared for repercussions. Have they searched Lisisa’s apartment?”


For’mya shook her head. “They are scheduled here this afternoon. They have already been everywhere else. They moved quickly hoping to find something. The Galactic Court is officially still pending a response to Deni and Andro refusing to accommodate their order. Unofficially they have let it be known to Deia that they are not going to pursue it in any way. They are not particularly proud of the ruling Martin.”

Martin shook his head. “They did what they were supposed to do.” He stated quickly. “You tell them that from me. They have to weigh the laws from all members of the Union, and whatever non-Union members we do business with and then make decisions. They did the right thing.”


“They will appreciate that.” For’mya spoke.


“The Kavalians take anything from our children?” Martin asked.


For’mya shrugged. “A few items of clothing, nothing of real significance.” She answered. “Deni had already moved most of her possessions into their new home by the time the ruling came down.” For’mya turned to look at Anja. “Speaking of rulings… the Hadarian Magistrate Galia inquired of why you had returned to Hadaria so quickly Melyanna. She does not seem to know what is happening.”


“That doesn’t surprise me.” Anja said with a nod. “The Elders don’t appreciate Galia’s more liberal ideas when it comes to Hadarian Healers serving in the fleet and ground forces. She supported that decision by Sivana and I.”


“What is happening there Melyanna?” For’mya asked as Martin turned to the counter and began preparing himself a mug of coffee.


“They postponed the meeting with the Arch Ministry until this afternoon.” Anja replied. “Buonau is coming here later this morning to discuss some things in regards to Retta and Calyb. The woman is infuriating to say the least.” She said rolling her eyes. 


“There is nothing to discuss.” Martin spoke. “They are our children and that is final. No one will take our children from us.”


For’mya smiled and nodded her head. “No doubt.” She said. “I have spoken with Aricia and Bella. They will cross the border back into Union space in a few hours. They have gathered some very clear and precise intelligence Martin. I believe that we may have stumbled across a movement that could very well play a large role in the future of the High Coven. And be an ally as well.”

“I wouldn’t be so quick to surmise anything just yet.” He stated. “Aikiro is still in charge of the Coven… and after her Yuri. Neither of them is trustworthy past the end of our noses.”


For’mya nodded. “Indeed.”


“We should be done here some time this evening.” Martin said looking at Anja and seeing her nod. “We’ll leave first thing in the morning and return to Earth. Once we are clear of Hadarian space I will contact Aricia and Bella on MJOLNIR’S HAND via a secure channel.” 

“I miss all of you.” For’mya stated. “When you return we must really make time just for us. I do not like being the only one here. Our bed is very empty.”


Martin looked at her. “We’ll make it up to you Kinsoaurgai.” Martin said with a smile.


“You had better.” For’mya answered. “My love to you both. Deia is arriving and I must go.”


Martin turned and looked at Anja as the transmission ended. “These Elders of yours are seriously beginning to piss me off Red.” He spoke sipping his coffee. “They could fuck up a wet dream.”


Anja chuckled. “Tell me about it.” She replied.


Martin looked at her, his eyes gazing at what she was wearing and he felt a surge of desire course through him. His eyes moved back up to her jade green orbs and saw they too were full of passion and her female wolf aura was leaking through her Mindvoice shields. His gaze turned smoky and he stepped closer. 


“I could surmise from your attire that you are trying to attract my attention.” He spoke huskily.


Anja’s jade green eyes smiled at him. “Is it working?” She asked. Martin stepped closer to her and hit her with a small does of his male aura and Anja’s sighed heavily. “Ohhh… I guess it is.” She gasped as her body began to tingle all over and she pressed her petite frame against him. He leaned over to nuzzle her ear and the side of her neck and Anja groaned as shivers of wanton passion swept through her.

Martin released his mug of coffee into the air, the mug remaining stationary in mid-air as he gripped it with his TK power. Anja’s mug joined his as he pulled her closer and lifted her into his arms, even as his lips came down on hers. The two mugs drifted over to the table and gently settled to the surface as Martin’s arms pulled his smallest Queen tighter against his powerful frame, her four inch long tongue nearly shoved down his throat as Anja grasped the side of his head tightly.


The loud chiming noise shattered the moment and Martin pulled his lips from hers, resting his forehead against her chest.


“Nubous! That always happens to us!” He snarled.


Anja laughed softly as she held his head tightly to her breasts and the heat that was rising between them slowly began to dissipate. She pressed her cheek to the top of his head and closed her eyes. “God… I love you Marty. So very much.” She spoke softly.


Martin pulled his head back and looked at her bright eyes as she opened them and gazed at him. “No doubts Red.” He said softly nuzzling her throat gently.


Anja held his head and smiled dreamily. “No doubts.” She echoed him. “No doubts and no questions.”


The room intercom opened and the female voice broke into their moment. “Queen Anja, King Leonidas… Elder Buonau and Elder Okein are here with her daughter Duewa.”

Anja shook her head as Martin made no move to release her and she tightened her grip on his head. “Thank you Letia. Please show them to the sitting room.”


“Yes Milady.”


Anja pulled Martin’s head from her breasts and looked at him. “Are you going to put me down?”


“What do you think she will do if she comes in here and we are…?” Martin asked with a grin.


Anja laughed. “Oh… that would go over real well.” She exclaimed. “Put me down lover. We don’t need to make things any harder.”


Martin rolled his eyes. “Spoilsport.” He said as he lowered her to the floor. 


Anja grinned and placed her hands on his bare chest feeling his heart beating strongly. “If we get rid of her quickly, I’ll let you have me however your heart desires before this ridiculous meeting with the Arch Ministry.”


Martin smiled. “Now that’s a deal.”


Anja wrapped her arms around his waist and pressed her head to his chest, his arms crushing her to him and his hand stroking her long Persian red hair. They were in that position when the Hadarian Warrior Mage led Buonau and Okein into the large room, Duewa trailing along behind them demurely.


Buonau’s eyes narrowed when she saw them, and the way Anja was dressed. “Anja?” She spoke firmly.


Anja opened her eyes and looked at Buonau, feeling Martin’s head turn to gaze at her as well. Okein appeared very uncomfortable being there in Anja’s state of dress, and Duewa looked somewhat stunned. She had never seen the King in such a state, nor had she ever seen her Queen wearing something like what she had on at the moment. Duewa knew that anyone of Lycavorian or elf blood was usually much more open in their state of dress and how they expressed their emotions. Lycavorian and Elf females were notorious for being very open in their tastes of clothing and even in their choice of partners.


“Elder Buonau.” Anja spoke patting Martin’s chest and feeling his arms drop away from around her. She turned to reach for their mugs of coffee and turned back handing him his. “To what do we owe this visit?”


“Anja… are you aware that your Spartan Captain… Atropos I believe his name is… he is refusing us access to your personal ship.” Buonau spoke. 

Anja’s jade green eyes narrowed as she moved to the couch and settled onto the cushions, drawing her legs under her. Martin simply rested his frame on the arm of the couch next to her and she draped an arm over his legs. “Elder Buonau… I am not usually one to care how people address me; however you seem to enjoy not referring to me by my title. And if memory serves me correctly, you have gone out of your way for several years now to do just that. Why is that?”

Buonau opened her mouth to reply but the crashing sound cut her off. Their combined attention was directed to the wide double doors and the yelping of a pair of young wolves. Buonau’s and Okein’s eyes went wide when they saw the russet colored adolescent wolf come racing through the doors, followed immediately by the dark brown fur of the second wolf. One set of jade colored eyes and one set of dark brown eyes went wide and the two adolescent wolves slammed their paws into the tile floor to no avail as they tried to apply the brakes. Their talons clicked and clattered on the floor, even as they tried to stop before slamming into Okein. Following quickly on their tails were the two adolescent dragons, their wings flapping madly and knocking items from the end tables as they too could not stop their forward momentum quickly enough. Duewa was fast enough to step back out of the way as first Retta, then Calyb slammed into Okein full tilt. He suddenly found his feet above his head as he went sailing into the air, Calyb’s larger bulk slamming into his sister from behind and adding to her already considerable momentum to take out his legs completely. Retta yelped out in surprise as they both skidded across the tile floor, Mara and Endeem following right behind them. Both adolescent dragons stood two meters tall and several hundred pounds already, and it would have been a painful experience for Okein. Anja’s hand snapped out and she caught Okein in the grip of her TK power, holding him suspended above the sprawling wolves and dragons. Retta was snarling in surprise as she and the others were about to slam into the unyielding wall.


It was hysterically funny to watch as the two wolves crashed headlong into the wall, followed quickly by their two bonded dragons. There were the sounds of rushing air as both young wolves got squashed with the combined seven hundred pounds of their bonded ones, all of them ending up in a tangle of legs and wing spans, flattened against the wall. Martin was laughing loudly, and Buonau and Duewa turned quickly when Torma’s massive head burst in through the window behind the couch, extending on his long neck. His golden eyes took in what had taken place and he began to chortle as well in dragon fashion. Anja was barely holding in her laughter as she lowered Okein to the floor gently, his eyes wide in shock at what had just happened.


Retta’s jaws snapped shut as she yelped at Calyb, and he returned the gesture as they attempted to scramble to their paws and push their bonded ones off of them. They were not having much luck and Duewa moved over to help them. As she leaned over and reached out her hand Retta’s jade green eyes focused on her and she snapped her jaws together viciously causing Duewa to jump back in surprise.


“She… she almost bit me!” Duewa exclaimed.


Anja smiled as Martin got to his feet. “If she had wanted to bite you she would have.” Anja spoke calmly as she watched Martin moved over to them and squat in front of them.


“What have we told you about running in the house in wolf form?” Martin asked calmly as he looked at his children sternly.


They watched as first Retta and then Calyb lowered their muzzles quickly, unable to meet their father’s eyes as they finally got their paws under them and each of them rose to their full heights. Even though only ten years of age, Calyb was larger than his sister in wolf form, and he was very protective of her. He stood two feet tall at the shoulders, already beginning to show the muscularity of his father and brothers. Retta was only a few inches shorter at the shoulders and she leaned closer to her brother instinctively. Calyb yelped and clicked his jaws together at his father in a challenge. 
As Buonau and Okein watched in stunned shock there was a flash of silver and white light and then the enormous raven black wolf was in front of them. Martin was over a meter tall at his shoulders and nearing four hundred pounds of muscle and bone and he dwarfed both his children. His yellow/gold orbs were very evident and Buonau couldn’t help but cry out in fear when those massive jaws, filled with two and three inch long razor like teeth, opened and snapped shut right in front of Calyb’s muzzle with a resounding pop that echoed in the large room. This action caused Calyb to shrink back from his father without hesitation, Retta following his movement. Mara and Endeem simply stood there behind them, their heads low and being scolded by their father within Mindvoice.

Martin changed back into human form just as quickly in another flash of silver/white light and still squatted in front of them. “You can’t stop on a dime on the tile floor. We’ve told you this before.” He lifted his eyes to look at Mara and Endeem. “All of you.”


Buonau watched wide eyed as in two additional flashes of soft silver/white light Retta and Calyb changed back into their human forms looking just as cowed as when they were in wolf form. Martin stared at them for a long moment, Buonau watching as his eyes shifted to her quickly and then back again to the children. Her eyes narrowed as she realized he was speaking to them in Mindvoice.

Martin jerked his thumb towards Anja finally. “Now go give your mother a kiss, say good morning and then go sit down and eat the breakfast Letia made for you.”


Retta was the first to push away and she darted to the couch while Calyb looked into his father’s eyes. Martin nodded and placed his hand on his head as he stood up, entwining his fingers in Calyb’s thick dark brown hair. They watched as Retta hugged her mother tightly, kissed her cheek and then motioned to Mara with her hand, speaking to her within Mindvoice as she dashed out of the room. Mara didn’t hesitate and followed.

You did good son. I expect you to always defend your sister Calyb. No matter what. He said within Mindvoice.


Calyb smiled and nodded his head. I will father.


Go eat.


Calyb smiled and then darted after his sister with Endeem on his heels while Martin looked at Buonau grinning. “The tile floor doesn’t agree with wolf paws.” He stated.


“You will not discipline them?” Buonau snapped.


“Having over seven hundred pounds of dragon crushing you to the wall was punishment enough don’t you think?” Martin answered.


“They could have injured Okein!” Buonau spoke sternly. “They should not be allowed to alter their forms unless they are outside. They should not be allowed to alter their forms nearly as much as they do! And only then under supervision.”


Martin picked up his coffee once more and sipped it. “That’s your opinion.” Martin said. “The wrong opinion… but your opinion doesn’t count when it comes to Retta and Calyb.”


Buonau glared at him before moving her eyes to look at Anja. “You allow this as well?” She demanded.


“They are children… not robots.” Anja spoke as she got up and moved to stand next to Martin. “They are raised just as the rest of our children are raised.”


“Yes… well we have seen how that has turned out.” Buonau spat. “I take it you that have no intention of having Eliani return here to seek approval from the Council of Elders for her marriage to this Malic.”


Anja shook her head. “Why would I tell her to do that?” Anja asked simply. “You have already made it clear you don’t approve, and Eliani is her own woman. The only reason you want her here is to try and influence her. Something you and my Aunt haven’t been able to do since she was four.”

“She is a Princess of Hadaria and needs to at least make an attempt to adhere to our customs!” Okein snapped.


“More than an attempt!” Buonau echoed looking at Anja. “Since it appears her mother will not do so.”


Anja shook her head and patted Martin’s bare chest as she moved to the counter to pour more coffee. “You asked for this meeting Elder Buonau… what is it that you want?” Anja asked. “I thought you were all fired up to get me in front of the Arch Ministry. Why spoil our morning?”


“I have come here to give you an opportunity to come to an agreement with the Elder Council about Retta and Calyb.” Buonau spoke. She reached inside her robe and produced the data pad. “And to give you this.”

Anja looked at her and took the pad. “What’s this?”


“A directive to search the palace and everything on the grounds to include your office and all computer cores you and Sivana have access too.” Buonau replied smugly. “The Ministry has investigators arriving shortly.”

Anja looked at her. “Wow! You are feeling full of yourself aren’t you Elder Buonau?” She said.

“This order also includes your personal STRIKER that now sits on the landing pad. You have been allowed to do what you wish for too long. That will stop.” Buonau said.

Martin chuckled and shook his head. He moved to the COM panel by the double doors and touched it. “Atropos?”

“Milord?” Anja’s Captain and Aricia’s brother responded instantly.


“Atropos please lock down the STRIKER and seal the computer core.” Martin said as Buonau’s eyes went wide. “No one but you the pilot or a Spartan is to be allowed access.”

“Understood Milord!” Atropos spoke as Martin turned to look at Buonau.


“You defy the order of the Arch Ministry!” Buonau barked.


“The STRIKER is a Union military aircraft Buonau.” Martin said calmly. “The Arch Ministry has no authority to order a search of one of my ships. And I certainly didn’t give it to them.”


Anja handed the pad back to her. “You can search the palace all you want.” Anja spoke. “You and the Elders already have access to research files. You don’t need my help to do that.”


Buonau turned angry eyes from Martin to Anja. “We do not have access to your restricted files.” She snapped. “That is what we want?”


Anja tilted her head. “Why?” She asked.


“Pcillany’s charges are very serious.” Buonau stated. 


“Last time I checked I haven’t been charged with anything.” Anja spoke. “And even if I was… I am still Queen of Hadaria. No one accesses my restricted files Buonau. Not now… not ever, unless the constitution has been changed in some manner and I am not aware of it.”


“I’m only trying to… make it easier.” Buonau stammered.


“Make what easier Buonau?” Anja asked moving closer to her. “The fact that you are trying to usurp me? The fact that you are trying to restore the religious power and aspect of ancient Hadarian rule. I won’t allow that Buonau… not while I live. Just as my father and mother didn’t allow it even though you tried back then too.” Anja smiled now and it was not a pleasant smile. “As for my restricted files… you will never have access to them. We are done here Buonau. We will see you at the gathering this afternoon I imagine.”


Buonau turned and looked at Martin. “You don’t even know the woman you call Queen!” She snapped. “What she is capable of! What she has done!”

Martin smiled as he crossed his arms over his chest. “Actually… I think it’s you who doesn’t know her very well.” He said.


Buonau glared at them for a few moments longer and then spun on her heels and marched out of the room with Okein and Duewa following quickly as Anja moved to stand in front of Martin, leaning into him. 

“What the hell was that all about?” She asked softly. “She isn’t stupid enough to think we would allow her to search a STRIKER is she?”


Martin shook his head. “Maybe she thinks whatever it is you have done gives her special status.”

Anja turned her head and looked at him. “What I’ve done?” She asked.


Martin looked at her with a grin. “You must have done something big to really piss her off like this Red. C’mon… you can tell me.”


“I haven’t done anything wrong you big oaf!” Anja barked. “And for even suggesting that… I might just make you sleep on the floor!”


Martin smiled and released a small portion of his aura, wrapping it around her. Anja sighed in delight and turned to glare at him with eyes that were filled with adoration instead of anger. “Bastard!” She hissed.


Martin gathered her into his arms and lifted her off the floor. “What say we go join Retta and Calyb for breakfast?” He said. “The sooner we get off this planet the better.”


“…didn’t work Rinard.” Buonau spoke to his image on the small monitor in their private Lifter as they moved through the Lifter Air Lanes heading back to the Council chambers.

Rinard nodded his head. “I did not suspect it would.” He stated. “I wanted to give it a try anyway.”


“May I ask why?” Buonau spoke. “We risked exposing our hand by doing this.”


“If we were able to access the computer core on a STRIKER it would give us a wealth of intelligence.” Rinard answered. “We could even access classified information using her very own command codes.”


“I am not interested in the military secrets of the Union.” Buonau spoke sternly. “Not unless they can help me get that arrogant bitch out of my way.”


Rinard chuckled. “I don’t particularly care about your small aspirations Buonau. I am working towards a completely different goal, and your grasps at power through your whore Queen do not interest me, or those who support me. I expect you to follow through on your part of the plan. Though… what is in that computer core might very well be able to help you.” He told her. “According to my contacts on Apo Prime that work in the main docking repair facility, all the STRIKERs for the Royal family have a unique command code that allows them to access the computer cores of all the other ships within their family.”


“Wouldn’t you need a password?” Okein asked.


Rinard shook his head as he rolled his eyes. “No wonder you Hadarians need the Union to protect your mida. You are helpless. You don’t need a code if you were already inside the system using an established Royal Command Code. At least according to those who service these ships.”


“And where do you propose to get a Royal Command Code Rinard?” Duewa asked with a shake of her head. “One of the Royal Family is not going to just give it to you fool.”


“Well… that’s where you would come in Duewa my little slut!” Rinard snapped. “Once we take care of Anja… and you get Leonidas to nubous your brains out, he’ll probably just give you one. You are quite good in bed you know.”


“You disgusting pig!” Duewa snarled at the monitor.


Buonau held up her hand in front of her daughter before she said anything else. “I will see what we can do Rinard.” She stated. “We will see you this afternoon.”


Buonau stared at the screen for a moment. “We need to make plans to eliminate that fool man when we have accomplished our task.” She stated softly. “He is one of the vilest of his foul race.”


Duewa looked at her mother, blue eyes wide. “Mother… you never said anything about me having to share Leonidas’s bed!” She snapped.


Buonau met her gaze while Okein sat there quietly. “We are trying to accomplish a task here Duewa. Getting Anja disgraced and out of power is what we need to do. Anything that helps us in that task is worth whatever we have to do.”


“So now I have to tolerate his groping and slobbering as well? To further our cause?” Duewa spoke heatedly.


“I don’t think he will be the least bit interested in me Duewa.” Buonau said with a smile. “You will already be among him to be the tutor to Retta and Calyb, which has already been arranged. If you can obtain this information and it furthers our cause yes. Using your beauty and mind to entice Leonidas into trusting you and forgetting Anja will only serve to give us more control of him and his actions. Only you can do this.”


Duewa crossed her arms over her full breasts. “That is what you said before I had to tolerate Rinard’s vile body and touch.” She spoke. “Now I have to do it again? You know the type of relationship Anja has with the other Queens. Even if they were to accept me, I would have to share their bed as well. I don’t know if I can do that mother.”


“The rewards will benefit you and your sons Duewa.” Buonau said. “You know that. If you can insinuate yourself into his graces it will benefit all of us in the end.”


“That doesn’t mean I enjoy it!” Duewa hissed. “And I expect to be very well rewarded mother. I’m only doing this for my sons and their future.”

Buonau nodded. “I know… and they will never have to fight in any war or battle Duewa. I promise you.” She said.


Duewa stared at her mother for a long moment before sitting back deeper in the Lifter seat. Buonau turned to Okein.


“Let us go over our testimony for this afternoon.” She stated.

Rinard turned from the one monitor and looked at the helmeted head on the second monitor. The cowl was drawn back, but not fully, exposing only the armored cheeks and dark eyes. The background was completely sterile with no indication of where the individual was.


“You think they will accomplish that task?” Rinard asked.


“It is not really needed… but it will keep them occupied and out of our affairs.” The voice answered. “If they succeed… we can use it to confirm the information I have already obtained. If they don’t… they will take the fall and not us.”


“Buonau needs someone to fuck her long and hard.” Rinard spoke with a cruel smile. “Before they slit her throat.”


“Something I’m quite sure the Kavalians will enjoy doing if everything works out.” The man replied. “Have you been able to contact Gareld? He failed in his first attempt and I assume he is going to try again?”


“He thinks we don’t know he went to the Kavalians for help.” Rinard said with a smile. “He is just as big a fool as Buonau.”

The man laughed as well. “Well… they did pay him more than we did for the half elf bitch.”

“He hasn’t reported in for several days… but that is not surprising.” Rinard spoke. “Was it wise to pay him upfront?”

“Like Buonau… he is only a means to an end.” The man answered. “If he succeeds… excellent. If not… the Kavalians will… and that will only serve to help us.”


“You know of course that Bontick is dead.” Rinard said. “His entire operation destroyed totally on Nebonese.”


“I understand he died quite a gruesome death.”


Rinard nodded. “He was crushed by a fruit harvester.” He answered. “Witnesses say he was sitting in the street babbling like some newborn child just before the harvester ran over him.”


The man nodded. “No doubt using his own product.” He stated. “Evolli are notoriously incompetent… no matter how much they like to think otherwise. I would imagine Anton Simpson interrogated him thoroughly before they left him there to die. It is of no matter… the information I passed on to the Kavalians will cause significant confusion in The Wilds when the time comes and Bontick and his ilk won’t be needed. It will also rob Leonidas of his eyes and ears.”


“Do you know what their plan is?” Rinard asked.


The man shook his head. “Nor do I want to know.” He replied. “You can be assured it will be very violent and brutal. In the end it will give all of us what we want.”


Rinard nodded. “As long as I get to kill her myself.” He spoke in a low menacing voice.


“And you will my friend. You will. I gave you my word on that Rinard and I will keep it.” The man said. “Keep me advised if we hear anything from Gareld. And watch your back Rinard. Leonidas is sure to go into a fit of rage when your information comes to light. And no doubt you will be one of his targets. Along with his red haired whore Queen.”


“I will. Don’t worry.”

EARTH

MENKLA K2 MILITARY TRANSPORT
ASSIGNED ULU ARIZONA
PEARL HARBOR, HAWAII
BATTLESHIP ARIZONA MEMORIAL
Background music: Pegasus from Battlestar Galactica 

“What are we doing here again?” Steven asked looking at Miranda as they stood at the bottom of the ramp of the MENKLA K2 Military Transport. 
The transport rested on the enlarged landing pad built at the end of the quay where in years past visitors came to visit the memorial. The memorial had survived the sky fires that swept the earth after the passing of the comet with nothing more than extensive burn marks. Many had questioned this occurrence since not half a mile away on Ford Island, every structure had been destroyed. At Martin’s order and under Ben’s direction, the memorial had been repaired and made even stronger. It had not changed in the nearly six hundred years of its existence, looking exactly the same now as it did in the year nineteen hundred and eighty when it opened. Due to massive underwater earthquakes and the shifting of tides and submersion of many islands across the planet, the water depth at Pearl Harbor had lowered several feet and now nearly eighteen inches of the gray ship itself extended above the surface of the calm waters. 

Zaala clung to his arm, her wide dark eyes taking in all around her. E’dira stood silently to Miranda’s left, her amber eyes also drifting over the mountains in the distance and the ocean breeze sweeping over them and scouring the many buildings on Ford Island itself. Pearl Harbor was the only base that belonged to the former United States of America that maintained its name and function. There were many ocean going vessels that roamed the oceans of Earth, most of them pleasure ships for those still inclined to take such a trip. Most of those ships left from Pearl Harbor. Several of them could be seen in the distance, their huge bulks on the horizon docked at terminals where hundreds of species came to take leisurely cruises of the oceans of Earth. To the right of the memorial, roughly half a mile away, they could just make out the specks of men and women working on the slightly tilted remains of the Battleship Missouri. The ship where the Peace treaty signifying the end of World War Two with the Japanese was signed. Slowly but surely the ship was being restored to its once proud state. All over the harbor could be seen ocean going vessels from Earth’s past being worked on and restored. It was intended for Pearl Harbor to be a redoubt of history from a time long past. A place where everyone could come and see that humans were just as brave and dedicated as any other.

Hawaii was one place Zaala and E’dira had never been, though both of them had been off world many times in the last quarter century. Zaala squeezed Steven’s arm tightly.


“Steven… it’s beautiful.” She gasped softly looking around in wonder.


E’dira nodded her head in agreement. “Indeed it is.” She said. “I did not know that such places still existed on Earth. It is so… calm and serene. It… it radiates with history and so many stories.”


Miranda smiled at the comments from two of her newest crew members. “It’s the only place like it on Earth now.” She told them softly. “I think it has something to do with Martin being a former Navy SEAL back in the day. He has never forgotten this place. And the attack on Pearl Harbor was the only battle of World War II that did not include any Lycavorians in some way.”


E’dira looked at her, even her amber eyes surprised. “Truly?” She asked. “I never knew that.”

Miranda nodded. “They had not gotten to the US in time to spread among the US military before the Japanese attacked. It is the only battle in history really. Martin… he wanted to make sure it was seen and known that humans are capable of great sacrifice and bravery and they should not be looked down upon.”


Janon looked at his Commander now. “Mando… wasn’t your real father Japanese?” He asked.


Miranda nodded. “Japanese American. My mother was Korean. He loved coming here.” Her face became serious. “We came here right before moving to EDEN BASE.”


E’dira saw the look on her face and moved closer to her, almost possessively. “They are pleasant memories for you?” She asked.


Miranda looked up into her face and nodded. “Very much so. I was only four… but I can remember that last trip almost as if it was yesterday.”


E’dira nodded. “Then grasp tightly to those memories Miranda Lorian. And never lose them. They make you part of who you are.”


Steven nodded. “Amen.” He said softly.


Miranda nodded as a small smile crossed her face. “We are here because Ben made me promise to do something for him once I had all of you together.” She stated looking at them. “This memorial will reopen in six months. It is meant to show that humans can be just as brave and resourceful as any other species. This whole harbor will bear witness to that. Martin came here quite a bit back before he discovered who he was. Ben too. They said there was a draw to this place, something that made them wish to be here. I understood what they meant the first time I came here two years ago and I want my officers to see that as well.”


They all turned as the incredibly old human man came walking towards them. His hair was completely white, and his movements showed his age. The cane he used to walk was a simple walking stick with a knob on the end, yet he walked with his head held high.

“Jesus Miranda… that guy looks older than God.” Steven muttered leaning close to her.


Miranda chuckled as Zaala yanked on Steven’s arm. “Steven Randall you will not be rude!” She hissed softly.

“He would be the first one to agree with you.” She stated as she turned to face the man as he moved up slowly but purposefully. “Mister Franklin… how are you?”


The wrinkles in the man’s face were evident, his skin burned a deep bronze from too many years in the sun, but his dark eyes were bright and very alert. He leaned on his cane with one hand as he took Miranda’s hand in the other. That he was completely human was very evident to all of them.


“I’m still kicking.” He spoke surprising all of them with the conviction and strength of his voice. “I got a few years left in me.”


Miranda smiled and stepped close to him while turning to look at her core of officers. “This is William Franklin. He is a fifth generation caretaker of this place. Martin and Ben found him living on the beach nearby when they first came back here twenty-five years ago.” Miranda looked at him. “He and his family have cared for the Arizona Memorial since the late 21st century.”


The man nodded calmly. “And done so proudly.” He stated evenly. “It began the day my grandfather’s grandfather died on this very ship.”


“Ben told you why we are here?” Miranda asked.


The man nodded. “He did. I didn’t want to do it at first…” He spoke. “It’s all that is left from the original and it’s amazing it still survives now.”


“William we…” Miranda began to speak.


Franklin held up his thin boney hand. “Ben, Martin and I came to an agreement. He may be a Lycavorian and our King, but damned if he doesn’t remember his roots. Ben too… though he is a former jarhead.” He spoke with a smile. “I’ll forgive him.” Franklin looked at her. “I’m all set up.”


“Set up?” Janon asked softly.


Franklin nodded. “You will get the first tour of the new facility.” He stated. “It hasn’t changed much… but the new holo technology really makes it so you feel like you are there.” He motioned them forward. “Follow me.”


They watched him turn and move for the entrance of the soft while building in front of them. It was taller on the ends and sunken in the middle as a structure, but Miranda had read once that this was meant to signify the United States and it’s rise to power before World War Two, the sunken middle was meant to signify the depth she fell to during this attack on her homeland, and then the rise again of her naval might and majesty. They followed him until he stopped in front of the door and looked at them. 

“It will activate when you enter. It should only take you about fifteen minutes to walk through.” He said softly. “I’ll meet you on the other end and have what you came here for.” He didn’t say another word and turned to walk to a smaller building on the side.


Miranda looked at them and Steven smiled. “After you Captain.” He said holding Zaala’s hand.


Miranda nodded and took a deep breath before entering the darkened interior. E’dira followed without hesitation and then Steven and Zaala. Janon brought up the rear glancing back over his shoulder to where William Franklin had disappeared into the smaller building. He shook his head before stepping into the building. Even though his wolf eyes adjusted almost instantly, he had taken no more than ten steps and nearly collided with Steven. His eyes grew wide as he too stopped and the holo images filled the massive room. The strange voice filled the interior.


“December 7th 1941, a day that will live in infamy, according to President Roosevelt.” The deep male voice echoed throughout the huge room. “It began as any ordinary day for everyone but soon escalated to the most horrific event in the history of the United States of America up until that time. War was brewing across the oceans…”


Janon saw that the others had begun moving slowly forward listening to the voice and he followed them, drawn by the inescapable sense of something alive within the building. The holo images of hundreds of men and women walked all around him, moving back and forth between very old style buildings, and what appeared to be barracks. The sky was blue and the sun just beginning to rise, ancient wheeled vehicles moving along the roads. As they moved further along, the scenery changed to that of a great harbor, and Janon realized it was the very harbor they were in now. He could see massive ships lining the old quays, gray ships that by contrast to even the smallest frigate of this age, didn’t come close in size. 


“There was no warning before the bombs began to fall.” The voice continued. “One moment it was a quiet Sunday, and the next the gates of hell had opened.” 

Janon heard Zaala yelp softly as suddenly they were surrounded by what seemed like hundreds of very loud and strange shaped flying craft, many of them carrying items beneath their bellies. Janon watched as these items began to drop from under the planes, an ancient wailing noise now beginning to sound in the background. He could see men running now, running and screaming to each other. And then the first explosion sounded, causing even the grizzled combat pilot of hundreds of missions to jump from his skin. The fire was almost real, and Janon swore he could feel the heat as ships began to explode. It appeared as if they were walking along the very pier where the Arizona was tied, ancient anti-aircraft guns spilling out their fire at a deadly rate, the yammering of those guns making it so no other sound could be heard. The screaming of men, either wounded or dying filled the room now as they moved slowly down the middle of the building. 


She was on fire Janon could see that, and then as they watched the Arizona’s massive bulk heaved from the surface of the water as a deafening roar filled the room and caused them to stop as if they were right there, watching everything take place. The reverberations of the enormous blast were almost real, buffeting their bodies as the Arizona fell back to the surface of the water and began to roll over almost immediately, the killing blow having been delivered and the proud ship beginning its slow death. He saw Zaala press her body close to Steven, her eyes moist as broken bodies began to bob in the now flaming ocean water. They could see men leaping from the sides of the rolling ship, some of them on fire, some missing body parts. They could see others dragging their comrades to the side of the ship, blood beginning to stain the deck of the once grand ship as it died. They watched groups of men leap for the water, many dragging their friends clear of the sinking ship, swimming as fast as they could. They heard and felt more explosions from within the symbol of power, and then more followed from all around them as other ships nearby took hits. Nothing mattered to them now except the Arizona, their attention riveted to the dying ship and the unimaginable acts of bravery that were happening all around them at every turn.

Men clung to the hull of the ship that was now coming to rest face up in the water, even as rescue craft raced to try and save as many as possible. They braved Japanese fighters that strafed the water beneath them, savaging those who floated helplessly. As Janon watched faces began to appear like ghostly images and move past them, young, old, it didn’t matter. Some wore stern faced looks, others tight lipped smiles and others still wide boyish smiles. No matter their color or creed one thing was almost always the same.


They were all impossibly young.


“You walk above hollowed ground my friends and visitors,” The voice continued. “For the souls of one thousand one hundred and seventy-seven men lie entombed beneath you in honor. They died gallantly trying to save their ship… their shipmates… their honor. The acts of bravery can not be chronicled, and they rest with the remains of the men who called the Arizona home. They died for a cause; they died for a purpose; and the Arizona became the rallying cry of a nation. Despite all that has taken place in the six hundred and thirty-two years since her sinking, the Arizona’s remains have not moved. Not underwater earthquakes of even the passing of the comet could budge her. It is almost as if the souls of her crew have held her together in death when they could not save her in life. Though now only a trickle of what it once was, oil still leaks from her number three turret mast, and it has for over six hundred years.
 Some say the oil should have run out by now, that it’s not even possible. Others believe it to be the blood of those who died trying to save her and that their blood is eternal. While she did not fire her main guns against the enemy before her death, the Arizona to this day fights to keep her charges safe against all enemies, be they on the surface or under the waves resting within her. Remember what you have seen here today and take heart to the desire and bravery and will of all humans. It resides within all of them, and they will fight even after death. Remember them… honor them.” 



The holo images faded only to be replaced by the huge wall in front of them, white marble with black lettering. The edges of the marble were now encased in gold. All of them saw the large plaque near the bottom of the huge wall of names.


“TO THE MEMORY OF THE GALLENT MEN HERE ENTOMBED, AND THEIR SHIPMATES WHO GAVE THEIR LIVES IN ACTION ON DECEMBER 7TH 1941 ON THE USS ARIZONA.”


“She will be the first ship to carry that name since 1941.” Franklin’s voice spoke from the side causing all of them to turn as he stepped up to them holding the bundle in his hands. “You will be the four senior officers on her from what Ben and Martin tell me. They also tell me you are the finest that we have.”


Miranda reached up and used the back of her hand to wipe away the wetness from her eyes. Zaala was unashamed of the tears streaking her cheeks and Steven did not attempt to wipe away the small tears on his cheeks either.


Franklin held up the bundle. “This is her battle flag.” He spoke. “The one that was flying on her the day she sank. It is really amazing that it has survived all these years, but perhaps it was for this very reason.” He held the bundle out to Miranda almost reverently. “Display it for all to see Captain Miranda Lorian of the ULU ARIZONA. Let everyone know that the ARIZONA lives once more if you would Captain.”

“I… I am only a caretaker Mister Franklin.” Miranda said softly. “She will have her own Captain in the future.”


Franklin shook his head. “A ship chooses her Captain Lorian, not the other way around. The ARIZONA has chosen you. Ben and Martin agree.” He said seeing her eyes going a little wider. “They left that tidbit of information for me to tell you. They thought it might be appropriate for ARIZONA’S past to meet ARIZONA’S future.” He held out the bundled flag. “This belongs to you now. Honor it and honor her name.”

Miranda reached out and took the bundle just as reverently. “We… we will.” She said softly.


“Martin and Ben allowed me to see the ship that will carry ARIZONA’S name into the future.” Franklin spoke.


Miranda’s eyes grew a little wider. “That… that was you?” She asked remembering the brief visit to the shipyards that even she knew nothing about.

Franklin nodded with a smile. “They knew what it would take to get me to agree to this. She looks fit for battle Captain Lorian. Do her namesake proud, and make sure this time she survives to make our Union proud. All of you.”


Miranda looked at Steven and E’dira as their hands settled on the bundle of cloth, Janon’s hand next and finally Zaala’s over the top of Steven’s. She turned her eyes back to Franklin. “We will sir.” She spoke in a raspy whisper. “We will.”


Franklin nodded. “Good. They’ll be watching over you.” He spoke motioning with his hand all around them.


All of them gasped as they turned and saw the hundreds of holo images of the smiling young faces all around them, like they were looking at them, as if they were gazing into their souls and giving them their blessing to carry the name of their ship into the future.


The ARIZONA.
MJOLNIR’S HAND

TWO HOURS FROM THE BONTAWILLIAN BORDER



“They are maneuvering to get in front of us Admiral!” The Ops officer barked from across the bridge. “The DIATAGAs are taking up position to limit our maneuvering and the DIEROY is boring straight in.”

Komirri nodded. “Typical.” He said to no one in particular. “They underestimate our abilities. The trailers?”


“The DIATAGA and PURUSIAN trailers have spread out their formation. It’s a standard support role Admiral.”


Komirri turned as the doors to the bridge opened and Aricia strode confidently through them. He didn’t smile at this as he looked at her, for he had watched her grow into the woman she was now. “I want the Ready Alert Squadron in the port tubes! Two more on standby for primary launch vectors! Put one squadron of M5s in the starboard tubes and another on priority stand by! Load the M5s with ship busters!”

“Yes sir!”


“All manual turrets to standby! All automated defenses to standby!” Komirri continued as Aricia came up next to him. “Full power to shields and give me full proton yield on torpedo tubes four through eight. Decoys in one through three. Look sharp people!”


Aricia looked at him. “I take it our guests are not going to leave us alone?” She said.


Komirri looked at her. “They have put themselves on an approach vector that forces us to stop or alter course. Essentially they wish to play chicken as Martin says.”


Aricia nodded. “Typical.” She muttered the same word Komirri had. 


Komirri smiled. “I said the same thing.” He told her. “They haven’t tried to contact us yet, but I imagine that is coming.”


“Bella?” Aricia asked.


“The DARKBROOD is tucked in nice and close.” Komirri replied with a nod. “We’ve reinforced that shield grid with additional power. She should be fine unless the Kavalians get stupid and target her.”


“Have you ever faced them Komirri?” Aricia asked.


Komirri shook his head. “My father has… but even I was too young to fight in that war with them. He tells me they have not changed their tactics much since then if the reports coming out of High Coven space are any indication.”


“Explain.” Aricia said looking at him.


“Very centralized control.” Komirri spoke. “Not much information gets disseminated down to the lower levels and ranks. The officers have complete control for the most part. The biogenic clones are fodder on the ground and the officers lead from the rear.”


“Their fleet?”


Komirri shrugged. “Intelligence says there are not many biogenic clones in their fleet forces.”


Aricia nodded. “They may use them all over, but they are considered inferior to normal Kavalians. Fodder as you say. Their overall society is broken up into Prides.” She said. “Similar to the Clan Families of the Drow. If I understand correctly there are always power plays within their ranks.”


Komirri chuckled. “Careful Milady, don’t let Vice President Aihola or General Lynwe hear you say that.”


Aricia smiled as well. “Yes… I don’t think they would appreciate it.” She said.

“Admiral we are being hailed!” The COM officer turned in her chair. “The transmission is originating from the DIEROY.”

Komirri met his Queen’s blue eyes. “Here we go.” He said. Aricia nodded and Komirri turned to his officer. “Put it on the main holo disc!”


The image of the hulking Kavalian came into view, flickered and then cleared instantly. His coat of light golden hair covered his face, his feline features giving him a very imposing visage. His green cat eyes looked up at them as he handed something to an officer on his right. He did not get out of his chair in the rear center of his bridge.


“I am Pride Captain Fener of the KFI Sixth Echelon Command ship SICOR.” The Kavalian spoke calmly. “To whom am I speaking?”

Komirri felt Aricia’s hand gently touch his arm and he remained silent as she stepped forward. She was going to take the lead on this because they both knew Kavalians did not relate well to women in general. And it was unheard of apparently for them to take orders from a woman. “I am Aricia Leonidas.” She stated plainly. “Queen of the Lycavorian Union. Your ships appear to be blocking our way Captain. Please remove them from our path so that we may continue.”

KAVALIAN SHIP SICOR
Fener blinked several times as Aricia finished speaking, completely caught off guard by the raven haired woman’s orders. Fener was not used to taking directives from females, no Kavalian was, and Aricia’s order had confused him for a moment. He turned quickly to the two men who stood just to his right side at vertical control panels and motioned discretely with his hand to cut the audio from the transmission.

The taller of the two Kavalians next to him nodded. “She is the youngest of the Queens, but the only one of pure Lycavorian blood. She is considered the most powerful of the five sitting Queens Captain. It is a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser and if she is on that ship then we must be looking at the flagship of the Lycavorian Union.”

“MJOLNIR’S HAND?” Fener gasped.

The man nodded. “Yes Captain.”

“Sensors?” Fener called out.

“We are unable to get precise sensor readings from the ship sir!” The Kavalian replied. “It is a combination of jamming and whatever metal they have coating their hull. It is returning most of our passive scans too warped to make sense of.”

“Active sensors?” Fener asked.

“They could penetrate Captain.” The officer answered.

“It may also be interpreted as hostile Captain.” The second Kavalian spoke now. This was Fener’s Second Officer.

“Are they scanning us?” Fener asked.

“Not actively sir!” The Sensor operator spoke. “The LEONIDAS IIs use a JCN Nodon Engineering Type 71 Tactical Network. They are equipped with Nodon Engineering Class Five Multi-spectral Primary sensors and Phased Passive lateral sensors. We wouldn’t know if they were scanning us with passive sensors sir.”

“Engage the jammers!” Fener quipped. 

“Jammers engaged.”

Fener looked at the two men. “You are telling me I have to talk with this child and not the Algolian?” He snapped.

“It would appear so sir.” The first Kavalian said.

“Matig… what information do we have on this female child?” Fener asked his Second Officer. 

The Second Officer worked the computer controls on his podium. “She is the youngest of his Queens, mother to his oldest son the Crown Prince Androcles. She is connected to one of those foul dragon monsters, and considered by many of our Senior Scholars to be the most inexperienced in terms of war and politics.”
Fener nodded. “Good. Broadcast this to all our ships. I will put this female child in her place.” He stated turning back to the transmission. “Audio!”

“Restored Captain.”

“You have in your custody the ship and crew of vampire criminals that are wanted by my government Queen Aricia.” Fener spoke smugly. “I am here to remove them from your custody and transport them to Kavalian space to stand trial for crimes against my people. Please make ready to hand them over to me, and for my boarding teams to inspect your ship for those who you might decide to hide. Once they come on board your ship they will deal with your Algolian senior officer and you will remain in your quarters out of harm’s way until our inspection is complete.”
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Aricia looked at Komirri with wide eyes and saw him shrug. “No one ever accused them of being subtle Milady.” He muttered under his breath.


Aricia chuckled and nodded her head. “No they have not.” She said. She turned back to the image of Fener in the holo disc. “Captain Fener… we are in The Wilds, not Kavalian space. This is the Union flagship, and since my husband and mate is not on board, I am in command. I am not a Kavalian female Captain, therefore your directives fall on deaf ears. I have absolutely no intention of handing anyone over to you, nor do I intend to allow you to board this ship for any purpose, and certainly not for some ridiculously contrived inspection.”

“Then we will simply target the vampire frigate and destroy it woman!” Fener barked as he came to his feet. “I am not giving you a choice!”


“Queen Isabella Leonidas is on that frigate as we speak Captain Fener.” Aricia spoke calmly. “Please sit back down in your chair and do not attempt to intimidate me. I assure you it will not work. This is free space, and we are returning to Union territory with the criminals that conducted an attack on this very ship. An attack that targeted your own Trade Delegation. We will return them to Union space where they will be charged and convicted in our justice system, not yours.”


“That is not acceptable to me!” Fener snapped. “You will surrender their ship and those individuals you captured! You will also prepare to be boarded and have your ship inspected by my men! That is what you will do woman!”


Aricia stepped closer to the holo image, her azure eyes changing to her wolf persona and her fangs extending half way as she glared at him. “Captain Fener, three seconds after we detect boarding teams leaving your ships, I will order them blown out of the stars. Half a second after we detect any type of weapon on your ships charging I will order an attack that will kill you and every single ship under your command. Your posturing and foolish actions do not frighten me Captain. They only confirm to me just how ignorant you are. I have faced far more dangerous and intelligent adversaries that you Captain Fener. Your actions will only serve in getting you and your men killed.”

Fener looked at her wide eyed unable to comprehend she was speaking to him in such a way. “I have you outnumbered woman child!” He nearly shouted. “Will you fight all six of my ships?”


Aricia smiled. “I will destroy all six of your ships… and you will succeed in starting a war that neither of our peoples wants. A war which you will ultimately lose as I have already told the fool Captain of your other ship.”


Fener was fuming, even under his coat of hair. Aricia could tell he had never been talked to in such a way by a woman. She watched his eyes narrow. “You are out here all alone child Queen of the Union.” He snarled. “No one will get to you before I kill you! And your pathetic Union can not stand against the Kavalian Empire!”


“Then that makes you stupid as well as foolish Captain Fener!” Aricia spoke calmly. She turned to Komirri. “Kenetavorn vada lenee ardus Aranna!”


Komirri didn’t hesitate. “Strike Wing stand to!” He bellowed.


Aricia smiled, her eyes never leaving Fener’s face. “Allow me to introduce you to the Lenee Ardus of MJOLNIR’S HAND Captain.” 
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Fener’s head snapped around when alarms began to sound all over his bridge.


“Captain! Union ships are de-shrouding all around us!” The sensor operator barked out. “Thirty-three contacts!”


“Thirty-three? Impossible! What class?” Fener snapped stunned.


“Captain… four LEONIDAS I-Class Heavy Cruisers, four MOONLANCER-Class Battle Cruisers, seven NOVA-Class Attack Cruisers, eight ADMIRAL CENEU-Class Heavy Destroyer, five AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigates and five unknown class! They appear to be some kind of escort class!” The sensor operator barked out in reply over the alarms.


Fener looked at his Second Officer with wide eyes. “This is a standard Strike Wing?” He gasped.


“It can’t be.” The second Kavalian spoke. He was the ship’s pseudo political officer and the one man with a direct link to Kavalian High Command.


“What do you see all around us fool!” Matig barked. 


“Captain!” The sensor operator shouted. “Captain… the NGANE is powering its forward 


Gauss cannons! She’s targeting the vampire frigate!”


Fener reached for the control panel on the arm of his command chair. “Angak! Angak what are you doing?” He screamed.


“The bitch Queen insulted me!” The voice answered. “They will not fire on us! I will destroy the vampire frigate and we will have what we came for!”


“Angak! I order you to stand down!” Fener screamed. “Stand down do you hear me?”
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“…powering their forward Gauss cannons!” The sensor operator shouted. “Locking on to the High Coven frigate!”


Aricia looked at Komirri and then back to the holo image of Fener, her eyes filling with rage. “You have just signed your own death warrant you nubous aulved! Command is yours Komirri!” She stated without vacillation.


Komirri didn’t hesitate. “Ready squadrons launch! Lock port side batteries on the Serval targeting the Coven frigate! Helm execute evasive pattern three nine! Mask the Kavalian firing solution! Turn us! Turn us! Strike Wing is weapons free! Strike Wing is weapons free!”


MJOLNIR’S HAND veered hard to port and almost immediately DEVASTATOR and TEMPEST fighters began spilling from her launch tubes in droves like angry hornets.


“Admiral they are firing!”


“Bella!” Aricia screamed.


Komirri’s order to mask the firing solution caused the helm officer to yank the massive bulk of MJOLNIR’S HAND over in a turn that seemed impossible for a ship of its size. Dozens of maneuvering thrusters lining the entire top of the ship fired almost at once, spinning the aft portion of the ship down and around and effectively covering three quarters of the High Coven frigate. The blasts from the Kavalian Gauss Cannons would have effectively vented the rear sections of the frigate to space killing hundreds. Now the two potent blasts of the medium powered weapon skipped off the powerful shields of MJOLNIR’S HAND and only scored a glancing blow on the frigate’s rear quarter. In testament to his skill as a commander Maros was able to maintain control of his ship and insure it maneuvered almost identically to the colossal ship protecting him. This gut wrenching maneuver saved the High Coven frigate from major damage and loss of life.


“Weapons lock!” The officer screamed out over the many alarms blaring on the bridge. “Weapons lock!”


Komirri looked at her. “Kill him! Kill him now!”


Twenty-five MK9C Type One Plasma Batteries fired at one time, lighting up the entire port side of MJOLNIR’S HAND and the immediate space around it. It was the heaviest plasma battery in the Union inventory and the most destructive by far. Twenty-five thick red bands of devastating and concentrated plasma based energy slammed into the upper port side of the DIATAGA’s superstructure overwhelming the three shield grids along the length of the ship. The result was never in question as the first massive barrage shattered the shield grids and began blasting great swaths of superstructure from the Kavalian ship without regard. The NGANE was primarily the Kavalian long range missile carrier, and hence it was unfit for close up fighting let alone against a ship armed like MJOLNIR’S HAND. 

The aft quarter of the NGANE came apart first, the first plasma barrage slicing through the ship’s armor with lethal precision. Two massive internal explosions lit up the space around the ship and the rear five hundred meters of the ship ripped away from the remainder of the superstructure. This section contained the engines, their cores and most of the DIATAGA’s emergency power batteries. As it drifted away, explosions rocked that section violently until finally it blossomed into a bright point and the two overloaded Tri-Cobalt Matter Reactor engine cores blossomed in a single explosion that peppered MJOLNIR’S HAND’s shields with bits of ship pieces.
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“…gone captain! The NGANE has been completely destroyed!”

Fener snarled savagely. “Angak that fool!” He barked. “Evasion pattern Theta One! Scatter! We are not to engage! Priority transmission to all ships! We are not to engage and anyone who does I will destroy them myself!”


“Captain?” Matig gasped.


“We are not here for combat! Angak attacked a ship with one of their Queens on it and I hope his spirit wallows in eternal agony for his fool actions! He could damn us all!” Fener shouted. “We are outnumbered and heavily outgunned! Emergency transmission to Kavalian Command! Get me a direct line to Marshall Pusintin! Connect me now, before we lose more than we already have! And begin broadcasting on all open frequencies that we are not hostile!”


The political officer stepped from his podium. “Captain Fener… we can not let this action go unanswered! We…”


Fener struck the man viciously across his face staggering him back and blooding his mouth. “Shut your hole of a mouth Neskatin! The child Queen just obliterated over seven thousand of our men because Angak allowed his pride to overcome his actions! And she did it without blinking! That was simply for firing on the ship carrying the vampire Queen! It appears she is not as big a child as you and your political cronies thought! You will not kill anymore of my men! And make no mistake if we fight she will kill us all!”


“Captain… Marshall Pusintin is not responding! He is out of the command loop right now! I have Pride Admiral Lingatt’Oturro.”


Fener nodded. “Put him up! Quickly! And continue to broadcast we are not hostile!”

SPARTAN BLACK TALONS
M7 TEMPEST SQUADRON

“Roll right now!” The senior elven pilot barked into his helmet as he slammed his M7 Tempest into a tight corkscrew turn. “Form on me! We are weapons free! Target any Jaguars they might be able to launch! Clear the way for the M5s and look sharp! Once the Jaguars are dealt with, fire SWARM Missile Packs into the sensor and communications pods!”

“Commander Lanust… sensors are picking up a call off!” A voice announced in his helmet. “The Kavalian ships are maneuvering defensively! No Jaguars are being detected as launched.”
Lanust glanced at his consoles, his six hundred year old hands caressing his controls as if he was stroking his wife’s skin. The M7 responded to his touch just as his wife did and Lanust grinned under his full helmet. He was the CAG of MJOLNIR’S HAND, selected thirteen years ago after serving as Squadron Commander for the previous ten years. He and his pilots were among the finest anywhere in the Union and all of them were completely, some would say fanatically loyal to their King. Lanust and his pilots had seen their King disregard safety and his own life to rescue pilots that had been shot down in the Evolli war. Martin Leonidas never left anyone behind, and his style of command brought him down into the gritty launch bay with the pilots that would die for him as often as time would permit. There had been many games of Tarnarb Poker that King Leonidas had played with them in the large recreation centers on MJOLNIR’S HAND. And while Lanust had to grow accustom to the fact that everyone was treated equally, right down to the lowest conduit cleaner, he could not deny the camaraderie that this brought to his pilots and their ground crews. The ground crews took loving care of their fighters and the pilots in turn made sure that their crews wanted for nothing, even if it meant bending some rules sometimes.
Lanust’s eyes darted to his sensors at his wingman’s announcement and he saw the transmission. It was a universal non-hostile transmission, and all of the Kavalian ships were radiating this transmission even as they were turning away from MJOLNIR’S HAND and exposing their backsides to Admiral Komirri.

“I have it! M5 Squadron Commanders hold at point Bravo! We will cover you!” Lanust spoke crisply. 
“Moving to Point Bravo! Ship Busters are live! Give us a target and we’ll make them eat pain!” The lead DEVASTATOR pilot spoke. He was a Lycavorian and Lanust loved the man like a brother.

“Black Talon One to Control! We are detecting a universal non-hostile beacon radiating from remaining Kavalian ships! Request instructions.”
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“…are fine Aricia!” Isabella exclaimed in the transmission. “Minor damage! Thirteen of Maros’s crew were injured, none seriously. Vonis is helping to direct damage control teams, but Maros says we can still maneuver and fight if need be.”


Aricia felt her heart ease quickly and she shook her head. “We will take it from here Bella.” She spoke. “The ship that fired on you is gone! We are moving to engage the others!”


“This was a stupid move on their part Aricia.” Isabella spoke. “Kavalians are violent brutes yes, but they are not stupid! Once the Strike Wing de-shrouded they would not have attacked! Not against these odds!”


“Well… I intend to show them the error of their ways!” Aricia snarled.


“Black Talon One to Control! We are detecting a universal non-hostile beacon radiating from remaining Kavalian ships! Request instructions.”
Aricia’s head came up at this voice over the internal bridge COM and she watched as Komirri looked up from his plot board. “Strike Wing weapons hold!” Komirri barked as he stabbed the control panel on his board. “Lanust? Speak to me man!”


“Universal non-hostile beacon is radiating from the remaining five Kavalian ships Admiral!” His CAG’s voice filled the bridge speakers. “None of them have raised shields and they are maneuvering defensively.”  

Komirri turned to his sensor operator. “Confirm that!” He barked.

The operator nodded. “That is confirmed Admiral.” The woman spoke quickly. “They have presented their flanks to us and have not raised shields! No weapons signatures are being detected.”


Komirri looked at Aricia, his reptilian features filling with questions. She stood to her full height and met his gaze. “I am out of my realm here Komirri.” Aricia admitted without any hesitation.


Komirri nodded and turned back. “”Maintain weapons lock on the Kavalian ships!” He barked. “Section Two move to three nine seven four mark five! Section One cover our starboard side. Lock port side Type Ones on the Sabertooth and hold.” Komirri stabbed his panel again. “Control to Black Talon One. Lanust… give me a look! Keep this channel open!”


“Understood Admiral! Talon Flight maintains cover! Talon Three you are with me!”


“Like glue One!”


“Executing flyby! Rotate thirty degrees and in we go! Fire control tracking!”
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“…damn fool!” The dark haired Kavalian Admiral exclaimed in the transmission. “He is dead?”


“They blew his ship out of the stars before the flash of his cannons was gone Admiral!” Fener replied. 

“They killed seven thousand of our men!” Neskatin barked.

“Be still you idiot!” Lingatt shouted from the transmission. “The Lycavorians did us a favor! You know how Leonidas views his Queens! He’d slaughter millions if any harm was intentionally brought to them! Angak was a fool! These Union men and women are not the High Coven! Marshall Pusintin has tried to tell us that for years! They will not turn tail and run at the first boast and threat from us! We are not at war with the Union and Angak fired on a ship carrying one of his Queens! What do you expect them to do in this situation?”

“A ship carrying criminals wanted by the Kavalian government!” Neskatin spat.

The Kavalian Admiral glared at him in the transmission. “You are ignorant Neskatin! You are a political cronie with a military commission, not an officer. The vampire High Coven insurgents attacked our Trade Delegation on their ship! They threatened another Queen of the Union and one of Leonidas’s sons. They will fare no better in the hands of the Union then they would in ours. Angak let his pride rule his actions and he underestimated the ruthlessness of this child Queen.”

“I wish to communicate directly with Prefect Keleru!” Neskatin demanded.

Lingatt shook his head. “Marshall Pusintin is out of reach on a mission and the Prefect is dealing with the defection of his daughter to these Union dogs!” Lingatt spat. “I do not take orders from you little cronie so be silent!”

Fener’s eyes were wide. “The Prefect’s daughter defected?” He gasped.

Lingatt nodded. “It happened this morning on Earth. She apparently has become the wife to his second son. The half elf Resumar. The Prefect is not happy and nor will Marshall Pusintin when he finds out this information.”  

“Admiral… we are in a situation here ourselves!” Fener spoke keeping his professional cool.
“They have not pressed their attack because I have a non-hostile beacon radiating, but I do not doubt we are all targeted! We can not penetrate the hulls of their ships with passive sensors and if we go active they will blow us all from the stars because of what Angak has done.”
“Fener… you must defuse the situation!” Lingatt spoke. “Do what you must… but do not trade shots with them. You face the Union flagship and the Strike Wing that protects that ship Fener; do nothing that will cause more encounters and loss of our people and ships.”

Fener nodded. “Understood Admiral!”

“Contact me when you have broken from the Lycavorians and they are out of range.” Lingatt ordered. “I will inform the Prefect of what is happening and if he decides something else you will hear from me.”

“As you order.”

Fener stood up from his chair as the transmission faded. “Get me the Union Command Ship!” He snapped. “And do so quickly before this gets out of hand!”
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“…Incoming transmission from the lead Kavalian ship!” The man announced. “It’s the Kavalian Fener.”


Komirri nodded motioning to Aricia. “Put it up!” He called out.


Fener’s image flickered and became clear and Aricia pounced immediately. “Give me a reason why I don’t kill all of you!” She sneered. “You have attempted to kill a Queen of the Union! You have exactly five seconds to explain yourself Kavalian or I will order my ships to turn all of you into nothing but memories!”


“The commander of the ship that fired on you acted of his own accord!” Fener barked. “You insulted him! He wanted revenge!”


“You expect me to believe that!” Aricia hissed.


“It is the truth!” Fener exclaimed loudly. “I know you can see my ships are only acting defensively! We have not raised shields and we are all radiating a non-hostile beacon! Angak acted of his own accord and he paid for that folly with his life and took his crew with him. You have killed over seven thousand of our men.”


“And you expect me to weep for them?” Aricia seethed as her eyes and teeth were still very prominently wolf like. “They fired on Isabella Leonidas unprovoked because I insulted this Angak’s pathetic manhood. Make no mistake Captain Fener, if Martin Leonidas were here you would all be dead for this action! Now what do you want? Our forces are maneuvering to kill the rest of you… so speak quickly if you wish to save them.”


“You would continue your attack?” Fener gasped.


“For what you have done I will destroyed all of you!” Aricia barked viciously. “Give me a reason not too!”


“This was a mistake!” Fener spoke quickly. “You have suffered no damage while you have destroyed one of our ships and the seven thousand men on it. Surely this is retribution enough?”


“I am a Spartan female and Queen!” Aricia told him with fervor in her azure eyes. “I will say when there has been enough retribution Kavalian!” She moved closer to the holo image of the Kavalian Captain. “Plot a course away from the border Captain Fener and do so quickly. Direct your ships to not power their weapons or raise their shields. I will have part of my Strike Wing following you, and if you so much as sneeze in a threatening manner I will have them finish you without hesitation. Am I making myself clear little man?”


Fener’s face was twisted into a sneer as he looked at Aricia in the transmission but he kept what he wanted to say from escaping his lips. “How do I know you won’t attack regardless of what you say?”


“You don’t!” Aricia told him. “That is why you should leave quickly. The longer you remain the more my anger grows. And it is that time of the month for me and I can become very unpredictable.”


“We will do as you say! This time.” Fener spoke in a low growl. “Pray we don’t meet in the future child Queen. I will not hold back then.”


Aricia smiled exposing her fangs. “Do not flatter yourself Captain Fener.” She spoke coolly. “And thank whatever gods you may pray to that I have held back this day. MJOLNIR’S HAND out!”

Komirri looked at her with a sly smile. “That time of the month my Queen?” He asked.


Aricia grinned. “Something I learned from Anja.” She said. “I am going to transfer to the frigate Komirri to help Bella. Track these Kavalian fools and if they veer from their course kill them. All of them.”


Komirri nodded. “Consider it done.”

