Part Two

Pain And Fear Comprise The Forge In Which The Finest Living Weapons Are Created
 This Holds True For Both Wolves And Dragons
You And Elynth Have Survived This Crucible Androcles Leonidas
Alba Tau Was Where You Were Truly Born And Forged And Where Your Father Almost Lost Himself 

He Left You To Carry On In His Stead

For He Knows This Will Not Be The War That Will Decide The Fate Of Us All

Now It Is Time To Turn The Weapon You And Your Bonded Sister Have Become Loose

And Woe Unto Those Who Stand In Your Way
-Chronicles of the First Oracle Dustha-

-Opening Of The Kavalian Wars-

-Earth Year 2574-

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

ELVEN CITY OF REYLAN

THREE KILOMETERS EAST OF SODRAG

SEVENS WEEKS POST SIGNING OF THE CEASE FIRE WITH THE HIGH COVEN


Her dark eyes viewed the end of the street as they came in from the outskirts, many of them leaping from their saddles before their dragon had come to a complete stop. They were different now. She had hand selected all of them for their Mindvoice ability, almost all of their bonds forming easily. What training they had been given before coming here only strengthened that bond. Now however, now they were all different. There was no hesitation in their actions, no questioning about what do to. Each of them radiated within Mindvoice brightly, some more than others, but all of them much more powerful than when they had arrived only four months before. 

Androcles Leonidas had been true to his word. He was turning them into fighters. True Bonded Pairs. And Empress Aikiro of the Vampire High Coven no longer knew if that was a good thing or a bad thing.

What she saw before her now, moving easily among the streets of the elven city, was not a group of undisciplined men and women. Even before many of them had stopped their motion, they were turning to take away the saddles from their bonded ones. They landed in groups of three and four, but none of them bolted for the tavern or restaurant before all of their fellow riders had removed the saddles, stacking them neatly in a shed and insuring their bonded ones were free to move about unencumbered. She saw many walk to the head of their dragons as the beast lowered its massive snout. They would touch foreheads briefly, check their dragon’s teeth or eyes, and then watch as they moved off to be among the dozens of others at the special place the elves had arranged for them. A massive circular stadium just on the northern outskirts of the city, filled with fresh hay and different kinds of food. They were no longer the emaciated and underfed dragons they were when they had arrived, all of them now lean and muscular and ready.

The farce of a Cease Fire Signing was seven weeks behind them now, both she and Martin Leonidas looking across the table at each other with false smiles as they affixed their seals to the document. She and Yuri had moved not to Eden City as she had expected, but to a remote but very comfortable ranch style estate ten kilometers outside Eden City. They were allowed to go into Eden City when they wished, but their activities were curtailed for obvious reasons and they were required to keep their features hidden. While the Kavalians had not made it as far as across the ocean to Eden City, neither Aikiro nor Martin Leonidas wanted to take that chance of being discovered. If they were seen by someone working for the many Netnews Channels, their faces would be broadcast all over the Union and at this moment even Aikiro did not want this to happen. Not until she was ready.

The joint operation they had agreed to was now underway with Juliana One leading the Coven Strike Team beside an equal sized Union Strike Team. They had been whisked away to another location in the jungles and mountains of what was formerly Southeast Asia Yuri had told her. It was the closest terrain type on Earth to that of the location on Ritaah where the Mindvoice ship had been plotted. Juliana reported in to her every night, and while she missed the ebony skinned clone’s sexual attention to a degree, Aikiro was glad to be rid of her. Since coming to Earth Juliana One had been different as well. She did not care for this planet or the freedom it allowed to her people. Aikiro had felt it when she had first arrived here on Earth. An air of openness and calm radiated everywhere around them, and it was so unlike the more confined and oppressive nature of Usu Ozeib 7. It did allow her additional time with Tesand however, which she had come to enjoy more and more through the years. Even twenty-five years together now had not dimmed Tesand’s desire for her, and Aikiro now openly admitted that he far surpassed Veldruk when it came to giving her pleasure. 

Martin Leonidas had also allowed her a secure communications link with her ships and even further to Usu Ozeib 7. That had been quite the surprise, but she knew they had to be monitoring what was said, so she had begun communicating in coded phrases to High Coven Command, who then translated her orders. She may have been further from her homeworld than she liked, but at least she was back in touch with those who would follow her orders without question. There had been no discovery of the whereabouts of Queen Dysea or her daughter, and consequently the traitors Cha’talla or Esther. Her people were limited in where they could now go in The Wilds, the Kavalian dogs seemed to be everywhere, as if they too were searching for something. Her orders had been very clear however; avoid confrontation with the Kavalians at all costs until she ordered it. In a move that had yet again surprised her, Martin Leonidas had allowed her to watch in person the trial of the insurgent they had captured, and though she would have preferred to interrogate the scum herself, at least she had the satisfaction of watching him hang at the end of a rope. It had been gruesome to watch, Aikiro would have favored an execution by lethal injection, but she at least got some small pleasure in watching him die. 
It wasn’t until two weeks earlier that Aikiro had been allowed to see Narice and the others, Androcles Leonidas saying they were too involved in their training to break away. When it finally occurred, Aikiro was quite surprised at the coolness she received from Narice. Their meeting was very brief, but Aikiro knew for sure at that moment what she had only suspected the last time she had seen them. Something was going on with her daughter and Yuri’s daughter as well. Narice seemed distant and preoccupied with her, while Carisia was blatantly rebellious towards her mother, though not outwardly disrespectful. They kept saying that as the Section Leaders they had to keep track of their people and make sure they remained out of trouble. Lucia also was very quiet, though she seemed to be very genuinely interested in what else was going on within their lives the last few weeks surprisingly so. Dante and Javier had not changed thankfully, Aikiro thought to herself, and this seemed to make Yuri and Robert very happy. If anything Dante and Javier both had grown much more powerful within Mindvoice. Not as strong as Narice or Carisia, or even their sister Lucia it seemed, but far more than when they had first arrived. They had apparently learned to keep their mouths shut and learn all they could from the wolf dogs who were teaching them.

Aikiro lifted her head slightly when she felt the almost miniscule of tremors within her perception of Mindvoice. Inwardly she cursed to herself, for she knew this signaled another shift. Since their meeting that day when the existence of the new MV ship had been revealed and Martin Leonidas had introduced this Avi, or Avatar of the ancient Pralor beings, Aikiro could just barely detect each new Mindvoice bubble as it was formed somewhere else on the planet. Martin Leonidas was taking no chances with her and this cyborg machine or Avatar being was putting up new bubbles and taking down old ones before she had a chance to localize them and eliminate them as possible targets. She had all but given up hope of finding the location of the Mindvoice ship here on Earth. City Ship 41 they called it she remembered. She did not believe that the fool Leonidas had anything to do with this; she didn’t consider him intelligent enough to devise such a scheme. This had to be the doing of their First Oracle or this beast Arzoal they called her, the dragon Elder Mother. Aikiro was a patient woman however, and eventually she would succeed. She trained with Yuri every day, refining her daughter’s skills within Mindvoice to razor sharpness. She had yet to determine where the underlying current of hatred came from within her daughter, all of it seemingly directed at Martin and Androcles Leonidas. However Yuri was not deterred and she used the time they had to train with her mother and work on details of one thing or another with Robert. Even Robert Moran was curious as to where the hatred came from, but he loved Yuri without question and he never pursued it.

Aikiro’s eyes spotted them now. Narice and Carisia landing just on the outskirts of the city. Their MV shielding had increased nearly five fold since coming to Earth, and while that bode well for their fighting skills, it all but insured Aikiro could not hope to penetrate their MV shields without vast amounts of time and energy. Where as both had come here in excellent fighting shape, both Narice and Carisia now sported incredible figures of lean muscle and curves. The constant training had toned them into instruments, though Aikiro was still trying to determine if she would be able to use these instruments. Lucia had also slimmed down and become much more muscular and lean, her figure now surpassing her mother in its firmness and curves. Aikiro watched them as they were talking to one another, their dragons Deneth and Anthar following close behind them. She had never realized they were so close, and Aikiro was now glad she had brought Thast and Johan to keep them away from each other in their weekly visits to this city. There was something very different about the two of them, something very different about Toria Dellion as well. Toria avoided coming to the city whenever Aikiro came here. Whether it was so she did not get pressed into Aikiro’s bed, or if it was something else entirely Aikiro didn’t know. The last two visits Narice had said Toria was training with Arrarn and Sadi Leonidas more than the other pilots. Her words had been delivered in such a way as to make Aikiro think coming to see her was an annoyance for Narice. It was no matter really, Toria Dellion reported to her control officer of the Venorik Elghinn every two weeks, and had since arriving here. The security measures in place around the base they occupied were unable to detect Toria’s secret transmitter or her bi-weekly reports. Her reports had been very thorough as they always were, giving her observations and opinions, as well as the actual facts.

Aikiro knew something was going on, and she had detected it during the briefing by Androcles Leonidas when he had told them of Vollenth. He had been protecting the Coven Riders when he said they could not be pulled from their training just yet, but he had been protecting Carisia and Narice even more. She had not asked to see the Riders, only Narice and Carisia, and his answer had come far too quickly to suit her. She still had not determined the why of what he was doing, but she had no doubts she would eventually.

Aikiro turned slightly as Yuri came up beside her. “Mother… Dante, Javier and Lucia are downstairs.” She said.

Aikiro nodded. “Narice and Carisia just arrived. They will be here shortly.”

“Time is growing short mother.” Yuri spoke softly. “We will need to act soon.”

Aikiro shook her head as she watched Narice and Carisia walking down the main street towards the shed. “Not just yet.” She spoke. “Juliana’s team needs another week, possibly two to fully understand what they must do and how. And Leonidas has not yet named the leader of his team.”

“I don’t understand how you can trust her so implicitly mother.” Yuri said. “She is a clone.”

Aikiro nodded. “And that is why I trust her.” She answered looking at her daughter. “She knows only what we have taught her. You have seen in her action Yuri. She shows no emotion at all… no passion… no remorse. She is like a machine. And since our facility on Pe’lohagro was destroyed, she is the best opportunity we have to gain control of this new MV ship.”

“You believe the reports then?” Yuri said.

Aikiro nodded. “I sent Admiral Corana to Pe’lohagro Yuri. He viewed the destruction himself. Your father built the base on a dormant volcano believing it would never become active again. Another of his fool mistakes. The mountain erupted directly into the west portion of the base and destroyed everything. Docks, workshops, engineering specs. Nothing was left… not even bodies. No one escaped, for it happened too fast. Hundreds and thousands of years of research and development and it was all completely destroyed in two hours. We will need to increase expenditures on the other weapons facilities just to compensate, though none of them are capable of producing the weapons we had there.”

“And the reports from Leonidas on this new ship?” Yuri spoke. “Do you believe them as well?”

Aikiro looked at her and smiled smugly. “Are you trying to test me daughter?” She asked.

“I only… I only wish to know that you have not been drawn in too far by this sense of collaboration mother.” Yuri said. “You know I mean nothing by it.” 

Aikiro nodded and took her hand. “I know. And no Yuri… our new ‘status’ has done nothing to alter my perceptions of the Lycavorians or Leonidas.” She stated. “Like you… I still believe them to be beneath us in every way. At the moment however… at the moment we are in a position where we need to use the superior technology they have gained from their own MV ship to facilitate us getting our own.”

Yuri nodded grudgingly. “The sensor readings they provided were exceptionally detailed and accurate.” She said. 

Aikiro nodded. “Yes they were. This is only another sign that they have increased their intelligence gathering abilities far beyond what we have. At least right now.” She said. “I would have preferred to obtain whatever we could from the ship they have; it would make things easier on us as far as production and such, but right now that does not seem feasible. Martin Leonidas and his machine have discovered a unique way to stymie my ability to centralize and locate this ship. It may change in the future but we will see. That is why Dante’s part in all this has become so crucial.”

Yuri nodded once more. “Then let us go downstairs and see how things are coming in that regard.”

Aikiro stopped Yuri before she could turn completely and she took both her hands and squeezed them tightly drawing her daughter closely. “Yuri… my daughter… should anything happen to me…”

“Mother stop!” Yuri spoke urgently. “Nothing is going to happen to you!”

Aikiro smiled. “I hope to avoid that as well… but if something does. I want you to know Yuri, that all of my hopes for the future of the High Coven rest with you. I have never been prouder of you then I have been these last years Yuri. And if I die… I will die knowing the Coven is well on the path to the greatness and dominance that I envision. With you at its head.”

Yuri shook her head. “Nothing is going to happen to you mother.” She stated confidently. “There is not a Lycavorian dog or vampire traitor on this planet that could best you. Not even Martin Leonidas. No matter how much credit you give him.”

Aikiro smiled and kissed her cheek. “It is not Martin Leonidas that I am concerned with. Be mindful of all around you… just as I have taught you daughter. Trust no one but Robert, for that man will burn planets on a whim for you so strong does he love you.”

Yuri nodded slowly. “I hear you mother.” She said softly.

Aikiro smiled and squeezed her hands once more. “Good. We should probably forgo speaking on the Strike Teams we have in place in front of Narice and Carisia as well. I do not want them aware that they are already in position.”

Yuri looked at her. “You don’t trust them do you mother?” She said. “I see that in your eyes.”

“Let’s just say I do not approve of the manner in which they have been acting.” Aikiro spoke. “They have grown far more powerful than I first envisioned when we first came up with this plan. And far too close to those who are training them to suit me. I sensed this several weeks ago based on what Androcles Leonidas said to us, but it was only a fleeting thought then. Now however, now that feeling has grown much stronger and more pronounced.”

“You don’t think…” Yuri gasped.

Aikiro met her eyes evenly. “I no longer know Yuri. And that is part of the problem. Whatever Leonidas’s son is doing, he’s making all of them more powerful. Their Mindvoice abilities have increased to the point that they surpass even those I have allowed to obtain Senior MV Rank. Even I could not penetrate their MV shields without much time and effort. Dante and Javier have said there is no machine they have seen that can do this or at least one they have been allowed to experience, and I question how Leonidas has accomplished it without some sort of outside influence. Many of their new abilities are skills I would not have allowed them to be taught, and their bond with their dragons only increases this. I am concerned I will no longer be able to control them when the time comes. Narice and Carisia more so than the others.”

“You should have allowed me to kill her when Robert and I wanted too.” Yuri spoke softly.

Aikiro nodded. “Perhaps.” She stated. “I do not sense we have lost complete control of the situation at this time, but just to be safe we will not speak of our more advanced plans. Once Dante has completed his task we can act, but leaving Narice and Carisia out of the loop so to speak will improve our chances I believe. They are too close to those we intend to act against. Now let us go see what we can learn from Dante and your children. They seem to be the only source of accurate intelligence we are getting lately.”

“That knowledge troubles you doesn’t it?” Yuri asked.

Aikiro shrugged. “I do not know yet what to make of it… but it is something we should probably keep a very close eye on as I said.” She spoke as they walked across the room heading for the door that would take them to the elevator lift and to the main dining area where they had reserved a room.


“She is watching us.” Carisia spoke as they came up beside the shed.


“Yes… I know.” Narice replied softly. “And she is very upset she can not penetrate our thoughts.”


“She brought Thast Narice.” Carisia said softly. “I can smell his foul blood even from here.”


“You took fresh Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos this morning didn’t you, so that he can not smell Andro and Sadi in your blood?” Narice asked.


Carisia nodded. “Yes. And you?”


“Two full glasses. I felt bloated when I left.” Narice answered with a nod of what could only be shame. “Toria and Arrarn were not amused very much. We had such a wonderful night too.”


Carisia nodded looking at her Aunt and now her closest friend outside of Sadi Leonidas. All the years of having those dreams. So many nights where she had seen Andro and Sadi in her mind, their bodies entwined together with not only each other but two other women. Two very delicious looking female elves, one of them being of the exotic Drow species, with satin like shimmering white hair. Now however, it was no longer a dream, and she spent her nights after training with those who had once occupied her dreams. And it was a thousand times better in person. They did not fall into bed every night and have passionate sex, though they did partake of the pleasures of the flesh quite often she thought with a smile. And it was utterly glorious to the extreme. Many nights they simply lounged together, half dressed as they studied one thing or the other. Both Andro and Sadi were voracious readers she discovered. When they were together like that, they let their minds float freely within one another’s thoughts, which was even more divine than feasting on Andro or Sadi’s blood. They were so tightly woven together that it was scary sometimes to view their thoughts. 

They had done as Ne'Veha had asked them, as hard as it was to do, and not included her when they were together. They could still feel her within their connection very strongly, and her MV ability seemed to be growing, though at a much reduced rate. She was confused they could tell that, her emotions off in every direction. Incredibly Andro had not ordered the Spartan Tarren transferred off of his ship. Carisia knew how possessive he could be of them, yet the largest and potentially most explosive circumstance keeping Ne'Veha from finding her own way was this Tarren. He was an alpha wolf as well Carisia had learned, but no where near as powerful as Andro, and yet Androcles did nothing to keep him away from Ne'Veha. His only explanation was that Ne'Veha had to make the decision for herself, though she and Sadi had shopped many times and bought things for Ne'Veha, sending them to the SCIMITAR. 

Ne'Veha was never far from their thoughts, nor was the one they had yet to meet. Lu'ria was her name and Carisia and Sadi could not get the image of her smooth and muscular ebony body out of their minds. Nor could they block out images of Ne'Veha’s petite but likewise scrumptious form. Andro was better at hiding his desire for all of them, but she and Sadi could tell it affected him just as powerfully as it did them, he was just far better at hiding it.

Neither she nor Sadi had ever expected to feel the way they did. Sadi had only one brief encounter long ago while Carisia had never shared the attentions of another woman before Sadi. Now both of them burned for Ne'Veha and Lu'ria just as intensely as they did for Androcles and each other and it all seemed and felt so natural. When they had questioned the Feravomir about it she had simply chuckled and told them fate and destiny worked in many ways that they would never understand. Helen had come to see them often over the last few weeks, always to work with Sadi and her on their abilities and control within Mindvoice. Narice and Toria had begin to join them in the last two weeks, and while Andro and Arrarn were off doing other things, the four of them were being schooled by perhaps the most wise Mindvoicer they knew. Helen had the combined wisdom and knowledge of Canth, the First Oracle of the Lycavorian people, and within her mind was untapped knowledge and ability.

“Andro and Arrarn grow tired of hiding what we have with them.” Carisia said finally. “He and Sadi told me as much last night. As far as they are concerned, we are their wives and mates Narice! We should not have to hide that from anyone.”


Narice met her eyes. “Arrarn has said the same thing to Toria and I in no uncertain words.” She spoke. “It is not time yet Carisia. If we reveal ourselves too soon… if we allow our mothers to know what is happening, we may not be able to stop whatever it is she is planning. And you know as well as I she is planning something, especially since this new MV ship has been discovered.”


“When will it be time Narice?” Carisia asked. “I have been with Andro and Sadi for almost four months now. You and Toria with Arrarn for only a week less. I have no intention of allowing that foul man Thast to touch me Narice. I could not stand his putrid hands upon me. Not now.”


[We have a plan Narice.] Anthar broke in now, both of them turning to look at him. [If we must act… then Deneth and I will act tonight.]


[Plan?] Narice asked looking at Carisia. [What do you mean?]


Carisia shook her head. [I have no idea what they are talking about.] She answered looking at Anthar. [What are you talking about brother?] 


Deneth bobbed his head up and down. [You know what Androcles and Arrarn will do if Thast or Johan touch either of you. They are for all intents and purposes your husbands now. They are also Alpha wolves and they will honor that fact and act on it if they must. No matter what consequences may befall them.]


[What plan?] Narice asked once more. 


Deneth leaned his head forward and touched his snout to Narice’s forehead. [Do you trust me my Bonded Sister?]


[Deneth… why do you ask me that? You know I do. Without question.] Narice answered him immediately.


[And do you love Arrarn Leonidas and Toria Dellion?] Deneth continued.


[Deneth… what…?]


[Answer my question Narice.] He told her.


[With every breath that I take.] Narice told him. [You know this.]

Deneth drew back his head and blinked his beautiful eyes. [Then leave everything to us.] He spoke. He turned to Anthar and he nodded his cerise colored head. 


[I will call my mate.] He spoke looking at Carisia with his magenta colored eyes. [Elynth will bring Jeth and Tharua and we will take care of everything. Trust us sisters… we will not fail.]


[Anthar! You can not kill them!] Carisia exclaimed. [That would only…]


Anthar chuckled within Mindvoice and butted Carisia in her shoulder gently. [Have faith my Bonded Sister.] He spoke. [You forget who my mate is. Come Deneth… we have things to do.]


Narice and Carisia stared at their bonded dragons as they adroitly moved away towards the stadium, maneuvering their massive frames easily among the many elves that crowded the streets.


Carisia looked at Narice. “Narice?” She asked gently.


Narice shook her head. “I have no idea what they plan.” She replied quickly. 


Carisia turned back to see the back of Anthar as he lifted his head into the sky while they walked, no doubt reaching out within Mindvoice to call Elynth. “Why do I get the feeling that whatever it is they plan, they will succeed?”


Narice took her hand. “Come… my mother is calling me.” She said softly. “Do nothing to expose your feelings Carisia. It could put both of us in jeopardy. I will do the same, for we can not allow her to discover what we share with the men and women that we love. Not just yet.”


Carisia nodded. “I will Narice. Until that fat slob touches me. Then I intend to feed him his entrails.”


Narice nodded and smiled softly. “Just insure you are out of sight when you do it.” She said causing Carisia to look at her.


Carisia squeezed her hand and they began walking towards the large building in the distance. “Your time with Arrarn is giving you a perverse sense of humor Narice.” She said as they walked.


Narice chuckled. “I know. It is so very liberating.”

GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND


It had been the most amazing period of her young life and Athani Leonidas was relishing this fact every time her eyes opened to a new day, for she knew it would continue for eternity now. She was a Kavalian female, married to a man that far surpassed her dreams and she was a Princess of the Lycavorian Union. She had her own Durcunusaan detachment, two very stern looking Spartan soldiers who would protect her at the cost of their own lives. These two men had learned quickly that Athani Leonidas may have been a Kavalian, but she was in no way any different from any of the other Princesses of the Union. She was headstrong and independent, she was incredibly smart, and she did not have an arrogant bone in her body. Whether it was because of her upbringing or simply because that was not who she was, her two-member Durcunusaan Guard had sworn to die before harm came to her. To them she was a Leonidas above all else, and her actions to this day had only reinforced this. She may have had a tail, and been of a different species, but Princess Athani went out of her way to insure she looked out for her two guards constantly. It was her way of showing them that she cared for them and honored them and what they would do without question.


While she had not gone back to Sparta since that day in the café, Athani had gone shopping in Eden City with Resumar’s sisters when they were able to pull away from their training. She had gone to dinner with Sadi and Resumar’s mothers and grandmother in Athens, enjoying a wonderful night out. She had not received any hostile looks or words from anyone, and through the course of the evening Athani came to realize just how completely tolerant the men and women and the different species in the Union were. She had even just completed a two hour interview with a stunning elf female for the Netnews channel in Eden City. An interview that was going to air across the Union this very night. She was so overwhelmingly in love with Resumar Leonidas and the way he treated her as some precious gem. Their nights were filled with passionate and sometimes wild sex, and others she simply cuddled in his powerful arms and basked in the way his aura would tickle her senses. As her newly discovered MV abilities grew, she could feel his aura more profoundly than ever before when he wrapped her within its embrace, and it made her giddy with happiness.


Her only regret and worry was that she had not yet met Martin Leonidas since becoming his son’s bride. Athani was seriously beginning to think he didn’t approve of their marriage, no matter what Resumar’s mothers told her.


Athani held tightly to Resumar’s arm as they exited the STRIKER on Andro’s landing pad. Cemath followed behind them like a protective shadow, but she could feel his excitement within Mindvoice. Athani looked up at her husband’s face as she clutched his arm seeing the two other STRIKERs on the second pad nearby.


“Why have we come here Resumar?” She asked leaning into him with a seductive smile. “Is Andro allowing you to use his home so that you can have your way with me?”


Resumar looked at her beautiful blue/green eyes and smiled. “Maybe.” He said. “We do get a little wild and boisterous at times you know. Though that might be hard to do with him already here.”


Athani looked at him offended. “That is not my fault!” She exclaimed. “I can not help it if you refuse to stop stroking the base of my tail. You know how that makes me sing. And I have heard Sadi and Carisia cry out because of what your brother does to them. I think you both do it on purpose.”


Resumar chuckled and leaned over to nuzzle her ear. “I brought you here because I want you to meet someone.” He said.


“I have met enough people.” Athani spoke firmly as they entered the doors of Andro’s home. “The only person I wish to meet now is your father. I swear my love… I’m beginning to feel as if he is avoiding me on purpose. Because he does not approve of our marriage in some way.”


“That could not be further from the truth Athani Leonidas.” The deep male voice spoke.


Athani came to an abrupt halt halfway inside the foyer, her eyes going wide as the tall and powerful figure of Martin Leonidas appeared from around the corner, a large mug of coffee in his hand. She gazed at him in astonishment. She had been this close to him during their dinner that night months ago, but somehow he appeared different now. More relaxed. He wore causal clothes, but standing this close to him now, Athani could see why he had defeated Pusintin so soundly all those years ago. And she saw where Resumar got the delicious body he had. A body she had spent many a night exploring in every way. It was certainly in the genes. Martin Leonidas was built like a piece of mountain granite, his black hair tightly secured in two pieces of decorated leather that looked to have been made by a child.


Athani bowed her head quickly as she clutched Resumar’s arm in sudden fear. “Mi… Milord King Leonidas.” She gasped.


“Anse Res… haven’t you told her I hate that silly sibfla from my own family!” Martin spat.


Resumar chuckled. “I have tried to tell her father. There are times when she doesn’t listen to me.”


Martin laughed when he saw Athani stab Resumar in the ribs with two fingers and he set his mug of coffee down on the small table and stepped up to her. Athani lifted her eyes to stare into those dark brown orbs. She was growing in Mindvoice power, the Feravomir had told her it would grow to its full potential within a few years now that it had been released. Yet even as unskilled as she was Athani could easily sense the staggering power of the man in front of her, and not just his physical power either. And her fear increased even more.


Martin held out his large hands palms facing up for her to take and Athani glanced at Resumar quickly. He grinned and nodded his head. “My father Aryschanne. Martin Leonidas.” He said.


Athani turned back to look at him and slowly brought her hands up and placed them within his palms. They were exceptionally warm like Resumar’s hands always were and she gasped softly as he squeezed them and pulled her into an embrace. Athani could feel it then, the unbelievable sensation of love and acceptance that Sadi had told her she had felt when she first embraced this man. Her eyes became moist as she felt his arms tighten around her and he lowered his cheek to the top of her head.


“Welcome Athani Leonidas. Welcome to my family.” He said softly. Martin’s eyes took in her long tail twitching madly behind her and he smiled. “I hope that is an indication that you are happy.” He said.


Athani burst out laughing then as his hands pushed her away and he looked down at her. She nodded her head quickly and looked at him with tear stained eyes as his hands came up to hold her face. “I… I am exquisitely happy.” She choked out the words. “I… I was beginning to fear that you did not… did not want me to be with your son.”


Martin shook his head. “Never that.” He spoke dropping his hands and taking hers once more. “I haven’t made an attempt to meet you before now because I wanted you to adjust. And I did not want us to be seen together publicly so soon after you defected. It was a very political decision, nothing more, believe me. My Aunt and mother always have a way of maneuvering me when it comes to politics. Since Melda Min is not here, it falls to them. Personally… I think it’s all a bunch of rensibfla!” He looked at her, his eyes wide. “Ouch… forgive my language. I hope…”


“Yes Beloved. I heard that.” Aricia’s voice carried from across the room as she came out of the kitchen area with two large mugs of coffee in her hands.


Athani smiled brightly now as Aricia walked up to where they stood and she glanced at her anome with a disapproving stare in her azure colored eyes. “We have told you before about your language when in the company of civilized people Martin.”


“It was an accident.” Martin protested.


Athani laughed again as she held his hands. “Res… Resumar has said much worse.” She answered.


Martin looked at his son. “Has he now?” He spoke seeing Resumar’s embarrassed look as both he and Aricia looked at him. “Well… we’ll just have to have a talk about that now won’t we?” He turned back to Athani and smiled. “You are picking up the ancient language quickly I see.”


Athani nodded. “I study whenever I can!” She answered quickly. “I…”


“Athani Leonidas… you stop right there.” Martin spoke firmly. “The moment you were able to capture my son’s heart you were accepted into this family. Though someday you might regret that. Some of us aren’t exactly all there.” He said looking at Andro before turning back to her. “You do not need to do anything to impress me or anyone else. It’s taken me this long to be able to meet you for a number of reasons like I said. Many of them politically… some not… but none because that is not what I wanted to do.” He smiled warmly. “Come… we’ll introduce you to someone else and then we can sit and talk more. And I have a favor to ask of you.”


Athani looked at him. “A favor?”


Aricia held out the mug to her. “Just as you like.” She stated. “I thought I should come so that you do not feel overwhelmed by all the male testosterone and insanity that permeates this room whenever they are together. If it does become too much, just wink. Isheeni is outside and we’ll go for a flight over the bay.”


Martin grinned and leaned over to nuzzle Aricia’s ear firmly. Athani watched as her eyes closed in bliss and she smiled. “It’s nothing major Athani but let’s get comfortable for a while and talk shall we.” He took her arm, drew Aricia close to him with the other and guided them into the main room of Andro’s villa.


“Dario!” Resumar almost shouted before sprinting across the large room to where the equally as tall and perhaps more physically imposing Spartan stood beside Andro.


Athani watched as the two men embraced tightly and then looked at each other. “It’s good to see you cousin.” The dark haired young man spoke. “Better to see your new bride of course… but good to see you.”


Andro laughed softly as he walked over to Athani and leaned over to kiss her cheek as he always did. “Ignore him Athani.” He spoke. “This is my cousin Dario. He is the oldest son of my mother’s nephew Pasha. Pasha is my Uncle Atropos’s oldest son and Dario takes after both his father and grandfather in his carelessness.”


“That is an understatement.” Aricia said.


The tall Spartan laughed as he came up to Athani, his arm over Resumar’s shoulder. He stopped in front of her and bowed his head slightly. “It is an honor to meet the woman who finally made an honest Spartan of this fool.” He spoke pulling Resumar’s head closer.


“Yeah… look who is talking!” Resumar replied.


Athani smiled at him as he took her hand and lightly kissed her knuckles. She had learned quickly that true, honorable Spartan men would greet her in this fashion, and it appeared this Dario was just that as he released her hand and turned back to Resumar. 


“I sincerely hope your children take after her cousin. If they take after you, you’ll never have grandchildren.” He said while softly punching Resumar in the gut. “How exactly did you manage to trick her into becoming your wife?”


“He needed no tricks.” Athani said with a sultry smile as she stepped up to Resumar and tucked her body against his side while Dario released him. “He simply touches me in all the right places. Perhaps you should take lessons.”


Aricia burst out laughing now at the expression on Dario’s face and she leaned over to kiss Athani’s cheek. “Touché Athani.” She said with a chortle. “Touché. An excellent statement in defending your husband.”


“Oh I like her cousin!” Dario exclaimed happily.  


“Alright!” Martin spat with a grin. “Enough of that! Let’s sit down and have a talk.”


“What are you doing here Dario?” Resumar asked as he squeezed Athani and took her hand. “Did you bring Sorran?”


The twenty-four year old Dario nodded his head as he took a seat on the couch next to Andro. Six foot three and two hundred and twenty pounds of lean muscle, Dario took after his father in almost every aspect. The only exception being that he was now bonded to a dark green scaled dragon that was six hundred years old and as ornery as dragons got. His dark hair was cut very short, making his light green eyes that much more prominent. Like Andro and Resumar and many of the younger Spartans, he wore the newer Shi Viska bridle on his left arm. The newer bridle allowed for total use of the hand without having a strip of leather across the palm. It also made the transition of the shield from Flat Space to real space that much easier and faster. The new bridle was rapidly being issued to every Union soldier who could wear one, though many of the older Spartans were hesitant to let go of the older ones. Including their King, for Martin had not switched to the newer one, it gave them a special feeling to wear something that was designed and implemented so long ago and held such honor in its history.


“He’s outside… hopefully learning new techniques from Torma and Isheeni that will allow him to better interact with others.” Dario spoke calmly.


Watch yourself Dario my Bonded Brother! I might drop you on the flight back to Sparta. The deep male voice bellowed within Mindvoice, strong enough and loud enough that Athani heard it easily.


Dario chuckled. “See what I mean.” He said. “Actually… I’ve been here for six weeks. I’m part of the Union Assault Team. Second in command to be honest.” He said proudly. “I’m just waiting for my commander to get off his sorry mida and come to work.”


“Union Assault Team?” Resumar asked looking at his father and Andro. “What Assault Team?”


Martin took a deep breath. “The one training jointly with the Coven to go after the MV ship.” He stated gently. “The one I want you to command Resumar.”


Resumar’s eyes went wide at this information and he looked quickly between Athani, his mother and back to his father. “Me?” He finally gasped.


Martin nodded. “Next to Andro… you have more operational experience then Denali. I can’t send your Uncle Danny or Walter. I can’t send anyone high profile. Their absence would be picked up on almost immediately. You and your brothers and sisters disappear for weeks and months at a time. It’s expected of you to be honest, and if that suddenly stopped, that would draw suspicion.”


“But… aren’t we high profile now?” Athani asked as her heart tightened. The prospect of having Resumar leave her for a mission into Kavalian space that could very well go horribly wrong terrified her so soon after discovering him. “Because of me?”

Aricia shook her head. “Not as much as you might think.” She answered. “It is why we arranged for the interview you conducted recently. As far as the people of the Union are now concerned, you are a Princess of the Lycavorian Union Athani. Our family is… we are so good at doing things outside the norm, that it is now expected of us.” She said sheepishly. “Having you and Resumar disappear for any length of time now would be normal. We can say you are simply having an extended vacation.”


“Me and Resumar?” Athani asked.


“That is the favor I want to ask you.” Martin said. “I want you to go with them.” He held up his hand before his son could retort. “Hear me out Res! I have thought about this son believe me. Athani is Kavalian… she can give you an insight into how her people think. She may be able to help if you are discovered within Kavalian space and she can talk to whoever is in those settlements around the MV ship if they are friendly. And if they are these rebels she thinks they might be, who better to make contact with them then the woman who basically just told her own father… the Prefect of the KFI no less… she just told him and the whole of the KFI leadership to get fucked.”


Aricia rolled her eyes and Andro shook his head.


“It’s too dangerous.” Resumar complained. “You are asking her to go back into the very territory she just spent over twenty years planning to get out of! If anything happens… if she is captured… they won’t just kill her father. They’ll…”


“Yes.” Athani stated firmly. All eyes went to her. “Yes… I will go.” She repeated.


“Aryschanne you…”


“I am not afraid Resumar my love.” She said taking his hands. “I will be with you… and I am more than capable of taking care of myself.”


“I know that!” Resumar snapped gently. “I don’t question that! I saw that for myself! This is…”


“I am your wife!” Athani spoke quickly. “I am your wife and I love you with all that I am… but I do not want to be just your wife Resumar. This is my home now… with you… with your family. This Union. I will fight for what I love. I am not afraid. And if your father is right… if these are the rebels I spoke of… this mission could have huge implications for not only us… but for the Kavalian people as well.”


Resumar stared at her for a long moment, unable to feel anything but pride for his breathtaking Kavalian wife. “Athani…”


Athani shook her head and pulled his head down so that she could kiss him softly. “We will do this. We will do this together.” She said softly. “And we will return successful. I know as well as your father and you that we can not let my father or Pusintin get their hands on this ship. It would do more to tip the balance of things against us than anything else.”


Resumar stared at her, saw the determined look in her eyes and he nodded his head. “I know.” He said.


“Then you know I am right.” Athani spoke. She kissed him once more and looked at Martin. “I will go.”


“Athani… I want you to be sure about this.” Martin spoke. “It…”


“I am… I am a Leonidas now, am I not?” She asked quickly.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes.” He replied without hesitation. 

“Do any of the Leonidas women sit and do nothing while others take risks that protect us?” Athani asked.

“Hah!” Aricia barked. “Not by any stretch of the imagination!”

Athani nodded. “And I will not be the first.” She spoke. “I am not afraid. I will go… and we will succeed.”

Resumar looked at his father. He shrugged his broad shoulders unable to find a logical argument against what Athani was saying. “We have spoken.” He said.

Martin looked at Aricia as she leaned into him with a smile. “She reminds me of Melda Min.” He said.

Aricia smiled. “Yes she does.” Aricia said. “Yes she does.”

Martin looked back to Resumar. “Dario is your second in command. Cemath, Sorran, and two other dragons will be going with you. A Firespitter and a Hybrid. Arzoal chose them from her pool here on Earth. Those who have just completed their advanced training. The Hybrid is a female and she has an attitude, but she has a nasty burn distance. The Firespitter is a little smaller than most but she turns on a dime. It was Avi’s suggestion actually… he feels the more Mindvoice power we can put on the surface the better.”

“The Empress’s people know I am in command?” Resumar asked. “That they will follow my orders?”

“They will in about seven hours when she gets back.” Martin spoke. “I don’t imagine she’ll put up much argument. They can’t get there without us.”


“Will they follow my orders father?” Resumar asked him. “Or do they have a different agenda?”


“Oh… I’m quite sure that Aikiro’s people have a different agenda.” Martin spoke sitting back. “That is why we are going to devise a way to make sure she doesn’t get her rickety old hands on that ship. Avi is going with you.”


“Avi?” Resumar asked surprised.


Martin nodded. “I don’t doubt for a moment that Aikiro has every intention of getting there and if not stealing this ship, then attempting to download everything she can from its data cores. Avi is going to make sure that doesn’t happen. He says because this ship is intact, more than likely the avatar is as well. He wants to interface with this avatar and find out whatever he can about what became of the Pralors.”


Andro leaned forward in his chair now looking at his father, his face puzzled as well. “Why risk Avi father?” He asked. “What aren’t you telling us? What is it about this ship that makes it so different than CS 41 that you are willing to risk Avi on this mission? Resumar and his team can download data from the cores.”


Martin looked at his sons. “This was Avi’s idea, not mine. I have learned to trust him in all things concerning this technology. I originally was going to have Zaala go with you, but at the moment she is involved with something else and her expertise is needed where it is right now.”

Andro nodded. “Miranda and the Arizona project.” He said.

Martin nodded. “Of the two dozen engineers Avi has trained, he says Zaala is the one who took to it more than the others. This ship is different than CS 41. It is a warship plain and simple, and from what Avi and I have discussed, the Pralors did not build warships by choice. They built them out of necessity.”

“Wow… you and Avi seem to be pretty close father!” Andro said with a grin. It was well known that Martin Leonidas hated computers and anything technical. 

“I have my moments.” Martin said with a grin. “And according to Avi’s compilation of the data from the sensor scans… it is less than ten thousand years old, which means the systems on this ship will be far more advanced than CS 41 in many respects. Avi believes he can pull cores from this ship that will enable him to improve our own MV tech by a factor of three. He can tell you more but I have no intention of allowing Aikiro to get her hands on that ship. The PILLAR OF FAITH is one week from being out of refits. She’s your ship son, bigger than what I would normally send on this type of operation, but as with the SCIMITAR she has the same Whisper Class Mark Eight Shroud generators and you should be pretty safe. You need the room for the dragons anyway, and it won’t hurt to have the extra firepower or extra troops that the FAITH can carry and have on stand by.”


“And if… if her people attempt this? If they attempt to take this ship?” Athani asked softly.


Martin met her eyes and there was a cold hardness in them that made Athani shudder inwardly in fear. “That’s easy.” He spoke.

“Kill them.” Aricia stated firmly. “Kill them all.”

ULU SCIMITAR
ORBITING EARTH


What had she done?


Ne'Veha stared at the large, sleeping form of Tarren who now occupied her small bunk, with wide dark brown eyes. She held the sheet around her naked body, her long hair spilling about her shoulders and falling to the middle of her back. Ne'Veha stared at Tarren’s form and felt the guilt wash across her like a wave. 


It had been seven weeks since she had seen Androcles. Seven weeks since she had seen Sadi or Carisia. Seven agonizing weeks since she had felt them within Mindvoice. They had done as she asked them, closing off their connection to her, giving her the space she told them that she needed. Yet each and every night she could not feel them, the emptiness in her heart grew. She filled her days with her fellow pilots and friends. She tried to go on with her life, perhaps trying to see if what they had told her was not true in some way. She had gone to Sparta on several occasions, never drinking but attempting to distance herself from the thoughts of them. Even in Eden City, where they attended a concert in the Grand Center, Ne'Veha found herself searching the crowd. Hoping that perhaps she would see them. Even a fleeting glance might tell her that they wanted her. Yet she saw nothing. 

How could they tell her those things and then not even attempt to let her know they wanted her in the way Sadi had said? When she thought like that, it made her terribly lonely. Ne'Veha was not an insecure female, not by any stretch of the imagination. She was very independent and active with her friends. However, since discovering that she did indeed share something with Andro, Sadi and Carisia it had become so very confusing. On one side there was how she was raised by her parents, respectful of their King, but not trusting of the Lycavorians as a whole because of that one instance long in the past. Her father’s mother falling in love with a Lycavorian and leaving his father for him. This had made her father angry and resentful of Lycavorians, a trait which he had passed to his children. 

Ne'Veha had thought perhaps Tarren was different, but his actions had proved otherwise. At least until he had come across the breadth of the Union to find her. Discovering he had done this in the same time span of finding out about the connection she had with Androcles and the others had thrown her into a tailspin she had yet to pull out of. Her emotions would run the gambit from confusion to anger to desire and loneliness and then back to confusion. This usually led her to be angry inside. Angry because she could not feel Androcles, Sadi and Carisia. Angry because she did not know what she felt for Tarren? Her anger usually led to loneliness and then more anger.  


That anger had come to a head last night the moment Tarren had begun gently goading her. He had been after her ever since she returned from SODRAG to tell him where he stood in her life. No matter where she went, he always seemed to appear, further mocking what Sadi and Andro had told her. Last night had been the final straw.


“How much longer are you going to wait Ne'Veha?” Tarren asked her. “It should be obvious to you that whatever they told you was not true.”


“You don’t know what they told me Tarren!”


“I know I came here looking for you.” Tarren spoke. “I came here because I decided I wanted you. Where are your Prince and Princess Ne’Veha? They have not been to see you, nor contacted you since you returned.” 

“How do you know that?”

“I checked Ne'Veha! I care about you. They have left you alone. I am here… what does that tell you?”


Ne’Veha had looked at him then, his words sinking in through the fog of anger and loneliness and that had led them here to her bed, against her better judgment. Now as she sat in the chair looking at his snoring body Ne'Veha felt so much guilt. She should not have listened to him because now things were even worse. He had been attentive to her last night… at least until he began insisting she allow him to cado forn and finally claim her. She had told him no right up until he had stroked her elven ears. He caressed them generously as he thrust into her body, albeit not very gently, inciting pent up passion in her and causing her to clutch his body to her own in need, yet still saying no. After the second time he had exploded within her, Ne'Veha was panting in want and right on the brink of having a much needed orgasm. It was then that he returned to the old Tarren and when she told him no once more, he simply proceeded to grunt and groan his way to another release for himself as he pummeled her body into the mattress. The sudden change in the tempo of his lovemaking quickly dissolved any pleasure she had been feeling and when he finally exploded inside her again, he simply rolled off her, thanking her as he drifted to sleep.


Now Ne’Veha was even more confused. Why would she feel guilty about her actions with Tarren when there was nothing between Prince Androcles and her? Why would she insist that Tarren not scent her? Why after telling her what he had, why would Andro not at least attempt to contact her in some way? She was under the impression that Alpha wolves went after what they wanted. If Androcles wanted her, if Sadi and Carisia wanted her as they professed, why would they not contact her in some manner? Seven weeks and she had not felt them include her once within their minds. Those dreams, if they were even dreams at all, they had been so superbly gratifying. And yet they had not even reached out to her. She…


The chime on her door sounded and Ne’Veha turned her head as Tarren stirred. It was still very early and she wasn’t due on duty for another hour. Ne’Veha got to her feet holding the sheet around her body and crossing the room to her door. Her bunk was situated against the wall in a small alcove and was not immediately visible from the door. 

Ne’Veha’s anger at herself for her actions caused her to pass her hand over the door sensor before looking to see who was there.

“What is it?” Ne’Veha spoke harshly assuming it was some officer wanting her to come on duty early. Her eyes flew open when she saw Sadi’s long blond hair pulled over one shoulder and her lush figure encased in the standard flight suit. She wore no crimson colored cape, but the gold trimmed crimson sash around her waist marked her as royalty.

“Sa… Sadi?” She gasped in horror.

“I know it’s early and I’m sorry.” Sadi spoke quickly. “I know we said we would not do anything to place pressure on you but I wanted to bring this to you. We… we didn’t know for sure if you had received the other items we sent to you.” Sadi held out the small package to her. “It’s something that Carisia and I picked out in Eden City. It…” Her eyes grew a little wider seeing Ne’Veha’s current state of dress and the condition of her hair. “Oh my… Ne’Veha I’m so sorry. I… I didn’t mean to wake you.”

Ne'Veha glanced quickly over her shoulder and then back to Sadi. “Sadi… what… what are you doing here?”

Sadi smiled brightly her jungle green eyes glittering. “I came up with a STRIKER for some minor work. I thought we might be able to have lunch together. I know that you said you wanted your space but I didn’t think lunch would…” Sadi stopped talking when she caught the heavy scent from Ne'Veha’s quarters. The heavy scent of sexual activity and male mixed in with Ne'Veha’s sweet amaretto fragrance.

Ne'Veha felt her heart coming to reside in her throat. “Sadi… it…”

Sadi moved around her into Ne'Veha’s quarters and her eyes quickly found Tarren awake and pulling on his pants. He looked up and saw her and a smug expression came over his face.

“Good morning Princess Leonidas.” He spoke arrogantly standing there without fastening his pants and puffing out his chest.

Sadi’s eyes narrowed and she turned back to Ne'Veha. “I… I see you have made your decision.” She said softly. Sadi turned and placed the package on the nearby table. “I will just leave this here.”

“Sadi…” Ne'Veha began to speak, stepping closer to her.

Sadi turned back and moved for the door her face impassive. “I apologize for interrupting Ne'Veha. I’ll leave you alone.”

“Sadi… wait!” Ne'Veha stammered reaching out to take her arm. “Let me explain!”

Sadi stopped in the doorway and looked at her with those wonderful jungle green eyes. There was no anger in her eyes that Ne'Veha could detect. No disgust at her actions. Just deep sadness. “There is nothing to explain Ne'Veha.” Sadi spoke softly. “You have made your choice.”

“That’s right she has.” Tarren spoke with even more arrogance and sarcasm, stepping up behind Ne'Veha and leaning over to nuzzle her elven ear. “Haven’t you Ne'Veha?”

It had no effect on Ne'Veha and she shrugged her slim shoulders to push him off. “Shut up Tarren!” She snarled. “Sadi… I… I have heard nothing from you in seven weeks! Tarren… Tarren has been there for me!”

“Yes… I can see that.” Sadi replied.

Ne'Veha’s eyes narrowed. “You dare judge me!” She snapped.

Sadi shook her head. “No Ne'Veha… I’m not judging you. I should probably go.” Sadi turned and exited the quarters quickly; two Durcunusaan soldiers Ne'Veha had not seen falling in behind her instantly.

Tarren took Ne'Veha’s arm. “Let her go Ne'Veha.” He said. “You belong with me.”

Ne'Veha yanked her arm free. “Not now Tarren!” She spat wrapping the sheet around her tighter and moving out into the corridor and going after Sadi.

Sadi was moving down the corridor quickly and Ne'Veha had to run in her bare feet to catch up. She ignored the looks of surprise and outright interest from the many males in the corridor. She wasn’t going to catch up so she came to a stop and shouted the first thing that came into her mind. It surprised Ne'Veha as it came out, but it certainly did the trick.

“Sadi narta anse un!” Ne'Veha exclaimed in the ancient language as she saw them reach the lift and Sadi came to a halt. She watched as Sadi took a deep breath and turned her head slightly, speaking to the two Durcunusaan soldiers. Ne'Veha saw them nod their heads and then move off down the corridor a few meters as she came up. “Sadi…” (Stop damn it!)
Sadi turned and looked at her. “Yes?”

“What… why haven’t you contacted me? It’s… it’s been seven weeks!” Ne'Veha spoke. “I haven’t… I haven’t felt anything from Androcles, from you or Carisia.”

“You did not want us to Ne'Veha.” Sadi answered softly. “We were only doing what you wanted us to do.”

“That’s… that’s not what I wanted!” Ne'Veha said.

Sadi blinked several times. “Excuse me? That’s what you told us Ne'Veha.”

“No it’s not!” Ne'Veha snapped.

“Ne'Veha… you asked Andro what if you couldn’t pursue a relationship with us. What if you wanted to repair your relationship with Tarren?” Sadi spoke. “Andro told you we would not pressure you in any way Ne'Veha. He said you would be free to make that decision on your own without any pressure. It is what you wanted and that is what we have done.”

“He… he is… Androcles is an Alpha!” Ne'Veha exclaimed. “Alphas go after what they want don’t they?” 

Sadi nodded. “Yes they do.” She stated calmly.

“That is what Tarren did!” Ne'Veha snapped. “He is an Alpha and he came across the entire Union for me!”

“Did he now?” Sadi asked canting her head to the side.

“Yes!”

“Perhaps you may wish to discover why he did that.” Sadi said. She stepped closer to her, Ne'Veha’s sweet amaretto scent filtering into her senses and making Sadi’s blood burn in want but unable to shake the scent of Tarren from her body. “Ne'Veha… the chasm between Alphas like Tarren and Andro is so wide it is pointless to try and describe it. Even our own people can not explain it.” Sadi said. “Yes… Tarren is an Alpha. He is the type of Alpha wolf who will never be satisfied. He will always be arrogant. He will always want more. Androcles Leonidas is not that type of Alpha Ne'Veha. He is the type of Alpha that will covet you, cherish you more than anything he could obtain materially. He is also the type of Alpha who will not pursue you unless he knows it is something you want as well. If that was the case Ne'Veha… Andro would not stop at the borders of the Union. He would pursue you across the breadth of the entire universe until you were his. Until you were ours. Just as his father would do for any of the Queens.”

“Seven weeks and nothing!” Ne'Veha spat. “If Andro wanted me… if you and Carisia wanted me so badly why have I not heard anything from you in seven weeks?”

“You asked for time and space to think things through Ne'Veha. To make a decision. We told you that you would have that time. Pressuring you to be with us when your heart is not in it is not what we wanted Ne'Veha.” Sadi answered. She glanced back down the corridor and saw Tarren marching towards them pulling his shirt on. “You apparently have made that decision. I wish you all the best Ne'Veha.”

“That’s it?” Ne'Veha gasped.

Sadi met her eyes. “What more do you want?” She asked softly. “Do you want Andro to fight for you Ne'Veha? You know as well as I do your Tarren would last perhaps ten seconds against Androcles Leonidas. He has fought and survived in places Tarren can not possibly begin to imagine. Would that be fair?”

“He is not my Tarren!” Ne'Veha hissed.

“That is not the way it looks to me Ne'Veha.” Sadi said pointedly.

“I… I was…!” Ne'Veha snapped. “I was lonely!”

“Lonely? His scent saturates your body Ne'Veha. Anything further and he would have practically scented you. That doesn’t seem like lonely to me.” Sadi spoke as Tarren came down the corridor almost upon them, Ne'Veha’s eyes wide in astonishment. “What am I supposed to identify with that?”

“I… no… I told him he couldn’t scent me!” Ne'Veha spoke her mind racing. 

“Why would you tell him that Ne'Veha?” Sadi asked her, as Tarren came up to them. Sadi saw her Durcunusaan detail begin to move back to where she was from the location they occupied several meters away and she lifted her hand slightly and shook her head minutely and they stopped instantly.

“Ne'Veha… you need to get out of the corridor.” Tarren spoke taking her arm. “You have only a sheet on and other males are beginning to stare. Come back to your quarters.”

“I’m having a conversation!” Ne'Veha snapped at him. “Let them stare!”

“I do not approve!” Tarren told her.

Ne'Veha looked at him her dark brown eyes bubbling with anger. “I don’t care!” She snarled at him.

“Ne'Veha you are…” Tarren began to speak but was never able to finish his sentence. Sadi’s hand moved once more and her two Durcunusaan soldiers stepped up to Tarren.

“Step back Captain Tarren.” The detail leader Marte spoke firmly. “This conversation is a private one.”

Tarren looked at him. “You can’t order me around. I am a Captain in the…”

“You could be an Admiral and I wouldn’t care or be impressed. Step back now… or I will make you. Go back to where you came from.” Marte spoke.

“I will file a formal complaint!” Tarren snapped releasing Ne'Veha’s arm.

The second Durcunusaan troop chuckled. “You do that.” He said. “It will end up with all the rest who have gotten their egos bruised. On General Vengal’s desk… where it will find its way to the incinerator.”

Sadi stepped even closer to Ne'Veha, whose eyes had never left her face. “What do you want from us Ne'Veha? From Andro? Do you in some way want him to prove to you that what your parents raised you believing is not true? That would not be right, especially not now. What they think… it is true in many cases. There are many Lycavorians out there who do not hold the same values as most others. That usually changes as they grow older, but Alphas like Tarren will not change until something actually happens to make them change. Your grandmother left your grandfather because she fell in love with a Lycavorian. If what you have shared with us is accurate… this man loved your grandmother, and he did not dishonor her marriage by having her commit adultery. They waited until after she had dissolved her marriage before they were together. Perhaps you should talk to this Uncle you have. Their son. Maybe you might discover a new perspective on things.”

“Sadi you… you still have not told me why you have made no attempt to contact me!” Ne'Veha blurted.

“That is what you wanted Ne'Veha. Not us.” Sadi said watching as her eyes fell. “Not a day has gone by that you have not been in our hearts and minds Ne'Veha. Do you think this is easy for us? Having you so close to us and not being able to reach out to you. To touch you and hold you? To share what we have together with you?” Sadi shook her head. “We can’t… we won’t do that now Ne'Veha. Not after what I have seen. Andro and Carisia have seen it as well. That is how tightly we are bound.”

“Sadi… Tarren…”

“No. I understand Ne'Veha, truly I do.” Sadi spoke softly. “You… you feel something… but you don’t know what it is and the strength and purpose of it frightens you. You have not…” Sadi took a deep breath. “You have not had the same chance that Carisia and I have had because of the paths our lives have taken. Your Mindvoice abilities are growing, but they have not allowed you to feel what we have felt for so long. For Andro most of all but for each other as well. To be honest… even Andro was not able to sense the role that you and Lu'ria would play in our lives until we were mated and Carisia came to be with us. Only then were we strong enough to feel you and Lu'ria within us. It is a cruel trick that fate has played on all of us and what makes it worse is the way your parents have raised you to believe what Lycavorians were like. Tarren only enforces that in your mind.”

“Sadi I…” Ne'Veha started. “How… how do you know that?”
Sadi smiled. “If this is your decision… and it appears like it is… we will accept that.” Sadi spoke softly. “We will always love you Ne'Veha. No one will ever take your place with us… Andro meant that when he spoke those words to you. And so do I.” Sadi leaned forward and kissed her softly on her lips. “If you wish a transfer to another ship or command let Captain Sa’sur know and it will be processed immediately. I must go Ne'Veha…” Sadi spoke squeezing her hand. She turned quickly and stepped onto the elevator lift and Ne'Veha felt Sadi’s two Durcunusaan soldiers move around her to follow. Sadi lifted her hand over the panel but stopped. She looked back at the stunning dark haired Ne'Veha.
“Ne'Veha…?” Ne'Veha lifted her moist eyes and looked at her. “When was the last time you checked your personal COM channel?”

Ne'Veha shook her head. “My… my COM channel… I never check it.” She answered softly. “I… I have never used it! I can’t even remember my security code.”

“Perhaps you should try.” Sadi spoke as the doors closed in front of her and she was gone.


Tarren turned as Ne'Veha came back into her quarters and he caught the full brunt of her well aimed slap square on his face. The hard blow carried enough power to snap his head back significantly surprising both of them.


“You ronnus!” Ne'Veha snarled savagely. 


Tarren looked at her with angry eyes as he held his cheek, the pain from the stinging pop very real. “What… what did she tell you?” He spat.


“Do you feel powerful using me like you have Tarren?” Ne'Veha growled. “Taking advantage of me like you have been doing these past weeks. You know what I have been going through and you are only concerned with yourself!”

“What are you talking about?” He exclaimed. “Is this about last night? Ne'Veha you were clutching me like your life depended on it and you groaned in my ear! Before sticking your tongue in it I might add! I don’t see that as using you Ne'Veha!”


“You had no right!” Ne'Veha barked. “I don’t belong to you Tarren!”


“That is not what you said last night!” He spoke with a smile. “You didn’t seem to mind the attention!”

“Get out Tarren! Get out right now!” Ne'Veha shouted.


“No one will come near you now Ne'Veha!” Tarren snapped. “You know that. You may not have let me scent you… but no wolf will come near you. Let’s just move forward now! The next step is for you to become my mate and then we can be happy. That is what you want isn’t it Ne'Veha?”


“Get out!” Ne'Veha screamed. “Get out before I call security and have you removed!”


“Ne'Veha…”


Ne'Veha stepped over to her desk and with a smooth practiced motion she drew the K14 from where it resided in the holster hanging from the back of the chair. She leveled it at Tarren and saw his eyes grow wide. “Get out of my quarters Tarren. Right this instant or by the gods I will shoot you.”


Tarren’s eyes narrowed. “Fine!” He snapped gathering up his clothes. “We are not done yet Ne'Veha!”


“Leave Tarren! Now!” Ne'Veha’s aim never wavered and she held the K14 on him until he had stormed out of her quarters and the door slid shut silencing the sounds from the corridor. The moment she heard the door click Ne'Veha settled into the chair and booted her computer.


-ACTION REQUESTED-


“Ne'Veha, Commander ULU SCIMITAR, four one six five one. Personal COM channel.” Ne'Veha stated.


-PROCESSING-


-SECURITY COMMAND CODE REQUIRED?-


Ne'Veha’s mind raced with options as she tried to remember when she had last accessed her personal COM channel. She hated using the things because they were encrypted and always so security conscious about what was spoken. “SCC authorization eight… eight nine three four two!” She gasped.


-PROCESSING-


-STAND BY-


-PERSONAL COMMUNICATIONS CHANNEL VERIFICATION COMPLETE-


-NE'VEHA, COMMANDER, ULU SCIMITAR. FOUR ONE SIX FIVE ONE-


-ACCESS LEVELS ALTERED. STAND BY-


“Altered?” Ne'Veha asked the computer. “Altered how?”


-IDENTIFICATION DESIGNATION HAS BEEN CHANGED. COMPLETEING CHANGES. STAND BY-


“Identification designation altered? What does that mean?” Ne'Veha declared.


-MODIFICATIONS ENGAGED. DESIGNATION NE'VEHA, COMMANDER, ULU SCIMITAR HAS BEEN CHANGED TO SPARTAN EIGHT DASH CHARLIE. COMMAND AUTHORIZATION CODES TRANSFERRED AND ADDED TO DATABASE-


-ALL ACCESS LEVELS-


-DETECTING THIRTEEN UNREAD COMMUNICATIONS. DO YOU WISH TO REVIEW COMMANDER?-

“Wait!” Ne'Veha spoke. “Who changed my authorization? When?”


-AUTHORIZATION LEVELS CHANGED AND APPROVED BY SPARTAN EIGHT ACTUAL. LEONIDAS, ANDROCLES, CROWN PRINCE OF UNION. DO YOU WISH TO REVIEW THE QUEUE OF TRANSMISSIONS COMMANDER?-


“Who… who are they from?” Ne'Veha asked with a sinking feeling.


-FOUR MESSAGES FROM SPARTAN EIGHT ALPHA-


-FOUR MESSAGES FROM SPARTAN EIGHT BRAVO-


-FIVE MESSAGES FROM SPARTAN EIGHT ACTUAL-


-DO YOU WISH TO REVIEW MESSAGES COMMANDER?-


“Yes… yes.” Ne'Veha replied feeling the bile rise in her throat and the tears come to her eyes.


-MESSAGE ONE FROM SPARTAN EIGHT. RECORDED FIVE WEEKS AND FOUR DAYS AGO. PROCEED WITH PLAYBACK?-


“Yes.”


The screen on her computer changed and Andro’s handsome face appeared in the image.


“Ok… I really hate these things.” Andro’s image spoke. “I know I said we would give you time and space but I just wanted you to know that I have changed your authorization levels and code, and your Command designation. You don’t want to know what is involved in doing that… man! It may seem presumptuous of me… but I’m planning ahead. I hope. If in any way you don’t approve Ne’Veha, just let me know and I will change them back. What I did is all contained in this message, I just figured I would say hello as well. There is not much going on here. We…”


Ne'Veha didn’t hear the rest of the message for the tears were pouring down her cheeks and she could hear nothing over her sobs.

THERMOPYLAE

KING LEONIDAS MEMORIAL


He came here often now. It seemed to be the only place he could come to get away from the constant badgering and mocking of Qurot and Timur and bring himself any semblance of calm. He sat in the large stadium like bleachers that faced the memorial that bore the name of the legendary King of Sparta and his grandfather.


It had taken six trips to this memorial before he could come to bring himself to say that word. Twenty-four years of having his father do nothing but curse the name of his own father took its toll on you Karun knew. When he had arrived here, it was with the same fervor of hate that so fueled his father. Now after nearly three months, that hatred had been smashed aside by the undeniable truth. Karun’s father had never told him that he had a statue on King’s Row in Sparta. His father had never told him that up until the day he had defected to the Kavalian people, Pleistarchus’s reign as King was chronicled in Sparta’s Archives of History. He obviously did not know this, for he most certainly would have told Karun about them and the lies they held. Since he had not told Karun about them, his son correctly deduced that he did not know of them, and therefore what part of what was written could be lies? What Karun had discovered in those archives gave him insight into the man his father truly was. And Karun found himself not liking this man in the least.


Nor did Karun like the man he himself was becoming. 

At least the man he was before he came here to this place. To this planet. To the part of his history that his father would never have told him. Yes he was half Kavalian, and Karun would never be ashamed of that. But he was also half Lycavorian… a part of whom he was that he would never have discovered without coming here. A part his father would never have given him. Karun would never have learned the history of his grandfather or the Spartan warriors he had commanded, the same Spartan warriors that his father had commanded before deserting them. Karun didn’t hold it against his father for leaving, how could he? If his father hadn’t left these people, if he hadn’t met his mother, Karun would not be here. Karun knew now though, given the same choice, he would not have taken the path his father did. There were many reasons for that choice, and it was a choice. One of those reasons was the half sister he had never known existed and discovered just before leaving Kavalian space. The half vampire sister that was beyond impressive. Not only was Lisisa’s beauty stunning, but also her skills and intelligence was an equal to any Kavalian male he had ever come across. The man their father had arranged to give her too, if they succeeded in having her designated a Kavalian citizen, was laughable compared to her. Timur was nothing more than a bumbling fool in contrast to Lisisa. He was nothing more than a biogenic altered idiot in Karun’s mind, a man who only enforced that idea every time he opened his mouth. His meetings with Lisisa were almost weekly now and he thoroughly enjoyed spending time with her. In many ways Lisisa reminded him of his younger sister Nikkei. She was of the same bubbly personality, though she was the image of their mother Jalersi with her long blond hair and bright blue eyes. Karun doted on her whenever he was home even though his father and grandfather frowned upon this. It wasn’t the Kavalian way they said. His younger brothers Quatu and Kenerr were more like his father in the way they treated females. Karun simply could not resist Nikkei’s brilliant smile no matter how he tried.


Karun had tried to be like his father in that regard, but even he treated their mother differently then most Kavalian males treated their mates. At least he had up until Athani had defected. Now he avoided even talking to her because of something that was not even her fault. Though the last few weeks his mother had seemed different somehow. She no longer walked the corridors of the embassy for hours. It was almost as if she was a different woman now. She held her head high when she walked, and she had a spring to her step that he had not seen since he was a child. Karun was no stranger to women, and there were times when he had been dominant and expected that of his partners in the way of any Kavalian male. It had been hard for him to let go of that, so ingrained in his mind and culture as it was, but one thing Karun was beginning to understand since being here was that everything happened for a reason. There was a reason he had come to Earth and Sparta. There was a reason he had discovered the history of his Spartan blood, and above all else there was a reason he had discovered the completely intoxicating and devastatingly beautiful half elf Ardis. 


What Karun had discovered in that blue and violet eyed woman was beyond anything his imagination would have been able to comprehend only four short months ago. She had taught him so much in that time. Ardis had taught him how to use his Lycavorian sense of smell, something his father failed in doing, and now he used it as often as he could. Learning how to categorize scents and then file them to memory was the hardest, but the more he did it, the easier it became. Ardis’s sweet timber and peach scent however he would never forget, for it was burned into his mind now. She had taught him how to concentrate enough to shift to his wolf form, something he had never been able to do before coming here. It had frightened him terribly the first time he accomplished it, and being on four legs with a tail had caused him to wobble and teeter for a full thirty minutes before he was able to learn to stand on four legs and not have his bushy tail throw him off balance. Yet being in wolf form and seeing the world from an entirely different perspective had been utterly fascinating. It was something he vowed to teach Nikkei when he saw her next.


So lost in his own thoughts Karun did not notice the dark haired woman who watched him from the side of the stadium like seats, the two Durcunusaan soldiers standing on either side of her.


Gorgo watched Karun as he sat there in the front row of the comfortable seats; neatly eating something from the small pack he had with him.


[He comes here almost every day Lady Gorgo. He has for almost five weeks now. We have come later today and that is why we do not see him.] The Durcunusaan soldier on her right spoke within Mindvoice. 


[What does he do Jocis?] Gorgo asked not turning to look at the man who had been her constant shadow for the last twenty-five years. It was not something she had wanted at first, but Martin had insisted, especially after the events with Pleistarchus so many years ago. Riall also had a Durcunusaan officer that went wherever he did, as well as anyone who Martin considered family. Whenever she went anywhere Jocis was with her. She knew his mate and sons as if they were part of her own family, and had come to trust the man implicitly.


[Just what we see here Milady.] Jocis answered. [If the reports are accurate. He stands in front of the monument for ten or fifteen minutes when he first arrives, and then he sits and simply watches it. He snacks while he is here… but never leaves garbage where he has been.]


[The sign of a good soldier.] Gorgo spoke softly. [Never allow your enemy to see where you have been.]


[Perhaps.] Jocis said in agreement. [It is also the sign of someone showing honor and respect where it is deserved.]


Gorgo turned to look at him now. [What are you not telling me Jocis?]


[He has been spending quite a bit of time with Ardis Milady.] Jocis told her.


[Tarifa and Isra’s oldest?] Gorgo asked surprised.


Jocis nodded. [It is said she is like her mother Milady, shrewd and extremely intelligent. It is no wonder she is the King’s favorite niece. She reminds him of Tarifa. The reports say she has been teaching him things. Things he did not know before. They say he is different than when he first arrived.]


[Different how?] Gorgo asked.


[Perhaps now might a good time to find out.] Jocis told her.


[Jocis…]


[Lady Gorgo… he is not Pleistarchus. He is not your son. You are not one to casually dismiss others no matter their crimes. You never have been. This boy has committed to crimes Lady Gorgo. Maybe you should see for yourself if he is like his father. I do know that Ardis is an excellent judge of character, and if she has chosen to spend almost all of her off time with him, there must be a reason.] Jocis spoke.


Gorgo turned back to look at Karun. [Never fear the unknown.] She whispered.


Jocis nodded. [Indeed.]

Gorgo took a deep breath and started forward while Jocis and his second remained where they were but they came into view fully now. The movement caused Karun to finally look their way and his eyes grew wide when he saw Gorgo approaching. He got to his feet and quickly picked up his bag, readying himself to leave. He started to step off onto the ground, trying to leave before she approached fully, but he was either too slow or part of him did not want to leave.


“You… you do not have to leave... Karun isn’t it?” Gorgo spoke softly holding out her hand as she approached.


Karun’s eyes cut to where he saw the two Durcunusaan soldiers standing near the side of the rows of seats and then back to her. “I… I thought you… I thought you would be gone by now.” He stammered.


Gorgo looked at him surprised. “You wait until I am gone?” She asked surprised. “Why would you do this?”


“I know… I know you come the same day and time every week. I have tried to make it so you do not need to see me.” Karun told her.


“I had a meeting this morning.” Gorgo answered as she moved closer to him seeing his apprehension. “Do I frighten you young man?”


Karun glanced at the two Durcunusaan troops quickly and then back to Gorgo. “In a way… yes.” He finally answered honestly.


Gorgo looked at him surprised now and her face showed this. “Why would I frighten you young Karun?”


“You… you are King Leonidas’s mother.” He answered. “Everyone knows how he views you.”


“And how is that?” Gorgo asked as she sat down.


“He… he views you as I do my own mother Lady Gorgo.” Karun spoke looking at her. 


“And how do you view your mother Karun?” Gorgo asked. She motioned with her hand. “You may sit Karun. I will not chase you away.” Gorgo watched him briefly consider that statement and then he lowered his bag back to the ground and settled in the seat next to her. “So how do you view your mother Karun?”


“She gave me life.” Karun answered. “I respect her. I honor her even when it goes against the ways of my people.” He met Gorgo’s eyes. “I love her.”


“And that does not sit well with the Kavalian blood within you does it?” Gorgo asked. “It is not something they encourage within your culture is it?”


Karun shook his head. “No.” He fidgeted briefly. “May I ask a question?”


“You should never request permission to ask a question Karun.” Gorgo spoke suddenly finding this young man endearing in a sort of way. He was not what she expected him to be, yet he looked so much like Pleistarchus she had never attempted to know him. Sitting next to him as she now was, Gorgo could easily see the influence of his mother’s genes in him. “Questions are one of the ways we gain wisdom.”


“May I ask why you… why you left my father?” Karun spoke softly.


“Would it make a difference?” Gorgo asked him.


“To my father or to me?” Karun said.


“I don’t know.” Gorgo told him. “Who is asking the question? You or your father?”


“I am asking the question.” Karun spoke. “I want to know.”


“And will you tell your father the next time you speak to him?” Gorgo asked.


“I have not spoken to my father in three weeks.” Karun said quickly. “I have sent coded reports so that I would not need to speak with him. I have done this on purpose.”


Gorgo tilted her head slightly. “Interesting.” She told him. 

She turned her head to look at the monument to her beloved Leonidas. “Sparta in that time was a male dominated society. Don’t get me wrong, the females were treated with the utmost respect and honor, and we were allowed many freedoms, more so than any other society in the world at the time. When my Leonidas told me what we were… or more accurately where we had come from… it was incredible to believe. I could not deny what he said however… not when so many others and I had been shifting our forms for years. I discovered I was carrying Martin the day after he died here. I was so filled with worry for him I did not take notice of Martin growing in my womb. He knew when he left that we had conceived Martin because he could feel his spark of life begin. When I realized this myself I went to Dustha… the Oracle at the time. She knew Leonidas’s actions would bring the Coven here in force. She was not simply thinking of Sparta and the other nations on this planet; she was also thinking of the trillions out among the stars that would be directly affected. She advised me to leave. She would be here, and so many others that your father could look to for support. She could not take the chance that all of us would be killed if Sparta and the other city-states were unable to defeat the Xerxes and the Coven. I agonized over the decision for days… but then I knew I had to think of not just your father and myself. I had to think of Martin and so many others who would be affected by my decision. If I chose to remain and was killed? If we remained and all of us were killed… if Martin had been killed… so much would be lost. The Coven would have won right then because the Union would never have come together as it did.”


“So… so you did it for the good of others?” Karun asked softly.


Gorgo nodded slowly. “I truly thought your father would be fine with so many Alphas to help guide him. I loved him and I certainly did not want to leave him. I was wrong and that is a burden I must carry for the rest of my life. I do not regret my decision however. If I had not done what I did, things would be different now.”


“Will… will you ever forgive him… Grandmother? Can you forgive him? Can… can my uncle forgive him?” Karun asked in that same soft voice lifting his eyes to look at her.


Gorgo met his gaze evenly and then lifted her hand to place her palm on his cheek. “I forgave him long ago Karun my boy.”


“Even after… even after that day?” Karun asked. “When he tried to kill you?”


Gorgo nodded. “I forgave him… but I will never forget. That is the difference.”


“And my uncle?” Karun asked.


Gorgo shook her head slowly in sadness and lowered her eyes. “Forgive him?” She said in a whisper like voice. “No… Martin will never forgive him. You must understand Karun, when Martin finally discovered who he was…what he was; he made an effort to learn all he could about his true father and brother. Even though he thought Pleistarchus dead… he secretly worshiped his brother. I didn’t discover this until well after their battle, and surprisingly it was Daniel Simpson who told me. How your father betrayed his people and the memory of their father… how he regarded Lisisa as a tool. All Martin had built his brother up to be came crashing down that day on that field.” Gorgo shook her head. “No… he will never forgive him I’m afraid.”


“Is that why he hates me?” Karun asked.


“Hate you?” Gorgo gasped. “Why in the stars would you think he hated you?”


“I am my father’s son.” Karun said.


“Karun… whom do you think it was that ordered you were not to have an escort while you were in Sparta?” Gorgo said seeing his eyes grow wide. “Unlike everyone else at your embassy, you alone are free to go where you will. Only when you leave Sparta does Ardis go with you. That was Martin Leonidas and no one else. He wanted you to be able to experience everything Sparta offered for yourself. Not take the word of others.”


“My father.” Karun said with a nod looking towards the Leonidas monument.


Gorgo nodded. “Yes.”


“I… I think I am coming to believe that there are many things that I am starting to question Grandmother.” Karun said softly. He looked at her quickly. “If I can call you…”


Gorgo nodded with a smile. “That is what I am.” She stated. “And whatever stigma may surround your father… I have come to see this day that it does not extend to you. I was wrong to think you were not intelligent enough to see these things for yourself.”


Karun chuckled softly. “I wasn’t.” He said. “I needed help Grandmother.”


“We all need help at times Karun.” Gorgo told him. “What really matters is if you will take that help when it is offered. Who has helped you?”


Karun lifted his eyes and gazed at her. Gorgo noticed his gaze drift at something behind her and she turned her head quickly to see Ardis moving past Jocis and her other guard and moving towards them tentatively. Gorgo smiled warmly and turned back to him waiting for his eyes to once more meet hers. “There is no better help than what you have.” She said.


“Grandmother… is it wrong to question what your father and others have taught you all of your life?” Karun asked.


“That depends.” Gorgo said as she watched Ardis move up alongside Karun, tucking her slim figure in very closely to the taller Karun, her eyes on Gorgo.


“Aryatara.” Ardis spoke hesitantly in Elven. “Naa iluve?” (Grandmother. Is everything alright?)


Gorgo looked at the way Karun’s eyes gazed at Ardis’s face with what she could only describe as fierce devotion. “Everything is just fine child.” She answered with a smile. “My Grandson and I have been having a rather enlightening conversation.”


Ardis shifted her eyes to Karun and then back to Gorgo surprise very evident in them. “Really?” She asked.


Karun looked at Ardis and smiled. “Yes we have.” He turned back to Gorgo again. “What does it depend on Grandmother?” He asked.


Gorgo smiled and without hesitation stepped up to Karun, leaning over to place a soft kiss on his cheek. “It depends on whether or not all you have been taught… if what you have discovered since you have been here is the same as what you have been led to believe. Is it?”


Karun shook his head. “No.” He replied instantly.


Gorgo nodded. “Then what you feel is not wrong. And it may be time for you to begin making decisions for yourself.”

TAYGETOS MOUNTAINS
 

WESTERN EDGE OF SPARTA


Walter stepped onto the patio of his villa holding the mug of Aricia’s coffee, the loose fitting clothes hiding his scarred but still muscular body. Even at just over three thousand years old, Walter remained the epitome of a Spartan warrior. The only man living who could claim to have known King Leonidas the First on a personal basis. A personal basis forged in the fires of combat for Walter had fought with him at Thermopylae. Fought and nearly died if not for the actions of his King. Walter had sworn two oaths that day to his dying King, just before the Thebans who had remained with them threw his body into the ocean in order for him to escape.


He had sworn to protect and guide the descendents of Leonidas, no matter where they might be. And he had sworn to protect the humans on this planet against everything the Coven could throw at them. Walter Carson as he was called now, he had succeeded in fulfilling one of those oaths, and now the unborn son of his long dead King sat in his rightful place. And Walter served him proudly and without question, honoring another oath he had made to the vision of his long dead King and friend. The second oath was still an ongoing affair as far as Walter was concerned, and aside from mandatory inspections from the Senior Polemarch of the Lycavorian Union Ground Forces, Walter resided here on Earth to advise and attempt to guide the humans that still populated Earth. Tarifa, Selene, Aihola… they still came to him for his opinion on many things and he never refused them his council. 

With the advances in medical science and the introduction of Hadarian Healers back into the ranks of the Union, the life spans for humans had increased dramatically. Most diseases that had once ravaged the human race were now completely extinguished and it was not uncommon to see humans who were nearing a century old and in peak physical and mental condition. The ravages of time would eventually catch up to them, but since the passing of the Great Fire and the expulsion of the High Coven from Earth completely, the humans had made a remarkable comeback. Slowly but surely they were reviving their species and cultures, many of the elf species on Earth adopting countless numbers of their once dead traditions as they were reintroduced. 


Under the leadership of elves and humans alike the last quarter century, Earth was once more becoming a thriving planet and had become a mainstay of trade and prosperity across the Union. Charles Taylor was Earth’s president and well into his eighties now. He had just be re-elected by a five to one margin to another six year term, both humans and elves feeling that he had their planet on the right track and was unburdened by anything but the welfare of the men and women who had elected him. It helped that he had an immediate and direct line to the King or Tarifa here in Sparta or on Apo Prime, but Charles Taylor was not one to be pushed around or told what to do. If it did not benefit his people, humans and elves and the thousands of others that now called Earth home, if it did not benefit them he wanted nothing to do with it. He and Aihola and Selene worked seamlessly for the people of this planet, all of them having lived through the worst period in human history and vowing to never see that happen again if it was within their power to stop.


Humans as a whole were branching out now, many rediscovering the skills that had once made them a great species. Their intelligence, ingenuity and their ability to adapt. Many of the Union’s newest and brightest fighter pilots were humans. Though many would never have the reflexes and coordination of an elf, they more than made up for that in their fierce drive and dedication, as well as their ability to adjust almost instantly to any given situation. Steven Randall was always held up as an example of what humans could achieve. He had risen to the top of the heap of pilots, humans and elves, and that was before he had decided to have Martin change him so that he could remain with Zaala for eternity. Captain Miranda Lorian was also another example of a human shooting to the top, and Walter knew many more were on their way. Not just in the military, but in engineering and politics. Everything they had once excelled at, they were doing it once more, and only this time they had learned from the mistakes of the past and were determined to not repeat them. Those humans who resided on Earth would fight and die in an instant for Earth and the Union. And for the man who had freed them to regain their place among the stars.


As Senior Polemarch of the Union Ground Forces Walter had many duties and chief among them was the training and preparation of all young Spartans. He supervised the Agoge program that now included Lycavorians, Elves and humans and scattered others from different species. It was a brutal and demanding Agoge… nothing like what he had gone through as a child, but certainly the most demanding and harsh six year training regime ever devised by anyone’s mind. When they graduated on that field of Thermopylae, every one of them held their heads high in pride at what they accomplished. Walter had a say in everything that happened within the ranks of the ground forces, and when he spoke, people usually listened for they knew he did not speak unless he knew what he was talking about. His mate and wife of nearly his entire lifetime stood in their kitchen, her abdomen swollen with his eighth child and looking just as beautiful now as she did the day Walter turned her and made her his.


His home was a massive mountain estate villa built on the Taygetos Mountain range overlooking Sparta. A STRIKER DT landing pad was a hundred meters to the north, the ship silent for the evening. His young elven pilots resided on the estate in comfortable apartments not far from the main home, his three person Durcunusaan detail sharing another set of medium sized apartments on the south end of the estate. 


Walter turned his head to the left and a smile pried apart his lips as his eyes fell upon the huge muscular form of the viridian green scaled dragon that now occupied almost a third of his patio.
Majeir had grown so much from that bouncy dragon hatchling he had saved twenty-five years ago. She was now just as large as her older sister Syrilth, perhaps even larger by half a meter or so past Syrilth’s sixteen meters, and she ranked in the top five of those dragons here on Earth in speed and strength and the ability to sustain a flame. Since that day so long ago, she had been his constant companion wherever he went almost all of the time. She traveled with him to other planets, she traveled with him to graduations and meetings, anywhere a dragon could fit and you found Majeir there. While they had never bonded as a pair, they were as close as two friends could possibly be, and both of them knew that one day Majeir was meant for grander things. She was known as the dragon who had decided the fate of Vile Maruad as he was known in the annals of Dragon history now, and a kind fate it was not. While not known at the time, she had sentenced him to perhaps the most agonizingly slow death ever recorded in history. When asked about it now, her only statement was that he got what he deserved. 


Majeir was considered a beautiful and lean female dragon Walter knew, and though she was now past the age where males were allowed to show interest in her as a mate, because of who her sister was and even because of Walter none dared come forward just yet. There was not a dragon alive who did not know who Syrilth or Walter was, and many of them were hesitant to approach Majeir because of this fact. Majeir had no problem with that in the least since unlike her sister Tharua; Majeir had no interest in discovering a mate just yet. Walter watched her as she gazed into the bright sky, watching as her head tilted to take in the shape of a certain cloud. He stepped up to her without fear and ran his hand along the smooth scales of her flank as he moved up to stand beside her shoulders.


What are you thinking Majeir? He asked within mindvoice. Your thoughts have been wandering quite a bit in the last few weeks. And you have spoken a name in your sleep many times.


Majeir turned her huge head and looked at the man who had been her rescuer, her protector and now her friend for so long. Her ruby red eyes gleamed with intelligence and beauty.


I… I have come to a crossroads Walter. Majeir’s voice spoke in response. A soft, delicate voice that belied her immense power.


Walter smiled and nodded his head as he sipped his coffee. It had taken him ten years to get her to stop calling him Guardian. Yes you have.


You believe in destiny don’t you Walter? 


If I did not believe in destiny, I would not have come this far in my life. Walter answered. Now tell me what it is Majeir?


I… I have felt my Bonded One Walter. Majeir answered. I know I have. I have felt her for many weeks now. And it is growing stronger.


You knew this day might come Majeir. Walter said meeting her ruby eyes. Your mother and father, Tharua, Roluth. It is in your bloodline to be bonded to a rider. It is something that all of your siblings can aspire too.


Walter… she is… she is a dark skinned elf. Majeir spoke.


A Drow! Walter gasped.


Majeir nodded her head. It shocked me too… but I know it to be true. I have seen her hair, her eyes. She is very beautiful. And she is aware of me. Her Mindvoice ability is growing as well and I do not know why. But it makes the urge to go to her harder to fight.


Walter looked impressed. Well… that is truly something. With the exception of Aihola and Lynwe I did not think the Drow were capable of Mindvoicing on such a level Majeir.


Nor did I. Majeir said. There is something else. Walter looked at her. I… I have seen her dreams Walter just as she has seen mine. We are calling for each other Walter. And it grows stronger by the day. Her name is Lu’ria… and it echoes in my mind all the time now.


Is she here on Earth? Walter asked.


Majeir shook her head. No. The draw to her grows Walter. The need to find her. To be with her.


Then why are you still here? Walter asked. Walter saw Majeir blink her ruby eyes several times as she looked at him and he made a disgusted face. He tossed his mug onto the nearby grass and moved in front of her, placing his hands on either side of her huge snout as she easily lowered her head to look at him. Majeir… what have I told you through the years we have been together?.


That no matter what happened we would always be the dearest of friends. Majeir answered immediately.


Walter nodded. What happened that day in that mountain bound us together Majeir. We have given each other strength these last years. Supported each other. That is what friends do. And that will never change. Ever. I have known this could happen one day, and I am not sad. This is guided by destiny Majeir. I am not sad because I know it does not affect what we have as friends and whether you are bound to a rider or not, we will always be friends. That connection, that bond can never be broken now.


Then what do I do Walter? She asked. I have to find her but I do not know where to start.


Walter smiled and leaned forward to kiss her snout as he had done so many times in the past. I do. And we will find her together. Walter turned his head and activated the COM implant in his jaw with a simple twitch of his head.


“Ceneia?”


The voice of Walter’s female STRIKER DT pilot answered instantly.


“Senior Polemarch!”


“Ceneia… spool up the engines! We have a trip to make!” Walter declared.


“At once Senior Polemarch! Destination?”


“Eden City to start! After that… who knows? Contact Aihola’s office and let her know I need to speak with her as soon as we arrive.” Walter spoke.


“Understood! Six minutes to come to full power!”


Walter turned to Majeir. Let me change and I will meet you on the pad.


Walter… Majeir began to speak.


No… this is what you are meant for Little One. And I intend to see you fulfill that part of your destiny. Walter told her. I’ll meet you at the pad.

FLIGHT TRAINING

SECTOR THREE

NODON STATION SYSTEM


“They on us yet Mando?” Steven’s voice echoed in Miranda’s helmet.


“Coming on at point six three Scar! Closing speed nine thousand. Range fourteen.” She snapped out the reply.


“Ah shit! They’re in vector three formations! How many times do I have to tell them no vector formations when only two inbounds? What am I… speaking to stone heads?” Steven’s voice spoke.


Miranda Lorian was truly in her element and loving every moment of it. Despite Steven’s complaint, she knew he was exceptionally proud of what he had accomplished with this group of pilots in the last seven weeks. He had turned them into the type of pilots needed to operate off the ARIZONA. Bold, reckless, and methodic. All of the pilots had responded to him as she had hoped. They knew of what he had accomplished during the Evolli War and even before that. He was wolf now, but it was well known that he had only done that for one reason, and it had nothing to do with his flying.


Miranda had taken to flying in the training drills as well, and though she and Janon had flown together for many years, they had never been wingmen. Flying with Steven Randall was like flying with a shadow. He almost instinctively knew what she was going to do and when, and Miranda knew the exact same with him. It was the same feeling she had grown so accustom to with her very first wingman, and never found again. Until now.


“Range to target?” Steven barked.


“Forty-one!” Miranda answered looking out the cockpit side window of her M7 Tempest to see Steven’s M7 not four meters away in perfect formation. “They’ll be on us before that!”


Miranda saw his helmeted head turn to look at her. “Not if we cheat!” He snapped.


Miranda chuckled. “What did you have in mind Scar?”


“A little razzle-dazzle do dad Mando!”


“Oh… I like razzle-dazzle do dad Scar! Slingshot?” Miranda asked.


“Why not? I’m feeling my oats today!”


Miranda turned her head to look out into the darkness of the stars surrounding them. She could just barely make out the point of light that was the HARBINGER in the distance, and for this mission, her target. “Jester… you with us?”


“High slot!” Janon’s voice replied instantly. “Standing by to pounce!”


“Unidentified aircraft you are approaching a United Lycavorian Union warship! You will alter course immediately or we will destroy you!” The voice exploded into their internal speakers anxious and out of breath.

“Looks like they’re awake at least!” Miranda exclaimed as her hands flew across her controls. “VMTs set! Laser pods active! I’m green! Computer assisted?”

“I hate computers doing my flying Mando!” Steven announced.

Miranda smiled. “So do I!”

“Unidentified aircraft you have not altered course. This is your last warning. Veer away now or we will kill you!” 

“Who is that?” Miranda asked.

“Sounds like Ahtels!” Steven answered.

“He’s excitable.” Miranda commented casually. “Range to target now thirty-two! Mando to HARBINGER! E’dira, are you recording all this?”

“Signal is clear Miranda.” The Drow’s voice replied with infinite calmness.

Miranda suppressed a shudder when she heard E’dira’s voice in her helmet. While seven weeks flying with Steven had made her feel reborn, seven weeks with the ravishing Drow elf officer so close by had reignited feelings Miranda had long buried. No matter what they were doing together, whether in a meeting or simply conversing in the lounge going over the day’s reports, E’dira always found a way to touch her in some manner. A brush against her shoulder, an innocent caress of her hand or arm, it didn’t matter. Wherever E’dira touched her, Miranda felt electric jolts across her skin. She knew of the Drow elves and their ability to be nearly irresistible to both men and women. They radiated a sexual confidence and persona that was hard to ignore, and when they looked at you with those amber colored eyes it only intensified. Whenever Miranda caught herself staring into those amber orbs she had to consciously tear herself away or be lost within them. She heard E’dira’s voice in her head, even when the Drow was not around. Miranda Lorian could count her relationships on one hand, and while she had never really found another woman attractive enough to go that route, she was beginning to perhaps feel something for E’dira that went beyond a professional manner. Something that Miranda found herself wanting to discover. E'dira’s eyes were like a magnet, and just looking at her body made Miranda visualize them together. And not only together, but Miranda acting as willing slave to her Drow Mistress. And if Miranda Lorian was any judge of actions, and she thought she was, it was becoming obvious that E’dira felt the same way.

“Acknowledged!” Miranda declared. “Steven?”

“Not yet!” 

“Scar… they are closing their formation! Splitting into pairs!” Miranda snapped. “They are going to split and try and get us both. Completely off attack profile!”
“Damn! That’s Irhiad! Last mission out and he wants to show off! I should have known!” Steven declared.

“Down to eight range!” Miranda announced.


“On my mark!” Steven barked out. “School’s out boys and girls! Mando! Execute!”

HARBINGER TRAINING FLIGHT

M7 TEMPEST INTERCEPTORS

FLIGHT OF FOUR


“I have them!” Irhiad heard Ahtels announce over their internal COM. “Unidentified aircraft you are approaching a United Lycavorian Union warship! You will alter course immediately or we will destroy you!”


Irhiad’s eyes scanned his instruments behind his helmet faceplate. “They are in tight formation!” He barked. “Holding four meters apart! Speed eighty-five hundred! Range fourteen! Rahot… pull in tighter! Seluh… you and Ahtels form together and we will split apart and take them from two sides!”


“Their target is the HARBINGER Irhiad! We should hit them full on! Go after Captain Lorian! She is representing the Heavy Fighter Bomber!” Ahtels barked. “Attack and cover as Major Randall showed us!”


“We can get them both if we break into pairs!” Irhiad snapped. “Their attack profile gives us the advantage!”


“That is not the mission!” Ahtels barked. “We are to keep Captain Lorian from killing our ship!”


“I am the Flight Leader and the senior officer!” Irhiad snapped. “Do as I say Junior Lieutenant Ahtels!”


“HARBINGER Flight Patrol from HARBINGER base! Two targets inbound in attack profile! SAP is out of position and can not respond! Our weapons are non-operational. We have copied your warning to unidentified fighters! You are weapons free! Repeat… you are weapons free!”


Irhiad heard the voice of their command ship over his COM and smiled to himself. It was the elf female Zaala Randall. She was on the bridge acting as an additional tactical officer it seemed and now she would get to see him simulate blowing her precious husband out of the stars. It almost seemed to him that she went out of her way to mock him now. He had made a fool out of himself by propositioning her that first day. He hadn’t known she was married until Captain Lorian introduced Major Randall, and he stepped away from next to her. But not before giving her a kiss. A kiss that she seemed to direct and deepen just to humiliate him more. There was a bounty of females on the HARBINGER, and he had found plenty of company since they had come out here, but what Zaala had done still rubbed him the wrong way. And in seven weeks he had yet to defeat Major Randall, either one on one or in a group exercise such as this.


“We will form into pairs and come at them from both sides!” Irhiad snapped. “Ahtels… let them know!”


“Unidentified aircraft you have not altered course. This is your last warning. Veer away now or we will kill you!” Ahtels voice announced.


“Negative response!” Rahot spoke.


“Prepare to split and engage! I have Randall! Ahtels and Seluh take Captain Lorian!” Irhiad snapped.


“Range is now eight!” Rahot spoke. 

“On my mark we will split!” Irhiad spoke adjusting his controls and gripping his control stick tighter. “Three! Two!”

“Breaking! They are breaking! By the gods look at that!”

Irhiad’s eyes were wide behind his helmet as he watched the two M7 Tempest fighters that were Captain Lorian and Major Randall execute half turns and then peel away from each other in a maneuver he had never once contemplated attempting. He could tell they were at full engine power, the bright flare of their JLX-Fusion Plasma Drive exhausts visible for a split second until they turned toward each other and passed within a hairs breath of one another. His eyes went wider when at the peak of the turn, they peeled in opposite directions once more and Major Randall was heading directly at them while Captain Lorian was blazing away toward the HARBINGER. 

“Captain Lorian’s speed just jumped to twelve thousand!” Ahtels roared. “Major Randall is at full Fusion Burner coming right at us! Gods Irhiad… they just performed a Slingshot! He is coming right at us under full power! Captain Lorian is pulling away!”

“Break! Break! Go after Lorian!” Irhiad ordered. “Banking right! Seluh with me!”

“We need to stay together!” Rahot barked now.

“Randall is mine!” Irhiad snarled.

“Damn!” Ahtels snapped. “Rahot… full power or we will lose her!”

Irhiad didn’t see the two M7s leap forward at incredible speed; his eyes were locked on Major Randall who did not appear to be trying to maneuver away and was boring right in towards them. “Tracking!”

“Range down to four!” Seluh shouted. 

“He’s not maneuvering!” Irhiad barked.

“Range is at three!”

“Lock! I got lock!” Irhiad declared happily. “I’m killing him now!” He yelled as he mashed his fingers down on the firing button for his pulse cannons. 

The training pulse lasers flashed away into the space in front of him. They would impact Randall’s fighter and he would lose power for twenty seconds Irhiad thought with amusement. As his eyes lifted to follow the lasers he saw something then that he had never seen before in all his time flying and it appeared to be happening in slow motion. The M7’s tail rose and Irhiad could see its XLM-800 VMTs at full power, lifting the ship nose down even as he was passing under it. As his head lifted in awe, looking out the top of his cockpit, he saw Randall’s pulse cannons fire and begin striking his M7 in dozens of different spots. Alarms began to sound throughout the cockpit and his engines immediately died. His control stick became completely unresponsive and Irhiad slammed his head back against his seat because he knew he was well and truly dead.

“I got him!” Seluh screamed as he flashed by. “I got the Major! I got him!”

Irhiad heard his COM unit crackle. “I win!” Major Randall’s voice echoed in his helmet.

FLIGHT PAIR OF JUNIOR LIEUTENANTS AHTELS AND RAHOT 

“Range down to four!” Rahot barked. “We’re closing! She’s not maneuvering! She’s going in full throttle!”


“Range to HARBINGER!” Ahtels shouted.


“Six thousand!”


“Can you get a lock?”


“Negative! Too far for cannons and too close for SWARM Pods!”


“We should have gone in on the Captain!” Ahtels shouted. “We’re not going to get her before she reaches firing range!”


“No you are not!” 

The new voice echoed in their helmets. A male voice. And one that signified both of their deaths.

“New contact! New contact! Just powering up! We…”

“Are dead!” Ahtels screamed with disgust just as Janon’s M7, sitting dormant with no power readings until now, kicked to life not six thousand meters from them and raked both of their fighters with laser training fire. As Janon kicked in his engines and roared over the top of the now powerless M7s, he could only grin savagely inside his helmet.

HARBINGER


Miranda Lorian let out a war whoop that deafened those on the bridge of the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser, and left her Drow Tactical Officer E’dira and several others with smiles on their faces. Some of the lights and systems on the ship flickered gently signifying several hits and then everything returned to normal. 

Oh yes E’dira of the Drow thought to herself, Miranda Lorian was everything she was looking for in a ‘slave’, a serious lover and a companion that she could spend the rest of her life with. Seven weeks of working with her side-by-side, of gazing at her Asian beauty and the way she filled out her uniform. Seven weeks of watching her plan training operations with Major Randall, all of them intricate and so very tasking. Seven weeks of watching her supremely sharp and tactical mind work. When combined with her incredibly firm and lush body, E’dira had never been more attracted or wanted a woman more than she did Miranda Lorian. She had made certain her personal quarters were only two down from Miranda’s on the HARBINGER, and had requested quarters next to hers on the ARIZONA.


She had spoken at length with Lynwe before leaving Earth. More than any other Drow that had survived the High Coven experiments and torture, General Lynwe had done the most to help E’dira to move on with her life. They had discovered a special kinship because of what the Coven had done to them both, and the results those experiments had on both of them. It was not something either of them had discovered until E’dira had come to live in Eden City and she saw how Lynwe lived. She not only had two female ‘slaves’, but a handsome Lycavorian mate who did not care in the least about what she had between her legs. Lynwe had a large family now, a family that included children who she had adopted with Prime Minister Selene and Layna, and children that both Selene and Layna had given their husband Admiral Joarl. Lynwe was still dominant with her ‘slaves’ in their bed, but with her husband she was a woman first and Drow second. And whatever took place in their bed; whatever games they might play with each other, that all remained in their bed. Outside of their home, Lynwe was not afraid to show emotion with both her ‘slaves’ and her husband. It had begun with Lynwe and Aihola and now extended to all the Drow elves on Earth. They had learned how to blend their own dominant traditions and the more open and endearing culture and traditions of others together seamlessly. The Drow as a whole were almost fanatic in their loyalty and support of King Leonidas and the Royal family, for it was King Leonidas who rescued them from the abyss and then allowed them to build what they had in the last quarter century.


E’dira turned to look at Zaala Randall and watched her walk across the bridge of the HARBINGER with a smile on her captivating face. E’dira could see clearly why Steven Randall treasured his elven wife so completely. She was a stunning elf female with a firm, luscious body and bright dark eyes. E’dira wondered for a brief moment what it might be like to have both Miranda and Zaala in her bed. She shook that thought from her head quickly but realized that her time with Lynwe and Aihola had truly changed her and made her more confident in who she was.


“She can certainly fly.” Zaala spoke as she looked at the Drow officer.


E’dira nodded. “Ye s she can. As can your husband Major Randall.” E’dira gazed at Zaala with her amber eyes. “This Lieutenant Irhiad seems to have an issue with you Zaala Randall. As well as your husband.”


Zaala nodded and waved her hand dismissively. “That is my fault. He propositioned me when we first arrived.” She spoke offhandedly. “He assumed because I was from Earth and he was a fighter pilot that I would be falling over myself to jump into his bed and he could score easily.”


“Yes… I have heard that elf males from Elear tend to believe that about female elves from Earth.” E’dira spoke nodding her head. “I take it you put him in his place and he did not appreciate it?”


“Something like that yes.” Zaala spoke with a smile. “I don’t know why his ego is still bruised. I know he’s found several females that have been drawn in by his charm since we came out here. And he is charming.”


“He does not affect you however?” E'dira asked.


Zaala shook her head. “My blood sings for only one man now.” She said. “No one could hope to come close to Steven. Not in my book.”


E’dira looked at her. “I have wondered something if I may?”

Zaala nodded. “Of course.”

“Steven was turned by King Leonidas, whose blood is purest of all Lycavorians.” She stated. “You have been married to him for twenty-four years now. Have you not acquired some of those Lycavorian traits? Albeit on a smaller scale.”


Zaala nodded. “My sense of smell is much more acute. My vision. In moments of…” Zaala blushed under her tan. “In moments of passion or excitement I have shorter fangs that extend. Since my eyes are dark you can’t tell that they change, but they do. It is fascinating really, but like Steven I choose to not show that part of myself outside of Steven’s company. Steven considers himself human and I consider myself elven.”


“Does… does being with him for so long change Zaala Randall?” E’dira asked now. “I know of the aura that Lycavorians can project to those they love, but does it ever get…”


“Old?” Zaala asked with a smile.


“Forgive me… I did not mean to…” E’dira stammered.


Zaala shook her head and reached out to squeeze her arm. “Lieutenant Irhiad is right that we are much more open. To those we consider friends anyway.” Zaala said with a smile. “And no… it does not get old.” She answered. “Steven and I can be very inventive. I had many lovers before Steven E’dira. Tarifa and my mother would scold me all the time for being so accepting of male companionship. The first time Steven Randall took me into his bed, that first time he left me trembling in bliss for an hour in the aftermath of what he had made me feel. And he was still human then. No one had ever done that to me before him. It has only gotten better with years. I knew then I had found the man I was to spend my life with. Surprised my father as well.”


“You consider me a friend?” E’dira asked.


Zaala nodded. “Yes I do. We work well together. Steven compliments your tactical expertise all the time. I think all of us make a very good team. I am looking forward to seeing the ARIZONA. I have reviewed all the specs on her three times!”


E’dira grinned. “Yes… so have I.” She admitted. E’dira made a decision then that would put her solidly on the path to her own discovery. “Would you… would you care to walk with me to the debriefing? I would like to… I would like to ask you some questions.”


“Questions?” Zaala asked.


E'dira nodded. “Questions about Captain Lorian as a woman.” 


Zaala grinned. “Let’s stop by the mess lounge though. Steven needs his coffee after he flies. And he will not be happy with how the pilots performed today.” She answered. “Not in the least.”


“Yes… I have gathered that about him.” E’dira said as they turned and began to head off the bridge.

SPARTA

NETNEWS CHANNEL 76 HEADQUARTERS


Dilaen stepped in front of Thomas’s desk and dropped the data pad onto cluttered top. Her blue eyes watched as he looked up. Thomas took his eyes from his computer and picked up the pad, puzzled by her smug expression.


“You are looking pleased with yourself Dilaen.” He said.


“We wanted to know who the elf female was.” Dilaen tapped the pad. “One Commander Ne'Veha; assigned to the ULU SCIMITAR just over four months ago.” Dilaen said as she pulled her thin coat off. “Do you know how long it took me to get this information? I had to call in three markers with Personnel at Fleet Headquarters. I got this before I left my apartment this morning.”


Thomas continued to look at the data pad and scrolled through the information. He looked back at Dilaen. “She’s a looker.” He said.


Dilaen’s eyes narrowed and she snatched the pad from his hands. “Seven weeks Thomas? Seven weeks to discover who she was? Don’t you think that is a little much?”


Thomas shook his head quickly. “When it comes to the Leonidas family I take nothing for granted.” He said evenly. “Partly because I don’t think it’s any of our business who Prince Androcles is sleeping with or how many females share his bed. And partly because this is our Union too, and so far King Leonidas has done a bang up job of running things.”


“It’s news Thomas.” Dilaen spoke gently. “Any story we can get on Androcles or any of the Leonidas children is news.”

Thomas nodded. “Oh… I know. All I’m saying is that we need to be mindful of what we find and what we release to everyone else.” 

Dilaen nodded. “And I agree.” She stated. “Now what about the other women we have seen?”


“Their last two trips to the villa have given us better pictures of them, but no identities.” Thomas answered with a shrug. “Nothing comes out of the Union Military Database so they aren’t in there.”


“Not in the UMD?” Dilaen spoke perching her firm butt on the edge of his desk. “Did you try the employees of IES?”


Thomas nodded. “No hits.” He answered looking at the way her tight ass cheeks rested on his desk. He had worked with this elf female for over a decade, and he had wanted her all of that time. His wife had died in an accident just before he got this job with Channel 76 and he had been raising his son alone. Dilaen was all that occupied his interest outside of his son. “I have them filtering through a database I put together over the years now. Different stories we have done. It’s got like six hundred and thirty million entries in it.”

“Entries from what?” Dilaen asked as she looked at the computer on his desk running through images at a rate of about four per second.

Thomas looked at the computer. “It compares images taken from different sources here in the Union and out in The Wilds. Old intelligence files that have been released. Stuff like that. I started the search yesterday and it’s about half through now. It matches characteristics like height and body shape. Physical characteristics like I said.” He looked at her. 

Dilaen looked at the computer. “You designed this?” She asked clearly impressed.

Thomas nodded and shrugged his shoulder. “It wasn’t that big of a deal. I have lots of time. Are you teasing me on purpose Dilaen?”


Dilaen looked at him and jumped up quickly when she saw where his eyes were. “What? Oh… sorry.” She stated calmly though inwardly she was smiling.


“Will you have dinner or something with me?” Thomas Roan blurted.


Dilaen’s blue eyes smoldered when she looked at him this time and she smiled. “Do you know I long I have waited for you to ask me that?” She asked.


Thomas’s eyes were wide. “Is that a yes?”


Dilaen moved closer to him, leaning over his chair and insuring her firm breasts were displayed quite prominently in his face. She lifted her hand and ran her fingers along his cheek. “It is most definitely a yes Thomas.” She told him.


Thomas Roan would have pulled her into his lap at the very moment had his computer not beeped loudly. His eyes cut to look at the screen and grew wide. “Holy shit! Dilaen look at this!” He exclaimed sitting forward.


Dilaen’s eyes narrowed just a fraction. She had hoped he would make an attempt to kiss her so that she could feel him caress her elven ears. She knew quite a bit about Thomas Roan, and while he acted inferior at times, Dilaen knew him to be exceptionally intelligent and fiercely devoted to his son. His wife had died in a transport accident just before he had begun working here and even then, human though he may have been, Dilaen had found herself incredibly attracted to him. She turned to look at his computer as his hands danced across the control panel and her eyes grew wide when she saw what had gotten his attention and pulled it from her. 


“Oh my…” Dilaen gasped as she shifted her body and settled onto his left leg facing the monitor with barely a thought. “Thomas… Thomas is this accurate?”


“I don’t know!” Thomas replied quickly. “These particular images are just a compilation of thousands of images… millions really… taken all over The Wilds, here in the Union, just about everywhere. All of them random. It’s not like I planned to use it as an intelligence database Dilaen!”


“Where… where is this image from?” Dilaen asked touching the screen where his monitor had frozen with the two images on it.


“The tag says Usu Ozeib 7!” Thomas answered. “Four years ago!”


“How did you get images from Usu Ozeib 7? That is the High Coven homeworld Thomas!” Dilaen asked stunned.


Roan shook his head. “I know what it is! It must be from one of the declassified images that the military releases when it has no more value to them! I’ve added hundreds of them when they are released every year.” He replied. “I certainly have never been there!”


Dilaen leaned closer to him. “Can you clear it up more? It’s still very grainy.”


“Hold on!” He said as he worked at the panel.


The image of Carisia was frozen on the left side of the screen, taken only two weeks earlier at Cranae Island. It showed her face almost perfectly in focus, with Anthar’s cerise red scales behind her. She was holding Androcles Leonidas’s hand as they walked toward the villa, and apparently had turned to say something to Sadi Leonidas who was just coming up behind them. Her face was very animated, though her maya blue eyes were still out of focus. The image on the right appeared to be taken in some sort of market on Usu Ozeib 7, the same cerise colored scales in the background, as well as many other individuals. Her face appeared drawn and emotionless in the new image, as if she wasn’t happy in the least, unlike the recent photo which showed her with a dazzling smile.


“Shit!” Thomas gasped softly. “There… there it is!”


-SEARCH PARAMETERS MET-

-PROBABILITY OF MATCH 92.3%-

-PROBABILITY OF MATCH 92.3%-

Thomas turned his head and looked into Dilaen’s blue eyes. “Dilaen… whoever she is… four years ago she was walking the streets of Usu Ozeib 7 and someone thought her important enough to capture her image.”

“Thomas… do you know what this means?” Dilaen asked softly.

Thomas nodded. “Yeah… we just stuck our noses in something way over our head!” He replied.

“It means we still have agents on Usu Ozeib 7 Thomas.” Dilaen spoke softly. “The King didn’t pull all of them off twenty-five years ago as he said he did.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.” Roan said. “He’s not a fool Dilaen. That’s how the game is played. The better question is…” Roan pointed to the screen. “Why is she here now? And why is she so cozy with the Crown Prince and Princess of the Union?”

Dilaen looked at him. “Why don’t we find out?” She said.

“How do you propose we do that?” Roan asked.

“Do they still gather on Cranae Island tomorrow?” Dilaen asked.

Thomas nodded. “Same day every week.” He replied quickly. “They show up early in the morning and stay until early the next morning.” His eyes narrowed. “What do you got running through that head of yours?”

“Why don’t you and I show up there tomorrow and ask him.” Dilaen said.

Roan looked at her astounded. “And just how do you propose we do that?” He spoke. “What are we going to do… walk up to their door and knock?”

Dilaen smiled. “Essentially. Yes.” Dilaen grasped his face in her hands and lowered her lips to his kissing him fiercely; stabbing her tongue into his mouth and feeling his arms crush her to him instinctively. She groaned softly when her breasts pressed hard into his chest and his right hand reached up to caress her elven ear with his fingertips. When she finally pulled her face from his, their lips moist and her body humming in delight, she watched his eyes open slowly and stare at her. “Thomas Roan… you are simply incredible.” She spoke softly. “I am so going to enjoy giving myself to you.”

“Hum! Well… I…” Roan stammered.

Dilaen kissed him once more quickly. “Can you download that to my pad? I have to go visit someone.”

“Ok… sure.” He spoke still utterly confounded at what just happened, though he could not deny the sexual desire sweeping through him. “Who are you… who are you going to see?”

“The one person who can get us into Cranae Island tomorrow.” Dilaen answered. 

“Who is that?” Thomas asked as he took her datapad from her bag and plugged it into the slot on his terminal.

Dilaen had not removed her body from her perch on his leg because it felt so very good. She looked at him with those blue eyes and grinned.

“Chief Mage Thr’won.” Dilaen answered.

HADARIA

UNDERGROUND BUNKER


Eurin stopped in the doorway and simply watched Anja Leonidas for a long moment.


She had converted this large room into almost an exact duplicate of her office in the palace above. Three very powerful computers all linked together with access to a database that Eurin had no doubts surpassed anything in any lab on Hadaria. Anja’s high back chair had small hover jets in the bottom that allowed her to lean in any direction and the chair would move. She had seen her diminutive Queen going from computer to computer with practiced ease more times than she could remember and not bat an eye. Exactly as she was doing now. She held a large mug of coffee in both her hands; reaching out at different times to touch one of her four control consoles. It appeared she was doing some sort of gene comparison on two of the screens, the third she could not see.


Seven weeks had past since that day in the Arch Ministry Chamber. Seven weeks and still the Ministry had not set a public date for a hearing, yet they had released almost every second of the security footage to every Netnews channel they could find in an effort to destroy the woman who sat before her. Within four days of first releasing it, the footage was playing out all across the Union on every monitor and screen. The moment it hit the Netnews Eurin had released her prepared statement, categorically denying that the individual within the footage was Anja, and that as soon as the Arch Ministry granted a public hearing this would become public knowledge to everyone. She also released a separate statement, all but accusing the Arch Ministry and Elder Council of attempting to force Anja from power because they did not approve of the popularity she or Sivana had. It was worded in a very specific and open-ended manner, not naming anyone in particular, and leaving it for the viewers to determine whom she was talking about. Eurin knew full well what they were doing when they released the footage, and her own statement so soon after the disclosure only added to the sense that this was a politically motivated move. Eurin had no doubts as to what the reaction across the planet would be. There was not a Healer within the Union military that did not adore their fiery Queen or her Princess sister Sivana, and Eurin knew this as fact since she spent many months going to visit them across the Union. The ranks of Hadarian Healers totaled nearly three and a half million, a goodly part of that number within the Union Fleet. None of those Healers, men or women, believed it for a single second. This was quickly realized, as soon as the thousands of messages began pouring into the families on Hadaria from these Healers expressing anger and harsh words for the Ministry and Elder Council. Many of these messages were making their way to the Netnews channels and being relayed across the Union. 

Public opinion outside of the ranks of Healers was divided, but nowhere more than here on Hadaria. Fully a third of the population didn’t believe it to be anything more than what it was. A politically motivated play for power that had been lost. There was another third of the population that was somewhere in the middle, not wanting to believe it. They were trying to make some sense of the evidence presented by the Ministry and the Elders, and trying to not believe that the men and women they had looked to for guidance over the years were actually power hungry moguls. The last third of the population was solidly in the hands of the Elder Council and Ministry. They were mostly members of the elite really, men and women who had served the Ministry and the Elders in some way at some portion of their lives and passed these positions to their children. They had a very hard nosed following, most of them schooled almost exclusively in the Elder Council run schools across Hadaria, and none of them appreciating the openness and casual attitude that Anja and Sivana brought to the Royal family and the way they governed. Many of these men and women were also of them mind that they needed to declare their independence from the Lycavorian Union and give Hadaria the right to trade with and support whomever they wanted, and not get their dictates from the Lycavorian Union Senate and King. And almost to a man and women, none of them cared for Martin Leonidas or any member of his family in the least. 

Anja Leonidas had taken twenty-five years to build the image of the woman she was, and not including here on Hadaria, that image remained untarnished across the Union Eurin realized instantly. 

Martin Leonidas. Now there was a man for the ages Eurin thought. A living, breathing legend and contradiction in terms. Once they had been let in on the plan Anja and Martin had hatched, and the display they had put on in the Arch Ministry Chambers, their enemies began lining up to jump on the bandwagon as Martin and Anja knew they would. Through it all, with clockwork precision, Martin and Anja talked every two days. For’mya, Isabella, Aricia and even Dysea were always in constant touch with the Persian haired woman they all loved. It angered them to some extent that they could not show this publicly, but all of them accepted the plan Anja and Martin had initiated and none of them would break that. Eurin had gotten many disapproving comments through the years for allowing Martin to view Anja’s Ascension so long ago, breaking for the first time in their history a ceremony the Hadarian people coveted so completely. He was the first non-Hadarian person to witness an Ascension Ceremony, and seeing the type of man that he was constantly reaffirmed her decision that day. Martin Leonidas had waited almost two hours for Anja to leave a scheduled meeting with the Ministry to take one transmission, and then they had spoken for nearly three hours. When she had arrived after that meeting Anja was steaming mad, yet after talking with Martin Leonidas for only a few minutes Eurin had watched the anger and tenseness of the situation bleed away quickly. He had her laughing in less than thirty minutes and Eurin saw then what they truly meant to each other. Their words to each other at the end of every conversation showed that.


No doubts. No questions. No regrets. Ever.


It was then that Eurin truly understood the power and sway that Martin and his Queens had on the people and planets they ruled. They never doubted one another, and without question they were reverently devoted to each other in a way Eurin had never witnessed until all this had begun. These were the same traits they showed toward the people they ruled. Through it all, the Persian haired woman who sat before her had remained strong at heart and in mind. Nothing seemed to faze her, and it was because of the unconditional love Anja knew she had no matter what occurred.


Eurin blinked when she heard the voice burst through the COM unit of the room and the holoimager came to life with the dark haired woman she now knew as Esther Suira and wife of the Immortal Cha’talla.


“…is it!” Esther exclaimed.


“I thought you might like that!” Anja spoke with a smile. “You had already done all the work Esther. It was just a matter of splitting the protein nodes twice more. You already had the Copaxin Enzymes and Peninol Inhibitors at the correct levels.”


Esther nodded. “Something I did not have the equipment for here or on Kranek.” She spoke. 


“That’s about to change.” Anja spoke. “I can’t release anything from the equipment stores here on Hadaria… but there are six protein sequencers in storage on Apo Prime. I’m ordering two be put under your direct control through the Krypteria. They’ll be brought to the base sometime tomorrow morning. You can set up one at the base and have the other one sent to Kranek for your lab there. Three of Sivana’s assistants that were on Apo Prime when everything here hit the fan have volunteered to assist you, or even go to Kranek if you wish. They have full clearances.”


“I can combine the sequenced proteins with a neuro stimulator and extra powerful dose of the base serum I developed.” Esther was speaking enthusiastically. “Adjusting for their weight and size, we can hopefully cure all of them! Anja… this is amazing! I did not think it was possible.”


“It might take several doses for those who have been held prisoner for more than a few months, but yes.” Anja answered. “The only downside is that it has to be injected directly into a major artery, preferably the carotid or jugular because they are closest to the brain. That will immediately eradicate the mental dependence as well as get to the heart faster to speed the compound into the blood stream.”


Esther looked at her. “Then it will be just a matter of helping them to adjust. They will need counseling and support. Anja… I suggest once this is done, we mass-produce this and have all elven females inoculated. We do not control the Immortals within the Coven, but if we do this, it will not matter. That would no longer be a fear. If this is done pre-infection, this hold over female elves that Immortals have would evaporate overnight. They would be immune.”


Anja nodded. “I agree.” She replied turning to see Eurin as she detected her scent now. Anja waved her into the room. “Where is Dysea?”


“She decided we have waited enough time before picking up this fool engineer.” Esther spoke with an approving tone in her voice. “We have been watching him for seven weeks now, monitoring his communications and his financials. He appears to have access too much more wealth than he should have for someone in his position. And she knew Tir’ut was growing more impatient. He is like his father and he is not much of a diplomat. He’s no diplomat at all to be honest. They went with Anton and Normya to finally pick this man up and confront him.”


“Will he talk?” Anja asked.


Esther chuckled. “You have not met my son yet Anja Leonidas.” She said. “Normya is his life now. Ukt dros'he whol tupora. If the man does not wish to experience pain beyond his imagining he will talk. We have already decided if he will not talk to Tir’ut willingly… we will return with him to Kranek and let Cha’talla and T’lolt work to make him see the error of his ways.” (His purpose for living)


“Ouch!” Anja snipped with a laugh.


“Our investigation here on Apo Prime has determined he is the cog in the wheel here. He associates with no one else in a manner of collaboration, and every person he has had contact with in the last seven weeks has been discretely looked at and they have come back very loyal to the Union.” Esther said. “If there is a connection here on Apo Prime outside of this man, Anton, Las’elh and Cihera can not find it. Anton and Cihera have been using all the resources of the Krypteria on this, and Las’elh has been unofficially accepted into their fold. They can find nothing.”


“Then it extends somewhere else.” Anja said confidently. “He is the point on Apo Prime but there are others somewhere off Apo Prime. There have to be. And more than likely someone here on Hadaria as well to have gotten the manifests of the ships they did.”


Esther nodded. “That is what Dysea believes as well.” She said. “To keep the chance of what we are doing from being discovered, once we have this man we will be leaving to return to Kranek. Both of us believe it is the better course of action. It is only a few days from Union space and it keeps those who would do Normya or Dysea harm unaware of what we are doing. Your son Andro agrees. He is a supremely intelligent and cunning young man Anja. A very frightening young man.”

“Yes he is. He reminds us too much of his father when we first met him.” Anja said. “He is afraid of nothing and that is what scares us most of the time. We have got Martin to be more cautious… but it hasn’t caught on with Andro yet.”

“Dysea and I will work from Kranek in discovering what we can while we finish putting together a mission against this scum Phy’iad to rescue my son and the elven females he has taken prisoners. And perhaps determine what it is that the Kavalian Empire wants with him and his Immortals at the same time.” Esther said. “And this time we will have NORMYA’S LIGHT with us in orbit. Your son takes no chances.”

“Only in regards to his own safety.” Anja smiled in reply. “Let Melda Min know to contact me here before you depart. And if you need anything more on this serum do not hesitate to contact me.”

Esther nodded in the transmission. “I won’t. Thank you again Anja.”

Anja turned to look at Eurin as the holoimage faded. “Eurin… I didn’t expect you back for at least another hour.”

“That is what I expected as well.” Eurin spoke holding out the data pad. They have set a date Anja. One week from tomorrow.”

Anja took the pad. “Well… it took them long enough.” She said as she read.

Eurin moved to the waist high counter along the wall that always had freshly brewed batches of Aricia’s coffee. She poured herself a mug and sipped the liquid before turning back. “I get the sense of things that they feel very confident.” Eurin said. “Zaniai does as well. Tezu has been trying to rally support among the Parliamentary Ministry… but he believes many of them are either too frightened to openly side with you, or Buonau controls them completely. It did not help our cause that two of the men in the footage have since been killed in accidents, and the second two have disappeared.”

Anja nodded. “Hypothetically because they fear Martin will come after them for what they have supposedly done. What a load of sibfla!” She said. “Vengal is trying to discover where they have gone, but they covered their tracks well. Too well.”

“What do you mean?” Eurin asked as she took a chair across from Anja’s desk. Anja leaned to one side and the hover chair darted to the side of the desk where Eurin saw what she was wearing. It was a man’s shirt, far too large for her diminutive frame and it fell to her knees. She wore thick socks to ward off the coolness of the metal and concrete floor, leaving her legs bare. Anja saw her gaze and she chuckled.

“It’s Martin’s.” She said in explanation. “I think we wear his formal uniform shirts more than he does. It lets me keep his scent fresh in my nose.” She finished as she settled to the couch next to Eurin. “Both of these men are simple Union Spartans. They would not have the means or the training to make themselves disappear like they have.”

“Could they not be members of your Krypteria?” Eurin asked.

Anja shook her head. “Armetus selects all his agents personally. He already told Martin these men were not any of his.” 

“You think they are dead as well don’t you?” Eurin asked.

Anja shrugged. “It’s very possible. Perhaps very likely.” Anja looked at her. “That is not what’s important right now.”

Eurin looked surprised. “Not important?” She gasped. “Anja these men… they could exonerate you!”

“Let me show you something.” Anja spoke springing to her feet. She moved back to her hover chair and settled lightly into it, leaning to the side as it darted across the floor back behind her desk. Eurin couldn’t help but chuckle at how childlike it looked.

“You really must get a chair more befitting your position Anja.” She stated. “Watching you dart back and forth like a small child seems rather ridiculous.”

“I like my chair!” Anja exclaimed as she settled back in behind her four control panels. “Here watch this.” Anja’s finger danced across one control panel and then the footage of her and two men appeared on the screen. One of them was obviously Rinard; the other was the ebony skinned Spartan who was now dead. Killed in a transport accident, or so the reports say. In the background of the footage was Seanna, also servicing two men on the large bed, her black hair flying about randomly as the two men slammed into her. Eurin winced at the sight and silently thanked that Anja had at least turned off the sound.

“Anja!” Eurin exclaimed looking away. “I have seen each one of these more times than I care to remember!”

“Eurin it’s not me.” Anja said.

“I realize that! I know that! But it is still astonishing to look at this clone of you and not be a little bit convinced.” Eurin answered.

“Eurin… that’s not me!” Anja stated again as she pointed to the screen. “And that isn’t Seanna!”

Eurin looked at her. “What?” She gasped.

Anja nodded and typed something on her computerized keyboard. “Look!” She stated as the image zoomed into a close up of the clone’s breasts. Eurin blushed but kept her eyes on the screen. “I’ve been going over every millimeter of this footage Eurin. Trying to find something. I found it last night. Two things actually and it’s been right in front of me all these weeks.” Anja looked at her. “You know of course that Martin turned me?”

“Of course.” Eurin answered.

“Martin bit me here.” Anja said pointing to the monitor that showed the frozen image of clone/Anja’s large breasts. On the monitor very clearly were two neat puncture wounds on the left breast that had long since healed.

“He is not very selective in his location is he?” Eurin asked sounding like the researcher that she was.

Anja chuckled and shook her head. “When he’s heated… anything is possible.” She said. “One time he had Aricia and I…” Anja stopped and looked at her sheepishly. “Never mind.”

Eurin smiled. “Thank you.” She said.

Anja shook her head and turned back to the monitor. “Anyway… the most unique thing about Martin, something that he has passed down to his children and something that only those of the Leonidas bloodline have. It’s much more prominent in Andro and his brothers, but Eliani and our daughters have them too.”

“Have what?” Eurin asked.

“An extra set of incisor fangs.” Anja spoke curling back her lips and pointing to the almost imperceptible tips of the small fangs against her larger incisor teeth. They were almost impossible to notice having a normal conversation with her, and even fully extended unless Anja snarled savagely they would go unnoticed. “Martin and Andro have the largest… and when they bite…” Anja unbuttoned the shirt by three and pulled aside the fabric exposing the faint scars on her left breast just above her nipple. Four faded puncture marks in her flesh were very evident. “They bite deep.”

Eurin’s eyes went from the scars on Anja’s breast to the scars on the clone/Anja’s breast. “They are not the same.” She said softly.

Anja shook her head. “Nope.” She said. “Seanna may have told him where Martin bit me and that is where he bit this clone, but she failed to tell him about the dual fangs. And she failed to tell him about this.”

Eurin looked as Anja pulled the shirt off her right shoulder now, exposing the two smaller puncture wounds in her upper shoulder near her neck. These were not vampire bite marks as Eurin had so often seen. These two marks were permanent but still larger than the marks Eurin knew Isabella left in Anja’s flesh during their lovemaking. “What…?”

“This is where Dysea bit me at the exact same time Martin did.” Anja said. “We were all together that night he turned me Eurin.”

Eurin looked at the screen once more, her eyes going a little wider when she did not see similar marks on Anja’s shoulder. “Anja… this is explosive!” She gasped. “How could you not…”

“Remember it?” Anja said.

Eurin nodded and looked at her. “Yes.”

Anja shrugged. “We have been together over twenty-five years Eurin.” Anja replied. “I may bless the day Martin turned me… but there have been so many nights since then that have been a hundred times more passionate and intense. I just… I just never thought about it until I was watching the footage trying to pick up anything.”

“You said you found two things.” Eurin said. “That this woman in the footage is not Seanna?”

Anja nodded and her slim fingers danced across the panel once more. “Our fourth year together… Seanna and I went to the Hot Springs on Kolvar Nine with For’mya and Aricia. Isabella and Dysea were attending a lecture on Elear at the time.”

Eurin nodded. “I remember that.” She said quickly. “For’mya and Seanna were bitten by Kolvarian Water Spiders. They were sick for two weeks afterward.”

Anja nodded. “And the Kolvarian Water Spider bite leaves a scar since they tend to take a hunk out of your flesh when they bite you, albeit a very small one.”

Eurin nodded. “Yes. So?”

“Seanna was bitten on the back of her left calf as she and For’mya were wading through the shallows. Aricia and I were in the resort village shopping. The reaction to the bite caused her to lose consciousness in seconds. For’mya contacted me through Mindvoice, but by the time I got there, the cells around the bite were already filled with poison and dying. I couldn’t repair the damage to the dying cells and it left a scar. That is why Kolvarian Water Spiders are nasty little critters.” Anja said. Anja pointed to the image of the left leg on the screen. The left leg that supposedly belonged to Seanna. “Do you see a scar there?”

“Anja… Seanna was seeing Rinard at this time.” Eurin said. “He would have known she was sick then; that she had been bitten by a Kolvarian Water Spider. Do you think he forgot this? I agree with you that he and Buonau are the masterminds behind what is happening, but would they make so obvious a mistake?”

Anja nodded her head. “Yes… if these security feeds they have were made after Seanna died. They would have no choice.” She said. “Obviously they would think everyone would be watching me in these vids and not think to inspect Seanna more closely.”

Eurin looked at her. “Wait! Another clone?” Eurin gasped. “Anja… it is going to be hard enough to prove this one of you is a clone. We have been unable to find anything to support this fact so far. It is obvious that Rinard more than likely eliminated her. Now you are suggesting that this is not Seanna as well? How is that even possible? There are full facial exposures in all the footage, she speaks to you and it is Seanna’s voice.”

“She doesn’t speak to me.” Anja spoke.

“You know what I mean!” Eurin snapped. “They have had seventeen experts review this security footage and all of them say it is genuine. How could they make someone look like Seanna?”

Anja nodded again. “And it is genuine Eurin; it’s just not me or Seanna. And you can alter someone’s facial features quite easily with cosmetic surgery, you know that. Especially here on Hadaria. It can be done quickly and very safely. And it can be undone almost immediately with a simple skin regenerator.”

“What Hadarian female would debase themselves enough to take part in such an action?” Eurin asked. “That is beyond even my comprehension.”

“Whether a clone or someone who had cosmetic surgery… that is not Seanna.” Anja said. “I would know! We shared a bed on and off for almost fifteen years Eurin. I knew every portion of her body, just as she did mine. How do you think Rinard knew where to bite this clone so that he could use his aura on her and make her crazy with lust for him? So that it would appear it was me doing it? Seanna must have told him in one of the periods where he was trying to get me to sleep with them.”

Eurin turned away from the screen. “I do not hesitate for a second that this is a clone of you Anja.” She spoke. “What you have shown me today only confirms that. But if this is a clone of Seanna, where are they getting them. Only the Coven has the technology to produce a clone of such exacting detail. We saw that with Martin’s mother.” Eurin turned and looked at her. “Are you saying the High Coven is involved here? Or that Rinard and Buonau are somehow working with them?”

“I don’t know.” Anja said softly. “They have to be working with someone to be able to finance what they are doing.”

Eurin looked at her. “Why do you say that?”

“Eurin… this plan of theirs has been in the works for years. Martin and I, even you in some manner, we already knew that. But you don’t just make four Spartan soldiers disappear Eurin and not expect someone to ask questions. Questions that someone bigger than that idiot Rinard has buried quite well. I don’t care how many accidents you arrange… whoever gave the order to kill Spartans… it wasn’t Rinard.” 
“We only have a week to discover what is happening Anja.” Eurin spoke. “Even with your General Vengal’s Drow Scouts following Rinard and Buonau for the last seven weeks, they have been unable to produce anything. If they are communicating… it is using a way we cannot detect. Pcillany is a hostile witness and has been combative during every interview she has given. They have lists of every order you have given as Queen. They are specifically targeting your political directives barring the Kavalians from any sort of aide, and bringing Hadarian policy more in line with the Union. They say it has damaged our reputation as a medical species and our duty to give care to all.”

“We do give care to all!” Anja snapped. “All but the Kavalians and their sick friends! You know why I did that Eurin!”

Eurin nodded. “Yes… over ninety percent of our Healers are female. The Kavalians treat females as beneath them. I know.”

“Trust me; we do not want to do business with the Kavalians.” Anja spoke. “If we sent our Healers in there we would never see them again.”

“I agree.” Eurin said.

“Then what is worrying you Eurin?” Anja asked.

“They are saying you and Sivana made these decisions arbitrarily. Without consulting them.” Eurin spoke gently. “That is one of the major points they have been pushing all along Anja! They say you do things to spite them! On purpose. The Zalesians requested our aide after the earthquake nine years ago. You refused it without the Arch Ministry knowing about it or even allowing it to come up for a vote.”

“Yes!” Anja answered. “They are aligned with the Kavalian Federation Eurin.”

“And nearly half a million of their people died from injuries sustained in that earthquake Anja.” Eurin said softly.

“I asked for a written guarantee that if we allowed our Healers to go in there and help them, the Zalesian government would insure my people were protected and nothing would happen to them! Namely… that the Kavalians would not kidnap all of them! They refused to provide such a guarantee. I refused them aide.”

“You did not allow it to come before an emergency vote?” Eurin asked.

Anja shook her head. “If I did… the Arch Ministry would have allowed it with the backing of the Elder Council. It would have put four thousand of our Healers in harm’s way with no support.”

“The others?” Eurin asked. “The Colarians? The Evolli? The Kochab?” 
Anja nodded. “Most of them are true. Eurin… the Evolli and the Kochab were our enemies during the war.” She said completely unashamed of her actions. 
“Yes they were… but the Elder Council saw it as an opportunity to expand our influence and help others.” Eurin said.

Anja looked at her. “Eurin please don’t tell me you are buying into their game.” Anja exclaimed.

Eurin’s eyes grew wide. “What? Oh… Anja no! Never! Forgive me if it sounded that way! I am only trying to express to you what the Elder Council and Arch Ministry will do.”

“I made the decisions I did for the benefit and protection of our people Eurin… all of our people. You know that.” Anja spoke. 
“They do not see it that way Anja.” Eurin spoke. 

“Fuck them!” Anja snarled. “From what I can see up to now, all of them have this holier than thou attitude, and they expect everyone to follow inflexible guidelines and principles that have been out of date for so long they have dust particles imbedded in the screens!”
“And that is exactly the attitude they expect of you!” Eurin declared. “And they will use it against us.”

Anja got hold of her famous temper and took a deep breath. She opened her mouth to reply but did not have the opportunity. General Vengal strode into the room with a purpose, a look of concern on his elven features. Anja got to her feet as she looked at him. “Vengal?” She asked. “What is wrong?”

“I… I believe I have failed you Anja.” Vengal spoke.

“What do you mean?” Anja asked.

“While we were on Earth you asked me why I dismissed Rinard from the Durcunusaan when we returned from Lycavore.” Vengal asked.

Anja nodded. “Yes. It was because he falsified his training records you said.”

Vengal nodded. “Yes. That is not all he falsified however.” Vengal spoke. “And I did not pursue it because I did not want to embarrass him and Vistr and I were still establishing the Durcunusaan. When I arrived here I had General Vistr begin a more in-depth investigation into Rinard. We could not be as open because of what is currently going on, and it has taken us this long to make this discovery because of it. And we only uncovered it by accident.”

“Uncovered what?” Anja asked.

Vengal held out the pad to Anja. “This.” He spoke watching as Anja’s jade green eyes began to wide in astonishment.

APO PRIME 

MJOLNIR’S HAND BASE

He opened his eyes slowly, trying to focus them. His arms were sluggish and heavy and securely tied to the chair in sat in. He could not move his legs, as they too were secured tightly to the legs of the chair. His head hung down, his chin against his chest and he blinked several more times trying to focus on his naked feet. He was sitting in the chair, the room he was in brightly lit. As he opened his eyes fully and they began to clear he saw another set of booted feet across from him. As he lifted his head slowly, his muscles screamed out in pain and he winced. His eyes traveled up the long, lean and definitely feminine legs that were crossed at the knee.

“The pain you feel is the muscle relaxant leaving your system.” The female voice spoke. “It will pass in a few moments.”

He lifted his eyes more to see the curve of a very shapely female set of hips and firm ass. A small waist and full high breasts under the Mark IV ArmorPly body armor. He was confused for a moment as he saw the gold trimmed crimson sash tied around the waist and then he saw the ends of the platinum blond hair. He lifted his head fully then and was staring into the emerald green eyes of the first Elven Queen of the Union.

“My… my Queen?” He stammered. His throat was dry and his lips parched. 

“I am not your Queen traitor.” Dysea spat. “So do not refer to me by that name.”

“What… where am I?” He asked.

“Chief Engineer Tyaln,” Dysea spoke lifting the data pad and beginning to read. “Four thousand three hundred and nine years old.” Dysea looked up into his eyes. “You have lived a full life I see Tyaln.”

“What is going on?” He spoke as more of his strength returned.

“You have been the Chief Engineer of the Apo Prime Main Maintenance Facility for the last six hundred years and fourteen years. Impressive.” Dysea continued as she looked back at the pad. “You have no mate. No children. No family that is known. You have nearly four million riyal in two separate accounts here within Union space. Not surprising considering your position and that you have no family. What I found more interesting is the thirty-nine million riyal secured in three different accounts within The Wilds. Why is that?” Dysea lowered the pad and looked at him. “I wonder just how you were able to acquire so much financial success Chief Engineer Tyaln. And why exactly would you feel the need to have accounts in The Wilds that are not traceable? It would not be because you have been selling information to our enemies for who knows how long would it? Or that you have been selling elven females into slavery perhaps?”

“What is going on?” Tyaln spoke now looking at the elven Queen whose daughter he had tried to kill. “Why am I here? I demand to…”

Dysea moved with all her combined elven and wolf speed and backhanded Tyaln, his already dry lips cracking and blood spurting from them because of the viciousness of the blow. The hard punch almost knocked him from the chair, but hands he could not see kept this from happening and righted him almost immediately. “You demand nothing!” Dysea snarled at him. “Be glad you are even still living!”

“What is the meaning of this?” Tyaln spat tasting blood in his mouth and the cold grip of fear in his stomach.

“We have been watching you for quite a few weeks now Tyaln.” Dysea spoke returning to her chair. “I have asked this question of myself for all of that time. Why? Why would a man who does not know my daughter outside of repairing the ships that she flies… why would this man want to hurt my daughter?”

“I do not know what you are talking about!” Tyaln barked.

Dysea’s emerald eyes changed then, the familiar black ring surrounding the cornea of her eye as her long wolf fangs extended. “I have been patient Tyaln” Dysea growled at him. “I have been patient and wondered why. Now I would like an answer. And believe me when I tell you Tyaln, you definitely want to give me those answers, for the alternative is not the most pleasing of substitutes.”

“I have rights!” Tyaln shouted. “I have rights and I demand you release me!”

“You are directly responsible for an explosive device being placed on the LSD Drive core of my daughter’s ship. That device exploded shortly after it was discovered and caused heavy damage to their ship and completely destroyed a Jump Gate. If not for the skills of my daughter and her co-pilot, they would be dead. Subsequently… my daughter was then targeted by a group of mercenaries who seemed to be conveniently waiting for her, right where her damaged ship would be. Tell me… how did they know that?”

“What are you talking about?” Tyaln demanded.

“These mercenaries then attempted to board her ship and were repelled. They then chased her to a planet, caused her to crash and caused the death of her co-pilot.” Dysea looked at him. “So not only did you attempt to murder my daughter, you are complicit in the death of a Union officer and pilot. You are not in the best of positions. This is what I want.” Dysea spoke. “I want the name or names of the individuals who contracted you to kill my daughter Tyaln.”

“I will tell you nothing!” He hissed. “You can do nothing to me! I will tell you nothing elf bitch!”

Dysea nodded and got to her feet. “I suspected that would be your answer.” She stated calmly as her fangs retracted and her eyes returned to normal. “I was actually hoping you would have a reaction like this. It makes what I will do now that much more satisfying.” Dysea tossed the data pad to a hidden figure behind Tyaln and looked at him. “You see Tyaln… your actions unwittingly ended up being a blessing for my daughter. A blessing because it brought her together with the man who worships the very ground she walks upon. The man she loves just as intensely. Would you like to meet him Tyaln? He is very upset with you for attempting to kill his il kal'daka darthirii, and he would like to have words with you.”

“I am afraid of no Lycavorian!” Tyaln snapped.

Dysea smiled. “Well good for you.” She told him. “The only problem with your mindless boast is that Tir’ut is no Lycavorian.” 

Tyaln watched Dysea turn her head to the side and his eyes grew wider when Tir’ut stepped slowly into the glare of the single light and stood next to Dysea. Towered over Dysea really, by six inches easily. His normally dark eyes had changed to the cobalt blue of the powerful vampire blood that flowed in his veins and he crossed his thick arms over his chest as he glared at Tyaln. He watched as the much smaller figure came into the light now, and Normya Leonidas appeared next to Tir’ut dressed in the same Mark IV ArmorPly, her equally long platinum hair wrapped loosely in a pony tail and hanging over her shoulder. The crimson and gold sash was tied around her waist, the K14 secured in a holster on her right thigh. Tyaln watched as she stepped up to Tir’ut and intimately pressed her lush, elven body against the towering Immortal. Tyaln had never seen an Immortal up close, and though this one looked different than the images he had seen, there was no mistaking the bone spurs along his jaw line that marked all Immortals. That grip of fear that he had felt in his stomach tightened almost painfully now and grew even larger. 

“Remember me?” Normya spoke softly. “I should probably thank you. If you had not tried to kill me… I would never have met Tir’ut.” Normya Leonidas was shorter than her mother by several inches which actually surprised everyone considering the height of both her mother and father. She did not however lack for strength due to her vertical deficiencies. Tyaln barely saw her move and then the heel of her small palm was impacting his jaw and very nearly breaking his neck with the considerable power of the blow. This time no one stopped the chair from toppling over and his shoulder and side of his head impacted the cold steel floor with a thud, knocking more air from his lungs. “That is for Toral you worthless bastard!”

Tyaln once more did not see the hands that righted his chair none too gently, or yanked back on his chair causing his neck to strain painfully. Blood was pouring from his lips and nose now, covering the front of his shirt.   
Dysea smiled at the look on Tyaln’s face as Anton Simpson stepped up next to her on the opposite side. “Allow me to introduce Anton Simpson Chief Engineer Tyaln. He is the oldest son of Daniel Simpson… I’m sure you know General/Colonel Simpson. Anton is also an officer of the Krypteria Tyaln. Rest assured… what you fail to willingly tell Tir’ut here… you will tell Anton.” 

“You… you can not do this!” Tyaln shouted. “I have rights!”

“Rights which you forfeited the moment you attempted to kill my daughter.” Dysea spoke harshly. “I do not act as a Queen now Tyaln… I act as a mother. And as an elf and Spartan woman, you will now answer to me for what you have done.”
Tir’ut stepped into the blow that hit Tyaln in the center of his chest and it felt as if a building had smashed into his chest. His eyes flew open in agonizing pain, the air whooshed from his lungs, and his eyes bugging from his head as the chair he was sitting in toppled backwards and smashed into the wall three meters behind him. Tir’ut turned and looked at Dysea as Anton moved to right the chair once more.

Darthirii ilhar? He said softly.

Dysea looked at Normya briefly, seeing the coldness of her emerald eyes as she watched Anton lift the chair once more. Normya?
Normya turned and looked at her mother. I need to prepare the STRIKER for when we leave. She spoke.

Dysea nodded and turned back to Tir’ut, looking into his cobalt blue eyes. He is not the one you want my rinovdro dalharuk. Dysea said softly.

Tir’ut nodded. No he is not.
Dysea nodded her head. Find out what you can, rough him up somewhat if you must, but do not kill him. Your father will want to question him in regards to Gerald when we return to Kranek.
Tir’ut nodded. Then he will live. For now.


Normya stepped up to Tir’ut and wrapped her arms his waist, pressing her body to his front and gazing up into his eyes. His eyes returned to normal as he gazed back at her, staring down into her angelic face, and closing his arms around her.


[I have a surprise for you tonight Tir’ut my ssin'urn rinovdro. Before we return to Kranek.] Normya spoke in the heavily shielded connection biting her bottom lip as she looked at him with an adoring love.


[What is that il kal'daka darthirii?] He asked with a smile.


[You will see.] Normya spoke seductively. 


Tir’ut leaned over and nuzzled the top of her elven ear, feeling Normya lean into him and then squeeze his waist tighter. 
It had been difficult without a doubt Tir’ut thought to himself as he inhaled the sweet orange clove scent of Normya’s blood. The most difficult thing he had ever had to do in his life. Resisting the desire for Normya was next to impossible, especially since they had slept in the same bed for the last weeks now. Neither of them with very much on in the way of clothes. If not for the daily sessions with Iriral, helping them to balance their growing abilities together, neither of them would have been able to hold to their vow to be properly married before succumbing to the want they both felt for each other.


Iriral had helped them to be able to manipulate the powerful Mindvoice shield that they could project together. They were now able to manipulate it to the extent that they could expand that bubble outward by several dozen meters. The further away it got, the harder it became to maintain it, but within six meters of their bodies it could stop a point blank strike from Anton’s Shi Viska easily as well as a full burst of Iriral’s hottest flame breath.  Their connection had grown so deep now that it had become impossible to penetrate their MV shields, and they had used this to reinforce and expand their awareness of each other. They were in each other’s blood now, Tir’ut feeding on Normya’s delicious orange clove flavored blood four more times since that first night, and Normya tasting his own blood when she bit him in return. It also helped to sate their yearning for one another and when they finally were able to share that moment, as they wanted, it would be glorious indeed.


Normya reached up on her toes and kissed him once more before patting his broad chest. [I will see you in the main lounge for dinner my love. Do not be late.]


Tir’ut smiled as he watched her walk off; taking her mother’s hand as they headed for the door. He turned back around as Anton came up beside him, Tyaln’s head bobbing back and forth as he tried to maintain consciousness. Anton watched Normya and his aunt exit the door and he looked at Tir’ut.


“So… have the two of you…?” Anton asked. 


Tir’ut shook his head and looked at the man he now considered an exceptional friend. Tir’ut had learned many things from Anton Simpson and he in turn had showed Anton some things he had never known. “We are going to wait until we are properly joined by a Holy One.” He answered Anton’s question.

Anton looked at Tir’ut a new respect in his eyes. “Wow! How hard is that? I know she is my cousin and all… but damn Tir’ut!”


Tir’ut smiled but fidgeted his large feet as he looked at them. “You have no idea Anton.” He said softly.


“Oh… I can imagine. She’s a nubous hottie as my father would say.” Anton spoke. “I shouldn’t talk really… Cihera and I are doing the same with Las'elh. We don’t want to push her into something she might regret later.”


“Forgive me… I thought… the way she acts with Cihera I thought perhaps…” Tir’ut spoke.


Anton shook his head. “Not yet.” He said. “Soon I think… but not yet.” They both turned when Tyaln groaned in pain. Anton shook his head. “You want to hit him a couple more times? It’s actually very entertaining.”


Tir’ut shook his head. “Il kal'daka darthirii made me promise not to kill this man.” He said. “As hard as that is… I will honor my promise to her.”


“Why would she ask that?” Anton inquired.


Tir’ut’s eyes took on a decidedly evil glint and he smiled, baring his vampiric fangs. “She wants the ‘chief’ as she called him. These ‘little fish’ do not interest her.”


Anton chuckled. “That sounds like a Leonidas.” He said. “I hope you know what you are getting yourself into with her. She can be a polecat.”


Tir’ut looked at him. “Polecat? What is this Polecat?”

SPARTA


Jalersi was very relaxed as she made her way down the empty corridors of the third floor of the embassy, clutching the data pad in her hand tightly. She moved casually, as if she was just walking the corridors as she had done for the last several weeks. Jalersi’Puat had learned many things in the ninety odd years of her life; chief among them was caution when it was needed. And it was needed now, especially with who might be watching her every move. She was a Kavalian female, and while she may have been the daughter of the Prefect, she was still a female. She and her sister had been allowed to do many things that the majority of their females were not. They were far more educated then normal females, and given many more freedoms, but their society was still oppressive in nature when it came to equality of the Kavalian female. Jalersi thought that would change when Pusintin became her mate. She thought he would be the instrument by which her father Keleru would bring about the change. It turned out Pusintin was no different than her father, and subconsciously this had weighed heavily on her mind through the years, though it was something she would never show openly. Considering the events that had happened in her life in the last two months, this fact now came roaring to the forefront as she checked the corridor once more before entering the six digit code Pian had given her to enter his quarters. She stopped just inside the doorway, her blue eyes falling on where he sat in the chair with his back to her and she simply gazed at him.

Jalersi had turned to Pian that one night some twenty plus years ago, a night of incredible passion and intense sex, because Pusintin had been dismissing her for months after his brother had soundly defeated him in battle. His younger brother had in fact almost killed him, and only the fact that their fight took place in front of their mother kept Martin Leonidas from killing his brother. Keleru her father had been promising that he would begin to change the violent and oppressive way their society and culture deemed females were treated. While Athani had seen their father’s boast for the lie it was years ago, it had taken until just recently for Jalersi to finally admit it. 
As the years passed, Jalersi could never get that one night with Pian out of her mind. He had made her feel things Pusintin never did. He had worshiped her in every way she could have wanted, dominating her in the ways of their people, yet being gentle and caring at the same time as if she was precious to him. He fucked her brains out to be very blunt, and he did it in a way that forever left an impression on her. Jalersi had thought for so long that he had not locked groins with her because he feared Pusintin in some way. It wasn’t until just recently that Jalersi had come to realize that she was precious to him and he had not locked groins with her that night to protect her status and her life. Until Pian, Jalersi had never been with another man besides Pusintin, and the feel of his fur against her skin and his immense size had made her shiver almost non-stop in rapture that night. Looking back now with a clear mind, that night with Pian was always there, and always on the very edge of her memories whenever she was with Pusintin. Pian was so different now, so different and yet the same. 
The soft fur covering his powerful body was no longer thick and matted, but short, a yellow gold color and so very well groomed. It was consequently soft like feathers to the touch, and Jalersi had taken great joy in curling her fingers through his fur the last weeks. Pian had been leader of his Pride even then, but his father had died prematurely, leaving him in charge of Pride Nruarani while he was still very young by Kavalian standards and unprepared for that duty. At the time Pian was undereducated and even violent in many ways, as all Kavalian males were. After their night together however Jalersi learned that Pian he had changed for her. He became exceptionally well groomed, and had gone back to get a Decree in Education in Astrometrics, which he then applied to his role as ship commander. Pian had changed who he was at his core, and he had not done it for power or wealth or status among their people. He had done all of it for her and only her.
Their second time together had occurred in this very room less than two months ago, and it was a defining moment in her life. 
She had discovered Pusintin’s numerous jaunts outside of their marriage bed from Pian, and while this was acceptable within their culture, it was not acceptable to Jalersi’Puat. And ultimately it was the final piece of the puzzle that had reunited her with the man who she now knew commanded her heart and being and had since that night so long ago. It had taken her this long to finally realize that. Pian had not wanted to win her this way, by exposing Pusintin for what he was and he had refused Jalersi’s attentions at first. Until Jalersi had made a decision she knew would change her life forever. A decision she had made with a clear mind and conscious. A decision that, like the one her sister Athani had made, went against everything she had been raised to believe but felt so very right. Pian had never been afraid Jalersi discovered, he had felt himself not worthy of her, and that is why he had not locked groins with her that night. Pian had no reservations this time around, and Jalersi’Puat had blissfully felt for the first time in her life what it was like to be locked together with a male of her own species. Pian’s huge cock, easily five inches longer than Pusintin’s and much thicker, had locked within her and sent Jalersi spinning into a world of pleasure that she had never visited before. A full three minutes he had spilled his hot seed into her, Jalersi unable to do nothing but clutch and squirm within his grasp and adorn his face with kisses of newfound love and adoration as one raging orgasm followed another rocking her body. Pian had carried her to the bed and they had remained locked together for nearly an hour, every movement sending shivers of delight through her body. His large hands and stroked her body with infinite grace, exploring her in a way she never thought a Kavalian male could comprehend, especially when he went out of his way to caress and tickle the base of her tail where it met her tailbone. No matter how he touched that single spot, it never failed to send Jalersi into zealous shudders of glee. And then it had started all over again. 
Pusintin had never done these things to her, never made her feel what she had felt with Pian and continued to feel with him. He never seemed to tire of her, his large hands roaming her body followed by his lips and tongue. She had never known a Kavalian male would resort to such action with a female, and Pian was proving her wrong at every turn. He had thoroughly loved her in more positions and ways than Jalersi could remember, dominating her at times yes, but in such a way that it had her begging him for more. And then he had locked groins with her again, Jalersi singing out her intense enchantment and clinging to him for fear of ever letting him go. Pian crushed her body to his as the bulb of his huge cock sealed them together, and that is how Jalersi had fallen into an exhausted but content filled sleep. Jalersi had spent almost every night in Pian’s quarters since, discovering just what she meant to this man, and also discovering what it was to truly love someone. 
Pian would lay on the bed with her, their naked bodies entwined and he would tell her of his family history and his hopes for the future of their people. Jalersi found Pian had no interest in conquering anyone, and while he truly hated the High Coven for nearly extinguishing their people, he also knew that not all of the Coven was bad. Pian spoke of intelligent things that actually interested her, unlike Pusintin with his military strategies and how much he hated his brother. Pian had a vision for his Pride that in many ways did not match the vision that her father had for the Kavalian people. Pian was Kavalian through and through, that much was without question, but he also knew that in order to survive and grow and become powerful they had to change and build alliances. If that meant they had to look at things differently then so be it. Pian also felt that treating their females as they did only hampered their growth. It had been the first night with her that had made him see this fact so clearly and the entire time he was improving himself in an attempt to win her, he was improving his Pride by his actions. The Nruarani Pride occupied the outskirts of the Kavalian Empire, far from the Orion Spur Core and away from the more developed worlds of the KFI. This enabled them to practice many things that were not followed within the center of the empire. That included treatment of females and the attitudes towards her father and Pusintin and they way they ruled and fought the war with the High Coven. Jalersi would in turn tell him of her daughter Nikkei, and how Karun would fawn over his sister, quite unlike Kavalian males. She told him that her two youngest sons were more like Pusintin in their actions and mentality, and that often brought them into conflict with Karun.

Jalersi’s head canted slightly when she saw him tilt forward to light the pipe in his hands. Her eyes grew wide and she gasped.
“Pian!” She exclaimed rushing forward.

Pian turned to look at her quickly hearing the tone in her voice as he came to his feet. “Jalersi… what is wrong?” He stammered.
Jalersi glared at him. “What… what are you doing?” She demanded as her eyes went to the pipe in his hand and then back to his face. “You are smoking Tazli Root!”

Pian looked at the pipe and then back to her. “Tazli Root?” He said. “This is not Tazli Root Jalersi. I have told you I do not smoke the root anymore. Not since that night with you.”

Jalersi looked at him. “What is it then?”

Pian held up the pipe, the whispers of smoke wafting from it. “I discovered it in one of the nearby shops along the market’s edge today.” He replied waving his hand gently over the top of the pipe. “It is called tobacco.”

Jalersi’s nose wrinkled at the strong cinnamon scent, but she had to admit it did smell pleasant enough. Her eyes went back to Pian and she looked ashamed. “For… forgive me Pian. I…” She whispered.

Pian turned and took something from the desk and held it up for her to see when he turned back. “I found this as well.” Jalersi’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw the bracelet in his hand. It was made of a metal she had never seen before, lined with small glimmering blue jewels. Pian took her hand in his and gently slid the bracelet into her wrist. “It was once the strongest metal known to exist on this planet. Titanium the woman told me it was called. People would give gifts of this metal to show the strength of their… their feelings for someone.” Jalersi looked up into his dark eyes. “I bought this for you.”
Jalersi ran her fingers over the cool metal as she looked at the bracelet. Her eyes lifted and she looked at him, fighting back the moistness of tears that threatened to spill from her eyes. Pusintin had never bought her anything in all their years together. “It’s beautiful.” She said softly. “I will… I will never take it off Pian.”
Pian smiled and the fierce look of his Kavalian features softened considerably. At least to Jalersi. He took the pad from her hand. “What is this?” He asked.

Jalersi took a deep breath as she watched him begin to read. “An Edict Of Dissolution.” She stated firmly. “I am going to reject Pusintin as my husband and mate. This is the only way I can legally do it by our laws. I must submit this Edict of Dissolution because of his activities outside our marriage bed.”

Pian lifted his eyes to look at her. “Jalersi… you can not do this.” He said.

“I most certainly can!” She snapped. “After what he has done, it is the only recourse for me so that I can be with you Pian.”

“Jalersi… you can not do this now.” Pian stated again.

“What? Why not?” She demanded as her eyes narrowed. “I thought… I thought this is what you wanted Pian. I thought… it is what you want isn’t it? Or has… has all this been a means to get back at Pusintin?”

Pian looked at her, his dark eyes wide. “What?”

“Please Pian… please tell me that this is not just some way for you to make a grasp for power.” Jalersi spoke her voice choked up.


“Power?” Pian nearly shouted. “I want nothing to do with power! Power corrupts men! All I have done… everything I have done… it has been for you! For my Pride! You are all I have ever wanted Jalersi’Puat. All I will ever want! You doubt me?”

“Then why?” Jalersi asked.

Pian took a deep breath and sat back down in the chair. He looked up at her and pulled her into his arms, her arms going around his shoulders. “I did not say this is not what I want you to do Jalersi! It is what I want from you! Just… just not now!”
“But why Pian?” She asked. “I could not… Pian I could not tolerate his attentions now. Not after what you have made me feel.”

“You will never have to feel his hands upon you again Jalersi! I swear this to you! You are mine now Jalersi’Puat! Mine! And I have no intention of allowing anyone to have you ever again! The only man who will ever hold you in his arms again, the only man who will enjoy the pleasure you give will be me. And I will never share!” Pian hissed. 

Jalersi almost burst out crying at his words and she wrapped her arms around his head, pulling it tightly to her large breasts, his eyes never leaving her face. “Oh Pian.” She spoke softly.

“I do not fear Pusintin! I have never feared him Jalersi. I fear what he is capable of when it comes to you. To your children. To our people.” He told her. “I will not risk you or anything you might care about because I am being selfish Jalersi. That would be the ultimate crime against you.”
Jalersi’s face took on a look of confusion. “What do you mean?” 

Pian grasped her firm asscheeks in his hands and pulled her tightly to him never taking his gaze from her gorgeous blue eyes. She could see the indecision in his eyes, struggling with the ingrain traditions of their people about females not being involved in male business. Jalersi lifted her hands and placed them on either side of his face. She stroked the fur on his cheeks and neck, loving the softness against her fingers. “Athani… Athani told me something just before she left.” She said softly. “She told me… she told me she wanted a future of her own making. A future of her own making with a man that she loved.”
“Do… do you love me Jalersi?” He asked softly. “Am I… am I what you want this future to have?”

“More than anything I have ever desired Pian.” Jalersi said without hesitation.

Pian crushed her to him and kissed her hungrily, passionately and it was a kiss that Jalersi returned with all that she was. It was a long moment before they parted and her heart was racing as Pian nibbled her bottom lip as he pulled away. 

“You will present that to Pusintin Jalersi.” He told her. “You will present that to him and be proud to proclaim yourself my wife and member of Pride Nruarani.”

“Then… then why can’t I do it now?” Jalersi asked him gently. “I don’t understand.”

Pian pushed her back gently and got to his feet. He turned to his desk and picked up the data pad, holding it in his hand. Jalersi looked at his back, knowing he was struggling with something inside his mind.

“Pian…?”

Pian’Nruarani made a decision then. A decision that put him on the road Keleru’Puat had sworn to his daughters that he would take. A road Pian would now truly walk because of his feelings for Jalersi. He turned back to Jalersi and held out the pad to her. 
“Your father and Pusintin have been having Jiss and Matuarr investigating something involving ancient Lycavorian law.” He said quickly revealing intelligence and information that up until this moment would have reached the eyes and ears of no female.
Jalersi shook her head puzzled as she took the pad, knowing what Pian had just done and the step it meant in his life. “Lycavorian Law?” She asked. “But why?”

Pian shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered. “I have been trying to determine for what reason ever since becoming aware of it.” He reached up and tapped the pad. “This is not all of the information your father and Pusintin have. It is only a small part of some plan that they are putting into play Jalersi. A very small part if I am right. Jiss and the others could only piss on themselves in praising them. I am a Kavalian… I am proud of my species and our culture! I hate the Coven with everything I am, but I have also seen those vampires who reside here in the Union. They do not look upon our people as beneath them Jalersi! If anything… they look upon us as equals.”

Jalersi tore her eyes from the pad and looked at Pian. “Pian… these excerpts are from ancient Lycavorian Ascension Law.” She stated. “These are not something that… these excerpts are not something that Jiss or Matuarr could simply ask for and receive Pian. At least not to my knowledge.”

Pian nodded. “I guessed as much.”

“What… what does this mean?” Jalersi asked.

“It means that your father and Pusintin are planning something Jalersi.” Pian said. “They are planning something against the Union, and they have someone inside the Union corridors of power helping them.”

Jalersi’s eyes grew wide. “Against the Union?” She gasped. “We only came here… we only came here to keep track of the High Coven! To monitor their activities!”

Pian nodded. “Yes. That is what they want everyone to believe.” He said. “However… I don’t think that is their ultimate goal. That… that is why you can not give your Edict of Dissolution to Pusintin yet. If they are planning something and you do this… I believe it will put you in grave danger. You… your daughter and possibly your sons.” He took her hands. “They have already issued an standing execution order for Athani.” He told her seeing her eyes go wide. “And believe me… if Qurot or Timur find her… they will do far more than kill her Jalersi.”

“Pian… it would be insanity to start a war with the Union when we are already embroiled in a war with the High Coven!” Jalersi said. She gasped and her eyes grew wide. “Unless…”

Pian looked at her. “Unless what?”

“Unless they feel they can avoid a full scale war somehow by using the Union’s own laws against them.” Jalersi spoke softly.

“They have not been very successful in doing that.” Pian spoke.

Jalersi shook her head and looked at him. “And what if that was my father’s intention all along Pian?”

It was Pian’s turn to look confuse. “I don’t understand. Attempting to force this Lisisa to become a Kavalian citizen and losing and then only half heartedly challenging Athani’s defection is part of this plan somehow?”

Jalersi nodded. “Yes. To learn how the Union will act.” Jalersi spoke. “How committed to their laws they are.”

Pian looked at her. “Why would they do this? What would this prove?”
“It has something to do with the Lycavorian Ascension Laws.” Jalersi said. “It has to be!”
“Pusintin can’t challenge for the throne of the Union Jalersi.” Pian spoke. “Even I know that.”

“Then why have Jiss and Matuarr examining the ancient Lycavorian Ascension Laws?” Jalersi spoke. “And how did they get the excerpts that you have shown me to begin with.”

Pian shrugged. “That is easy. Someone is helping them. A Lycavorian.”

