CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

SPARTA

HOME OF ISRA, TARIFA AND AIHOLA


Tarifa moved out of the kitchen carrying the two mugs of steaming tea in her hands. She made her way straight for the couch main room of their home since it was the closest, and that is where Jalersi had finally been convinced to sit until her daughter was able to contact her. She saw Jalersi turn her head as she came up and it was then Tarifa’s sapphire colored eyes went to the two figures on the floor and sitting against the wall under the large mural painting. Karun’s back was against the wall, Ardis sitting sideways between his legs with her head resting on his shoulder and her face tucked into the side of his neck. Karun’s arms and hands were holding her protectively even though he too was sound asleep. Ardis had the most peaceful and content look on her face, a look Tarifa had seen from her sleeping as a child. Jalersi followed her eyes and saw them as well, and then looked back as Tarifa settled to the couch slowly.


“My son… he is different Tarifa.” Jalersi said softly. “He is nothing like his father.”


Tarifa turned her head and looked at her. She held out the tea. “This is a blend of teas that Nya Istel makes. It’s quite good, and it will help you to recover your strength faster with its medicinal properties.”


“Nya Istel?” Jalersi asked taking the mug.


Tarifa nodded. “My name for Aihola.” She said. 

“Your… your Drow…”

“Lover.” Tarifa said with a smile. “Lover. Partner. Wife. Mate. Whatever you choose to call her. She is all of those things to me. And to Isra our husband. There was a time when she was the only point of light in my life at one period and I have called her that ever since.”

“Forgive me. I didn’t mean…”

“Forgive you for what?” Tarifa asked. “Asking a question? You will find that neither Aihola nor I are shy about our relationship in any way. There is not one of us without the other. It’s simply what was meant to be.” Tarifa answered easily. “Just as it appears your son and my daughter were meant to be.”

“Your husband will not approve I take it?” Jalersi asked.

“On the contrary… when he sees the love for Ardis that Karun has shown me, Isra will accept it fully.” Tarifa answered. “We decided long ago to allow our children to make their own lives and future without hindrance from us. It is how we have raised all of them, and continue to raise our young ones.”

“You still have young children?” Jalersi asked.

Tarifa nodded. “Three that are under ten.” She replied. 

“They are not with you now? Why?”

“Though we do not bear the surname Leonidas, because of the relationship Martin and I share, our young children go to a bunker with the other children of the family in a situation like this. Since we do not have the Durcunusaan protection that Martin’s children have, he went the additional step of insuring the children of those close to him would be protected. They go to a secret bunker.” Tarifa answered.

“An attack on your family you mean?” Jalersi spoke.

“Martin and I… we were lovers a very long time ago. Those few weeks after he first returned to earth were the catalyst for many things, foremost among them was both of us discovering the path both our lives would follow.” Tarifa said. “He is the closest thing to an older brother that I have ever had, and he considers me a sister of his blood though I am an elf. Aihola as well. He and Isra have fought together and shed blood together and that binds them in concert tightly as members of Mjolnir’s Hand.”

“The King’s dragon unit?” Jalersi asked surprised. “Your mate… he is a member of this unit?”

Tarifa nodded. “He is a section leader yes.” Tarifa answered. “You did not know this?”

Jalersi shook her head. “The Intelligence we have focuses on you and your Nya Istel. There is precious little on your mate.”

Tarifa smiled. “Isra would get a good laugh out of that.” She stated. “He likes to fly under the sensors so to speak.”

“And you have a dragon as well.” Jalersi said. “He is the red one outside?”

“Roluth is bound to both Aihola and I.” Tarifa answered. “It is a unique binding between us and to our knowledge the only one like it in the annals of dragon history.” She smiled shyly. “Aihola and I take great joy in being the only two bound to a single dragon. It gives us a certain notoriety.”

“They terrify me.” Jalersi said honestly. “They terrify all of my people and we have always wondered why. It is almost genetic in nature I think.”

“Your sister did not seem to fear Cemath.” Tarifa said. “On the Netnews… she was upon Cemath’s back and as comfortable as any rider I have ever seen.”

Jalersi nodded. “Yes… and that fact is another reason why my father was so angry with her when she defected. He had hoped to use her as a building block to ridding our people of that inbred fear.”

“He would do this to his own daughter?” Tarifa asked.

“You must understand Tarifa… Kavalian males do not regard our females with any sort of respect or honor.” Jalersi said. “It is the way of our people and has been for millennia.”

“But Pian… he… I’ve seen the way he looks at you Jalersi.” Tarifa said. “That man… he worships the ground upon which you tread.”

Jalersi flushed at her words and she felt her love for Pian grow even more. She nodded her head. “Believe me… I was just as surprised. Pian is unique.” She answered turning to look where he was sitting with Jiss discussing something. “And it took me twenty years to discover that.” She turned back to Tarifa. “Now that I have… I do not want to lose it. Ever.”

“Pusintin?” Tarifa asked.

“He is not the man I thought him to be.” Jalersi answered. “He did not bring about the changes he told me he would help to make. He was like a machine when he took me… I was just too foolish to see it. I was clouded with hopes and dreams. Pian… Pian feasts upon me like I am the only thing in the universe. He respects me and treats me as an equal in all things. Just his touch leaves me…” Jalersi’s eyes grew wide when she realized what she was saying and she blushed a deep cherry red. “Oh my…”

Tarifa chuckled and shook her head. “You are explaining nothing to me that I do not know myself from personal experience.” Tarifa said. “One day I will tell you the story of how Isra and I came together. And believe me… it is not the way I ever expected to meet the man who would claim my heart and soul.”  Tarifa looked at her powder blue eyes intently. “Come with me Jalersi.” She said getting to her feet and holding out her hand.

Jalersi surprised herself and didn’t hesitate in taking her hand as she too got up. This was something that Tarifa took notice of immediately and confirmed to her that indeed this Kavalian female had found the path of discovery to her liking and did not want to venture away from it now. Tarifa squeezed her long fingers and began to lead her through their home towards the doors that led out to the patio area where Roluth stayed. They moved through the double doors into the patio area and Jalersi froze in place when she saw Roluth’s massive body resting on the patio and thoroughly enjoying the exam he was getting from Anuk. She wore one of the medical gloves designed for riders to measure and track their dragon’s health and was passing it over his midsection now. Tarifa stopped as well and looked at Jalersi but did not release her hand.

“Jalersi?” She said softly. 

“I… I can’t!” She gasped softly feeling the fear almost lock her limbs in place.

“Grab your fear Jalersi’Nruarani.” Tarifa said softly as first Roluth's huge head and then Anuk’s head turned to look at them. “Embrace it and make it a strength.”

“What?” Jalersi gasped.

“Embrace your fear.” Tarifa told her. “It is the only way you will ever be rid of it. Don’t deny it or fight it. Accept it. Take what that fear can teach you and make it part of who you are. Just like your sister.”

“I… I am so frightened I can barely move!” Jalersi gasped.

“There is nothing to fear from dragons Jalersi.” Tarifa spoke softly. “They are the most benevolent creatures you will ever meet.”

“The reports!” Jalersi exclaimed. “I have seen the reports! I’ve seen them fighting!”

“I did not say they were docile or weak… only that they will consider you a friend before an enemy. Your actions will dictate how they view you.” Tarifa said. “You have trusted us… trusted me this far… trust me a little further.”

Jalersi looked at her and saw those sapphire eyes bright in the growing darkness. She was right Jalersi decided. They had trusted them and their trust had been rewarded. These men and women that her father and Pusintin so wanted to conquer, to control; they were not anyone’s enemy until you made them an enemy. Then they would be the most terrible enemy one’s mind could possibly imagine. Jalersi squeezed her hand tighter as she allowed Tarifa to pull her closer to the enormous dragon. Her heart was racing faster than it ever had before, even as Roluth’s red hued eyes watched her with something akin to amusement in them. Jalersi’s eyes were wide then as she suddenly realized she was directly in front of the huge beast, his head lowering down to stare at her intently.

Tell her I said hello sister. Roluth spoke within Mindvoice.

Tarifa smiled. “He says hello.” She told Jalersi. “Embrace your fear Jalersi…” Tarifa spoke. “It is the only way you will ever be free of it.”

Jalersi closed her eyes and reached out with her hand tentatively. Roluth insured she needn’t reach far and moved his head closer, settling his snout under her palm until it was flat against his scales. Her eyes flew open with a start when she felt the smooth coolness of his scales, but she didn’t draw her hand away and only stared at the head of this dragon before her. She spread her fingers out on the scales slowly, marveling in the texture of the scales and that she was actually touching one of the beasts her people so feared.

“His… his skin!” She gasped looking at Tarifa with wide powder blue eyes. “It is so smooth!”

“Not what you expected is it?” Anuk said with a grin.

Jalersi shook her head. “No! Never!” She exclaimed as she spread her palm out further and rubbed a small area on his snout. The longer her hand remained in contact with Roluth’s scales the more Jalersi felt that fear slipping away to nothing.

Change. Everything was changing around her and Jalersi couldn’t believe how easily she was embracing it all. This planet had changed her. These people had changed her. Changed her enough to see the love that Pian carried for her, and she for him. Changed her enough to see that she wanted so much more than what life had given her until now. She had that opportunity now she knew. Her future began the first night that Pian had locked groins with her, professing his love for her and making it clear she was all he desired. It had begun with Athani… and it would continue with her. 

“Mother!” Ardis’s voice broke into the moment and they all turned. She saw Jalersi’s eyes were wide in wonderment and she smiled as well. “We are receiving a transmission from Nikkei inside Kavalian space.” She spoke. “It’s coming over your personal Spartan Two Five secure channel just as you directed. You need to accept and approve the transmission.”

Jalersi turned to Tarifa and grasped her hand tightly. “Thank you!” She gushed. “Thank you so much!”

Tarifa smiled and nodded. “I am a mother too.” She said. “Let’s get back inside and you can fill your daughter in on what is happening.”

Anuk patted Roluth’s scales as she turned to follow them inside. 

None of them were aware of the decidedly unfriendly eyes gazing down upon them from the mountains above.


“…confirmed.” The Puma Bane warrior spoke softly as he lowered his macrobinoculars. He turned to his senior officer. “It’s her Major Kowe.”


“You are certain Gatha? We must be certain.” The Kavalian Major spoke.


“Positive Major.” He answered. “It was Jalersi’Puat.”


The major nodded his head. “Then Pian, Karun and Jiss will be with her as well.”


“Do we attack sir?” Gatha asked. “We have nine men with us.” He asked.


“How many T19s do we carry?” Kowe asked.


“Two sir. More than enough to kill the dragon before he even gets in the sky.” Gatha answered. “The wind blows into our faces and we are too high to be detected. We can fire down into the patio area, kill the dragon and then advance while they are trying to determine where the attack came from.”


“I will send a transmission to our main force on the other side of Sparta.” Kowe spoke. “Prepare the team to assault them within the hour.”


“Yes sir!”

THERMOPYLAE

KING LEONIDAS’S TOMB


“…not a matter of strength anymore Martin Leonidas.” Wayonn spoke gently but firmly from within the transmission. “You and your son have reached the pinnacle of physical power within Mindvoice. You have shaped your abilities to the point that you are nearly unstoppable on the field of battle, you and your son. With Torma and Elynth at your sides there is very little that could stand against you in single combat and you know that. That has now become your main and most glaring weakness. More so you than your son I’m afraid, for Androcles has allowed himself to expand and grow within Mindvoice more than you for the simple reason he has known what he is capable of since he was born and he has taken more of Helen’s schooling to heart. You did not have that luxury before being thrust into the position you now hold, and it is harder for you to concentrate on the mundane when you are King.” 

Martin stared at this man’s image in silent contemplation as he had for the last nearly thirty hours. He was unaware of what was happening beyond the walls of his father’s tomb for he had found something infinitely more interesting inside. The horror he had felt at what he had done these last months had dwindled away as Wayonn revealed more and more information to him and he absorbed it like a sponge.

“You have reached this level far more quickly than any Pralor ever did that I know of. I will reason it is because of the bonds you share with your dragons, those magnificent beasts, but you have reached the point where Sumar was and it took him nearly seven thousand years to reach it.” Wayonn told him. “It is a point now where you will need to seek out Helen’s guidance just as your son has. As I said… it is not a matter of strength any longer. You must learn it all. You, your son, Aricia and soon even Sadi.”

“Sadi?” Martin asked softly.

Wayonn smiled and nodded his head as he got up from wherever he was sitting on some faraway planet and moved around a table. “You and your son have quite remarkably chosen the only two women in the universe who descend from the same pure Pralor bloodline and don’t even know it. Just very different ancestors.”

“Come again?” Martin asked.

Wayonn waved his hand. “It is a rather long story and not one that needs to be addressed right now. I will share it with you in the future however, if you do not discover it yourself before you come to see me. The fact remains now however, due to the pureness of her own blood, Aricia has already been able to call and shape and use a psychic knife just as you and your son have done. Given more time and considering her growth already since coming together with your son, Sadi will soon begin to develop abilities all her own. If I’m not mistaken, they have already begun to manifest themselves. It is why your Queens are so different. Why they have evolved so much since becoming one with you. Dysea’s skills with precognition are not focused or controlled, but they are frightening in their power. For'mya’s skills in sensing different tremors of life and death within Mindvoice is also very impressive. Anja’s abilities speak for themselves. Even had she not been mated to you, she would still be the most powerful healer in all of the known universe. Because you turned her, because she like the others is so tightly woven within the strands of Mindvoice with you, her abilities have far exceeded those of even her mother and father. These are all things you have passed down through your blood to your children in one form or another and it has made others reach for and obtain levels that they would not have reached without your existence.”

Martin got up. “Wayonn… you keep telling me I need to come see you.” Martin said. “And believe me… I truly want too…”

“Yes… I can see that in your eyes young man.” Wayonn answered with a gentle smile. “And before you retort with some offhanded remark, compared to me in age Martin Leonidas, you are very much a child.”

Martin’s eyes narrowed. “You get that a lot I take it.” He said.

“You have no idea.” Wayonn answered him. “I understand that events will seem to be propelling you in different directions and to do different things, but you must understand Martin Leonidas, you need to come see me sooner rather than later. And it will not be just so that we can rid you of Xaxon’s dark presence inside you.”

“How is it that Helen knows these things that I need to learn?” He asked. “That my son is obviously learning?”

“It is not a matter of you learning them Martin; indeed… you already have them within you. What you lack is the refinement to use them and focus them.” Wayonn spoke. “You need to learn what Aikiro learned. She knew she could never have matched you in a battle of wills… the instincts within your people… within you are just too powerful. It is why she needed to use deceit and subterfuge against you. Meeting you head on so to speak would have accomplished nothing. As it was… she underestimated Androcles and Helen and the abilities they have when combined with these dragons and ultimately that was her undoing.”

“So Xaxon will teach Yuri what he taught Aikiro?” Martin said.

Wayonn nodded once. “That is what I suspect yes.” He answered. “And since Aikiro’s daughter was already a powerful force… his influence will become even more ingrained in her being now that Aikiro is gone.”

“Wayonn… why are you in such a rush for me to learn all this? All this refinement and focus?” Martin asked.

“The universe is far larger than just the Union, the Coven and those other empires you are currently aware of my boy.” Wayonn said. 

“I’ve always believed that anyway.” Martin said seeing him nod. “Why are you telling me that?”

“Your insight is well developed Martin and that is one of your strengths. There are other empires among the stars as I said; much larger empires in size than the Union, and empires that have rejoiced at the demise of my people. Though they are not yet aware of what Sumar and those on City Ship 41 and City Ship 19 did, it will not remain secret for very much longer I’m afraid.”

“You mean merging with the populations like you did?” Martin said. “My people and the vampires?”

Wayonn nodded. “Yes. It is not normally something we would have done.” He explained. “Once Canth… once my son relayed back to us what had happened in our own system, and that they were turning back around, we were already nine hundred years into the blending of our peoples. To Sumar’s mind it was the best decision to insure our history and memories never passed into oblivion. He was not aware of what Canth’s son built. To be honest… I don’t even believe Dutkne’s father knew… though based on what he told you before he passed into the next life… he may very well have suspected.”

“What do you mean?” Martin asked. “You are referring to the “Lost Ones” again aren’t you? There are more of my people out there aren’t there Wayonn?”

“You already know the answer to that question Martin.” Wayonn said.

“Shit! A simple yes or no would do you know!” Martin snapped.

Wayonn smiled at his outburst. “Our technology was the most advanced Martin, and our ability to speak and conduct ourselves with our minds made many of these empires very uneasy and distrustful of us. We refused to trade or conduct business with many of them because of their violent natures and because of this many looked down on us. However… this skill of ours was also what they feared and it kept them in check. Xaxon’s fool actions with one such species marked the beginning of the end of our race.” Wayonn said gently as he returned to his chair and sat back down. “Sumar would have been very proud of you. As would your grandfather Resumar.”

“You are starting to ramble.” Martin said. “You’re not telling me everything. I’ve been here for almost two days Wayonn. Why couldn’t you have taught me some of these things you say I need to learn?”

“Canth was the teacher.” Wayonn spoke. “That knowledge and those skills he passed to Helen… not to me. I only know of it because he was my son. Trust me… if I could teach you in such a connection as we have I would.”

“So what aren’t you telling me?” Martin asked.

“Do you enjoy being King Martin Leonidas?” Wayonn asked.

Martin shook his head instantly. “I fucking hate it!” He snapped.

Wayonn nodded. “So did Sumar. So did your grandfather. Yet there are those among the stars who enjoy commanding so many and having those willing to die at their very word. They know that Lycavorians exist but they do not yet know that you exist. Trust me when I say they are not going to be happy when they finally discover the descendants of Sumar are alive and flourishing. Or the descendants of Xaxon either for that matter. They also know that the High Coven as you call them exist. When they discover it though… you must be ready.”

“That doesn’t sound very promising Wayonn, would you care to give me a little more information?” Martin asked.

“I won’t need too.” Wayonn spoke. “Your grandfather’s namesake does that even now. The VORTEX 341 Cruiser you discovered in Kavalian space will have all this information. Your son will return with it after he destroys the ship. To the best of my knowledge that is the only Pralor ship that still remains aside from City Ship 41. Once it is gone… our history… the Pralor history and all we knew will be left with you. That ship houses data and intelligence on the last ten thousand years of my people. It is something that not even Dutkne has. It will be however… it will be something that many will want when it is realized it exists. And they will come to you to get it.”

“How are they going to know I have it?” Martin asked.

Wayonn smiled and shook his head. “How they discover it is an event that has already been set in motion Martin. Nothing you or I do now can alter that. That decision was made by you many years ago, and as it was the right decision then, it still remains the right decision today. You will have several advantages though.”

“Fucking riddles again Wayonn!” Martin out barked loudly. “I told you I hate nubous riddles! What decision that I made?”

Wayonn chuckled and he nodded his head. “Yes I know you hate riddles Martin. You have made that abundantly clear on several occasions. This is a riddle that will answer itself in time however.” He spoke. He looked up in the transmission.

“What advantages?” Martin asked.

“Your name for one.” Wayonn replied. “Your name alone is enough to inspire all species with the ears to hear it. When the name Leonidas is spoken in the known universe… people usually listen. Your father’s sacrifice and death is not just revered within the Union Martin. His actions are known to many different species who regard him as a hero. And then there is also your advances in Flat Space technology. It is something unknown to the vast majority of the species you have yet to encounter. And those wonderful Spartan shields you can call from within Flat Space are simply put… amazing. Not to mention that only you and those within the Union have the advantage of dragons and as I have said… their existence will be a shock to just about everyone.” Wayonn smiled. “So you see… the universe is far bigger than you think.”

“Wayonn… why is the little voice in my head screaming to run for cover right now?” He asked. “The more you tell me these things… the more that voice is telling me to pucker up and prepare to get fucked.”

Wayonn met his gaze in the transmission. “I’m not familiar with your more colorful terms and slang Martin.” He stated calmly. “Though I’m quite sure Dutkne will find them flattering.”

“You know… I’ve been cooped up in here for nearly two days listening to you tell me all these things.” Martin said. “And don’t get me wrong… they are incredible things.” 

Wayonn held up his hand. “Yet you wish to return to your queens and try to get a handle on everything that has happened in the last three days?”

Martin paused for a moment but then nodded his head. “Yes.”

Wayonn nodded. “Then give me a few more hours and then whatever else we need to discuss can wait until you come to see me.”

Martin returned to his chair and looked at the holo image. “What more could we possibly talk about that is more important than what has happened in the last two days?”

Wayonn met his eyes evenly from within the transmission. “Your brother.” He said softly.

Martin looked at him as his face became hard and emotionless. “I’m listening.”

SPARTA 

HOME OF ISRA, TARIFA AND AIHOLA

“…tried to arrest me mother!” Nikkei spoke anxiously. “They were going to send me to the brothels on Nefoa! They said father order it! I saw… I saw the order! It had his personal authorization!”

Jalersi held it together and touched the small monitor with her fingertips as she felt Pian’s hand squeeze her shoulder gently. He stood just behind her, Karun on the opposite side of her as they looked at the transmission.

“I know Nikkei.” Jalersi said gently. “I know.”

“Mother… what is happening?” Nikkei continued. “These men. They… they killed the Puma Bane Team sent to get me. They brought us to a ship and I don’t know where we are! Tell me what is going on mother!” Her powder blue eyes looked at Karun. “Karun? Please.”

Jalersi reached up and squeezed Pian’s hand on her shoulder. “Nikkei… there is much going on that you are not aware of.” She said. “I can not begin to explain it all to you now… but know that you are safe with the men and women you are with. They will take you someplace safe until we can be together.”

“Mother that is…” Nikkei began. She stopped when Pian lowered his face next to Jalersi and she saw his stern Kavalian features on her monitor.

“Do you trust your mother and brother Nikkei?” He asked her.

Nikkei nodded hesitantly. “Y… yes.”

Pian nodded. “And you should.” Pian looked at Jalersi and planted a soft kiss on her cheek surprising Nikkei. He turned back to the monitor as Jalersi smiled. “Know that your mother has submitted an Edict of Dissolution for her marriage to your father. She is now my wife and mate Nikkei. Your father was not the least bit happy about that among other things as well.”

“An Edict of Dissolution?” Nikkei gasped her eyes wide. 

Pian nodded. “You are among members of the Nruarani Pride now Nikkei.” He said. “And I’m sure you have already discovered we do not adhere to the same harsh rules of those Prides within the heart of the Empire.”

“There are… there are many females on this ship.” Nikkei said nodding. “They have duties! One even works within the engine room!”

Pian nodded. “That would be Kotania… my brother’s oldest daughter. She is turning out to be a fine engineer. You will find Nikkei… you will find that my Pride… Pride Nruarani… we do not subscribe to the same ideals as much of the KFI.”

Jalersi gripped Pian’s arm tightly, her own powder blue eyes bright. “I have discovered so much since coming here Nikkei.” She spoke. “Most of all I have discovered Pian. No matter what you hear… no matter who says it to you… I love Pian with all that I am Nikkei. I love him in ways your father can not begin to understand… and I decided I did not want to fight it any longer. And he loves me with the same intensity Nikkei.”

“Mother you…”

“Nikkei… do you remember when you were smaller and I told you that Kavalian females would never really have choice. That we would never be considered equals. I told you I was trying to fix that. Do you remember?”

Nikkei nodded. “Yes.”

“Since coming here Nikkei… since coming here I have discovered so much.” Jalersi told her. “Your aunt discovered what it was she desired and look at her now. Athani is a Princess of the Lycavorian Union.” Jalersi smiled gently. “Your father was not the man he told me he was Nikkei. I have known that for some time and denied it. Coming here… discovering what I have discovered with Pian… my eyes have been opened.”

“You are a member of the Nruarani Pride now Nikkei.” Pian spoke. “Is my mother there?”

“I am here Pian.” The older voice spoke and they watched as the pure Kavalian female came into the transmission now next to Nikkei. Her dark blond fur was sprinkled generously with gray but her dark blue eyes were bright and intelligent. “And you continue to this day to find yourself in difficult situations Pian’Nruarani.”

Pian chuckled softly and nodded his head. “It appears that way does it not mother?” He spoke.

“You are… you are safe there Pian?” Maysi asked.

Pian nodded instantly. “We have found friends and allies here we did not know or expect mother. We are safe for the time being.”

“I’m taking her to Rizon Four Pian.” Maysi spoke.

“Rizon Four?” Pian asked. “Why there mother?”

“It is where… it is where the Scribe Mother Demahra has gone Pian.” Maysi answered. “The moment Athani defected Keleru put a contract out for her death. He says it was her who corrupted Athani with her wild teachings. She went into hiding and I only received her location two days ago.”

“Mother… Rizon Four is close to the Consortium border.” Pian told her. “Insure Mersh takes every precaution.”

Maysi chuckled and turned her head at the sound of the voice. She looked back to Pian. “Your brother says he has been on board ships longer than you and not to tell him how to protect me.”

Pian grinned and nodded. “We will try to make our way there mother.” Pian said. “I don’t know when that will be… for we need to see if we can someway stop this insane plan of Keleru and Pusintin.”

Maysi’s eyes grew dark now. “You can not stop it my son!” She said softly. “Demahra has said events are already in motion and now the only thing that can happen is war.”

“That is what we want to avoid mother!” Pian snapped.

“It can not be avoided Pian and you know this.” Maysi spoke softly. “The actions of our esteemed leaders will serve only to awaken the wrath of those who we should be reaching out to and embroil us in a war that will cost us far too much.”

“We can try to stop it!” Jalersi declared. “We… we have to try! Tarifa we…”

Tarifa nodded quickly. “I’ve passed on the information you gave me.” She said. “Right now it should be in Deia’s hands and she should be able to stop whatever it is that they are planning.”

Maysi nodded within the transmission. “You and your Drow mate are well respected by the Scribe Mother Tarifa of the Elves. I hope… I hope you are right and she is wrong.” Tarifa looked surprised at this statement and it showed on her face. Maysi turned back to look at Jalersi in the transmission. “Know this Jalersi’Nruarani… you are my son’s wife and mate now and it is his desire for you that has brought about the many changes within our family and Pride. Changes for the better that Pian started to win your affection and continued because he knew they were right. His love and desire for you made him what he is now. On that fact alone I will guard your daughter with my life, as will all of us. Both of you are members of our Pride now… and we will defend you until our last.”

Jalersi looked at her face on the monitor. “I will do what I must for our people.” She stated proudly.

Maysi nodded. “As will my son.” She said. “Now say goodbye to Nikkei, for we need to make several jumps. Pian… Mersh has told me to pass on that he has scattered our Pride by Fleet Groups, whatever that means. No doubt Keleru and his ilk will discovered it was us that took Nikkei eventually, and then he will come for us.”

“Mother I am…”

“Do not apologize for following your heart Pian’Nruarani!” Maysi spoke. “There is not a single member of our Pride that does not agree with everything you have done these last years. We will be fine… but you need to return to us with your hide and your bride intact. Jalersi is becoming very popular within our family and it would be a shame to lose her before she has a chance to influence the future of our children or bear you your own sons and daughters to carry on in your stead.”

Pian nodded his head. “I will mother.”

“Rizon Four Pian.” Maysi said. “Demahra’s mountain home.”

Pian nodded. “As soon as we are able.”

“Nikkei… say goodbye to your mother and brother child.” Maysi spoke now. “They have much to do, and now that you are safe, they no longer need worry. Besides… there is much I wish to share with you as well.”

Nikkei had sat silently thought the exchanges between them and now she looked at her mother. “Momma?”

“You are safe Nikkei.” Jalersi said with a smile. “Karun and I will… we will all join you as soon as we are able.”

Tarifa moved closer. “Jalersi… we must close the connection now.” She said. “Anything longer than ten minutes under the blackout at this level and the Krypteria will take notice and begin to ask questions we do not want asked. The fewer that know you are here the better it will be for us.”

Jalersi nodded. “Nikkei… we must go. I love you daughter. We will see you soon.”

“I love you as well Mother.” Nikkei answered right away. 

Jalersi reached forward and terminated the conversation before she spoke more words and kept going. She took a deep breath and leaned her head against Pian’s shoulder, pulling his arm tighter. “Pian… I swear by the gods if he hurts my daughter I will use a dull knife to carve his heart from his chest.”

“She will be safe Jalersi.” Pian answered. “We are in more danger than she is.”

Tarifa cocked her head upwards causing all of them to look at her. It was an odd head movement and not one they had seen her make before.

Roluth? What is wrong? Tarifa asked reaching out to her dragon brother.

There are no birds singing in the trees sister. Roluth answered her immediately. There are always birds and insects singing at this hour.

Pian got to his feet looking at her. “Tarifa… what is wrong?” He asked.

Roluth are you sure? Tarifa asked.

Yes. Roluth answered. Something is within the surrounding mountains that are causing the other creatures to be silent.
“Sibfla!” Tarifa hissed.

“Mother… what is wrong?” Ardis asked moving closer to her.

Tarifa looked at her as Anuk came into the room sensing the tension and hearing the conversation between Tarifa and Roluth. “We may have company.” Tarifa stated simply. “Anuk… kill the lights in the main room and make sure the drapery is shut. And stay away from the windows! And Anuk…”

Anuk turned back to look at Tarifa. “Yes.”

“Perhaps now would be a good time to call for your husband.” Tarifa said. “Isra is within the Durcunusaan base and I can’t reach him within Mindvoice with the level nine dampeners they have in place. Daniel’s COM channel will be one of only five active in the entire city during the blackout.”

Anuk tapped her finger on her jaw. “Spartan Two One this is Spartan Two One Alpha.” She spoke quickly. Anuk’s cerulean colored blue eyes grew a little wider when she heard the responding static in her implanted ear piece.

“What?” Tarifa asked moving closer to her.

“It’s being jammed.” Anuk said.

“Jammed?” Tarifa hissed as she moved to the wall bookshelf. “I guess that seals it then.” She pulled down on three books in order and the entire upper half of the bookshelf hummed to life and spun in a complete one hundred and eighty degree direction revealing a hidden compartment of weapons. “In order to be close enough to jam our implants they have to be in the mountains as Roluth said.” Tarifa pulled down the K14 and cut down version of the Spartan P190A3. She turned and looked at Pian and Jalersi standing with Jiss and staring at her. “I suggest we arm ourselves my friends. I believe things will start to become difficult in a short while.”

“Why don’t we just run for it?” Karun asked as he moved without hesitation to the shelf to get a weapon.

“If they are close enough to jam the Union implants…” Pian spoke as he too moved to grab a weapon. “Then they are probably watching the house now.”

Tarifa nodded. “Pian… will they have T19s?” She asked.

Pian stopped his actions and looked at her. “If… if they are from the Puma Bane Pride… yes more than likely.”

Roluth! Go now brother! Get away from our house! Tarifa nearly shouted within Mindvoice.

What? Why?

They may have T19s Roluth! I won’t risk you! Get away from the house and go for help! Tarifa exclaimed. Do not argue! Just go!

Tarifa almost felt the flutter of air and heard her bonded brother taking to the sky from inside the house. I will return sister! Roluth declared. I will return with an army!

 Tarifa felt some small relief flood through her as she felt Roluth within Mindvoice pulling away from the villa with powerful sweeps of his wings. Isra, Daniel and a company of Spartans would suffice Roluth my brother. And tell them to hurry.

Tarifa jacked back the action on her K14 and looked at them. “I think we should prepare my friends. Something tells me that once they realize Roluth is going for help they will attack in force.”

IRARUZU

TWENTY-TWO KILOMETERS NORTHWEST OF FORMER DROW ESTATE

“…still be following us Lu'ria?” Jennifer asked as they lay on the ground studying the path they had just taken to reach this ridge.

“It’s that Lycavorian half breed.” Lu'ria spoke softly as she lowered her binoculars. “It has to be. He must be following the bitter scent of the root we have been spreading on ourselves. Vith!” Lu'ria swore. “Instead of masking our scent we have been giving him something to follow that’s just as good.”

“I can’t see them anymore.” Jennifer said using her glasses to sweep the semi thick terrain below them. “How would he know what to follow Lu'ria? The scent I mean.”

“I can’t see them either. I don’t know how he would know what to follow Jennifer. It is obvious that he has had some training in using his sense of smell though.” Lu'ria agreed a bit testily. She regretted it instantly and looked at the young human female. “I’m sorry.”

Jennifer shook her head. “After the way I treated you initially… you can bite my head off all you want.” She answered. “I’m scared Lu'ria. The Deutrino field seems to keep getting bigger and bigger. Every time we think we are close to the edge, it expands more. Or it is following us somehow.”

Lu'ria nodded. “That tells me there are more than just this group that is tracking us and those that hit the estate.” Lu'ria spoke. “Someone else is controlling the Deutrino field and they are moving it along as that Lycavorian moves and he tracks us.”

“Do you think the Patron got an emergency message off?” Jennifer asked softly. “They couldn’t have been taken by complete surprise.”

Lu'ria shook her head. “I don’t know.” She replied. “The small security room we were in looked untouched since the last time I saw it. I don’t think anyone made it into a secure area to get an emergency beacon off. And we had just reported in… so without that beacon… no one would think to begin making inquires until we did not report in. It has been nearly thirty-six hours since our last report and we are not due to report in for another three days.”

“Fuck!” Jennifer swore softly.

Lu'ria nodded. “Yes.”

“What about your mother and the Guardian of the Line?” Jennifer asked looking at her. “You told me they were coming here.”

“That is what she said.” Lu'ria answered. “But our transmission was jammed before I ever found out what ship, where she was or how soon before she got here. And I know she was bringing some male Drow to introduce me too. That was her plan all along.”

“If you are referring to the old hag Drow and Walter Carson…” The male voice spoke from behind them. Lu'ria and Jennifer were rolling to the sides even before the words had finished echoing in the air as they came to their feet and saw the five Kavalians standing around them with their weapons leveled at them. Leruk had his arms smugly crossed over his broad chest as he gazed at the two women. “We destroyed their ship and killed them within moments of them arriving. You are very much alone I assure you.”

Lu'ria’s eyes darted back and forth quickly measuring up what actions she could take, none of which would get them out of this situation without grievous injury or death. She cut her eyes back to Leruk when he lowered his arm sand moved closer to them. 

“I have to say… tracking you has been something of an exercise. Putting the bitter flower on to mask your true scents was an excellent move.” Leruk spoke. “In the end it was futile however. I simply followed the scent of that instead.”

“Why are you doing this?” Lu'ria demanded. “We have done nothing to you!”

“We are simply following orders.” Leruk spoke in reply.

“You will not get away with this!” Jennifer barked. “You’ll pay for those you have killed here!”

Leruk chuckled. “Not likely.” He answered. “None of the others survive. After our men got tired of fucking those Drow females we kept alive in the ass over and over, we got tired of hearing them scream and killed them. You two are all that is left. And you…” Leruk pointed to Lu'ria. “You are going to provide entertainment to this man here.” Leruk put his hand on the large Kavalians shoulder. “He did not appreciate the injury you gave to him.”

Lu'ria’s amber eyes recognized the Kavalian as the one from the store who she had stabbed with her small blade deeply in his cheek. She could still see the pink skin of the wound though it appeared to be almost entirely healed now. She looked around quickly once more, desperately trying to find a way out of this. She never imagined her life would end like this. She would never know the touch of Androcles Leonidas upon her body, never know the pleasures she would give and receive to Sadi, Carisia and Ne'Veha. She would never know what it was like to fly on the back of…

You will know these things and more! The female voice boomed in Lu'ria’s mind causing her amber eyes to go wide.

Who are you? Lu'ria demanded unsure if she would be heard in Mindvoice. She had been trying to learn all she could from books and items, but without another person to Mindvoice with, it was impossible to tell if she was doing I t correctly or if anyone would even hear her when she projected her thoughts.

Open yourself to it my sister! I have felt you for so long just as you have felt me! Reach out with your thoughts my bonded sister! Let me in! 

Majeir? Lu'ria gasped.

It is I Lu'ria! Please sister… lower your shields! I know you know how! Majeir answered.

Majeir… a Kavalian is about to kill us! Lu'ria sobbed. If I can hear you… If I can hear you than you must be very close, but not close enough.

Do as I ask you Lu'ria. I am far closer than you think! Open your mind my sister! Open your mind and let us become what we are meant to become. Majeir spoke with just a trace of humor.

Majeir… Majeir how close are you? Lu'ria asked.

As if in reply to her question Lu'ria felt a slight tingling along the skin of her arm and she looked down quickly. It began at her fingertips and slowly began to travel up her arm. Without further hesitation, Lu'ria dropped all pretense of maintaining the shields she had developed over these last months all on her own. Shields she had somehow known to erect and reinforce with simple exercises that she somehow knew all about and how to do. As Lu'ria allowed those shields to come down, the psychic shield began spreading faster up her arm drawing the attention of Leruk and the others now. Lu'ria was awash in memories and thoughts that were not her own now. Memories of a childhood that was not hers, memories of white skinned creatures and a single Lycavorian. Of a dark red colored dragon and then she saw flashes of a man she knew as Walter. She saw him transform into a wolf with snarling fangs and teeth and saw him leaping out of the darkness of the smoke. She saw the king beating another man on a plateau overlooking a deep blue ocean in the background. She saw war and memories that were not hers, but now had become part of her. Almost without thought Lu'ria returned the entirety of her young life back through that same connection, and she gasped when she felt a surge of power and knowledge course through her. 

It was utterly amazing to Lu'ria. Never had she felt such comprehension and knowledge. The sum total of Majeir’s equally young life was filling her freely, just as she passed to Majeir everything that had ever happened to her in her twenty-three years of life. She could hear Leruk shouting at his men, but his words were muffled and broken. They appeared to be moving in slow motion, Lu'ria able to see each and every heartbeat of movement as two of his men began to bring weapons up and Leruk was turning away from her.

I am this close sister! Majeir’s voice boomed.

The savagely angry trumpet sounded in the next instant as everything around her came back into complete focus. Lu'ria watched with adoring amber eyes as the dark green scaled head smashed its way through the limbs of the trees just behind the two Kavalians who were lifting their weapons. The men had time to turn, and then they died. Majeir’s huge head descended with lightning like speed and her massive jaws clamped shut on one Kavalian before he even had an opportunity to scream. The second was able to scream but then had that scream cut off when her massive talons came up and Majeir slashed downward with a single swipe, severing his head from his body and opening his entire chest cavity to the mid day air as her entire body now pushed aside half a dozen sapling trees and emerged from the timber like some avenging monster.

Lu'ria was not idle by any means. Using her speed as an elf and her fighting skills as a Drow, she found herself charged with energy and new awareness. There was a brief flash of silver white light and then Lu'ria saw Leruk sprinting away from where they were in wolf form. She paused briefly, for he was larger than many of the Lycavorians she had seen, but then Lu'ria was springing into action. The scarred Kavalian had already turned to face Majeir and Lu'ria leaped upon his back with barely a thought. Her K12 appeared in her hand and she rammed the barrel of the weapon into the Kavalians neck as his eyes were open in terror. Lu'ria didn’t hesitate and twice caressed the trigger of the K12 sending two kinetic bullets punching through his thick neck. As his body fell, Lu'ria rode him to the ground and looked up as with a flick of her massive head Majeir tossed the Kavalian within her jaws into the air. A short trumpet of anger and then a stream of intense flame erupted from her maw and when the Kavalian’s body impacted the ground it was nothing more than a smoking charred pile of flesh. Her head whipped around and she unleashed another stream of blistering fire at the last two Kavalians who were by now running as fast as their legs could carry them away from the small clearing. That stream of flame engulfed a fleeing Kavalian completely and like his comrade, his entire body nearly disintegrated to nothing.

“They are getting away!” Lu'ria exclaimed as she lifted her 190 and tried to sight in the fleeing Kavalian and Leruk’s wolf form as it danced through the trees. 

Let them go! Majeir spoke as her ruby eyes settled on her Drow sister. She watched Lu'ria turn to look at her and even Majeir was struck by the unearthly beauty that her bonded Drow sister was.

“Majeir we…”

Majeir moved closer to her now, slowly settling herself to the ground in front of Lu'ria and gazing at her intently. She saw a very stunned Jennifer out of the corner of her eye move closer as Lu'ria stared at her, but Majeir ignored her and focused on Lu'ria. 

Touch me sister. Majeir spoke. I have waited so long to feel your touch and know that we are as one. Touch me.

True to her Drow nature Lu'ria didn’t hesitate and she lowered the 190 as she stepped up to Majeir and placed her right hand flat on Majeir’s snout. Jennifer gasped when she saw the soft flare of blue psychic light surround them both and the almost orgasmic look that came over Lu'ria’s beautiful face.

Oh… my bonded Drow sister! Majeir gasped within Mindvoice. 

As with the many different instances and circumstances of the thousands of Bonded Pairs within the Union, Lu'ria and Majeir coming together was not as elaborate or staggering as some others as they would come to learn. Perhaps it was because deep in their subconscious they had always known they were meant for one another, or perhaps it was the influence of Walter and Andro in each of them. Whatever the cause, Jennifer could only stand there and watch in awe as two minds became one. 

It was everything her sister Syrilth had told her it could be. As their minds mingled and swam together, both of them saw and experienced the entire scope of each others lives within only a few moments. It was not as telling as the bonding of Malic and Vincix as Majeir had heard from others at Dragon Mountain. Their bonding had been special as members of Mjolnir’s Hand, but it was everything and more as far as Majeir was concerned. Soon one set of amber eyes and one set of ruby orbs were gazing at one another with understanding and love.

My… my dragon sister! Lu'ria exclaimed after several moments.

Hurry! Majeir spoke now. Climb onto my back both of you. We must return to Walter and your mother before these fools come back with help.

My mother? The Guardian of the line? They are here? Lu'ria asked.

Why do you think we came here Lu'ria my sister? Majeir spoke. I could no longer deny the draw to you. Walter knew this and… and he insisted he bring me to you. He is a dear dear friend. Now hurry… they are many in number and they have those foul missiles with them. We must return to Walter and make a plan.   

Lu'ria slung the 190 across her back and looked at Jennifer. “We have to go.” She spoke. 

“Go? Go where?” Jenifer exclaimed. “On him?”

Lu'ria smiled. “Jennifer… this is Majeir! This is my bonded sister! She will take us to where the Guardian of the line and my mother wait.”

“Lu'ria… Lu'ria I’ve never been on a dragon before!” Jennifer spoke.

“Then that makes two of us.” Lu'ria said as she moved around to the side and with her elven reflexes scampered up into the saddle. “We will learn as we go. Unless you wish to stay here and wait for them to return.”

Jennifer no more wanted to stay here than die and she quickly climbed into the saddle behind Lu'ria. As Majeir rose to her feet the dragon armor clamped down on their thighs as a windbreak and secured them in the saddle. “Shit!” Jennifer stated. “I can think of many less painful ways to die.”

Lu'ria looked at Majeir as her head turned on her long neck. “We are not going to die Jennifer. Not anymore.”

With a soft trumpet of acknowledgement Majeir cocked her powerful legs and flung them into the sky.

“Where is she Holy One?” Daba asked softly as Walter settled to the ground beside her and Ceneia. “She has been gone for hours.”

They had scavenged enough equipment and then borrowed what little they needed from a trader in the city and built their transmitter. Once they had sent the message, Walter moved them several kilometers into the mountains surrounding the city. He did not want to get caught up in a battle with Kavalian troops within the confines of the city, and part of him had no desire to kill innocent people, scum though many of them were. Daba was sitting on the fallen log, Ceneia between her legs while she used a Drow comb to run through Ceneia’s shoulder length black hair. It was her way of maintaining her sanity while waiting for word from Majeir about Lu'ria. Daba had three daughters and three sons, Lu'ria being the youngest among them all. In a fashion that was very un-Drow like, Daba had always regarded Lu'ria in a special way because she was the youngest of her children. That was coming out now as she worried about her and was trying to absorb all that was happening. She was tying braids of Ceneia’s hair with a peach color satin signifying that Ceneia was now a member of her family and that Daba had made claim to her. This tradition among the Drow had become even more important since Tarifa. There was not a day that went by that Tarifa was not wearing some sort of soft purple silk in her hair telling all who knew what it meant that she was Aihola’s ‘slave’ and lover. She had done this for over twenty-five years now, and it had caught on very quickly among the other Drow on Earth and was now seen more and more frequently. 

“I know this is redundant Daba, but you must have faith.” Walter spoke. “Majeir will find her, of that I have little doubt.”

“Can’t you touch her within Mindvoice?” Daba asked.

“Walter nodded. “I could… but she is keeping her shields very high right now as she searches. I do not want to disturb her or pester her. She can be very willful at times.”

I heard that! Majeir’s voice announced causing both Walter and Daba to spring to their feet surprising Ceneia.

Majeir! Walter almost shouted. Majeir where are you? Did you find Lu'ria? Did you…
Daba gasped loudly as the large shadow swept over them and then Majeir was settling to the ground not ten meters away. Again in very un-Drow like fashion tears burst into Daba’s eyes as she saw her youngest daughter sitting proudly in the saddle on Majeir’s back.

I will always find my bonded sister! Majeir announced with her wings extended fully out to the sides.

Daba watched as the human female released her grip on Lu'ria’s waist and dropped quickly to the ground while Lu'ria’s amber eyes were focused on her mother as Majeir settled fully to the soft dirt beneath her. Daba watched as Lu'ria swung her long leg over the saddle and followed suit, dropping easily to the ground without effort.

“Lu'ria!” Daba gasped then dashing forward to crush her daughter in her arms tightly. Ceneia and Walter watched with small smiles now, knowing that this was very unlike Drow behavior and it was something they were honored to witness.

“Mother!” Lu'ria sobbed as she embraced her tightly.

Daba pushed her back and looked at her. “Are you injured? Are you hurt Lu'ria?”

Lu'ria smiled and shook her head, her amber eyes moist from tears. “I am… I am uninjured mother.” She said softly. “I… we… we are lucky. So many of those we cared for were not.”

Daba nodded slowly holding Lu'ria’s hands tightly. “We… we saw the store.” She stammered softly. “Those at the estate?”

Lu'ria shook her head and looked at Jennifer. “They… they are dead as well.” Jennifer spoke softly now as she stepped up to Lu'ria. 

Daba looked at her. “You are Jennifer.” She said. “You are…”

“I was.” Jennifer answered softly. “My… my mistress is dead as well.”

Daba released one of Lu'ria’s hands and took Jennifer’s slim hand. “You are strong to have made it this far.” She spoke. “There… there was nothing you could do Jennifer. And as per our custom you may now consider yourself a member of my Drow clan and family.”

Lu'ria looked around and saw only the three dragoon elves keeping watch in different directions a hundred meters away. She turned back to her mother and Walter as he stepped up next to her. “I thought… you did not bring…?”

Daba looked at her and smiled. “No my daughter.” Daba answered. When the Holy One and Majeir came to me in Eden City and said they were searching for you I knew then all you have told me through the years is true. I… I have my doubts still on whether all of what you believe will become reality… but I knew I had to come and help the Holy One bring Majeir to you.”

“It is all true mother!” Lu'ria declared. “All of it!”

Daba drew her tight for another hug. “Right now… right now all I care about is that you are safe and in my arms.”

“Then let us get off this foul world!” Lu'ria stated. “There are more of these Kavalians here and they will be coming after us. We need to warn Armetus and the Krypteria. This could be happening all over The Wilds.”

“Well… that might be a problem.” Walter said.

Lu'ria drew back from her mother’s embrace. “What do you mean?”

Walter met her eyes. “The ship we came on was destroyed by the Kavalians in the spaceport. We are kind of stuck here now.”

HADARIA

PRIVATE ROOM OUTSIDE ARCH MINISTRY CHAMBERS


“…are all rensibfla!” Sivana snapped from her chair. “Now that we have exposed them as the vindictive witches that they are they can’t go forward with these proceedings!”


“I would not put anything past them.” Zaniai spoke from his chair. “They have been waiting and planning for this day for some time.”


“What more could they do?” Fuleos demanded. “We have already shown the entire Union their case is nothing!”


“The fact remains that Anja and Sivana did break our law by going against the Ministry and then dismissing their order.” Eurin spoke. “We all know the charges in regards to Seanna are fabricated, but they still have much they can use against her. They…”


Anja stood by the large window overlooking the capital and not taking part in the discussion. Wiktor had informed them they would adjourn for two hours and that time was almost up. She sipped the mug of coffee, her thoughts wandering as she let her eyes gaze across the city into the distance. She smelled her uncle come up behind her slowly and she turned to look at him.


“Uncle Vamm?” she spoke softly.


“Anja…” He said stepping up next to her. He lowered his head unable to meet her eyes. “Anja I am ashamed at what is happening. I can not express to you how disgusted I am with what they are doing. I… I have never agreed with it… but it took Fuleos to get me to step up and finally be a man and make a stand for what I believe.”


Anja looked at him with those jade green eyes. She had always considered her uncle to be a quiet man who went along with whatever her aunt wanted. She knew that he was the senior instructor at the Mage Warrior Academy, but even in all this time she and Sivana had been back she had never really taken the time to get to know him. He seemed so distant and timid when he was around Umbra. 


“You do not need to explain your actions to me Uncle.” Anja said.


Vamm held up his hand stopping her before she continued. “Yes… yes I believe I do.” He told her. “I… I have always carried a large amount of guilt for the events that transpired after you and Sivana were born Anja. It is our fault that she was lost to begin with. We…”


Anja cocked her head slightly and set her mug of coffee on the window sill. “Uncle you… Sivana and I don’t blame you for that.”


Vamm nodded his head. “Perhaps not… but it is how I feel nonetheless.” He told her. “I have… I have seen this before Anja.”


“Seen what?” Anja asked.


“No one knows of this except a select few. Prime Minister Deia knew… perhaps Eurin and Zaniai but I doubt it.” Vamm said.


“Knew what Uncle Vamm?”


“Wiktor came after your father in such a manner the year before you were born.” He stated. “She did not approve of the direction your father was taking our people. He was on the road to doing much of what you and Sivana have done. Tying our people more tightly with our Lycavorian brothers and sisters. Buonau was part of it against him then as well, but she was not the Elder Healer on the Council at the time. I do not know what it was that made them stop… an agreement of some sort was reached with your mother and father before you and Sivana were born. They ceased all proceedings afterwards.”


Anja looked at him keenly. “An agreement?” She asked.


Vamm nodded. “I don’t know what it entailed. I think Umbra may… she was always at odds with your father… but I only know after this agreement was made they stopped pressing to bring your father up on charges.” He looked at her evenly. “It is my belief that the agreement had something to do with you and Sivana, and that is why I believe they are pressing so hard for custody of Retta and Calyb. I believe they would have tried when Eliani was still small… but they knew there was no way they were going to get her away from her father and you.”


“I’m not sure I am following you Uncle.” Anja said.


“This has to do with the Hadarian Royal Line more than anything Anja.” Vamm stated. “It is only my opinion Anja, but I believe the agreement your mother and father made was to relinquish at least in some form, yours and Sivana’s upbringing so that the Elder Council and Wiktor would retain at least some means of control over the royal bloodline. They feared losing control. They feared that if unchecked, your parents would raise you and Sivana to continue what they were doing and eventually the Arch Ministry and Elder Council would lose whatever power they perceived they should have.”


Anja met his eyes evenly. “You believe they are doing this because their original plan failed?” She asked.


Vamm nodded. “At least in some part… yes.” He answered. “It is why they have pushed for so long to have Retta and Calyb spend more and more time on Hadaria. Why they were so angry when you allowed them to become bonded to dragons as you and Martin are. It is also why I believe they will go to any lengths to insure Retta and Calyb are returned to Hadaria.”


“Uncle… you do know this was all an elaborate plan.” Anja said. “Duewa has confirmed all of it to us on Earth.”


“Duewa?” Vamm asked surprised.


Anja nodded. “I was rather surprised myself to be honest… but it appears Duewa has found something she desires more than power and her mother’s approval.”


“What is that?” Vamm asked.


Anja smiled. “The love of a certain Spartan soldier who has made her his wife and mate.”


Vamm’s eyes grew large. “Duewa has… she allowed a Lycavorian to claim her?” He gasped.


Anja nodded. “There is still quite a bit of distrust between her and I… but I do know the man who has claimed her and he is no fool. Rinard brought this to them first. He told them he could set everything up as far as the issue with me was concerned. I don’t know how or where he got the means to get a clone of me. Only the High Coven has the unique cloning technology to produce something so perfect. They have known all along this was not me and they have played along with it the entire time.”


“Then… then all of this is…?” Vamm gasped.


Anja nodded slowly. “If what you are telling me is accurate… all of this is simply a continuation of what they thought they would receive in the deal with our parents.”


Vamm met her eyes. “At least some form of control over the heirs to the Hadarian throne allowing them to influence policy.”


Anja nodded. “Yes. See… the only problem with that is they think they are dealing with Deia and the Union Senate. Deia may be Martin’s Aunt… but she will always try diplomacy first. Wiktor and Buonau know that and they think Deia will be able to control Martin if they take Retta and Calyb from us. That is the first mistake. The second mistake is they think the men and women protecting us are nothing more than knuckle draggers, when in fact many of them have advanced degrees in one field or another. Any attempt by Wiktor, Buonau or their cronies to remove Retta and Calyb from Earth will be met by some very angry Durcunusaan soldiers and half a dozen pissed off dragons. Calyb and Deion are very protective of their sisters. As are their dragons. I am not worried about our children Uncle…”


“Then why are you not at the table with the others discussing what Wiktor and Buonau can and can not do?” Vamm asked.


Anja met his gaze. “Because they are going to succeed no matter what I do.”


“You believe they will remove you as Queen?” Vamm gasped.


Anja nodded. “If not entirely… they will certainly cripple my ability to conduct business as Queen.” Anja said. “Any decision I make will need to go through them… and if it does not meet with their superior approval it will never see the light of day. Personally… personally I think there is more going on that we don’t know about and none of it is good if it leaves them in charge of Hadaria.”


Vamm looked at her intently. “Anja… tell me what you want.” He said softly. “I have watched you through the years… and you are far too much like our King. You have something rolling around in that head of yours, I know you do. Order me. I was not lying when I said every Mage Warrior in our ranks supports you one hundred percent. They believe none of what is happening.”


Anja met his gaze. “Uncle… how many of your Mage Warriors are on Hadaria right now with you?”


“Forty-seven.” Vamm answered without hesitation. “And that does not include the sixty-nine that are currently in training.”


“Uncle… get them off Hadaria.” Anja stated plainly. “I will not allow our Healers to become political pawns of the Arch Ministry or Elder Council. They will get them killed. Get your Mage Warriors and students off Hadaria tonight. Anyway you can. Wiktor and Buonau will not stop until they get what they want, and they want me out of power. That they did not blink when Ceuma presented herself to them makes me believe there is something far more sinister about to happen.”


Vamm nodded. “I will see to it.” He stated. “I will take them to our training facility on Apo Prime and we will be gone within the hour.”


Anja nodded. “Thank you Uncle Vamm.”


Vamm stepped closer to her. “I have remained silent when I should have spoken out. I will no longer do that. You are my niece and I support you and Sivana in all that you do. Not because you are my family… but because you are right in what you are trying to do.”


Anja leaned up on her tip toes and kissed his cheek. “You should go.” She said softly. “Leave out the back of the Ministry and contact me when you have arrived on Apo Prime.”


Vamm nodded and turned for the door, ignoring those at the table even as Atropos moved out of the shadows and up next to the diminutive Queen he so adored. Anja didn’t turn to face him as she watched her uncle leave, but instead retrieved her coffee mug from the window sill and stared out across the city once more. Atropos remained silent knowing she would make the decision she had to make. After four minutes Anja lowered her mug.


“Atropos?” She spoke softly.


“Anja?” He answered. He had not called her Queen when they were in private in over two decades.


“Atropos… initiate Shining Path please.” Anja said softly.


Atropos nodded his head. “As you order.”


“Leave nothing behind Atropos.” Anja said. “Nothing.”


Atropos nodded once more before bowing and moving for the door just as it opened and Belen stepped in.


“They are calling us back into the chamber.” He said.

BELID


As'hia rested on her wolf haunches while her dark wolf eyes gazed at his powerful back. Two days she had remained in that cave alone. Lynom had returned only when he thought she was sleeping to retrieve one piece of equipment or another and then he left her alone again. She could not penetrate his Mindvoice shields for it was like trying to invade a towering black wall. Her dreams were confusing and almost always the same, but they were so very vivid and they were exquisitely divine in nature. 


Yes she had been captured and raped when she had first been brought here. Yes the Immortals had broken her, making her act in ways she would never have acted, at least until her wolf blood had purged the chemicals from her bloodstream that caused female elves to become addicted to Immortal semen. She did not remember exactly what was done, and whether this was because of the drugs given to her or simply her subconscious As'hia didn’t care. She did not want to know what happened in those few hours for if she did she might never feel what she was feeling now. Yes Lynom had bitten her and fed on her blood, five times in all and the last time it had set her blood to burning. He had done this to protect her she now knew. Protect her so that the other Immortals would not attempt to do what the first one did that caused Lynom to kill him in such a brutal fashion. 

As'hia had never imagined she could feel for an Immortal what she was feeling coursing through her body and her blood now. Two days without his scent filling her nostrils was more than she could bear. Consequences be damned As'hia had thought just before shifting to her wolf form and leaving the cave to find him. Now as she stared at his back while he sat on the ground looking out over the treetops with the macrobinoculars, As'hia could do nothing to stem the ache in her heart and the calling of her blood without him nearby. 

Lynom was the son of the Immortal Cha'talla and his pureblood vampire wife Esther and As'hia wanted him so badly it was almost painful. That he was half Akruxian Immortal was of no matter to her any longer, for he was physically the most delicious man she had ever set her young eyes upon. The bone spurs along his jaw only increased his rugged handsomeness in her eyes, while the physical definition and superb shape he was in made him a match for even the most beautiful Spartan males she had seen. His long black hair was now braided tightly and pulled into a ponytail that dropped well below his shoulders and As'hia found herself wanting to run her fingers through that hair. His dark eyes could make her wet just staring into them, and she had seen him in all his naked glory when he wasn’t looking. The size of his cock even in a flaccid state was enough to make As'hia want to feel him buried so deeply inside her she was howling out her pleasure to the very gods. It was so disconcerting for her to feel this way, but this is what filtered through her blood. 

This man… Lynom… he had done everything within his power to protect her and keep her from harm, even while under the impression that she hated him and everything he was. This was something that As'hia had done nothing to dispute, and it had led him finally to leave her alone in that cave for the last two days so she would not have to contend with someone she saw as a monster and blamed for everything bad in her life. The truth of the matter was As'hia could not reconcile her feelings for this man until now. She had wrestled with her emotions ever since helping him to remove the outer skin he had been wearing to make him appear completely Immortal. Even before then she admitted to herself.  As'hia inched closer to him in her wolf form, never taking her dark eyes from him. She watched him lower the macrobinoculars and set them next to the long sleek shape of the High Coven SR9 Sniper Rifle. The weapon could fire a 25mm Kinetic slug over two kilometers away in the hands of an excellent shooter. Lynom was apparently such a shooter for the weapon was superbly crafted to As'hia’s eyes and in excellent condition.

As'hia watched him lift a small fruit and take a bite out of it as he looked up at the darkening sky. Her wolf senses were fully alert and taking in all around her on the small mountaintop. She could see thick tree tops and even more towering mountains in the distance on three sides, while a shimmering blue green ocean occupied the distance to the east of them.

“You can not sneak up on me Ssin'urn 'anon.” Lynom’s voice caught her attention and her muzzle turned to see him looking at her over his shoulder. “I smelled your blood the moment you came out of the cave. If you wish to kill me you should have just shot me in the back and been done with it.”

In a soft silvery white flash of light As'hia shifted back into her normal form squatting on the ground only three meters behind him. His verbena scent was powerful and pure and once more it tickled her nostrils as nothing ever had. Her mother had always told her that when she discovered the man who she was to spend her life with she would not be able to rid his scent from her brain and since that first night out here in the open air and the mountains, Lynom’s verbena scent had filled her mind completely.

“I… I wasn't trying to sneak up on you.” As'hia finally said softly. She turned her head and saw the thin bedroll nearby, the portable heating stove and several other items stacked very neatly on the ground next to the bedroll. 

Lynom turned back around and looked out over the mountains. “I spoke with Tir’ut early yesterday. Something happened on Earth and they are expecting Androcles Leonidas and his siblings to arrive on Kranek soon. When they do… they will depart with several LRRs and two STRIKERS to come here. He estimated four more days at the most. The Union engineers have done some modifications to our Runners and made them faster.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” As'hia asked moving even closer.

Lynom looked at her with those dark eyes. “I was under the impression you did not wish to hear from me unless I was telling you they were here. It is not what you wanted to hear so I did not tell you.”

“What happened on Earth?” As'hia asked moving closer still, until she was squatting next to him so close she could reach out and touch him. Lynom turned back away from her and took a deep breath. “Lynom… what has happened?” She asked again.

“The Empress of the High Coven and her cronies decided to strike against the King’s family.” He replied. “They… they assaulted Zarah Leonidas and attacked someplace called Dragon Mountain.”

“Assaulted?” As'hia asked softly.

Lynom nodded. “Tir'ut told me… he told me it was a vile assault against her honor and person.” He said. “They do not know much other than Androcles is bringing the High Coven dragons and riders to Kranek to complete their training. The Empress of the High Coven is dead… killed by the hand of your Feravomir it appears.” He said looking at her as she inched closer. “One of Yuri’s sons is dead, the other was injured, and it is my understanding that Yuri was gravely wounded by Androcles Leonidas before she escaped Earth. More than that I do not know and I didn’t press my brother. He and Normya have much happening and I did not want to inquire further.”

“The… the High Coven Empress is dead?” As'hia gasped.

Lynom nodded. “Yes. That has been confirmed by many sources.” He spoke. “It could not have happened to a nicer person in my opinion. My mother has told my brothers and me that she was quite the elg'caress.”

As'hia’s eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “Elg’caress?” She asked.

Lynom nodded. “Bitch.” He took another bite out of the fruit. “Though I should be thanking her I suppose.”

“Thanking her?” As'hia gasped in shock.

Lynom nodded. “If not for her actions, my father and mother would never have come together and I would not be here.” He answered. “Aikiro is the one who sent my mother away with my father. She had hoped he would kill her when he got away, but they ended up falling in love with each other much to the Empress’s disgust. I will lose no sleep now that she is dead.”

“Princess Zarah?” As’hia asked.’

Lynom shook his head. “He did not go into great detail.” He answered. “Only that they expected them on Kranek within several days. Three at most.”

“Why are you looking off back towards the base?” As'hia asked. “There’s no way they could have followed us. Is there?”

Lynom held out the macrobinoculars to her. “See for yourself.” He spoke. “They are part of the indigenous life on Belid.” 

As'hia took the glasses and brought them to her eyes. She scanned the area back in the general direction that they had come until she found the large brown furred creatures just making their way out of a small clearing and back into the timber. She could just make out that two of them were smaller than the two others.

“Guy’ya.” Lynom spoke. “I believe they are called bears on Earth, though the guy’ya here are considerably larger. They are docile for the most part unless they have young ones, which those two adults do. They will not come up here, but they provide us a unique early warning system.”

“You… you are out here watching bears?” As'hia asked somewhat exasperated as she looked at him. He was out here watching animals when he had all but professed his love for her and would not stay inside the cave with her. Of course her actions towards him did nothing to improve her status in his eyes no doubt.
Lynom nodded slowly detecting the tone of her voice. She sounded almost angry that he had said that. “Yes.” He spoke. “I… I was under the distinct impression you did not want me around however. Not with what you have endured. ”

“I never said that!” As'hia hissed softly looking at him. “I… I don’t remember any of it. I don’t remember any of it Lynom. All I can remember is my time with you. And you have been nothing but… nothing but wonderful to me, while I treated you horribly.”

Lynom could hear the sorrow and pain in her voice and he did not press her on the issue. He could not begin to imagine what it was she felt knowing she had been raped by any number of Immortals and not being able to remember it. He knew of at least four Immortals who had forced themselves on his Ssin'urn 'anon before he was able to get Phy’iad to allow him to make her his ‘property’, and Lynom had every intention of making sure it was he who killed those men when they attacked the base. Lynom looked out over the tops of the timber before them and took another bite of fruit. 

“That is good I think Ssin'urn 'anon.” He finally spoke after several long moments. “It will allow you to go forward into the future and put these past weeks behind you more quickly. I will settle the debt that is owed to you as I told your mother I would.”

As'hia stared at the side of his face and in the darkening twilight she noticed that his bone spurs had all but disappeared due to the gathering darkness and the moonlight reflected most invitingly off his tanned skin. She had to admit once more that his features were anything but frightening. At least not to her. Like his brother he had obviously inherited their mother’s flawless skin and dark complexion. While they had the Immortal bone spurs along their jaws, they were no where near as pronounced as full blooded Immortals. As she looked at him now, regardless of their predicament and what she knew had happened recently, As'hia still found herself wanting to be wrapped in those arms. His arms.

“You… you will do that won’t you?” She asked softly seeing his eyes turn to gaze at her.

“If it is within my power… yes.” Lynom answered.

“That may… it… it may explain why…” As'hia turned her eyes on the ground between her legs. “It may explain why I feel the way I do.” She stated.

Lynom looked at her. “What do you mean?”

As'hia looked up at him meeting his dark eyes with her own and once again she thought of how beautiful his eyes were. “I don’t want to be alone Lynom.” She told him softly. “Not anymore.”

Lynom’s eyes grew wide when As'hia didn’t hesitate and shifted her lithe body between his legs. She settled her firm butt to the ground between his legs and pushed back against him. She drew one of his arms around the front of her body, pulling it tight against her full breasts as she leaned back against his chest. “As'hia… As'hia what are you…?”

“Just hold me Lynom.” She said softly. “Just hold me.”

Fighting down the new sensations that were surging through him, Lynom could only allow her to pull his arm tighter even as the scent of her blood so close to him caused his head to spin. He had not expected this in the least, and having her body pressed so intimately against his meant it was going to be a sleepless night. Not that it mattered really, for the last few months he had experienced many sleepless nights because she tormented his dreams. If this was as close as he would come to achieving what he so wanted then that is what he would accept. Lynom pulled his arm tighter, feeling her breasts press tightly against his forearm as he pulled her tighter to him reveling in the feel of her lush body so close to him. 

Lynom didn’t see the look of pure contentment bathe As'hia’s face when he did this for if he had there was not a force of nature in the universe that would have kept him from returning to the Immortal base and laying waste to the entire facility at this very moment.

HADARIA

ARCH MINISTRY CHAMBERS

 
The tension in the air was almost a palpable thing Anja thought.


The huge gallery of those citizens witnessing these events was silent as they waited for Wiktor to call the session back to order. She was conversing with Elder Buonau and another aide in soft whispers turned away from the gallery in front of them. Rinard was nowhere to be found and this was an unexpected move on Buonau’s part. Anja felt certain that she would have had Rinard present to witness her attempt at bringing Anja down. Umbra remained in her seat with Pcillany, an almost permanent scowl on her face now that her own husband had gone against her wishes and sided with Anja. Anja knew they were scrambling, or at least she hoped they were. They could no longer use the security videos as proof of anything since Ceuma had come forward and been tested. It was confirmed by several different Healers, all of them fully influenced by Wiktor or Buonau, that Ceuma was indeed a clone and had been just recently turned. After some heated protest Rinard had also submitted to testing and it was discovered that Ceuma had been turned by him. Anja saw Eurin and Sivana whispering to each other on the other side of Ceuma, while her clone was watching the different people in the chamber keenly.
Hadarian culture was such that females were considered, if not superior to men, then at the very least holding a slightly higher plane of respect. Over ninety-five percent of Hadarian Healers were females, and while there were thousands of male healers, the females tended to be the more powerful of the Healers who worked in the field. To some Hadarians, mainly the much older or the stridently loyal followers of the Elder Council, this was seen as a status symbol of sorts that afforded the females more political clout. To Anja and many of the more forward looking individuals, this way of thinking was bullshit. Filrian had proven that by being away from Hadaria for so long and being able to use his Healing powers to the utmost.

As her Jade green eyes moved slowly over the crowd Anja noticed that there were far more Elder Militia troops along the walls of the chamber and she knew then that Wiktor and Buonau had something planned. They were standing casually as if they were uninterested in the proceedings, but Anja knew otherwise. She glanced up high into the loft of the Arch Ministry Chamber casually and let her eyes pass over where she knew the small outcropping was. It was a small ledge where an Elder Militia Guard always stood when the chamber was in session. It was a security means that hardly anyone knew about. Anja only discovered it because she could detect the scent of the individual up there and the count did not match those scents that were actually in the chamber. As she let her eyes fall back on where Wiktor and Buonau were nodding to each other she reached out within a shielded Mindvoice connection to the man who she knew would be there.

[Joci?]

[I am here my Queen.] Joci answered immediately.

Anja felt a sense of relief pass through her at his voice. She had seen for herself his devotion to Ceuma and after talking with Atropos she had no doubts about where his loyalty was. [You have taken note of the additional Elder Militia standing around the chamber as if they are only watching?]

[They wish to try and blend in, but they are here for other purposes.] Joci spoke.

[Joci… I have a sinking feeling this is not going to turn out as I had hoped.] Anja said. [No matter what happens… you will cover Sivana and Ceuma.]
[You are Queen!] Joci protested.

[And Ceuma is your mate and Sivana is my sister.] Anja stated calmly. [I can handle myself Joci… but neither of them are true warriors. You have the high ground and can cover them better than Belen. You did not kill the man up there did you?]

Anja could almost feel Joci turn his head to look at the inert form of the Elder Militia Guard who was now unconscious and secured with bindings. [No my Queen.] Joci answered. [He is very much alive… but he will have a unique headache when he awakes.]

Anja felt the gentle tapping against her shields and she immediately recognized the gentle MV reverberation of Belen. She instantly open their connection to allow him to talk. [Belen? What is it?]

[I am in position to the rear of the chambers Anja.] Belen replied. [There is a small transport shuttle on the pad back here. It has no markings on it and did not receive clearance from Union Control to land. They have no record of it.]

[A Union ship?] Anja asked.

[No… it is a Limian short range shuttle.] Belen replied.

[Why would they feel the need to have an unmarked shuttle outside their chambers?] Anja said thoughtfully.

[Perhaps they worry that you will not control your temper.] Belen spoke.

[Any signs of activity near it?] Anja asked.

[No. And the cockpit windows are blacked out as well.] Belen told her.

[That can’t be good.] Joci broke in. [They did not want anyone to see who occupied the shuttle.]

[I agree.] Belen spoke.

[Perhaps the extra Militia troops came from that ship.] Anja said.

[Anja… did you notice the Union Ambassador is in the gallery as well?] Belen asked.

Anja’s eyes darted to the gallery until they came to rest on the Lycavorian male. He had a puzzled and bored expression on his face. [That’s odd.] Anja stated. [Why have him here if this is supposed to be an internal matter.]

[Anja… I don’t like the feelings I am getting from this.] Belen spoke. [Something else is going on. Where is Rinard?]

[I noticed he was missing as well.] Joci spoke. [A pity… I was hoping you would allow me to shoot him for all he has done.]

[Have patience Joci… you just may get the opportunity.] Anja answered. [Miath?]

[I am ready my sister. Can we get this over with please?] Miath answered immediately. Anja smiled at the calmness in Miath’s voice and she briefly thought back on how far they had come. When they were first bonded he had been a brash and reckless young dragon, but through the years with Aelnala and Torma’s influence he had become a methodical young dragon. He was completely devoted to her and to his mate Aelnala and he had taken on many of Anja’s more humorous traits as his answer suggested.

[Soon brother.] Anja answered.

[We should…] Belen began.
The tapping of the thin rod on the chime cut off his words as Wiktor set the rod on the massive table. “I will now call this session back into order.” She announced.

The gallery became quiet once more, the Netnews reporters all hanging on Wiktor’s every word while their hover drones recorded it all.

“As we instructed… this woman was tested and…” Wiktor started.

“Her name is Ceuma!” Anja snapped as she got to her feet. 

“She is a clone!” Wiktor announced harshly. “A clone created by the High Coven for some devious means no doubt! She is not a Hadarian! She is an object and…”

Even as mild mannered as she was Ceuma came to her feet as well. “I am not an object!” She declared angrily. “I am a person! I think and breathe and feel just like the rest of you! I…”

“You are a clone!” Buonau barked from her chair. “You are not a citizen of Hadaria and therefore you have no rights as a Hadarian! By your own admission you have been schooled as a traditional Lycavorian female by the mother of the man who supposedly took you as his mate!”

“Ceuma is a clone yes!” Anja spoke as she wrapped her fingers around Ceuma’s wrist to keep her from speaking. “She is a clone that was brought into existence by Rinard for whatever nefarious reasons he conjured up! She is a living person now, with a will and mind of her own and that is how you will treat her! However we are not here to determine that Ceuma is in fact an individual… we are here to determine what your findings discovered in regards to Rinard and his actions. Where is Rinard by the way?”
“This body advised Rinard to cease attending these proceedings.” Wiktor stated.

“And why is that?” Eurin asked also coming to her feet now. “He is one of the three individuals who originally brought these charges to this Ministry. Now you no longer need him?”

“After reviewing the information given to us by you… we have determined that there is enough cause to remove charge number four against you until such time as it can be further reviewed.” Wiktor spoke.
Eurin looked stunned. “What we presented to you is more than enough evidence for you to remove all but the last two charges against Queen Anja!” She snapped. “How can you leave these charges in place when the reason, as you state, for Anja’s actions was to conceal what she supposedly had done in charge four!” Eurin lifted the data pad. “Your own findings clearly state that the events we witnessed in the security footage was not Anja!”

“Our findings do not state that.” Wiktor spoke.

“They do indeed!” Eurin barked lifting the pad. “I read from your personal physician’s own words Chief Minister now… ‘It is very likely, given the findings after several tests were conducted, that the subject in question is the sole participant of the security videos presented by the Arch Ministry on behalf of Spartan officer Rinard. There is no trace of the Spartan Rinard’s DNA anywhere within the blood of Queen Anja Leonidas, while significant DNA results were obtained from the bloodstream of the clone called Ceuma’” Eurin looked at her. “Or was it your intent to not reveal the results of your own tests?”
“You will mind your place Divine One!” Wiktor barked. “You do not dictate to this body even if you are the Divine Healer of our people!”

“I’m not dictating anything but what your own doctor has stated.” Eurin snapped right back. 
“The first three charges will remain for there is sufficient evidence to prove the Queen acted in a willfully negligent manner in regards to Senior Mage Warrior Seanna!” Wiktor spoke.

“We have proved that your basis for these supposed negligent acts is false!” Eurin almost shouted. “How then can you leave the other charges in place?”

“We can… and we will!” Wiktor loudly barked out. “By her own admittance she chose to remain and treat less seriously wounded Lycavorian soldiers instead of moving to Seanna’s location and treating her. A fellow Hadarian who she just happened to have an intense decade long relationship with! A relationship that ended for mysterious circumstances.”
“The reasons for ending our relationship are none of yours or this body’s concern!” Anja growled.

“On the contrary Queen Anja… I believe the reasons for ending that relationship relate exactly to the way you acted when notified of Seanna’s injuries!” Wiktor stated. “Elder Healer Buonau agrees with me, as does the entire Elder Council and Arch Ministry!”

“That is bullshit and you know it!” Anja snarled. “I was treating injured soldiers who were fighting a war!”

“You chose to treat them over a fellow Hadarian and former lover!” Buonau spoke from her seat now. “Why is that Queen Anja? Why would you chose others over a young woman who you were intimately involved with for over a decade. Why would you chose others over your own people?”

“What?” Anja asked aghast. “We are all part of the Union and we were fighting a fucking war!”

“Yes. A war begun by King Leonidas and Queen Dysea for questionable reasons to begin with and a war that cost the lives of one thousand three hundred and nine of our Healers!” Wiktor announced.
“All of whom died honorably doing what they were trained to do, beside those who they were happy to fight beside!” Anja snapped with vicious intent. “Do not demean their sacrifice Chief Minister… I won’t allow it! I have spoken to each and every mother, father, wife and husband of those killed in the Evolli War and not one of them ever questioned the reasons behind their loved ones service! And as far as the reasons for the Evolli War… I suggest you turn to the three hundred fourteen thousand Quartari that were slaughtered by the Evolli because they were pissed off that Dysea cancelled our trade agreements with them.”

Wiktor waved her hand dismissively at Anja’s words. “We will never know the King’s true reasons for that war… only the results! And we will never know the true reasons you let Mage Warrior Seanna die.” She spoke cruelly. “Perhaps it was because she knew things that you did not want her to reveal. Things in regards to your behavior perhaps?”

“What?” Anja gasped. “Now you are grasping at straws? Your little plan didn’t go as you like and now you’ll make stuff up? Is that how it works now?” Anja shook her head sadly. “Now I know why Duewa made the decision she did.”

“You will not speak of my daughter!” Buonau shouted. 

Anja looked at her. “I’ll speak of her all I want.” Anja said. “At least she isn’t going to turn out like you. At least she is smarter than you.”

“You know nothing of what you speak!” Buonau nearly screamed. “And I will not listen to you demean my daughter! She would never do the things you have done! The things you have allowed your own daughter to do! Princess Eliani disrespects this sacred body every time she comes to Hadaria by flaunting her vampire lover. And now she has allowed a Lycavorian to claim her? These are the same things you continue to do!”

Anja chuckled. “When was the last time you talked to Duewa Elder Buonau?” She asked. “Last I heard… she had fallen head over heels in love with a senior officer in the Durcunusaan and was exquisitely happy when he claimed her as his wife and mate!” Anja tossed out the insult at her.

“You lie!” Buonau did scream now.

“I guess you don’t know your daughter very well at all.” Anja said. 

Enough!” Wiktor barked. “It is the decision of this Ministry and the Elder Council to leave the first three charges in place for there is ample evidence that has been presented to prove them all.”
Anja stepped away from her chair, her wolf blood burning with anger now. “You know; why don’t we just cut all the bullshit Chief Minister Wiktor!” Anja growled. “I grow tired of yours and Elder Healer Buonau’s games!”

Wiktor met Anja’s eyes with unpleasantness. “If that is your wish Queen Anja.” She stated with supreme smugness. She made a show of straightening up the data pads scattered in front of her and no doubt it played well to those fanatical followers of the Elder Council and others. “This Arch Ministry and the Hadarian Elder Council has fought with the evidence put before us for several weeks now. It saddens us at what has transpired these last months but we feel the actions we take now are for the betterment of our people as a whole.”

“The Hadarian Elder Council has no say in the rulings of the Arch Ministry!” Zaniai barked from where he had sat silently up until now.

“I beg to differ Prefect Zaniai.” Wiktor said.

“The Elder Council is a religious body and by our own constitution can not take part in the workings of government!” Zaniai declared.

Wiktor nodded. “That was true.” She stated calmly. “It is no longer.”

“You can not change the constitution Chief Minister!” Zaniai barked.

“With a unanimous vote of the Arch Ministry, according to our constitution, I can. And we have.” Wiktor announced. “The Arch Ministry and the Hadarian Elder Council has ruled on these charges and we will now pronounce our findings!”

“This is outrageous!” Eurin shouted. “You can not do this! It goes against everything our people have worked towards for millennia!”

“The Elder Council preached that we were leaving too much of ourselves behind during the rule of King Yelu!” Buonau stated. “We were dismissing too much of our past! We have warned of this for centuries and were ignored! This is what has resulted! Now we have suffered under the rule of a Queen and Princess who show no regard for Hadarian culture and history! A Queen and Princess who have done nothing but throw our most scared values back in our faces ever since they returned to us!”

“You cling to culture and values that do not apply to the real world!” Sivana snapped now as she stood up still somewhat in shock over what was happening. “We can not remain in the past when the future calls us to move forward! That is what happened to our Lycavorian brothers and sisters until Martin Leonidas returned and brought them balance again!”

“Your words fall on deaf ears Princess Sivana!” Buonau stated. “You yourself allowed yourself to be claimed by a Lycavorian without approval or blessing of the Elder Council or this Arch Ministry!”

“When has it ever been the law that marriages must be approved by the Elder Council or Arch Ministry?” Anja shouted. “That has never been law in all of Hadarian history!”

“We will not go into the changes that we have made right now!” Wiktor said.
“Changes you have made?” Anja snapped. “You have no right to make changes to the constitution!”

“With a unanimous vote we do.” Wiktor stated with a smug smile. “As I have already explained to Prefect Zaniai.” She stood up and held up the data pad. “As to the charges against you Anja Leonidas… on Charge Number Six; the willful neglect as mother to the heirs of the Hadarian throne Retta and Calyb Leonidas, you are found guilty. You will surrender custody of Retta and Calyb to Umbra immediately, who will then act in accordance with this Ministry’s guidance.”

Anja’s jade green eyes changed quickly to her wolf eyes and her fangs extended. “Fat chance of that happening Wiktor! You will not touch my children!” She barked.

Wiktor nodded. “Yes… we thought that might be your response… therefore we have instituted actions that will yield the same result.”

“What?” Anja gasped. “Wiktor… are you a fool? You can’t take my children! Martin’s children! He will kill anyone who tries that!”
“He has no choice in the matter… and I will explain why in a short while!” Wiktor stated calmly. “On Charge Number Five; your blatant dismissal of the Hadarian Constitution and the directives of this body on three separate occasions. Three times that we know of mind you… you freely admit these actions… so the verdict is guilty.” Wiktor exclaimed. “Charge Four we have dismissed for the moment… but we reserve the right to reinstate this charge at a later time. Charge Number Three is Neglect of Duties as senior Hadarian Healer on location, and Charge Two is the willful acts of a depraved nature that resulted in the death of a fellow Hadarian. On both these charges we find you guilty. Charge Number One is the charge of murder and on this charge this body and the Elder Council has also found you guilty!”

The murmurs were running rampant through the stunned gallery of onlookers which only seemed to make Buonau and Wiktor even fuller of themselves.
“This is preposterous!” Zaniai shouted moving up beside Anja, his face angry and in shock at what was happening. “As Prefect of the Hadarian Ambassadorships, I am telling you this is illegal and unconstitutional! You can not do this!”

“We have done it Prefect Zaniai.” Buonau barked. “And you can either follow us or suffer the same fate as Anja.”

“What?” Eurin gasped her eyes wide.

“By unanimous vote of the Hadarian Arch Ministry and the Hadarian Elder Council Anja Leonidas, your status as Queen of Hadaria has been dissolved.” Wiktor continued. “The Arch Ministry and Elder Council have decided it was time that our people returned to the ways of old.”

“You mean religious rule?” Sivana shouted vehemently. “Even when the majority of people are against such a thing!”
“Call it what you will.” Wiktor stated. “Your status as Princess of the Royal family has also been dissolved Sivana. As soon as Retta and Calyb are returned to Hadaria we will see to their upbringing and education and insure they play the proper role in the future of our people as the members of the royal bloodline are supposed to.”

“You are making a big fucking mistake Wiktor!” Anja growled at her. “The people of Hadaria won’t stand for this!”

“The people of Hadaria need guidance and direction.” Buonau announced. “We will give that to them.”

“At the cost of their freedoms?” Eurin spat. “Because you do not agree with the direction Anja and Sivana have led our people even though over ninety percent of the population embrace them?”

“We will show them that we do not need to surrender to depravity to achieve what it is we all want!” Buonau snapped.

“You have really gone too far this time Buonau!” Anja growled. “You don’t expect me to stand for this do you?”

“You have no choice in the matter!” Buonau snarled. “It is already done!”

“The Union Senate will not allow…” Eurin began.

“The Lycavorian Union Senate no longer has any say over Hadarian property or will!” Wiktor stated. “As of nine a.m. this very morning… the Arch Ministry and Elder Council have declared Hadaria independent of the Lycavorian Union. We no longer are members of the Union and therefore do not need their approval to do anything!”

Anja’s eyes were nearly bugging out of her head. “You must be joking!” She gasped in astonishment.

“Not at all.” Wiktor stated calmly. “As we speak… the Hadarian Ambassador is on Apo Prime delivering edicts to the Senate Leader. Since Prime Minister Deia chooses to spend so much time on Earth, we delivered our decision to the Senate itself. We have ordered that all Union personnel begin leaving Hadaria immediately and have given them a week to comply. All equipment will be impounded by the Hadarian Militia for inspection before it is returned to Union hands.”

“A decision like this must be made by the people!” Zaniai screamed. “We have been part of the Union for nearly four thousand years! We are a founding member! We can not leave the Union!”

“We can and we have.” Wiktor stated plainly. “Anja Leonidas… you will be remanded to the custody of the Elder Militia until such time as Retta and Calyb are returned to Hadaria and final sentence is passed.”

“I don’t think so.” Anja growled in a menacing voice.

“You have no choice in the matter.” Buonau stated. “You will adhere to our directives!”
“I will adhere to nothing you say Buonau!” Anja barked out viciously. “You are nothing but a conniving upaee that needs to be put out of her misery!” Anja tilted her head as if deep in thought and reached out to Atropos. [Atropos… are you monitoring?]

[Monitoring? Son vada carians Anja… it’s going out live over the Netnews!] He answered.

[Martin was right Atropos.] Anja said sadly. [Marty was right.]

[Shining Path is already in motion Anja! I’m going to order Belen and Joci to get you and the others out of there! We do not know what they are prepared to do!] Atropos stated.

[I can fight this!] Anja declared to him. [The people won’t let this stand!] Anja looked at Buonau. “Have you thought about what you are doing? Who will protect Hadaria? Who will you trade with? Who…”

Buonau’s smile wasn’t a friendly smile and her green eyes were cruel. “Do you think we are fools Anja?” She announced. “We have already secured the future of our people. We have reached out to those who will assist in all that we need and who will allow us to rule Hadaria as we see fit. Of course… it will be much easier with the Union equipment that all Lycavorian forces will leave in place. Our new allies will see to it that we are protected and they will allow us to return to the old ways. They…”

“New allies?” Eurin barked. “Who are you talking of? No member of the Union will let this action stand! They…”

“The Kavalian Federation Imperium is not part of the Lycavorian Union.” The new voice spoke loudly from the door into the Minister’s chambers.

Anja’s eyes grew wide, as did every set of eyes in the gallery as they all turned to see the tall dark furred Kavalian male step from the Minister’s chambers with three Kavalian soldiers next to them. Though all of them were armed, none of them had weapons out.
“What is the meaning of this?” Zaniai screamed now. “Why are they here?”

Wiktor smiled as the Kavalians stepped up beside the large central table where the senior Ministers sat. “The Kavalian Federation has graciously accepted our request for aide and support Prefect Zaniai. They will fill the roles that the Union has played for far too long and they will allow us to rule Hadaria the way it should be ruled. I present Vice Admiral Menot of the KFI. He will be the representative of the KFI to Hadaria.”

Eurin stepped forward quickly. “This is insane! You can not do this!” She screamed. 

“As I have already stated… we can and we have.” Wiktor stated.

Eurin let her eyes roam across the faces of the Ministers at the table. “All of you have done this?” She cried. “You have betrayed your people and the Union! You have done this willingly?”

“We have betrayed no one!” Buonau barked. “We will usher in a new era for Hadaria!”

“An era of religious zealot rule!” Sivana barked again. “You will force our people to adhere to ridiculous laws and rules you put in place? You… all of you! The moral conscious of our people!”
“Hadaria needs guidance now.” Buonau stated calmly. “I will give her this guidance as Elder Healer. The Chief Minister will give them guidance as interpreter of our laws.”

“Laws that you intend to change and alter to suit your twisted ideals! You will take away free will?” Anja shouted. “That’s a fucking dictatorship! And then you go to the KFI for the support you knew you would not receive in the Union? You do realize the only reason they are doing this is so that they can have access to our Healers. So they can send them to heal their clone troops in their war against the Coven.”

“Your information is not accurate Anja Leonidas.” Menot stated.

Anja’s jade green wolf eyes cut to him. “I’m not talking to you Admiral Fur ball!” She snarled. 

Menot’s dark eyes narrowed and he stepped closer to Anja. “We are here as friends to the Hadarian people. Nothing more.”

“You must think I’m fucking stupid!” Anja growled. “I know exactly why you are doing this! I won’t allow it.”

“I believe you have been removed from power and therefore have no say in what the new government does.” Menot spoke smoothly with a smile. “Elder Healer Buonau came to us with a request for aide and her intention to announce their independence from the Union. Naturally we could not support her in her endeavors until such time as the Hadarian government actually changed hands. Now that this has happened we are very free to offer whatever support the new Hadarian government requires.”

“At what cost?” Sivana barked. “What are you getting in return?”

“That is of no concern of yours.” Menot answered sweetly. “We only wish to assist the new Hadarian government as much as possible.” 

“That is so much bullshit and you…” Anja cut her eyes when she saw Wiktor’s aide rush up to her side and whisper into her ear. She saw Buonau’s aide doing the same and both Wiktor and Buonau’s eyes grew a little wider and they looked at Anja quickly their eyes darkening. Anja smiled inwardly knowing what their aides had told them.
“What have you done?” Wiktor barked moving around from behind the polished table to glare at Anja. “Tell us! I demand you tell us!”

“Whatever do you mean Wiktor?” Anja asked.

“You will refer to me as…”

“I’ll refer to you any nubous way I choose!” Anja hissed loudly. “I’m no longer Queen of Hadaria, or do you not remember. And I have no idea what you are talking about.”

“You know very well what Wiktor is speaking about!” Buonau shouted. “We have just received word that…”

EARTH

SPARTA

QUEEN ELIANI EARLY CHILDHOOD ACADEMY
SIMULTANEOUS TIMELINE

Duewa sat in the School Administrator’s office and shook her head as she listened and watched the broadcast of what was happening on Hadaria at this very moment. Duewa felt a sense of loss when it came to her mother, but seeing her actions now in how she treated Anja, Duewa saw her real mother coming out. She reached up to touch the sparkling green emerald necklace she wore and let her fingers caress the credit chip sized precious stone encased in the glittering silver and gold bindings. The gem had been a gift from Thoti to her only last night, a symbol of his powerful love and devotion to her. He had given it to her while they rested in the bed of his home, their home now he had told Duewa, their naked flesh touching in all the right places. They hadn’t been taking part in the pleasures of the flesh, but Thoti had told her when they were alone in their bed he wanted to feel only her skin against his. This was something very new to Duewa, but she was rapidly coming to relish it. They simply talked of the future and what that would bring to them. His simple caresses could light her body on fire in a way she had never known no doubt, but even still knowing that he was a master of his male hormones and could simply hold her naked body close meant more to her than anything.

Thoti had practically moved Duewa and her sons into his home with him and his son. Their house on the edge of the royal villa was certainly large enough, each of the boys having a room of their own. Their own bedroom was massive, with double doors that opened up onto a small stream of cool running water that emptied into the Evrotas River only a kilometer away. The smell of pines and flowers filtered into the home nearly all the time and it was the most peaceful place Duewa had ever been too. During these last three days Duewa had also learned more about herself than she ever knew existed. She discovered patience and control and most important of all Duewa had discovered true happiness. She had begun the plan with her mother in the hopes of keeping her sons from having to fight and die in war. What she had discovered was the complete opposite of what her mother had been preaching for decades. The Lycavorian people were not warlike in the least. The last three days she had truly taken notice of different things as she walked among the streets of Sparta with Retta, Calyb and her own sons. She had discovered laughing and playing children. She had discovered Spartan soldiers in the many parks playing with those same children. Their children. She had seen countless Lycavorian Spartans walking the streets with their wives and mates, unafraid to show emotion and hold their mate’s hand or steal a kiss on the streets. Things her mother had said these people did not do and she had been witness to that very thing every day and just had not noticed until Thoti had taken her that first night and essentially rocked her world as Retta had told her the morning after that first night with Thoti.

Oh yes… Thoti had rocked her world. He had made her experience more sinful pleasure than Duewa could begin to describe, yet the most important thing Thoti had done was open her eyes to what was reality and what was fantasy.


“…can’t believe this is happening.” The administrator spoke drawing Duewa out of her selfish thoughts of what Thoti made her feel.


Duewa looked at the older elven female and nodded. “Yes. It appears the Arch Ministry and Elder Council had this planned for quite some time. My mother among them.”


The School Administrator was over a thousand years old, but her elven beauty hadn’t changed in the least. She did not look a day over forty years old, and she was sharp as a whip. She knew who Duewa was, and who her mother was, but had accepted her without question. She had been married to the same Lycavorian for nearly seven hundred years now, one of the rare marriages of elf and Lycavorian before the return of King Leonidas. Now it was a common occurrence and those who had hidden their relationships for so long brought them out into the open. It wasn't that those relationships would not have been accepted, just the opposite in fact, it was just that thousands of years of culture and tradition would need to be changed and none of those couples wanted to be the first to make that step. Not until Martin Leonidas had returned with an elven wife who was now Queen did the fear of change crumble away. When he took For'mya as his second wife of elven blood, change was finally embraced by the majority of elven people.

“You are not part of this Duewa.” Rel’laria spoke looking at her.


“I was… I was part of it in the beginning Rel'laria.” Duewa said as she got to her feet.


“Perhaps… but thankfully you were intelligent enough to see that all that they are saying is not true.” Rel'laria told her sitting back in her chair and watching as Duewa went to the large window that overlooked the playground outside.


“If I had not met Thoti… if he had not desired me as intensely as he had… I would never have seen.” Duewa answered. “He… he saved me.”


Rel'laria shook her head. “No. Thoti may have been the catalyst for that… but deep down had you not been willing… you would not have discovered and accepted.” She spoke. “That is what really matters.”


Duewa allowed the small smile to play across her face as she let her glittering green eyes drift across the playground and the laughing children. “Perhaps you are right…” She said. “I have to thank you Rel'laria. I have to…”


Duewa’s olive green eyes stopped moving across the playground when she saw him. Her eyes narrowed somewhat as her brain began to send impulses throughout her body. He wore nondescript clothing but the motions of his head kept giving him away as something other than a simple civilian. He appeared to measuring up all the people in the area and continuously looking over his left shoulder at a Heavy Lifter that was parked on the corner of the Lifter lane. He looked so familiar to her and Duewa called on her keen memory, part of why she finished so high in her Healing Academy classes. She could remember the most obscure details and rare ingredients needed to make certain medicines.

“Rel'laria… do you know that man?” Duewa asked.


“Hmmm…” Rel'laria got to her feet and moved to the window and let her hazel eyes fall on the man Duewa was pointing at through the window. “He has walked by the school for the last several days. One of our teachers spoke with him briefly when he showed interest in one of the children as they played. Why?”

“He seems very familiar to me.” Duewa said softly.

“Fat chance of that happening Wiktor! You will not touch my children!” Anja’s voice barked from the monitor.

“Yes… we thought that might be your response… therefore we have instituted actions that will yield the same result.” Wiktor’s voice replied.


Duewa and Rel'laria both turn back to the monitor at the same time when they heard that and Rel'laria met Duewa's gaze. “You don’t think…?”


Duewa’s olive green eyes grew wide. “Of course!” She gasped. “He is Hadarian Elder Militia! A senior officer if I remember correctly! They are going to try and take the children!”


“Sibfla!” Rel'laria snapped moving off to her desk and unlocking the lowest drawer. “Not if we have anything to say about it!” Duewa watched as she withdrew two K14 hand weapons and set them on her desk top and moved up next to the desk as Rel'laria withdrew two extra magazines for the weapons. She looked at Duewa. “I may be an elf, but I have learned a few things in the last seven hundred and eight years being the wife of a Lycavorian Spartan.” She picked up one of the K14s and held it out to Duewa. “You have a secure channel to Thoti?”


Duewa nodded as she took the K14. “Rel'laria… I have… I have never fired a weapon before.”


“It’s easier than you might think.” Rel'laria spoke. “Take this and go to the children while I contact Durcunusaan Command. And contact your Thoti and let him know now would be a good time for him to make his way here. They will not assault the school, but they undoubtedly will attempt to take them when school lets out in fifteen minutes.”


Duewa didn’t hesitate and lifted the small transmitter Thoti had given her that was linked directly to his personal COM implant. “Thoti?”


His calm voice filled her ear instantly as she moved down the corridor towards the classroom where the children were. “Duewa? What is wrong?” He asked.


“Thoti… I believe now would be a good time for you to come to the school.” Duewa said quickly. “I have recognized a senior officer from the Hadarian Elder Militia lurking about outside the school. I can see no others but given what is happening right now on Hadaria, they must be planning to move against the children.”


“We will be there within minutes Duewa my love.” Thoti answered immediately. “How many have you seen?”


“Only the one… but they would never attempt to take the children without a full squad.” She answered. “The others have to be hidden nearby somewhere. This is part of what my mother’s plan Thoti! To take them when they bring Anja down! They are doing that right now!”


“We are watching it now!” Thoti answered. “Keep your wits about you Duewa. We will…”


“Duewa?” Aricia’s voice broke into the transmission and Duewa realized Thoti must have been with her.


“Aricia?” She spoke in reply.


“Duewa… we have entrusted our children to your care.” Aricia spoke. “You have our full faith and confidence!”


Duewa stopped walking as Aricia’s words washed through her. She took a deep breath and stepped fully into this new life she had found. “I will allow no harm to come to them!” She spoke firmly. “I give you my word.”


“I know. Thoti and I will be there within minutes.” Aricia said.


“We are coming my wife and mate.” Thoti’s voice spoke once more. 


Duewa smiled and nodded her head. Her small hand tightened on the K14 and she began moving again with definitive purpose.

SPARTA

OFFICE OF THE PRIME MINISTER


“…don’t care what they are telling you!” Deia’s voice snapped. “I want to talk to one of them!”


“Prime Minister… I’ve been trying for the last few minutes and their staff is telling me the same thing!” The voice stated. “They are in session and will not be taking transmissions until later. I told them that wasn't good enough and the person rudely told me to stick it in my ear. They no longer take direction from Union lackeys. Those were the words they used.”

“Sibfla!” Deia snarled as she looked up at For'mya and Aricia. “This is not good!”


“We have to go.” Aricia spoke. “Duewa has recognized a man from this Hadarian Elder Militia outside the school. She is certain he is there to attempt to take the children.”


Deia nodded. “Go!” She exclaimed. 


Aricia and For'mya shared a brief kiss. “I will contact you when the children are safe.” She stated. “Try and find out what else is going on.”


For'mya nodded. “Hurry! I trust Duewa… but she is not experienced.”


Aricia nodded. Isheeni… you and Aurith meet us in the courtyard! She reached out within Mindvoice.


We are already landing!


Aricia kissed For'mya once more and turned to Thoti. “Let us go!”


For'mya watched as they exited the office quickly and then she turned to Deia. “Deia… can they do this?” She asked.


Deia met her eyes. “Every planet within the Union has its own government For'mya, you know this.” She replied. “We don’t dictate what they do.”


“Anja is still a Queen of the Union!” For'mya snapped. “They can not hold her on these ridiculous charges! Their proof my be sufficient for them, but it is not for us!”


Deia nodded. “Yes… I know. Something I’m going to make clear to them right now.” She touched her desk COM panel.


“Prime Minister!” The voice answered.


“You find the Hadarian ambassador and tell him Anja Leonidas is to be released without pause!” Deia barked. “We do not recognize these trumped up charges they have leveled against her for they have proved nothing! You tell that man, Anja Leonidas is a Queen of the Union and if she is held against her will they will answer to me!”


“Yes Prime Minister!”

Deia looked at For'mya. “And find Armetus!” She continued. “Find Armetus and tell him to discover how the Kavalians were able to do this and not have us detect it!”


“Yes Prime Minister!”


“I want answers!” Deia snapped. For'mya settled to the chair in front of her desk and looked at her oddly. “For'mya?”


For'mya shook her head. “I don’t know Deia.” She said softly. “I sense something.”


Deia leaned forward quickly. She had spent enough time with her nephew and his queens to know that with the exception of Isabella, all of them had developed unique and sometimes unexplainable abilities because of the level of their Mindvoice abilities. Dysea had a gift of precognition, Anja of healing, Aricia of incredible combat skills and For'mya of being able to somehow sense the ebbs and currents of the very life around her. Over the years she had come to accept and rely on these abilities in many cases. 


“What do you feel?” Deia asked.


For'mya met her eyes. “I feel death Deia.” She answered. 

SPARTA

QUEEN ELIANI EARLY CHILDHOOD ACADEMY
MAIN ENTRANCE


“…are still inside the school!” The Elder Militia Commander hissed softly into his Com unit as he casually made it appear as if he was scratching his thick mustache.


“The Queen’s dragons just landed in the courtyard of the Government Office Building! Just now a dozen Spartans ran from the rear of the building to a Heavy Lifter! If you do not take them now we will lose the opportunity!” The voice answered.


“You are talking of assaulting a school!” The Commander exclaimed.


“Elder Buonau was insistent that we act at the same time they were denouncing Anja! We have to move now!” The voice ordered. “If those dragons or Spartans get there first we will lose our chance! Now attack!”


“Colonel… what if there are Durcunusaan inside the school?” The Commander asked.


“You are to kill any adult that attempts to stop you!” The order came down and sealed the fate of him and his men.


“Damn! This is insane Colonel!” The Commander snarled. 

“We have our orders! Now act on them Commander!” The voice shouted in his earpiece.

The commander gripped his weapon under his cloak and he heard several gasps as he pulled it from under his cloak and yanked up his assault rifle. “Militia Teams Two and Three! Switch to Plan Gamma and move! I will join you at the door!”

QUEEN ELIANI EARLY CHILDHOOD ACADEMY
MAIN CORRIDOR OF THE SCHOOL


“…is happening Duewa?” Retta asked hurriedly as they made their way down the long center corridor of the school. Retta gripped one of her hands tightly, Mara keeping up with them easily now, while Tinyn held his mother’s other hand. Tinrell and Calyb were keeping up with them from behind Duewa’s moving form, Endeem scampering behind the two of them. “Where are Nara and Deion and Bryon?”


“They are not in danger Retta.” Duewa answered without hesitation. “There are some men outside who want to take you and Calyb away from us here Retta!”


“Take us away?” Retta gasped. “To where?”


“They want to take you back to Hadaria to live with your Aunt Umbra.” Duewa replied as she directed them around the corner.


“We don’t want to live with her! She’s mean and stupid!” Retta looked at her with her mother’s jade green eyes. “Where are you taking us?” She demanded.


Duewa met her eyes and stopped at Retta’s question. She squatted down in front of her and reached up to take Retta’s face in her hands. She looked at Calyb, who was watching intently, and then back to Retta. “I… I have found happiness here Retta.” Duewa said without shame or pause. “For myself and for Tinyn and Tinrell.”


“You mean Colonel Thoti?” Retta asked.  


Duewa nodded. “Yes.” She smiled as the truth of her words poured out of her. “I will not let anyone take you from your parents Retta. Your mothers and I knew this might happen and we have devised a safe route to get you and Calyb out of the school. That is where we are going right now.”


“These men… they are here now?” Calyb asked.


Duewa nodded. “Yes. That is why we are leaving.” Duewa dropped her hands and took Retta’s and Calyb’s. “I will not let harm come to you.” She looked at all four of them. “Any of you! Now come… we must continue to the south entrance where we will meet your mother and Thoti.”


Duewa stood back up and turned to start walking down the corridor when the doors at the far end of the corridor slid open without pause and eight heavily armed Hadarian Elder Militia burst into the corridor. Amazingly, Duewa acted in the one manner she had never thought possible for her. She acted without thinking.


“Back!” She barked. “Go back! To the east entrance! Go Retta!”


Her voice drew the attention of the Hadarians and Duewa’s eyes grew wide as she saw the cruel eyes of the Hadarian officer focus on her. 


“There!” The man shouted. “Get them!”


Duewa turned immediately and ran after the children. Her longer legs made it easier for her to catch up to them even as teachers and students began to poke their heads out of individual classrooms to see what was happening. This served to slow the Hadarians down slightly until the lead officer finally rammed his shoulder into the chest of a female elf, toppling her over without regard. It was then that the screams of children began. As they returned to the large intersection, Duewa grabbed Retta’s arm and directed her down to the left. 

“That way!” Duewa shouted. “Head that way! Tell Mara and Endeem…”


“Duewa!” The male voice bellowed.


Duewa spun around almost by instinct, the K14 coming up in the heartbeat of time and leveling at the face of the senior Hadarian Officer. His eyes grew wide as she imposed her body between him and the children and the snarls and hisses of a very upset Mara and Endeem filled the corridor. “Stop!” Duewa shouted.


“What are you doing?” The Commander yelled. “You are supposed to be helping us, not running and trying to get them away! We must leave now… the Queen and the Durcunusaan are almost here!”


He stepped forward and stretched out his hand to grab Calyb and Duewa did the one thing she knew would stop him in his tracks. She pulled the trigger of the K14 and watched his whole body jump as the retort of the weapon in the corridor echoed like thunder! He looked at her wide eyed.


“What are you doing?” He screamed.


Duewa brought both hands up to grip the K14 and at least steady her shaking hands as more Hadarian Militia came up short and were bringing their weapons up. “I won’t let you take them!” Duewa shouted. “It is wrong! What my mother is doing is wrong! I won’t let you take them!”


“We must go!” The Commander shouted. “The Durcunusaan will be here any moment Duewa! Your mother demands it!”


Duewa shook her head vehemently as she backed up slowly, Retta pushing up against her hip while they moved down the corridor. “No!” Duewa snapped. “My mother will not twist their minds as she did mine! I won’t allow her too! No more will she poison me or my sons! And I will not allow her to poison Retta and Calyb! I won’t! You will have to shoot me to get them!”


“Duewa! Stop this right now! You…”


The single shot that rang out in the corridor was deafening. It caused almost everyone to jump in surprise, none more than the commander of the Hadarian Militia. His eyes grew wide as he saw Duewa’s olive green eyes open in surprise and look down. He turned quickly and saw the Militia soldier lowering his rifle. “I told you no firing unless it was an adult or you had a target!”

“I had a target!” The young man snapped.


“Not the Elder Healer’s daughter you fucking fool!” The Commander’s eyes filled with horror and his eyes cut back to where Duewa was looking down at the growing blood stain in the center of her chest. The solid projectile had been traveling so fast and was fired from so close that it had struck her just above her right breasts and exited below her shoulder blade before anyone had even noticed. The jacketed projectile had not even gone far enough to gain enough momentum to cause Duewa to stagger and zipped by Mara’s snout before imbedding in the wall. The Commander watched as the K14 slowly fell from Duewa’s hands to clatter on the floor as Retta’s wide eyes filled with horror.


“Duewa!” She screamed. “Duewa!”


Duewa staggered slightly then and found she could no longer remain standing as she sank to the floor. “Mother!” Tinyn and Tinrell screamed at the same time as they came to her side.

 
“No! Momma! You can’t leave us!” Tinyn screamed as he tried to hold Duewa’s upper body up against him.


“NOOOO!”


The male voice reverberated through the corridor of the school with unrestrained ferocity and anguish. The Hadarian Militia Commander turned his head instantly to see a savage looking Lycavorian Spartan walking towards them, his face a mask of pure unadulterated berserker fury. He watched as if in slow motion as that Spartan lifted his left arm extended towards them and there was a soft flare of white blue light as the Shi Viska appeared from Flatspace. Half a second after it had fully materialized, it was launching from Thoti’s arm directly at the man who had fired the shot into Duewa. As the Hadarian Commander opened his mouth to cry out a warning the steel head and fully half a meter of Nehtes erupted from his chest, splashing blood and bits of flesh outward onto the two men closest to him. This caused half the Hadarian Militia troopers to turn, only to see the raven black hair of Aricia Leonidas whipping back around as she completed the spinning thrust of her Nehtes and was bringing her left arm up as she called forth her Shi Viska.


Thoti’s Shi Viska struck the man who had shot Duewa just below his jaw line; the razors along the edge fully extended and locked in place. The Shi Viska’s sixty-seven inch diameter cleaved cleanly through the man’s neck and spine and slammed into the wall behind him nearly half way. His head did a lazy flop through the air, his body still standing there not realizing he was already dead. So enraged was Thoti, that he waded into the mass of Hadarian soldiers with little care for anything other than killing as many of them as he could. The Hadarian Militia Guard were well trained troops, however after their initial training, most of them never set foot inside a training facility again. They were sluggish and unresponsive to the lethal terror that had descended upon them and twenty seconds after that shot had been fired, nine of their brethren lay on the floor dead from hideous wounds with barely any sound. Five of the remaining Hadarian Militia turned and ran in abject terror, throwing their weapons away as they dashed for the doors to the school. 


As the sensors activated and opened the doors the Hadarian soldiers could only run straight to their deaths at the hands of two very seriously pissed off female dragons. With roars of savage rage, Isheeni snatched up one Hadarian in her gaping maw and bit entirely through his mid section before he had a chance to scream. Aurith was opposite her mother and her wicked curved talons came slashing down twice in quick succession, one head flying off into the distance while another Hadarian troop fell with his entire chest cavity opened to the daytime air. Isheeni stepped forward and slapped her massive talon equipped foreleg down on the ground completely impaling another Hadarian soldier and pinning him to the ground beneath her as his hands clutched at her steel hard talons while Isheeni placed her other front foreleg on top of his head and crushed it while she pulled her talons free of his now dead flesh. Aurith’s tail snapped forward with blinding speed and caught the last Hadarian just as he thought he was breaking free. The sounds of bones snapping and shattering was hideously audible as his body rocketed over sixty meters before slamming into the side of a steel and concrete apartment building with a sickening crunching sound.


Inside the school the screams and moans of the dying were also ghastly noises as Aricia and Thoti used their superhuman strength and speed to shatter bones and crush limbs. The bodies of fifteen Hadarian Elder Militia dotted the corridor of the school now and Thoti snatched up the last one left standing by his skinny throat and glared at him with deep blue wolf eyes, his fangs fully extended in savagery. Thoti barely exerted any effort as he crushed the young Militiaman’s throat and flung the body against the far wall of the corridor. He turned to see Retta and Calyb kneeling beside Duewa, their small hands over the bloody wound in her chest desperately trying to save her. He savagely kicked several bodies out of his way before dropping to his knees beside Duewa and gathering her body into his arms.


“Duewa my love!” He sobbed.


“We can’t fix her!” Retta sobbed loudly. “We can’t fix her!”


Duewa’s eyes fluttered open. “Tho… Thoti?” She gasped with bloodstained lips now. “Thoti… I…”


“I have you my mate.” Thoti gasped as he brushed her rich red hair from her face. “I have you.”


“Thoti… the children?” She wheezed. 

“The children are fine.” Thoti stated as his eyes drifted over her body and he looked at the wound, pulling her shirt aside.

“Thoti… Thoti I don’t want to… I don’t want to leave!” Duewa cried as she gripped him with all her remaining strength. 


Thoti shook his head as he pulled her tighter. “No Duewa my beautiful Hadarian mate!” He gasped. “I will not… I will not lose you as I lost her! I will not!”


Duewa’s olive green eyes fluttered briefly and then focused on him. She smiled gently as she lifted her quivering hand to place her palm on his cheek. “Don’t… don’t leave me my love” She gasped softly. “Don’t… I don’t want to lose you and… and my sons.”


Thoti felt the small but strong hand grip his shoulder and he looked up into Aricia’s azure wolf eyes and exposed fangs. “Turn her Thoti!” She spoke. “Retta and Calyb can not heal her anymore than they have and she does not have the strength remaining. The medics are two minutes away and she will not last. Turn her or she will die.”


“My… my Queen…” Thoti cried.


“She is your wife and mate now Spartan and this is not her time Thoti!” Aricia hissed softly. “That is why you are here! Now bite her…” Aricia looked up as she felt the tremors within Mindvoice. “For my Martin and your King is arriving and he is not happy.”


Thoti turned and looked at Duewa’s beautiful face. He had lost one Hadarian wife so long ago. They had not had enough time together and he had been given a second chance by the gods with Duewa. He would not lose another. Thoti opened his mouth, exposing his long wolf fangs and bent his head to Duewa’s neck. Her eyes flew open in pain as his fangs sank deep, and in a knee jerk reaction her arms tried to push him away as she groaned in pain. Tinyn and Tinrell sat there weeping as they suddenly saw their mother’s face light up and become animated. Her olive green eyes grew enormously wide and her arms wrapped around Thoti’s broad shoulders as the virus raced through her veins. It was a mixture of sweet pleasure and pain as Duewa could almost feel the potent virus racing through her system, Thoti’s salvia mixing deeply with her blood stream, carrying the virus to every portion of her body. She groaned softly, clinging to the man she loved as she felt the torn flesh and arteries begin to rapidly heal themselves. She gasped as the entry and exit wounds were the first to close completely and then she felt empty as his fangs withdrew from her neck and he buried his face in her hair.


“You are mine Duewa of Hadaria. Now and forever… you are mine.” Thoti whispered into her ear just before blackness washed over her eyes and Duewa passed out.
HADARIA

ARCH MINISTRY CHAMBERS    
“…received word that the main Lycavorian military base has shut down and expelled all non-military personnel from the actual spaceport!” Buonau barked out. “Union ships are not responding to commands from Hadaria control! And there is a report of transport craft landing at every military facility across the planet!”
Anja’s face was impassive as she glared at Buonau. “Yes I know.” Anja stated calmly.
“What is the meaning of this?” Wiktor demanded.

“I issued directives to the Union military.” Anja stated flatly. “They are following those directives.”

“What directives?” Buonau barked. “What have you done? We previously ordered all Union personnel and ships to not move until they received commands from us!”

“The Union military does not answer to you Buonau!” Anja growled. “They…”

The commotion near the entrance caused everyone’s heads to turn. One Hadarian Militia officer went sailing backwards from behind the divider wall skidding across the floor until he came to a halt by the rear gallery bench. Eyes lifted and everyone saw Atropos move into view holding the second Hadarian Militia troop by his throat, his eyes changed and his wolf fangs bared viciously, even while his Shi Viska was out and humming on his arm. Several more Durcunusaan followed him into the room as well, moving quickly to surround Sivana, Eurin and the others. Atropos wasted no time and brushed past several civilians still dragging the militia officer by his throat. Even Anja’s eyes were wide in shock and she stepped towards him.
“Atropos?” She snapped. “What are you doing here? You are supposed to…”

“I have just spoken to Colonel Fache!” Atropos snapped as his eyes went to where Buonau stood. “He is the Durcunusaan Officer in command of the Royal Villa on Earth! Three squads of Hadarian Elder Militia have just tried to kidnap Retta and Calyb Leonidas!”

“What?” Anja shouted. She whirled on Buonau. “You sanctimonious bitch! You tried to take my children? Our children?”

“They are heirs to the Hadarian throne!” Buonau snapped back unashamed. “You have been ordered by the Arch Ministry and the Elder Council to surrender custody of them to us. We knew you would not comply so we took action!”

Atropos dropped the militia troops he was holding and snatched Anja’s arms before she was able to execute the leap he saw her preparing for. She would have killed Buonau without a moment’s pause. Her wolf eyes and fangs were very prominent now as she struggled in his grasp. “I will kill you!” Anja screamed. “You nubous bitch whore!”

Wiktor pointed at Anja. “This is what we have had guiding our people the last two decades!” She announced. “Retta and Calyb will be returned to Hadaria and…”

Atropos looked at her. “Retta and Calyb are safe within the arms of their family!” He announced. “Your little kidnapping attempt failed! You only succeeded in getting some sixteen of your men killed!” He snarled at her. “Did you think you could take members of the Royal Family from the Durcunusaan? How will you explain that to their families now?”

“You lie!” Buonau snapped.

“I do not lie Hadarian witch!” Atropos barked at her. “Your men were so ignorant of their goal they shot your own daughter!”

“Duewa!” Buonau gasped. 

“Yes! She was wounded by one of your fine Hadarian Militia idiots because she was defending the children in her charge!” Atropos popped seeing Anja’s eyes turn to look at him. “She almost died except for Colonel Thoti.”

Buonau stepped off the elevated platform towards him. “Where is she?” She snapped. “You will release her immediately!” Buonau made it half way across the open area towards Atropos before the brilliant flash of white light formed in front of her and the holographic image of Martin Leonidas appeared in the center of the room. 

Buonau staggered back as murmurs swept through the chambers and Netnews drones focused on the image of the King of the Union. There were very few Mindvoicers within the Lycavorian Union with the power and ability to activate a Mark II Holographic Neural Booster. Martin Leonidas was such an individual, and he had spent many hours with Helen and Aricia learning ways to smooth the connection to make it unstrained and allow them to hold it much longer. They in turn had passed this knowledge and skill to Androcles, Denali and Lisisa, who along with Dysea were the only other Mindvoicers with sufficient skill and ability within Mindvoice to activate a Mark II NB. 
Martin’s image was exceptionally clear, even over the great distance between Earth and Hadaria, and it was very easy to see that his wolf eyes were bright and his dual fangs were exposed. His yellow/gold wolf eyes moved from Buonau to Wiktor to where Menot stood and finally he turned to where Atropos still held Anja in his grasp.

“Retta and Calyb are fine Red.” Martin spoke softly and everyone present could see the relief wash across Anja’s face along with the adoring love. Martin Leonidas’s voice was filled with longing and it was easily discernible to all present. “They just arrived back at the villa with Nara, Deion and Bryon. My mother and Dasha are with them now. The blackout is still in effect over what the Coven did so when you get to the SPIRIT contact me and we can talk at length. I miss you Red.”

“I miss you too Lover.” Anja spoke. “I miss all of you so much!”

Martin’s image turned away from Anja and focused on Buonau as by now she had moved back to stand alongside Wiktor. “What you have done this day is beyond anything I had ever imagined you capable of. Your hatred of me and Anja must run very deep for you to act in this manner.”

“We no longer wish to be ruled by you!” Wiktor barked out.

“I have never dictated anything to the Hadarian people Chief Minister. In all the years I have been King, not once have I ever demanded anything from you!” Martin spoke.

“You didn’t need to!” Buonau snapped. “You had her doing your work for you!” Buonau pointed at where Anja was moving back to stand next to Sivana.

“That is a lie and both of us know it.” Martin told them his holographic image walking towards them. “Just as this plan of yours to discredit Anja was a lie! Every bit of it!” As he stopped in front of them Buonau and Wiktor backed up instinctively. 

“The Hadarian government has chosen its path!” Wiktor exclaimed. “We are no longer members of the Union! You can not tell us what to do!”

“Did it occur to you Chief Minister to put such a referendum before the people of Hadaria if it was such a concern of yours?” Martin asked maintaining his demeanor.
“We make the decisions for the citizens of Hadaria!” Buonau snarled. “We know what is best for them! We will do what is best for them!”

Martin’s head tilted to the side a little. “You know Elder Buonau… I’ve heard of that type of government before. I’ve had experience with it in my past. It didn’t work then and it won’t work now.”

“You know nothing!” Wiktor exclaimed. “And you can do nothing! The Arch Ministry and Elder Council acted within our constitution! We will guide our people into the future now King Leonidas!”

“You will guide them to ruin.” Martin spoke softly. “But at this moment… after what you have perpetrated… I don’t care!”

“Martin?” Anja barked moving closer to the image of him.

Martin glanced briefly at Anja in the transmission and then turned back to Buonau and Wiktor. “You wish to no longer be part of the Lycavorian Union… so be it. Anja has initiated what we call a Shining Path. It is the complete evacuation of every Union soldier, scientist, doctor and civilian. As we depart your world Chief Minister Wiktor, we will take everything that belongs to us… to include every ship, every building, and every computer. Every scrap of data and information.”
“That material is on Hadaria. It is our property!” Okein exclaimed from his chair now, speaking for the first time as he came to his feet. “Those ships are in Hadarian space! They belong to us!”

Martin looked at him. “If you have the nine hundred trillion Riyal that all of those items cost Elder Okein… I will be happy to leave it.”

“What?” Okein gasped.

“Did you think we were just going to let you take it?” Anja snapped.

“We will stop you!” Buonau shouted.

Martin looked at her. “Do you honestly think your pitiful Elder Guard Militia can stand against soldiers of the Union?” Martin spat angrily. “Sixteen of them are now dead because you attempted to kidnap my children you igord nubous upaee! Sixteen lives that you have thrown away not a single hour into your so called new government! That is an act of war in case that has slipped your deranged minds!”

“The new Hadarian Government is under the protection of the Kavalian…” Menot began to speak as he stepped forward.

Martin turned to look at him. “Shut the fuck up Kavalian!” Martin snarled. “I’m not talking to you!” Martin turned quickly back to Buonau and Wiktor. “Three days Chief Minister. We will be off Hadaria fully in three days and we will take everything that belongs to us and not one thing more. If that is not acceptable to you… then more of your precious Elder Guard Militia will die and everyone will see just how ignorant you both truly are! After that… you can communicate directly with Prime Minister Deia through your ambassador here on Earth in regards to travel corridors and the use of Union Jump Gates!”

“You can not limit…” Wiktor began to speak.
“Woman… you have tried to take my children from me this day!” Martin growled. “You should be lucky that I do travel to Hadaria at this moment and slow cook your carcass over a hot fire!” Martin hissed. “Do not test me woman! At the very least I could bring you before the Galactic Court for your actions. The only thing holding me back is my respect for the Hadarian people and the history we have. Do not think to press your luck for my patience is already on the edge!”

“You will return my daughter to me.” Buonau snapped. “She does not belong among your kind!”

“My kind?” Martin asked looking at her. “Duewa is my kind now thanks to your actions Elder Buonau. Your fool soldiers shot Duewa and if not for Retta and Calyb sustaining her until her husband could reach her she would be dead! As it is, Colonel Thoti had to turn her in order to save her life!”

Buonau’s eyes went wide in horror. “You lie!” She screamed.

“Do I?” Martin asked. “I will arrange for you to speak with your daughter as soon as she is able. She can tell you herself to get fucked!”

“My daughter will want to return home to her people!” Buonau spoke confidently.

“And you don’t care that she was shot by your own troops?” Martin asked.

“There must have been… she must have gotten in the way of…” Buonau looked at Martin. “She was doing her duty!”

Martin nodded. “Yes she was. I see that now.”

“Anja is to remain here to face these charges against her!” Wiktor stated.

Martin shook his head. “I don’t think so.” Martin answered. “I will not leave one of my mates… one of the women I love in hostile territory. Even if any of your ridiculous charges were truly honest, she would never receive a fair trial in front of you and your cronies.”

“You can not remove her!” Buonau snapped.

“I can… and I will.” Martin stated. “She is a Queen of this Union! And unless you can come up with something far more convincing than the hatchet job of charges you have right now… something you can bring before the Galactic Court… she will return to Earth on the SPIRIT OF HADARIA. If she is impeded in any way…” Martin looked at Menot. “By anyone… the Durcunusaan will defend her with every weapon at their disposal. Do I make myself clear?”

“You violate your own laws with your actions King Leonidas!” Wiktor shouted.

Martin smiled. “Your interpretation of them perhaps. Not mine. I have also issued a warrant of arrest for Rinard. And you can pass this message on to him for me since I know you are hiding him. It was Torma that killed his father… my bonded dragon brother. And I let him kill Lucuvan. Now if he chooses to face me as a man for this… he is welcome. He will no longer target my mate. If he is seen within Union space anywhere… he will be arrested and executed on sight. I know he has been working with others… and I know he is involved in a myriad of other nefarious deals. If it is discovered you knew of these other things he was involved with Chief Minister… there will be penalties to pay. And they will not be pleasant.”

“Are you threatening us King Leonidas?” Wiktor demanded smugly. “I will recall all of our Healers throughout the Union Fleet. Where will that leave you then? You will not threaten us!”

“Actually… the Hadarian Healers are members of the Union military Chief Minister.” Martin said. “Therefore they are under Union orders. Those who wish to return home at your call may do so… I will allow that. Those who do not will continue their duties wherever it is they are assigned.”

“You will send them to Hadaria!” Buonau screeched.

Martin shook his head. “I will leave that decision up to them.” He replied. “You should be pleased Chief Minister… everything we have just discussed has gone out over open and live Netnews feeds.” This caused Wiktor and Buonau to realize for the first time that they have allowed the Netnews into the chamber for the hearings.

“Stop recording!” Buonau screamed. “Stop what you are doing! Militia! Confiscate their equipment! Do it now!”

Martin stood in the transmission and shook his head. He turned without speaking and looked at Anja. “Red?”

Anja met his beautiful eyes. “I… I don’t want to leave Martin.” She said softly. “I don’t want to… but I will.”

Martin nodded. “Thank you. I didn’t want to have to order Atropos to force you.” He turned within the transmission once more and looked at Buonau and Wiktor. “I hope you know what your actions have wrought and who you have climbed into bed with to sate your grab and need for power. Now you will reap what you have sowed Chief Minister; now you will reap what you have sowed.”
The transmission ended as abruptly as it had appeared and the Arch Ministry’s chamber was silent except for whirring of the Netnews drones which were being confiscated by Hadarian Elder Militia without resistance. Anja looked at where Buonau and Wiktor stood glaring at her. She met their gaze for a long moment and then held out her hand for Sivana. Her sister took that outstretched hand without hesitation, and Sivana was holding Ceuma’s hand just as tightly. 

Two sisters and a clone that would come to be the third sister began their trek out of the Arch Ministry Chambers. Eurin and countless others fell in behind them silently, while Buonau and Wiktor looked on. Though they did not know it then, none of them would stand in this chamber again for nearly a decade to come. And as the former Queen and Princess of Hadaria, so beloved by so many of their people exited out of the Arch Ministry chamber, thousands across the face of Hadaria began the race against time to get off the planet of their birth before darkness fell upon them all.
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She walked slowly and confidently between the thirty-seven desks, her rich dark eyes keenly watching as the students were deeply involved with the test they were taking. She stood a mere five foot six and a hundred and twenty-one pounds, but it was a lean, muscular figure that was encased in the matt black conforming jumpsuit. Her breasts were high and firm, straining against the body armor like clothing. Her black hair was silky and very long, falling well past her shoulders to the middle of her back just above the incredibly shaped and firm ass. She had relatively long legs for her medium height; taut legs that many a pureblood wished to have locked around their hips while they pummeled her sweet body into the bed. She was easily the most desired female in their small group, yet in all the nine hundred years she had been among them, none of the soldiers or scholars had ever come close to bedding her. In fact, many believed she had never taken a man into her bed in all her two thousand twenty seven years of life. She could tease and talk as if she was very experienced, but no man or woman had ever gotten close enough to her to experience the pleasures of her flesh. 

In many ways she was the ultimate enigma. 
Many in their group knew who her father was, but only two out of the three thousand men, women and children in their organization knew who her mother was. It was definitely her father where she got her looks, for she looked nothing like her mother with the exception of the flawless skin and blue/black hair. He was still alive, for she always talked of him in the present tense and she loved him without question. She had joined them over nine hundred years ago at his behest and quickly established herself as perhaps one of the more deadly of their covert soldiers. Her ability to use the shadows, combined with her unique Mindvoice abilities enabled her to strike from the shadows before the target ever knew what hit them. There were many small blades secreted on her person, and she was lethal with all of them. The High Coven P11 Kinetic Magnum was strapped to her shapely right thigh, the long bladed dual knives that were her trademark secured in scabbards at the small of her back where she could draw them instantly with both hands if necessary. She was friendly yet distant; many times you could find her several hundred meters up in the mountain city built into the side of the fourteen thousand meter high mountain, staring into the night sky on Ferranaus as if speaking with the stars and the three moons.
Even given her extraordinary combat skills, she was also superbly well schooled and it was she who often could be found teaching the children of their organization. She could speak over nineteen alien languages, including the Lycavorian ancient tongue which was no small feat. She hated having to take blood, and was one of the very few vampires under the age of ten thousand years that had the will and determination to be able to control their blood lust for nearly four months before succumbing and having to ingest blood to replenish their bodies. She had not taken real blood in over two decades, preferring the fruit juice type cloned blood designed and marketed by the Hadarian Queen of the Union. It was easy enough to come by in The Wilds and considering they were on the border of one of the roughest areas of The Wilds, no one ever questioned when they purchased more. There were thousands of vampires who had deserted the High Coven early in the war with the Kavalians when they saw what was aligned against them and chose to make careers for themselves and smugglers and mercenaries.

She ignored the sounds of the booted feet when they stopped just inside the door to her classroom for several moments as she allowed her eyes to sweep over her students once more. As she turned at the back of the room, her dark eyes found the two men standing just inside the classroom and she hid the racing of her heart at the sight on the older man. He was tall and much older than the other, gray hair dotting his thick dark locks. The second was a much younger vampire of pureblood who was this man’s most trusted aide, and one who had been seeking to take her as his wife for more years than she remembered. He was a very competent soldier and aide to the older man, but she had no desire for him as a husband. He did not move her in the way she wanted a man to move her. He was an exceptionally handsome man yes, but he sorely lacked the one thing that was needed to stir her passion and her blood. He was not comfortable or confident with himself and therefore could not stir her ardor for adventurism and exploration. The older man motioned imperceptibly with his head and she nodded as she began walking back towards them through another row. The two men exited the room and would wait for her in the corridor. 
She maintained her decorum even though she wanted to run to the older man for she hadn’t seen him in over three years now. It was safer for both of them this way, considering the position he still held within the High Coven military. She glanced back once more at her students before stepping into the long corridor where two others waited with the men she had seen. She ignored the man and women and stepped right up to the taller older man.

“Ilharn.” She spoke in the ancient language softly as she folded herself into his strong embrace.

Cirith felt warmth flood through her as his arms pulled her tight and he kissed the top of her head while hugging her.

“Cirith ussta Dalharil.” He spoke.

Cirith relished in the feel of his arms around her and placed her palms flat on his broad chest before pulling her head away and looking up into his dark eyes. “Why are you here father?” She asked softly. “I did not expect you for another seven months at least.”

Valin Esavorna smiled as he nodded his head. “I know… but something… something has come up that has changed things greatly.”

Cirith looked at him for a moment then turned to the younger man. He stared at her stoically before she looked at her father once more. “Are you going to tell me, or do I need to guess.” She asked playfully.

Valin reached up and took her flawless face in his large hands. “Your mother is dead.” He stated flatly.

Cirith stared at him for a long moment unmoving and unblinking. Valin didn’t know what to expect as he looked at her and finally she blinked. “Do you expect me to mourn her passing father?” She asked plainly.

Valin let out a small chuckle and shook his head. “No.” He answered. “But I expect you to now think of what will happen because she has died.”

Cirith shook her head. “I don’t understand. What do you mean?”

“Your existence will become known.” Valin told her.

“How?”

“Her security files and everything in them will pass to your sister.” The younger man spoke quickly.

Cirith looked at him. “I asked my father Micardo, not you.” She stated flatly.

“He is right Cirith my child.” Valin spoke. “When those files pass to your sister, she will order your death. She will not allow you to live for she will consider you a threat.”

“Why?” Cirith exclaimed. “I have done nothing wrong.”

“You have been working for the Venorik Elghinn Cirith.” Valin spoke. “A small group of the Venorik Elghinn that is not supposed to exist. Once those security files are seen by your sister she will seek to destroy you and me. Your mother did not because she knew of what information I held against her. She could not move against me and you because of that information. And those we eliminated helped her in many ways.”

“She never knew how large our group is father!” Cirith stated. “Only The General knew that. It is why he let our group assist him through the years.”

Valin nodded. “That is true yes. But your sister will not care.” He stated. “We are leaving now… and the others are following within several days. I have a BLOODLETTER MARK IV-Class Cruiser waiting for us in orbit. It is a Venorik Elghinn ship. They will not be happy I have taken it… but it will get us where we need to go.”

“Where are we going?” Cirith asked. “Where can we go?”

“There is only one place that will be safe now.” Micardo spoke. 

“Micardo is right.” Valin said. “We will make for the closest planet that has Union forces assigned to it. Not to mention it has the man we have been looking for, unsuccessfully I might add, for some time.”

Cirith’s eyes grew wide. “Cha'talla?” She gasped. “You found him?”

Valin shook his head. “We didn’t find him. Normya Leonidas found him. And if reports are accurate she has married his son with Esther Suira.”

“Father you jest!” Cirith exclaimed.

Valin shook his head. “Not in the least.” He replied. “I can tell you more on the way. We will have to cross quite a large expanse of The Wilds and it appears as if events are cascading out of control even for the Lycavorian King. It is the only place I believe we will be safe.”

Cirith nodded. “I agree.” She stated.

“Then you must say your goodbyes to your friends here and we must go.” Valin said.

Cirith gripped his arms tightly and met his eyes. “Who killed her father?” She asked. “Who killed my mother?”

“She was foolish to do what she attempted.” Valin said. “She thought she could go into the heart of the dragon’s den and take what the Lycavorians treasure and protect most of all. If the reports are accurate… and there is no reason to doubt them… the Lycavorian First Oracle and her dragon killed her. Aikiro always did think of herself as indestructible. Apparently that is no longer the case.”
Cirith was silent for a long moment before nodding her head. “Then I hope I meet this woman one day.” She said softly. “I would very much like to thank her for what she has done.”

“Come.” Valin spoke taking her arm. “Our shuttle is waiting.”

