CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN OF SARDINIA

…feel something father. Vollenth spoke softly as he and his father sat on the floor of the cave looking out into the night sky. The wide doorway allowed the light from the stars and the smells of the salt air from the nearby ocean fill the cave.


These last days had been a wonder for Vollenth. A wonder of new experiences and new discovery as he relished in the presence of his family. The family he had never known existed. Yuri had told him he had no family, that they had been killed in the crash. The last days had seen him realizing just how devious and cruel she was as Vollenth rested and spent hours speaking with his mother Danica and Galen his father. Even more hours with his twin brother Visio and his younger siblings as they bounced from their backs and tails playing their games. Vollenth had spent the most hours with Arzoal the Elder Mother. He was completely fascinated by her wisdom and majesty. The way she moved confidently among the hatchlings and the adolescents, never once injuring one of them despite her immense size. The way her voice encouraged them and scolded them. She related to him the history of their kind, the battles fought and their brush with extinction. She schooled him as well, teaching him things he would have never known or learned with Yuri or the High Coven.


Vollenth felt powerful for the first time in his life. He was fully recovered from the injuries he had sustained growing up with Yuri and his injuries from fighting Elynth and Andro. He had blossomed in weight with the regular and protein rich meals that he ate daily, his muscularity filling out completely and for the first time in his life his scales were shiny with health. He would sit for hours listening to the musical voice of his mother in his head as she told him of her life. How she had met his father, how they had become mated. Vollenth learned the Dragon Mountain here was actually a ship. A massive ship with the mountain built around it. A ship that their King had brought back from far across the stars and made their haven here on Earth. Around the ship was a powerful ten kilometer Mindvoice shield that blocked everything from the outside. Within this shield the last remnants of Yuri’s influence over him had finally dissipated over three days. He could no longer feel her within him, her darkness and hatred, and that fact alone was the most incredible emotion he had ever felt. He soared through the skies with his brother and father learning new tricks and tactics on hunting and flying. His father was bonded to a senior elf Spartan who was now on Elear visiting with his family while Galen remained with him. Vollenth learned that this is where all the female dragons on Earth who were about to give birth to eggs came. Here in this mountain the eggs were laid and cared for lovingly by not only dragons, but Lycavorians and elves as well. The eggs were maintained and cared for in a nursery on the deck below where he now sat for however long it took for them to hatch. The parents were allowed to remain with them until that happened, no matter how many days or weeks it took. The Elder Mother’s personal chamber was on the very top of the mountain, a massive cave where she trained the adolescents and hatchlings in everything from flying to controlling their Mindvoice powers. Many of them knew who he was and at times he could hear their whispers within Mindvoice about him. Never clear enough to know what they were saying, but just enough to hear his name once or twice. Vollenth really did not care what they were saying; his joy and happiness at being here and discovering this new life far outweighed anything.


What is it you feel my son? Galen asked.


I think it is because I am here. My mind… my thoughts have never been so clear and focused. Vollenth said calmly. Father… I can feel the one I am meant for. He spoke turning his head to look into his father’s orange hued eyes. It is… it is almost as if they have come closer to me. It is almost as if I can feel the pulse of their mind and heart.


Galen nodded slowly. This is not uncommon Vollenth. The King and Torma can feel each other across the stars. Andro and Elynth too. That you can sense this however faint it is, it speaks towards your power within Mindvoice. That is a true bond that you feel, not that twisted hold over you that Yuri the witch had. Tell me what else you feel son.

Vollenth didn’t hesitate in his words. I feel life father. My life. But it is not me. Close by too.


Galen nodded his huge head once more. It is time.


Vollenth canted his head slightly. Time? Time for what?


Come with me my son. Galen spoke lifting his massive body off the floor easily. It is time I showed you what you feel. In time… as the Talon Guardians knew when they spared you… you and your Bonded One will meet. Now it is time that I showed you what else it is that courses through you.


Puzzled and curious at the same time Vollenth rose up and followed his father out of the cave into one of the two main corridors. They ran the length of the ship, or mountain if you chose to call it that, over five kilometers long. Vollenth walked beside his father as smaller dragons scampered by, almost all of them staring at him as they past. Vollenth finally turned to his father.


Why do they look at me differently father? Vollenth asked softly. Do they… do they hate me?

Galen turned his head as he walked and blinked quickly. Hate you? They do not hate you Vollenth my son. They admire you. The young ones look up to you. To the strength you have shown.


Admire me? Vollenth gasped. I have… why would they do this?


Vollenth… only three dragons in our history have endured what you endured under the witch’s thumb. They too fought the control. They fought the forced bond as hard as they could but in the end they succumb to it. None of them were oppressed as long as you, none of them were treated as you, and yet you survived the severing of that bond. You survived and now you are stronger for it. 


Prince Androcles and Talon Guardian Elynth severed the bond for me. Vollenth spoke. It was not I.


Oh but it was my son. Galen told him. Yes… Andro and Elynth severed that bond, only they and their fathers carry that power. Not even the Elders can do that alone. Only they can as Talon Guardians. Yet while they severed the bond, it was your will to live and be free that saved you. If you did not have that… then we would not be here today speaking. You would have gone mad and eventually you would have died. No… they admire you and the strength of your will to continue on. It shows them that we can all have that power and will.


Vollenth was silent as he followed his father a ways further and then they turned into a large room. Vollenth saw the elegant and powerful lines of the tan female dragon in front of him resting on the floor. Her scales shone with health and promise and dragon beauty. Her scent filled his nose and was familiar to him in some way. He was sure he would have remembered a female dragon that looked so beautiful. His orange eyes grew slightly wider when he saw the two small newborn hatchlings lying on the hay covered floor, their eyes shut as they slept. He snorted softly when he smelled them, stunned that they carried his unique scent. His snort caused the head of the female to turn quickly and her eyes went a little wider and she gathered her legs under her. Vollenth watched as she rose, feeling a desire burn inside him at her lithe dragon beauty.


Galen? Viera’s voice gasped within Mindvoice. Her voice was like the whisper of chimes to Vollenth and he felt his whole body throb with want and desire.


I have come to see my grandchildren. Galen spoke proudly as he moved forward and looked at the two male dragon hatchlings as they snored happily. They have grown!


Viera nodded her large head, tearing her eyes from Vollenth. They eat well and are very active.


Galen turned back to look at his son. You said you feel your life my son. Your life, but it is not you. This is what you feel. Your sons.


Vollenth’s eyes grew wider as he moved forward slowly his eyes focused on the two tiny hatchlings. He looked up quickly, his eyes wide as he finally remembered. Viera? He gasped as his eyes settled on her.


Viera looked at Galen and he nodded his head. This is my son Viera. He stated. The Vollenth you knew… he is dead. This is the dragon my son was always meant to be.


Viera moved closer to Vollenth staring into his eyes. They… they are your sons. She spoke. Our sons.


There… there were four! Vollenth snapped. You carried four eggs!

Viera nodded slowly not letting his voice dissuade her actions for she had secretly wished for this very day and did not think it would ever happen. Yes. I was not able to eat enough to provide all of them nutrition within me. Eliani of the family Leonidas was able to save our sons. 


I… I killed them! Vollenth gasped closing his eyes in agony.


No! Viera exclaimed moving even closer to him. You did not kill our children! The Coven killed our children! 

Viera had come here to this mountain and discovered a new life just as Vollenth now had. Galen and Danica both had been to visit her often, nearly every day since Vollenth had returned to the Mountain. Amazingly, her two remaining eggs had hatched within hours of Vollenth coming to the mountain, and Viera took it as a sign that they had waited for their father to come home to them before hatching. Vollenth’s sires had held nothing back from her, telling Viera everything about what had taken place in SODRAG once she had left, and the reasons for Vollenth’s vile nature through his early years. Viera had always found him handsome, yet she had wanted to wait before having him claim her. The Vollenth controlled by Yuri had not given her that choice. Now looking at him however, Viera felt he was very different. She could sense his power coursing through him, but it was tempered and focused.


Vollenth opened his eyes as it all came back to him. I… I forced myself on you! I… you did not want me!


Viera once more shook her large head. I did want you Vollenth. Viera corrected him. You are very handsome. I only wanted to wait before you claimed me. Wait until we were older. Until we were ready.


Vollenth looked at her. I… I did not give you that choice. He said softly.


Yuri did not give us that choice Vollenth. Viera said softly. Galen and Danica… your parents have told me what you were enduring. The battle that raged within you. Why you acted as you did. How you fought all she was doing to you and this is why you were so…


Cruel? Vollenth spoke the word.


Viera moved closer to him, touching her snout to his ever so gently and feeling shivers of happiness course through her. That was not you Vollenth. This is who you are. Viera spoke softly. I have learned so much here. About our history and who we are. I… we could not save two of our eggs… but we can show our sons the love we were denied Vollenth. And we can have more children one day.


More? Vollenth exclaimed. Why would you…

Why? Viera’s voice dripped with female seductiveness now. Because you are handsome and powerful. And you are meant for greater things. Viera said. What more could a female ask for in her mate. 


Viera… Viera I am sorry. I…you should find a different one. A mate who has not treated you as I have.


I want no one else. Stay with me Vollenth. Stay with our sons. Let us give them what you and I have lacked for so long Vollenth. We can give them what they deserve… and we can discover ourselves as well. Together. Viera said.


Vollenth met her beautiful eyes, once more admiring her coloring and scales and the muscles that rippled along her female frame. She was beautiful to him. You wish this? He asked stunned.


Viera nodded. More than anything.


Vollenth turned and looked at the two sleeping hatchlings for a long moment. He then moved closer to them, lowering his snout and brushing their wings ever so gently. He didn’t pause and lowered his powerful body to the floor next to them, instinctively shielding them from the outside world. 

I will not fail you my sons. Vollenth whispered.

Viera could feel her heart singing out in happiness and she too settled once more to the floor opposite Vollenth, shielding the hatchling’s other side and her head close to Vollenth’s.


Galen didn’t speak as he backed himself from the room with a knowing smile and nod of his head. He turned when he felt the presence of the large dragon and he saw Arzoal approach slowly. She glanced into the room and saw them and nodded her head slowly as well.


She hoped for this day when we discovered what vexed your son Galen. I told her she did not have to regard Vollenth as her mate. Arzoal spoke. She told me this is what she had always wanted to begin with.


Galen nodded and looked back to see them touching their snouts together as they talked in a shielded Mindvoice connection. 


He has felt his true Bonded One Elder Mother. Galen spoke. The one he is meant for. The one he was always meant for.


Your son is powerful Galen. As you and his mother are. Arzoal told him. Now that he has gained the clarity and focus Yuri denied him… it does not surprise me. Andro said as much to me before we left SODRAG to bring him here. The one he is meant for is powerful as well. I have sensed them within his mind. They will make you proud Galen but we have to insure they are guided and given the instruction they will need as any new bonded pair. When that day comes.


Galen nodded. I will be ready. He said. And my Bonded One and I will teach them all that we know.



As it should be. Arzoal spoke.

SODRAG


“…Anton and Cihera have joined with us now.” Dysea spoke within the very secure holo transmission. The new holo communications discs were one of the first inventions that Avi had given them, making their communications practically invulnerable and superbly encrypted no matter where they were. “They are going through all the intelligence we have gained in the past weeks and blending it with what they found.”


Andro, Resumar and Arrarn sat at the small table in Andro’s office, all of them looking at the smaller image of their first elven mother that resided on the table top.


“Mother… father will eventually discover all this sneaking around that you and the others are doing.” Resumar spoke from his chair. “You more than anyone knows that he has keen eyes everywhere.”


Dysea nodded. “That is why I have talked with him as often as I can. Right now he thinks we are simply back on Apo Prime to discover what could have happened to Normya’s ship.”


“And you think he believes you?” Arrarn asked leaning forward.


Dysea shrugged. “Your father knows me well. He will figure it out soon enough, if he has not already, but for the time being he is allowing me to do what I must. I think he suspects there is more to what is going on… but he will not intervene as long as we continue to follow the path we are on. Aricia and Bella passed close enough to Apo Prime on their way back to Earth and I was able to speak with them. They agree we must keep this from your father as long as possible. He is dealing with whatever happened on Hadaria. His presence is somewhat clouded… as is Melyanna’s.”


Andro nodded. “We felt this as well. Almost as if they are trying to hide something from all of us.”


Dysea nodded. “Yes… that is what your mothers and I felt too. You have not spoken to him?”


Andro shook his head. “No, not directly. Not since he left. I know he left Hadaria late yesterday afternoon and mother remained. I have not spoken to him since. He is due back here in three days. I’m sure he will come here within hours of returning.”


“How goes the training?” Dysea asked.


Andro smiled. “You know very well how the training is going mother.” He said. “You are avoiding the answer to Resumar’s question. Where is Normya?”


Dysea matched his smile. “Normya is with Tir’ut. They are going over a TYPE II in the main hanger here on the base. They are trying to determine how exactly this Chief Engineer accomplished what he did without anyone noticing.”


“So then…” Arrarn began.


Dysea nodded. “Yes. They are falling in love more as each hour passes. And they have discovered some rather interesting things they can do together.”


“Magar tanor vada vochan.” Resumar spoke softly. (Never fear the unknown)


Dysea nodded. “Neweni.” She said. “It is a saying our sons seemed to have embraced. Literally.” (Indeed)

Resumar looked at her in the transmission. “Mother… I didn’t tell you before you left because I could not explain it myself. What I felt for her.”

Dysea nodded. “That is usually the case when love blossoms Resumar.” She answered with a small smile. “We need not worry about your sister. As long as Tir’ut lives, no harm will ever come to her. You however, you have two verifiable threats on Earth. One that will undoubtedly be very upset that you have taken your young wife from them. And the second and possibly more immediate threat will be equally incensed that my other sons have claimed the daughters of Aikiro and Yuri as their mates and wives.”

“Well they can’t have her back!” Resumar snapped. “Ever!”

“What is it that Uncle Danny says all the time?” Arrarn said nodding his head. “I’ll open a whole can of whup ass on them if they try to take Narice or Toria from me.”

Dysea looked at Andro in the transmission and saw him shrug his broad shoulders. “My brothers speak very eloquently. For all of us I think.” He said finally with a smile. “I especially like the whup ass part. How did you find out?”

Dysea shook her head with a smile at the antics of her sons. “A vision.” She answered.

“When did you have this vision mother?” Andro asked.

Dysea met his eyes. “Sixteen years ago.” She answered without hesitation. “May I then assume that this young female elf I saw on Elynth in the same transmission is one of the three that Sadi spoke of during your interview?”

“Her name is Ne'Veha.” Andro told her. “Our instincts… our instincts tell us yes she is one of them. We are not going to pursue her. She has trust issues because of past relationships and the way she has been raised.”

“You mean the way her parents have raised her?” Dysea said knowing that is usually how elf distrust of Lycavorians started.

Andro nodded. “She is very close with her parents. Something occurred in her past… in their past that turned them against Lycavorians to an extent. It is private to her and I do not want to bandy it about.”

“And if she can not reach past these issues Andro?” Dysea asked.

“Sadi is my Anome.” Andro spoke confidently. “She will always be more than I need or expect. Carisia… Carisia has been dreaming of us for as long as we have been dreaming of her. She is part of us whether we recognized it or not. She will always be with us. Ne'Veha and Lu’ria are meant for us as well… but in order to have a lasting relationship, you must have trust and openness. You taught all of us that mother. Ne'Veha will always be part of us and no one will ever fill that void where she resides, but it will be her choice to pursue anything. As it will be Lu’ria’s.” 

“You are just a male slut fervon!” Resumar spoke with a grin.

This brought laughter from all of them and Dysea shook her head slowly before looking at them all. “You must guard yourselves until the time is right my sons. All of you.”

“We have heard nothing from the Kavalians since we left according to Aunt Deia and mother in Sparta.” Andro spoke slowly, still somewhat shocked that his first elven mother had this vision so long ago. A vision of the future that no one could have ever predicted at the time. “Personally I think it means they are plotting… but it could be that they are simply trying to decide how to react to Athani defecting and marrying Res.”

“True.” Dysea said. “As we are doing here… leave nothing to chance my sons. All of you will have targets painted on you once all is revealed.”

Andro nodded. “Sibfla! Like that is anything new. Father has been a target since he was a child and why should we be any different. People just don’t seem to care for our unique charm.” He spoke with a grin.

Dysea chuckled now and nodded her head. “Well… it does need to grow on you.” She said. “We are going to watch this man for a few more days at least. Tir’ut was able to extract some information in regards to another plot concerning female elves that he arranged. We are trying to get more details and I will speak with L’tian shortly in regards to it.”

“More of these strange accidents?” Arrarn asked.

Dysea shook her head. “It doesn’t appear so. This transport was deliberately targeted it seems, but the females and males on it were simple students, and not any sort of specialists as with the others. They were simply returning from a vacation when their transport was lost. This appears unrelated to what we are working on… but it troubles me, happening now when we are conducting this investigation.”

Resumar nodded. “Someone is getting bolder.”

“Yes.” Dysea agreed. “And that can not mean good things.”

“Mother,” Arrarn chimed in. “Have Normya check the LSD Flux Conduits and Internal SCR Sensors if she hasn’t already. They are almost always forgotten during the flight checks and they could very well have an imprint of whoever set the explosive device.”

“I will tell her.” Dysea said. “Esther has spoken with Cha’talla and they were able to retrieve quite a bit of equipment and supplies to help them protect the settlement. Cha’talla and T’lolt both send you their sincere thanks Andro. That is not something you needed to do.”

Andro shrugged once more and got to his feet. “Given what they have done… with Normya… with you… protecting you both. It was a small response to them saving our sister’s life.”

“Cha’talla has asked me to rely to you an open invitation to Kranek whenever you wish.” Dysea said with bright eyes. “You will be welcome there always. Your actions have earned a friend Androcles, and it is my understanding that Cha’talla’s people do not make friends easy.”

“And father?” Andro asked.

Dysea smiled. “Your father… your father has been welcome wherever they have gone because of what he did that day on Lycavore.” She said. “That bit of information will come as quite a surprise to him… but his name is spoken of with honor among Cha’talla’s tribe.”

“You seem taken with them mother.” Resumar said softly.

Dysea nodded. “I look at what they have accomplished there and can only be amazed at the drive it took to establish themselves and completely change how they live and view others. It is astounding to say the least. Like your sister I have finally looked beyond all we have been raised to believe about them, and what I see is perhaps a group of men and women who are much closer to us than we have ever thought. They may have only just discovered this part of themselves… but it has always been within them.”

The soft chime sounded and Andro turned to the panel on the table as Arrarn touched it. “Yes.” Arrarn spoke.

“Prince Arrarn… Empress Aikiro’s transport is twenty minutes out and Princess Sadi has requested Prince Andro meet her at the airfield.” The voice said.

“Thank you.” Arrarn answered looking at Andro.

“Mother… we need to go.” Andro stated. “Please keep at least one of us in the loop with what you have planned.”

Dysea nodded her head. “I will do that. Do not worry. Good luck and hopefully we will see you all very soon.”

Andro nodded and turned to his brothers as the transmission faded. “Res… make sure you stay out of sight with Athani while wonder bitch and her daughter are here.” He spoke. “She’ll raise a shitstorm if she knows Athani is here.”

Resumar nodded. “Will do.” He said coming to his feet.

Arrarn stood up as well. “Wonder Bitch?” He said with a grin.

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders once more. “Does my dislike for her show through that much?” He asked.

“Oh no… not in the least.” Arrarn replied with a grin.

“She’ll want a tour of the pilot training no doubt.” Andro said.

Arrarn nodded. “Have Sadi return to the hanger as soon as you guys say goodbye to Ne'Veha. We’re ready for her.”

“We’ll get together with Deni, Malic and Moneus later tonight and go over some new procedures and whether the Coven riders are ready to have access to the nearby city.” Andro said as they all moved for the door. “Deni is finishing up their initial CQCF by later this afternoon and Aikiro will be able to see them in action while she is here.”

“You are ok handling Yuri?” Resumar asked. “Once she discovers that Vollenth and she are no longer bonded she’s going to be hopping mad.”

Andro nodded. “Yes she is… but I doubt she will lose much sleep over it. The ease with which Elynth and I severed their bond tells me she was not holding too tightly. I’ll be fine.” 

The Leonidas brothers nodded as they moved for the door.

Ne'Veha stared at him as he made his way across the tarmac towards where she stood with Sadi. The last two days and nights had been eye opening for her to say the least. She had never imagined she would meet any of the Royal family, and while both her parents respected and trusted King Leonidas and his Queens, that did not change the overall distrust they had for Lycavorians as a whole. She had been raised her entire life with that mentality, and Tarren’s actions had only served to reinforce what they had told her. At least until she had blundered into the lives of Androcles and Sadi Leonidas in the most embarrassing of ways.


Ne'Veha had met and interacted with many handsome Lycavorian males, some of whom even wanted to claim her for themselves. She had resisted all of them until Tarren had come along. More than anything else she thought perhaps he was the exception to her parent’s rule. She should have seen that was not the case the first time she had let him take her to bed. Her mother had always told her that Lycavorian men were interested only in satisfying their own needs and desires, and Tarren had proven that. He treated her well enough, but he never seemed to care about taking his time with her, only reverting to nuzzling her elven ears when he was about to explode. It was never enough to get her to respond to him. Now… now Ne'Veha was discovering that perhaps it was not Tarren at all. Sadi had told her that she was destined to be with them, all of them together, and Sadi Leonidas was one of the most intelligent and faithful women she had ever met. It hadn’t always been that way Sadi had told her, but the moment her life had taken a new course on the Royal Estate Island twenty-six years ago, it had opened her eyes to just how truly and completely fate and destiny could direct their lives. It had made Ne'Veha look back on her own life and see the relation of events that Sadi spoke of. Seeing them together with Androcles Leonidas the night before in their bungalow, how they interacted and how so totally she was accepted as part of their intimate circle made Ne'Veha begin to question all that she had ever held as truth and fact. She was so very confused now, confused because she could not deny the irresistible draw she had to not only Androcles, but Sadi and Carisia as well as the Drow female they had yet to even meet. It was as if their minds had suddenly come together in a small way, allowing them to almost feel and see her and each other.


Ne'Veha had slept in a separate room in the bungalow, and even though they told her they would block their emotions from her so as not to influence her, she could still hear the muffled cries of passion from both Sadi and Carisia and this only made her want to join them in the worst way. She had finally been able to drift into a fitful sleep dreaming of Andro’s powerful embrace and the soft lips of both Sadi and Carisia, and then she woke up to bright sunlight and the smell of coffee and breakfast. Her stomach did not rebel at the smells this time as whatever Andro’s sister had given to her had completely purged the excessive amount of Spartan Wine from her system. She joined them for breakfast with no hesitation, and she found Andro and Sadi eating thick steaks and eggs to satisfy their wolf hunger, while Carisia was enjoying mainly a breakfast of fruits and small nibbles of the meat from both their plates. They pulled her to the table and Andro was the one who allowed his own food to go cold while he made her a delicious meal of eggs and fruit, knowing almost uncannily what she would eat. He was the first to leave that morning, giving her an extra hour with just Sadi and Carisia, and Ne'Veha could feel the powerful pull towards the beautiful blond wolf that was Sadi and the alluring raven haired vampire Carisia. While tiny in comparison to Andro, Carisia fit so very easily into his arms Ne'Veha noticed. While she knew that Sadi was his anome, and within Lycavorian culture that was the most sacred of positions, Ne'Veha saw him treat Carisia to the same nuzzles and nibbles as Sadi enjoyed the entire evening. And Ne'Veha could not deny to herself that she felt a little emptier when Andro left, something she felt from both Sadi and Carisia.


Ne'Veha watched as he stepped up to them, leaning over to kiss Sadi hungrily as she looked on. He didn’t hesitate and took her hand in his as they ended their kiss and he looked at her.


“I hope… I hope you decide to return and visit us.” Andro said. “I have upgraded your authorization to allow you access to the base here whenever you want. Just don’t tell anyone.” He said with a smile.


“Androcles… Androcles I…” Ne'Veha stammered.


Andro put a finger to her full lips and shook his head. He leaned over and used the tip of his nose and lips to gently nuzzle just the tip of her elven ear. Ne'Veha felt warm shivers course through her at this and she gripped his arm tightly in response.


“I told you that you are not expected to do anything.” Andro spoke softly. “No one will replace you Ne'Veha. When… if you decide you desire to explore what we already know we want to explore, all you need do is tell us.” He said. “We will not pressure you in any way. You have duties to conduct just as we do. All I ask is that you do not speak of what you have seen here on the base.”


Ne'Veha looked at him, meeting his gorgeous eyes and then turning to look at Sadi and looking into her dazzling jungle green orbs. “What… what if I decide I am unable to enter… to have a relationship with you? With Sadi and the others? Carisia and… and Lu’ria? What if I can’t set aside all I have grown up believing? Or I wish to try and repair my… my relationship with Tarren?”


Andro nodded. “Then that is what you decide… but it will not change how we feel about you.” He said. “I could shower you with gifts… insure you have only the best assignments and missions as a pilot… and even help your career along.” Andro shook his head when she opened her mouth to retort. “I could do all these things for you Ne'Veha… to show you that we truly desire you. However… that would play exactly into the frame of mind that your parents have been telling you we are like since you were a child. You belong with us... and you can feel it just as clearly as we can. When you decide that is what you want… you will know. We’ll wait for that day to come, however long it takes.” They heard the engines of the transport on the pad begin to rise in power and Andro looked up. “Your ship is about to leave.”


Andro leaned over further and placed a soft kiss on her lips, reaching up to caress her cheeks as he did. A kiss of deep feeling and the promise of what she could have and a kiss that left her trembling in need. He stepped back and Sadi did the same quickly, her full lips tasting faintly like berries and incredibly soft in their texture. Ne'Veha found herself responding to their kisses, but then Sadi pulled back.


“We will see you soon Ne'Veha.” Sadi said squeezing her hands. “We are here when you make your decision. We belong to you just as much as you belong to us and that will never change.”


Ne'Veha met her eyes for a long moment and then glanced at Andro before bending to retrieve the bag Sadi had packed for her. She didn’t really know what to say then, her body still strumming with sensations she had never felt, so she turned then and sprinted for the transport as Sadi leaned back against Andro’s chest. His arm pulled her closer and he nuzzled her neck and cheek.


“She will come to know what she feels Andro.” Sadi said softly. “And she will be with us, because she knows this is where she belongs.”


They watched as the transport began to lift off and they waved even though Ne'Veha’s face was lost in one of the small windows. Andro pulled Sadi closer to him as the ship receded into the blue sky and he nuzzled her neck once more, this time sending his aura pulsing through her unchecked. Not in an overtly sexual way, but strong enough to let his anome know that she was his.


“No matter destiny and fate KertaGai.” His voice said softly next to her ear. “You will always be first in my heart and mind. I can not help that… nor do I want to. I may love… I may love them as well… but you are my soul Sadi Leonidas.”


Sadi turned in his arms with a blissful look on her face and they shared a sizzling kiss right there on the tarmac, not caring who saw them. It was a kiss of devotion, of desire and of unquestionable love.


Sadi pulled her lips from his after a long moment, using her tongue to trace his upper lip lightly. “And it is the same for me Andro my love.” She whispered. “I could never… I could not go on without you.”


Andro grinned. “I’m not going anywhere anytime soon.” He said. “That thing you got behind you is amazing! I’d be a fool!”


Sadi’s face took on a horrified and indignant expression and she pushed him away with a laugh. “Oh you pervert!” She exclaimed. “You have a one track mind do you know that? I have to meet your brother and actually do some work and the only thing you can think about is my ass?”


Andro waggled his eyebrows. “Well… it is magnificent.” He stated.


Sadi concentrated and flicked her finger at him, the small manifestation of her Mindvoice powers erupting from her finger and crossing the distance between them instantly, giving Andro a shove. She had been practicing nightly with both Carisia and Andro to improve the control of her rapidly growing skills and how she could direct it and she had gotten very good in just a few short weeks.


Andro chuckled as he regained his balance and saw her walking away from him with a brilliant smile. “I can’t help it!” He barked.


“Pig!” Sadi called over her shoulder happily as she headed for the long row of hangers in the distance.


“You love me though!” Andro called.


[YES! Yes I do. More than any breath I might take.] Sadi’s musical voice sounded in his head. [I will see you tonight. Be careful Androcles Leonidas… my mate and husband. I look forward to every day and what we may discover, and I would be very unhappy if that discovery stopped so soon after it has begun.]

Andro allowed his aura to wrap around her even as he turned and headed to meet Aikiro’s transport. [And I love you Sadi Leonidas… my mate and wife.]

SPARTA

ROYAL VILLA ESTATE


“…told me was to arrange for guest quarters for one adult and two children.” For’mya spoke as she handed Deia the mug of steaming tea.


“Anja’s not returning with him?” Deia asked.


For’mya shook her head as she returned to the couch and settled next to where Nayeca sat holding her newborn son. The couch was huge and it allowed her to stretch out comfortably and lean against Danny’s side where he sat. Anuk had her legs pulled under her and was sitting on Danny’s opposite side. “No.” She answered. “He was very vague… and both of them are hiding their emotions very well. He did not elaborate on what took place and only said that he would tell us when he returned.”


“Something has happened.” Gorgo spoke from her seat next to Riall on the second of the three couches. “Anja would not have remained unless it was absolutely necessary.”


For’mya nodded as she sipped her own mug of coffee. “I agree that something has taken place, however Anja is almost as guarded as Martin.” She said.


“Not to mention her temper is nearly as bad as Marty’s.” Dan spoke. “She will only take so much sibfla before she unloads on someone. That won’t be pretty.”

For’mya nodded. “They are both shielding to such an extent that Aricia, Bella and I can only get fuzzy sensations. “And contrary to what everyone outside of this room hears and believes, we all know that Melyanna’s Mindvoice powers are considerably more than she allows others to see, and many have underestimated her due to her physical stature.”

“To their woeful realization.” Anuk said. “I have witnessed this very thing from her.”

“The Hadarian Elder Council has gone and done something stupid. That has to be it.” Gorgo said. “It is the only reason Anja would have remained. They have fought her tooth and nail over everything she and Sivana have put forth in the last quarter century, and she would not remain willingly on Hadaria when we are in our six month rotation here to Earth.”

“Who is returning with him?” Deia asked now.

“The daughter of their senior Elder Mage Buonau.” For’mya answered. “Duewa I believe her name is. And her two young sons.”


“What about Andro?” Panos asked from where he stood behind the end of the couch where Tarifa, Aihola and Isra sat. “Can he tell us more?”


For’mya shook her head. “He can get no more than what we are detecting, which in and of itself is telling us something. He has also not pushed it because Aikiro is at SODRAG today and Yuri will discover he has severed her bond with Vollenth and he needs to be sharp for their visit.”


Danny chuckled now. “Oh that will go over well.” He stated lifting his glass of wine and taking a sip. “Yuri isn’t one to take that sort of information very well.”


“No she is definitely not.” For’mya spoke with a smile. “Martin told me that Armetus is rendezvousing with the SPIRIT sometime tomorrow. He apparently has some information that is urgent and could not be sent via transmission. Riall… he wants you to arrange a Command Staff meeting for immediately when he returns. If Armetus will not use the new communication protocols we have devised since having the Mindvoice ship in our possession you can be assured it is very important and will require all of us to attend the meeting.”


Riall nodded. “Done.”


“Aricia and Bella will be back sometime tomorrow as well.” For’mya said turning to look at Danny. “Daniel… he wants you to meet with this Colin Walsh and determine if what Anja has said could have happened is indeed true. Only you and he were on this mission he speaks of with Martin. Only you and he would have all the details.”


“I am meeting their transport as soon as it touches down.” Danny answered. “Isabella already contacted me about it.”


Tarifa leaned forward in her chair. “For’mya… Nya Istel and I… tell us of Dysea.” She asked. “She is like a sister to us and we worry for her. Is she among…?”


For’mya nodded. “Yes. She is with Immortals.” She answered. “To make a long story short… the story filtering in the Netnews about Normya’s accident was in fact not an accident. Her ship was sabotaged and she was nearly captured by a pureblood vampire mercenary called Gerald. He is a former student of Aikiro who defected during the latter portion of the first year of the war. He has been prowling The Wilds doing whatever he could to survive. Apparently that now includes trying to kidnap our children for his own vile reasons no doubt. Normya was rescued by a group of traders who kept her from falling into this mercenary’s hands. A group of Immortals.” For’mya looked at Panos. “Cha’talla’s tribe.”


“Cha’talla!” Panos hissed from where he stood. “Impossible! He is… the High Lord killed him for his part in holding Lisisa prisoner!”


For’mya shook her head. “I assure you… he is far from dead. Dysea spent a week with them in the settlement they have built in The Wilds. Normya even longer. A settlement of many different species to include elves.”


“Elves?” Aihola gasped.


“This is not the same Cha’talla that we have read about.” For’mya spoke. “His life was saved by a pureblood female vampire. A woman who was also being schooled by Aikiro herself. This woman… Esther is her name… she is now Cha’talla’s Blessed Wife. They have been married for over twenty years and have built quite the settlement. Cha’talla’s oldest son with this Esther, his name is Tir’ut, he saved Normya’s life twice and he has sworn an Iglata d'Vlos to protect Normya and Dysea at all costs.”


Aihola’s eyes went a little wider. “An Iglata d'Vlos!” She stammered.


“What is this Iglata d'Vlos?” Panos asked. “I have never found the need to learn the ancient vampire language.”

“It means Promise of Blood.” Nayeca spoke now. “It is essentially a vow to defend and protect a person or object until all the blood has left their bodies.”

“To the death.” Aihola said nodding her head.

For’mya nodded. “Dysea went to retrieve Normya from their settlement and discovered what really happened. She and Normya are now working with this Tir’ut and his mother Esther in discovering who was behind it, while an engineer detachment helps Cha’talla and the others to better fortify their settlement. Daniel… the Immortal that Martin saved on Lycavore?”

Danny nodded. “Yeah?”

“It was Cha’talla’s brother T’lolt.” For’mya said.

Danny’s eyes were wide now. “He… he was the one who took out an entire Immortal detachment and saved our flank!” Danny shook his head like a large bear as he got shivers. “Man that is just down right spooky.”

“Anton and Cihera have joined them on Apo Prime as whatever mission they were on has apparently led them in the same direction.” For’mya said. “And it includes the weapons deals of T19s, who arranged them and the kidnapping of roughly a hundred elves over the course of several years. To what end we don’t know. At least not yet.”

“Traitors!” Deia hissed angrily. “I thought we had gone beyond this in our time. This time I will leave none of them alive.”

“Well… we do know that this High Coven insurgency is not involved with whoever attacked Normya’s ship.” For’mya stated. “Vonis remained with the ship they met with and will try to facilitate a meeting with the leader of this insurgency.”

“So everything is not as cozy as Aikiro would have us believe.” Gorgo asked.

“No. Not in the least. But until we know more… their ultimate goal for coming here still eludes us.” For’mya said. “It most certainly does not relate to the dragons they have brought here if what Andro’s reports have indicated are true.”

“What information does Armetus have?” Deia asked.

“That I don’t know. Martin did not either. Armetus felt it too important to reveal to anyone but him and only in person. That is why he is meeting with the SPIRIT as she returns here.” For’mya said. “I’m sure we will find out however.”

 “Was it wise acting in such a way with the Kavalians then For’mya? With the High Coven here and the unknowns that surround them.” Anuk asked. “Allowing the daughter of their Prefect to defect and then marry Resumar? It is almost as if we are purposely acting in this way to retaliate for what they attempted with Lisisa. No matter how vile that was.”


Deia shook her head. “We acted in the best possible way we could have actually.” She replied confidently. “If we had not done this… Resumar would simply have kidnapped her. And trust me, Athani would not have resisted in any way and probably helped him as much as she could to accomplish that task. Then we would have bigger problems. For’mya, Gorgo, Thr’won and I were all convinced that her desire and love for Resumar was very genuine. You all know Thr'won would not have conducted the ceremony if she had any doubts. This way… it was legal and we announced it to the universe in such a way that they can do nothing but accept it.”


“This gives us insight into how things truly are within the Kavalian Federation.” Tarifa spoke now. “Perhaps all is not as it seems or how they want us to believe. Selene has always said they had many vile skeletons in the closest and one day they would come out.”


“It is worse than what my father was doing to our own people.” Isra said. “Eventually free will and the desire to follow your own path will prevail. Could this Athani be the first of many?”


“Unfortunately… probably not.” For’mya said. “Deia and I both concur that because Athani’s defection is so high profile, the Kavalians will most likely immediately clamp down on any dissent that might be filtering among their people.”


“If they know about it.” Nayeca spoke.


“True. If they know about it.” For’mya said. For’mya shook her head slowly. “I must apologize. These gatherings for us are meant to be times of happiness and joy, not what could be considered a war meeting. We…”


“Why do you feel the need to apologize to us For’mya Leonidas?” The new voice asked.


They all turned to see Helen enter the main room though the open double doors that led out onto the patio, the light tan shawl draped over her shoulders and her hands wrapped around a steaming mug of Aricia’s coffee.


“Helen… Martin never intended for us to come together like this and discuss the bad things that are happening.” For’mya spoke softly. “He wanted us together to enjoy what we all share.”


Helen nodded slowly. “Yes that is part of it.” She stated.


“Part of it?” Gorgo said catching the tone of her voice and the double meaning in her words. “Dustha… what do you mean?”


“What do I mean?” Helen said as she moved closer to them. She moved around to the front of the couch and set her coffee mug down on the knee high table before settling to the couch between For’mya and Nayeca. She looked at the sleeping Melancton in Nayeca’s arms and held her arms out for him. Nayeca didn’t pause for an instant and she deftly handed her son off to Helen who cuddled the baby in her arms and looked into his face. “This is what I mean.” She said softly.


“Feravomir?” Tarifa asked.


“Martin Leonidas may be King of our Union… and in many ways he is far more than his grandfather and father ever were.” Helen spoke softly. “His destiny and path was laid over three thousand years ago, and he unerringly walks that path now. Yet the reason you are all here is because this is the path that destiny and fate laid before you.” Her eyes cut to Gorgo and then to Daniel. “Some of you were set on this path before you were ever born.” Helen turned her eyes back to the half Lycavorian and half elven baby, the dark color of his skin shiny in the light of the room. “Daniel Simpson… why do you think that when he has three brothers who carry his mother’s blood in their veins… who he loves and honors… why do you think that only you carry the term of Fervon to Martin Leonidas?”


“I… I never really gave it much thought.” Danny replied softly. “It… it has just always been there.”


Helen nodded. “Gorgo… why do you think when all else has failed… why do you think that men and women alike come to you and want you to speak to Martin for them? And that after you do… Martin will concede to what it is they wish if it meets with your approval.”


Gorgo’s dark eyes went to Danny and then back to her. “I… like Daniel I have never given it much thought.” She said.


“Have none of you stopped to consider that I was responsible for sending his father to his death.” Helen said gently. “I was the one who told Leonidas that in order to save Sparta, one of its Kings had to die. Have you never wondered why Martin regards me as some precious item to be protected even after that?” 

“You are the Feravomir.” Panos spoke. “The First Oracle of our people. How… how could he not?”

“Is that what all of you believe?” Helen met all of their eyes as she looked at them. “I will tell you why. Because Martin knows that all of you were meant to be here as well. You are his family yes… but like him you are part of the greater whole. He knows your commitment to each other as well as to this Union is what drives you forward. Without all of you… Martin knows that without all of you…” Helen smiled now. “He told me once that without all of you he would go screaming into the darkness somewhere and bawl his eyes out. All of you play a role in his life as well as the Union… and it is that destiny and fate that allows you to sit here. And it is Martin’s uncanny ability to somehow sense that within all of you and hold you close. It is an ability he has without fail passed down to his own children.”

“Feravomir… what are you trying to tell us?” Deia asked.

“The Union has experienced unequaled prosperity since Martin returned and took his place as King hasn’t it Deia?” Helen asked.

Deia nodded without hesitation. “More than at any time in our history.” She said. “The growth is unparalleled. As is the return to our heritage and culture in many ways. And the way he has blended that with the Spartan nature of our people on Earth.”

Helen nodded with a smile. “As Anja has said in the past… and it is a phrase I thoroughly enjoy saying… who would have thunk it?” She chuckled softly as they all smiled. “We will always be tested… in many ways and in many shapes from many directions. We had many years of peace until the Evolli became greedy and violent and we needed to defend what we believe in. Never make the mistake that there are not others who want what we have. Do not become complacent and begin to believe in our own superiority. It is your destiny to be here. To be leaders of our people. All of you. Just as it is Martin’s destiny to lead all of us. But we can never lose our vigilance or all will be lost.”

“Helen… are you saying that we have lost our way?” For’mya asked.

“I don’t know. Have we?” She asked looking at her. She leaned over and placed a soft kiss on Melancton’s small head before handing him gingerly back to Nayeca. She got to her feet then and picked up her coffee before moving to the edge of the couches and stopping. “I do know that things have changed since the end of the Evolli war. People have changed and I am still trying to determine how and why.”

“What people Feravomir?” Tarifa asked her softly. “We… we are the same people as we were then.”

“Are we?” Helen said softly. “Or does it just seem that way?”

They were all silent as Helen lifted the mug to her lips and walked slowly out of the main room and back onto the patio disappearing into the shadows as silently as she had appeared. 

Danny leaned forward now and shook his head. “Does she creep anyone else out as much as she does me when she speaks in riddles and goes all prophetic on us. She was bad before she got Canth’s memories. Now she is just plain scary.”

“Daniel!” Anuk hissed.

“What?” Danny defended himself. “The woman is scary sometimes! I’m not being mean about it! Just truthful!”

“Yes.” Deia said. “But is she right?”

SODRAG


“…seem to be coming along very adequately.” Aikiro stated as they entered the small briefing room. 

Andro stood just inside the door and he looked at Lisisa who stood next to him as Aikiro passed in front of them with Yuri just behind her, Thast and two others behind her. He waited until all of them had entered the room before allowing it to slid shut and he turned to see Aikiro settling into the chair, while Yuri and the others stood around her loosely. Yuri was glaring at Lisisa with undisguised hatred in her eyes, while Lisisa seemed calm and even cheery in Yuri’s presence. Andro held in his smile as he and Lisisa took the two chairs at the opposite end of the table.

He looked at Yuri. “Are you going to stand Princess Yuri?” He asked.

Yuri turned her glare on him and seemed to grow even angrier as she realized it had a similar effect on Andro, which was to say… no effect in the least. They both appeared very bored by her in fact. They waited patiently until Yuri pulled out the chair and settled next to her mother.

“Your brother has certainly caused quite the commotion with the Kavalians.” Aikiro stated as Yuri sat down. “I understand he has disappeared with his new Kavalian wife. I do hope you did not bring him here. That would not be the best of actions… and it would make me begin to question what your father’s ultimate goals are.”

Andro cut his eyes back to Aikiro. “I do not know where my brother has gone with Athani.” He said calmly. “And we could say the same about you Empress.”

“I have stated my reasons and goals for coming here.” Aikiro answered somewhat harshly. “I did not however, expect your brother to take the Kavalian Prefect’s daughter as his wife! What would you have me deduce from this action?”

“You may deduce whatever it is you choose.” Andro said. “Your riders are coming along much more than adequately.” He stated now. “Much more than we thought them capable of actually.”

“Their training appears to very intense.” Aikiro said realizing no matter how hard she tried she would not breach his Mindvoice shields and determine if the Kavalian female was here. Aikiro didn’t think they would be fool enough to bring her here, but her gentle probes were going nowhere on either Androcles or Lisisa. “I am assuming this is why you would not allow me to meet with my daughter and grandchildren?”

Andro nodded. “It is intense. For the pilots as well as the riders. They do not need any distractions at this point in their training. From anything or anyone for any purpose.”

“Commander Thast came with us hoping to visit with his wife!” Yuri spoke severely. “Are you going to deny him time with his wife?”

Andro looked at her. “Yes.” He said. “As I said… the riders and pilots do not need any distractions. The commander is a point of contention for Carisia… a conflict that she does not need to deal with while she is here training. When I give them permission to visit the nearby city, and Carisia chooses to, he can meet with her there.”

“I am Carisia’s husband!” Thast spat with considerable venom in his voice. “She has no choice!”

Andro looked at him with his azure eyes and Lisisa could sense his burning desire to gouge out the man’s eyes and tear him to shreds with his teeth and claws. Lisisa determined that if she could sense this, then Aikiro might be able to as well.

“You will find Commander…” Lisisa spoke now. “All of the riders will be different when they leave here. More independent! More confident! And much more able to act of their own accord. My sister will make her own decisions.”

“She is not your sister!” Yuri snarled.

Lisisa met her eyes. “Isn’t she? We are both of your blood Yuri. You will not be able to take that away from us no matter what you do or say. And we are far more similar than even you know. You are not as good a mother as you think yourself to be. In fact… you are as cruel and sadistic as they come. Though considering whom your own parents are… that shouldn’t surprise me in the least.”

Yuri glared at her for a moment before turning to look at Andro. “Where is Vollenth?” She demanded. “Why was he not here to meet me?”

Andro took a deep breath knowing this moment had been coming and not really knowing how Yuri would act to the news.

“Vollenth is someplace safe.” He stated evenly. “Your bond with him was one you forced upon him Princess Yuri. It very nearly drove him mad. That is why you could barely control his actions. My bonded sister and I have severed your bond with him. Something that you have not noticed since you have been here, which is only an even greater sign that what we did was right and needed to be done.”

Yuri bolted to her feet as she reached out within Mindvoice for Vollenth. “How dare you!” She screamed out angrily. Her eyes narrowed savagely as she could no longer feel the tremors within Mindvoice of Vollenth’s more abrasive nature and the anger that drove him. It was an empty void where once she could feel him.

Aikiro’s dark eyes remained on Andro as he sat back in his chair calmly and she studied him. There was something in his voice and manner, some self-serving tone that went beyond simple confidence. It was almost as if he knew something none of them did, which was very apparent it seemed.

“You had no right!” Yuri shouted as she leaned over the table and glowered at Andro.

“I had every right!” Andro answered coming to his feet. “I am a Talon Guardian of the dragon species! It is my sworn duty to protect and shield them in any way I am able! I told you from the outset that if you could not control him I would! Vollenth was a festering boil bonded to you as he was, something else I told you in the beginning! Your anger and hatred, which you wear on your sleeve for some reason, it was slowly poisoning him. It would have eventually killed him and quite possibly you as well. I chose to not let that happen… for his sake. He had no choice in what you did to him. He is somewhere safe now… a place where he can heal and be among those of his kind that can help him. A place far from you!”

Yuri cut her eyes to Aikiro. “Mother!” She snapped. “This is unacceptable to me!”

“This was not something we agreed too!” Aikiro spoke now.

Andro nodded. “No… it is not.” He spoke. “However… if you had a choice of losing your daughter and a dragon, or just simply a dragon, what would you choose Empress?”

Aikiro stared at him for a long moment. “You are correct in the choice I would have made young Androcles.” She stated evenly.

“Mother!” Yuri exclaimed.

“He is right!” Aikiro spoke. “You have said yourself that he was nearly out of control Yuri! Better to lose him than lose you!” She turned back to Andro. “Your father should have told me.”

“My father had no say in it.” Andro spoke. “Your riders are for me to train. He has taken no part in this… and he did not know I had done it until after it was completed. It was my decision and mine alone. If it had been a true bond between rider and dragon your daughter would have felt it the moment Elynth and I cut the bond. She did not. Only the Elder Mother knew anything, and we were in agreement completely. Essentially… you owe us for saving your daughter’s life.”

Aikiro tilted her head. “This Elder Mother of yours… she appears to intervene in the affairs of my dragons whenever she feels like it. That is not something I will tolerate for much longer.”

“They are not your dragons Empress Aikiro!” Lisisa spat. “They are sentient life forms with hearts and minds all their own! Arzoal will do what she must to insure that they survive. Unlike you.”

“Then she will come into conflict with me.” Aikiro stated evenly. “I am not Kavalian and I do not fear dragons. And you would do well to watch your tone of voice with me young lady. While you are very strong… you are no where near as powerful as your brother and the man you call father.”

Lisisa snorted at her. “You don’t frighten me upaee!” Lisisa snarled. “If I die… I will die knowing you would follow me into the abyss within moments!”

Andro smiled knowingly as he put his hand on Lisisa’s shoulder. “If you wish to come into conflict with Arzoal that is entirely your business Empress Aikiro. She was the flame red dragon you saw on the tarmac the first day we were introduced to your riders. The one who took Viera. I would be most happy to let her know you do not appreciate her interference in your affairs.”

“In many respects Androcles Leonidas… you surpass your father’s arrogance in your action and tone to those who are your betters.” Aikiro snapped turning to look at him with angry eyes.

“You assume that you are my better Empress.” Andro spoke. “My father is fond of saying that assumptions are like assholes. Everyone has them.” Andro saw her eyes narrow and her jaw twitch in anger. “I assume nothing Empress… and if you choose to take my demeanor as arrogance that is something I can not help. You came to us for a reason. I am fulfilling that purpose. In order for your riders and dragons to have any chance against the Kavalians… you need to allow me to teach them as I have been doing so for nearly two months now. I will give you back true Bonded Pairs.”

“I wish to speak with my daughter and grandchildren.” Aikiro demanded.

Andro shook his head. “No.” He stated simply. “If I let you interfere in their training now then you may as well take them back now. I will give them the freedom to go the elven city nearby in another few weeks. You can arrange to meet them there if you wish. They have only just begun Close Quarters Combat Flying and I will not take them away from it to meet with you. They will fall too far behind the others and not be able to catch up. We have to squeeze years of training into several months. That can not be interrupted for you to interrogate them about this base or what they have learned.”

“I care nothing about this base!” Aikiro snapped.

Andro and Lisisa chuckled. “You have been probing Andro and I since you arrived Empress.” She said sitting back in her chair. “And we know you are looking for a way to find out where the Mindvoice ship is.” Lisisa got to her feet. “As my brother has said… do not assume you are smarter than the person next to you Empress. It could very well come back around to take a huge chunk out of your ass!”

Yuri opened her mouth to retort but Aikiro got to her feet and closed her hand over Yuri’s wrist. “No Yuri.” She stated in a low voice looking at her. [There is something else to this.] Aikiro reached out to her. [Something else driving what he is doing. He is shielding them for some reason.]

[What?]

[We will discuss this when we return Yuri.] “May I at least leave some things for them?” Aikiro asked turning back to where Andro was watching them.
Andro nodded. “I will allow that yes.” He stated. “You may leave the bags here and I will see to it that they are given to them. And as I said… in a few more weeks you may meet with them in the elven city nearby. Perhaps sooner depending on how they progress.”

Aikiro nodded. “Very well.”

Yuri looked at her shocked. “Mother, we…?”

“We will wait!” Aikiro barked quickly. “If you will not allow us to see them I wish to return to Sparta now.” She stated. “And this is something I will speak to your father about when he returns.”

Andro nodded. “I’m sure.” He said touching the panel on the table. “Empress Aikiro’s escort to return her to the STRIKER and to Sparta.”

“Yes Milord!” The reply was instantaneous.

Aikiro stepped up to Andro looking him in the eye. “I have many more years than you Androcles Leonidas. Do not think that you can play this game better than me.” She stated in a low menacing voice.

Andro smiled. “I don’t need to play it better Empress. Just well enough that it negates your moves. And if you remember nothing I tell you then remember this. It is not a game to me.”

“We shall see.” Aikiro said in a low voice filled with menace. “We shall see.”

Andro and Lisisa watched as Aikiro stormed out of the room. Yuri stepped up to him, her eyes evil points of brightness as she glared at both him and Lisisa. 

“You are not your father boy!” Yuri snarled at him. “One day you will answer to me for what you have done! Vollenth was mine, and the only thing that keeps me from striking you down now is my mother!”

Andro’s face remained impassive. “We agree on something Princess Yuri.” He spoke softly. “And it is something that you should retain in that haze of anger and hate that you carry in your mind and heart. I am not my father.”

Yuri glared at him for a moment longer. “Believe me… I will remember that!” She snapped before turning and following Aikiro with long angry strides. Thast and the others followed her out, Thast also glaring at Andro who only grinned at him.

Lisisa looked at her brother as the door slid shut behind them. “You do realize that you and I have just decorated very large targets on our backs. Yuri will not forget what you have done or what I said to her.”

Andro nodded slowly. “Yes. However… I have Elynth and you have Jeth. In many ways, we more than our siblings, are capable of sensing things around us and defending ourselves due to the bonds we share with Jeth and Elynth.” He looked at her.

“They were speaking within Mindvoice.” Lisisa said.

Andro nodded and looked at the now closed door. “Aikiro suspects something. I don’t believe she knows just yet what it is, but she will figure it out sooner rather than later. I will not allow her to take Carisia from Sadi and I. Or Narice and Toria from Arrarn. Nor will I allow anyone else to do this. Including father.”

Lisisa placed her hand on Andro’s arm and looked up into his blue eyes when he turned to look at her. “I will stand with you Andro. Always.”

Andro smiled. “I know.” He said. “Let’s make sure she leaves and then you and I will go through the bags she leaves for Dante, Javier and Lucia.”

“Not Narice?” Lisisa asked.

Andro shook his head. “Aikiro doesn’t know her own daughter very well.” He said with a grin. “Narice is more a leader than Yuri will ever be and she will never allow her mother to take her away from our brother or Toria. Not after what they have discovered together.”

“I know… but that will also bring us into conflict with the Venorik Elghinn.” Lisisa said. “They are as unpredictable as the winds.”

“Perhaps.” Andro said. “But it will keep us on our toes sister.”

SPIRIT OF HADARIA

THIRTY-SIX HOURS FROM EARTH


Duewa walked the corridors briskly. It was not her first time on a star ship, but it was her first time on one so large where it seemed the entire crew looked upon her with vile contempt. She had remained in the quarters given to her for the most part, her two sons busting to get out and explore, no matter how much she reprimanded them for their eagerness.  She had sensed the anger coming from nearly everyone on the ship that she passed and it did nothing to put her at ease. She wore a casual outfit, very unlike the conservative Hadarian clothes she wore on her planet. The pants were a dark blue in color and outlined her legs and ass. The shirt was loose fitting and a light shade of blue, but did nothing to hide the fullness of her breasts either. The long deep auburn color hair flowed around her face and past her shoulders. Duewa knew she was very attractive, as she had many Hadarian men who welcomed the opportunity to be seen with her, not to mention the Lycavorian men who had pursued her through the years. Duewa was trying to use her beauty to her advantage right now, but so far it was not really working if the looks she received from the crew were any indication.


Duewa had studied the schematics for the LEONIDAS II-Class ships and she knew right where she was going. As she approached the door to the lounge off the bridge she passed the small view window and saw that they had come to a stop among the stars. She turned back to the door as it slid open surprising her. She slowed her gait and moved into the lounge and saw it was of relatively good size with several doors leading in different directions. Duewa saw Retta and Calyb sitting at the large table eating their breakfast as their two dragon beasts bounced back and forth between where they sat. She heard the soft swish of the door to her right and her eyes grew wide when she saw Martin Leonidas walk into the room. He wore the bottom half of the standard fleet duty uniform with combat boots, while his chest and back were bare from the waist up. Martin was sipping a mug of coffee and holding several data pads in his hand, his soft shoulder length black hair tied into a tight pony tail.


“Finish your breakfast before you go to the training gym!” Martin spoke to Retta and Calyb. “Torma will wait for you!”


“Papa I’m full!” Retta complained.


Martin smelled her then and his head turned. Duewa almost brought her hand to her chest in surprise when she saw the brightness of his dark eyes. They were infinite dark brown orbs that seemed to swallow you entirely.


“King… King Leonidas.” She stammered finally.


“Duewa.” Martin spoke. Duewa noticed his voice was somewhat harsh, but he was trying to remain in control of his emotions after what he had witnessed. In some small way Duewa felt sorry for him. His stern face, while mainly unreadable on Hadaria in the chambers of the Arch Ministry, had shown what she thought to be sorrow and pain afterwards when they were flying up to this ship. He had held his children in his lap and spoken to them in Mindvoice. While she did not have this skill she was able to tell this is what they were doing by the nodding of the children without speaking any words.


Martin turned from her and she watched as he moved across the room to the table and looked at their plates. He leaned over with a smile then and kissed Retta on top of her head. “Ok. But you will eat more for lunch.” He stated. He looked at Calyb and nodded. “Watch over your sister boy.” 


Duewa watched as Calyb grinned and they bolted to their feet, Mara and Endeem following them quickly as they dashed from the lounge through one of the other doors. Duewa moved forward slowly as she watched him settle into the chair Retta had just been occupying and set his mug down. He scooped up what remained of the eggs and meat she had not eaten, which was not that much considering she was a girl, and finished off what was on her plate. Duewa looked at the selection of food that was on the table and appeared horrified. The large platter held both meat and fruit, as well as pastries and juice. It was arranged very neatly on the platter, and three place settings had been brought into the lounge. Only two had been used by the children. She watched him put the fork down and pour himself a glass of strange yellow juice and look up at her.


“You wanted something Duewa?” He asked.


“I… I am here to tutor Retta and Calyb Milord. To look after their well being.” She spoke softly. “Their day should begin early and after a balanced meal…” Duewa looked at the platter of food with something akin to disgust. “They should begin their schooling.”


Martin saw where her eyes were and he motioned with his hand. “Would you care to have something to eat?” He asked. “The Bougatsa is exceptionally good.”


Duewa looked at him. “What?”


“It is an ancient Greek food.” Martin told her as he picked up one of the oddly square shaped pastries from the platter. “It is custard, cheese and minced meat between thin layers of phyllo. It is usually served with a sugar dipping sauce but we skip that.” Duewa watched as he popped it into his mouth and began to chew.


“This… this is what Retta and Calyb eat?” She asked aghast. “Their diets should be regulated and maintained each day. They should not be allowed to eat whatever it is they like.”


Martin looked at her. “You don’t think so?” He asked leaning back in his chair.


“No… I do not.” She stated. “They obviously need…” Duewa saw his eyes and she stopped talking. “You are mocking me!” She snapped angrily.


“No I’m not.” He replied. “Just knocking your down off your arrogant pedestal.”


“I am here to insure the heirs to the Hadarian throne are cared for and schooled!” Duewa spoke. “That is the directive of the Arch Ministry and the Hadarian Elder Council! They…”


“I could give a flying fuck what the Hadarian Ministry wants!” Martin barked. “And I certainly do not give a damn what your Elder Council wants!”

Duewa rolled her eyes. “That is quite obvious!” She snapped. “It is also quite obvious that Anja neglected their schooling with woeful consequences. She…” Duewa saw him get to his feet and step close to her as her words trailed off.

“Let’s get something straight right now shall we?” Martin spoke in a low voice as Duewa backed up as much as she was able when he moved close to her. “Retta and Calyb are mine and Anja’s children. They…”

“That is still up for debate by the Hadarian Arch Ministry King Leonidas.” Duewa spoke flatly. “You saw the evidence of that yourself!”

Martin stepped closer to her now, causing Duewa to back up further until she banged into the edge of the table and could go no further. She looked behind her quickly and saw that she was cornered and turned to see his eyes only inches from her face.

“You are a guest on this ship!” Martin snarled. “A guest that is rapidly wearing out what little welcome she has! They are my children Duewa… do not ever forget that! Ever! And they are Prince and Princess to the Lycavorian Union before they are anything to Hadaria! Is that in any way unclear to you?”

“So you will not allow me to teach them?” Duewa stammered. “Is that what you are saying?”

“When we return to Sparta you will be given the schedule that they go by. Their school classes and training and everything they undergo with their brothers and sisters. You will fit whatever it is you want to teach them into that schedule. A schedule made by Anja and their four other mothers. I will not interrupt their normal lives over what has happened.” Martin spoke slowly. “Their Bonded Ones go where they go. Period. You will not separate them and you will not teach them anything without it being looked over by one of their mothers or the Feravomir. How you raise your sons is your business Duewa… but you will not turn my children into automations that can not think for themselves and follow the religiously dogmatic and unrealistic views of your mother and the other Elders! Men and women who for the most part could not find their way out of a dark forest with both hands and a nubous six million gigajewel supernova lighting their way!” 

“King Leonidas… I… I understand that you are upset about events that have transpired.” Duewa spoke switching to a soothing and seductive voice. “But Anja did betray your trust and your love of her! You saw the evidence for yourself! You have not told Retta and Calyb have you?”

Martin glared at her. “And I don’t intend too.” Martin spoke his voice softening at the mention of his children. “At least not yet.”

“They have a right to know.” Duewa prodded him gently. She reached up and placed her cool palm on his bare chest, finding herself marveling at the warmth his body was producing. “You will have to tell…”

Martin looked down at where her hand was and then back up into her eyes. Duewa almost caught her breath at the way he gazed at her. She was certain she saw desire and lust in his eyes, just as she had with Rinard, but she also saw pain and sorrow in those eyes.

“I will tell them when I am ready and not before.” Martin spoke finally. He reached up and gently pulled her hand from his chest and turned to go back to the table. “When the full scope of what she has done is revealed then I will tell them. Not before.”

Duewa took a deep breath knowing she had accomplished a small portion of what she wanted. She had instilled more doubt in him concerning Anja. The more she was able to accomplish in this fashion the less she hoped she would have to tolerate his touch upon her. She knew he would approach her eventually. Her mother had said so. Then she would be able to do what they planned and with her skill it would never be detected by anyone with Anja no longer in the picture.

She nodded her head. “As you wish.” She spoke. “I will do as you ask Milord. I will care for Retta and Calyb as if they were my own children.”

Martin looked at her as he sat down. “I have arranged for you to have whatever security clearance you will need.” He spoke. “You will have your own apartment for you and your sons on the Estate. There is much to do in Sparta and they will enjoy themselves.”

“I’m sure they will.” Duewa spoke. “You can… you can come to me whenever you like to talk Milord.” She said. “About anything.”

Martin nodded and opened his mouth to say something when the COM panel on the table buzzed. He reached over and touched it. “Yes.”

“Sire… we have rendezvoused with THE WIND CUTTER.” The voice said. “Spartan One One is transferring over now.”

“Very well.” Martin spoke. “In the Ready Room in twenty minutes.”

“Yes Milord.”

Martin stood back up and looked at her. “This was Anja’s ship.” He said. “The crew is loyal to her no matter what. Do not let their treatment of you cause any misgivings.”

Duewa nodded. “I understand.” She stated.

“You and your sons may join me for dinner if you wish.” He spoke. “You can have the Chief make whatever you feel is appropriate for you and your sons to eat.”

Duewa nodded again. “I… if that is what you wish.” She said almost shyly. “I would be honored.”

Martin met her eyes again and for a moment she thought he wanted to say more but he nodded his head and turned to exit through the same door Retta and Calyb exited. Duewa couldn’t help the small smile that split her lips. Her mother had been so very right about this man. 


Armetus looked at his King as he came into the Ready Room. He had been told that Anja was not on board and that came as a surprise to him. He could also tell by the look and set of Martin’s face that something else was going on. Something he was not aware of.


“Sire?” He asked as the door slid shut behind Admiral Omore.


Martin met his eyes and shook his head almost minutely. “I will fill you in on everything later Armetus.” He spoke quickly. “Now tell me why you came all this way and could not just send a secure transmission.”


Armetus nodded his head knowing that Martin would do just that. In reality… Armetus probably knew almost as much if not more about the King than even the women who shared his bed or the man he called brother. He held out the data pad to him. “This is why?” He spoke before beginning to expand the small star chart on the table they stood around.


Martin began to read from the pad his eyes going wider as he read. “Armetus… tell me this is a very large joke.” Martin spoke as he looked up. “You missed my birthday and are just playing a trick on me right?”


“If only that was the case Martin.” He said. Armetus was on the very short list of those within the Union who dared called him by his given name. “I confirmed it myself with Omen One. They are enroute back here at their best possible speed with hard copies of all the data, but aside from Yuriko’s crew… they are the best of the Omen teams. There is no mistake.”


Omore looked at Martin. “Sire?”


Martin handed him the pad as he turned and looked out the small view window. “Nubou nio!” He spat viciously. 


“Yes. Indeed.” Armetus said. “My words were a little more forceful, but essentially the same.”


Omore was a fast reader and his eyes were wide as he looked up. “Another Mindvoice ship!” He gasped. “In Kavalian space? How can that be Armetus? I thought… I thought Avi said no more of these ships existed.”


“How it came to be is not important.” Armetus spoke interrupting him. “What are we going to do about it is the more important question. And how much of what we have discovered does Aikiro already know?”


Martin turned to look at one of the few men he trusted without question and one who knew almost as much as he did about the happenings within the Union. Armetus met those dark orbs evenly. Unlike so many others he had no fear of his young King, and he knew behind the façade of brutishness, Martin Leonidas was a savagely cunning and supremely intelligent man. As well as a completely unforgiving beast when he wanted to be. They had worked seamlessly over the last quarter century in establishing the Drow as a legitimate intelligence gathering force within The Wilds, as well as many operations that even Deia was not aware of. With L’tian sitting among the four members of the Oversight Committee, and Armetus keeping them in the loop about almost everything he was doing, he had little or no trouble in obtaining permission and funds to do what he wanted. Everything Armetus had done since Martin had become King had gone off without so much as a hiccup because he and his King were so closely connected in terms of their thoughts and how to operate in a covert manner. Armetus had grown up with a deep love of the Union as a whole. He had seen the latter years of their time under the boot heel of the High Coven, and like his father and grandfather before him, Armetus had no intention of allowing their people to suffer such a black mark in their history ever again. It did not matter who attempted to perpetrate it. If Armetus discovered them, he would do everything within his power to stamp them from existence. 

“Why would she send us out there on purpose?” Martin asked softly. “Knowing it was there and we would undoubtedly find it.”


Armetus shook his head. “That I do not know.” He replied. “While the numbers they provided to us were quite exaggerated, the KFI still has massive force numbers right where she said they would be.” He pointed at the star chart now, stabbing his finger down on the dark green planet. “Uirmeik does have nearly nine million ground troops on it and almost equal the number of ships they hit the High Coven with in the first wave of their surprise attack twenty-five years ago. The numbers they gave to us in their intelligence and what we have seen in place could have changed in the last months for we don’t know how long ago her intelligence was gathered. Or they could have altered the intelligence to make it appear to be more than it really was to get us into this area. Entering Kavalian space as we have is a big enough risk as it is.”


Martin looked at Armetus. “Armetus… between you and me… does Aikiro do anything without purpose or by accident?”


Armetus shook his head. “No.”


“That fucking bitch knows that ship is there! I know it!” Martin snarled. “And she knew we would find it! Fuck!”


“The question remains though… why would she want us to find it Martin?” Armetus said softly. “She knows there is no way you would ever allow her access to Avi and City Ship 41. You told her that without question within hours of her arriving on Earth. She had to know that. There are only two reasons she would want us to find it that I can conceivably view as prudent in any form. At least from her perspective. She wanted us to find it and destroy it so that it does not fall into the hands of the KFI. Or she has some outrageous plan to use us as a blanket while she tries to recover it.”


“By giving us this information and hoping to drag us into a war with the KFI.” Martin nodded his head. “It is starting to make sense now Armetus. Based on the intelligence she gave us, she would hope for us to act on it. She is not aware of the Omen ships or our capability in gathering intelligence now. Or how sensitive and accurate our equipment has become.”


“Yes.” Armetus spoke. “And if we moved preemptively against this buildup of Kavalian forces here, it would result in an all out war with the KFI. It would also take sufficient pressure off her forces deployed in other areas and enable her to initiate some sort of plan to recover this ship while we were keeping the Kavalians and their allies busy.”


“Sire this is has to be a staging area of some sort?” Omore said. “Why else mass so many troops and ships?”


Martin nodded in agreement. “But a staging area for what?” He looked at the chart. “Is it another assault into High Coven space or against us? Why stage here? They are no where near High Coven Space. They would have to cut across half the Union to get close to Coven territory and even that is a reach. We would never allow unfettered access to their warships across Union space. Pleistarchus knows that.”

“He may know that but is your brother insane enough… does he hate you enough… to start a war with us Martin?” Armetus asked. “While they are, for all intents and purposes, preparing another invasion into High Coven space?”

“That is suicidal.” Omore spoke. “Even the most reckless Kavalian Commander would know they could never hope to defeat both of us. We may not match them in numbers, but our superior training and equipment more than breaches that divide. They could never hope to cross our borders and think we would not do anything.”

Martin nodded in agreement. “Yes… but do the Kavalians care. We’ve already seen their callousness towards their own ground troops. The majority of them are biogenic clones. Fodder really. The pureblood Kavalians are the leaders, but for the most part their ground troops are all clones. Pleistarchus and Keleru are arrogant to the extreme in their own superiority.”

Armetus nodded. “And all the information we have indicates their clones are very close to mindless machines who only wish to do the bidding of their officers.” Armetus looked at Martin. “Would you sign a Mutual Defense Treaty with the High Coven if the Kavalians invade Martin?” He asked him pointedly.

Martin met his eyes. “And risk getting butt fucked by Aikiro and her cronies without any lube while we fight the KFI for her?” He said harshly. “Not a chance. She wouldn’t even kiss me first, before she fucked me, and that is even worse!”

Armetus chuckled softly. “You do have a way of bringing everything right down to the basics my King.” He said. “It is very refreshing.” He lifted the second data pad from the table top. “Andro forwarded this to me yesterday as well. It is the extent of what your new daughter-in-law knows in regards to plans. It is not very much… but she did overhear the others speaking of some sort of plan they are going to activate in The Wilds.”

Martin took the pad and looked at it intently. He looked up after a moment. “Athani gave this to Andro?” He asked surprised.

Armetus nodded. “I vetted it as much as possible on the way to meet you… but based on what happened with Aricia and Isabella in The Wilds I can only agree with what she says in that report.”

“Nothing about what this Jiss and Matuarr are supposed to investigate further?” Martin asked.

Armetus shook his head. “She did not know anything more than what she put in there according to Andro and Resumar. You know how Kavalian females are treated… and it does not surprise me that she is limited in her knowledge. According to what Resumar told me… her being on Earth with Jalersi was more a show for us than anything. They never had real power. This Athani has been planning her defection for almost twenty years Martin. How she was going to do it originally is in there as well. It had nothing to do with Resumar. That changed when she met him. I truly believe her love for him is genuine and discovering him was not in any way planned by her.”

Martin nodded in agreement. “We knew about her and Jalersi not being the ones who were in charge almost immediately. Deia and For’mya sensed that right away. Though I should have smelled her all over Resumar that night they came to dinner. I didn’t.” He said. He looked at the pad once more. “The Wilds?” He said softly his mind working many calculations at the same time. “Completely the opposite direction of Uirmeik and not even close to this KFI troop concentration. Or the MV ship.”

“I have informed our people in The Wilds to maintain a higher level of alertness without giving away their covers.” Armetus said. “My primary concern right now is what to do about this ship? We can not allow the Kavalians to discover it and perhaps begin to learn the secrets within it. Not even factoring in the High Coven, it would tip the balance of power drastically against us.”

Martin nodded. “And we can’t let Aikiro get her hands on it either.”

“If that was her plan to begin with. In many ways she is like you Martin. She is impossible to read.” Armetus said. 

Martin looked at him. “Explain?”

“Why would she go after this ship in Kavalian space and attempt to steal it when she could just as easily go after Avi and our MV ship? It is the basis for all the technological improvements we have made in the last quarter century.” Armetus said. “She is devious and without conscious yes… but she has very competent military commanders. Moran and Tesand are the only reason that the High Coven has not fallen already.”

Martin nodded. “Ok… I’ll give you that. He’s a traitorous bastard… but he is a very competent military commander.” He said. Martin looked at the chart for a moment. “So he and Tesand advise her to alter intelligence scans somehow to show exaggerated numbers to draw us to this location and find this ship. Whether we believe it or not, she knows it’s enough to get our attention and check it out. Whether she did or did not know if the MV ship really exists no longer matters because we will confirm it for her either way.”

Armetus nodded. “Then the only two questions that remain; is she trying to draw us into the war with the Kavalians for the purpose of spreading both the KFI forces and us out enough that she can sneak a team into Kavalian space try and destroy or steal this ship? Or does she intend to use this as a means to somehow get her hands on Avi and City Ship 41? An MV ship that she does know exists and is far closer to Coven space than this one.”

Martin shook his head. “Aikiro is not insane enough to try and take Avi and CS41 off Earth. She knows I would never allow her to get close to it. She doesn’t even know where it is, and Avi has so many Mindvoice void areas covering Earth it would take her months to figure out where it is let alone try and steal it.”

Armetus nodded. “I agree. She has not gotten to her position by being insane and reckless in her actions. However… perhaps stealing Avi and CS41 is not her intent. A few hours within the libraries of that ship downloading any information she could would be just as damaging.”

Omore looked at Martin. “She has been on Earth for nearly two months now Milord.” He said. “How do we know she has not been working to find CS41 all this time while allowing us to train her dragons to fight the Kavalians?”

“I don’t doubt she has.” Martin said with a nod.

“I would not hesitate to say she was also responsible for the recent leak of information in regards to Sadi.” Armetus spoke. “Only someone within the Royal family… or high up in the Coven would know the details that were given out.”

“I’m not concerned about Sadi.” Martin said. “She is growing stronger by the day within Mindvoice according to Helen. She is Andro’s Anome, and if there is one thing that I know about my son when it comes to Sadi, anyone attempting to bring her harm better be willing to take three very long and painful days to die if he catches them.” 

Omore nodded. “Yes… I have noticed that about him Milord.” He said. “He reminds me of you in that regard.”

Martin grinned. “Must be a defect in our genes then.”

“We must also consider the possibility she wants it destroyed.” Armetus spoke causing Martin and Omore to look at him.

“Come again?” Martin exclaimed. “Aikiro want to destroy it? Why?”

“If the Kavalians discover it… if they are able to glean even small amounts of technology from its systems… Aikiro knows if will irrevocably tip the scales in their favor. Instead of decades… the KFI could destroy them in years.” Armetus spoke.

“Aikiro is about as self-serving as they come Armetus.” Martin said. “I find it hard to believe that is her plan.”

“We never thought she would come to us to train the dragons she stole either.” Armetus spoke. “That caught even you and Arzoal off guard. That could even be part of her plan. We train her dragons and invariably draw our people together. They build trust among our two peoples and then when we least expect it, she executes a plan to either seize CS41 or at the very least somehow get onboard and take as much as she is able.”

Martin turned back to the chart and nodded. “Point taken.” He said. “Plans within plans.” He said softly.

“Milord?” Omore asked looking at him.

Martin glanced up. “It is something I learned as a Navy SEAL on Earth. The government of the US was the reigning world power. Yet the men in charge all had hidden agendas. Plans within plans. They planned for one thing while actually doing another. And the one plan you didn’t see coming was usually the one that really screwed you over.”

“Aikiro has no desire to fall from power Martin.” Armetus said. “We know this. She will do anything to keep a hold on what she has. But if she does die, which will hopefully not be soon, she leaves it all to Yuri.”

Martin rolled his eyes. “Oh that’s a pleasant thought. Thank you so much for reminding me.”

“Better that we deal with Aikiro.” Armetus said. “At least her we can predict with some reasonable accuracy. Yuri is an unknown… and this hatred she carries for you is beyond my understanding given what has become known these last few weeks in regards to your brother and Lisisa.”

Martin shrugged. “Maybe I didn’t fuck her good enough.” He stated simply.

This caused Armetus and Omore to laugh deeply now and Armetus shook his head. “I will be sure to leave that part of your statement out of my report. It wouldn’t do for the Queens to hear that.”

“Yeah… please.” Martin said leaning over the chart table. “She brings her dragons to us for training, hoping to worm her way into my good graces. We sign this Cease Fire; we give them an embassy, all under the guise of not letting the Kavalians know what is really going on because they wouldn’t be too happy if they found that out. I have people targeting my children. We…”

“Targeting your children?” Omore exclaimed.

Martin looked at him and nodded. “The Netnews reported that Normya’s TYPE II had an engineering malfunction. It was sabotaged. That is what Melda Min is doing now. They don’t think I know exactly what they are doing… but I do.”

“And you have not stepped in?” Armetus asked. “I am shocked.”

Martin shook his head. “I don’t need to.” He said. “When all is Sadi and done, Dysea is just as downright dirty and nasty as I am. She’ll find out who is behind that and then she will make them see the error of their ways.”

“That is not something I doubt.” Armetus said.

“Too many things are happening at once.” Martin said. “Too many plans within plans and up until now we have been playing their game. All of them. That stops now. It’s time for us to make our own plans within plans. Where exactly is the new MV ship?”


“On Ritaah.” Armetus answered pointing on the chart in front of them. “Just over three light years away… with no Kavalian ships or troops in orbit or on the ground.”


Martin met his eyes. “They don’t know it’s there?” He asked with some disbelief in his voice.


“Apparently not. If the passive scans are correct, it is buried within a mountain much the same as Avi’s ship on Lycavore was.” Armetus replied. “Unlike that ship however, this one is extended into its full cruising length and is larger than our ship by at least a kilometer in length. It takes up nearly seven kilometers of this mountain range. There are smaller power signatures within four kilometers of the ship itself… but none closer. The Captain of Omen One did not want to increase power to his passive scans for fear his quantum based power source might trigger something within the MV ship itself. That has happened before when we came within range of the ship on Earth. Avi reported it to us.”


Martin looked at the chart before making his decision. He stabbed his finger down on the table. “COM Officer?”


“Milord?”


“Initiate an Alpha Protocol Secure Transmission to Spartan Four One on Earth! Full encryption algorithms! Immediate response! Patch it through to the Ready Room. No recording and once the transmission is over, it disappears! Is that clear?”


“Clear Sire!” The voice answered. “Standing by to initiate an APST!”


“Do it now!” Martin snapped. “Four One only!”

SCIMITAR


Ne'Veha dropped her duffel bag on the bunk with a sigh and looked around her small quarters. It had taken nearly four hours for her to return to the SCIMITAR due to a dock accident on the orbiting station above Earth. Once they were allowed to transfer to the shuttle going to the SCIMITAR, Ne'Veha had almost missed that because she had been deep in thought about what had transpired over the last two days. She was still very much trying to come to grips with the fact that part of her had not wanted to leave them behind. She wanted to remain with them and explore and discover what it is they had. The night before had been quite the eye opener as she had gathered with all of the Leonidas children as they welcomed the Kavalian female into their family. What stunned her even more were the presences of not only Empress Aikiro’s daughter Narice, but the stunning red haired agent of the famed Vampire Silent Death Division. Their very own secret intelligence gathering apparatus not that much unlike the Krypteria, but far more ruthless. Narice and Toria had not moved more than a meter or so from Arrarn Leonidas the entire night. She had never imagined a daughter to the Empress of the High Coven to be so open and accepting. She had walked right up to Athani Leonidas when she arrived and greeted her with a gentle kiss on the cheek and a squeeze of her hands. It very much appeared that the axiom that she had heard Andro and Sadi use also extended to those who were involved with a Leonidas son or daughter.


Ne'Veha had also learned much about herself last night. 


Seeing the way Sadi and Carisia acted with one another, sharing soft kisses and gentle caresses as lovers do. Seeing Eliani Leonidas and Nyla Sinthe doing much the same thing. And then seeing that this interaction between them in no way factored in how Andro or Malic treated them. Whether it was Sadi or Carisia, or Eliani or Nyla, the love, attention and devotion both Andro and Malic bestowed upon them was equal in every way. The more she watched, the more she found herself looking upon Sadi and Carisia in a new light. These were two of the three women who had pleasured her in her dreams. Two of the three women who she had taken great delight in pleasuring. Her dreams had been so vivid and real, almost as if she could feel and taste them like they were right with her. And those feelings and sensations only increased three fold when she tossed Andro into the mix with them. She found herself wondering if indeed he was really as large as he was in her dreams. She found herself wondering if he could truly make her scream out his name in unadulterated bliss. Sadi had told her they were still growing accustom to the bond they shared that allowed them to pass these things to her even though she was so far away. Sadi told her they would shield from her when they were together now, for they did not want to influence her into a decision she was not ready to make. And Ne'Veha did not know why she resisted. 

Ne'Veha knew without question she wanted Andro just by the way she reacted when he nuzzled her elven ears so deliciously. She knew she wanted Sadi and Carisia just from the way her body reacted when she had kissed them both goodbye only a few hours before. They were not kisses of friends departing either. Sadi and Carisia had kissed her with urgency and need and desire, pulling her body tightly against their firm flesh and when Carisia had nibbled her bottom lip as she pulled away, Ne'Veha was stunned to find that she was moist at her center. Ne'Veha had never entertained the thought of a relationship with another woman, and now it was one of the things that she had spent the last four hours going over in her mind. 

What would her parents say if they knew? What would her friends say? Would she be mocked or insulted? Would she be treated differently if she chose to enter into a relationship she had come to discover she wanted very much? Ne'Veha’s parents would be livid with her, no matter that it was the Prince of the Union she had chosen. To discover that not only had she chosen to enter into a relationship with a Lycavorian male, but a Lycavorian female, a vampire female and a Drow female. Would they disown her? Would it destroy her father’s desire to one day serve on the Elven Ruling Ministry? Would it make her parents outcasts among their many friends? Is this what she truly wanted? 

Ne'Veha thought she had been in love with Tarren until she discovered him with another woman. That had caused her to leave him almost without hesitation no matter how hard it had been to leave Elear. Yet now… Ne'Veha found herself wanting to enter into a relationship that was very similar and included even more than one other female. Had she dismissed Tarren for fear of that, or because he had gone behind her back and not told her until after he had cheated that he wanted them both. He had come across the universe to find her, according to him. He said he still cared for her… yet his actions in Gallais’s Lodge did not endear him to her in any way. He had not stuck up for her, helped her, he had only wanted to get her out of the area so others would not see her drunk. As if being seen with her in that condition would have hurt his career somehow. Ne'Veha knew that if she had been sick on him in the same way she had vomited on Andro he would have been incensed to the extreme. There were times when he took being a Spartan to the excessive. No Ne'Veha decided… he would not have acted in a similar manner. Ne'Veha didn’t think he knew how. And she knew that since the King, General Simpson and Star Colonel Isra, three of the six or seven most high profile Lycavorian males in the Union, since they had multiply mates it had become almost a contest to see how many young wolves could do the same.

Ne'Veha shook her head quickly and cleared her mind. She was on duty tomorrow and she needed to be focused and ready. She unzipped her duffel and stood up to begin unpacking the items Sadi had packed for her just as the door to her quarters buzzed. She turned and looked at the small screen letting out a sigh of deep relief when she realized it was her friends and not Tarren. She was not ready to face Tarren and his inquisition of questions just yet. Ne'Veha passed her hand over the small panel unlocking the door.

“Ne'Veha!” Ra’Neeria exclaimed.

Ne'Veha had to smile now as Ra’Neeria embraced her tightly and her two other friends crowded into her quarters. Ne'Veha could tell all of them were amped up and she prepared herself for the questions she knew were coming. Questions from her friends that she would not mind answering. Ra’Neeria pushed her back and held her at arm’s length.

“We were so worried when Tarren came back without you!” She spoke. “He wouldn’t tell us what happen at first.”

“Until Ra’Neeria threatened to have charges brought against him if he didn’t tell us.” The young blond elf said with a smile.

Ne'Veha looked at her with wide eyes. “You didn’t!” She gasped.

“Damn right I did!” Ra’Neeria snapped. “After I told him that Coria and I would beat his ass first.”

“We would have too.” The blond spoke.

“Ne'Veha… he said you went home with Prince Androcles and Princess Sadi! To their villa in Gytheio!” The second dark haired elf said with wide eyes. “Is that true?”

Ne'Veha looked at Ra’Neeria and grinned as she smiled. “Yes. But that was only after I vomited all over Andro’s chest.”

“Andro?” Coria exclaimed. “You are on a first name basis with them now Ne'Veha?”

“You didn’t Ne'Veha?” Tana exclaimed as their eyes grew wide. “Tell us you didn’t heave all over the Crown Prince of the Union!”

Ne'Veha couldn’t help but laugh now as she nodded. “I did.” She said. “I swear I will never drink another ounce of Spartan Wine in my entire life!”

“What… what did he do?” Ra’Neeria asked.

“Ne'Veha… did they take you to their home and ravage you senseless?” Coria asked with a grin.

“We saw you on his dragon! On the Netnews! That was you wasn’t it Ne'Veha?” Tana asked.

Ne'Veha nodded as she turned to pick up some clothes from her bag. “They took me to their villa that night and I slept.” She said. “I didn’t wake up until the next morning. Sadi had made me breakfast and gave me some drink that Andro’s mother made. It made my nausea and headaches go away almost immediately.”

“The Crown Princess made you breakfast!” Ra’Neeria hissed in amazement.

Ne'Veha looked at her. “They do eat Ra’Neeria.” She exclaimed. “I wrapped myself in a sheet and went out into their villa and she was making breakfast. Andro was on the beach talking with his brother.”

“Wait! Wrapped in a sheet?” Coria asked. “Where were your clothes?”

“Being washed I supposed.” Ne'Veha answered. “I didn’t ask.”

“So you were practically naked in the villa of the Crown Prince and Princess of the Union and you did nothing? You didn’t ask where your clothes were. Did you sleep in their bed Ne'Veha?” Coria said.

“No!” Ne'Veha exclaimed.

Coria tilted her head to the side. “You expect us to believe that?”

“What do you think?” Ne'Veha exclaimed. “I was in no condition to do anything Coria. I could barely stand up when I first woke.”

“So you were naked in their home and nothing happen?” Tana said.

“I was not naked!” Ne'Veha exclaimed.

“Wrapped in a sheet does not constitute clothing Commander Ne'Veha.” Coria spoke with a smile. “Not in anyone’s book.”

“We ate. I met his brother Resumar and then we left for Sparta.” Ne'Veha said.

“What was it like flying on his dragon with him?” Ra’Neeria asked with bright eyes. “He was holding you very close Ne'Veha.”

“It was incredible.” Ne'Veha answered animatedly. “The sky was so clear and Elynth is so very fast. We were skimming over the trees at nearly two hundred kilometers per hour. It was amazing. And then when we landed on his STRIKER above the city? That was terrifying… but it was…” Ne'Veha saw the way they were looking at her and stopped. “What?”

“You mean to tell us… your dear friends… you mean to tell us that having those arms of his around your waist and being pressed so close to his chest and all you can remember is the flight on his dragon?” Tana exclaimed.

Ne'Veha blushed then and couldn’t meet their eyes. “Well… it was… it was a very quiet ride. We talked within Mindvoice and…”

“Mindvoice?” Ra’Neeria spoke stunned. “Ne'Veha it is well known that Prince Androcles almost never speaks below a Tier Six level. You spoke to him in Mindvoice?”

Ne'Veha nodded. “Yes.”

“The Crown Princess?”

“Sadi too yes.” Ne'Veha answered. “It is not as hard as you might think. All of you are Tier Four.”

“Where did you go from Sparta?” Tana asked. “We inquired of the dock master on the station but there was no record of you scheduled to return until today.”

“I stayed with them.” Ne'Veha said. “I can’t say where. I’m sorry. They are… they are involved with… some special training for Mjolnir’s Hand with his brothers and sisters.”

“You met his brothers and sisters?” Coria almost shouted. “Which ones?”

Ne'Veha blushed again. “All… all of them.” She replied.

“Ne'Veha… you are one of the four that Princess Sadi spoke of aren’t you?” Ra’Neeria said.

“What? No!” Ne'Veha exclaimed. “Nothing happened! I visited with them until all of the Spartan Wine was gone from my system and then I returned here!”

Coria looked at the clothes in Ne'Veha’s hand and reached out for it. She pulled it quickly out of her grasp and looked at it. It was a button down shirt four sizes too large for Ne'Veha and that it was a man’s shirt was obvious. “Then what is this?” She demanded playfully.

“It’s a shirt!” Ne'Veha retorted.

“Ne'Veha you left the SCIMITAR without any clothes because we did not plan on staying in Sparta all night.” Ra’Neeria said with a grin. “Now you return with a bag full of clothes and…”

“Sadi made the bag for me! I…”

Coria held up the shirt. “I don’t think it will fit you Ne'Veha.” She said with a smile as Ne'Veha’s dark eyes grew larger.

“Ne'Veha!” Tana gasped out as she pulled the small box from the bag. “What is this?”

Ne'Veha turned to look at her and took the box from her. “This was in the bag?” She gasped.

Tana nodded. “Yes. It looks expensive! Open it Ne'Veha!”

“No!” Ne'Veha said holding it tightly. 

“It was in the bag Ne'Veha… and you said the Princess packed it for you! It must be yours! Open it.” Tana spoke rolling her eyes.

Ne'Veha looked at them and saw all of them eagerly waiting for her to open the box. “You guys are so terrible!” Ne'Veha spoke. “It’s probably just some trinket to thank me for staying with them.” She shook her head as she opened the box and they all saw her eyes grow a little wider.

“What?” Ra’Neeria spoke quickly moving closer and looking at the open box as Ne'Veha cradled it in her hand with a stunned expression as she lifted it out of the box slowly. 

Ra’Neeria gasped as both Tana’s and Coria’s eyes went wide when Ne'Veha slowly lifted the dangling coral red pendant from the small silk box. It swayed from a glittering silver chain and as it spun in the light of the small quarters it gave off a dazzling glow to it. “Ne'Veha… this is part of… this is part of a Dragon’s Heart Pendant.”

Ne'Veha met her eyes with silence as she held the pendant in her hand. “It can’t be.” She said softly.

“It is!” Ra’Neeria said. “I saw one on display at the Dragon Mountain on Elear.”

Ne'Veha shook her head. “It can’t be!” She gasped.

[But it is Ne'Veha!] Sadi’s voice burst into her head with the same musical tone as when they had been on the planet.

“Sadi?” Ne'Veha gasped looking up while Ra’Neeria and the others looked at her in shock.

[It is part of the Dragon’s Heart Pendant given to Andro when he was born by his parents Martin and Aricia.] Sadi’s voice told her. [He told Elynth to split it and gave me half when he was only eight months old. I have worn it every day since. When we discovered Carisia and what we would have with her, with you and with Lu’ria we rejoined our pieces and had Elynth divide them again.]

[Sadi I can not take this!]

[Five parts of a whole Ne'Veha. That is what we are.] Sadi said. [We don’t expect you to wear it now. Perhaps not ever. But this piece belongs to you nonetheless. We told you we would wait for eternity if we had too and we will Ne'Veha. This pendant means no one will ever take your place in our hearts no matter what takes place.]

[Andro… Andro knows this?] Ne'Veha asked.

[Not yet, no. This is something that Carisia and I wanted to do.] Sadi replied. [We will tell him tonight however. He will not be displeased Ne'Veha. I know it is so much to take in and accept… but when you are… if you are ever ready, all you need do is come to us wearing that pendant and we will know what is in your heart and mind and you won’t have to say a word in explanation.]

[You…]

[This is what we want to do Ne'Veha.] Sadi cut her off. [Find your way Ne'Veha. Find what it is in your heart that will put you on the path you are meant to walk.]

[You told me you would not…] Ne'Veha stopped before she finished her sentence and silently berated herself for being so cold. She heard Sadi chuckle within the shielded Mindvoice connection.

[And we won’t.] Sadi told her. [This decision must be yours without fail. Our connection will always be open to you… but we will not reach for you without your permission Ne'Veha. You will have the space you need.]

[Sadi… what if I choose not to pursue the road you want me to take?] Ne'Veha asked. [What if I find I can’t?]

[Then that is the decision you will make.] Sadi answered. [It will not make us love you any less. Andro calls for me Ne'Veha… I must go. If the gods will it… you will be part of our lives. We love you Ne'Veha.] 


Ne'Veha felt the connection fade away before she could speak and she shook her head slightly as she felt the tremors of love and devotion filter to her through the remnants of the Mindvoice link. She felt them wash over her like the fingers of a superbly skilled musician and then they were gone.


Ra’Neeria was the one who saw the confusion in Ne'Veha’s face for what it really was and she quickly took the small box and pendant from her hands and gingerly replaced it inside. She set it on Ne'Veha’s desk and then took her hands. “What we need to do is get some food into you.” She finally spoke. “You look famished and we have not eaten dinner yet.”


Ne'Veha shook her head to clear her mind once more and looked at Ra’Neeria. She nodded with a small smile. “Yes… food sounds very good right now.” She said.


“Good. Then you can fill us in on everything that happened and you will leave nothing out.” Tana said taking her other hand.


Ne'Veha nodded. “Everything that I can.” She said with a smile.

SPIRIT OF HADARIA


-…of a design I am not familiar with King Leonidas- 

Avi’s dinosaur like head turned from the screen he was studying. At the moment his skin was a dark orange in color and Martin had seen it change to an almost bright yellow. It was the design of the two and a half meter tall cyborg that allowed him to adjust to changing weather and temperatures.

“But it is a Pralor ship correct?” Martin asked from the chair behind the desk where he had moved. It was Anja’s chair, with a high back and arms so she could lean way back and use her feet to twirl around on the swivel mounted brackets from computer console to computer console. She had three of them surrounding her desk and Martin had watched her use all of them at once. It had hurt his head to see her twisting and turning and working on three different problems at the same time.

-Yes. While the design is not familiar… the power readings and bio-mechanic ribbed construction mark it as such- Avi’s head came up. –A question King Leonidas? Where did these sensor scans come from?-

“Omen One.” Martin answered. “A reconnaissance mission in Kavalian space. What can you tell me from just the passive scans?”

-The ship is approximately one point two kilometers more in length then City Ship 41 in flight configuration-

-Beam is significantly less than City Ship 41. Interesting-

-It is buried under one hundred and thirteen meters of a combination of bedrock and lime deposits with seven layers of harden lava rock-

-There are six low power TriCobal power sources within four point three kilometers of the ship. They appear to be reflecting their power readings off of the magnetic core of the planet itself. A masking procedure no doubt-

-Interesting-

Martin watched as Avi moved from the station he was at within the bowels of CS41 to another one across the room. He willingly stayed mostly within this room and insured that the configuration of the ship did not alter unless needed to suit Arzoal and the dragons. Endith once said he had developed a fondness for the dragons and he was extra careful in his calculations for the interior of the ship to achieve optimum hatching temperatures and conditions for the eggs. Martin had learned long ago that while he was a cyborg, he still needed duties to perform and in some cases he even had a personality. Martin had provided him with whatever information he requested and that included information and history dating back as far as the Black Day. Avi was now perhaps the most informative computer database anywhere in the Union. 

He also had come to know when Avi found something to be disturbing.

“Avi?” Martin asked coming forward in the chair. “Avi… what is wrong?”

-Conducting a memory search of City Ship 41 data banks. Searching-

“Avi?” Martin asked again.

-Search complete. Data recovered. Processing-

Martin looked at Armetus and Omore as they occupied the couch across from the desk and in full view of the military holo-image transmission disc in the floor.

-Processing complete. Results fall within one point two percentage points of central inquiry- Avi turned back to the holo transmission. –King Leonidas… you must destroy this ship-

“What? Why?” Martin exclaimed.

-The design schematics do not match exactly to parameters… but they are within point four of know specifications within my data banks-

“What specifications?” Martin asked.

-Given the growth of rock and stone covering the foliage covering this ship, it has been in its current location less than ten thousand years. Approximately nine thousand seven hundred and four years-

“Why does that matter Avi?” Armetus asked.

-City Ship 41 and the other ships of its class departed the Pralor homeworld exactly thirty-seven thousand years and six months ago. You asked me if the Pralors had wars not long ago King Leonidas?-

Martin nodded slowly. “Yes. And you told me that you did. One that lasted nine thousand years.”

-Correct. That war ended three years before we departed Pralor space. I am unable to access information in regards to the actual war since it was never included as part of my databanks. I do know however that we built warships to fight in this war. Warships of great destructive power-

“The… the enemy you faced Avi? What happened to them?” Armetus asked. 

-As I said Armetus of the Krypteria… much of the data on the war was not included in my central data banks. It was not something the Pralors deemed necessary for CS41 to have access too. That includes information on the enemy they faced-

“Avi… why do I get the feeling I ain’t going to like what you are about to tell me?” Martin said.  

-This ship is of a similar design King Leonidas. Only the sensor scans show it is no more than ten thousand four hundred and nineteen years old-

“Ok? And?”

-The warships we built to fight this war were all destroyed before City Ship 41 left Pralor space King Leonidas-

-This ship was built after City Ship 41 departed. Its existence indicates that for some reason the Pralors once more built warships. Just based on the initial sensor data there does not appear to be any damage to the exterior of the ship itself. 

-The sensor operator on Omen One was correct to use low power scans. If they had increased power it would have activated automated defensive systems that would have announced the existence of this ship to everyone in the sector-

“Exactly why are you telling me this Avi?” Martin asked knowing he was going to dread the answer.

-King Leonidas… this ship was built for war. If my extrapolations are correct… this one ship has the destructive power of five Combined Union Fleet Groups at its disposal. It is completely intact, and it would house trillions of terawatts of data on any number of systems in the universe. Its power systems are fully functional-

Martin’s eyes went wide. “Functional?” He almost yelled.

-Yes. The power systems are in a state of hibernation if you will. I do not know why this ship or its crew chose to land on this planet and not return to our home system, but if these sensor scans are accurate and my data is correct… this is not a ship that we want to fall into the hands of either the Kavalians or most especially the descendants of Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon- 

“Why?” Armetus asked softly.

-The answer to that question is simple Armetus of the Krypteria-

“Indulge us Avi.” Armetus said.

-This is a Pralor ship built for one purpose. Much the same as our new Arizona Class. It is built only for war. –

-City Ship 41 is an Exploration, Restoration and Seed vessel. We had only defensive systems as were seen when we departed Lycavore. Our archives were far more advanced and complete than our warships and this information would allow the Pralors to be able to fit in almost anywhere. This ship however, this ship will have systems and data cores on it that would allow those who discover it to advance their current technology generations ahead of the High Coven and centuries ahead of the Kavalian Empire. Even more than our own. It would allow them to develop weapons systems similar to what we have done, but with greater power and much quicker-

-The existence of this class ship would also indicate that the Pralors had another war after City Ship 41 departed. A war that required they once more build warships to defend themselves. Something they swore never to do again-

“Avi… the first war your people had?” Martin asked.

-Technically they are your people as well King Leonidas-

“Ok… my ancestors if you will.” Martin snapped. “How many people died in that war?” Avi paused for a long moment staring at Martin in the transmission. “Avi?” Martin pressed him.

-As I explained the history data banks provide no information on the war itself King Leonidas-

-Other information does allow me to extrapolate however-

“So extrapolate.” Martin told him.

-Combining several different data streams allows me to piece together intelligence that would be ninety-eight point three percent accurate. That intelligence indicates the war took the lives of seventy-nine trillion lifeforms in its nine thousand year span King Leonidas-

-The war involved over a million species. Many of them now long dead-

“Son vada carians!” Armetus gasped loudly. 

APO PRIME

MJOLNIR’S HAND BASE


[Are you certain brother?] Ti’rut asked.


He rested in the center of his small quarters, naked from the waist up. His dark bronze hued skin was slick with a fine sheen of sweat as he concentrated hard to touch his brother within Mindvoice and maintain the connection. He could feel his brother also struggling to keep the connection solid from his end, but it was a battle for both of them.


[I would not have contacted you if I was not Ti’rut. You know that. We have trouble enough keeping the connection for long even when we are closer.] Lynom’s voice spoke. [He has returned to his ship in orbit, but they are still here. I think he plans to return to the surface in a few hours once he speaks with his masters.]


[What did he want?]


[Ti’rut… he had Phy’iad capture half a dozen female elves to break them to the will of an Immortal. One was a half-breed like…]


[Like Normya?] Ti’rut said with some humor. [You can say her name brother. We have discovered much about our feelings for each other. I have found the woman I will devote my life to Lynom.]


[I am happy for you brother. You did not however tell me what effect they… how they would affect me Ti’rut. Not that you would have known I suppose. As’hia… she is like Normya. Half wolf and half elf. Ti’rut she is… she is like the most beautiful flower I have ever seen brother. Pusintin was particularly… he wanted to know about the effect it had on her most of all. She killed Phy’iad’s Lieutenant Ti’rut. The one who had rape her when she first arrived. He left her alone after breaking her, thinking she was his. When he returned she ran him through with her Nehtes. I wanted to laugh until tears came from my eyes. ] Lynom said.


Ti’rut’s brow furrowed slightly. [It doesn’t work on half-breeds.] He said slowly. [At least not for very long. The Lycavorian DNA in their bodies takes longer to process the chemical in Immortal fluids yes, but once it is localized, the natural Lycavorian healing properties will make them immune.]


[I know that brother!] Lynom announced. [I did pay attention to mother’s classes as well! More than you! The question we should be asking is why he wants to know these things.]


[She sounds strong Lynom.]


[Oh she is brother. Much like you told me your Normya is.] Lynom spoke and his words were laden with a prideful tone. [They beat her for three hours before I was able to stop it. I have talked with her briefly since then. Phy’iad gave her to me and that will eliminate her from being beaten and raped again, but I will not be able to maintain this façade for much longer brother. It becomes too much.]


[You must remain strong Lynom, son of Cha’talla. For the both of you.] The female voice broke into their connection surprising both the brothers.


[Ti’rut?] Lynom exclaimed.


Ti’rut’s eyes popped open in his quarters and he nearly shouted when he saw Normya sitting in front of him in a lotus position. Her eyes were closed and she was concentrating just as hard as he was. He could feel her even now as her Mindvoice powers combined with his own and those of Iriral who was the one who had spoken. He had not heard Normya enter his quarters.


[Do not fear Lynom!] Ti’rut spoke quickly. [It is Normya and Iriral. Queen Dysea’s bonded dragon.]


[I felt you straining Ti’rut. I became worried and came here to see if you were alright. I could feel the tremors within Mindvoice but you were resisting me. I asked Iriral to help.] Normya’s musical like voice filled the connection now. 


[Normya… Iriral… my younger brother Lynom.] Ti’rut said as he closed his eyes and resumed his concentration. He was stunned to find the connection much easier to feel, more focused and filled with power. He didn’t resist when Normya’s hands took his and she entwined her delicate fingers within his.


[It is wonderful to meet you Lynom.] Normya announced then.


[And you Normya.]


[You said Pusintin is there with you now?] Iriral asked.


[Lynom… Queen Dysea’s Bonded One Iriral. She is very wise and has helped Normya and I to begin to discover what we share.] Ti’rut spoke.


[What you share?] Lynom asked.


[That is something you will discover when you see your brother again.] Iriral spoke. [I can feel your concern for this As’hia in your words Lynom. Your concern and interest. She stirs you?]


[Nothing will ever come of what I feel.] Lynom spoke quickly. He was very flustered now and it could be heard in his tone of voice. [I have sworn to protect her until she sees her parents once more. I will do this!]


[If you are as much like your brother as Ti’rut says you are Lynom, I have no doubts about that.] Iriral answered.


[Pusintin arrived here because he contracted Phy’iad to kidnap several elven females.] Lynom spoke. [They were taken from a transport leaving a resort moon near your border with Gellen station. I don’t know the name. As I was telling Ti’rut he was only interested in the effects Immortals had on female elves. Particularly As’hia, since she is only half elf.] 


[And you don’t know why?] Iriral asked.


[No. Once I saw… once I saw As’hia, my only wish became to protect her.] Lynom answered immediately. [I don’t believe Phy’iad even knows. At least not yet. I have heard others talking that we will begin working for him soon. For Pusintin.]


[The other elven females?] Iriral asked.


They could hear Lynom sigh heavily within the connection. [They are… they are lost.] He said sadly. [They were broken within hours of coming here. I could not help them without exposing myself. I…]


[There was nothing you could do.] Normya’s voice spoke now and though there was sadness in her voice, there was no anger or distaste directed at him. 


[How many elves do they hold brother?] Ti’rut asked.


[With these five new ones… thirty-nine.] Lynom answered instantly. [Mother could help them Ti’rut. I know she could.]


[I know she could as well.] Ti’rut said. [I may have come across the beginning of the contact that initiated the kidnapping of those elf females who have come to you recently.]


Lynom snarled viciously within the connection. [You save his vile carcass for me brother! He is mine! Swear this to me Ti’rut! I will make him pay for what he has done to As’hia and the others.]


[I swear it Lynom!] Ti’rut spoke.


[Your powers have increased brother.] Lynom spoke. [Our connection is much clearer and not as much of a strain.]


[It is Normya and Iriral.] Ti’rut answered.


[I am doing nothing.] Iriral spoke with a chuckle. [What you are experiencing is part of what your brother and Normya have discovered together Lynom. We are working on what is happening from here on Apo Prime Lynom. Now that we know you and Ti’rut can communicate within Mindvoice, even from such a distance, we can better discover what is happening all around us.]


[I will be strong brother.] Lynom spoke. [If you are at all able… get a message to As’hia’s parents Ti’rut. Let them know she lives and continues to fight. Do not let them lose hope.]


[I won’t brother.] Ti’rut said. [Mind everything all around you Lynom. Especially now with that pig Pusintin among you. If Phy’iad has decided to work for him, it cannot be good.]


[I will be mindful.] Lynom said. [Give mother my love and tell father I carry on. I must go now Ti’rut. Until I see you again.]


The connection faded leaving just Iriral, Ti’rut and Normya. [I will inform Dysea we need to speak with her and the others. Come to the main lounge, both of you.] Iriral told them.


[Right behind you Iriral.] Normya spoke opening her eyes to gaze at Ti’rut.


Ti’rut met Normya’s gaze and after a long moment he opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. Normya moved with all her elven speed and was upon Ti’rut in the blink on an eye. She settled into his lap without hesitation as her lips covered his and her hands gripped his face tightly. Normya whimpered in delight when his arms crushed her to him without pause, her firm breasts mashed against his iron hard chest and her nipples burning through the fabric of her shirt and pressing against his bare skin with sudden need. Her hands and fingers stroked the side of his face, gently grazing across the bone spikes of his face, the tips of her fingers exploring those spikes as she plunged her warm tongue between his lips to do battle with his tongue. His lips tasted how he smelled, like sweet ginger, and this only increased Normya’s passion.


Ti’rut for his part was very nearly overwhelmed. The smell of her blood pulsing through her veins, the orange clove scent of her blood, it was driving him mad as he pulled her tighter against him. He heard her whimper in want and deepen their kiss, Ti’rut meeting her delicious tongue with his own in a battle of supremacy. A battle he knew Normya let him win as he took control of their kiss now. His hands dropped from her back slowly, moving to grip her incredibly tight ass in his hands. This action only caused Normya to undulate her hips closer to him, pressing her mound against his steel hard abdomen. Ti’rut’s eyes grew a little wider when he felt the heat from her pussy against his skin and he almost lost control right there. Normya felt this within him and she drew back from their kiss, her face flush with passion and furnace like excitement, her emerald green eyes brighter than at any time since Ti’rut had known her.


“Ti’rut… I…” Normya gasped.


Ti’rut did not release his grip on her ass cheeks and shook his head. “Ussta il kal'daka darthirii.” He spoke.


“Ti’rut… I burn… I burn for you.” Normya gasped once more, stroking the bone spikes along his jaw causing Ti’rut to close his eyes in delight.


“And I… and I for you ussta il kal'daka darthirii.” He said.


“I have… I have never been with a man Ti’rut.” Normya spoke pressing her forehead to his. “Have… have you…?”


“No Normya.” He answered without hesitation. “Never.”


Her emerald eyes focused on him. “I want to… I want to share your bed Ti’rut. I want to sleep in your arms with your skin against mine, but I don’t know if I am ready for…”


“Are you asking me if I can control myself il kal'daka darthirii?” He asked with a smile, revealing the tips of his vampiric fangs.


“Yes. I’m asking because I don’t know if I will be able too.” She stated.


“To hold you in my arms… that is more than any man could hope for ussta il kal'daka darthirii.” Ti’rut answered as he lifted his hand and pushed some of her platinum colored hair aside, tucking it behind her elven ear. He leaned forward and nuzzled the ridge of her ear with his lips, Normya cooing out her delight and leaning into his caress. “We should not rush things Normya. I… I love you more than my own life. And if it is your wish that I do this… I will not hesitate.”


“It… it will be very hard on both of us Ti’rut.” Normya said. “My wolf blood churns to feel you inside me and my elven blood yearns for your touch. None will have what you will have Ti’rut my love. I just want it to be… I want us to crave one another so badly we can’t resist. I want us to be able to devote hours to discovering each other. We can’t have that right now.”


“Then holding you in my arms will be more than enough ussta il kal'daka darthirii.” Ti’rut spoke. “That is not something you ever need to question.”


[Normya! Ti’rut!] Iriral’s voice burst into their heads. [Pull yourselves from each others grasp and join us now! But if you wait much longer, neither of you will be of use to anyone! You are destined for one another and you should not be afraid to begin that exploration.]


Normya looked at Ti’rut as she sat in his lap and couldn’t help but laugh. Ti’rut quickly joined her and he rose to his feet effortlessly, as Normya wrapped her legs around his waist as he stood. When he was all of the way up, she released her leg lock and he lowered her back to the floor, towering over her.


“Come ussta il kal'daka darthirii.” He said. “Ori'gato udossa xun vel'bol udos z'klaen. Whol Usstan intend ulu Z'hennu'elggur dos senseless p'luin.” (Let us accomplish what we must. For I intend to ravage you senseless after.


 Normya grinned devilishly. “Nindel ul'tro trelao.” (That sounds divine)

ELEAR

CAPITAL CITY OF AETIA

OFFICE OF MINISTER L’TAIN

FATHER TO QUEEN FOR’MYA

L’tian leaned back in his large high backed chair, several data pads scattered across the wide expanse of his marble desk and the huge mug of Queen Aricia’s coffee in his hand. He turned in his chair and let his eyes settle on the rising sun and how it bathed the capital city of Aetia. Far off in the distance he could see several dragons floating lazily in the morning sky as they hunted for food. When he shifted his eyes to the portion of the city twenty stories below him he could just make out the forms of several more dragons moving among the streets of the city with their bonded ones of even individually. With the exception of Sparta and Eden City on Earth, no other planet within the Union could boast that dragons moved freely among their city streets. When Martin had returned the dragons to Elear and it was discovered that the elves had evolved from dragons themselves, it was as if a missing piece of a puzzle had fallen into place for the elves of the Union. This was the planet of their origins, and King Leonidas had brought them home that day twenty-six years ago.

L’tian let his eyes drift to the holo images that dotted the credenza along his wall. The first one was of his wife and For’mya with Martin. The others were mixed, some of Martin and For’mya together, others of just her and the women she so loved and their children. He would have laughed at the person who told him a quarter century ago that their lives would be as they were now. For’mya, his only surviving daughter and child, and the only one now besides him that had the royal blood of the last elven King in their veins. That King had committed their people to the Lycavorian Union under King Resumar before the Coven had butchered him. Only L’tian’s father, that King’s youngest son, had escaped the death squads, going into hiding and finally into The Wilds until such time as they could safely return when they Union was truly born with the death of Martin’s father across the stars. 

L’tian had pushed for For’mya to take her station beside Martin Leonidas when he had returned to claim the throne of his grandfather. The throne of the Lycavorian Union that was his by birthright. He pushed her to take the position that her ancestor had taken, Royal Concubine to the King. He knew For’mya had not wanted to, it cut against the grain of everything she believed at the time. It had caused a rift between her and him, as well as her mother. That rift had been filled the moment Martin Leonidas had rescued his daughter from the hands of the Immortals and given her choice. After the events they had experienced together, it was a decision she had made all on her own. When Martin had changed her less than two years later, once more saving her life, L’tian knew their lives would be forever intertwined. For’mya was a Queen now, by unanimous order of the Union Senate and its four other Queens. She was a concubine in no one’s mind, and she would carry the title which she deserved Dysea had once said to the Elven Parliament.

Their lives had changed dramatically through the years, L’tian growing closer to his daughter than he had ever envisioned, and relishing in it. Like his daughter, L’tian and his elven wife regarded all of their Leonidas children as their grandchildren and while Arrarn and Byron would always be extra special to them, that ideal would never change. He had grown very close to Martin as well, learning something new about the man every time he saw him. Martin was devoted to For’mya and his other Queens, and that was something L’tian could not deny. It was something he actually embraced each time he saw the look of happiness on her face when he saw her.

L’tian heard the commotion in his outer office and turned in his chair when the door slid aside to reveal a stern faced Lycavorian woman of medium height wearing the uniform of a Spartan Lokhagos, a Colonel in the Union ground forces. Her blond hair was cut short and styled, and under her uniform she appeared to be in excellent physical shape as she strode confidently into his office. His senior aide darted around her and looked at him.

“The Lokhagos would not wait Minister!” He spoke. “I’m sorry.”

L’tian came to his feet slowly, his dark eyes never leaving the woman’s face. “That is alright Rema.” He said. “I don’t believe we have ever met however Colonel.” 

“Minister… this is…”

“I can speak for myself boy!” The woman snapped turning her head to glare at him. She turned back to L’tian. “My name is Lokhagos Danarla. I am the commander of the Spartan 7th Expeditionary Brigade. We are based in the Western…”

L’tian held up his hand. “I know where your Brigade is based Colonel.” He spoke. “I visited them last year.”

The woman looked somewhat taken aback. “I… I did not think you would remember. It was a very fast visit.” She stated.

L’tian nodded his head. “Too fast if I recall.” He stated. “Rema… get the Colonel of mug of coffee. You’ll forgive me… I have developed a taste for Aricia’s coffee. I no longer drink the tea my wife forces upon me. At least not when I am here.” He said with a smile. He motioned to the chair. “What can I do for your Colonel? I thought the 7th was in a training cycle?”

“I have taken a leave of absence Minister.” Danarla answered. “My husband will be joining me later today from the 23rd SCFG. He is the Air Commander for the DAUNTING FOE.”

“A LEONIDAS II.” L’tian spoke as alarms began sounding in his head. He turned and moved back to his chair as Danarla settled into the chair. “A prestigious position. There are not many Lycavorian Air Commanders.”

Danarla tilted her head to the side. “My husband is an elf Minister.” She spoke. “Senior Major Ta’lon.” 
L’tian looked at her as he sat down the surprise very evident in his eyes. “Truly?” He asked. “I’m sorry Colonel… it’s just that…”

Danarla nodded. “Yes I know. There are not many unions such as ours, a Spartan woman with a male elf. I assure you Minister… my husband is not a normal elf. And no one stirs me as he does. We have been married for three hundred and nineteen years and I could not imagine life without him.”

“Forgive me I meant no offense.” L’tian spoke.

Danarla shook her head. “It is a common reaction sir. One we have grown accustomed too, and even joke about now.”

“He is coming here as well?” L’tian asked.

Danarla nodded. “Within the hour his TEMPEST will be landing. I spoke to him only a few minutes ago.”

L’tian set his mug on the desktop and looked at her. “This brings me to my next question Colonel.” He spoke. “Why exactly would two senior officers in the Fleet and Union Ground Forces be coming to see me?”

“Our daughter.” Danarla spoke.

“Your daughter?” L’tian asked. 

“Hyperetes As’hia.” Danarla replied sternly. “The youngest of our seven children.” (First Sergeant)

L’tian’s eyes grew a little wider at the name and he immediately reached over and touched the panel on his desk. “Rema?”

“Minister?”

“After you have prepared the Colonel’s coffee, send word to Colonel Su’ave to join me in my office immediately.” L’tian spoke. “Tell him it is urgent and to bring all the intelligence on Event Three Nine.”

“Yes Minister.” The aide answered.

“Once you have done that… use my daughter’s Spartan Five Secure Channel. If she is not available… then route it directly to Dysea’s unit.” L’tian spoke seeing Danarla’s eyes go wider. 

“As you order Minister.” Rema answered.

L’tian looked back up and met Danarla’s eyes. “I think we may have much to talk about Colonel. If you don’t mind?”

Danarla nodded her head. “This… where is my daughter Minister?” She asked. “And please do not lie to me. My husband has tried to do that many times through the years over little things and I could smell them all.”

L’tian shook his head. “That is something I will not do.” He spoke. “We should probably wait until Colonel Su’ave and your husband arrive. And I will tell you now; whatever we cover with you is being held at Level Ten Security Access Colonel. Something I’m quite sure neither you nor your husband has.”

“Is… is As’hia… is she dead Minister?” Danarla stammered the question.

L’tian shook his head. “No. We do not believe so.”

“You do not believe so?” Danarla asked.

L’tian leaned forward in his chair. “Tell me of your daughter Colonel.” He spoke. “All the information you have would be helpful. No matter what it is.”

“What do you wish to know?” Danarla asked.

“Everything actually.” L’tian said.


No one would mistake this man for an elf by the way he walked or the way he filled out his uniform. He was exceptionally tall for an elf male, his six foot one body made up of hard and extremely well defined muscle. His dark hair hung well past his shoulders and flowed with the breeze he created with the speed in which he was walking down the corridor. His uniform marked him as a Major in the Union Fleet, with six vertical rows of ribbons decorating the left side of his broad chest, among them two of the highest awards for flying that the Union could award. The Bird of Prey Cluster of Honor. His features were such that elven females would swoon at him as he passed them by when he was younger. His face was angular and flawless with startling dark eyes. His lips were thin, his nose sharp, but they were a perfect match with his dark tanned skin. His handsome face still caused female elves to swoon over him, though for the last three hundred and nineteen years, no female but his wife could cause him to even bat an eye.


Air Commander Major Ta’lon walked with a single-minded purpose now, as for the first time in their over three hundred year marriage, an event concerning one of their children had caused them to put their family before their duties. Men and women alike scampered to get out of his way as he walked, most of them not even taking notice of the Junior Lieutenant that was doing his best to keep up the major’s long stride.


He entered Minister L’tian’s office and saw the male elf come to his feet from behind the desk.


“Ah… Major Ta’lon.” Rema spoke. “The Minister is…”


“Where are they?” Ta’lon growled in a menacing voice.


Rema moved quickly to the door and passed his hand over the sensor pad. “In here.” He stated indignantly.


Ta’lon dismissed the aide and moved through the door to see his much-loved Spartan wolf wife come to her feet in front of the two male elves. Her own dark eyes grew softer as she saw him and without pausing she moved to be swallowed within his embrace.


“Ta’lon my husband!” Danarla gasped as he pulled her into his embrace, and felt her nuzzle the bottom of his four-inch high elven ears as their cheeks brushed together. His eyes closed for the briefest of moments as he felt her presence fill him and she used the tip of her nose to caress his ears as she had for the last three hundred and nineteen years. She had learned very quickly what would cause him to become sexually charged and ready to pleasure her, and he had spent hours discovering her every time they were together.


Danarla opened her eyes after inhaling her husband’s musky clove like scent and letting it sweep through her. Those dark orbs fell on the young elven officer who stood to the side looking on with an uncomfortable look on his face. She drew back and looked at her husband.



“Why did you bring him Ta’lon?” She asked softly looking into his eyes.


Her husband may have been an elf and therefore not able to affect her with a male aura, but Danarla had learned long ago he could make her blood sizzle in so many different ways. It had gotten to the point where the aura of a male wolf would not even faze her.


Ta’lon held his wife at arms length and looked into her eyes. She was nearly as tall as him, something that he found incredibly attractive about her. He had told her on more than one occasion that she carried herself like royalty because of her five foot ten height.


“He… O’lan cares for her Danarla.” Ta’lon spoke.


“He is the reason she went on that fool trip to begin with.” Danarla hissed. She turned to face the blond haired elf with pale skin and green eyes. He was a pilot among her husband’s squadron and by all accounts a very good one. He was also extremely arrogant in regards to his flying, something that Danarla and her daughter found distasteful to the extreme. He wanted As’hia to leave her duties and become his wife knowing that is not something she wanted. He had told As’hia she needed to choose between her duties or him, and that is why she had gone to the resort. To clear her mind and make a decision that would alter her future forever. “She went there because of you! Because you demanded something of her she was not prepared to give you! And you threatened to leave her because of it! If you truly loved our daughter you would not have asked this of her!”


“Danarla this is not the time.” Ta’lon spoke.


“Colonel Danarla I…”  O’lan started to speak.


L’tian stepped forward to intervene before things got nasty. “Major Ta’lon… a pleasure to meet you.”


“Minister?” Ta’lon spoke bowing his head slightly in respect while pulling Danarla closer to him and stop any more interaction between her and O’lan.


L’tian motioned to the older elf male with graying hair. “This is Colonel Su’ave of Elven Intelligence.”


Ta’lon bowed his head as he looked at the man. He had wise eyes and Ta’lon turned back to L’tian. “Is there a reason why Elven Intelligence is involved with what happened to my daughter? Her transport was not destroyed Minister. Do not try and…”


L’tian held up his hand. “No… As’hia’s transport was not destroyed. Please sit down, both of you.” He motioned to the couch for them to sit down and turned to O’lan. “Well now Senior Lieutenant O’lan. What should I do with you?”


“Minister… the Senior Lieutenant is an excellent pilot and well skilled in many aircraft. He is one of my Air Wing’s finest.” Ta’lon spoke even as Danarla yanked on his arm to keep him from saying more.


L’tian didn’t look at Ta’lon but kept his eyes on O’lan. “No doubt I’m sure.” He spoke. “However… considering the flying skills of who is involved in what is happening… I do not see the need for his assistance.”


“He knows too much already L’tian.” Colonel Su’ave spoke from where he stood next to the desk. “Dysea will not be happy to begin with that we have brought so many into the fold.”


L’tian nodded. “Yes… I’m quite sure of that. It could not be helped however.”


“Queen Dysea?” Ta’lon spoke looking at his wife and then back to L’tian. “Minister… what is going on? Where is my daughter?”


L’tian had evolved as much as his daughter in the last years, and like his daughter and Dysea, he could no longer stand those who carried themselves in arrogance over skills they did not have or exaggerated. He ignored Ta’lon’s question and continued to look at O’lan. “As Colonel Su’ave has wisely stated… you already know too much by even being here. A word of warning though Senior Lieutenant… if one word of what you see and hear finds its way outside this room… saving your career will be the least of your worries. I know three individuals involved in this operation right now that will cause you great distress if what we are doing is known. Find a chair along the wall and remain silent if you would.”


L’tian turned back to Danarla and Ta’lon just as the chirping sound came from his desk. Su’ave moved the three feet to the desktop and pressed the panel. “Yes?”


“Spartan Five is standing by Colonel.” Rema’s voice sounded. 


Su’ave looked at L’tian. “We did not contact her yet. She told us to contact her when we were ready.”


“Spartan Five initiated the contact colonel.” Rema spoke. “Level Ten Protocols. With full encryption.”


“Activate Rema!” L’tian spoke now. “The main disc.”


“Transferring now Minister.”


All of them turned to see the large, decorated holo disc in the floor flare to life to reveal the beautiful face and figure of Dysea. Danarla and Ta’lon gasped slightly as they saw the first elven Queen of Elear and the Union. L’tian moved around his desk with Su’ave. They appeared to be in a large lounge area that had been converted to a temporary command post from the items spread across the top of the chart table in view.


“Dysea!” L’tian spoke with a smile. “I was just going to contact you again.”


Dysea smiled as she looked at L’tian in the transmission. “We have recently discovered new information L’tian. I decided to contact you immediately.” 


L’tian nodded. He and Dysea had gotten off on the wrong foot as Deia had once told him. Their initial meeting had been no less than her almost beating him within an inch of his life. They had grown close through the years and it had been Dysea who began the push to have For’mya named the co-Queen of Elear. He was very happy to say those times were long forgotten and now they worked closely together in regards to almost everything. Dysea considered him one of her closest advisors and he cherished that role.


“Those we were waiting for have arrived Dysea. You have already met Danarla… may I now introduce her husband Major Ta’lon.” L’tian spoke.


Ta’lon got to his feet quickly. “Queen Dysea… it is truly an honor.” He stammered.


Dysea bowed her head slightly. “Major Ta’lon.” She spoke. Dysea’s emerald eyes shifted to where O’lan sat silently along the wall. “L’tian?”


L’tian saw where she was looking and nodded. “This is Senior Lieutenant O’lan Dysea. He arrived with the major and since he is already here and has at least some knowledge of what is happening I have allowed him to remain with a stern warning.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Which I will reiterate now Senior Lieutenant.” She spoke seeing O’lan jump to his feet.


“My Queen!” He barked. “It is… it is an honor to meet you Milady. Your achievements are well…”


Danarla rolled her eyes at his actions and smiled when Dysea cut him off without regard. “Senior Lieutenant… I am not in the mood for false praise. What you have inadvertently found yourself involved with is something I consider to be of the highest importance for the Union. If I consider it such, you can be assured Martin Leonidas does as well. Should anything of what we about to speak find its way to those outside this room without my authorization, they will recover find your body from the hole I will have it thrown into. Is that clear?”


O’lan’s eyes were wide but he nodded his head quickly. “On my honor Queen Dysea!” He stammered. “I am well aware of intelligence protocols with out fighter aircraft. I will…”


Dysea turned back to L’tian without pause, ignoring him. “Have you told them?” She asked.


“I felt it better to come from you Dysea.” He spoke. “You are there with them.”


Dysea nodded. “Thank you L’tian.” She spoke. She looked now at Ta’lon and Danarla. “You will need to be aware of something before we proceed.” She spoke. “We have recently been assisted by individuals that in the past have not been friends to the Union or elves. This group is not among those we call enemy, and they willingly and without thought saved the life of my daughter. They have also protected her and I for a number of weeks now. You need to be made aware they are not the enemy and are only concerned with helping us.”


Danarla and Ta'lon glanced at one another with confusion in their eyes but Danarla finally nodded. “Of course Queen Dysea.” She said.


They watched Dysea nod to someone they couldn’t see and then the image widened considerably. Ta’lon, Danarla and O’lan came to their feet when they saw Ti’rut leaning over the chart table. Normya was pressed up against him and leaning over the table as well as they moved data pads across the table to where Anton and Cihera were standing plotting something while Las’elh read off information from another pad. They could see a dark haired woman across the room that appeared to be speaking with Iriral.


“My Queen!” Ta’lon barked. “That is…”


“A stinking Immortal!” O’lan hissed with revulsion.


Normya’s head came up at this and her emerald eyes narrowed in anger. She started to move towards the transmission but Ti’rut’s arm around her waist stopped her. She turned back to look at him, pressing close to him and not caring who saw. And all of them saw as she reached up and placed her palm on his cheek.


“Ti’rut he…”


“No il kal'daka darthirii.” He spoke. “He is entitled to his opinion. I have been called much worse.” He looked at Esther as she came up next to him. “Haven’t I mother?”


“They do not know you or us.” Esther stated calmly hearing the gasps from Danarla and Ta’lon in the holo transmission..


“Senior Lieutenant… another outburst like that and I will have you imprisoned until what we need to accomplish is complete!” Dysea snarled angrily. “Is that clear?”


“My Queen! He is…” O’lan pressed.


“Be silent you fool!” Danarla shouted at him. “No one is speaking with you! And you have done quite enough!”


“Queen Dysea… what is happening?” Ta’lon asked now moving closer to the image of the transmission. “Where is our daughter? And why… why are you in the company of Immortals?”


“Ti’rut is only half Immortal Ta’lon.” Dysea replied. “His birth mother stands next to him. His father is Cha’talla.”


Ta’lon’s eyes grew as wide as his wife’s in stunned astonishment. “Cha’talla?” He gasped. “The High Lord’s Captain? He is… he is dead my Queen.”


“The former captain of the former High Lord.” Dysea corrected him. “And no… he is not dead. At this moment Union engineers are assisting Cha’talla and his tribe in fortifying their settlement. We all believe their home will become a target soon, and we want to be prepared for that.”


“My Queen… I… we don’t understand.” Danarla spoke.


“We don’t have all the information at the moment.” Dysea told them. “When you arrive here hopefully we will know more.”


“When we arrive there?” Ta’lon spoke.


Dysea nodded. “Minister L’tian has arranged for both of you to accompany him to Apo Prime while Colonel Su’ave remains on Elear to coordinate from there. You will be leaving as soon as we conclude this transmission. It seems… it seems from the new information we have received that your daughter has been taken prisoner in The Wilds.” She said hearing Danarla gasp in horror.


Ti’rut stepped forward now. “Your daughter… As’hia is her name. She lives!” He spoke. “She is strong willed and she lives. My brother protects her even now and he has sworn to die before allowing more harm to come to her. He told me to tell you that you must not give up hope! He has promised your daughter she would see you again and you must not give up hope!”


“Your brother!” Danarla hissed.


“Queen Dysea?” Ta’lon spoke now, his voice laced with anger. “My Queen… who has taken my daughter and why?”


“Your daughter was apparently taken prisoner by a mercenary group that was employed by Marshall Pusintin of the KFI. Their instructions were to capture several elven females so that Pusintin could assess their reaction to…” Dysea stopped talking.


“Reaction to what?” Ta’lon demanded.


Dysea met his eyes. “To assess their reaction to Immortals.”


“NO!” Danarla wailed. “Not our daughter! No!”


“Listen to me both of you!” Dysea snapped. “Your daughter is half Lycavorian! She is immune to the effects of Immortals on female elves! She was raped yes… but she has not been… she has not been broken! She lives and fights. She killed the Immortal who raped her! She still fights and you must as well!”


Ta’lon gripped Danarla’s shoulders tightly, both of them looking at Dysea in the holo transmission. “Lady… Lady Dysea… she is our… she is our youngest child. She…” Ta’lon was speaking.


“She lives Ta’lon. And as Ti’rut has told you… she still fights! You have raised her well.” Dysea spoke. “Now… now we must put our heads together and discover why she was taken, what Pusintin wanted this information for, and how we are going to get her back.”


“We… we will go after her?” Ta’lon asked softly.


Dysea nodded. “Oh yes Ta’lon. We will go after her. We have a source of information now that we did not know we had before. Ti’rut’s brother will die before he allows anything to happen to her believe me.”


“How do you know this my Queen?” Danarla spoke. “They are… they are Immortals.”


“I know this Danarla… I know this because Ti’rut and my own daughter are in love and he has sworn the same thing to her.” Dysea spoke softly.

