CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
EARTH

SODRAG


“…not able to reach your father!” Wallace spoke from the command center on EDEN BASE. 

“None of us are able to reach him.” Andro answered from main Command and Control center for SODRAG. “He’s coming here, that much I can feel, but he’s not communicating with anyone.”

“Lock down of the planet is in place! All ships have been tasked with maintaining their current positions and will be advised when they can move again. Joarl has issued an Authority Override only. Unless they get clearance from EDEN BASE or PROMETHEUS they don’t move.” Wallace continued. “Durcunusaan units have all deployed to their primary objectives, minus the ones responding to the Kavalian Embassy in Sparta. Andro… what the fuck is going on? I have my people sweeping the grids around Earth for Shrouded High Coven ships with orders to destroy them where they are found! That order came from the First Oracle. Can you tell me what is going on because we are lost up here? I got Helen in secure COMS with my wife about something and she won’t tell me. I’m becoming agitated.”
“There has been a coordinated attack by High Coven Commandos. One part against my sister Zarah to gain information from her that…” Andro began to answer.

“Zarah?” Wallace gasped. “Andro please tell me…”

Andro looked at him in the transmission his face still battered but holding extreme anger inside. “They raped and brutalized my sister Admiral.” He answered somberly. “Raped and brutalized her to get the location of the MV ship from her to launch their attack against Dragon Mountain.”

“Carians joa!” Wallace gasped. “She is…”

Andro shook his head. “She’s alive. My sister is stronger than they thought. Lucia Moran got to her first and saved her from further acts of humiliation. She killed her own brother for what he had done.” 

“Yuri’s daughter?” Wallace asked with wide eyes.

Andro nodded his head quickly. “They are… they are bound by something we don’t understand, Lucia and Zarah. Arrarn and Toria are on the way to the SCIMITAR with them as we speak. My mothers as well I imagine. Only Denali and Lisisa remain on the surface with me, I’ve sent everyone else up to the SCIMITAR.” He said. “I’m waiting until the Durcunusaan finish their sweep of the area around Reylan and my father arrives before I leave too.”

Wallace shook his head. “Aricia and For'mya dropped Isabella on the SCIMITAR only moments ago and are on their way to your location. Sa’sur contacted me and Joarl both to inform us of their departure from the SCIMITAR.” He asked.

“Carisia believes it was a coordinated strike. Using the information they got from Zarah’s mind to target Dragon Mountain apparently and then this attack against the Kavalian Embassy in Sparta.” Andro answered. “Aikiro apparently wanted to take out as many of us as possible, along with the Kavalian delegation. If Lucia had not got to Zarah when she did, Zarah would be dead.”
Wallace saw the condition of Andro’s injuries. “Looks like one against you as well.” He stated.

Andro shook his head. “Elynth and I battled with Dante Moran and his dragon. We had to kill Javier Moran’s dragon but Dante and Marux escaped us. Then Yuri showed up with…”

“Yuri?” Wallace exclaimed.

“Yuri is dead.” Andro stated flatly. “I killed her with my own teeth and claws. I left her a mangled mass in the timber. Deni and Lisisa are searching the area around where we fought to confirm this and bring her remains back here.”
Wallace tilted his head slightly. “Andro it was reported by Durcunusaan Command that Carisia Leonidas gave the order to initiate a lock down of the royal family.”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“Then what the Netnews has been reporting is true? You and Arrarn have taken this Carisia and Aikiro’s daughter Narice as your wives and mates?” Wallace asked.
Andro nodded. “Yes. Is that a problem Admiral?”

Wallace shook his head. “Quite the contrary Andro.” He spoke. “Once that word began spreading up here, people began to talk of a real lasting peace with the Coven. The vampires that live and work up here are truly hopeful. That you and Arrarn would take these women as your mates spoke volumes to them.”

“Not you though?” Andro said.

“I am old and set in my ways young Androcles.” Wallace said. “Anisa tells me if not for her I’d still be living in the past. I will grow accustom to it as I do everything else. What has happened will change the feelings when news of this breaks however.”

Andro shook his head. “Don’t let it Admiral.” He said quickly. “These acts were thought up and acted upon by men and women who hold nothing but hate for us. They do not represent the will of all the people within the High Coven.” He looked at the man who had once been his father’s commanding officer. A man he respected without question. “The Feravomir has killed Empress Aikiro.” He said softly.

Wallace was silent for a moment before nodding his head. “I will shed no tears for her I can tell you that. She was a fool to think your father would leave Dragon Mountain undefended. Fuck her!” He paused and shook his head finally. “In with a bang out with a whimper.” He said finally. “It is something your father used to say many years ago. A fitting end to both of those wenches if you ask me.”

“What is your status?” Andro asked.

“We’re orienting the main sensor array back towards Earth now. We found nothing that could be construed as a Shrouded ship outside of Earth’s gravitational pull. If they have a ship hidden, it must be in low orbit. Between us and the PROMETHEUS we’ll find it! Joarl has two AUTUMN MOONS on standby to paint any ship we find and then our missile batteries will obliterate it.” Wallace answered.
“I’ve sent everyone up to the SCIMITAR except Denali and Lisisa as I said.” Andro told him. “The three of us and the Durcunusaan can handle anything that might come up.” He turned his head as the door to the Command Center opened and Denali and Lisisa strode in quickly carrying their helmets. “Admiral… Deni and Lisi are back. Let me confer with them and I will check back in with you in a few minutes.”
Wallace nodded. “I’ll inform you the moment we find any ships that are hiding.” He stated before the transmission went dark and Andro turned to look at his brother and sister. 

Andro noticed they both wore scowls of consternation as they moved up next to him. He looked back and forth between them. 
“What?” He asked.

“We circled Reylan as you wanted and then moved to where you said you fought Yuri.” Deni spoke.

Andro nodded. “And?”

“Her body is gone Andro.” Lisisa said.

Deni nodded. “We found where you said you fought her. You couldn’t miss it with the amount of blood spread all over the area. You mangled her good to make her bleed that much fervon.”

Andro’s azure eyes were wide and he shook his head. “Impossible!” He hissed out. “I practically tore open her throat! I know I severed the artery in her leg when I slashed her with my claws. The wound was spurting blood all over.” He looked at them. “There is no way she could have survived that. Her throat wound alone, Deni if the Immortal hadn’t shot me I would have torn her throat wide open. I had to have ripped open her jugular at least!”

“The Immortal shot you four times Andro!” Lisisa exclaimed loudly. “You are strong brother, but even you couldn’t have stood more than that.” She reached up to check the torn shirt he still wore. “Wounds that you haven’t gotten treated yet! You sent Eliani and Sadi back didn’t you?”

“They don’t need to be here.” Andro spoke.

“You should have had Eliani heal you first asshole!” Deni spoke stepping up to his older brother. “Did you get all the projectiles out at least?” He asked making Andro lift his arm as he began inspecting the wound.

“Two of them.” Andro answered as he winced when Deni touched his side.

Deni looked at him with wide eyes. “You idiot! Are you crazy? You shifted back without forcing the bullets out?”

“Two of them were too deep and Zarah needed me.” Andro snapped.

“Zarah needs you alive you igord!” Lisisa snarled openly. “We… we all need you to be breathing Andro!”

“You need to get to a medic and get those slugs out brother!” Deni spat. “Before they become infected.”

“I will.” Andro said. “There is too much to do right now!”

“Rensibfla!” Lisisa barked. “You need to…”
“Andro!” They turned at the sound of Aricia’s voice and saw Aricia and For'mya rushing into the command center. Aricia went right to her son and embraced him tightly while For'mya stepped up to Deni and Lisisa and wrapped her arms around them both. Their eyes closed as all of them savored the moment with their mothers and then it was over as Aricia pushed her son to arm’s length. “Tell… tell us what happen Andro.” She spoke as For'mya moved closer and took his hand.
“I… I called a meeting for this morning.” Andro spoke slowly. “We were going to put the final touches on our plan and…”

“What plan?” For'mya asked.

“I’m… I’m leaving mother. I’m taking the Coven riders and dragons away from here to finish their training. Father was not going to allow me to do that so I decided to act on my own.” Andro told them. “When Zarah did not show up I knew something was wrong. Then I heard her scream!”

“Taking them away?” For'mya gasped. “To where?”

Andro shook his head quickly. “The less you know the better.” He told them. “I won’t allow father to separate them… and now I won’t allow him to kill them. This is exactly what he would order now after what has happened.”

“Andro… your father is…” Aricia began.

“Do not make excuses for him mother.” He spoke forcefully. “And do not stand there and tell me he is not different. He’s been different since Yuri got here. He’s… he is…”

“What?” For'mya asked softly.

“There is something influencing his actions.” Andro finally said. “It is causing his darker side to rule his emotions and decisions. He asked me to dismiss Carisia as my wife and mate. He ordered I do this! That Arrarn do this! He and Torma ordered Elynth to dismiss Anthar as her mate! Our father… my father would not do that out of hand!”

Aricia looked at him with wide eyes. “Andro… are you sure?”

“You haven’t noticed it?” He asked.

“We thought… we thought it was because so much is happening at once.” Aricia finally answered after looking at For'mya quickly.

Andro shook his head. “It is a mist that surrounds him and Torma. It has infected them. The same mist like darkness that controlled Lucia’s mother. I saw it swirling around them both using the Scotopic spectrum of our vision.”
“Scotopic?” Aricia asked. “Are you sure?”

“Yes I’m sure mother.” He replied.

“Helen contacted us.” For'mya spoke now. “Aikiro…”

Andro nodded. “Yes… she is dead. I know. I had thought… Yuri…”

“What?” Aricia asked squeezing his arms.

“Andro fought Yuri!” Deni said now watching as Aricia’s and For'mya’s eyes grew even larger.

“You fought her?” For'mya gasped. “Andro are you…?”

“I thought I killed her.” Andro spoke. “I severed the artery in her leg and I nearly tore out her throat! If the Immortal hadn’t shot me I would have…”

“Shot you!” Aricia gasped. Her eyes grew wider as she noticed for the first time the blood stains on the side of his shirt and the tears in his shoulder and on his face. “Oh Andro…” She exclaimed reaching up to touch his face as her other hand went to his side. For'mya was already pulling aside the shirt.

“Andro… you were hit four times!” For'mya nearly shrieked as her fingers touched the flesh of his side. 

“Two were flesh wounds more or less.” Andro spoke grimacing as she gingerly lifted his arm again. 

“He still has two slugs inside him!” Lisisa snapped. “The fool shifted before forcing them out.”

“I needed to get to Zarah!” Andro snapped. “She was more important than two projectile wounds because I was stupid.”

“Helen… she said… she told us that Lucia Moran saved Zarah’s life.” Aricia spoke softly.

Andro nodded. “Yes.” He replied. “I did not see Zarah directly afterwards. Lucia was dealing with Javier and I ripped Dante Moran through the wall in a fit of rage and began pummeling him. Naruth attacked Elynth and I and… her injuries were severe enough that she nearly killed Lucia by taking so much blood to heal.”

For'mya looked at him wide eyed. “She took Lucia’s blood? Zarah… Andro you know that Zarah she hates taking blood.” 

Andro nodded. “I know. Somehow… somehow Lucia got Zarah to bite her and take her blood. It saved her life mother. Lucia’s only purpose this entire time has been to find a way to come together with Zarah. Even I didn’t sense it until I saw them together today. Their essences are so intertwined now it is nearly impossible to tell them apart. It…”

“Like… like Tarifa and Aihola.” Aricia said with wide eyes.

Andro nodded. “Yes!” He said. “Yes… exactly like that. I was trying to find a way to describe it and…”

“This is what you have allowed to happen!!” The voice boomed in the room. They all turned to see Martin Leonidas in the doorway of the Command Center. “This is what happens when you go against my orders!!”

“Father you can not blame…” Andro began to speak as Martin started forward towards him.

“You lied to me son!” Martin growled as he moved for Andro. “You lied to me and now look what has happened!”

“Father…”

“This is your fault!” Martin roared. “Where were you? Why weren’t you protecting your sister? You were suppose to be protecting your sister!” He stopped in front of Andro, his dark eyes alive with anger. “You allowed this to happen! You and no one else!”

“Martin… you can not blame Andro for something that members of the High Coven did? That is ridiculous!” Aricia snapped.

“Can’t I?” He snarled. “I told you to have them ready today! Where are they Andro? Where are the dragons and riders?”

“Martin Leonidas you…” For'mya began to speak as she reached out and took his arm. Martin turned his head and glared at her.

“Stay out of this For'mya!” He growled at her.

“I will not!” She exclaimed. “He is my son as well!”
“Martin you can not blame…” Aricia stated forcefully.

“Shut up! Both of you shut up!” Martin snarled at them causing their eyes to go wide in shock. “Your sons have taken the daughters of two of the vilest women in the universe as their wives! Your sons! And you both knew about it! How convenient is that? This is between my son and me!” Martin lifted his hands slightly and gave both Aricia and For'mya mild pushes within Mindvoice. In his current state however, he did not know his own strength and they both went sailing across the control room in opposite directions with stunned looks of horror and surprise on their faces.
“Father!” Denali and Lisisa shouted at the same time, both of them breaking away, Lisisa for Aricia and Denali towards For'mya as they crashed into the floor.

“You bastard!” Andro snarled as he started to move for where Aricia had fallen.

Martin snatched his arm and shoulder. “Not so fast boy!” He shouted. “We aren’t through talking yet!”

“I will not let you kill them father!” Andro stated flatly yanking his arm away. “I won’t let you separate them either! They had nothing to do with what has happened and you know it! They are becoming true Bonded Pairs. Just like any of us in the Union! They are embracing all that they are learning and it is changing them! Look at you! You have changed! The darkness is eating away at you so much that you strike your own mates!” He tried to move once again but Martin snatched him back roughly and stared into his face.
“Bullshit!” Martin screamed. “They had everything to do with this! They’ve been playing you boy!” He lifted his hand and stabbed his finger into Andro’s chest. “They’ve been playing you like a puppet boy! And so has that woman you supposedly claimed as your wife! Yuri’s daughter? I can’t believe you would stoop so low as to fall into her web! Or your brother Arrarn and Aikiro’s bitch daughter!”

“Father I told you I would…” Andro’s voice was now low and menacing.

Martin stepped closer to his son and stabbed him in the chest again with a finger. “Told me what boy?” He spat. “Your incompetence has allowed this to happen! Your infatuation with that little slut has resulted in your sister being beaten and raped! This is no one else’s fault but yours boy!”

ULU SCIMITAR

Isabella sat beside the medical bed her youngest daughter rested in, stroking her hand and face. Isabella had dried tears in her eyes as Eliani passed her hand over Zarah’s midsection once again, the soft glow of white light from her hand following as she passed it down Zarah’s chest and upper abdomen and then down to just above her hips and lower abdomen. She was sleeping soundly now with the help of a small sedative that Eliani had given her when they first arrived and she looked very peaceful. Isabella looked up at Eliani as she pulled her hand away slowly not releasing Zarah’s hand.


“Eli?” She asked softly.


“I eliminated all trace of any sperm mother.” Eliani replied softly meeting her gaze. “She won’t get pregnant.”


“And she is not injured in that way?” Isabella asked.

Eliani shook her head slowly. “No. There some minor tears of her… inside… more from the roughness and lack of lubrication than anything, but nothing permanent.” She replied. 
“How many?” Isabella asked.

“Mother… that is…” Eliani began to answer.

“How many Eliani?” Isabella asked once more.

Eliani sighed heavily. “Six different specimens.” She answered.

Isabella looked back to her daughter cursing under her breath. “Bastards!” She hissed viciously.

“She will still be able to have children easily. I know that is what…”


Isabella turned back to Eliani and then back to Zarah to stroke her cheek once more. “It was something she was so adamant about.” Isabella answered. “She used to tell me when… when she found the man who could tame her she wanted to give herself to him in every way. She wanted to be adventurous and open to anything. She wanted to give him many strong children. As many as he wanted. She wanted a large family.”


“That ability hasn’t been taken away from her mother.” Eliani spoke softly.


“No.” Bella whispered shaking her head. “But what man will she trust now? They took her… they took her purity away Eli. She will never get that back. She wanted… all the times she acted so free and teased the males sniffing after her… she never intended to surrender her purity unless it was to the man she would stay with forever.” Isabella looked at her. “That is gone from her now.”


“Then we will need to make her see she is still pure mother.” Eliani said softly placing her hand on Isabella’s shoulder. “Pure inside as well as out.”


Isabella reached up and covered Eliani’s hand with her own and nodded. “Yes we will.” She said in barely a whisper.


“Mother… you are pregnant and you shouldn’t have this much stress.” Eliani said. “I can give you something to…”


Isabella shook her head. “No. I will be fine.”


A soft beep called Eliani’s attention and she turned toward where Lucia lay in the next bed. “Sibfla!” Eliani cursed as she moved over next to the bed. Isabella turned to watch her and as she wiped the small tears from her eyes she saw Lucia’s condition. Her color had returned with the infusion of new blood, but her skin was now sweating profusely and she was obviously burning up with a fever.


Isabella got to her feet and moved closer with a look of puzzlement, looking down at the young woman who had saved her daughter’s life. Yuri’s daughter. The half sister who she so despised. Yet Lucia’s actions, based on what Eliani and Carina had told her were the actions not of an enemy, but actions of someone deeply in love. To risk all that you were to save someone as Lucia had done for Zarah, no matter whom her mother was Isabella thought; in that action Lucia Moran had instantly earned Isabella’s unfettered trust and thanks. She looked at the young woman, took in the angular sweeps of her cheeks and the firmness of her body. She was a very beautiful young woman and Isabella felt remorse that her mother was such a vile upaee.

“What is wrong Eli?” Isabella asked as she saw Carina come back into the med bay with two mugs of coffee. 


Eliani shook her head. “I don’t know. She should be recovering fine.” Eliani answered. “Her blood count has returned to normal… but she has a dangerously high fever and it’s making her organs work harder.”


“Fever?” Isabella asked gently. “Eliani… Lucia is a pureblood vampire… we do not get fevers.”


“That may well be mother… but she has one now.” Eliani spoke as she yanked something off the wall next to the bed and passed it over Lucia’s body watching as a readout appeared on the small sensor pad she held. “And unless I bring it down… it will kill her.” She fern green eyes grew a little wider. “That’s… that’s not possible!” She gasped loudly. “I got to her in time! It shouldn’t…”

“Eliani… what?” Carina gasped.


Eliani looked at them. “The instruments are telling me she… they are telling me she has the symptoms of Stage Three Blood Fever.”


“Stage Three Blood Fever!” Isabella gasped in horror. “How… how can that be? She has none of the… none of the outward signs!”


“I know mother!” Eliani snapped as she moved around the bed to the front and held her hand over Lucia’s chest. The soft white glow was a little brighter this time and Isabella and Carina could do nothing but watch. 
 “This can’t be right.” Eliani exclaimed as she took her hand away and leaned over to adjust the monitor by the bed. She used another portable medical scanner this time, her eyes never leaving the screen as she passed it over Lucia’s body. Her head snapped around to look at her sister in the other bed. “I… I don’t believe this!” She gasped.

“Eli… what is it?” Carina asked moving closer.

Eliani took the scanner and moved next to Zarah in her bed and then slowly played the scanner over her body from her head to her abdomen. Eliani Leonidas was second only to her mother and Aunt when it came to her healing abilities, and not since her grandfather had one so young been so well thought of and respected among Healers. She was widely regarded as the most powerful Field Healer in the Union since Anja and Sivana were not always in the field. Her knowledge was equal to her mother in every way, as well as her inventive ideas on treatment and such. 
As she looked at the screen, Eliani’s eyes grew wider and wider. “That’s impossible!” She hissed.

“Eliani!” Isabella barked loudly. “What is going on?”

Eliani looked at her and Carina now. “The scans must be wrong!” She rasped out. “They have to be wrong!”

“What? What are they telling you?” Isabella hissed.

“Stage… Stage Three Blood Fever alters the very composition and molecular structure of certain cells.” Eliani explained as she moved between the beds. “It’s the reason that Stage Three can not be cured. Because it alters the genes so completely.”

Isabella nodded. “Yes… I know this! It destroys your mind, killing all cognitive decision making ability. I know all this Eliani, I have seen it! If Lucia has Stage Three Blood Fever, why then is she acting so normally? How could she be acting so normally? Stage Three takes days to manifest itself in our bodies. Surely one of you would have noticed the advancement of the fever inside her. The outwards signs are easily seen. How could she have saved Zarah in this condition?”

Eliani looked at her. “She couldn’t have.”

“Eli… you are not making any sense.” Carina snapped.

“Lucia didn’t have Stage Three Blood Fever when Zarah bit her.” Eliani said with great confidence. “The altered cells I’m seeing are ambient chromosomes with the signature of Stage Three Blood Fever in them. They are perfectly healthy cells but they have the residual signature of Stage Three Blood fever. And they are not Lucia’s cells.”

Isabella’s eyes grew wider. “Eliani… are you…”

Eliani nodded and looked at her. “Yes mother. At some point… at some point Zarah was in the third stage of Blood Fever. The residual cells are from her body and they transferred to Lucia when Zarah bit her. Lucia’s body is reacting by displaying the fever common with all the stages of the disease but none of the other signs. I adjusted her heart rate and endorphin levels and the fever will pass soon enough.”
“Eliani what you are saying is not possible!” Carina exclaimed. “How could that be? Stage Three is incurable! The machines are wrong! Zarah has never had Blood Fever in any stage!”

Eliani shook her head. “And I’m telling you she has.” Eliani answered confidently. “I wouldn’t lie about this arande!” (Sister)
Isabella stepped up to her. “Eliani… how is this possible?” She asked softly.

Eliani shook her head. “I don’t know mother.” She replied. “I…” She stopped talking as she felt the massive tremors within Mindvoice. She saw her mother and sister act in a similar matter. “You felt that?” She gasped.

Isabella nodded quickly as Carina came up next to her. “Yes.” She said. “It came from your father and brother on the surface.”
“Something is happening.” Carina exclaimed.

Isabella moved to the wall and slapped her hand down on the wall panel. “SCIMITAR Duty Officer this is Queen Isabella!” She barked.

“Yes Milady!”

“Current location of Androcles and Martin Leonidas?” Isabella snapped.

“Durcunusaan Command reported moments ago that both King Leonidas and Prince Androcles are now in SODRAG Command Center.” The Duty Officer replied instantly. “Queen Aricia and Queen For'mya are with them, as well as Prince Denali and Princess Lisisa.”

“Can you get a direct video COM patch to SODRAG Command?” Carina asked now stepping up to her mother.

“I believe so Princess.” The officer replied recognizing her voice. 

“Then do it and bring it up on the monitor here in Med Bay!” Isabella hissed. “Quickly! Something is happening on Earth!”

“Stand by! Syncing up transmission frequencies! There! It should be coming through now Milady!” The officer exclaimed. “It will be…”

“Bullshit!” Martin screamed. “They had everything to do with this! They’ve been playing you boy!” They watched as Martin stabbed his finger into Andro’s chest. “They’ve been playing you like a puppet boy! And so has that woman you supposedly claimed as your wife! Yuri’s daughter? I can’t believe you would stoop so low as to fall into her web! Or your brother Arrarn and Aikiro’s bitch daughter Narice!”

“Father I told you I would…” Andro’s voice was now low and menacing.

Martin stepped closer to his son and stabbed him in the chest again with a finger. “Told me what boy?” He spat. “Your incompetence has allowed this to happen! Your infatuation with that little slut has resulted in your sister being beaten and raped! This is no one else’s fault but yours boy!”

All of them stared at the transmission in shock as they saw Denali and Lisisa in the background of the command center helping Aricia and For'mya to their feet.

“You will believe what you will father! I don’t care anymore!” Andro snapped at his father menacingly. “I don’t need you to tell me this is my fault! You know nothing about what Zarah means to me! Nothing! No one knows my sister like I do! But I will not let you kill innocent riders and dragons over something that they knew nothing about! And I will not let you take Arrarn’s mates from him! Or Carisia from me! He loves them just as deeply as they love him! And what Sadi and I feel for Carisia goes deeper than love! They… ”
“They are vampires!” Martin roared out his response. “None of them can be trusted! None of them! I’m going to put them on trial and then I’m going to execute each and every one of them! Including you and your brother’s sluts! Now tell me where they are! Tell me why there is a Type II sitting on the airfield with its engines idling! Tell me where your sister is! And tell me why my Command Codes for the SCIMITAR don’t work anymore!”

“I will not let you wrap Zarah in some bubble thinking you are protecting her!” Andro snapped. “That is not what she would want! The SCIMITAR is my ship! Your Command Codes haven’t worked in over two years!”
“And how the fuck would you know what you sister wants? They raped my daughter! They raped and beat my daughter until she was almost dead!” Martin screamed.
“Lucia saved her father! She saved her life because she loves…” Andro tried to speak the words but Martin snatched him by the front of his shirt.

“Tell me what I want to know Androcles! Tell me what…”

“NO!” Androcles Leonidas once and for all time stepped out from underneath the larger than life shadow that was his father. With his next words he would begin blazing his own path into the future and beyond. 

“I will not! Your history is not mine! Your history is not ours! We will make our own history now! Carisia, Narice, they are part of that history we will make! Toria and Lucia and Zarah and every Coven rider and dragon that came here! I won’t let you take that away from my brother and sister! I won’t let you take it away from me! From them! NO!”
Martin’s face was twisted into a mask of rage none of them had ever seen before and even that was nothing compared to what he did next.

“Fine! I’ll just beat it out of you like when you were a boy!” And then Martin Leonidas hit his son. Hard.
“NO!” Three women screamed out from within the medical bay of the SCIMITAR at exactly the same time.

They were not aware that seven other sets of eyes on the SCIMITAR were watching what was happening from different parts of the ship, for they had felt the massive tremors within Mindvoice as well. One set of jungle green eyes, one set of Maya blue eyes and two sets of dark brown orbs were leaking tears at what was happening. One of those sets of eyes, pale blue in color, was also recording every bit of what was happening even as two individuals were landing on the airfield at SODRAG knowing they were too late to stop it from beginning, but vowing to keep it from escalating. They knew what they had to do, but as Arzoal broke for where Torma was facing off against four of his children and his mate, Helen’s mind was awash with the information that Canth had passed to her on how to act. She had to do it if she was to salvage anything of the future that was rapidly slipping away. 
SODRAG

Androcles Leonidas’s body went careening across the Command Center like a runaway bull. His father’s heel strike walloped him just above his left nipple and launched his body across the room with the force of a gun blast. He smashed through the framework and glass of the star chart directly behind him and slammed into the sensor operator’s console with all two hundred and twenty-five of his pounds like dead weight. Technicians scattered like roaches to get out of the way, while Aricia and For'mya stood with Deni and Lisisa, looks of disbelieving awe on their faces. Aricia remembered Andro’s words and quickly shifted her vision into the Scotopic spectrum, having to focus hard for she had never used it before. What she saw made her gasp in horror. The black mist surrounded Martin like a fog, swirling all around his large frame, pulsing from his chest and looking as if he was burning with black fire.


“Son vada carians!” She gasped in incredulity.


“Aricia?” For'mya gasped looking at her with real fear in her eyes.


“I see it!” Aricia panted. “I see what Andro told us!” She started forward. “I… I must stop this!”


Deni grabbed his birth mother with one strong hand and For'mya with the other. He too had shifted to Scotopic vision and was beyond frightened about what he saw. “Mother no!” He yelled out. “You can’t!”

“I won’t let this continue!” Aricia snarled pulling against his arm hold on her and unable to release her son’s grip.
“You can’t! You’ll get hurt if you…!” Deni started to speak but was cut off by a voice that was Androcles in tone, but a voice that fairly trembled with vicious intent and unrestrained malice.


They all turned to watch Andro heave a large section of the frame of the star chart off his body and begin to pull himself from the floor.


“I won’t allow you to do this!” Andro hissed vehemently as he dropped to the floor. “You are not my father and I won’t let you turn my father into a monster! You will have to kill me, for I will not give you what you want!”


Martin kept striding towards him without pausing. “Then I will kill you boy!” The voice that came from Martin was not his and everyone in the room knew it.


“Martin no!” Aricia screamed struggling against Denali’s grip.


Andro rose to his full height and brushed the back of his hand across his face which was not bloody with several cuts from the glass of the star chart. He lowered his hands then and they instantly began to glow a soft blue color all the way up to his elbows.


“Then come creature!” Andro snarled his hands flaring brighter with psychic power and ability. “Come and let us do battle beast of the dark mist! I don’t know who or what you are, but I want my father back and I will do what I must to achieve that!” 
With a savage howl of battle Andro leaped at his father without thought.

SCIMITAR


“Carians!” Eliani gasped.

“Martin no!” They heard Aricia’s wail in the background.


“Then come creature!” Andro snarled his hands flaring brighter. “Come and let us do battle beast of the dark mist! I don’t know who or what you are, but I want my father back and I will do what I must to achieve that!”

Carina noticed it first and her eyes grew even larger. “Mother! Eli!” She gasped. “His hands! Andro’s hands!”


Isabella’s own eyes went wide when she saw the identical flare of Mindvoice power wrap around Andro’s hands and up to his elbows. The same type of power that Zarah had developed and had been cultivating and growing stronger with for the last ten years. Isabella glanced back to look at Zarah on the bed. Her dark eyes were open and she was watching the monitor just as they were.

“Zarah!” Isabella gasped as she turned and rushed to the bed. She settled back into the chair and reached for Zarah’s hand.

Zarah’s dark eyes, sprinkled generously with flecks of green, looked up at her as Isabella took her hand. “Nin dos zhaun ilhar.” She said in a soft whisper. “Nin dos zhaun.” She met her mother’s eyes. “I want my brother here with me mama.” She said sleepily. “I want my brother here with me.” (Now you know mother. Now you know.)

Isabella nodded without question. “Soon dalharil. Soon.” She waited until Zarah’s eyes closed with a dreamy smile and then she turned back to the monitor and watched as things began to unfold.

SODRAG


Their bodies’ coming together was a sound that caused the room to vibrate with the force of it. Andro leaped directly at his father and sent his open fist slamming into Martin’s face. The force of his blow and the momentum of his leap carried both of them staggering into another wall of computer systems which sparked and flared with the abuse they were not designed for. Martin’s head slammed into the top of the console, blood erupting from a slice in his scalp that a bent piece of metal caused. He howled in pain, his wolf fangs bursting from his gums and his eyes changing to black ringed yellow orbs. He and his son were only half an inch different in height, but Martin had twenty-five more pounds of tightly packed muscle and weight on his body. Andro had left himself in an awkward position when he leaped and he knew this. While Andro was a lethal hand-to-hand fighter, he did not use the psychic shields around his fists to fight as often as his sister and he did not have the same level of training with them surrounding his hands. This was his father he was attacking and knowing that a part of him instinctually held back his full power. Martin Leonidas was not so limited.


“Is that all you got boy!” He snarled viciously before grabbing the front of Andro’s shirt and slamming him sideways into the now destroyed computer system.


Andro yelped out his pain as his already injured side impacted the unyielding computer bank. His wolf eyes had time to only blink before his father’s fist was smashing into his jaw with trip hammer like speed and power. He was already weak from his battle with Dante and then Yuri and matching his father’s size, skill and power even without the added energy this dark mist gave to him would never have entered Andro’s mind. He had to protect them. He must protect them. It was all that rang true in his mind now as he caught his father’s wrist in suddenly resurgent hands and twisted with all of his considerable strength. The maneuver did not have the desired effect Andro had hoped. He had wanted to throw his father off balance so that he could hit him with a blow that would at least stagger him, giving him time to get out of the confines of the command center. 

Andro could feel Elynth projecting her power to him through their bond. He had told her to remain on the TYPE II and not leave the ship for any reason. If they needed a quick escape she needed to keep the TYPE II clear of any obstacles. Jeth and Aradace were with her, trying to feed their own power to their sister in order to help her provide Andro with support. Whatever was affecting his father, whatever power had infused him it was much stronger than Andro had suspected and Martin simply twisted his hand back around and grabbed Andro’s wrists. With a shout of rage he hauled Andro up off the computer bank and tossed him through the air once more. Andro crashed into another wall of computer monitors and consoles with a cry of pain and lay still dazed and very confused.

He hardly felt his father lift him up or slam him back down on the hard steel floor.

“Can’t fight anymore boy!” Martin hissed gleefully as he savagely punched his fist into Andro’s face. “What’s wrong boy? Fight me!”

Andro’s dazed mind felt another of the blows strike his face, rocking his head back. This blow was much lesser in comparison then the others and an idea sprang into his jumbled brain. He opened his azure eyes and looked at the cruel sneer of his father as he cocked his fist again. “You feed off… you feed off anger and hate!” Andro hissed. “I will… I will not give that to you anymore! And I will never surrender to you the lives of those I protect! As my father will never surrender to you in the end!”
Martin slammed his fist into Andro’s face once more. “Fight me you coward!” He yelled. “Fight me or I will beat you to death!”

Andro looked at his father as he willed away his wolf fangs and eyes. His mouth was bloody, his father’s blows cutting his cheeks in several places from the hard, calloused knuckles his father possessed. Each blow was like getting hit by a giant rock as hard as his father’s fists were. Andro shook his head and spit out salvia coated with blood to the side. 

“Then you… you will need to kill me!” Andro spat.

The sneer was still there but not as dark and savage as before. Martin’s wolf eyes were wide as he snarled out his rage and lifted his hand once more. “So be it!” He growled.

“MARTIN LEONIDAS!” The female voice roared from off to the side.

Martin’s head snapped around just as the enormously powerful helmet sized ball of psychic power struck him in the chest and launched his body across the room, through a plate glass window and into a small conference room on the side.


Helen staggered slightly from the expenditure of power even with Arzoal’s support but she caught herself quickly and reached for the pillar that had been her support through these last two decades.


Sister?


Act quickly as Canth told us my Bonded Sister! Arzoal’s voice filled her head. Torma is free of whatever is affecting Martin Leonidas! When Martin went underground it was enough to block the influence of the mist somehow! He will provide us added support!


Torma! Helen barked.


I am myself Feravomir! Torma’s voice quickly answered. And the shame I feel is beyond measure!


The time for shame is past! This is not our Martin. The last vestiges of a sliver of what possessed Yuri is upon Martin! We must make him see what is happening! Canth said he must be the one to take back his own mind or we can do nothing! Helen explained as quickly as she was able.

Canth? Torma exclaimed.

Now is not the time Torma! Join with Arzoal and help me! Helen declared. Helen whirled on where Denali and the others stood in openmouthed shock. “Take Andro now!” She snapped. “He has become the focus of the darkness within Martin. He must leave or this will not end until he is dead and then all will be lost! That will destroy Martin! Tell him to go with his plan as we discussed and Arzoal or I will contact him!”

“Feravomir!” Aricia yelled.

“You and For'mya get out of here now!” Helen barked.

“No! We will stay!” For'mya cried.

“Denali, Lisisa, you must remove your mothers and then get Andro off Earth and away from here in case I am unable to stem this tide!” Helen growled. “Go now! Now!”

Denali didn’t hesitate and rushed forward to gather his brother into his arms as Lisisa pulled on Aricia and For'mya’s arms pulling them toward the sealed corridor to the outside and the surface. Andro was trying his best to get to his feet, but failing miserably as he staggered like a drunken fool in the street. Deni reached down, heedless of the blood on his older brother, and gathered his brother into his arms. A brother who had protected his and Lisisa’s secret love without question or hesitation. A brother who had encouraged and made it so they could be together more and more as their love for each other grew into the devotion it was now.

“I have you fervon!” Deni whispered softly as he pulled Andro’s body up and rammed his shoulder under his armpit more harshly than he intended. He would apologize later, but he was no where near as powerful as his older brother and he certainly did not want to face the monster their father had become. “Time to go now!”

SCIMITAR

Captain Sa’sur had seen Androcles Leonidas do many brave things in the nearly seven years she had served with him as his Captain and his friend. He was just as fearless and laconic as his father, in some ways even more so, yet what she had just witnessed surpassed anything he had ever done before. She stood up slowly from her command chair, the huge bridge of the SCIMITAR as silent as a tomb after witnessing what they had just seen. Most of the men and women on this watch of the SCIMITAR’s duty rotation had served directly as Andro’s bridge crew when he was on shift. They had eaten with him, laughed with him and cried with him. To them he was not just their Crown Prince and heir to the throne of the Union, he was their friend.


“Well sibfla!” Sa’sur finally spat. “What we have just seen pretty much seals what we are about to do for me. Anyone have any questions?” Sa'sur knew there would be none as all heads turned towards her and she saw the determination in their eyes. “Very well. Helm the moment Andro’s ship comes aboard, execute Emergency Order Four Nine and jump us the hell out of here! Give coordinates to the Strike Wing, and tell them this is the only chance they have to back out. Begin powering the LSD Drive Coils and prep for combat jump!”


“Helm acknowledges!” The young officer spoke.

“I want full power to the Shroud… have all sensor nodes to passive… and let’s make like the ghosts we can be. Prepare to go dark!” Sa'sur snapped as men and women began to turn back to their posts. She stepped over to the COM station and looked at the young female wolf there. “Elylca… where are the Coven dragons and riders?” She asked softly.


“All of them have been directed to the Dragon Den on deck ten Captain.” She answered instantly. “Andro wanted them to get accustom to the Den.”

Sa'sur nodded. “Patch me through and make ready to play what you have recorded for them. And pull up the intelligence footage from the after action report at Alba Tau. The one taken immediately after the rescue teams got there by the Krypteria Officer.”


“Captain… those… those files were sealed by the King.” Elylca said softly. “Only the King or Prince Androcles can open them.”


Sa'sur nodded. “Now is the time to unseal them. Command Code Talon Guardian Four One Beta.” She said with a smile as she gave the young woman Andro’s personal Command Code. “Andro and I have grow close these last years Elylca. We think alike in many respects. Pull it up for me and prepare to transmit it to the holo emitters in the Dragon Den.”


Elylca nodded as her hands flew over the control console. “Ready Captain.”


Sa'sur nodded. “Patch me in.”

SCIMITAR

DRAGON DEN 

DECK TEN  


They were cramped in some areas, but each dragon had their own space and they were settling in for a journey they didn’t know they would take. The dragons conversed easily with one another now, never having taken the time to really know one another before coming here to Earth. Their riders were gathered in small groups or sitting with their Bonded Ones waiting for what they did not know. All of them, rider and dragon, all of them knew they were different than when they had come here. Different in so many ways. And to a man and a dragon they knew something very big was happening and it concerned them.

The huge holodisc in the center of the Den came alive with an image of Sa'sur from what was obviously the bridge of the SCIMITAR. Her image didn’t speak for a moment allowing all the riders and dragons to direct their attention to her image.


“You have probably wondered over the course of the last few months what it is that drives Andro to train you so intently.” Sa'sur’s voice came through the transmission. “You are suppose to be his enemy. He should not trust you. There is some ulterior motive to his actions and what he wants to obtain.”

All of them came to their feet when the holo emitters in the Den came alive to show them a scene from someone’s nightmares. They saw hundreds of bodies strewn about in hideously grotesque fashion surrounded by towering green mountains in the distance. Some of the bodies were stacked four and five high. That they were Evolli was easily enough to discern from their twisted features and amphibian like skin. Some were missing different parts of their bodies, arms, legs, and heads. Some appeared to be burnt to nothing but black shells. The terrain all around was mountainous but it appeared burned away in some sections in the distance with the fingers of smoke still filling the air like a light mist, and the amount of blood that covered the ground was simply gruesome. 

“What you are seeing all around you is Alba Tau. The battle that altered the course of the Evolli War for many. The battle that made Andro who he is today.” Sa'sur’s voice echoed as the views changed to a small perimeter with what appeared to be the large bodies of thirteen dragons. Not far away were the bodies of thirteen men and women, they couldn’t tell if they were elf or Lycavorian, covered reverently with dark sheets. Men and women were scrambling throughout the perimeter trying to help those five Bonded Pairs that were left. There were dozens of Spartan troops within the perimeter, all of them either providing security or sitting with the five pairs that remained. The image shifted to that of Andro and his father, both of them within reach of each other. Torma and Elynth rested unmoving on the ground, their heads on the soil, both of their bodies covered in blood. Their own blood and Evolli blood. “This footage was taken by an Intelligence Officer from the Krypteria who got to the site before the Queens and the rest of their family. It was later confiscated and sealed. No one knows it exists outside of the King and Andro and four others. They… they did not want anyone to know what had happened there. To this day they will not speak of it, and nor will any who survived it with them.”


There was not a single Coven rider or dragon that rested on the floor any longer, all of them up and turning in slow circles as the ghastly footage was replayed for them. Security footage that had only been seen by four others outside of Andro and Martin because of the gruesome nature as Sa'sur had told them.


“Only five of the eighteen Bonded Pairs that went into this valley survived. They killed just about six thousand Evolli scum through the nearly twenty hours on the ground and throughout the night. You can see they stacked the bodies sometimes four and five high at different points. All of them suffered injuries that would have fell lesser men. All of their dragons were severely injured but they could have left.” Sa'sur’s voice continued. “Yet they left no one behind.”

The footage shifted to Andro sitting on the ground leaning against Elynth’s muscular side with the young black skinned Spartan they now knew as Moneus Simpson beside him, their shoulders touching and their eyes staring off into the unknown. Blood covered his waist and legs, his shoulders and parts of his face. Most of it was Evolli blood, but the injuries to him were visible as well. He clutched one of his swords in his right hand, the blade bent at an odd angle, his Shi Viska still deployed on his arm and shiny with several layers of Evolli blood. Elynth’s head rested next to his right leg, the puncture marks in her scales easily seen, as well as the odd angle of her broken rear leg.

“You have all probably asked at some point what makes him so special that he can train you when he himself is so young. The answer and reason for that swirls around you now in the images you are seeing. He does not care that you are vampires.” Sa'sur continued once more.
 “He cares only that you are like him. You are Bonded Pairs. He has more faith in you than you think, and right now he stands against his father in protecting you because he says you are different. Do not make him regret his decision to save all of you. And he has saved you… all of you from a death that would not have been pleasant. After you watch what I am going to show you next, make your decision as to your future. It will be the only opportunity for you to choose. If he is right… then all of you will choose correctly. If he is wrong… then those of you who don’t will die. It is now up to you.”

The holo emitters flickered and then the scene of Andro and his father in the SODRAG command center came alive.

“I will not let you kill them father!” Andro stated flatly yanking his arm away. “I won’t let you separate them either! They had nothing to do with what has happened and you know it! They are becoming true Bonded Pairs. Just like any of us in the Union! They are embracing all that they are learning and it is changing them! Look at you! You are…”

The first six sentences he spoke sealed their paths for them, everything they witnessed after simply added to their reverence for him. Six minutes after the holo emitters in the Dragon Den went dark Sa’sur stood on the bridge and saw the power spikes from both the lifts into the Dragon Den suddenly became very active. She smiled to herself as she sat back down in her chair and waited for Andro’s ship to arrive.
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Helen watched Martin toss aside the pieces of furniture and large table that rested on top of him and he rose to his feet, his face a gruesome mask of fury.

“I will kill you woman!” He screamed.


Helen tried to remain calm. She would either succeed or she would die she knew that without question.


“I know who you are dark one!” Helen spat. “I know what you have done! And I will not allow you to have him as you have taken Yuri!”


“You know nothing!” Martin screamed again as he kicked the frame of the console out of his way and began walking towards her. “And you can’t stop me!”

“You are part of the Pralor Xaxon! A festering boil among your own kind to say the least. A being that craved death and war! A vile being exiled by his own species for your actions in bringing about their end.” Helen snapped viciously. “And what I know is that you have infected someone far more powerful than Yuri could have ever hoped to be! I am going to release that person now!”


“You can do nothing!” Martin screamed once more, spittle flying from his twisted features. “You are nothing but an old woman!”


“An old woman who will now kick your ass!” Helen snarled as she lifted her hands and let loose with a barrage of oval shaped psychic projectiles far faster than the eye could follow. 


Denali waited on the edge of the ramp while Lisisa got Andro secured in one of the seats on the upper deck and Elynth, Jeth and Aradace moved quickly to the harnesses. He stopped Aricia and For'mya from joining them on the ship.

“No mothers.” He said softly. “Where we are going you can not come.”


“Deni…” Aricia spoke looking at him surprised.


Denali shook his head. “We have made this decision. All of us. We’ll be back after we have finished what we started. Just like father taught us. You need to stay here and help him. He will need you more.”


“Where are you going?” For'mya asked.


“The less you know the better as Andro told you.” Denali answered as he heard the TYPE II’s engines begin to grow louder. “Helen knows… but only you and she can help our father now.”


“Denali Leonidas you…” Aricia began to speak but Denali pulled her close and kissed her forehead before doing the same with For'mya. He stepped back quickly as the ramp started to rise. 


“Take care of father.” Deni spoke loudly. “We’ll do the rest! We all carry the name of Leonidas! And that will never change! We’ll see you when we see you!”


Aricia and For'mya had no choice but to begin to back up and move away from the ship as its powerful engines began to spool up quickly. Even before the ramp was fully closed on the massive ship, it was lifting off into the blue sky, buffeting them with its take off engines as they staggered back.

They whirled around quickly when they heard Torma let out a trumpet of intense anger and dash forward to the top of the underground command center. They rushed back to Arzoal’s side as Torma’s great talons began tearing at the dirt and rock above the buried facility. It was only ten meters underground and Torma was making short work of that ten meters of dirt ripping up great swatches of ground.


Arzoal! Aricia screamed out in Mindvoice.


Arzoal’s head whipped around to face them. He has seen the darkness infecting his Bond Brother and he… he is…


Enraged. Isheeni spoke now from where she stood next to her mother. He is enraged that this… this thing has affected them as it has. Caused them to act in such manner. She turned her azure eyes on Aricia and For'mya. Whoever this dark mist represents… he did not know or understand the level of commitment and loyalty Martin and Torma share. He will discover it now I would imagine. And if I know my beloved mate… he will not be at all pleased.

Aricia and For’mya turned to watch as enormous gouts of dirt and some rock were flying through the air as Torma’s talons tore at the earth beneath him.


“…not have him!” Helen screamed as she launched another barrage of oval psychic projections at Martin, watching him stagger back with each successive impact. “This is your fault! You have brought this upon us! You thought to twist him to your desire as you twisted Yuri! Never! I will never fail another King Leonidas! Never!”


The last projectile slammed into Martin’s broad chest and set him hurtling wildly across the conference room to smash into the far wall. Helen leaped across the expanse of the room without even hesitating. Even with Arzoal still helping her she was losing strength. Martin was just so powerful and Helen truly did not know how powerful until this very day. Her reserves were draining rapidly as she landed on his chest and began pummeling his face with her small fists.


“Fight him Martin Leonidas!” She screamed. “Fight him damn you! Fight him like the Spartan I know you are! No retreat! No surrender! Fight him you bastard!”


“NO!” Martin screamed his eyes going wide even as her fists continued to pound his face.


“I know what you fear Martin Leonidas!” Helen shouted. “You can not hide it from me! Every moment since that day you returned from that slaughterhouse you have been different! You are afraid! You are afraid of losing what you have!”


“Never!” Martin shouted as he heaved off the floor knocking Helen off of him as he surged to his feet.


Helen rolled away from him and came to her feet. She heard the pounding against the steel of the ceiling and could feel Torma tearing at the earth and metal to reach them. She looked back to where Martin stood and saw him standing there unmoving, his face a myriad of emotions and his wolf eyes brighter than she had ever seen them.


Now Helen! He says now! Canth’s voice roared within her head. You have cracked the armor and Martin’s mind has heard you! Now!


“You are afraid!” Helen shouted without hesitation stepping up to him. “Alba Tau shattered all you have known! Everything you saw and felt! The death of so many you hold sacred! Your son having to experience it! It made you afraid of the unknown! It made you hesitate!”


Those black ringed yellow wolf orbs focused on her now and she saw in them all the truth of everything she was saying.


“I am not afraid!” Martin shrieked.


“This darkness… Xaxon’s vile essence infected you! It went after the one thing you hold dearest of all! The one thing you left unprotected! Your heart!” Helen spoke rapidly. “You have blamed yourself for what happened. You have blamed yourself all of these years for what your son had to see and experience and you became afraid! The one person in this universe who worships the very mention of your name. Andro… Androcles would follow you to the ends of the universe Martin Leonidas. He would slay any foe, fight any enemy with nary a pause if you so asked him!” She stepped closer to him hesitantly watching his eyes and his actions. “He is… he is you all over again! And your actions have driven him away! The one person aside from his anome who he would crush empires for and you have driven him away because of the darkness that has infected you!”

“NO! Alba Tau… he… he should not have had… he should not have been there!” Martin shouted.


“You fool! He chooses his path! He has chosen his path since he was an infant! You know this as well as I!” Helen screamed. “Your own fears of what happened… what you saw! What you did! These fears cloud your thoughts! Your son… your son did not die at Alba Tau Martin Leonidas! Your son was born at Alba Tau! That is where he was forged and polished into the man he is today! Just as you were born and forged in the deserts and jungles of this very planet we walk upon! Just like your father!”

Martin’s eyes snapped up quickly to look at her. “My… my father!”


Helen nodded. “Yes! You must fight this putrid essence that infects you Martin Leonidas. You must deny it what it wants and…” Helen stopped talking when she shifted to the scotopic visual spectrum and saw the dark mist surrounding him. It was forming itself into a vague shape of an upper body next to him as she watched. Then Helen heard it and her eyes went wide.


{She lies!} The mist spoke. The voice was deep and almost soothing in nature, but the cruelty pouring from its essence was palpable.


Helen shifted her vision back to normal and could not see the mist then. “You are Martin Leonidas! You are the son of King Leonidas and Queen Gorgo of Sparta! The King of the Lycavorian Union! Blood before all else Martin Leonidas! Blood before all else!”


Martin staggered slightly and his wolf eyes disappeared. His dark brown orbs were wide then, snapping back and forth as if looking for something. The terrible tearing sound made Helen cringe and even as she stepped back quickly four massive talons stabbed through the ceiling of the command center, sunlight burst through into the shadows, and Torma peeled the metal back with a trumpet of rage and desperation. 

The hybrid Heavyhorn Talon Guardian known as Torma was not celebrated as the most physically dominating dragon among their species for nothing and the weakened metal ceiling of the SODRAG command center surrendered to his impossible strength like a sardine can being peeled open with a very sharp knife. Martin’s eyes lifted to see his Bonded Brother and closest friend extend his massive head and neck into the hole he had just made.

Martin my brother! His voice screamed out in Mindvoice.

Martin’s head whipped back around when he heard the vicious laughter and snickering. Helen had heard it too and she saw his eyes darting back and forth trying to find the source of the voice.

“Your Scotopic vision Martin!” She barked. “Switch to your scotopic vision!”

Helen watched as he blinked several times and then his eyes grew huge.

“Holy fuck!” Martin shouted as he saw the mist for the first time. And it was connected to him.

{If you are too weak to kill her} The mist spoke. {I will do it for you.}

Helen watched as the mist began to separate from Martin’s body and move towards her. She took several steps back before banging into what was left of the conference room wall and then she could go no further.

{Canth and he should have stayed out of this old woman!} The mist snarled as it moved closer to her. {They should have left us alone! I am too strong for you! Now you will die! Just as my brother’s son died! As his son’s son died!}

Helen felt something then. Arzoal was pouring her love and support into her from above, but there was something far more powerful and warm wrapping her within its embrace. She had felt it many times before and she could only smile as it came for her now, now shining more brilliantly than she had ever felt it. She cut her dark eyes and looked behind the mist to behold something she would remember for the rest of her days. 

A single coalescing strand of bright white connecting Martin and Torma unlike anything she had ever seen. It enveloped both of them, wrapped around them and ran through them. A shimmering window of their combined psychic power, which until this very moment she had never seen nor comprehended just how utterly powerful they were together. Their eyes were closed tightly as if they were concentrating intently and then Martin Leonidas’s black ringed, yellow wolf eyes sprang open once more at the exact same time as Torma’s glowing golden eyes and both sets of eyes turned to look at the dark mist.

<YES!> Canth’s voice erupted in Helen’s head. <Now they are truly one! Now they are like Androcles and Elynth! Now they will do what they must!>
Hey fuck nuts! Martin snarled savagely in Mindvoice. The Mist stopped immediately and turned it’s misshapen form to face Martin. Yeah you… misty, dark and just butt fucking ugly! 

Truly fucking ugly! Torma growled within Mindvoice.

Helen’s eyes exploded open, for in all twenty-six years of knowing Torma she had never heard him utter one vulgar word to anyone. She watched Martin lift his hands and the psychic sphere formed instantly in his palms. A sphere not much larger than the oval shaped projections she was throwing earlier, but far more lethal she knew without question.
Hey Misty boy! Martin spoke as the brilliance of that sphere grew in intensity. When you get back to Yuri… give her my love! And tell her I’m coming for her! Martin snapped his hands out in front of him and the instant before the sphere left his hands Helen heard the words. Blood before all else motherfucker! Blood before all else!

The sphere covered the distance between Martin and the mist apparition in a single heartbeat. There was no chance to move, dodge or even blink. One instant it was there not two meters in front of her and the next it was shattered into atoms. She could do naught but watch as it drifted lazily in the air for an instant before it dissolved into empty space. Her head snapped around when she heard Martin groan loudly and she watched him fall to his knees as if in great pain. Helen didn’t hesitate and she dashed forward to catch him before he toppled completely.

“Martin!” She gasped as she caught almost his full weight. One of his hands stretched out however and he stopped himself even as he began vomiting profusely off to the side.

They both heard soft laughter and as he spit to the side Martin looked up slowly as the shape took form next to them and his eyes grew a little wide. 
“Nubous lae. I must be dead.” Martin muttered. “Heaven wouldn’t torture me in this way.”

<I told you once that you were just as gostin con as your grandfather boy. It seems I was right.> The astral projection of Canth materialized clearly in front of them and he was plainly chuckling. His eyes turned to Helen. <It seems he did not care for the time we spent together.>

Martin my brother? Torma’s voice broke in as he stretched his head and neck further through the opening he had created in the ceiling.

Canth’s face turned and looked up at Torma. <Dragons.> He spoke softly. <Who would have thought such a wonder could exist? They will come as quite the surprise I’m sure.>

Martin squeezed Helen’s arm and pushed himself to his feet spitting out to the side once more to get rid of the foul taste of vomit. “It’s alright Torma.” Martin spoke as he stood to his full height, wavered just a bit and then put his arm around Helen’s shoulders to steady himself. “I told you about Canth. The bad dream on Ukwav. Remember?”

Canth’s astral projection laughed heartily. <I see your disposition hasn’t changed. That is good.>
“What the hell was that?” Martin snapped. “It was… it was connected to…”

<To you? Yes indeed.> Canth spoke. <That my boy… it was you in a sense.>

Martin looked at him. “What?” He exclaimed turning to look at Helen. “Helen… Helen you still talk to this character? He’s just as fruity now as he was then. What the hell does he mean that was me?”

“Martin Leonidas you will mind your manners in the presence of your betters!” Helen snapped sternly.

Canth laughed softly. <It is truly an honor to see you again my King.> He spoke. <You do your father and grandfather proud!>

“Proud?” Martin gasped. “They never beat their own son within an inch of his life!” He snapped. “Son vada carians… what have I done? I… I turned against my own mates! Against my son!”

<Listen to me Martin.> Canth spoke quickly. <I can not fully explain what it was that infected you. I do not have the time needed in this form. You must go to the neural boosters in your father’s tomb. There you will get your answers. He will meet you there.>

“I need to contact my son and tell him to come home!” Martin barked. “That’s what I need to do! I need to take Aricia and For'mya in my arms and beg their forgiveness!”

“Martin… you must listen to him.” Helen spoke from her place next to him. “You can not contact Andro. In moments the SCIMITAR will go dark and leave the system. He will take the Coven riders and train them fully. I will tell Aricia and For'mya what is happening. They are Queens and they need to act it now. There is still much that is going on and we don’t know the half of it.”
“Then I need to be in Sparta!” Martin protested.

<You have defeated the dark mist for now Martin.> Canth spoke. <But it is not gone from your body. You need to speak with him in your father’s tomb. It is the only place with Neural Boosters powerful enough that he can reach us from his location.>

“Who is he? What is he?” Martin asked. “Some sort of doctor?”

Canth nodded. <In a manner of speaking.>

“Can’t this wait?” Martin insisted.
“No.” Helen spoke. “You have controlled it now Martin. Beaten it back. If it returns however… I don’t know if we can fight it again. We may not have all the pieces in place as we did this day.”

<You need to do this Martin.> Canth spoke. <As much as I know you despise being maneuvered and manipulated… now it is a necessity. I would not tell you otherwise. Was anything I told you that day on Ukwav a lie? Did everything I tell you not come about in some way or form?>

“Yes.” Martin spoke without hesitation.

<Then trust my word now. Events are going to begin to tumble and you must be clear headed in order to keep them from overtaking us.> Canth said.

“What events?” Martin asked. “What are you talking about?”

<I can no longer maintain this projection. Do as Helen and I ask of you Martin. You will not be disappointed.> Canth spoke. <I will speak with you in the future Helen. Mind yourself around this one.>

“I will Feravomir.” She spoke softly.

They watched as the astral projection vanished and then Martin looked at Helen. “Just what in the hell has happened Helen?” He asked.

“Sit and I will fill you in as quickly as I can.” She spoke.


Arzoal turned her massive head to look at Aricia and For’mya. Helen has done it. Martin is once more himself.

The sigh from Aricia and For'mya was easily seen and both of them began moving for the entrance to the command center, though For'mya seemed to hesitate just a moment causing Aricia to turn and look at her.


“For'mya what is wrong?” she asked.


“He… he lashed out at us Aricia.” For'mya spoke softly. “He struck us.”


“For'mya that was not our Martin.” Aricia said. 


Aricia Blue Eyes is correct For'mya. Arzoal spoke looking at her. This was not Martin. Whatever controlled him was amplifying the darkness within Martin. He…


“That’s just it!” For'mya said. “It amplified the darkness within him, but that darkness allowed him to strike out at two who he loves! Darkness that is inside him. Always.”


“For'mya… Martin would never do this!” Aricia exclaimed. “You know he would never willingly strike any of us.”


“I know that! But unwillingly… he…”


All of them turned when the Durcunusaan officer trotted up to where they stood quickly. He came to a halt in front of them.


“Queen Aricia! Queen For'mya!” He spoke hurriedly. “The Prime Minister is demanding that one of you return to Sparta! She has… she has ordered it to be honest. The Kavalians are refusing us access to their embassy. They will not let us approach with rescue personnel or equipment.”


“I will go back.” For'mya spoke immediately. “I have dealt with them since they arrived. I will handle this.”


Aricia looked at her squeezing her hand. “For'mya you know…”


For'mya smiled and stepped closer to her kissing her softly on the lips. “I was foolish to think such things. Bring him back to us Saaraurano. I will be fine.”


“Are you sure my love?” Aricia asked.

For'mya nodded. “Yes. Now go.”


Aricia nodded and turned to head into the underground command center. Aurith came up behind For'mya and lowered her large head to For'mya’s shoulder.


[For'mya… I can sense your fear my Bonded Sister.] Aurith spoke in the heavily shielded conversation. 


[I can’t explain it Aurith.] For'mya answered. [I did not think Martin capable of such action no matter the circumstance. Suddenly… suddenly I felt as if I was… I was a prisoner of the Immortals once more.]


[Come sister.] Aurith spoke. [You are reading too much into what has happened. You know Martin would never hurt you or any of those he loves. Let us return to Sparta and deal with these fool Kavalians. In a few hours you will long for his embrace just as you always do.]


For'mya looked at her and nodded. [You are right.] She said with a smile. She turned back to the Durcunusaan officer. “We’ll take my STRIKER!” She spoke. “Let us go!”

SCIMITAR
TYPE II DRAGON TRANSPORT

STARBOARD LANDING BAY


Andro leaned back in the couch like chair of the upper deck and looked up at his sister Eliani with a bloody grin. “Hi ya Eli.” He said.

Eliani looked at her brother and the tears came to her eyes once more at what they had witnessed. She had raced from the med bay and beat all of her siblings onto the ship. “You nubous igord.” She exclaimed squatting down in front of him and pulling aside the tattered remains of the shirt he wore.


“Andro!” Sadi’s voice cried as she leaped onto the couch he sat in and gingerly hugged his battered face to her full breasts, her own eyes streaked with tears, as the upper deck of the TYPE II filled with his family and friends. Sadi inhaled deeply of his musky lavender and pines scent and felt her body come alive as it always did having him so close to her. Deni and Lisisa got up from the couch on Andro’s opposite side as they saw the dark haired elf female rush forward as well. They both knew immediately who she was, for their brother’s scent saturated her own sweet amaretto scent. Ne’Veha didn’t hesitate in the least, filling the space occupied by them instantly and pressing close to Andro.


“Androcles.” She said softly pressing her face to his neck as the thought of losing him so soon after finding him and Sadi and Carisia terrified her.


Andro turned his head and pulled her close with his free arm, pulling his head away from Sadi’s breasts to nuzzle Ne'Veha’s throat. The others watched as her eyes closed in bliss and her arms moved to hug both him and Sadi.


“Ne'Veha I can’t see!” Eliani exclaimed. Ne'Veha gasped and quickly shifted her body as Eliani passed her hand over the area of his side where he had been shot. “You fool!” Eliani snapped. “One of the projectiles came within half an inch of your heart!”


“I love you too sister.” Andro spoke gruffly. “Just take them out!”


Eliani concentrated and the white glow from her hand flared for several seconds and Andro grimaced in pain but uttered no sound. Eliani then she drew her hand away cupping the two bullets in her palm. She tossed them across the deck with an angry motion and then set about to healing the vicious looking bruises the wounds had caused. The scars would remain because he had shifted back to human form before getting treated but the wounds closed and healed easily enough as powerful a healer as Eliani was.   
Arrarn stepped around in front of Andro on the couch, Narice and Toria clinging to his arms and looking at him with adoration at what he had done. “You look like sibfla fervon.” He said. 
Andro chuckled as he pulled Ne'Veha closer and rested his head against Sadi’s breasts again. “It’s an improvement right?” He said.

“Heh!” Arrarn said waggling his hand back and forth with a grin though his voice with filled with emotion. “A little.” He answered.

“Taking on Yuri and then your father all by yourself…” Moneus spoke from the side. “Better check and make sure all his brain functions are normal Eliani. What he did ain’t so bright.”
“Where is…?” Andro began.

“She’s in the Med Bay with your mother and Carina.” Sadi answered before he had the question fully out.

Eliani looked at him. “I… I discovered something while I was examining Zarah Andro.” She said.

Andro turned his azure eyes on her. “Yes I imagine you did.” He spoke as he pushed gently away from Sadi and rose unsteadily to his feet. Denali and Arrarn reached out to steady him and then he nodded. “I need to see her.”

“Let me treat your face.” Eliani spoke.

“Zarah is more important than my face!” He snapped.

“Don’t you dare bark at me Androcles Leonidas, or I’ll put those bullets back inside you!” Eliani snapped right back. “I don’t want you to scare anyone with the way you look! Arrarn’s right! You look like shit!”

Andro met her eyes. “That bad?” He asked softly.

“Carians Andro… he did a number on you.” Moneus spoke softly.
“I had forgotten how hard our father can hit.” Andro said as Eliani lifted her hands on either side of his face and the soft white glow flared gently. “Do I want to know how bad?”

“No!” Deni barked quickly.

“Right to the Med Bay with you!” Eliani ordered. “I want to give you a full exam.”

“Eli I…”

“No… don’t you argue with me Androcles Leonidas!” Eliani demanded using his full name once more. All of them knew when she started to spout their full names Eliani meant business and it was pointless to argue with her. She was just as stubborn and unmovable as their mother. “Not this time. Not after what we saw happen Andro. We saw how badly he beat you fervon.”

Andro’s eyes went wide at this and he looked at them each in turn. “You… you saw?” He gasped. “How?”

“And we heard.” Sadi said softly as she got up and pressed her lithe frame against his firmly, Ne'Veha matching this action. “Your mother ordered a patch to SODRAG from the Med Bay when she felt the spike in Mindvoice. The Duty Officer made the connection and only assumed that the rest of us would feel it as well and he routed the transmission to where all of us were.”

“It was horrible to watch Androcles.” Ne'Veha said softly. “Knowing we couldn’t do anything because you sent all of us up here.”

Arrarn released Narice’s and Toria’s hands and stepped up to his brother. “Andro… what you did… you…” Andro lifted his hands and grabbed Arrarn’s head bringing it forward until their foreheads touched.
“You are my brother!” Andro hissed softly. “I will always stand with you Arrarn. With any of you! Without question or pause. Blood…”

Arrarn nodded and looked at him. “Before all else.” He said firmly.

Narice moved forward now and took his hand. “Andro… I… I swear to you… I give you my vow as a Bonded Pair that we did not know…”

Andro shook his head and leaned over to kiss her forehead gently. “There has never been a doubt in my mind Narice.” He said softly. “Your’s and Toria’s love for Arrarn is all the proof I need.” He placed his palm on her cheek and looked at her tear stained eyes. “Your… your mother is…”
Narice nodded. “I know.” She said softly. “I can not… I can not bring myself to feel sorrow for her loss after what her actions have wrought. I feel only anger and shame for what she and Yuri did.”

“Their shame is not yours to bear Narice Leonidas.” Andro said seeing her head come up when he said that. “You and Toria are part of our family now. Remember that.”

“Then… then you have my solemn promise as a Leonidas that I will do everything within my power to insure Dante is caught and made to answer for this heinous act.” Narice said. “I will do everything I can to make this right.”
“Then he should pray you find him before I do.” Andro smiled gently then. “You should talk to Lucia. You and she just might have the very opportunity you seek and not even realize it.”

Narice looked at him oddly for a moment before stepping back as Eliani’s hand moved across his cheek. “Let’s get you to the Med Bay.” Eliani said. “And don’t give me anymore shit either.”
Andro nodded. “Arrarn… give Sa'sur the order.” He said. “Let’s do what we said we would do.”

Arrarn nodded. “Done.”

Andro gripped Sadi and Ne'Veha’s hands and began moving down the stairs into the main hold of the TYPE II. He saw Elynth, Jeth and Aradace waiting with Anthar and Tharua as the others followed him down the stairs. Anthar was moving around Elynth, his snout rubbing against her hind quarters and sides, her wings fluttering in delight as his caresses soothed her while he inspected her for injuries. Tharua was doing the same with Jeth, looking almost ridiculously small compared to her dragon mate.
As they headed down the ramp Sadi squeezed Andro’s hand tighter. “You should be prepared.” She said softly.

Andro looked at her as the light of the landing bay bathed them. “Prepared for what?” He asked.

“Something wonderful.” Ne'Veha said.

Andro’s head snapped around at the trumpeting roar that washed over the area, followed almost immediately by forty-one other trumpets. The sound was deafening even within the expanse of the enormous landing bay, and it caused every single crewmember in the bay to turn towards the sound no matter how far away they were working. His azure eyes saw the Coven riders standing beside their bonded dragons with their heads held high and looks of pride on their faces even as their dragons let loose with another reverberating symphony of trumpets, the dragons pouring all that they were into the sound. 
The pronouncement of their unwavering trust and love that Androcles Leonidas’s actions this day had instilled in them. In him and themselves. Andro turned to face them and felt the swell of pride fill his own chest. He released his grip on Sadi and Ne'Veha and stepped closer to them as the sound quickly died away and they watched him.
“You… you are free now!” Andro shouted his voice carrying to all of them. “Free to become what you are meant to become. I have only one request and one piece of advice! It is the same either way you take it!” Andro let his eyes drift over the group slowly. “All of you have a gift! Grasp onto that gift now and never let go! You are Bonded Pairs and I want you to live! Live your life!” Andro roared. 

“Live your life now!”
If they thought the first trumpet was deafening, the one that followed Andro’s words rolled and echoed through the SCIMITAR’s corridors for what seemed like hours later as some crewmembers of the SCIMITAR would swear. It was the sound of a beginning of a new day.
They just didn’t know what they day would bring, for if they did many of them would have been frightened beyond their ability to act.

EDEN BASE


“C’mon… can’t the sensors work any faster?” Admiral Wallace roared.


“It’s another drone Admiral!” The tech yelled turning from his station.


“Fuck!” Wallace spat. “How many left?”


“Nine sir!”


“Target the next one and get to work! Shit!” Wallace cursed.


“Admiral Wallace… it’s Admiral Joarl from the PROMETHEUS!” The communications officer barked from across the command center on the moon.


“Put him up!” Wallace barked turning to the large holodisc in the floor of the command center. The image burst into existence, flickered and then became clear and focused as if Joarl was standing with them. “Joarl… anything?”


The Lycavorian Admiral shook his head quickly. “We have swept the inner perimeter of the PDPs and come up empty.”


“We are working through these damn Shrouded drones in low orbit. They seeded them all over and the Shroud is a lot more sophisticated than what we have seen in the past!” Wallace spoke. 

“We have improved our systems my friend.” Joarl said. “We should have expected the Coven to do the same.”


Wallace nodded. “We have broken fourteen of the twenty-three that we found. One of the remaining nine has to be a ship. When we find it I’m going to blow it to atoms!”


Joarl nodded. “Lynwe and Layna are with the team we sent to the residence they were occupying. Per orders by the Durcunusaan, Selene and Charles are now in protective custody with their Durcunusaan details. Famus and Thoti are reporting that the Royal estate is locked down and secure.”


  “Queen For'mya is on her way back to Sparta to deal with the Kavalians.” Wallace told him. “They refuse to allow us entry into the embassy to search for survivors and conduct an investigation.”

“Half of one wing of their embassy has collapsed!” Joarl gasped. “The remainder of their staff arrived four weeks ago. They must have casualties!”


Wallace nodded. “Their actions do not elicit a whole lot of trust Joarl.” He said.


“No they do not.” Joarl agreed. “I’ve ordered all Fleet Groups to maintain and hold their current positions and…”

Wallace heard the alarms behind Joarl and then those same alarms began to go off in his command center. He turned quickly. “Report!”


“Admiral… the SCIMITAR and her Strike Wing are shifting position!” The tech shouted out. “We’re detecting LSD coils powering up!”

“I ordered a fucking hold!” Joarl shouted from the PROMETHEUS. “William… Sa'sur is shifting SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing!”


“We see it too!” Wallace barked turning to his officer. “What is she doing? You get me Sa'sur on the COM right now!”


“The SCIMITAR is not responding Admiral!”


“You order her to stop damn it…”


The sensor operator turned to look at him her green eyes wide. “Admiral Wallace… the SCIMITAR and her Strike Wing have gone dark! They are off the board! Sensors detected twenty-two LSD drives activating just before they went dark!”


“Nubou!” Wallace screamed. “Joarl… it must be worse on the surface than we thought! Andro and his siblings were heading to the SCIMITAR and for them to jump out of the system and not tell…”


“Getting a feed from Deia in Sparta William.” Joarl announced looking at a screen in his command center that Wallace could not see. “It reads… Disregard SCIMITAR’s actions and concentrate on finding the High Coven ships. Empress Aikiro is now being confirmed dead by the Feravomir and Durcunusaan officers. A High Coven Long Range Runner was detected attempting to land at Dragon Mountain just prior to her death and it was destroyed by Avi’s automated defenses. It is believed that Yuri is still alive however, and she may still be on the surface! Durcunusaan and other ground units are moving in force to search the area around Reylan.”


“Alive?” Wallace gasped. “How many lives has that bloodsucking upaee got? Andro said he shredded her!”


“Lock down is to remain in place until further notice. All non-military ships that move from their current locations are to be considered hostile and fired upon. That part of the message is being transmitted to all civilian ships in orbit now.” Joarl continued. He turned back to look at Wallace. “William… Deia says for us to find the High Coven ship that will try and take them off world and blow it straight to nubous hell!” 

Admiral William Wallace the Third stood a little taller in his command center. “Consider it done!” He said firmly.
HIGH COVEN BLOODLETTER-CLASS CRUISER

LOW ORBIT OF EARTH OVER SOUTHERN CONTINENT


“…down to seven Admiral Moran!” The officer shouted.


Robert Moran’s face was drawn with lack of sleep, tension, worry, anger and mourning. He hadn’t slept in nearly thirty hours as he put the finishing touches on their plan, and now that exquisitely planned operation had gone right to the shitter. They had lost contact with the High Coven Commando team that had attacked the Kavalian embassy. They had lost contact with the three teams that had gone to find the Mindvoice ship with Aikiro, and their carefully laid plans in the elven city of Reylan had fatally fallen apart because of his very own daughter and her traitorous actions. His son was dead, his son’s dragon was dead and he had heard nothing from Yuri after she had gone against Androcles Leonidas to run interference for their son. Dante had reached the transport the commandos had used to land and contacted him. Moran already had ordered a Long Range Runner to the surface from their shrouded ship and he had ordered Dante and the surviving commandos to extract from the planet in the transport. The LRR would land at the same location and wait for Yuri. 
Dante Moran and the surviving commandos were now safely in the landing bay of the improved version of the BLOODLETTER-Class Medium Cruiser ARCHANGEL. The ship had been specially outfitted for this mission with the latest in High Coven Shroud technology, as well as the unique capacity to discharge dozens of Shrouded drones that could act as bait or cover depending on what was needed. Each shrouded drone was prepared with a transponder that gave off the faint signature of a full sized BLOODLETTER. They were equipped with overlapping Shroud generators operating on multi-phased frequencies that made it harder to detect what they really were. Tesand had stolen another of their LRRs when they lost contact with Aikiro and headed to the surface against Moran’s orders. They had lost contact with him shortly after he reported they were coming up on the MV ship.
“Admiral… the pilot is requesting permission to leave!” The COM officer spoke turning in her chair. “He says the area is becoming very hot. Union fighters are beginning to arrive and there are at least a dozen dragons that have entered the area as well.”

“Tell him… tell him to hold!” Moran said.

“Admiral…”

“Tell him to fucking hold damn it!” Moran snarled. “How long does it take them to burn through the drone’s Shrouds?”

“They are better at it now sir! Two minutes tops!” Another tech answered.

“Then we wait twelve more minutes or until we are targeted.” Moran snapped. “We can…”

“Admiral!” The COM officer held a finger to her ear and her eyes were wide in stunned shock. “Admiral… I have been monitoring Union civilian channels! I’m picking up a report from one of their Netnews Channels.” She looked up at Robert. “Admiral they are reporting that the Empress is dead. Prime Minister Deia is about to make an announcement.”

Moran’s own eyes grew a little wider. “Put it on the holodisc!” He snapped.

The young woman altered her controls and the image of Deia appeared looking harried and unkempt. She was wearing whatever she had thrown on before her Durcunusaan detail had spirited her out of her home in Gytheio. She was now surrounded by at least a dozen of those same Durcunusaan soldiers looking quite ready to kill anything that they deemed threatening.
“They’ll burn through drone fourteen in ninety seconds!” The voice from across the bridge said.

Moran heard it but kept his attention on the holoimage of Deia as she stepped up to the podium.

“I will make a brief statement and then take a few questions, but please understand the situation is still ongoing and we are still reacting to events.” Deia spoke. She took a deep breath. “Approximately seven hours ago Zarah Leonidas was captured by High Coven Commandos in a vile terrorist act. She was brutally beaten and raped by Dante and Javier Moran as well as others. Their purpose was to obtain the location of the Mindvoice ship. Once this objective was met, that information was passed on to Empress Aikiro and additional High Coven terrorist forces that have been hiding on Earth for what appears to be several months. An attack was then launched against Dragon Mountain. At the same time other Coven forces attacked the Kavalian embassy here in Sparta while still others attempted to extract the Moran brothers from the elven city of Reylan in the south. Empress Aikiro of the High Coven and all the men with her that attacked Dragon Mountain are now dead. Aikiro was killed by the Feravomir’s own hand. Our brothers and sisters who call Dragon Mountain home insured that there were no survivors. A small transport that attempted to land shortly after the attack began was destroyed as it approached Dragon Mountain by automated defensive systems.
“Javier Moran is also confirmed dead at the hands of his sister Lucia, who as it is known to me right now, saved Zarah Leonidas’s life. His bonded dragon Naruth was killed by Prince Androcles and Elynth in battle. Dante Moran and his dragon Marux were severely injured battling Prince Androcles until his mother intervened and allowed him to escape. Androcles then took the fight to Yuri and gravely wounded her before being seriously injured himself and having to withdraw. Currently we are in the process of trying to find her and any who may be assisting her. When we do, she will either be captured or tried as a terrorist or she will be executed on sight. Probably the latter if the Durcunusaan find her first. Androcles has taken his older siblings aboard the SCIMITAR and left the system in order to protect them. The younger Leonidas children are all under heavy guard at the royal estate. The King and Queen Aricia are on location at our southern base and helping in the search for Yuri. Queen For'mya is on her way back to Sparta now. Queen Isabella Leonidas has left with the SCIMITAR.” Deia looked up. “There is not much else we can tell you at this time. Events are still happening as I said.” She set aside the data pad. “I will take a few questions… but I will warn you now, terrorist forces have acted in a heinous string of events against members of my family and I am not in a particularly good mood at the moment!”
This information caught the many Netnews reporters blindside and it showed on their faces. Deia pointed to one of the Netnews reporters in the front row. “You?” She asked quickly.

The man looked stunned but he stammered out his question. “Prime Minister Deia… you said… you said members of your family. Are you saying…?”

Deia nodded. “Yes… King Leonidas and I are related. I am… I was Queen Eliani’s sister. I knew both Resumar and Eliani very well. And no… I will not go into details at this time. Martin Leonidas and I decided long ago there was no need to reveal this information. Now however, now after what has happened, I felt the time had come so it will give you some idea as to my anger over these monstrous acts.”

“Prime Minister… is the story that we have been reporting about Carisia Moran and Prince Androcles… about Empress Aikiro’s daughter Narice and Prince Arrarn… are they true?” A woman spoke from the side. “And if so… are they involved in any way with what has happened?”

Deia nodded. “Yes they are true. Carisia Moran is now Carisia Leonidas. She was married to Androcles little more than a month ago. In the same ceremony where Narice and Toria Leonidas were married to Arrarn and became members of this family.”

“And this was not a ploy to…” The woman attempted to continue.

Deia turned dark eyes on the woman. “Carisia Leonidas is the one who gave the order to activate the Durcunusaan and lock down the Royal family and priority individuals! Her actions could very well have saved lives!” She hissed. “She and Narice were part of the initial search for Yuri and in cleaning out Coven terrorist forces from Reylan. They are not part of this vile act and any insinuations from any of you in that regard will be met with the full weight of my office in retaliation!”
This caught many of the Netnews reporters by surprise as well since it was well known Deia was very patient and methodical in her actions. This showed on their faces and the way they looked at each other.
“Is it true Prince Androcles was training High Coven dragons to fight the KFI?” Another reporter blurted out.

“Empress Aikiro brought those dragons here as a means to gain our trust. They are the same dragons that she had taken from their mothers and fathers when their ship crashed in The Wilds nearly twenty-four years ago.” Deia announced. “They were a façade for her to earn our trust. She did not foresee that Androcles would turn those riders and dragons into true Bonded Pairs. Yes… he has been training them… but certainly not to fight the KFI. He has been training them to realize their own potential and break the bonds of High Coven oppression. A goal he succeeded in since every single one of them departed with him aboard the SCIMITAR.”

“And Princess Carisia… Princess Narice…?”

Deia shrugged her slim shoulders. “They found love and their futures in the arms of two Leonidas brothers. What more is there to say in that regard? They looked past what they have been taught and made their decision. It is a decision the Leonidas family has embraced.”
“It is being reported that the Kavalians are not allowing any rescue personal and equipment into the remains of their embassy Prime Minister. Can you comment on that?”

Deia shook her head. “Queen For'mya is returning to Sparta to address this issue as we speak. Their embassy is sovereign Kavalian territory granted to them by the Union Senate and leadership. We can’t force them to take our help.” Deia held up her hand. “I will address you all in another few hours when we have more information. Please wait until then for further questions. Thank you.”

With that Deia turned away from the podium and her protection detail cleared the way for her to exit.

Moran’s eyes were wide in shock on the bridge of the ARCHANGEL. “Aikiro…” He whispered. “Tesand as well! I told that fool not to go! Vith!” 
“Admiral… they’ve burned through another drone. Only four left!”
“Helm… four degrees down!” Moran barked. “Put us between the last two drones!”

“Helm responding!”

“Anything from the LRR?” Moran hissed.

“Nothing so far sir! We have been… wait!” The COM officer jammed her finger deeper into her ear. “Admiral! They just lifted off the surface!”

Moran moved closer to her. “Yuri?” He asked.

“She’s badly injured but alive sir!” she answered looking at him.

Moran let the sigh escape his chest even as he turned. “Helm as soon as they are onboard, execute a full Z radius climb out of the atmosphere!” He barked. “Once we are clear of the atmosphere… punch in the emergency jump coordinates and implement!”
“They could very well see us climbing Admiral!” The tactical officer spoke from his station. “A full power Z radius climb will leave a wake in the ionosphere!”

Moran nodded. “It will keep their weapons from locking though! It will give us the time we need to escape! I’m going to the Med Bay! Don’t fuck this up people or we are all dead! Get us out of here and we can fight another day!”

Moran turned and rushed from the bridge without another word. The Tactical officer turned to the Communications officer at her station. “Fight another day?” The man spoke very softly. “The Lycavorians just killed practically half the Empress’s family including her. And they weren't even trying hard.”

“Keep your voice down!” The woman spoke in reply.

“I’m afraid to ponder what will happen next.” The officer said turning back to his station. “It damn sure can’t get any worse.”


He was wrong of course. He just didn’t know it yet.


“Vith uns’aa!” The ARCHANGEL’s Medical Officer exclaimed when the towering Immortal smashed his way into the med center with the limp form of Princess Yuri cradled in his arms. 
Pa'cour’s entire upper body was saturated in blood, his muscular arms holding his Princess’s frame close to his chest so her body did not bounce around. Blood still seeped from the savage looking wounds around her throat and left side of her face, but they were at least partially healed from the ghastly wounds he had seen on the surface. She had been near dead when he reached her after Androcles had run off, her left leg torn wide open and the artery in her leg spurting blood into the air with much less explosiveness as less blood became available. Androcles Leonidas had torn his Princess to ribbons with graceful ease, capitalizing on her anger and overconfidence as she followed him into the timber. Had he not plunged into the timber wildly after her and shot the huge beast four times Yuri would be dead and all he had done in the last twenty-five years in protecting her would have been for naught. Yuri had assigned him as her Immortal Captain after the debacle on Lycavore when he had saved her life and Pa'cour had spent the last two plus decades proving to her that her action in promoting him was not a mistake. He had hated that planet and the stink on it, and the day she arrived to try and kill the Lycavorian king Pa'cour had seen his chance to finally be free of Lycavore. He had protected her all of these years, through the violent war with the Kavalian killers, through her pregnancies, through everything. He had been present that day in the ship on Nauwora and he had noticed the change in her almost immediately but said nothing. It was not his place.

Pa'cour’s father had taught him to be mindful of his personal place in the scheme of all things. Immortals had served the High Coven for millennia and to be in the position Pa'cour now held was an honor to be cherished. His duty was to his Princess no matter the risk involved in anything. Pa'cour had honored that role for these last years in every way. Earning Yuri’s respect and at times even her wish of his council. He cared not for Moran and was always on high alert whenever he was in the area. It had taken him only moments to know Yuri needed massive amounts of blood to survive and he had done the only thing he could think of to save her. The moment he exited the transport, refusing to allow the medics to take her, no one stood in the huge Immortal’s way. Pa'cour stood six foot five and nearly two hundred and sixty-five pounds of nothing but solid muscle and bone. His skin was not as harsh looking as that of his father, and not looking as if someone had stretched it with a machine over his body. The dark gray of his skin color was actually very healthy for his species and it hid most of the more unpleasant ripples across his body.
Now as he gingerly lowered Yuri into the medical bed he would allow the doctors to do what they could. He had done his part in protecting his Princess.

“Give me six whole units!” The doctor ordered immediately. “Pump them into her now! And prep the Blood Chamber! Vith… it looks like an animal got her!”
“She… she followed Androcles Leonidas into the timber while he was in wolf form.” Pa'cour spoke softly. 

The doctor shook his graying head for even he knew that is not something you did with a pureblood Lycavorian. “Foolish!” He spoke.

“Will she survive?” Pa'cour asked.

“Her wounds look partially healed!” The doctor spoke looking at him. “You gave her blood?”

Pa'cour nodded quickly. “All… all that I carried.” He answered.

“You must have been carrying quite a bit!” The doctor spoke casually as he adjusted something and used an inculcator to insert a tube into her arm. “We’ll get her into the Blood Chamber and go from there.”

“Yuri!” Moran’s voice exclaimed as he ran into the Med Bay and came to a skidding halt when he saw her. “Oh… oh my god!”

Three long slices ran down the right side of her face from her hairline to her jaw, one of them just barely missing her eye. Her throat appeared to have been torn open and he could still partially see the muscles and healed arteries pumping blood through her system. She had several deep slashes across her shoulder and chest, and her right leg was laid open to the bone, the artery exposed but now appearing to be still pumping blood through her extremities. Moran forced the look of revulsion from his face as he leaned close to her. 

“Yuri?” He whispered softly as he reached out to try and take her face in his hands.

“There’s no time Admiral.” The doctor spoke. “We need to get her in a Blood Chamber if we are going to save her.” The doctor was an older man and not one to fear senior officers. If there was something about the vampire body he did not know it was because it was not known to any. He pushed Moran out of the way as he activated the hover jets on the bed and they began to push it further into the med bay. 

Moran whirled on Pa'cour. “What the fuck happen Pa'cour?” He snarled at the Immortal. He took in the ashen color of Pa'cour’s face and neck, and noticed he still had his bloody body armor fastened all the way up on his neck but quickly dismissed this. “Why weren’t you with her?”
“I was with her!” Pa'cour hissed. “But I can not blur! She threw Androcles Leonidas into the timber and followed after him! I warned her not too but she ignored me! I got to her as quickly as I was able!”

“Not quick enough damn it!” Moran barked.

They turned when the medic came up to them. “The doctor wants me to check you out Colonel.” She said.

Pa'cour shook his head vehemently. “I am fine!” He snapped.

“You look like you’ve lost some blood yourself? Are you injured?”

“I will acquire blood from another of my men!” Pa'cour spoke. “I need nothing! Treat the Princess!”

Moran turned back to him. “Pa'cour…”

“She would not listen to me.” Pa'cour spoke. “When she heard the Leonidas child scream within Mindvoice she insisted we move closer to the city. I advised against it but she did not listen. She…”

Moran shook his head. “She went outside the plan!”

Pa'cour looked down at this man, towering over him by almost six inches. “She was acting as a mother should when her children are in danger!”

“Bullshit!” Moran quipped. “Dante could have handled Androcles. He said he was handing him!”

“Androcles Leonidas was crushing your son Admiral Moran!” Pa'cour snapped softly and with some anger. “Dante Moran was being pummeled by a superior warrior! Had the Princess not intervened both of them would now be dead! Not just Javier!”

Moran glared at him. “Watch yourself Colonel!” He snarled softly.
“I will not!” Pa'cour exclaimed loudly causing heads to turn towards them. “My duty is to Princess Yuri! Not to you! Not to your sons! That is my sworn duty! Your sons could not simply take the information from this child’s mind could they? They had to entertain their sick notions of arrogance and superiority! Now… the Empress is dead… Princess Yuri lies near death! One of your sons is dead and your daughter has betrayed you!”

“Yuri approved of what they did!” Moran barked at the Immortal officer.

Pa'cour nodded. “And when she asked me, I told her it was a tactically wrong move to make.”

Moran looked at him with wide eyes. “She told you?” He gasped.

“I have guarded her person for over twenty years!” Pa'cour barked back at him. “If it helps me to protect her… she tells me what I ask her! I told her the Lycavorian sense of honor would consider raping the Leonidas child a high crime. Even worse than murder. She did not listen to me. Now look at what our actions have wrought!”
Moran glared at him for a few moments and then turned when the ship’s internal COM activated. “Admiral Moran we are clear of the atmosphere and making the jump!”
Moran turned and moved to the wall panel and slapped his hand down. “Acknowledged!” He spat. “Initiate random course changes until we get to the border in the Utari Sector and then head for the defensive line. That entire section of DPs is not active. They are being repaired. Once we clear Union space head right for the rendezvous with the INQUISITOR, best possible speed!”
“Yes sir!” The voice replied.

Moran turned back to Pa'cour. “You get me a report!” He snapped. “And keep your opinions out of it Colonel!” Moran looked him up and down. “And clean yourself up Immortal! You look like shit!”

Pa'cour kept his mouth shut even as Moran whirled around and moved across the med bay to where the doctor was standing and supervising Yuri being lowered into one of the five large tanks filled with reddish liquid. It wasn’t really blood, but the healing properties of the liquid made it appear red through the glass. It was a formula the High Coven had stolen many years go from the Union Hadarian doctors and implemented within their own ranks. The medic who had checked on him before came back over and looked at him. 

“There is a shower in the empty quarters down the corridor Colonel.” She spoke. “The doctor insists he look at you once you have had a chance to clean up.” She held out the bundle. “An extra uniform sir. We keep them around just in case. It should fit.”

Pa'cour took the bundle from the woman and nodded his head. He noticed she did not appear at all put out by his bloody appearance, but she was very standoffish in regards to him. Many Purebloods reviled Immortals and the way they looked, and this woman apparently was one of them. His father had once told him that the Purebloods needed them, but that they hated them. Pa'cour didn’t fully understand that until he came to be in the service of Princess Yuri and saw the treatment he got from those she associated with. Moran hated him he knew, but he didn’t particularly care for the High Coven military Commander either. The man had betrayed the Immortal Cha’talla after he had gone out of his way to assist Moran in his rise to power. Though outwardly his name was never spoken of, it was now a crime to speak of him in public, many Immortals that Pa'cour knew looked up to Cha'talla and what he had tried to accomplish for their people. When it was discovered that Cha'talla still lived, the Empress had throw a fit while Princess Yuri was more reserved. She at least respected him for insuring her consort had found his way in the fleet when they had returned from Earth. She had done everything for Moran to help him get to where he was today. As far as he was concerned, Moran didn’t deserve Yuri.
Pa'cour’s dark eyes glanced once more to where they were finishing lowering Yuri into the chamber and then he turned to leave the med bay.

IRARUZU
Lu'ria eased her head around the corner of the wall and let her amber colored eyes sweep the corridor in front of them. She gripped the K14 she had retrieved from the rail car’s hidden compartment with both hands, while Jennifer held tightly to the P190A3 she held and covered their rear. There had been no incidents as they were racing the five kilometers back to the estate in the underground rail system, yet even as they ended at the underground entrance, the alarm in the car indicated someone had breached the tunnel under the store. Neither Lu'ria nor Jennifer had ever been under combat conditions before, and considering the slaughter they both had witnessed first hand, they were holding up rather well.


Lu'ria leaned back and looked at Jennifer. “It is clear all the way up to the entrance.” She said.

“How do we know they did not find the main entrance Lu'ria?” Jennifer whispered the question.


“That is why we are using the emergency entrance in the study.” Lu'ria answered. “It is impossible to detect situated as it is. The entrance in the kitchen has more than likely been discovered.”


“How do you know?” Jennifer hissed again.


“I don’t damn it!” Lu'ria exclaimed softly. “My instructors always said that when in doubt better to be safe than sorry.”


“Lu'ria… Lu'ria I am frightened beyond belief.” Jennifer admitted.


Lu'ria nodded. “You are not the only one.” She spoke. “We must get supplies and then get to the communications bunker and warn the others. Warn Armetus.”


“Are we sure they even hit the estate?” Jennifer asked. “Is there no way we can check first?”


Lu'ria’s eyes grew a little wider. “Jennifer you are right!” She exclaimed. She headed back down the tunnel.


“Where are you going?” Jennifer stammered as she followed.


Lu'ria didn’t turn to her as she walked. “There is an auxiliary control room forty meters from the main entrance into the kitchen. It has monitors that we can use to sweep the house. The Matron Mother showed it to me when I first arrived. I haven’t been to it since.”


“Why?” Jennifer asked.


Lu'ria stopped as she came back to the end of the rail tunnel. “Because I never thought anyone would attack us in such a blatant way.” Lu'ria answered. “To simply march into the store as they did and kill the Matron Mother and then begin firing? They do not care who sees them.”


“What does that mean?” Jennifer asked.


Lu'ria looked at her. “It means just that. They do not care who sees them attacking us.” She told Jennifer. “It means they do not care that they have just started a war between our two peoples! Which also means that something else is going to happen, or it is already happening right now!”


“How do you know this?” Jennifer asked.


“Because it is what King Leonidas would do.” She answered. “It is what my 'chev Andro would do. And it is what my people would do.” (Beloved)

Jennifer shook her head. “I certainly hope you are wrong.”


Lu'ria nodded. “This way!”


The two young women darted along the rail car they had just exited and further down the tunnel to a different access tunnel. Lu'ria led them past this larger tunnel deeper into the shadows and counted off the steps before stopping. She lifted her hand and spread it flat on the smooth steel wall, feeling the texture of the metal as she moved it slowly along the way. Once the texture changed to a rougher surface Lu'ria pushed as hard as she could and the wall gave way. She pushed the section back further and revealed the small control panel. She quickly typed in a code the wall made a soft hissing noise and slid to the side. She grabbed Jennifer’s hand and pulled her into the darkness before turning back and pressing several of the dimly lit buttons on the panel. The exterior wall returned to its original place within seconds and it appeared just as another part of the wall.


“Don’t move!” Lu'ria spoke. “I have better night vision. I will activate low light lamps.” She stepped into the darkness with ease and in seconds two small overhead lamps came on. Jennifer looked around and saw that they were inside a ten by ten room with several chairs, two different computer stations and a large rack of weapons and equipment. Jennifer watched as Lu'ria settled into one of the chairs in front of the console and began typing quickly. The upper wall started to come alive with monitors from the many different video feeds inside the estate. 


Almost immediately they knew their hopes would not be answered.


The monitors showed the insides of the estate from different rooms, and every room appeared to have been destroyed by rampaging monsters. Windows were smashed, blood covered the walls and floors, holes and dents from weapons fire pocked the walls and much of the furniture. Whoever had hit the estate had done so in force. Lu'ria’s amber eyes went wide and she heard Jennifer gasp in horror when the monitor switched to the den of the estate and they saw the bodies. The few men, all of the children and several of the females that called the estate home. Most were Drow, but the flash of tanned skin could be seen signifying that those females who lived with them as ‘slaves’ to the Drow females, human and elf alike were among the dead. They had died fighting beside the men and women they had come to care for completely.


“Oh Lu'ria!” Jennifer gasped softly. “They… they even killed the children.”


Lu'ria adjusted her console to the outer cameras and they saw the outside of the estate. Two of their Lifters were smoking ruins flames licking from the interiors, the third not burning but obviously no longer working as attested to by the dozens of holes in the engine core plant. Lu'ria tried to activate the Communications equipment and got nothing but interference. She knew immediately from the readings that it was a jamming field of some sort.
“They must have some sort of dampening field in place over the estate.” She spoke. “The communications array is not working.” Her keen Drow eyes caught movement and she stopped the sweeping of the camera and focused on the area in the treeline where she had seen the movement. As the camera gained distance and focus, they saw the flash of shimmering white hair and the naked forms of three Drow females.

“Mistress!” Jennifer cried. “Lu'ria they have Ixara!”


Lu'ria nodded slowly. “And two others as well. I can’t tell who it is from this distance.” She said holding back the bile in her throat that threatened to come spewing forth. “They are in the southern treeline.”


“We have to help them!” Jennifer hissed.


Lu'ria looked at her. “What would you have us do?” She demanded in a soft voice. “If they are still here then they are waiting for us! The ones from the store must have told them we escaped. They knew we would come back here!”


“We can’t just leave them!” Jennifer protested.


“Jennifer we don’t know how many of them there are!” Lu'ria exclaimed. “We would be giving ourselves to them! The Matron Mother would not want us to do that! We’d be throwing our lives away for nothing.”


“They are our family!” Jennifer hissed again. “Ixara is my… she is my Mistress! I won’t leave her!”


“She would expect you too!” Lu'ria said quickly. “She would not want you to fall into their clutches as well!”


“I won’t leave her! I won’t! I…”


Lu'ria slapped her viciously then. The blow rocked her head back and sent her staggering slightly as Lu'ria came to her feet. “Don’t you see? Ixara and the others are bait Jennifer!” Lu'ria snapped. “Bait to capture us! If we attempt anything we will become prisoners as well. And then we will be dead! We must get supplies and move into the mountains. We need to contact Krypteria Command! The Union! We must let them know what has happened here!”


Jennifer turned back around and glared at her. “How can you be so callous?” She sobbed. “They are your friends! They are like family to us!”

Lu'ria blinked her amber eyes and turned back to the monitors. “It is what they would do.” She said softly. She turned back and looked at Jennifer. “I do not want to do this either! The Matron Mother would expect us to leave them! You know this Jennifer! They are waiting for us out there. And more follow in the rail tunnel behind us. We must escape! You know I speak the truth!” Jennifer was silent as she glared at Lu'ria for a long moment. She knew Lu'ria was right, yet the thought of leaving her Drow Mistress and lover in the hands of the Kavalians was revolting to her. “Please Jennifer… I need… I need your help. I can not do this alone.”


“You promise me one thing.” Jennifer demanded knowing that Ixara would not want her to throw her life away. “You promise me that they will pay for what they have done Lu'ria! You promise me…”


Lu'ria took her hands in hers and squeezed them tightly while pulling her close. “I give my vow to you as a Drow that they will pay for what they have done Jennifer. I swear this to you.”


Jennifer nodded then and stood a little taller. “Then let’s take what we need and get out of here before they catch up to us.” She said.


Lu'ria nodded and turned to the opposite wall of the small room. “There are packs and equipment in these lockers. You take those two and I will take these. Take only rations and small weapons. We must travel light.”

Jennifer stepped up to the first set of lockers and entered a code. The three doors slid open to reveal an assortment of equipment and weapons. “Which direction will we go?” She asked.


Lu'ria waited while the second set of three lockers opened. “North.” She answered as she pulled down the small pack. “We have to get out from under whatever sort of field they have active and then contact someone.”


Jennifer was shoving items into the small pack and she looked at her. “Will anyone answer?” She asked.


Lu'ria met her eyes. “Krypteria Channels are monitored around the clock.” She replied. “Someone will hear us.”

EARTH
SPARTA

KAVALIAN EMBASSY


“…mean gone!” Keleru roared from the transmission.


“Just as I said Prefect.” Qurot answered. “They killed Timur and escaped out of a secret tunnel in the basement of the embassy. A tunnel none of us knew about. It must be how they got the elf female in to begin with! Jalersi appeared injured for Pian was carrying her, but Karun emptied almost an entire clip from an SA80 at me! He knew exactly who he was firing at!”


“I refuse to believe both my daughters have betrayed me!” Keleru hissed angrily. He was pacing back and forth in the transmission.


Pusintin appeared now. “You said you found High Coven Commando bodies near by?” He asked.


Qurot nodded. “Yes. I surmise that Timur happened upon them, killed them and when he discovered Pian and the others they killed him. He had been shot nine times with a Lycavorian K14 hand weapon. That is no accident!”


“Jalersi and Pian?” Pusintin gasped.


Matuarr came up next to Qurot. “I have suspected for some time but did not say anything until I had real proof. I have seen her exiting his quarters at odd hours of the day Marshall Pusintin. I can only surmise she is…”


“She’s fucking Pian!” Pusintin growled. “That’s just beautiful! I’ll gut that fucker and feed his intestines to the worms!”

“Without an Edit of Dissolution from her in regards to your marriage, her actions call for a death sentence Marshall.” Matuarr spoke.


“I know what it calls for Matuarr!” Pusintin snarled at him. “And she would never file an Edit of Dissolution! She’s not smart enough to do that and she loves me too much!”

Matuarr nodded his head slowly. “Then… then perhaps I am wrong.”


“This is unbelievable!” Keleru spoke once more. “First Athani… now Jalersi? Pian and Karun? I refuse to believe they are all traitors! You have no idea where they went? Perhaps they were just running for shelter somewhere and mistook you for a Coven soldier through the smoke.”


“Karun looked right at me Prefect!” Qurot answered. “And it was a K14 that killed Timur… not a Coven weapon.”

“You did not attempt to contact them?” Keleru asked.

“Karun almost killed me Prefect!” Qurot snapped. “I did not feel it necessary to ask his intentions after that.”

“You did not follow them?” Pusintin asked.

“I did not find the tunnel until a short while ago! The damage to that side of the embassy is extensive and it took me several minutes to even reach that area. I have part of our remaining security detachment guarding the entrance.”


“Casualties?” Pusintin asked.


“A third of the staff. Mostly the administrative females who had other duties as well.” Qurot answered. “The High Coven attacked with only eleven commandos. I don’t believe they knew we had recently arrived security personnel.”


“Prefect… the Union has offered their assistance several times already.” Matuarr spoke. “If we continue to refuse it they will grow suspicious as to why?”


“What did they know?” Keleru asked now his voice low and trembling with anger.


“Only what you have allowed us to know Prefect.” Matuarr answered. “I do know that Pian and Jiss both did not agree with our plans to target the Leonidas family. They believe it will pull us into a war we can not win.”


“That’s bullshit!” Pusintin snapped viciously. “We have more than enough men and ships to do what we want to do. I could invade the Lycavorian Union from four different directions and overwhelm them if I wanted!”


Keleru stopped pacing in the transmission. “These events could work to our advantage.” He said finally, Pusintin turning to look at him Qurot and Matuarr saw. “It will make our tasks easier.”


“How so?” Pusintin asked.


“We will know where all of them are.” Keleru said. “If they have locked down the royal family as their Prime Minister announced so generously only moments ago, we can combine our teams and hit them in larger force.”


“Androcles took the older children off Earth Keleru.” Pusintin spoke. “We don’t know where they went.”


Keleru met his eyes. “Oh… but we do.” He said. He held out the data pad to him in the holo transmission. “I received this late last night from our contact within the Lycavorian Union government.” He said as Pusintin began to read. “It took some time… but they were able to find out where the elf Queen Dysea is. As well as her daughter.”

Qurot and Matuarr watched Pusintin look up at Keleru. “Cha’talla?” He gasped.


“Cha’talla?” Matuarr asked quickly. “Prefect we were under the impression the Immortal Cha’talla was dead.”


Qurot looked at Matuarr. “Who is this Cha’talla?” He asked.


Matuarr looked at him. “Former Captain to the High Lord Veldruk.” He answered. “The Immortal who protected Veldruk during our last war with the Coven. He was believed killed by Veldruk twenty-six years ago just before Aikiro rose to power. Something to do with betraying the High Lord.”


Keleru nodded. “Interesting isn’t it?” He said from the transmission. “The first Elven Queen of the Union and she is among Cha’talla’s tribe of Immortals. It’s perfect. That is where the son Androcles is taking them to finish their training. Kranek has the space and the terrain he needs apparently, and our contact has already confirmed several messages between Kranek and the son from his ship.”


“We’ll need to shift some forces around and contact Phy'iad and his mercenaries and let him know where she is!” Pusintin spoke now looking at Keleru. “This is like a gift to us Keleru!”


“Indeed.” Keleru spoke. He looked at Matuarr and Qurot. “There is a Puma Bane Pride Team in Sparta now disguised as traders. They have all undergone biogenic treatments and have been filtering among the city for weeks. I will send them a message. I want my daughter and the others found!”

“Is it wise to continue with our plans Prefect?” Matuarr asked. “They will be at their highest state of readiness now since the Coven did this.”


Keleru nodded. “This will limit them immensely and make it far easier for us to act.” He answered.


“And when your daughter and the others are found Prefect?” Qurot asked quickly. “What do you wish done?”

“Jalersi will be taken unharmed Qurot!” Keleru spoke quickly. “Pusintin will deal with her. Pian and Jiss are to be executed upon sight. Karun…” He looked at Pusintin.


Pusintin turned to the men from within the transmission. “I have two other sons who are risking their lives as we speak with the Puma Bane Pride Assassin Teams in The Wilds. Loyal Kavalians both of them! Karun can burn with Pian and the others for all I care. He has always been different.”


“The information he gave us is undoubtedly false then.” Matuarr spoke. “Do we still act on it?”

Pusintin looked right at Qurot. “NO! It can’t be trusted anymore. Make him pay Qurot.” He spoke. “I will give Jalersi and our daughter to the brothels of Nefoa for what she has done. I will have other children!”


Keleru nodded his head in the transmission. It would be fitting punishment for what she had done. “Matuarr… accept whatever help the Union offers you.” He spoke finally. “We need to keep them off balance for as long as we can. Our operations in The Wilds have already begun with great success, and by this time tomorrow Hadaria will be under our control as well. These attempts by the Coven have given us the advantage and they don’t even know it. This could not have come at a better time. That fool Aikiro, I always knew the bitch was insane. To attempt this without proper support was completely stupid.”


Matuarr nodded. “As you order Prefect.”


“Contact us with any strange requests they might have, but be as accommodating as possible and make it appear like we are victims as well.” Keleru spoke. “We must keep a public image of openness and friendship for a time longer. Qurot… I will pass on the coded channel of the Assassin Team when this transmission ends. Coordinate with them to complete our goals, but insure that you and Matuarr are off of Earth within moments of the attacks. They will not be accommodating to us once we kill off their precious royal family.”


Qurot nodded. “Of course Prefect.”


“Contact us if you discover my daughter, but until you leave Earth we should not speak again.” Keleru told them. “You part of these plans is essential Qurot. Do not fail for everything hinges on what you do!”


“We won’t Prefect.” Qurot spoke firmly.

CABELIR

KAVALIAN HOMEWORLD

OFFICE OF PREFECT KELERU 


“The man is a fool!” Keleru spoke as he turned and returned to the chair behind his desk. “He thinks brute strength will suffice at all times!”

“He serves his purpose.” Pusintin answered as he went to one of the chairs across from the desk Keleru settled behind. “I’ll be surprised if he makes it off Earth alive.”


“Well… it will be no great loss.” Keleru said as he settled into the plush chair. “This business with Jalersi and Pian is…”


“I reacted angrily Keleru.” Pusintin said. “I’m sorry.”


“Don’t be.” Jalersi’s father answered. “If it is true and she is consorting with Pian… you have the right to act in any manner you see fit according to our laws. Including disowning her and sending her to the brothels on Nefoa! Your daughter is another matter however. She is still very young Pusintin and…”


Pusintin shook his head. “She is just like her mother.” He spoke. “She is always pushing for more freedom and things that our females are not allowed. Karun does not treat her as a brother should. He is always giving her gifts and things. Telling her to read and be educated. I do not want to deal with that.”


“Then give her to a male seeking a plaything.” Keleru spoke. “Or arrange it that you can profit if you give her to the brothels.”


Pusintin looked at him. “You will not contest what I do?” He asked.


“Jalersi is your mate.” He answered. “She may be my daughter… but after what Athani did… it would not do for me to treat her differently than any other of our women who would dare entertain the attentions of a male that is not their mate. Pian’Nurarani however… he should know better.”


“He has always wanted Jalersi for himself.” Pusintin declared. “For many years now. I could sense that even though he gave no outward indications.”


“His Pride is large… but they are on the outskirts of our border with Wild Space… and unless I send a full force I can do nothing right now. At least not directly to his Pride aside from cutting off funds and such, which I will do immediately when we are done here.” Keleru said.


“Are there any members within the inner ring of planets?” Pusintin asked.


Keleru shook his head. “Not in positions of power no.” He answered. “Pian has kept them out of the main parts of the KFI and now I question as to why. Perhaps I will send a small ship to discover just what it is he is doing out there.”


“Nikkei is on Femeyau right now.” Pusintin spoke. “She went there to attend a gathering of Kavalian females who are coming to mating age. She didn’t want to go. She actually told me she didn’t want to be submissive to any male. She wanted to be like her mother.”


Keleru nodded. “Then I suggest you seize her as quickly as possible when she returns.” Keleru said. “If you wait to long and she discovers what it is you intend…”


Pusintin nodded. “They return tomorrow.” He said. “I’ll meet her myself and turn her over to the Entertainment Bureau for processing.”


“I will send word to our border post in that sector and have the officer there dispatch a small cruiser to investigate what exactly Pian is doing with his Pride.” Keleru spoke. “In the meantime, you need to notify Phy’iad of the location of the elf Queen so we can continue with that portion of our plans.”


Pusintin nodded and got to his feet. “I’ll do that right now.” He stated.


“You should be happy Pusintin.” Keleru spoke. “In a few short days you will have a new plaything, and we will be on our way to controlling the Lycavorian Union with you as its ruler. As it should have been long before now.”


Pusintin nodded. “And I look forward to that.” He stated. “As well as the fact my brother and that bitch of a mother will be very dead.”

HADARIA

ANJA’S OFFICE IN PALACE 



“Buonau you upaee!” Anja snarled angrily at the small holoimager on her desk. “Zarah is my daughter!”


“Zarah Leonidas is not your daughter. She is the vampire Queen’s daughter.” Buonau’s face answered smugly. “And your use of foul language does not do your cause any good!”


“Nubous my cause! And her name is Isabella Leonidas!” Anja barked as she came to her feet. “This is not a game to me Buonau! The Coven just tried to kill members of my family! My daughter was raped and beaten by…”


“And according to the Prime Minister’s own statement just moments ago, she is alive and no longer on Earth and has left with Androcles and her other half siblings! There is no reason for you to return to Earth right now and delay the hearing.” Buonau spoke. “I have granted you a stay for one day to discover more information Anja, but your hearing will progress tomorrow morning.”


“You have granted me a stay?” Anja spat. “You have granted me nothing… and when I am through with you Buonau, you are going to wish you never were born!”


Buonau shook her head in the transmission. “Such talk and threats is another reason why you will not be Queen after tomorrow.”


Anja’s jade green eyes narrowed. “We’ll see Buonau! We’ll see!” 


“You really should…” Buonau began to speak but Anja stepped to the side of her desk and slammed her finger down on the control panel terminating the connection.


“I hate that woman and her smug, arrogant attitude!” Anja snapped. “Someone needs to fuck her in the ass and then I’ll bet she sings a different tune!”


“Anja Leonidas!” Eurin declared from her spot on the couch next to a smirking Sivana. She turned to look at Atropos and Belen and saw them smiling as well. “That is not funny!”


Atropos turned from Eurin and looked at the petite Queen that he so adored. “The SPIRIT is in orbit Shrouded Anja.” He spoke. “We can be gone and half way to Earth before they even know we have left.”


“Do not encourage her Atropos!” Eurin snapped.


Anja took a deep breath and shook her head. “No. That will only make things worse. As much as it burns my ass to admit… Buonau’s right. There’s nothing I can do. Andro has left with his brothers and sisters and the young ones are safe within the Estate.” 


“For'mya or Aricia will contact you as soon as things stabilize Anja… you know this.” Sivana spoke softly. “For the moment, aside from Zarah we know they are all safe.”

Anja returned to her chair. “I can’t believe Aikiro is dead.” She said softly.


Atropos chuckled as he moved towards her desk and Anja looked at him. “I have always known there was more to the Feravomir than her outward appearance.” He stated. “She has only proven that this day with her actions.”


“It certainly has.” Anja said. “I only wish she could have gotten Yuri too.”


“If she lives Anja rest assured that Androcles will have marked her good.” Atropos spoke. 


Anja nodded. “That’s the truth. That boy is frightening sometimes.”


“He takes after his father.” Belen spoke as he moved over to the couch and sat on the arm next to Sivana. She looked up at him with an adoring smile as she placed her hand on his leg.


Eurin got to her feet. “We must be prepared for tomorrow.” She stated evenly. “Once this distasteful event is behind us we can all return to Earth. I haven’t been there in some time myself and after all this I believe a vacation may be in order.”


“I’m going to crucify Buonau for this.” Anja said with considerable heat in her voice. “And that will be pleasant compared to what I plan for Umbra!”

“I wish to be there for that.” The female voice spoke causing them all to turn.


Ceuma stood in the doorway to the office wearing a simple jumpsuit that hugged her curves exquisitely. She clung to Joci’s hand tightly looking tiny compared to her Spartan husband as Anja and Sivana came to their feet and Eurin turned. Anja’s eyes were wide as she looked at her and Sivana smiled as she walked up to her.


“It’s perfect.” She exclaimed reaching out to touch Ceuma’s hair and the Persian red color she had turned it to. It matched Anja’s exactly. “I do good work!”


Ceuma smiled shyly and reached up to run some strands through her fingers. “I prefer blond.” She spoke simply.


“As do I.” Joci commented.


“Don’t worry… after tomorrow we can wash it out.” Sivana said turning to Anja as she walked up. “Not bad heh sister? I will always have a career in disguises if I ever lose this one.”


“Sivana stop!” Eurin declared as she moved around Ceuma looking at her intently. 


Ceuma looked directly at Anja, her jade green eyes identical to Anja’s in every way. “Your family?” She asked.


Anja nodded slowly. “They are safe for the moment.” She answered. “Thank… thank you for asking.” Anja looked at Joci. “You are prepared?”


Joci nodded. “Yes my Queen.” He answered.


Anja waved her hand dismissively. “We can dispense with the my Queen, or Milady crap right now! It’s kind of pointless don’t you think?” 
“You are my Queen.” Joci stated firmly. “It is not pointless to me. No matter what I have done in the past… my duty is to you, to Ceuma and to this Union. I will not falter in my duty ever again.”

Anja met his eyes and nodded. “Well said Spartan. Well said.” Joci did not see Atropos’s face take on a stern look of approval at Joci’s words. Anja returned her eyes to Ceuma and reached out to take her hands. “I… I was taken by surprise when I… I apologize for anything I may have said to you.”

The corners of Ceuma’s lips curled. “You do not apologize much do you Anja?” She asked.


Anja matched her smile and shook her head. “No. Usually only to Martin when I am in phase and I am demanding more of his attentions.” Anja watched Ceuma smile even wider and turn to look up at her husband and his ebony skin.


“It seems we are not so different.” She spoke softly turning back to look at her while Joci lowered his eyes in embarrassment. 


“It will take some getting used too but…” Anja began to speak.


“I wish to learn all I can.” Ceuma said. “Joci has protected me… trained me to fight… now I want to learn to heal. I can feel it within me… the ability to do this. I have been able to use it to some extent… but I want to learn more. I do not want to be a freak. I want to be my own person. I will go to another part of the Union if my presence makes you uncomfortable but I wish to…”


Anja shook her head. “No.” She stated. “Martin has always told us… he has told us to live by the rule to never fear the unknown. I will not send you away. You will stay here with Sivana and Eurin and I. We will teach you. And we will move into the future together.”


They watched as the wide smile split her face. It was the first genuine smile they had seen from her since she had arrived. Anja turned to look at Joci. “Joci you are officially reinstated into the ranks of active Spartans.” She spoke seeing his look of shock. “You have been assigned to the Durcunusaan under Lokhagos Atropos and will hold the rank of Dilochitès to him. I have already entered it into the Union database. After tomorrow it won’t matter who knows.”


Joci looked stunned and bowed his head. “Milady… Milady I do not deserve… my actions up until now have not been…”


“You acted as a man.” Anja said with a small smile. “I can not hold that against you Joci. Martin wouldn’t let me considering the fantasies we have…” She saw his eyes widen and Anja blushed as she stopped. “Never mind. The point is… once you realized your feelings you acted and you saved Ceuma’s life. And you have forsaken all that you were to protect her since then. Just as any Spartan and wolf would do. Besides… it was Atropos’s recommendation and I rarely go against his recommendations.”


Atropos snorted. “If only that were true.” He snapped stepping up to look at Joci. “I loved my mate Lilika for many years even while she was mated to another. I can not condemn you for the very thing I did. You have my respect Dilochitès Joci.”


Joci took a deep breath as Ceuma squeezed his hand tightly and pressed her petite frame against his. “I will… I will not fail you, my Queen or my mate.” He stated.


Atropos nodded. “Then let us leave Ceuma with Anja and we will go over our plan once more.”


Joci nodded and looked at Ceuma. He leaned over and kissed her deeply, her tiny hands coming up to stroke his cheek and his dreadlock hair. “Don’t let them make you cut your hair Joci.” She whispered to him. “I like it too much.”


Joci smiled and nuzzled her cheek and neck and everyone saw her eyes close in bliss and happiness. “I won’t.” He spoke. 
SCIMITAR


Isabella watched him enter the Med Bay slowly, his eyes immediately going to where Zarah lay sleeping. Carisia walked on his left side, Sadi on his right with Ne'Veha holding her hand tightly. He released Carisia’s and Sadi’s hands instantly and moved up next to the bed slowly as the rest of them came into the Med Bay and moved around the bed. Tears filled Andro’s eyes as he pulled the chair closer and he slid his hand under Zarah’s, entwining their fingers gently. The signs of the beating she had seen him take from Martin were still somewhat visible, though Eliani had healed them almost completely. His face was drawn and tired though and Isabella could see that right away.


Eliani came up next to him and dropped her hand onto his shoulder. “I gave her a mild sedative when we got here. She woke briefly… but now she is sleeping soundly.” She said softly.


Isabella reached over and placed her hand on top of his gently. “She asked for you.” She said softly. “She wanted you here with her.”


Andro nodded. “I know.” He whispered.


“Andro…” Isabella said staring at this young man she called son without hesitation or doubt.


“I failed mother.” Andro said softly. “Father was right you know. I should have been protecting her more. I should have…”


“No!” Isabella stated emphatically squeezing his hand. “You will not carry blame for this! I forbid it! And so would she! Do you hear me Androcles? You will not carry blame for this!” Isabella lifted her head and looked at Carisia and Narice directly. “None of you, do you hear me? None of you?”


“The others are dead.” Andro said softly turning his azure eyes on Isabella. “All of them but one. I swear to you on my life mother, I will hunt him until the end of time if I have to. I will see he answers to me for what he has done! No matter how long it takes, no matter where I have to go, I will find him mother. I will find him and I will make his death as painful and as hideous as I am able.”

Isabella wasn't the only one in the Med Bay who felt the shudder of death’s hand brush through them as Androcles uttered his vow. There was no question in his voice, no doubt in his words and all of them at that instant realized just how seriously dangerous their brother truly was.


Isabella squeezed his hand and nodded her head. “I will hold you to that vow Androcles Leonidas.” She said softly. “You have… you have always been closer to Zarah Andro. I need… I need you to tell me why now my son. During… when Eliani was examining her she found…”


Andro turned his face back to Zarah’s and lifted her hand in his. All of them gasped when the soft blue psychic shield activated around their hands and shimmered gently, pulsing with power and life. “She found trace elements of Stage Three Blood Fever in Zarah’s cells.” He spoke softly. “Yes… I know.”

Blood Fever was the vilest of diseases among vampires. It was brought on by a lack of blood when it was time to feed. Many pureblood vampires could go weeks without needing to feed on blood. The purer their blood the longer they could survive without it. Isabella herself could go almost two months without needing to ingest fresh blood to maintain her body if need be. With the development of the cloned blood by Anja, and the many improvements over the years in the taste and texture of it, Blood Fever cases had dropped to nothing. Vampires could drink the cloned blood like others drank coffee and tea, and most of them did everyday, which then eliminated the worry of ever having Blood Fever affect them. It was a common sight to see them in the many taverns and cafés drinking cloned blood which had been named Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos because of its fruity taste. It allowed them to fit in quite naturally among the citizens of the Union and it was something that had endeared Anja to every vampire who called the Union home.

If one went without blood when their time came however, it was not a pretty event to behold. The first stage of Blood Fever was the cold, damp skin and minor trembling with a slight fever. This was easily treated when discovered, just by ingesting new blood. The second stage was further along and harder to treat since the individual would now be losing their sense of reality and all thoughts of trying to cure themselves. A much higher fever and spasms were the usual signs of Stage Two. It was still very treatable, sometimes having to be forced due to behavior, but as long as the individual got blood they could be helped and would recover.

Stage Three of the Blood Fever was fatal. 

Once an individual advanced to the third stage, their normal brain functions rapidly deteriorated to that of mindless machines whose only thought was to kill. The fever was at a point that it would begin shutting down other organs within their bodies, shrinking the size of the blood vessels within their internal organs and even if they fed, their minds were usually destroyed by now and they would continue to feed and kill until the fever ended their lives or they were killed by someone else. They essentially became monsters. And it was this reason that within the Union, anyone known to have Stage Three Blood Fever would be put out of their misery before they were allowed to die such an agonizing death. It was a little known or used law, but in all the time vampires had been part of the Union, the law was never disobeyed. This was the manner that the Kavalian Federation had refined to a sick art with prisoners they took during their war. Starving the vampires until Stage Three of the Blood Fever had gripped them and then turning them loose on other prisoners who they had taken and betting on who would survive the longest. It was a heartless practice and completely heinous, and one of the reasons the vampires within the High Coven so dreaded being taken prisoner by the Kavalians.

“Andro… Andro how could that be?” Isabella asked.

“She always hated having to take blood.” Andro spoke softly. “When she ran away that time… into the mountains it was because she didn’t want to take blood.”

“But… Andro you were the one who found her.” Eliani said.

Andro nodded. “Yes. And when I did… the Third Stage of Blood Fever had already set in.” He answered. “She attacked me when Elynth and I landed. She was so strong. She could smell my blood and it was all she wanted.”

Isabella’s hands went to her mouth in horror as she turned back to her daughter and looked at her. “But… Andro… there is no cure for Stage Three. Her mind… her mind would have been… the law says…”

“She was my sister and I was not about to let any law take her away from me.” Andro stated firmly. “She is stronger than you know mother… stronger than any of you have ever suspected. She was fighting it… Elynth and I could sense it… she was fighting it with all that she was.”
“But how…”

“I reached for her mind… I wrapped my shields around her mind and I let her feed.” Andro said flatly as if it was the most natural thing in the world. “Elynth and I shielded her mind for three days… I let her feed in increments to satisfy the thirst… and as each hour passed we pushed back the fever. I wasn’t going to let her die.” He reached up with his other hand and caressed Zarah’s cheek. “I had to break her leg when she fought me, but Elynth and I channeled my blood into her brain for the most part. There were times when she wouldn’t take her fangs out of my neck and I had to force her, but by the end of the second day it was working and she was becoming herself once more.”

“Andro… Anja did not detect this when she examined her after you returned.” Isabella spoke in shock.

Andro shook his head. “No. When I knew she was well enough to travel and had beaten it I took her to the Feravomir. She hid what I had done… after calling me some choice names and saying I was just as reckless and stupid as my father. And then she made sure she was present when mother examined her to insure her subterfuge worked.”
“Why?” Eliani asked softly.

“To protect her.” Andro answered. “All of you would have fawned over her and protected her to the extent she would never have grown into what she is now. What she will still be one day.” Andro willed away the psychic shield around their hands and brought it to his cheek, pressing the back of her warm skin to his. “A devoted lover, a beautiful wife and a wonderful mother to many children.” He said softly. “We must help her to regain that. Lucia is the biggest part of it, but she will need our support and guidance, not our pity and sorrow over what has happened. I will do it alone if I must… as I did before… but it will be much easier with all of you helping me this time and not trying to hide it.”
Isabella was the first to answer wiping the tears away as she placed her hand on Andro’s short black hair. “Yes.” She said softly.

“Yes.” Carina spoke almost immediately after her mother.

“Yes.” Sadi spoke next as she, Ne'Veha and Carisia stepped closer.

They converged as one then, all of the Leonidas children and those that were now members of their family. All with that one goal and purpose in their minds. 

Blood Before All Else.

