“My father taught me the art of war is simple enough. Find out where your enemy is. Get at him as soon as you can. Strike him as hard as you can, and keep moving on.”
“And what did he tell you about being outnumbered seven to one Andro?”

“Ah… that one is easy Sa’sur. Put your head between your legs and kiss your ass goodbye should cover it nicely.”

“Oh that’s brilliant! So what you are saying is when that arrogant Kavalian Admiral asshole, whatever his name is, contacts us demanding our surrender I can tell him to kiss my elven ass!”
“I would use more colorful language, but yes essentially that is what you can do.”

“Well that’s good to know.”
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

EDEN CITY


Ne'Veha had never been more nervous in her entire life. Twice she had changed her mind about going, but her curiosity as to why her father had lied to her and Sadi’s words ringing in her head overpowered that quickly. She dressed in conservative civilian clothes and made the transport just as it was leaving. All during the trip her heart was racing, wondering why her father would tell Ne’Veha that her grandmother was dead all of these years. She sat by herself, her dark eyes staring off into space for the entire trip to the station and then down to Earth and Eden City itself. She ignored the hundreds of others that were making the trips back and forth to the ships in orbit of Earth, dismissing the frequent looks from males of both elf and Lycavorian descent as they admired her, and making her way through the spaceport until she saw the Heavy Military Lifter with the insignia of the 47th Spartan Guard Division. 
Ne'Veha knew of the 47th SGD and its short but compelling history. It was formed after the Battle for Earth some twenty-six years ago, and was made up of all the surviving members of General Vistr’s 800 Spartan Shock Troops that had come to Earth to fight the High Coven in that last great battle on the plains outside Eden City. They had fought beside their King that day and almost to a man, they had chosen to remain on Earth and make new lives for themselves and help to guard the planet they had a hand in restoring. The driver of the heavy Lifter was a senior enlisted man and he treated Ne'Veha as arriving royalty in his actions and words. The trip to the modest home on the outskirts of Eden City was usually quick but because of the heavy Lifter traffic near the spaceport it took one hour and nine minutes this time. Ne'Veha was then standing outside the home and staring at the woman who was her grandmother. A woman who her father had told her since she was a small child had been dead for almost two hundred years.

Na'rnoas was not much taller than Ne'Veha’s own five foot three, her dark hair still shiny and soft in the light inside the home. She was a typical elven woman in her beauty and the way she carried herself. She had long legs, a small waist and medium sized breasts that were full and firm wrapped in the shirt she was wearing. What Ne'Veha thought was gray hair in the original transmission were actually streaks of white hair that looked to be put there on purpose as a style of some sort. Ne'Veha could only stare at her, taking in the tall Colonel who she now knew was her uncle standing beside her. The younger Lycavorian woman with a huge smile on her face stood on the other side of Ri'nol, the woman gripping his arm tightly. Ne'Veha also saw the towering Lycavorian man who stood behind Na'rnoas. He was easily over six feet tall, and looked to be over two hundred pounds easily. His brown hair was cut short, the beard and mustache he wore meticulously trimmed. His narrow dark eyes watched her intently, almost protectively as he stood just behind Na'rnoas. This must be the man that Na'rnoas had left her grandfather for.


Na'rnoas had embraced her then, and Ne'Veha had felt the warmth spread through her without knowing why, but savoring in the feelings it made course through her. Na'rnoas had taken her hands and simply stared at her before pulling her into the home, tears streaking her face, and that had begun nearly four hours of discovery that Ne'Veha found herself thoroughly enjoying. She was struck by the openness and warm air of the home; she was treated as a member of the family without question or pause. The banter was pleasant and free, Ne'Veha being included in everything. She discovered Na'rnoas had had three other children with the Lycavorian officer Jonout, two of them girls and another son and all of them lived on Earth with their husbands and wives. They spoke of their children and what was happening in the city and the Union, never pressing Ne'Veha on anything and acting as if she had been joining them for dinner like this for years. Ne'Veha also noticed that Jonout and Ri’nol had a habit of nuzzling their wives and mates at different times, nuzzles which always seemed to elicit soft sighs of delight and contentment.  Ri’nol’s two children, the baby girl she had seen in the arms of his Lycavorian wife in the transmission and the young boy who was full of energy and running around the table for most of dinner had kept her entertained as well. The baby had a habit of shifting to wolf form at the most inopportune times, and this caused everyone to laugh and chuckle, especially when the wolf pup would bang its nose into the wall and start wailing.


It wasn’t until Na'rnoas had taken her hand, given her a large mug of coffee and one for herself and directed them into the yard and patio that Ne'Veha’s true discovery began. Na'rnoas guided her to the comfortable bench in the yard and they settled into it silently. She sipped her coffee and turned to look at her.


“You look as if you have hundreds of questions child.” She spoke softly. “I will answer as many as I am able.”


“Why?” Ne'Veha asked first of all.


Na'rnoas smiled gently. “I do not know why your father has told you I was dead all of these years. As I said… he is much like his father… and he even followed him into politics. Something that I abhor.”


“What… what happened?” Ne'Veha asked her.


“That is simple really.” Na'rnoas replied. “Your grandfather Me’mar was a member of the Lower Parliament just as your father is now. He was almost never home, always attending one meeting or another. I got to attend all the official functions and such but I was never more than an add on to him. Something pretty to look at while he mingled with the others. When your father was born I saw even less of him. When your grandfather sent your father to the finest private political school on Elear, I was lost. I had nothing to do Ne'Veha. Your father was only seven at the time he left, and your grandfather took that away from me. Your father was my life up until then, but your grandfather didn’t want the added responsibility that a child gave us… and I did. It was also the reason we never had more children.” Na'rnoas took a deep breath.

“After this happened I would travel to Aetia on the other side of the planet on certain days as a way to punish your grandfather. It really had no effect. I continued to go in order to fill my time and that is where I met Jonout.” Na'rnoas spoke. “I always went to the same café and one day he was there. He was with two other officers; they were part of the Elear Defense Forces at the time. He was new to Elear and I would see him every time I went there. I didn’t find out until much later that this is actually how he planned it. He had seen me there that first day and couldn’t get me out of his head. One day the café was unusually busy and I arrived later than normal and could not get a table. Jonout offered me his. He was going to leave because he was embarrassed, but I insisted he stay and allow me to buy him a cup of tea for his kindness. We began to talk and every time I arrived in Aetia at that time he was there. I knew he was planning it, but he was very handsome and very friendly and I enjoyed the attention.” Na'rnoas looked at her with a smile.

“It started off innocent enough really. I was lonely… he was new to Elear and wanted the company. We talked of everything we did. A decade this went on Ne'Veha! I saw him in this way for a decade… that is the extent and power of his love for me.” Ne'Veha could see the happiness in her eyes when she spoke and knew that what she was saying was the truth. “At first it was only once or twice a month… I was married to your grandfather and I felt guilty for meeting with him. I think that was one of the deciding factors in my decision. A family was not what your grandfather wanted. A family is what I wanted. Jonout understood that because he wanted a family as well. We began seeing more of each other then… easily four or five times a month. I had more in common with Jonout than I ever did with Me’mar.”


“You didn’t…?” Ne'Veha began to ask but quickly stopped herself. “Forgive me... I should not have asked that.”


Na'rnoas chuckled and took Ne'Veha’s hand and squeezed it. “No. Jonout was and still is in many respects a very traditional Lycavorian. Having an affair with me while I was married was not something he would have done. I would have… gods I would have. I wanted him so bad.” Na'rnoas shook her head. “He would not. Looking back now… when I see how long he pursued me but never pressured me…” Na'rnoas shook her head.

“Then… then what happened?” Ne'Veha asked.


“I went to your grandfather Me’mar finally and confronted him.” Na'rnoas answered easily. “I told him about Jonout… that Me’mar never paid me any mind and I wanted more. I told him Jonout gave that to me. I told him we had been seeing each other for almost ten years and Jonout loved me even though I was married to him. I told him we had never slept together but the urge was becoming too strong to resist.” Na'rnoas met her eyes. “Your grandfather told me to do what I felt I needed to do to curb my physical needs. His only requirement was not to embarrass him in any way.”

Ne'Veha looked at her stunned. “You are… you are serious!” She gasped.


Na'rnoas nodded her head. “I was just as stunned then as you are now.” She said. “When I told Jonout he was absolutely livid. He almost went to your grandfather himself and was intent on letting him know what a fool he was. How he was disrespecting me with his actions.”


“He… he didn’t?” Ne'Veha asked.


Na'rnoas shook her head quickly. “No! I couldn’t allow that! Jonout would have hurt him and quite possibly ruined his career.” She smiled fondly as she remembered how Jonout acted back then. So protective of her, so loving and caring. “Up until then all he had done was kiss me Ne'Veha. And I practically had to force him to do that.” Na’rnoas continued. “Oh my, but what a kisser he was! The way he nuzzled my ears… I thought for sure I would faint whenever he did that.”


Ne'Veha’s mind quickly went to the moment that Andro had nuzzled her own ears so very gently and sent shivers shooting through her. And that was without her even being sexually excited. Just his casual nuzzle had nearly overcome her. Thinking on it now, Tarren’s nuzzle, even in the midst of the passion of the moment did not come even close. She lifted her eyes and looked at her grandmother. “What did you do?” She asked softly.


“I did what my heart told me to do.” Na'rnoas answered immediately. “I returned and told your grandfather I was leaving him. I told him I was ending our marriage. On the shuttle ride back to Aetia… oh Ne'Veha I had never felt such freedom. Jonout was waiting for me at the spaceport. Your father was almost twenty by now and I quickly tried to contact him when I got to Aetia… but your grandfather had already gotten to him. He was enraged and demanded that I return and make amends with your grandfather. I tried to explain to him why I had done what I did, but all he could say was that I was associating myself with a Lycavorian military officer! A man who was beneath my position as your grandfather Me’mar’s wife. Your grandfather went so far as to try and have Jonout arrested for abducting me.” Na'rnoas shook her head sadly. “Imagine the surprise on the two elven officers who came to Jonout’s home in Aetia to arrest him and I was there. I presented my petition to dissolve my marriage to your grandfather to them.”

Ne'Veha shook her head. “This is all so… so unbelievable.” She stated.


Na'rnoas nodded. “I agree.” She said. “I thought perhaps time would have smoothed things over and when we returned for your grandfather’s passing on ceremony I spoke with your father.”


“You went to grandfather’s ceremony?” She gasped.


Na'rnoas nodded. “Jonout insisted.” She answered. “He said it was the honorable thing to do. We did have a child together, Me'mar and I.”


“What… what did father do?” Ne'Veha asked.


“He called me some choice names mind you…” Na'rnoas answered. “And Jonout even worse. He told me I was not welcome and I would never be forgiven for what I did. That was one hundred and eighty years ago. Jonout’s ship was involved with the Entalian Incursion by the High Coven. It was destroyed and he lost a lot of good people that day. I was with him… and we escaped with the survivors of his crew. It was initially reported that all hands were lost. This is where your father got the idea we were dead.”


Ne'Veha looked at her. “How long… how long has he known you were alive?” She asked.


Na'rnoas shrugged. “He discovered the truth ten years later when Jonout and I returned to Elear from Apo Prime. Jonout had taken a temporary command in the Elear Defense Forces. It was only for two years while his new ship was built. Ri’nol had been born by then, as well as his younger sister Telaria. Your father was not happy in the least, but by then I had found all I had ever desired in Jonout’s arms as his wife and mate. I had found a man who worshiped me Ne'Veha, in every possible way you could imagine. He treats me now the same as he treated me then, like I am some precious jewel. When your father came to our home, I had been the wife of a Lycavorian Spartan for a decade and I was not the same woman I was when I left. I had learned much in those ten years, most of it from Jonout’s own mother. She was so happy that her son had finally taken a mate and wife, and even happier when she realized I was an elf. We are still very close. She lives on Apo Prime and runs a small trinket shop in the Northern Tuya Merchant Quarter. Your father demanded I leave Elear! He said he would insure Jonout would suffer for stealing me from your grandfather.”

“What… what did you tell him?” Ne'Veha asked enthralled with the story now.


“I told your father that Jonout never stole me from your grandfather, because I was never Me’mar’s property to begin with. I told him that perhaps if Me'mar had treated me as something more than a trophy, things would have been different. I told him that if he wanted to take on my mate Jonout, he was more than welcome to try.” Na'rnoas answered. “I told him he would have to go through me first however! Your father didn’t like that so much, especially when he saw Ri’nol and Telaria come running across the main room of our home calling me mommy. I told him I was not the meek woman who his father had neglected for so many years and that I would beat him down if he attempted anything.”


Ne'Veha’s eyes were wide. “You… you told father that?” She gasped in shock.


Na'rnoas nodded her head. “That didn’t go over well.” She stated with a grin. “Not at all.”


“What… what did he do?” Ne'Veha asked.


“He tried to have the Elven Parliament banish Jonout from Elear.” Na'rnoas answered her quickly. “That was until I showed up at the meeting and told the Elven Parliament exactly what had taken place a decade earlier. Your father’s petition died right there in its infancy. He swore never to talk with me again and so far he has kept to that. I have inquired of you, and you alone since I realized you were my granddaughter. When you joined the fleet I was so proud. Jonout and Ri’nol have kept watch over you and…”


“Kept watch over me?” Ne'Veha hissed.


Na'rnoas laughed. “Nothing like that child.” She said quickly. “They have kept track of your career nothing more. They have kept track of your career because I asked them too. You are the only one of your father’s children to go against his will and join the military and I hoped that one day we might cross paths.” Na'rnoas smiled. “My prayers were answered because you are here now.”

Ne'Veha shook her head. “Grandmother I…” She stopped herself when she realized what she had called Na'rnoas and met her green eyes.


“Why did you contact your Uncle Ri’nol Ne'Veha?” Na'rnoas asked gently squeezing her hands. “There must have been a reason for your actions, and unless I miss my guess it probably has something to do with your new COM designation as Ri'nol told me. Spartan One One Charlie.”


Ne'Veha shook her head. “Andro did that.” She said quickly. “I… I didn’t discover it until just recently. I feel like such a fool.”


“Andro?” Na'rnoas spoke with some surprise in her voice. “You do know that there are very few who would even think of referring to the Crown Prince with such familiarity Ne'Veha. It was you on the Netnews two months ago, wasn’t it? You were the woman on his dragon’s back weren’t you?”

Ne'Veha looked down at her hands. “Yes.” She answered before lifting her eyes and nodded slowly meeting her grandmother’s gaze. “I… I see them in my dreams grandmother.” She said softly. “All of them… and I yearn… I…”


Na'rnoas took Ne'Veha’s hands in hers and squeezed them even tighter still. “Perhaps you should start from the beginning Ne'Veha.”


Whether it was the soothing sound of her voice, the warmth in her eyes or simply the fact that Sadi had been right all along, Ne'Veha began to speak. “It… it started when I first arrived here on Earth… I could feel them even then. I…”


Na'rnoas did nothing but listen to her granddaughter speak uninterrupted for nearly an hour. Her emotions came through in her voice at different times, but even still Ne'Veha spoke with clarity and great intelligence and feeling. Na'rnoas silently cursed her son for being so insensitive and openly lying to his children about Lycavorians as a species. His false words and teachings were only compounded by the fact that this Lycavorian Tarren had simply reinforced her son’s teachings to Ne'Veha and it had confused her even more. Na'rnoas had been married to a Lycavorian for far too long now to not feel angry at what Tarren had knowingly done. She could feel Jonout standing in the shadows only a few meters away silently listening to Ne'Veha speak. They had both met the King and Queens and almost all of their children at some point since coming here and calling Eden City and Earth home. The King’s relationship with President Turner, Selene, Tarifa and Aihola almost guaranteed interaction with the most senior military officers on Earth, of which Jonout was one. Na'rnoas found them to be the most down to earth and normal royal family she had ever read about in the history cubes and pads. She and Jonout had even sat at Prince Androcles’s table only two years ago during one of these informal dinners and Na'rnoas had been struck at how traditional he and his siblings really were, and how completely lacking in arrogance of any kind. Now as she sat listening to Ne'Veha, she could tell right away where Ne'Veha wanted to be, where she knew she belonged. And Na'rnoas vowed to show her granddaughter just how correct her feelings were.

“…don’t know what to do anymore.” Ne'Veha finally finished speaking and looking up at her face.


Na'rnoas nodded slowly and put her palm to Ne'Veha’s cheek. “There is one question I must ask of you before I say anything else.” She spoke softly. “This Tarren… do you have any feelings for him in the least Ne'Veha?”


Ne'Veha shook her head immediately. “No! Of course not! He is a fool who only wishes to have me in his life so that it looks good. I believe now… I believe now that he was only the method for me finding Andro and the others grandmother. He was the reason I left Elear and part of me… more and more of me believes that is what set me on the path to finding Andro. But now… after Sadi discovered him in…”


Na'rnoas put her fingers to Ne'Veha’s lips silencing her words. “There are many things that we do not understand Ne'Veha.” She spoke softly. “Many things that we can’t hope to explain. Why did the events in my life lead me to where I am now? Why did I fall hopelessly and shamelessly in love with a Lycavorian who worships the ground upon which I walk? Why did I leave your grandfather? Why is what’s happening to you mirroring almost exactly what happen to me? Everything has reason and purpose Ne'Veha, and sometimes we can not see that reason and purpose because we are trying to understand and answer the overall complexity of it all.”


“What… what do you mean?” She asked.


“You have felt them since arriving on Earth.” Na'rnoas said. “Probably long before that if what Sadi told you is true, you just did not understand what it was you felt. Sadi may have been right when she told you that they could not feel what you are meant to mean to them until they eventually came together. The scope of Prince Androcles Leonidas; his father the King as well, their true power and abilities? It has befuddled so many who have tried to understand it. The Prince and his Bonded Sister are still growing in what they can do, as are the King and Torma. One thing is certain however… as his father worships his Queens, the Prince will worship any who are meant to be with him by fate and destiny. You have not questioned that Sadi and these other women are part of this life you feel you are meant to travel; and that tells me that it is not something you would turn away from.”

Ne’Veha met her eyes evenly, feeling very much like she could tell this woman anything. She shook her head slowly. “It does not deter me.” She said softly. “Unbelievably… I embrace it.”

“You question whether he can love you as intensely as the others however.” Na’rnoas said. “Don’t you? You question whether he can love you just as equally given everything your father has hammered into your head all of these years about Lycavorians. Especially after what this Tarren has done.”


Ne'Veha’s eyes were wide as she stared at this woman. “How… how could you know that?”

Na’rnoas smiled. “It is written all over your face Ne'Veha.” She answered. “You question what you feel… yet you want to embrace it. You made the decision to come here. To seek out your Uncle for a reason. You found what you didn’t expect… but your reason for coming here is still the same. What is that reason?”


Ne'Veha shook her head. “I don’t know anymore.” She said softly.


“I think you do.” Na'rnoas answered gently. “You just have to have faith in what you feel and let it happen.”


Ne'Veha looked at her. “Will… will you help me?”


Na'rnoas smiled. “There is nothing that would make me happier Ne'Veha. First you have to tell me what it is you want. Then you will have started yourself down that road you feel you are supposed to walk and everything else will fall into place.”


“They… they can smell Tarren grandmother. Sadi and Andro. I can not pursue anything if they smell him all over me. I… I think Tarren; he went as far as he could without actually cado forn.” Ne'Veha spoke softly, her voice barely a whisper. “I want to… I want to know how to get his scent off of me grandmother.”


Na'rnoas smiled. “I thought that might be it.” She said.


“Is… is there a way?” Ne'Veha asked.


Na'rnoas nodded. “A tried and true way.” She replied. “But before we get to that… tell me of yourself Ne'Veha.” She squeezed Ne'Veha’s hands tighter. “I would very much like to know who my granddaughter is. If that is alright with you?”


Ne'Veha smiled for the first time all evening. A smile that wasn’t forced or done to cover up the fact she was uncomfortable.


“I would like that very much grandmother.” She said.


Ne'Veha didn’t see her Uncle Ri’nol move up beside his father in the shadows just by the outside door into the patio area. Jonout glanced at his oldest son and child. He may have been half elf, his two inch high elven ears very prominent, but he was all Lycavorian in his manner and actions. Jonout had raised his children to honor both of their heritages; it was just that all of them chose to be more Lycavorian than elf. It was not something that upset Na'rnoas in the least and she in fact encouraged this.

“Everything happens for a reason son. I see that more and more each day.” Jonout spoke softly.


Ri’nol nodded. “Yes it does father.” He stated.


“You know Sa’sur? The captain of the SCIMITAR?” Jonout asked.

Ri’nol nodded. “Yes. It is said she and Prince Androcles are of one mind and when they stand on their bridge together. It is almost as if they read each other’s thoughts.”


Jonout nodded. “Contact her for me son.” Jonout spoke. “Find out everything you can on this Tarren fellow.”


Ri’nol looked at his father. “What are you going to do father?” He asked.


“What rule have I always raised you to follow without fail when it concerns your mate Ri’nol?” Jonout asked his son.


“Honor and respect them always. Love them completely and without question.” Ri'nol answered.


Jonout nodded. “I have loved your mother since the very first moment I saw her on Elear. There has never been any doubt in my mind about that. I will do whatever it takes to see her happy. She is as happy now as I have ever seen her son. I do not intend to let anyone take that away from her. And I will do what Prince Androcles can not do because of his position. It would not do for the Crown Prince to pursue Ne'Veha if she smells of this Tarren. Your mother will help Ne'Veha rid herself of his scent, and I will insure Tarren does not bother her anymore. There are many Lycavorians who do not follow the rules we live by son. That usually changes with time and experience, but I intend to see this Tarren fellow is out of the picture.”


Ri'nol looked back to where his mother and Ne'Veha were sitting and talking in animated voices. “There is no question the Prince wants her. He would not have changed her COM designation unless he was without doubt.”


Jonout nodded. “And that is why we will kill two birds with one stone as General Lynwe is so fond of saying.” 


“I’ll contact her in the morning.” Ri'nol spoke.


Jonout nodded. “Good. Now let us go back inside and leave your mother to discover something of her past and hopefully her future. I wish to bounce my grandson on my knee a few more times before he goes to bed.”

SPARTA
KING’S VILLA

KINGS SECURE OFFICE

“Chetak!” Martin Leonidas hissed angrily. “Is that like a fucking joke?”


“He’s actually Lucvaun’s son Marty.” Anja answered. “His youngest son. He apparently was able to hide his identity during the trials by changing his name and his face. He wasn’t old enough to take part in any atrocities back then Martin; he was off Enurrua until only two weeks before we arrived. He was attending a military academy in Limian space under false papers. He was making his way back to Enurrua when we attacked. He was caught on Elear when we hit Chetak and his ilk. His mother apparently began telling him that I killed his father as soon as they discovered one another upon arriving on Apo Prime.”


Martin turned from the transmission as Aricia walked in carrying two mugs of coffee. “Lucvaun is the asshole who shot Isheeni right?” He asked as he took the mug. “The one Torma killed?”


Anja nodded. “One and the same.”


“How did his son slip past the screeners even with a new face and name?” Martin asked. “It isn’t something he could have hidden during that time period. Is it?”


“That is my fault sire.” Vengal spoke moving into the transmission now and looking at Martin. “I… I did not thoroughly vet his application when he applied to the Durcunusaan. Vistr and I received hundreds of applications a day. His skill set indicated he was well qualified. It wasn’t until the mission to Lycavore that we actually began to see his true nature come through. I…” Vengal lowered his head. “I assumed he had a cruel streak and it was natural for him to rebel against orders. That is why I reassigned him when he returned. I did not stop to think why he was like he was. Rinard apparently made contact with Seanna during that mission and then it continued even after I forced him out of the Durcunusaan.”

“It is not your fault Vengal.” Aricia spat as she handed Martin the coffee and sat on the edge of his desk in front of him. “None of us are perfect in what we do, and that was a very trying time for all of us.”


“But I should have questioned why he didn’t protest when I expelled him. I…” Vengal started.


“No!” Martin barked. “This is not your fault Vengal, and I will not have you second guessing yourself after all these years! You have been with me… with all of us since the very beginning. We have all made mistakes since that time… me more than anyone. We do not dwell on those mistakes Vengal… you know that. Period.”


Vengal looked at him in the transmission and nodded his head. “No, no we do not.” He stated. 


Martin sipped his coffee. “The question now is how can we use this information against him?”


Anja took a deep breath. “I don’t think we can Lover.” She said simply.


“Anja… why not?” Aricia declared now. “Does this not prove that anything Rinard has stated or sworn to can not be trusted?”


Anja nodded. “In a normal world I would say yes.” She stated. “But…”


Martin looked at her. “Red? What’s going on?”


Anja met his eyes. “I don’t think we can stop what is going to happen Martin.” She said softly. “No matter how much we prove that Rinard and Pcillany have been lying through their teeth since this all began, I don’t believe it will change the outcome of what Buonau and Wiktor already have planned.”


“And that is?” Martin asked.


“They want power back.” Anja said. “Plain and simple. No matter what I do… they are intent on insuring I do not get exonerated from these trumped up charges. Eurin and Vana agree with me. Zaniai and grandfather have been hearing rumblings as well among the aides to some of the Ministry members.”


“Anja… Anja can they do that?” Aricia asked softly.


Anja shrugged. “Anything is possible.” She spoke. “The Hadarian Constitution of Law is very complex and it does allow the Ministry to limit and even remove many of the powers from the Royal family. They would need to keep a member of the Royal family in the forefront, but essentially they could take back power and rule like they used to after my father and mother were killed. They had absolute power for over six hundred years after Vana and I were taken from Hadaria Marty. They have grown power hungry.”


“What else are you not telling me?” Martin asked her his dark brown orbs focused on her intently.


Anja met his gaze evenly. “There… there have been other rumors that my grandfather and Zaniai have heard Lover. Rumors of Hadaria declaring their independence from the Union. Rumors of an outside group willing to step in and support them if they go that way.”


“An outside group?” Martin asked. “What group?”


Anja shook her head. “No one knows.” She replied. “Eurin and Zaniai are limited in how far they can push, and even the information they get is questionable. Buonau and her cronies have had a long time to plan and put this together, and they have effectively neutralized Eurin’s role as Divine One because of her support for me. There is no doubt that Rinard is working with them though.”


Vengal nodded. “I’ve had two of my scouts trailing him since I arrived.” He spoke. “He has met with Buonau on two different occasions. They were unable to obtain any information on what was talked about, but they are continuing to try. The Hadarian Elder Guard Militia is far more advanced in their training than Buonau wants us to believe Milord. They were using some very sophisticated jammers around the meeting places and security was very tight, and very well hidden. My people said they move professionally and confidently.”


Martin looked at Anja. “Rinard?” He asked.


“He does have the skills needed to give them this training.” Anja answered him. “And the more little things that we discover as we go, the more we are beginning to believe that he is also involved in what Dysea and Normya are working on.”


“You are speaking of the kidnapping of female elves and Hadarian medical equipment aren’t you?” Aricia asked.


Anja nodded quickly. “Yes. As well as the attempt on Normya’s life. Or the attempted kidnapping. Whatever you want to call it.”


“They didn’t want her dead.” Martin said softly.


Aricia looked at Martin quickly, her azure blue eyes filled with questions and surprise. “You… you know?” She asked.


Martin nodded. “I’ve known since the first week.” He replied. “I’ve let Melda Min and Normya handle it. They don’t need me sticking my size eleven boot in something as delicate as that. I’m not exactly subtle you know.”

“Beloved… who would say such a thing?” Aricia gasped out with mock surprise.

Martin chuckled. “Anton, Cihera and this Las’elh are with them so they have plenty of Krypteria support as well as some of Bella’s Vlos Sargtlinen. I… as much as it just blows my mind when I say it… I think we can trust Cha’talla, T’lolt and their Immortal tribe. Melda Min trusts them and that is no small feat. I’m more concerned with Buonau and her partners. Could she be involved with the kidnapping of elves as well?”
Anja shrugged. “It’s unlikely but possible. I don’t think she fully understands what she has entered into working with Rinard.” She replied. “And there is far more to him than what he is showing her I’m betting. He’s too confident in what he does Marty. Too sure of himself. As if he knows something that we don’t. Something that we don’t know yet.”
“If this Rinard is involved with trying to have Normya killed or kidnapped, then he got the information on Normya’s ship from somewhere. And Dysea is almost positive it is Rinard who enlisted this vampire mercenary that she has spoken of. He is the one that went after her in The Wilds. The one that still searches for her if Dysea is correct. After For’mya and I explained what was happening on Hadaria and what role this Rinard was playing, Dysea was sure of it.” Aricia spoke now. “If he got that information on Normya, then it stands to reason that he got the information on the female elves from the same source.”

Anja nodded. “And that means…”

“That could only mean that we have traitors in our midst.” Aricia snarled.
“Probably more than one.” Anja said meeting Martin’s eyes. “The question that remains though is who would want to target Normya? And why. And how many of our other children are being looked at as targets of some kind?”

Martin nodded. “Melda Min thinks she might have picked up a major player in that.” He spoke. “The Chief Engineer at the repair facility on Apo Prime. He has all the access to provide Rinard with this information. We are just trying to determine a connection between them, as well as any other connections they might have.”

“Marty… they aren’t staying on Apo Prime are they?” Anja asked quickly. “That might not be the wisest thing if they picked up this man. The little ones as well! They…”

Martin shook his head and held up his hand. “They left this morning to return to Kranek Red.” He answered. “They took NORMYA’S LIGHT this time. She’ll stay shrouded, along with her wing to provide support if its needed. None of the Netnews jerks have been making any inquiries as to where she is, and that is a good thing.”

“It won’t last sire.” Vengal stated.

Martin nodded. “I know. But we’re going to milk it for everything we can get out of it. The more time she has to figure out what is going on, the better off we will be. I have ordered the Durcunusaan to put added security on our smaller children Anja. The rest of them rarely leave SODRAG, and when they do, it’s usually to Andro’s villa. Their movements are too erratic to get a solid lock on them.”

“What about Duewa?” Anja snarled. “Has she made any strange indications that she will try and remove Retta and Calyb from Earth?”

Martin shook his head. “No.”

“They would be the ones Buonau would want to use as her fronts for the Royal family if she is successful. They are still young enough for her to twist them to her views and turn against all they have learned so far.” Anja said quickly. “She knows Eliani would tell her to stuff it up her ass, and the only hope she would have is to try and turn Retta and Calyb into the mindless automations they are turning out of their school now.”

“For’mya and I may have put the fear of the gods into Duewa Anja.” Aricia said. “At the very least we have given her pause in whatever she may have planned.”

Anja shook her head. “It won’t be enough.” She said. “She has been under the thumb of her mother for too long.”

“Enough of this farce Red!” Martin snapped. “If you think all is lost then pull yourself out of there and we will let the chips fall where they may.”

“No!” Anja said immediately. “I will not abandon the people here unless my position becomes untenable Marty. I can’t! It wouldn’t be right! That would be worse than standing up to Buonau, for then she could use it against me.”

“Anja… you have seen the same Netnews reports we have!” Martin snapped. “You don’t have the support on Hadaria that you do in the Union. No one off Hadaria buys into the shit Buonau is shoveling. They know it is all a big scam! If you stay there she will find a way to make you disappear Red! She will succeed!” 

“I’m willing to take that risk.” Anja said evenly meeting his gaze. “I’m in no danger right now Lover. They haven’t discovered the tunnels or the bunkers. I have Miath, Atropos, Belen and two hundred Durcunusaan troops here, plus Vengal’s scouts. I need to stay Martin. I need to see this out to the end. Sivana and I agree on that. We won’t leave unless it is absolutely necessary! We will send Siara back to Earth though Aricia. She does not need to be here to see what may happen.”

Aricia nodded. “I will make sure she is watched over Anja.” She stated. “My mother will be overjoyed to have all of her grandchildren and great grandchildren to spoil!”

“Anja I don’t like this.” Martin said getting to his feet. “You are leaving yourself exposed in too many spots.”

“I’m not leaving!” Anja snapped. “And that’s final!”

“Anja at the very least allow me to send one or two of Helen’s senior students from the School of the Oracles, or even just one. You have only yourself, Miath and Atropos. Even with yours and Miath’s advanced skills and power, you would not be able to form a MV bubble. My brother is a Tier Six yes, but he is not powerful enough to sustain the bubble. At bare minimum, one other Tier Six Mindvoicer will enable you to form a link should you need to vanish, and then you can maintain it.”

Anja contemplated that for a moment and then nodded. The MV bubble was something they had devised and developed some fifteen years ago, and when there were enough Tier Six Mindvoicers with the level of training needed, they could initiate an MV bubble and essentially disappear from any known lifesign sensors or scanners. “Very well.” Anja said with a nod. “I’ll have Vengal arrange for their arrival.”
“What angles are you working for Rinard Anja?” Martin asked changing the subject.

Anja shook her head. “There aren’t many of them I’ll tell you that.” She replied. “He’s pretty much covered himself very well. The men who took part in the security footage are all dead so we can’t bring them forward to testify. He would have killed the clone too. He is sitting in a pretty good position. Buonau has been over every thing I have done since being Queen. She has sensitive information on several things she should not have been able to obtain, but that doesn’t matter now because she has it.”

Vengal nodded. “Another clue that Rinard is far more connected off Hadaria than we first thought. I would like permission to have Vistr begin running background checks on anyone even remotely close to Rinard Milord.”

Martin nodded. “Do it.” He stated. “Red… the SPIRIT and her Wing are standing by just outside the PDP line of Hadaria. Do not hesitate to use them if things get to that point.”

Anja nodded. “Don’t worry Lover… I still have a couple more tricks up my sleeve. I’m not going to go as quietly as Buonau hopes.”

“I would prefer you didn’t go at all.” Martin spoke. 

Anja chuckled. “Me either.” She stated. They watched Anja turn her head to look at someone out of the transmission window and nod then she turned back. “Marty… I’m getting another transmission from off Hadaria on the Secure Spartan Channel. It’s probably Dysea. Let me take that and come up with a better fall back plan and I will contact you when I have that.”

“Red?” Martin waited for her to look at him. “No doubts Anja.” He spoke. “No doubts ever.”
Anja smiled brightly. “No questions or regrets Lover.” She answered. “I will talk to you in another day or so.”

Martin looked at Aricia as the transmission faded and she met his gaze with those azure orbs he could not stand to be without. Her lavender and coco scent was strong and clear, and it would grow even more ripe and sweet over the next three weeks because she was coming into phase. For’mya’s Wild Orchid scent was peaking as well. The four of them always came into phase at the same time now, and it drove him crazy with want and desire. Aricia’s scent would always be the one that was more pronounced in his mind because she was his anome, and she was pure Lycavorian, but having four of his five queens come into phase at the same time usually meant endless hours of pleasure for all of them.
Aricia’s eyes bore into him now with a confused expression though and he sipped his coffee. “What?” He asked gently.

“What is bothering you Beloved?” She asked softly. “You should have ordered Anja home and you didn’t. No matter what is happening on Hadaria my love, she is still a Queen of this Union, a Lycavorian Spartan Queen and she is in danger.”

“She wouldn’t have listened to me Saaraurano.” Martin spoke. “You heard her for yourself.”

Aricia stepped closer to him. “Then you should have ordered my brother to bring her home Martin.” She stated confidently. “She would have been angry at first yes, but she would have understood.”
“Where are For’mya and Bella?” He asked.

“They are shopping in the quarter for our new son when he arrives.” Aricia stated. “And do not change the subject.”

“I’m not changing the subject!” Martin snapped.

“Yes you are.” Aricia spoke calmly. “And do not raise your voice to me. We are Anomes Martin Leonidas. There is very little you can hide from me. Your other Queens yes… but not from me. Something is bothering you, and it has been bothering you for some time now. What is that?”

“Nothing is bothering me!” He said.

Aricia set her own coffee down and stepped close to him then, inhaling deeply of his mint scent and feeling his aura caress her mind and body in a way only he could. She felt his arms close around her, and his scent and aura stirred her passions and desire as they always did. She pressed her face to his chest and squeezed his arms tightly. “You need never fear my Beloved. You are able to share anything with me and I will understand. Just know that you have will have to come to grips with what is troubling you sooner or later and I will help you however I am able.”

Martin pulled her lush body tighter against his, fighting the brief urge to take her right there in his office. Her buried his face in her thick black hair and nodded his head slowly. “I know.” He whispered. “I know.”

Aricia smiled to herself. “Then I will speak no more of it.” She said softly.

EARTH

SOUTHEAST ASIA

It was one of a handful of secret bases that had been established over the last twenty years on earth. Used for specialized training in jungle and mountain warfare, it was situated in the deep jungle between the crossroads of two rivers in what was once known as Vietnam. At the moment it was also one of the most active bases on Earth. Sixty-three men and women and four dragons had been training intensely for the last two months in moving through the thick jungle and combining their unique ways of fighting. The Lycavorian unit had been handpicked by King Leonidas himself, while the High Coven unit was a special unit that had been together since its inception in fighting the Kavalians. The many buildings within the base perimeter were all one story and painted in the color scheme of the jungle all around them so that they blended well into the surroundings. It would be hard to spot the base from the air, and combined with the sophisticated sensor jammers built into the surrounding mountains, it would be almost impossible to detect the base from orbit.

Resumar Leonidas was in his element here, and it was something that his new wife was easily able to pick up on. They had been here for less than a week and Athani noticed how much more alert and attuned to everything around them Resumar was. He moved like a giant wolf waiting to pounce onto its prey, and it made her blood churn for him more than it had at any point in their relationship together. Athani Leonidas knew what it was, the more feral instincts of both of their species was coming out in them, for she felt it within herself as well. Their lovemaking had become much more intense and passionate, their couplings lasting for hours as they allowed their inner animals to move closer to their outer skin. His reaction may have been due in some part to Athani more than anything. Kavalians were always closer to their wilder instincts and untamed nature, and as she became more and more comfortable in her new position, as she grew confident in the intense love Resumar had for her and she for him, Athani Leonidas was coming out of the shell she had built around herself all these years. She knew it was due to the complete acceptance of her within the small circle of Resumar’s family and friends, something she never imagined she would ever obtain. This allowed her to be more like herself, and more like Demahra told her she could become.


Athani’s upbringing was traditionally Kavalian, but as the daughter to the Prefect she had received far more education and training than any other normal Kavalian female. Keleru knew his daughters would be targets someday and he made sure that they were at least able to defend themselves very well. Athani’s combat training was excellent in every way, and with her ability to use her tail as an extension of her will, it made her that much more deadly as she had proven on MJOLNIR’S HAND. Most of the actual physical training had been completed by the time they arrived, but all of them knew Resumar’s skills and what he and Cemath were capable of, and no questions were brought forth as to his ability to lead this mission. Athani noticed he fell right into the role of leader, and she knew then that he had learned his lessons well from his father and brother. The High Coven troops looked upon her with a wary and unfriendly eye, but this was something Athani was well used too. It neither concerned or bothered her. They knew who she was and what status she now held, and in some ways that made them even angrier, but they made no remark or gesture that could be construed as threatening. In fact it seemed as if they were going out of their way to avoid her in some strange fashion. Athani maintained her guard however, aside from Resumar’s mother Isabella, the High Coven Princess Narice and Resumar’s own sisters, Athani trusted no vampire.

At least not yet.


As they stood in the main operations building looking over the holoimages of Ritaah and where the location of the Mindvoice ship was, Athani let her alert blue/green eyes sweep over the leader of the High Coven part of their combined unit. The ebony skinned clone vampire had once been like a sister to Martin Leonidas and Daniel Simpson Athani now knew thanks to her husband. She had been killed savagely by High Coven warped creatures during the very last Battle for Earth nearly twenty-five years ago, and Athani knew Resumar’s father was not in the least bit happy that this vampire clone who was an exact copy of the woman he once considered a sister now walked among them. There was no doubting or questioning of her skills however. Juliana One as she was called possessed incredible strength and agility and an extremely keen mind Athani noted to herself. When combined with her vampire abilities it made her amazingly lethal. Athani noticed however, that she talked with great intelligence and respect towards Resumar, and there were times when Athani thought she might want to speak about something else with her husband. At first Athani thought it might be because she was taken with Resumar in some way and wanted to get closer to him. This had been something of a worry for her after first marrying Resumar. She knew that the males of her species often went beyond the confines of a union to seek female companionship, and this was something she thought Resumar might do. Not until she had seen how he treated her, and ignored other women did Athani begin to put aside those worries. He never even gave another female a passing glance when they walked among the streets of Eden City, and this was not something he had to force himself to do. His actions were what Athani considered to be the final test of her resolve and her past, and when she let go of those worries and concerns, she began forging a new path into the future. Looking at her now, Athani knew there was something about this clone that she was not showing them, and she did not know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. She decided to approach Resumar about it after their meeting today.

The operations building was large enough to accommodate half a dozen dragons with it’s smooth domed structure, and Cemath and Sorran were sitting on one side listening intently as they discussed logistics. Two other dragons sat on either side of them; the purple hue scaled dragon that Athani now knew was a hybrid was called Mirra while the Firespitter’s name was Farlaa. Mirra was the more open of the two other dragons that would be accompanying them, slightly larger than Farlaa and a tad bit more muscular. Athani found her to be intelligent and thoughtful and it almost appeared as if she wanted to get this mission underway as soon as possible. Mirra had other things on her mind as well as the mission; they were things that she had given Athani a brief glimpse into, but she had not elaborated on them afterwards.

“…alright Aryschanne?” Resumar’s voice broke into her train of thoughts and Athani looked at him.

“Pardon me.” She spoke quickly with an embarrassed blush to her cheeks. “My mind was wandering for a moment.”


“We are planning a combat operation and your mind is wandering?” The male vampire officer snarled from his place next to Juliana. He turned his dark eyes on Juliana. “I told you Major… bringing a Kavalian is a bad idea!”


“Being Kavalian automatically makes me bad?” Athani asked calmly. “Why is that do you think Captain Krius?”


“I don’t trust you!” Krius snapped.


“Well… that much is painfully obvious.” Athani stated evenly with a touch of sarcasm in her voice. “Surely you must have a better reason than that?”


Resumar crossed his arms over his broad chest and looked at Dario out of the corner of his eye. His cousin smiled as he watched the exchange. He had told Resumar several times since meeting Athani that she was very impressive. Not only was she alluringly beautiful, but she was exceptionally intelligent, and incredibly skilled in the art of combat. Dario had been fascinated with Athani’s tail and what she had been able to do with it. Her tail still shocked him at its strength and what she could accomplish with it. He also commented to his cousin that she was enormously willful and sharp as a whip.


“We are going into Kavalian space!” Krius barked. “To a Kavalian occupied planet. Your species isn’t exactly known for their trustworthiness. What’s to keep you from contacting your people in some way and compromising our mission?”


“My people?” Athani stated. “I am a Leonidas now Captain Krius… my people as you say… they are my husband, his family and this Union. In that order. I no more want this ship to fall into my father’s hands than you or Martin Leonidas. It would be catastrophic in every sense of the word. I am going on this mission because if by chance we happen to not be able to avoid these small settlements around the MV ship, then seeing me may give whatever Kavalians we come across… it may make them pause in their actions.”


“We’ll leave the PILLAR on two STRIKER DTs and come in over the southern pole landing fourteen klicks from the ship itself.” Dario said. “It puts us far enough away to not be detected by any of the settlements, but still with an hour or two on foot. I assume all of your people will be able to keep up at night?” He asked Juliana.


Juliana was quick to nod her head. “Without issue.” She said. “We have been training for several years to track through the heat of a jungle.”


“Why are we bringing four dragons?” Krius asked now. “Two is pushing it… four of them and we will surely be detected. They aren’t exactly discrete you know.”


“Well… unless you want to carry four thousand pounds of explosives across fourteen klicks of jungle…” Resumar told him. “They will be carrying our load Captain. They can not be detected on sensors because their scales are naturally reflective and it will be dark. Dragons love the night.”

“Is it really necessary?” Krius asked.


“Avi recommends it yes.” Resumar spoke. “The more Mindvoice power we can put on the ground the better off we will be. The four dragons with Dario, Athani and I will provide all we need.”


“This machine of yours is still coming?” Juliana asked.


“Avi is not a machine.” Resumar snapped.


“What would you call him?” Krius asked. “He’s nothing but wires, gears and electrodes. What else could he be?”


“Avi is a member of my crew for this mission and he will be treated with equal respect and status!” Resumar snapped.


“Then where is he?” Krius demanded. “Shouldn’t he be here taking part in this briefing then?”


“He can download the entirety of this briefing in three seconds.” Athani stated. “He does not need to be here.”


“So you say! I wouldn’t trust anything you said to me.” Krius snapped. 
Athani looked at the man intently. “Captain… you seem to have a severe issue with me. Perhaps you could explain to us what that is before it causes you to act more the fool than you already have.”

Krius’s eyes burned with hate. “Your biogenic troops killed both my sons and their wives in your second invasion of High Coven space! Your troops forced my sons to watch while your troops entertained themselves with their wives and then locked them in confinement without any way to get blood! They died two weeks later from The Blood Fever! They went mad! And you made my sons watch it all before your troops killed them!”


Athani shook her head slowly. “I was only involved in five ground battles Captain, all of them during the initial invasion twenty-five years ago. I am sorry for how they were treated, it is not something I condone… but I did not kill them.”


“You are all the same!” Krius spoke viciously. “Their wives were innocent! They had nothing to do with the military! Neither did my sons! They were researchers!”


“And I’m sure all the Kavalian women and children the High Coven butchered in their poison missile attack were innocent as well.” Athani said evenly. “That did not deter your leaders from trying to commit genocide against the Kavalian species. If you are looking to gain sympathy from me, you are gnawing up the wrong tree.”

“Sympathy?” Krius barked. “I don’t want your sympathy! As far as I am concerned, all of your species should be wiped out!”


“Krius… hold your tongue!” Juliana hissed vehemently.


“She started this!” Krius exclaimed. He motioned to Resumar. “He may trust her because he is fucking her… but I don’t trust her one bit.” He looked at Resumar. “And if you were smart you wouldn’t either! She’ll turn on you in an instant! She’s an animal… just like the rest of her vile race!”


Dario opened his mouth to come back but Resumar’s hand closed around his arm and he shook his head. He turned when he felt Cemath’s anger also rising and he shook his head. No my Bonded Brother. He spoke quickly.


Resumar… he insults…


Let me handle this. Resumar answered him quickly.

Cemath met his eyes for a long moment and then nodded his huge head. As you wish.


Juliana was far more intelligent than Krius and she knew what was happening. Resumar Leonidas was communicating with his dragon within Mindvoice. She was about to turn to Krius and tell him to keep his mouth shut, however she wasn't in time.


“Go ahead boy!” Krius snapped. “You know I speak the truth! They can’t be trusted! She must be real good in bed if you made her your wife! I am not afraid of you or your dragon! What are you going to do boy? You…”


Athani turned her head expecting to see Resumar holding in his temper and to tell him to ignore the vampire fool. Dario was standing there alone with his thick arms across his chest, his normal light green eyes dark and foreboding looking. Athani heard the loud grunt of pain and it suddenly dawned on her that her new husband was a Leonidas who was also half elf. Resumar Leonidas possessed all the natural speed of an elf, combined with the immense strength of his pure Lycavorian blood. Her eyes darted back to where Krius had been standing only a split second before, only now he was flat out on his back on the floor of the room. His dark eyes were wide in sudden pain, but he could not speak through his shattered jaw. He looked up at Resumar Leonidas who had allowed the pseudo change to come over him. His dual wolf fangs were fully extended exposed in a vicious snarl. Resumar’s dark brown eyes now bore the single black ring around them as they were now fully wolf eyes.

 “I will endure much vampire!” Resumar growled in a voice filled with malice and anger. “I will not endure you insulting my wife and mate! I have solved your problem with her igord! You will remain behind to recover from your injuries! Be thankful it was I who hit you! She would have torn your eyeballs free from your pathetic head before she killed you!”

Bravo my brother! Cemath roared within Mindvoice flapping his huge wings twice to show his approval.


Excellent form and power! Mirra’s voice announced.


You should have just squashed him like the roach he is! Sorran spoke in the disinterested voice. But I approve of your technique!

Athani could barely contain her laughter as she heard their voices easily and she turned as the door to the conference room opened and three additional Durcunusaan soldiers rushed in.


“Milord!” The lead Durcunusaan spoke quickly, his hands tightening around his weapon.


“Take this piece of sibfla to the infirmary!” Resumar spat. “Have him treated… and then ship his smelly ass back to his masters.”


Two of the Durcunusaan troops were holding back smiles as they lifted Krius between them, his hands holding his face in pain, tears in his eyes. His eyes lifted to meet Resumar, filled with a combination of hate, anger and pain.


“I’m sure your dear Empress will be so very pleased that you could not hold your foul tongue long enough to get off the planet.” Resumar growled. “We will accomplish the mission without you Captain Krius. Major Collins is more than capable of leading the team without you.”


Juliana’s eyes came up quickly and she looked at Resumar oddly as his words echoed in her head.


Resumar looked at the Durcunusaan team leader as Athani moved slowly up beside him. “Inform Empress Aikiro why this asshole is being sent back.” He stated. “If she has a problem with that… too damn bad!”


Resumar looked at Athani who was staring at him with adoring blue/green eyes. She truly gazed at his changed eyes and his prominent fangs for the very first time since she had known him. He had never been pushed to the point of anger where he changed like this and Athani found it fascinating as she reached up to place her palms on either side of his face. She let her eyes wander over the ferocious looking dual fangs unique to only the Leonidas males, and the intense black ringed dark brown eyes. 


“Res… Resumar?” She asked softly.


“He made me angry.” Resumar stated simply.


Dario couldn’t stop his laughter at this simple statement and he shook his head. “That is so typical.” He spoke. “Father said you and your brothers would be bastards when it came to protecting your wives and mates. Just like Uncle Martin.”


Resumar turned to Juliana as Athani pressed her body up against his, wrapping her arms around his waist and feeling the passion and excitement beginning to hum through her at his actions.


“Anything you want to add?” Resumar asked.


“I believe you have made yourself very clear.” Julie answered immediately. She was very skilled and very confident in those same skills, but she truly did not know if she would be able to defeat Resumar Leonidas in an even test of their abilities. There was far too much that was unknown about him from what she could see, especially considering his bond with his dragon.


“We leave in three days.” Resumar spoke.


Juliana nodded. “I was hoping that we could allow our soldiers one last night in either Sparta or Eden City.” She added quickly. “Many of them… many of them might not be returning from this mission.”


Resumar’s eyes reverted back to normal and his fangs retracted as he looked at her. He felt Athani’s arms tug tighter around his waist.


That is an odd thing for a clone to say. She spoke within Mindvoice, the skill becoming increasingly easier for her to use as time passed. That… that is something that… something that a leader would say. Not a clone bred for war.


I agree. Dario echoed from where he stood next to Sorran.


Resumar didn’t acknowledge their words as he stared at Juliana for a long moment. He felt Cemath move closer, his head extending out on his long neck to take up position next to his right shoulder. They are right Res. It is an odd thing for her to say. He said.


Perhaps there is more to this clone than everyone thinks. Resumar spoke. He nodded his head. “I’ll make the arrangements. One night. I assume you will want to go to Eden City so that you can report to the Empress?”


Julie shook her head. “I was thinking Sparta.” She replied. “It’s closer and… and they are more familiar with it.”


She’s lying. Dario said instantly turning to look at them as his nose detected the spike in the adrenalin in her body though it was expertly masked.


Yes she is. Resumar said. But for what reason.


Your father said to be careful in your dealings with her. Athani said.


Resumar nodded to Juliana. “I’ll order the transport standing by on the pad at seventeen hundred hours. They’ll have twenty-four hours. Anyone who doesn’t make the return trip gets left behind.”


Juliana nodded quickly. “I’ll let them know.”


Dario and the remaining dragons moved closer as she turned and they watched her leave. “Was that a wise thing to do cousin?” He asked.


Resumar continued to stare at the now closed door Juliana had exited. “Perhaps not.” He said softly turning to look at him. “But it is done.”


Dario nodded. “It would be nice going into this thing knowing that we could at least trust those we are fighting next too. Maybe we’ll get lucky with her.”


“You just want to see her without clothes.” Athani stated.


Dario looked at her with wide eyes. “Me? You injure me with your words Athani! I’d much rather have myself a Kavalian female with a tail like yours! It would be so much more interesting!”


Athani’s tail whipped around as he knew it would and slapped him in the side of the head lightly. “Pervert!” She hissed.


“Well I can’t have you… so I must continue to hold out hope there are others like you!” Dario exclaimed as he reached up to rub the side of his head where her tail had struck. Even a light slap caused his skin to tingle. Athani apparently did not know her own strength when it came to her tail.


Athani leaned up on her tip toes and kissed Resumar softly. “I will see you later my handsome husband Resumar Leonidas.” She stated. “Before your cousin Dario leaves me without recourse and I need to slap him silly.”


Resumar chuckled. “I think that is what he wants.” He said.


He is off in that manner. Sorran’s voice echoed in Mindvoice. He is very strange.


And you aren’t? Mirra announced to Sorran as she deftly maneuvered her purple scaled bulk toward the large secondary door following Athani out of the room. 


Dario laughed at the expression in Sorran’s eyes. You left yourself open to that one brother. He said.


He certainly did. Mirra said with feminine laughter as she exited the conference room.

HADARIA

UNDERGROUND BUNKER


“…not a very good time Husen.” Anja said as calmly as she could. She sipped her coffee as she looked at the image of the young Lycavorian in the transmission.

Anja could only be amazed at the change in the young man in the last two plus decades from that time on Lycavore walking in the shadow of his power hungry father. Husen was now a well respected Spartan officer, a devoted mate to Relina and father to four healthy children. He had come a long way from Lycavore and Anja could not have been happier for them. She had personally taken care of most of those they had discovered on Lycavore, always making time for the men, women and children that they had rescued. Many of them would allow no one but Anja or those she designated to treat whatever ailed them. She had taken a particular interest in Husen because he had gone so far out of his way to apologize and make up for what his father did while they were on Lycavore. 


“I did not think it would be my Queen.” Husen spoke from within the transmission. “However, you need to be made aware of this.”


“Anja rolled her jade green eyes. “Husen I have told you and Relina to not do that!” She snapped. “There are very few who do not treat us like saviors and you are among them. For all intents and purposes, those of you who fought with us to escape Lycavore are family to us in many ways.”


Husen nodded his head. “As you are to us.” He spoke. “This is why I felt the need to contact you now. Something has happened here on Apo Prime that requires your immediate knowledge and which will necessitate me bringing Relina and our children to your location. I believe I may have involved us in whatever is happening concerning you on Hadaria, and considering what has happened here, we are safer with you.”


Anja met his eyes within the transmission. “I don’t think I follow.”


“I have a friend.” Husen spoke. “He was one of the first who befriended us when we arrived and he has been a friend since we settled here. He… he got himself in a bit of trouble Anja and I thought he had drowned fourteen months on Hadaria.”


“And?”


“He appeared at my door several hours ago with quite a wild story.” Husen spoke. “A story that in fact angered me greatly because of what has been reported by the Netnews over the last weeks.”


Anja’s senses were quickly coming to full alertness. “Go on.” She spoke slowly.


“He is not dead Anja.” Husen told her. “Contrary to what many people believe. He has been living with his mother on her estate since the first reports came out. Her estate is on the edge of one of the smaller cities and she is known to be reclusive. He has been living there with his new mate and wife.”


“Husen…”


“His name is Joci.” Husen told her.

Anja didn’t stop Atropos from stepping up close to her, a look of anger on his face. “Do not jest with us Husen!” He snarled. “This man is dead! He is one of those who have been…”


“Yes Atropos I know.” Husen interrupted him. “One of those pictured in the forged footage relating to Anja. He is not dead however. He is in fact here in our home with us right now. Someone tried to kill him earlier this evening. They tried to kill him, his new mate and his mother. He was able to defeat them, but he came here knowing he could no longer protect them himself. He fears that whoever is trying to bring you down has found them, and they won’t let him live. It would in fact be very damaging if it was discovered he was alive. As well as his mate.”


Anja set her coffee down and got to her feet slowly. “Husen… are you saying…?”


“Yes he is my Queen!” The new voice spoke and Anja and Atropos watched as the tall, thickly muscled Spartan stepped into the transmission. His skin was a deep chocolate color, his black hair done into long dreadlocks that fell to just below his shoulders. “I am very much alive but I do not know for how much longer without your help.”


Atropos’s eyes grew wider. “You pig dog!” He almost shouted. “You dare… you dare ask for help after what you have done! You…”


Anja placed her hand on Atropos’s arm silencing him with her touch as he glanced at her. “He has done nothing Atropos.” Anja spoke. “Not directly.”


“Anja he…”


“I was duped!” Joci spoke from within the transmission. “Rinard tricked me into taking part in his scheme.”


“Tricked you?” Atropos roared. “You…”


Atropos… you must give the man an opportunity to explain what is happening! Miath’s voice filled his and Anja’s minds as his dark green head snaked its way into the room.  

Yes you must! Anja spoke. I want to hear this Atropos. He has done nothing to me and you know that.


Your honor…


Is unblemished Atropos. I know that… you know that and so does everyone else who knows me. Anja told him. Only those who wish to do me harm believe I am capable of such actions. Now let us hear this man out. Then we will decide what to do. We did not even know he was alive so this could very well turn out to help us immensely.


Atropos nodded his head. As you wish.

Anja turned back to the transmission. “Continue… Joci.” She ordered.


“Rinard knew of the… he knew of the attraction I had to you my Queen.” Joci spoke slowly. Anja could see he was uncomfortable with revealing this information but he forged ahead as if something was giving him strength. It was not very often that you publicly told your Queen that you were infatuated with her. “He approached me one day saying that he had discovered a Hadarian female that was a twin to you. He said she was very… open shall we say in fulfilling… fulfilling fantasies that many of us had in regards to you. I was fool enough to pay him what he asked. It was not until I took part in what has been shown on the Netnews that I knew something was wrong. This woman acted differently than he said she would. She… she accepted the attention given to her, but I don’t believe she knew what was really happening. Rinard treated her harshly. He is the one who changed her… and it was then I realized she was a clone. She had no natural scent of her own, just Rinard’s foul smell and I knew she could be nothing but a clone. I did not know what Rinard had planned my Queen… at first I thought it was just a way for him to make a profit as vile a man as he is. I did not come to my senses until the third man who took part in those security videos was killed. Then I knew something was very wrong. I faked my own death the day I watched Rinard carry the body of this clone to the Union shipyards main incinerator. He dumped her there without so much as a blink or care, as if she was some piece of meat to be discarded!”


Anja took note of the savage way he spoke the last part of his sentence and the almost possessive tone he used in regards to the clone and the treatment she had obviously received. She looked at Atropos briefly before turning back to him. “Go on.” She said evenly.


“Rinard had stabbed her through the chest with his Nethes twice.” Joci explained. “He thought this would be enough to kill her but he was wrong.”


“Wrong?” Anja asked quickly as her heart began to race.


Joci nodded. “Ceuma survived.”

“Ceuma?” Anja spoke quickly her eyes wide now.

Joci nodded. “Ceuma is the name she has chosen to live by. Rinard failed to take into account she is a clone of you my Queen. And as such… she is Hadarian… with the ability to heal. She does not possess your skills of course, but she does possess your DNA and genes. He left her there to die, but did not realize that her body was already beginning to heal itself.”

“Wait!” Anja declared loudly. “Are you telling me… are you saying the clone is alive?”

Joci turned his head slightly as Anja watched the cloaked figure step into the transmission and press up against him tightly, wrapping her arms around his waist. Anja watched the figure reach up and throw back the heavy cowl to reveal a blond haired version of her. Anja’s jade green eyes grew even wider when she saw the clone’s jade green eyes focus on her in the holo transmission. Her blond hair fell well past her shoulders, but aside from that, Anja was looking at an exact duplicate of her.

“Yes my Queen. She is alive… and she is my mate and wife now.” Anja heard Joci answer proudly.

“Son vada carians!” Anja hissed out. “Atropos… how soon…?”

“I can have a ship leaving in one hour.” Atropos replied knowing what she was going to ask him almost immediately.

Husen came back into the transmission. “Anja… we need to leave now.” He stated firmly. “They have already come after Joci and Ceuma once this evening. How they found her I do not know… but they will undoubtedly follow them here. I have access to the STRIKER AT that you and Martin left for those of us who know of its location. I do not wish to put Relina or our children in danger, and Joci’s mother is capable but she is not a warrior. We need to leave now.”

Anja nodded instantly. “Atropos, send the release code immediately.” She gasped. Atropos didn’t hesitate and turned to rush from the room. “Husen… make your way to the ship. It will be ready when you arrive.”

Husen nodded. “Relina is already readying our little ones.” He spoke.

Anja looked at Joci in the transmission. “What… why?” She asked softly. “Why have you come forward? You could have disappeared into The Wilds and made lives for yourself.”

Ceuma looked at her in the transmission. “My husband is a Spartan.” She stated. “As I now am thanks to that ronnus Rinard! We would never be safe as long as he lived.”

Anja looked stunned that the clone was speaking. “You…”

Ceuma smiled shyly. “Yes… I know what I am.” She stated. “I also know I have all the same rights as everyone else. Joci’s mother taught me that. You will not hurt us… because not only can you use us against Rinard… you are an honorable Queen, and you value life. All life.”

Anja was surprised at the intelligence that came forth in her words and manner and she glanced at the Spartan Joci quickly. “You… you have let this man take you as his mate and wife. After what he took part in doing to you?”

Ceuma looked up into Joci’s face with a bright smile before answering her. “What Joci has done is give me a life.” She replied turning back to Anja in the transmission. “That life may have started out in the wrong way, but he was being misled by Rinard and did not know what I was. Once he discovered that… well… he did not have to save my life and protect me as he has done for the last year. It is only in the last two months that he has stopped whipping himself for what he was tricked into doing. And he has made things right according to his mother and that is all the avowal that I need.”

“Can you…?”

“I am you Anja Leonidas… and I am not you.” Ceuma spoke softly. “I hope that our actions now, while they keep us safe and benefit us, I would hope you do not see them as a threat.”

“You will need to undergo a full examination!” Anja announced quickly. “You will…”

“I will do what is necessary… but I will not allow myself to become an object of experiments and discussion.” Ceuma told her.

“Nor will I.” Joci spoke firmly.

Husen’s head turned to outside the transmission and then back. “Anja… Relina says we are ready.” He told her. “We will make our way to the ship and contact you once we are in the Jump corridor.”
“Wait!” Anja barked. “Who… who tried to kill you?” She asked.

Joci met her eyes. “I do not know my Queen. But I can tell you one thing for certain. They were not Lycavorian.”

SPARTA


“What is it that you are thinking Duewa?” Thoti asked from across the table in the small café. 

Duewa turned to look at him, her green eyes settling on his face. The café was where they always waited to pick up the children from school, over the last weeks Thoti finally sitting with her at the table. They never spoke much, and Duewa was surprised that he would speak to her after the events of this morning.


“Does… does it matter?” She asked finally.

“Why wouldn’t it matter?” He asked.


“You must… you must hate me.” Duewa said after a moment.

Thoti put his mug of coffee down. “Why would I hate you?”


“I… I just don’t understand.” Duewa said softly.


“And what don’t you understand?” Thoti asked leaning forward in his chair.


“I don’t understand you… your people.” Duewa said. “Your culture. It is all so alien to me. You are so… casual about everything. It’s almost as if you take nothing serious.”


“And why would you think this makes people hate you?” Thoti asked with a smile.


Duewa’s eyes narrowed. “You are mocking me!” She snarled.


Thoti shook his head quickly. “No… not at all. You misunderstand.” He met her angry eyes from across the table. “Hanna was like you are when we first met. She…”

“Hanna?” Duewa asked quickly.


Thoti nodded. “My mate.” He answered. 


Duewa looked surprised. “Your mate?” She asked shocked. “I didn’t know… you are always with me or your son! How does she…?”


Thoti shook his head. “She died fourteen years ago.” He told her evenly. “Just after I was assigned to the Leonidas Family Detail here in Sparta. She was killed in an engineering accident on her transport up to the station. One of their plasma coils overloaded and she was treating the wounded when the artificial gravity generators failed. A secondary plasma coil exploded and sent a construction container whirling through the area she had set up as a triage center. The container struck her when she imposed her body between an injured crewman and the crate. She died almost instantly. She didn’t even have time to shift or attempt to heal herself.”


“Heal herself?” Duewa asked softly.


Thoti nodded quickly. “Hanna was a Hadarian Mage Warrior.” He said. “We met a hundred and nineteen years ago on Apo Prime. We married two years later. She was like you are now when we first met. Confused. Unable to fully comprehend the Lycavorian people as a whole. Or Elves for that matter.”


“Then… then your son is…?”


Thoti nodded. “He’s half Hadarian yes.” He answered in a low whisper. “He was only six months old when Hanna died. He never knew his mother. Not like he should have. The King… Martin, Anja and the others… they insisted I move him and myself onto the Estate so that my son would have others his age to grow and play with. Whenever I was on duty, Dasha would care for him as she did for Retta and Calyb. For Nara and Deion. As well as Normya and Zarah since they were not yet old enough to make their own way.”


Duewa suddenly discovered herself entranced by this story and she found herself looking at Thoti in a new light. “You have raised him on your own?” She asked.


Thoti nodded. “And it has not been easy I will tell you.” He said with a smile. “There are times when Hiero has needed a mother. Dasha has filled in admirably over the years, but he only opens up to me now. He grows too old to be pampered by a female as he says. He is a Spartan... and he hates to show weakness… yet his Hadarian blood naturally calls for him to heal others.” Thoti looked at her. “You seem surprised Duewa. Does the fact that I have raised my son alone surprise you so?”

“I… I did not think that Spartan men took great care in raising their children.” Duewa said.


Thoti’s eyes grew a little wider. “You jest!” He exclaimed. “Who told you this?”

They care only that the woman serves under them! They do not care about the woman’s pleasure or what the result may be. And none of them have a hand in raising the children they sire.

Duewa shook her head quickly, pushing her mother’s words out of her head. “It is… it is something I heard. I don’t know where from.” She stated quickly. “I’m assuming that it is incorrect based on your reaction?”

“There was a time in ancient Greek history here on Earth when Spartan males were given over to their Agoge when they were seven. The King’s own father was given to the defense of Sparta when he was only seven. It was then that the males of our species remained distant in some respects to their children. That was not the case on Apo Prime since unlike Earth it did not necessitate being prepared to fight at a moment’s notice, and shortly after the King’s father was killed at Thermopylae that changed here in Sparta as well. The children became our future and both male and female were looked upon with love and guided by their parents. What you regard as overly inappropriate in nature was common here in Sparta and in some respects on Apo prime. Young boys and young men were encouraged to look to the older men for guidance and to have relationships with, and they turned to their fathers and others among the males of our species. It seemed unusual at the time and Earth history has called it many things over the centuries, but it was done so that our males here in Sparta were taught about our species and who we were. The Lycavorians here on Earth did not fully understand who they were until King Leonidas discovered himself, but they knew they were different. Females were also encouraged to have similar relationships with other females as they grew. That is why it is commonplace to see them forge romantic relationships now. It was like this with all Lycavorians as well as elves and that is why it is so natural for us to display our bodies and to not be ashamed. It is why we are not ashamed to proclaim and cherish relationships with members of the same sex.”
Duewa looked at him. “I know there are many relationships like this across the Union?” She asked.

Thoti nodded. “Oh yes. The Queen’s love for each other and the King is just better known because of their positions. Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Vice President Aihola have been together longer than they have been mated to Colonel Isra. Prime Minister Selene and General Lynwe as well. There are hundreds more out there, but because of who they are, the Leonidas clan gets all the attention.” Thoti lifted his coffee before it got cold and finished the mug before signaling for more from the female elven attendant. “I think what you are feeling is more because you are surprised that Retta and Calyb know more than you thought. And it was their mother who taught them.”
Duewa looked at him. “She taught them the First Five Tenets of a Healer! This is not something that is taught to our young children.” Duewa announced. “They should not be able to heal like they do. Not at this age!”

“Given what the King is capable of… and to some extent what Anja is capable of… why would you not believe that their children would be special?” Thoti asked. “I have seen Eliani and her mother working the aftermath of a battlefield during the Evolli war. They swept across that land healing hundreds. Lycavorian, elf, Algolian, and Evolli alike.”

“Evolli?” Duewa asked.

Thoti nodded to Duewa as he passed a ten credit Riyal to the young girl for refilling his mug. “King Leonidas and his sons and daughters may be whirlwinds in battle, but they are by no means without compassion Duewa. No Spartan is without compassion. We do not shy from battle; we actually enjoy fighting as perverse as that may sound. We relish the rush of life or death that comes with battle but we will not go out of our way to look for a fight. And we do not conquer as others do. The Queens are brutal when it comes to the education of their children and they always have been. All of them. Dysea and Anja more so in many respects because of their backgrounds.”

Duewa looked at him. “You don’t believe… you don’t believe what is happening with Anja on Hadaria do you?” She asked. “You don’t believe she did those things do you?”

Thoti sipped his coffee and shook his head slowly. “Not many people outside of those on Hadaria believe it.” He answered after a moment. “They believe it is a political move initiated by your mother and others among the Elders to take power from Anja. The Hadarian Elders are not very well thought of right now off your planet.”

“Even… even with all the evidence against her you don’t believe it?” Duewa asked.

Thoti set his mug down. “Evidence?” He said with a smile. “The only evidence anyone has seen is the total lack of knowledge displayed by those aligned against Anja. They want others to believe only what they see with their eyes, and dismiss the fact that our eyes can play tricks on us more often than not. Your mothers and those who side with her do not know very much of Lycavorians if they think that the evidence they presented is accepted.”

“What do you mean?” Duewa asked feeling tightness in her gut.

“You are a Healer yourself.” Thoti said. “Have you never studied the Lycavorian people outside of medical purposes? Our history and culture? What it is that makes us who and what we are?”

Duewa quickly lowered her head. “No.” She said softly feeling suddenly embarrassed for this lack of knowledge. Thoti was not treating her in the manner she assumed she would be treated. In actuality, outside of the coldness that the other Queens displayed towards her, no Lycavorian or elf she had come in contact with since arriving on Earth had treated her with anything other than respect. “It… it was not something my mother… it was not something my mother thought necessary to my education.”
Thoti smiled gently. “Duewa… Anja is incapable of acting in the manner depicted in the security footage presented by your mother and the Elders. Even Rinard should know this as a Lycavorian. She was claimed by the most powerful Alpha wolf among our species in the King. Combined with this fact and the obvious emotion that any mates have for each other, Anja would not be able to respond in such a way to the attentions of another male. Her body would not allow it. Rinard is an Alpha yes, but his aura and power do not come close to the King by anyone’s stretch of the imagination. Her wolf blood would sing only for the King while he lived and breathed. Not to mention the devotion they share with each other and the Queens is beyond questioning. You know the history of that devotion, for all you need do is look back on what the King did in reclaiming Aricia. He would rend worlds for any of them, and just as no female wolf, no female period could ever cause him to stray from his mates, no male could come close to the King in the Queen’s eyes. Any of their eyes.” Thoti smiled. “So you see… the security footage your mother and the Elders presented for all the Union to see is obviously forged in some way. And outside of those on Hadaria, there are very few who believe it.”

Duewa met his gaze, his eyes seemingly staring right through her façade and into her very soul. For the first time since arriving here and having him shadowing her wherever she went, Duewa found herself looking at him much more carefully. He was not as physically handsome as her now dead husband, but there was a decided difference between them anyway. Her husband had been Hadarian and there were very few Hadarian men that grew to the proportions of the Lycavorian males. Thoti was much more thickly muscled and defined than her husband had ever been, his face deeply tanned and showing no signs of the pallor that came with many Hadarian men who did not work outdoors very much. Looking at him now across the table, Duewa found the ruggedness of his face and features very appealing. There was a distinct air of confidence around Thoti that Duewa now noticed for the first time as well, and incredibly she found herself attracted to that. This was not that pig Rinard she had to remind herself, and from everything she had seen so far in the two months she had been here, Rinard was most definitely not the measure of a Lycavorian man.
“You… you do not seem to be angry with me that my mother is doing what she is doing.” Duewa spoke finally.

“Carrying over to you my distaste for what your mother is doing would be wrong.” Thoti said. “You are here attempting to instruct Calyb and Retta in the ways of the Hadarian Healer. There is nothing wrong with that. It seems to me that you are caught in the middle… unless of course you had something to do with what your mother is doing.”

Duewa shook her head quickly. “No! Certainly… certainly not!”

“May I make a suggestion?” Thoti asked.

Duewa nodded quickly this time wanting to get off that subject as swiftly as possible. She had no desire to relive the times she had to endure Rinard’s foul touch or grunting body upon hers to advance her mother’s plan. Her husband had not been a skilled lover, but Rinard was simply a brute who cared for nothing but his own pleasure. “Of course.” She spoke.

“Open yourself to other things Duewa.” Thoti spoke. “Do not judge by what your eyes alone tell you. Look at things you don’t understand or have never seen as a means to improve your knowledge of the universe and everything around you. The bond that Retta and Calyb have with Mara and Endeem to begin with. That is part of the reason they are so advanced at their ages.”

“They… they frighten me.” Duewa said softly. “Dragons I mean.”

“There is nothing to fear from them Duewa.” Thoti answered. “Just consider them to be something that you can gain knowledge from and explore.”

Duewa chortled and shook her head. “That… you ask quite a bit. I had… I had a very strict upbringing.” She said.

“Do I?” Thoti said. “Stop thinking of yourself as superior to everyone and begin to see things through curious eyes. You might be surprised by what you discover Duewa. Our ways may seem barbaric or shameful to you, but that is because you don’t know us. Learn about us. Allow your sons to experience things they have never experienced. Allow yourself to do the same thing. It will make you a better person and it will make you a far more knowledgeable teacher. And as Anja has said many times in the past… knowledge is a gift. A wondrous gift that everyone should have.”

Duewa looked at him surprised. “Anja… Anja said that?” She asked.

Thoti nodded with a smile. “It is among her more tame sayings. I have no doubts her more passionate one liners have become common among the people here in Sparta and many of the Union military, she and the King are famous for tossing them about, but she is incredibly insightful as well. It just so happens that when the Netnews captures her, it is usually during one of those outbursts of passion. She can be very fiery when she wants to be.”
“What… what do you suggest?” Duewa asked.

“Bring your sons to my home tonight.” Thoti said quickly. “Hiero and I will make you dinner and begin to show you that not everything you have been taught or shown is true. And in the process… perhaps you can… help Hiero as he discovers his abilities.”

Duewa was surprised at how quickly she answered, but she in no way regretted her answer.

“Yes.” She said.

Thoti nodded with a smile and got to his feet. “Excellent. Why don’t you finished your tea and I will fetch the Lifter so that we can pick up the children from school.”

Duewa smiled then and it was a smile that she did not have to force in the least. She cut her eyes and saw the older man sitting at the nearby table looking at her. He motioned discretely to her, folding the two fingers of his right hand within the palm of his left. Duewa shook her head quickly and got to her feet without a second glance to follow Thoti. She did not see the look on consternation the man gave her.
LEONIDAS IIA-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER
ULU HARBINGER


Miranda sat in the small starboard lounge on deck twelve watching as the stars whipped by the view window. They had just exited the Jump corridor and were twelve hours at their present speed from reaching their destination. Judging by the speed and configuration of the stars as they zipped by, Miranda judged that Janon had just increased their speed to point two on the LSD coils. She was going over the duty reports and assignments Steven had given her for when they arrived with the new batch of pilots. He was nearly busting at the seams to see this new ship and his new command, and Miranda couldn’t help but smile as she recalled how he acted like a child with a new toy. It didn’t take long for her thoughts to drift to E’dira, the Drow tactical officer seemingly popping into her mind at all odd hours now. Miranda Lorian had always considered herself open minded and while she had never entertained the thought of having a relationship with another woman, it was not something that put her off. Since meeting E'dira however, she could not get the Drow’s taut ebony body out of her mind. Her flowing white hair and amber eyes only made it worse, as did the very slight accent that E'dira spoke with. She had seen her sitting with Zaala Randall only two days ago, and amazingly Miranda had felt jealously. She didn’t know what to make of what she was feeling, though the attraction that she felt for E'dira was growing stronger by the day, of that she had no doubts. She wanted to see her without clothes. She wanted to explore E'dira’s wonderfully firm body. She wanted…


“Miranda?” The soft voice interrupted her thoughts and she looked up quickly into those shimmering amber orbs. E'dira stood next to the table with a tray of food.


“E'dira!” Miranda exclaimed suddenly feeling embarrassed.


“I was… can I join you?” E'dira asked.


Miranda sat up straighter and motioned with her hand. “Yes… please.”


E'dira smiled and settled into the chair next to Miranda instead of across from her at the circular table. Her amber eyes gleamed in delight when Miranda did not seem to bat an eye at this action. E'dira’s life had always been filled with duty and tradition. She had never even considered that she would want more until she had been introduced to Miranda Lorian. The black hair and dark eyes had entrapped her almost from the outset. E'dira was not one to open up to others easily, especially about what the High Coven had done to her. Turned her into. Until only a few days ago, only Lynwe knew fully what it was she was capable of. Upon meeting Zaala Randall, knowing that her sister had once shared Lynwe’s bed willingly and knowing that Tarifa was the ‘slave’ to her Drow mistress Aihola, made it easier to talk to her of what E'dira was beginning to feel. What she was beginning to feel for Miranda Lorian most strongly.


Zaala had been very pointed in her advice, though she did not know all of E'dira’s secret. If Miranda Lorian was who E'dira wanted, then she should act like the Drow she was and go after her. E'dira found Zaala to be refreshing in her advice and after thinking about what she had said for a full day E'dira decided Zaala was right. E'dira had never desired a woman as strongly as she wanted Miranda and there were only two others outside of Lynwe and Aihola who knew what she could do. She wanted Miranda to be the one who she gave herself too completely and who she allowed to know and experience even her deepest secret. Zaala had told her that she thought Miranda was open to such a relationship based on what she had seen in how they interacted, and the only way to fully know if that was the case was to pursue that. E'dira had decided to take Zaala’s advice and take a chance.

“I’m not disturbing you am I?” E'dira asked.


Miranda shook her head. “No… not at all! I’m just reviewing the duty assignments Steven gave to me.” She answered as E'dira rested fully into the chair next to her. Miranda almost groaned at the almost sensuous movements of the Drow’s limbs as she settled gracefully into the chair.


E’dira looked at her. “You are working?” She asked somewhat surprised.


Miranda nodded slowly. “There isn’t much else to do until we get to the ARIZONA. Two of her TAUR’OHTAR-Class Destroyer Escorts and her secondary Command and Control ship the TAU CETI will meet us in just over twelve hours.”

E'dira looked surprised. “The Fleet Group’s Secondary C and C ship is a NOVA-Class?” She asked.

Miranda nodded. “A NOVA-Class Mark III Attack Cruiser. The TAU CETI is the newest one to join ARIZONA’s Group and has been fitted with the same Tactical and Command stations as the ARIZONA’s. We’ll transfer over to her for the remaining six hours of the trip.”

“Why not a LEONIDAS IIA?” E'dira asked.

“Everyone would expect that.” Miranda answered. “It was Tina’s idea actually. They’ll meet us at the coordinates and we’ll take the squadron that did the best in the final exercises on Nodon. I want to fly in to meet our new home in a DEVASTATOR. Seeing her for the first time out of the cockpit of a fighter is inspiring. I think everyone will appreciate it more.”

“If this ship is even half of what I have read, that alone is enough to inspire.” E'dira spoke. “I am looking forward to serving on her.”


“You seem… you seem more animated and excited than you were on Earth.” Miranda said.


E'dira nodded. “I have always enjoyed traveling and adventure. It appears I will get both serving with you Miranda.” E'dira’s amber colored eyes fluttered for a moment and Miranda could have sworn she saw the Drow officer blush under her ebony colored skin. “Forgive me… I did not mean to refer to you so casually.”


Miranda shook her head. “No… for you… for you it is alright.” She said softly. 

E'dira met her dark eyes. “For me?” She said wistfully.


Miranda couldn’t meet her gaze for very long and she looked away after a moment, turning her eyes to the data pads in front of her to hide her embarrassment. E'dira had confided in Zaala Randall because she was the sister of Tarifa and both of them were dear friends of General Lynwe. She had told Zaala she wanted Miranda Lorian in every possible way, and Zaala’s words rang in her ears now.

“You are a Drow E'dira. I know you are dominant in all that you do, but if you truly want Miranda Lorian in every way possible, then learn of her first. Learn what she likes, what makes her happy? Learn of her past. Connect with her. Tarifa told me this is how Lynwe won Selene’s heart so completely when they first met.”


“I am not Lynwe Zaala.” 


“No you are not, but you are a Drow.” Zaala had told her. “And a Drow never backs down from a challenge. Especially when it concerns something they want as badly as it appears you want Miranda.”


“She… and if she is not receptive to such a relationship?” E'dira asked.


Zaala had smiled then and looked at her with a twinkle in her dark eyes. E'dira knew instantly why Steven Randall was so devoted to her, and why he had become wolf so that he would never lose her. “I think you just might be surprised E'dira. I get the feeling that you have had just as much an impact on Miranda as she has had on you. If that is the case, and I believe it is, then you will have what you want.”

E'dira dismissed her tray of food and slowly covered Miranda’s hand with her own. This caused Miranda’s eyes to lift once more until they were staring at her. E'dira felt the tug in her heart as she gazed into Miranda’s eyes. “What… what is it you feel Miranda Lorian?” 


Miranda shook her head slowly. “It doesn’t matter.” She said.


“But it does matter.” E'dira corrected her quickly. “It matters to me. You still have a soul Miranda, no matter what you have endured in the past. You have kept that soul locked away for so many years that… it is difficult for you to express yourself.”


“And how would you know that?” Miranda asked her.


“Because up until a week ago I was the same way.” E'dira replied.


“What happen a week ago?” Miranda asked her in a tone of voice that was almost pleading for a particular answer.


“I met you Miranda Lorian.” E'dira spoke the words. “I met you and my life became so much brighter. Now I want to know about the woman who will share my bed and my life. I want to know everything about her.”


“Isn’t that a bit presumptuous?” Miranda asked tilting her head slightly.


E'dira shrugged her shoulders with a small smile. “I am a Drow.” She stated. “We don’t deal in presumption or questions. If I am wrong… and if I am I apologize… but if I am wrong than at the very least you will have a friend who will forever support you in your endeavors.”


“E'dira… I don’t know if I am capable of…”


E'dira lifted a finger and placed it on her lips. Just her touch alone was enough to make Miranda shiver in want and desire. Things she hadn’t felt in a very long time.


“I will help you find your inner self again Miranda Lorian.” E'dira said. “She is in there; it is just a matter of discovering her again. And if there is anything I know about, it is discovery of one’s self.”


Miranda stared at her for a long silent moment. E'dira thought perhaps she had misjudged what Miranda wanted and she was going to pull away when Miranda gripped her hand tighter. “I was… I was only four years old when…”
MEYAKOI
FORWARD KAVALIAN MILITARY HEADQUARTERS

LIMIAN SPACE 


Pusintin stood to the side of the control center watching intently as troops and officers shuttled equipment and crates of weapons back and forth out of the military spaceport below. This base was the newest forward operating center within the Kavalian military, and at the moment there were not many who knew it even existed. Unbeknownst to the Lycavorian Union, the Limian government had thrown their support behind the KFI most willingly. Keleru had promised them a dozen of the mineral rich worlds within the Union borders once they had accomplished their goals, including Hadaria. Most of the Kavalian officers gave their Marshall a wide berth as he stood taking everything in. He may have been Lycavorian by birth, but no one doubted that Pusintin was Kavalian through and through by his actions and loyalty through the years to their cause. His eyes shifted to another monitor as he saw Keleru exit his personal transport in the bay below, surrounded by half a dozen of the Puma Bane Pride that provided his security. He felt the presence of the pure Kavalian officer move up next to him and turned to look at his executive officer. Their GREAT SOUL-Class Dreadnought was in orbit of the planet above, the crystallized remnants from the now dead Pulsar Star in the next system effectively blinding any and all sensors scans of this region of space. 

“Gelin?” Pusintin asked.


“The Prefect being here was not planned.” He said.


Pusintin nodded. “No… but it must be for good reason.” 


The officer held out the data pad to him. “The reports from the units around Uirmeik.” He spoke. “The first legions of Pride Troops will be arriving here in three days with their complete equipment list Marshall. Nine of the twenty-three Fleet Groups are accompanying them. They are on the last leg of the veiled route you laid out for them.”


Pusintin took the data pad and nodded. “Good. Another nine days and all of them will be present and ready to make the jump.”


“Yes sir.” Gelin spoke.


Pusintin detected the tone of the man’s voice and lifted his eyes from the pad to look at him. “Something Gelin?” He asked.


“No Marshall. It is nothing.”


“Gelin… how long have we served together?” Pusintin asked.


“Almost thirty-five years sir.” He answered.


“And in that entire time have I ever dismissed anything you had to say or think?” Pusintin asked.


“No sir.”


“Then tell me what it is you are thinking.” Pusintin told him.


Gelin took a deep breath. “This plan sir.” He answered. “It could very well backfire on us horribly.”


Pusintin met his eyes evenly. Gelin was the only man outside of Keleru who knew the entire scope of what it was they were going to do, at least the military portions of it. Pusintin trusted him and had for the last thirty-five years. “Explain your points.”


“There are too many unknown variables Marshall Pusintin.” Gelin said quickly. “At least from how I view it. Jump corridors, Gate locations, not to mention driving so deep into Union territory right under their noses.”


“By the time they realize what is happening it will be too late.” Pusintin said.


Gelin nodded. “If we are able to eliminate those we are supposed to sir.” He said. “My fear is if we miss one of the sons. They will not be in a panic for very long; it is not in their nature and if we leave one of them alive… especially the oldest one… it could spell doom for us.”


“That is why we are hitting them in so many places to begin with.” Pusintin told him evenly. “If we sow confusion among their ranks it makes it easier for us. Our support and acceptance has already been guaranteed by the government that will come to power. The only thing they will be able to do, even should we miss Androcles, is scream and protest to their Galactic Courts. We will have already done enough to establish ourselves to the new rulers and once we are there, we can do as we please.”

“They will not be happy once they realize what they have done.” Gelin said.


Pusintin chuckled. “No… I don’t think they will be. Once we are in control it won’t matter.”


Gelin nodded. “The Healers will be a significant advantage.” He spoke. “It will give us an ability that we do not have at the moment.”


Pusintin nodded. “It will also give us a stronghold deep within Union territory to operate out of.”

“Do you think the confusion we sow; combined with the assassinations will be enough to render them impotent from acting sir?” Gelin asked. “The forces we send will have to fend for themselves for an indefinite amount of time for the Union will surely blockade the planet. Without Jump Gates to move through… they will be very alone.” 

Pusintin nodded. “That is why we are coordinating everything to happen at once. It will give us the ability to take the Gates before they have the opportunity to destroy them, though I don’t believe that is something any of them would do. It is also why we have Pride Leader Ngaze leading the delegation.”

Gelin looked at him surprised. “Ngaze?” He said. “I did not know that.”

“Keleru just decided a few days ago.” Pusintin said. “He has experience in this sort of thing.”
“He oppressed three entire High Coven planets Marshall Pusintin. Ground their civilian population into submission. Is that the best way to approach this situation? We do not know their correlation of forces in and around Hadaria Marshall Pusintin. Should we not exercise more care?” Gelin asked.
“That is why we are sending so many troops and ships initially.” Pusintin answered. “The Prefect’s contact within their government has been accurate up until this point. The contact has told Keleru he can get him Jump Gate locations and corridors. We have the locations of their Drow spies in The Wilds and will eliminate them. Whoever this contact is they are actively assisting in getting my scum brother’s red haired wench unseated from power. If we are lucky, we can capture or kill her in the process and in doing so take out at least four of his Queens in one fell swoop, possibly more members of their family as well.”
Gelin did not remind Pusintin that the Evolli had tried something similar during their war with the Union. They had targeted and put prices on the heads of all King Leonidas’s Queens. No mercenary had come forward to take the money the Evolli offered so they resorted to using their military to directly target locations the Queens were known to be in. They determined that if they eliminated one or more of his Queens it would render him impotent and unable to act. Gelin didn’t remind Marshall Pusintin that two attempts were made on the Queen Anja. She ended up destroying nearly a two legions of Evolli troops with only four hundred Spartans and her dragon. One attempt was made on the vampire and elf queens Isabella and Dysea and that too failed miserably, costing the Evolli almost a hundred ships and nearly twenty thousand troops. The final attempt they had made was against the one they should never have targeted to begin with. The pureblood Queen Aricia had become a snarling and deadly wench since the events on Enurrua and she and the elf Queen For’mya were never far from Leonidas’s side. The poorly planned assassination attempt against her had cost the Evolli an entire Fleet Group of ships and nearly a full division of troops when all was said and done. Gelin did not want to bring up that targeting his Queens was not a particularly intelligent idea in his opinion.

Gelin finally nodded. “I’m sure you and the Prefect have everything worked out sir.” He spoke with more confidence than he actually felt.

Pusintin nodded and pounded him on the shoulder as he smiled. “Trust in us Gelin my friend.” Pusintin said. “In a year’s time we will own the Lycavorian Union and the High Coven will be nothing but a memory.”

Gelin smiled. “That will be good to see sir.” He stammered quickly. “I will return to our ship in case the Prefect wishes to come aboard for a stay.”

“I’ll meet him in the conference lounge and contact you depending on what he wants to do.” Pusintin answered. He watched his executive officer nod and then he turned to make his way out of the control center. Gelin was right however. This visit by the Prefect of the Kavalian Federation was much unexpected and had come up only yesterday. It was not well known, but there was no denying that dozens had seen him get off his ship and make his way to the conference room Pusintin thought as he too began moving the short distance to the comfortable lounge room. He barely paid any mind to the six Puma Bane Security troops that remained outside the door to the conference room, and they only nodded to him as he passed through the door.
Keleru turned from the view window as the door began to slide shut behind Pusintin. The two men met gazes and Pusintin smiled.

“Keleru… this is a surprise.” He stated.

“Indeed.” The man spoke as he turned fully. “The base is coming along quite nicely I see.” He said.

Pusintin nodded as he came up next to him. “Units slotted for the mission should begin arriving in the next several days, and within nine days we will be ready to launch our expedition into Union space. Somehow… somehow I don’t get the feeling you came here for a progress report however.”

Keleru held out the data pad. “We may not have nine days Pusintin.” He said. “Read this. I received it two days ago from our contact within the Union.”
Pusintin began reading from the pad, his eyes darkening the more he read. He looked up quickly after a moment. “This is confirmed?” He gasped.

“Not only confirmed, but he sent images as well.” Keleru said reaching out to touch the pad and it changed to two different sets of photos. “The first image was taken on Uzu Ozeib 7 four years ago. The second only weeks ago on Earth. The rest are an assortment taken within the last weeks as well, all on Earth.” 
“Keleru… you know who these women are?” Pusintin asked.

Keleru nodded. “Indeed I do. The one on the left is Carisia Moran. The daughter of that vile, putrid vampire bitch Yuri!” He spat. “The second is Princess of the High Coven Narice, daughter to that murdering whore Empress Aikiro. The third took several hours to discover, but she is now confirmed as a medium level operative for the Coven Venorik Elghinn Intelligence Division.”

“Keleru… this Narice and Carisia… they are bound to dragons!” Pusintin stated as cold realization washed over him. “I don’t know about the red haired female, but Aikiro’s daughter and granddaughter are bound to dragons!”

Keleru’s head nodded. “Yes I know. I believe you will agree with me when I say it is safe to assume that this is where the High Coven dragons have gone too.” He said. “The questions remains… for what purpose?”
“I think that is obvious.” Pusintin spoke quickly. “My brother is training them. Training them to fight us! Carisia Moran is with Androcles in this image. During their war with the Evolli he established himself as one of their premier riders. Almost as experienced and skilled as my brother. He must be the one doing the training.”

“Well… he is a member of their dragon unit.” Keleru spoke. “One of four leaders to be precise. All the intelligence we have been able to gain on that unit, precious little that it is, all of it points to the fact they are very particular about who leads them. They would not just choose the son unless he was capable.”

Pusintin looked at the more recent image and saw Carisia holding hands with Androcles Leonidas. Another image had the younger High Coven Princess Narice sitting between the legs of Arrarn Leonidas on the beach, with the red haired female positioned between her legs. 
“Carisia Moran is holding his hand.” He said softly. He looked up at Keleru. “They are involved in a relationship. And it appears Arrarn Leonidas is with Narice as well.”
Keleru shrugged. “I care not that the sons of our greatest enemy are fucking them like the whores they are!” He snapped. “What does this mean about the Coven intentions?”

Pusintin met his eyes. “Are you thinking the High Coven will launch a preemptive attack against us?”

“Their dragons have been there at least as long as they have been missing from our spies within the High Coven.” Keleru spoke as he moved to the refreshment counter and poured himself a glass of water. “That means almost six months. We have spent years buying up every last T19 that we could. If the Coven riders have now been training with the Union riders under Androcles Leonidas, then our advantage with the T19s just became null and void. They will know how to defeat the rockets and missiles easily. The Evolli were never able to determine how the Union riders managed to do that, only that they did. If that is the case, then yes, a preemptive attack by the Coven just became a concern.”

“We have detected nothing that would indicate this.” Pusintin spoke.

“That does not mean it is not a possibility.” Keleru spoke. “The vampire scum can be devious when they want to be.”

“Then the Cease Fire Accord they just signed with the Union is probably a farce to cover up this training.” Pusintin said. He looked at Keleru his eyes suddenly wide. “And it also means they are probably still on Earth.”
“Aikiro and Yuri?” Keleru gasped. “Impossible!”

“When have you known either one of them to not have their hands in the pot when it came to something important?” Pusintin asked him.

“Never! But what you are suggesting… it is…”

“Outrageous I know.” Pusintin said. “Why is it that Aikiro has made no appearances since the signing? No sightings of Yuri or Moran either. It didn’t occur to me until right now. They are all still on Earth Keleru! In hiding until this training is over!”
Keleru met his eyes. “How long does this training normally take?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin shook his head. “I have no idea.” He replied.

Keleru hissed underneath his breath. “And they have had four months at least to train them!” He growled. “This is not good. We can not fight a war on two fronts. Our plans are contingent upon the Union being neutralized by our actions and what you will present to them.” He looked up quickly. “Is it too soon for that?”

Pusintin shook his head. “No. It has only just started for all of them. It’s not the prime time, but it’s still very promising.”

“So if we proceed a few days sooner than we had anticipated it will not matter?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin shook his head once more. “It shouldn’t… no. What are you thinking?”

Keleru looked at him. “Our contact is going to release this information within the next day or so.” He said. “Imagine Leonidas’s reaction when he discovers two of his precious sons have been consorting with the daughters of his most hated enemies. He will livid.” Pusintin nodded slowly as he turned to look out the massive view window into the spaceport below. Keleru watched him carefully knowing that he had a keen methodical mind. “What are you thinking Pusintin?”

“It doesn’t make any sense.” Pusintin said finally.

“What?”

“My brother hates Aikiro and Yuri almost as much as we do.” He continued. “Why would he agree to train dragons that she stole from him?” Pusintin looked at Keleru. “All the intelligence we have indicates that he holds dragons among the most precious of lifeforms within the Union. Why would he agree to train dragons with High Coven riders knowing she could very well turn them against him one day? Probably will turn them against him one day.”

“So there is another reason he is doing what he is doing?” Keleru said thoughtfully. “A reason which we do not have the time to discover, though I will bring it up to my contact. We can not allow Androcles Leonidas to finish training these dragons so the Coven can use them against us Pusintin. If we speed up our timetable by days, perhaps even two weeks, then combined with what is obviously happening on Earth and Hadaria now, we can deal a fatal blow to the Union’s leadership. If what you suggest is indeed true, when word gets out that his sons are involved with the daughter and granddaughter of Aikiro, Leonidas will be beside himself.” 
“That is true but we still don’t know where Dysea is.” Pusintin spoke. “That is an integral part of our plan. Perhaps the largest one.”

“Our contact is working on that as well.” Keleru said. “He reported he is close to this information, but it will be another few days before he can get that. Then once we have it we can direct our forces in The Wilds to converge on that location. They are stationed all over The Wilds as it is and it should be simple to redirect them. Who knows… when this information comes out perhaps she will reveal her location herself.”

“And Gerald?” Pusintin asked.

“Fuck that vampire fool!” Keleru spat. “He has made enough mistakes! If he is in the area he can participate in any attack, but aside from that, I don’t want him involved. He could not capture one half breed child even with the exact information given to us by my source.”
Pusintin moved closer to him. “Keleru… we are putting an awful lot at risk with just this contact of yours.” He said softly. “His information has proven accurate to a fault over the years, but are we so secure we can trust everything he has told us?”
“I haven’t relied entirely on his information. That is why we will attack the Drow elf settlements throughout The Wilds.” Keleru said. “It eliminates a valuable intelligence resource for the Union and also clears the way for us to push our control further into Wild space. I have other measures in place to verify his intelligence to us, don’t worry.”

Pusintin looked at Keleru oddly for a moment and the Kavalian leader laughed. “You do not think I have allowed you to know everything do you?” He said. “I have done it this way to protect my sources, as well as keep you free of distractions Pusintin. It is not a matter of trust my friend. Never think that. It simply protects all of us.”

Pusintin nodded. “I know all about security.” He replied. “That is the one thing you do not need to explain to me.”

“Can we move early to act shortly after my source releases this information?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin thought for a moment. “All the elements are in place.” He answered. “Except those in regards to Dysea, but that is only a matter of a single transmission. She will turn up as soon as things begin to happen I imagine.”

Keleru nodded. “Yes she will. She will have no choice.”

“Our assassination teams can be in place in a matter of hours.” Pusintin said. “It might be a little more difficult given the short notice and warning, but we can still conduct the operations easily enough. If your contact’s information is accurate, they all arrive at Androcles’s villa on a regular basis. Our people have been monitoring it ever since their courts sided against us and it is usually the same days.”
Keleru nodded. “They do love their courts and laws don’t they.” He said with a smile. “Their own laws have made them predictable.”

“That won’t matter in about eleven months.” Pusintin said with a smile.

Keleru nodded. “No it won’t.” He said. “I’m going to order our teams in The Wilds to hit the Drow settlements beginning in four days time. They will be the very tip of the spear we drive into the heart of Leonidas and his family. They will sever all outbound communications and then leave no survivors. Their orders are to make it appear as if mercenaries and pirates have done this. It is also my understanding from my contact that one of the Androcles’s mates to be is at one of these settlements?”

Pusintin looked at him. “Really?” He answered. “A Drow elf?”

Keleru’s nose wrinkled. “That is what the contact suspects based on what he has seen. A Drow?” He exclaimed shaking his head. “Disgusting. Normal elves are bad enough, but when you add those dark skinned ones into the mix it is unbearable.”

Pusintin nodded. “I agree.” He said. “I will contact all the teams personally within the next twelve hours and give them their orders. I’ll have Phy'iad on standby as well. You do realize that once the Drow settlements begin to not check in they will suspect something? And probably investigate.”

Keleru nodded his head. “That is why we have coordinated our strikes to occur almost immediately after they have checked in for their weekly report. It will buy us more time. Watch that Immortal scum Pusintin.” Keleru said. “I do not trust them.”

“Nor do I, but better they are fighting for us than against us.” Pusintin said. “And they will have the much better chance of securing Dysea for us than any of our men. Especially if the rumors that she is meeting and working with Immortals are true.”
Keleru nodded in agreement. “Very true. Jiss and Matuarr have also confirmed what we suspected and hoped for. We will be acting before we get their official report, but it is of no matter. Tell Ngaze I want him and the advance units of his occupation force underway in three days. Do not wait for his entire force to be in position. When the first units arrive they are to move immediately and we will reinforce him as quickly as the other units arrived from Uirmeik. Travel time to Hadaria?”
“There is only one Jump Gate within range of the Union border in this sector of space. We can’t use it for it would take us too far out of a direct path. There is another Gate on the other side of Elear. We’ll steer well clear of the elf homeworld for now until we get to that Gate and then jump almost directly to Hadaria. There are not a lot of travel corridors in this part of the Union. The Limians have never done a whole lot to give the Union a reason to build more 
well traveled corridors. We can remain unseen barring any mishap. If all goes well… six days tops.” Pusintin spoke.

Keleru nodded with a smile. “Just in time to show our support for our new ‘allies’ when the moment is right and they throw their Queen to the wolves so to speak.”

Pusintin matched his nod. “It might be better for us to keep them Keleru.” He said. “If any of our teams fail, having two or three of the Union Queens in our custody might come in handy.”
Keleru shook his head. “No. They would rally support against us. Do not discount the influence they have gained through the years. Your brother chose well when he picked the women who would share his bed and give him children. And that decision will serve us as well now.” He said. “When the time comes, my contact and those working with him will get the rewards they have required of us. Who knows… we may need their help down the road.”

“The assassination teams?” Pusintin asked.

Keleru nodded. “Move them into their final positions and have them stand by to act. In two weeks time we will begin the dismantling of the Lycavorian Union, and your rise back to the throne of your father. Then we can concentrate entirely on the Union and solidify our place in history.”

Pusintin smiled. “I like the sound of that.” He said. 
