CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

SPARTAN 11

ANDRO’S STRIKER DT

TWENTY-TWO HOURS FROM IRARUZU


Sadi came out of the cockpit of SPARTAN 11 after leaving Carisia checking the systems and playing with the sensors. She slid easily down the short flight of stairs and saw Ne’Veha standing beside the small counter that served as the food preparation area. She had learned from Arrarn that the STRIKER DTs the Leonidas family used were all custom made. Each of them was very different on the inside depending on the dragon and rider that would spend the most time within the ship. This was the case for most of Mjolnir’s Hand as well, and Androcles’s STRIKER DT was a single meter wider just behind the cockpit in order to accommodate the extensive food dispenser system that he had had installed. Andro Leonidas was an exceptional cook to the delight of his mother and grandmothers and it was not uncommon at all for him to be able to make a delicious meal out of simple military combat rations. Androcles Leonidas was also completely addicted to his mother’s unique blend of coffee and kept a large complement on his STRIKER as well as the SCIMITAR. When they had first become mated Sadi had added some items to the inside of SPARTAN 11 at Andro’s behest to make it seem more restful and like home for her, but Elynth had excellent taste she realized and she had made sure Andro didn’t leave it barren. Sadi didn’t change a whole lot, adding only small holoimage portraits. Two of them were of their ceremony with Andro in the armor of his grandfather and looking delicious as far as she was concerned. He complained he looked stiff and Sadi only laughed at him. She had since added holoimages of Carisia and Ne'Veha and all of them together and there were four empty holoimages that would be used later. Sadi had also come to realize that while no one had actually made the decision, the piloting of Andro’s STRIKER had fallen to her, just as her status as Anome to Andro elevated her within the Leonidas family, even more than the title of Crown Princess. She now knew it was why Arrarn had grilled her so intensely during the weeks and months they had trained the High Coven pilots.

At the moment, Ne'Veha was leaning against the counter and holding a mug of tea in her hands while she stared into the back of the STRIKER at where Androcles was sitting on one of the three large couches, seemingly deeply involved in the data pad he was reading. Sadi didn’t hesitate and came up behind her silently, leaning forward to brush her lips ever so gently across the back ridge of Ne'Veha’s four-inch high elven ear. She felt Ne'Veha shudder slightly and lean back into the caress, a soft sigh escaping her lips. Sadi Leonidas basked in the knowledge of what she had right now and what she knew she would have in the future. Coming back into Andro's life after so long had brought everything together for her. All the horrors of her life, her step mother forcing her to do so many terrible things when she was younger and forced to work with the Arryadyveluat. That woman was now serving a life sentence on a prison planet with her sons for their actions as traitors to the Union. Sadi had fought her feelings for so long, even though deep down she knew she had belonged to Andro since that very first time she had seen him and he was only eight months old. Her love for him had opened her to so much more, and foremost among that was her ability to love Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu’ria almost as intensely as she did Andro. She was a female Alpha wolf, and while she had shared a torrid night with Teeria long ago, it was not until she had come back into Andro’s life that she realized there would be other women that were meant to share hers and Andro’s life in every way. Sadi and the others loved each other as deeply as they did Andro and there was no competition between them for Andro’s affection for they knew Sadi held the title of Anome and was first in Andro’s heart. As with the Queens of the Lycavorian Union, this was not something that bothered them in the least for Andro loved them more deeply and with such passion that no man could match it. 
Sadi had never actively slept with other women until she realized the pleasures she could have with Carisia and Ne'Veha. Now… she didn’t know if she could live without them. She and Andro were the center of it all Sadi knew, but there were others and next to Andro’s lavender and pines scent, Ne'Veha’s sweet amaretto elven scent was the one she would never deny.   


“What are you doing SirsanGai?” Sadi asked softly. 


Ne'Veha half turned her head with an adoring smile and motioned with one hand. “I’m just watching him.” She said softly. “Watching and wondering how all of this has come to be. All of us. I never once imagined I would find love in such a way Sadi. And certainly not with the Crown Prince of the Union.” Ne'Veha turned and looked at her. “Or you and Carisia. And Lu'ria in the future.”


Sadi smiled gently. “It wasn’t exactly something I had thought about until Andro came back into my life either.” She said softly. “I don’t know what it is SirsanGai. I did not believe as deeply in faith and destiny until after those nights on the Island twenty-five years ago. After that it was like my eyes were opened and slowly through the years they have opened more and more. Now I truly believe that everything happens because it is destiny’s way of guiding us. I met Andro for a reason when he was only eight months old. I needed to see his gorgeous eyes, to smell his scent back then so that I would know who would fill my future. Yet he had a path to follow until we came back together, and fate’s way of making sure I never committed to anyone else was to burn his scent into my brain. In all those years, there were many times when I could almost smell him in the air, and he would not even be on the same planet We became Anomes for a reason. We did not discover you and Carisia and Lu'ria until we came back together for a reason. We were older… stronger… more mature… more knowledgeable. I have not told… I have not told Andro but I…”


Ne'Veha looked at her. “What?”


“He so hates being compared to his father.” Sadi said with a smile. “I don’t know how to tell him that I feel like there will be one more who will join us and complete us and share our lives together.” She met Ne'Veha’s dark orbs. “You know the star on my… on my tattoo?”


Ne'Veha grinned and stepped closer to her. “Intimately.” She answered with a seductive lilt to her voice. “I have committed every line to memory.”

Sadi grinned back at her. “A five pointed star has always had significant meaning to me, almost mystical in nature really. It stems from something my mother left for me. It was a five pointed broach that my father said had been passed down through her family. It was the only thing she had left from her family when she met my father. There are five points of our star SirsanGai with Andro in the center. We are still missing a single point. Just like his father and mothers, there will be one more that will be with us.” She said softly. 


“So you think there is one more that will be with us after Lu'ria then?” Ne'Veha asked softly her voice sounding almost agreeable.


Sadi cocked her head slightly at her tone. “You… you believe it… you sense it as well don’t you?”


Ne'Veha nodded slowly. “Carisia and I have felt it. It is what we were talking about when Andro was entertaining you in the shower the other evening.” She said with a knowing smile for they had heard the cries of pleasure Sadi was filling their room with. “The closer we get to Lu'ria, the stronger our Mindvoice connection and bond becomes, but it still lacks something. We decided that it could only mean that there is still someone who has not come into our lives yet. We did not feel it was appropriate to bring up just yet even though we knew both of you must have felt it as well.”



Sadi nodded slowly. “Andro… he tries so hard to be different from his father and I don’t want to tell him how close he actually is, at least in some respects.”

 
“I only… I have never met his father… but I have seen him on the Netnews.” Ne'Veha said. “Andro… he seems darker in certain ways.”

Sadi nodded. “There is a piece of his mind that he keeps locked away even from me. I think Elynth is the only one who knows what resides there, and I think it has to do with all of us. At least in part. He’s embarrassed to admit that he feels what we feel. His Lycavorian and Spartan sense of honor.”


“Then the part of Carisia and I that feels empty… even now… you feel it also? He feels it but will not speak of it?” Ne'Veha asked her.


Sadi nodded. “Yes.” She answered.


Ne'Veha nodded. “I think all of us should speak of it.” She said. “You and I… perhaps Lu'ria when we find her… we are not ashamed to speak of it. Carisia may feel somewhat reserved due to her upbringing but even she feels it and will talk of it. We must never keep what we feel from each other my love.”


Sadi nodded motioning with her head to where Andro sat. “I know he feels it… but he will never say anything. He feels… he feels like he is betraying us if he does. We will have to work on him. I do know he finds it somewhat overwhelming that we… all of us… that we could desire him and only him and that like his mothers we are not jealous of each other. That is something he doesn’t understand.”


Ne'Veha turned back to look at him on the couch as well. “What I feel now… for him… for you and Carisia and Lu'ria… it will only grow stronger I know. Even as quickly as things have come together, it feels so natural and meant to be. I can feel the changes inside me Sadi. I can feel the changes growing stronger every day.” Ne'Veha spoke softly. “My senses are more acute, I’m stronger, faster…”


Sadi nodded. “That is because of what you share physically with Andro. His DNA… his blood is bonding with yours. The changes are subtle but they do happen.”


“Will they continue to change me?” Ne'Veha asked turning back to look at her.


Sadi shook her head. “Perhaps a little more, but nothing like if Andro actually turned you no.”


“Will… will he… will he ask me for that?” Ne'Veha asked softly.


“That is not my decision SirsanGai.” Sadi answered. “We love you for who you are right now. Turning you will not change whom you are inside, only what you are capable of. Andro lives by the same rule as his father, and it is a rule that many of the Lycavorian people have adopted since his father’s return. Never without their consent and only in times of life or death.”


“But… but what if I choose this?” Ne'Veha asked.


Sadi shrugged. “Then it is different.” She answered with a grin. “But it is not something we need to worry about right now.” 


“My mind has… I was never a very good Mindvoicer Sadi.” Ne'Veha said. “Until… until I began to share in your dreams.”


“We did not do that on purpose SirsanGai.” Sadi spoke with an embarrassed look. 


Ne'Veha chuckled. “I know… but it was glorious nonetheless. Even more so now that I have experienced it for real. Now… it is like our minds are one Sadi. We can sense each other’s thoughts and emotions to a large degree. It is illuminating what we share and I can not think of ever being without it.” She said with a shy seductive smile. “I… I have spoken with my mother Sadi.” She said after a moment.


Sadi looked up and met her eyes. “How did she take the news?”


“Surprisingly… incredibly well.” Ne'Veha answered. “I think much of her distaste for others comes from my father. When she saw me… heard my words… discovered what he did with his own mother, she was very upset. She… she wanted to know if she could meet Andro. Talk with him.”


Sadi smiled. “You know how Andro views family Ne'Veha. You can see it within the corridors of his mind. He will never refuse your mother.”


Ne'Veha nodded her head. “I know.” She said. She sipped her tea and looked at this stunning blond female wolf. She felt warmth sweep through her inside as she remembered the way Sadi had made her feel. Sadi had explored every crevice of her lithe elven body and done so with great gusto, driving Ne'Veha to heights of passion that were only surpassed when she was in Andro's arms. Ne'Veha looked into her jungle green eyes. “Do you remember your mother Sadi?”


Sadi shook her head slowly. “She died when I was very young. I can remember vaguely what she looked like, but we have plenty of images of her, and I know she was very beautiful.”


Ne'Veha grinned. “It seems you got her genes in that regard. Deliciously so.”


Sadi smiled at her. “My father truly loved her.” She said. “I don’t think he will ever take another mate now. He… he is gun-shy so to speak after what my stepmother did… and part of him has always loved my mother. Even though she told him to find another woman before she died I don’t believe he ever will. Not now.”


“What about other family members?” Ne'Veha asked.


Sadi nodded. “My grandparents on my father’s side lived on Apo Prime for a time before they passed from this life… my mother never had grandparents. At least not that my father and I ever knew about.”


“Did they die?” Ne'Veha asked.


Sadi nodded. “I believe so. He never met them and she did not speak of them very often. I know they escaped from a High Coven prison camp when my mother was very small. I believe they died shortly after. Relatives raised my mother here on Apo Prime when she finally arrived here. It was shortly after Apo Prime was named as our new homeworld and things were still very confusing. I never really delved too deeply into her history, especially after she died. It was too… it was too painful even when I was older.”


“Forgive me my love.” Ne'Veha said quickly.


Sadi took her hand and squeezed it. “It is alright.” She said. “My father remembers the happy times and that is what he shares with me and my brothers. We…”


“Sadi… you, Andro and Ne'Veha should probably come up here.” Carisia’s voice carried over the intercom.


Sadi looked at Ne'Veha and they both turned and headed back up the small flight of stairs into the expanse of the very advanced and large STRIKER cockpit.

“On our way Enylarcopri.” Sadi said. 

[You will have to tell us what it is you feel about this fifth and final point of our star Sadi.] Ne'Veha told her as they moved forward. [I know I feel it as well… and Carisia as well.].
[I will… don’t worry.] Sadi answered. [When it is just us.]
 The pilot and co-pilot would sit next to each other surrounded by multiple monitors and consoles. A small engineering station behind the pilot could be used for the optional Union engineer when they traveled on the ships. Carisia didn’t pause and rose from the co-pilot’s seat as Sadi settled into the pilot’s huge chair. Carisia was an adequate pilot, but nowhere in the same league as Sadi or Ne'Veha and she moved to the engineer’s station as Ne'Veha settled into the co-pilot’s seat. The two pilot’s seats whirred as they conformed to the two females that now occupied them, all of their bio-signatures having been automatically programmed into the ship’s computer. 

“Carisia… what did you discover?” Sadi asked as she scanned the instruments all around her.


“Look at the long range sensors Sadi.” Carisia spoke as Andro entered the cockpit now. “Bearing one four seven.”


Sadi touched her console and brought up the long range sensors on the monitor between the seats just as Andro was kneeling between her and Ne'Veha’s seats. Sadi’s eyes grew wide when the sensor screen came alive with contacts. Lots of contacts. The STRIKERs throughout the entire fleet, including the STRIKER ATs, had some of the finest sensor arrays in use for their class ship and they had unbelievable range, something that was kept very quiet even within the small family of STRIKER pilots.

“Whoa!” Sadi exclaimed as her fingers danced across the console.


“What are they?” Andro asked as Carisia moved up behind him.


Ne'Veha was working her console with practiced ease. While she had never flown a STRIKER before, it had almost the exact sensor package of her beloved DEVASTATOR-Class Heavy Fighter Bomber and she fit into the role easily now.


“Kavalian.” Ne'Veha answered her dark eyes studying the sensor display. “Looks like an entire Fleet Group plus some. I’m picking up over a hundred and twenty warships. Frontline ships by the look of them.”


“Out here?” Andro asked with some surprise in his voice.


“We are in The Wilds my love.” Sadi told him turning in her chair. “We may adhere to the unwritten rule of no warships in The Wilds… but the Kavalians obviously do not.”


“Course?” Andro asked.


“Heading 67412 point three.” Ne'Veha answered. “Twenty-two light years away and moving on a pseudo reciprocal heading. They are moving oddly… staggered and spread out. As if they do not want to draw attention to themselves.”


“They can’t see us right?” Andro asked.


Sadi shook her head. “They have nothing that can penetrate our Shrouds.” She answered. “At least that we know of.” 


“Sadi… focus and align the port array and direct it at Iraruzu.” Carisia said. “It’s what I was doing when I detected them. I thought I saw something there in orbit before they showed up.”


Sadi adjusted her controls once more. “SirsanGai… feed another sixteen percent power to the port array.” She spoke.


Ne'Veha nodded and her fingers slid along the console. “Done.”


All of them watched as the greenish red planet came into view on the holomonitor. Andro leaned forward. “This is Iraruzu?” He asked.


Sadi nodded slowly. “One of the many havens for the scum of the universe.” She replied as she recalled the intelligence reports they had on this world. “It has a number of medium sized settlements, and a good sized spaceport, but the only types that go here are those who don’t want to be found or those who don’t mind breaking the law.”


Carisia nodded. “Mercenaries. Slavers. Bounty Hunters. You name your poison and they are on this planet.”


“It is also a hub for intelligence gathering.” Ne'Veha spoke. “Having the Drow set up a settlement here was ingenious.” Andro looked up into her dark brown orbs and grinned widely. Ne'Veha blushed even under her dark tan and turned away quickly. “Swimming in your mind and thoughts while you sleep is…” She spoke in a whisper.


“It’s divine.” Carisia finished her statement pushing up against Andro from behind.


Andro leaned over to the side and nuzzled Ne'Veha’s elven ear and all of them saw her body shiver in delight. “You’re right SirsanGai.” He said finally. “They’re moving away from Iraruzu though?”


Sadi nodded. “Yes. There’s no way they could catch us even if…”


“There!” Carisia hissed as she pointed at the monitor. “I knew I saw something.”


All of their eyes were drawn to the monitor now as the long range array detected and focused on the ship in orbit above Iraruzu. It was a medium sized ship, perhaps a light cruiser in size from the somewhat fuzzy picture. Andro’s eyes narrowed considerably. “KertaGai… can you tell me what type of ship that is?” He asked.


“It’s definitely Kavalian.” Sadi said adjusting her sensors. “Got it! One PURUSIAN-Class Heavy Frigate. She’s maintaining a low ecliptic orbit.”


Andro shifted on his knees, his hand going between Carisia’s thighs to steady himself as he dropped to both knees. “Why is a Kavalian heavy frigate in a low orbit around an essentially pirate planet?” He asked the question to no one in particular.


“They apparently do not care who they associate with it seems.” Ne'Veha spoke.


“Maybe.” Andro said softly his mind tossing about different ideas. “Sadi… initiate a secure transmission. Spartan Three Five. Krypteria Headquarters.”


Sadi reached across her controls. “Why the Krypteria Andro?” She asked as she worked.


“Something is not right.” Andro said. He held up the data pad. “I’ve been catching up on intelligence reports since we left. There has been an unusual amount of military activity by the Kavalians in The Wilds over the past four months.”


“Who is Spartan Three Five?” Carisia asked.


“Armetus.” Andro answered. 


Sadi’s head turned at the soft beeping. “Return verification says Spartan Three Five is off the grid.” She spoke. “Spartan Three Six is available.”


Martin nodded. “Do it. Sync it up.”


The small holo disc on the center console came to life with the image of the dark haired young woman sitting at a desk. Carisia knew immediately she was a pureblood vampire. The woman looked up as the holo disc on her desktop activated on her end and she was staring at the images of Andro and his three mates in the image on her end.


“Andro?” Marci spoke surprised.


“Marci… where is Armetus?” Andro asked immediately.


“Andro where are you?” Marci asked. “The last anyone heard you and your Strike Wing had jumped out of the system.”


“That is not important Marci.” Andro told her. “Armetus?”


Marci shook her head. “A lot has happened since you left Andro.” She answered quickly. “The Krypteria is stretched further than we have ever been. Armetus is leading the investigation into the events on Hadaria himself and…”


Andro’s eyes narrowed. “What events on Hadaria?” He demanded.


“You… you don’t know Andro?” Marci gasped. She sat back in her chair. “Of course you wouldn’t know… there is a level six blackout and you are operating under radio silence yourself.” She leaned forward again. “The Hadarian Arch Ministry and The Elder Council have removed your mother as Queen. They have declared themselves independent of the Lycavorian Union. They even sent three squads of their Elder Militia here to Earth and then they tried to kidnap your brother and sister!”


“What?” Andro gasped in shock.


Marci nodded but held up her hand. “Colonel Thoti and your mother stopped them… and none of the Hadarians survived. Chief Minister Wiktor and Elder Buonau wanted to hold your mother for murder and a bunch of other trumped up charges. Your father used a Mark II NB to appear in the chamber and tell them that would not be a good idea. Anja has initiated a Shining Path and it’s already nearly twenty hours in.”


“The Hadarians are founding members of the Union!” Andro declared. “Have they lost their minds? They can’t leave the Union!”


Marci nodded. “It appears so. They’ve announced a new government has been formed. It is pretty much a religious dictatorship. And they have announced that the KFI has stepped in to provide them full backing and recognition as well as support.”


“The Kavalians?” Andro snarled as another alarm bell in his head began ringing oh so loudly.


Marci nodded quickly. “That came as quite a shock to all of us and Deia ordered Armetus to discover how that escaped our notice. They have at least a full squad of troops on Hadaria along with a senior military officer who apparently is the liaison from the KFI. We are trying to discover just how they got into the Union to begin with. This whole thing stinks to the heavens as Armetus spoke and it has obviously been going on for quite some time. They set your mother up Andro. They set her up and stabbed her in the back sure as sibfla.”


“What… what did my father do?” Andro asked.


“He told Wiktor and Buonau if they wanted their independence they could have it. He told them in three days not a single Union Spartan or ship will be on Hadaria. They actually thought they were going to impound all of our equipment and ships can you believe that?” Marci answered shaking her head. “He was pissed off big time. He told them if they attempted to hold Anja he would kick them into the next universe!”


Andro couldn’t suppress his grin. That definitely sounded like something his father would say. He shook his head and looked at Marci. “Marci… without telling you exactly where we are… we are picking up an unusual amount of Kavalian activity in The Wilds close to the Bontawillian border. Have you gotten any reports recently from our Drow outposts in the area?”


Marci shook her head. “No. Nothing out of the ordinary that I’m aware of.”


“There is a Drow outpost on Iraruzu correct?” Andro asked. “Have they reported the Kavalian Frigate that is now in low orbit around that planet?”


Marci looked at him in the transmission. “Iraruzu?” She asked. “No. Hold on a minute.” She turned and pulled a data pad from the side of her desk, reading as a strange expression formed on her face. “Andro… that is where Walter went. He took Senator Daba and several Dragoons with him.”


Andro looked at Sadi quickly as more alarm bells began to go off in his head and they were almost painful. “Marci… we received a transmission on the SCIMITAR from Walter on the old AFC channel. The message stated his ship was down and destroyed but that they were alive.”


“Destroyed?” Marci gasped. “Destroyed by what? Why didn’t we get this? What…”


“They obviously did not have access to a long range transmitter, or something else is preventing them from contacting anyone. The AFC channels are very old emergency channels as you know. The only reason we received it is because it was directed solely at the SCIMITAR and Sa’sur and I have sharp people working on her.” Andro said. “The message states he is on Iraruzu Marci. That his ship is destroyed. And now we discover there is a Kavalian warship in low orbit above that planet! We are still too far to get detailed scans of the planet itself but we can detect the ship in orbit.”


“I’m also picking up Deutrino particles.” Ne'Veha spoke now. “The moon of Iraruzu mines Deutrino, but there should not be particles of it filling the space around Iraruzu. That is what is blocking long range transmissions. And they appear to be focused somehow. I can’t tell because we are still too far away but it definitely is not normal to the area.”


Marci listened to her finish and then turned and pulled up something on her desk monitor. “They met their report time and nothing was out of the ordinary. All of the Drow outposts have reported the same thing. Business as usual. The last one reported in twelve hours ago.” She explained.


“When is the next scheduled report time?” Sadi asked now as she could feel Andro’s apprehension and anxiousness. All of them could.

“Not for another two days.” Marci replied. “At least for Iraruzu.”


“Nubou!” Andro snapped loudly as a light bulb went off and it all came together in his mind. “Marci… contact them all now! Do it now! Get status reports and updates from them and tell all of them to go to high alert!”


“Andro what…”


“Don’t you see?” Andro exclaimed. “Their embassy on Earth! The farce with Lisisa! They have been setting themselves up! The events on Hadaria! The clone of my mother! This attack on Iraruzu! They are moving against the Union and they are doing so from the shadows to take us by surprise!”


“Andro there is no evidence to suggest they are targeting our outposts in The Wilds. All of them have…” Marci began.


“Damn it Marci!” Andro almost yelled. “As Crown Prince I am giving you a direct order to contact all of our Drow outposts immediately. Drop what you are doing and make contact with them yourself! Report back to me and me alone! And make sure no one knows what you are doing! If I am wrong then fine… and I hope I am wrong!”


Marci sat there and stared at the screen. In all her years and experience in the Krypteria and dealing with Androcles Leonidas she had never once seen him conduct himself or use the power of his title to accomplish anything. If he was doing so now… it meant something was very bad. Marci nodded. “I’ll take care of it right now Andro.” She stated evenly. “Where are you Andro?”


Andro looked at her image on the screen. There was no point in trying to hide where he was from her… not now. “We are…” He looked at Sadi.


Sadi turned back to her controls and adjusted something on her console. “I can stretch our NAVCOM to max Andro… it will get us within six hours with a full power Hyper Fusion Jump but it will burn out our LSD Fusion Coils in the process.” She stated confidently turning back to him.


“We can replace LSD Coils KertaGai.” Andro said softly. “We can not replace Walter or Lu’ria.”


“Ne’Veha… plot the jump!” Sadi spoke. 


“Marci… we will be six hours from Iraruzu in minutes.” Andro told her turning back to the monitor. “You have six hours to contact all of them and get in touch with me before we arrive! Use my Spartan Secure Channel. I need to know if we are walking into a trap!”


Marci nodded. “I’ll be back to you in three!” She stated. “Andro… permission to put the… permission to raise Alert Level of the Fleet?”


Andro shook his head. “No. Not yet.” He answered immediately. “We need to know what is happening first! Can you get word to my father?”


“I can try.” Marci answered. “He hasn’t answered his COM in nearly four days. He’s in Sparta and he obviously used the Mark II but no one has seen him in several days. The Level Six Blackout also disables the COMs for your mothers if they are in a secure location which they are.”


Andro didn’t hesitate. “Contact my Uncle Danny.” He ordered. “His COM is one of four that is always active, no matter the Blackout! Have him get in touch with my father once you find out what you can.”


Marci nodded. “I’m on it Andro.” She stated. “Good luck.”


Andro looked at Sadi as the holoimage of Marci faded. “Take us to Iraruzu KertaGai.” He spoke. “With all possible haste! Lu'ria is in trouble… I can feel it.”


“Andro what if…?” Carisia asked gently.


Andro rose to his feet now and looked down into her Maya blue eyes. “We would know Enylarcopri.” He said softly. He leaned over and kissed her tenderly, taking her face in his large hands. “We must prepare Anthar and Elynth.”

SPARTA

OFFICE OF THE PRIME MINISTER


For'mya practically cooed out her enchantment as Martin’s arms engulfed both her and Aricia in a powerful embrace of love. He leaned over and firmly nuzzled her elegant elven ears and Aricia’s neck and cheek until their legs were weak and both of them were barely able to stand upright. For'mya knew this was his apology for what had happened, and what had been happening for the last few months and no one had really taken notice. It was not his fault after all she knew, he had no idea that the darkness had infected him and there was nothing he could have done about it. His simple powerful embrace and gentle caress now, feeling him resonate so brilliantly within Mindvoice as he always did and sensing the shame he felt over his actions made For'mya silently chastise herself for ever doubting his love for her… for all of them. She drew deeply of his minty scent, letting it filter throughout her entire being and seeing Aricia close her eyes in bliss as she did the same thing. Twenty-five years together and all it took was the smell of him nearby and that elicited some of the most divine sensations For'mya and the others had ever felt. 


For'mya looked up into his eyes as he drew their heads away from his chest and looked at them. His dark eyes were filled with shame and hurt at what he had done, but For'mya and Aricia both knew it was not their Martin Leonidas who had done these things and they held only love for him in their hearts.


“I… I am so sorry.” Martin spoke softly. “I…”


Aricia reached up with a slim finger and placed it to his lips silencing his words. For'mya pressed tighter to him and shook her head as her arm went around Aricia’s waist. “That was not you Martin Leonidas.” For'mya said softly. “We know that.”


“I… I should have been stronger.” Martin said. “I should have…”


“Beloved… you are not impervious to everything bad that inhabits this universe.” Aricia told him. 


Martin looked into her azure eyes. “Our… our son!” He gasped. 


Aricia shook her head once more. “Our son is stronger than even we know.” Aricia told him. “He knows what happened Martin… for it was he who saw it first.”


“He still won’t answer his COM.” Martin said.


“Give him time Martin.” For'mya spoke. “He has discovered much about himself these last weeks as well I think. You will see… things will be fine.”


“Beloved… why have you been at Thermopylae these last days?” Aricia asked him. “What have you been doing? Helen said you were… she said you were learning but she would not tell us anymore than that.”

Martin nodded. “I have been learning.” He answered. “Learning many things. And I have much more to learn when the time comes.” He leaned over and laid a blistering kiss of love on For'mya, pulling her tightly against his powerful body. Her supple elven frame molded to his rock hard body like clay and she whimpered in delight, responding as she always responded to his kisses, with equal fervor as she allowed his tongue to claim and dominate her own. When he pulled away after a long moment Martin repeated the event with Aricia. He pulled her firm body tightly as For'mya’s flushed face looked on, her arm still around Aricia’s waist, until finally he pulled away from her leaving Aricia equally out of breath and worked up. “Have we heard from Anja?” He asked.

“Not yet.” For'mya answered as she got her raging hormones under control. She may have been still a week away from fully entering Phase, but with the kisses he had just given her and Aricia, For'mya had no doubts that one of them would be pregnant after this Phase passed and she so wanted to give him a daughter. “Your transmission shocked everyone. Including us. We didn’t think you were aware of what was going on.”

Martin nodded slowly. “My father’s tomb is an excellent dampening field for those of us who can Mindvoice. However… it does not affect Wayonn or the Pralors in a similar fashion. He told me.”

“Pralors?” Aricia gasped her eyes wide.

“Martin… you… you have been with a Pralor?” For'mya matched Aricia’s surprise. “How… how is that possible?”

Martin nodded. “The last of his kind apparently.” He replied. “I will tell you everything when we have time. You will… you will be amazed at what he has shown me. Told me. You will… you will also be frightened, for not everything he told me was pleasant. He…”

Martin’s words died as Deia’s entrance into the office stopped him from continuing. All of them turned as she walked in, her face angry. Martin knew his Aunt was a passionate woman when it came to the Union. She had sworn to continue what her sister and his grandfather had begun and since Martin’s return it seemed that there were far more people who wanted to take what they had away from them. Deia was a career politician, but her great nephew’s return to lead their people had made her so very happy and she and him thought alike far more often than most people realized. Martin was her link, her connection to her lost sister and the man who Eliani had so loved. Resumar had made her a powerful voice within Lycavorian culture, and that voice was one the Coven had taken away from her for a time. It was a voice that she had regained by the actions of Martin’s father, and continued to have even to this day. She marched right up to Martin and met his eyes while taking his hands in hers. 

“You are fully yourself again Mandri?” She asked calmly.

Martin nodded. “I am Tenna.” He answered.

Deia nodded and reached up on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “A fine display with the Mark II. It sent them for a loop and gave us the time we need to discover what is going on and how this happen.” She told him as she moved to her desk and turned back to face him. “I’ve always known Wiktor was a shrewd upaee, this only proves it.”

“We can do nothing Deia?” Aricia asked.

Deia shrugged her slim shoulders. “What could we do?” She asked. “The Hadarians are founding members of the Union. They were one of the first races Resumar approached during our years as slaves. Wiktor would know the Union Constitution just as well as I. She may not have had a hand in writing it, but rest assured to pull this off she had to have studied it very extensively. There is nothing in the Union Charter that says they can not leave whenever they wish.”

“How many others are going to follow them?” Martin asked moving to the couch near the window and lowering his large frame into it. Aricia and For'mya dropped themselves onto the couch on either side of him pressing close as his male wolf aura caressed their female wolf senses.

Deia shook her head as she took the chair opposite the couch. “Follow them?” She asked in surprise. “Mandri there is not a Union Senator or politician that does not know what Chief Minister Wiktor is, or Buonau for that matter. None of them want any part of a Theocracy with them in charge.” Deia leaned back in the chair. “I doubt very much they will even acknowledge them as a legitimate government. Those Hadarians who live here in Sparta practically stormed the Hadarian embassy in a fit if rage when this broke four hours ago.” She reached across the small table and handed Martin the data pad. “They are demanding that Wiktor and Buonau cease their activities and announce that Anja is Queen again.”

Martin shook his head. “It’s gone too far.” He said softly. “Even if they were of the mind to listen to their citizens… they couldn’t now.”

Deia nodded. “I know. Riall reported in as well. Not a single Healer among the Union ranks has requested to return. The Hadarian Elder Militia has severely curtailed the Netnews on Hadaria but they are only so large, and if what has come out in the last few hours is any kind of barometer, not many agree with what is happening.”

Martin lowered the pad and handed it to For'mya. “They’ve been planning this for some time.” He spoke. “And the Kavalians have been involved. It is the only way Rinard could have gotten the location of the Coven Cloning Facility. Yuriko has been in command of one of our OMEN ships ever since our ‘falling out’. One of her tasks was to monitor that facility.”

“You mean… you mean all of that with Yuriko wasn’t true?” Deia asked in surprised.

“It was the only way to insure she could operate within The Wilds and High Coven space with any kind of freedom.” Martin replied. “They were never able to determine who assaulted the facility, but now we know who and why.”

“We should send reinforcements to Hadaria.” Aricia spoke quickly. “Anja will not ask for them… she is too proud, but after what they attempted with Retta and Calyb I wouldn’t put anything past them now.”

For'mya nodded. “I agree. Especially if the KFI is openly assisting them.”

“It must be tearing her apart to have to leave.” Deia said gently. “She has come to love Hadaria and her people almost as much as being wolf and living here in Sparta.”

Martin nodded. “I could hear it in her voice.” He said. “I do not want to have to force her to leave, but she can’t stay there. They won’t allow it and she will be in too much danger now that the Kavalians are involved.”

“Atropos will see to it she leaves Martin. Even if he has to force her.” Aricia said. “He is my brother and he knows how we all view Anja.”

“That’s what I’m counting on.” Martin said. “Resumar has made it to the Mindvoice ship. Wayonn was able to tell me that. He could not breach the Mindvoice shielding of the new ship because of the distance but…”

“Wayonn?” For'mya asked. “This is the Pralor Martin?”

“Wait a moment?” Deia interrupted. “A Pralor? You have been talking with an actual Pralor these past days? Son vada carians! I thought they were extinct Mandri! We thought they were extinct. Avi told us…”

“Avi didn’t know.” He said nodding as he leaned forward on the couch. “He… he was Canth’s father actually.” He spoke. 

“Canth’s father… he still lives?” Deia gasped. She had know Canth personally, met him on several occasions even. “But that would… that would make him older than even Aikiro!”

“Yes I know.” Martin said. 

“Mandri… where… where has he been all these years? What has he been doing?” Deia gasped.

“What happen with me has to do with the Pralor brothers that we are all descended from. Aikiro’s family. Our family. It seems the hatred between the two is still very much alive and well even though it is one sided. It is a very long story and at times very confusing. I will need to sit with Helen and try and make sense of it somehow.” Martin got up and moved to the coffee counter and began pouring himself a mug. “Aikiro’s High Coven Commandos succeeded in attacking Resumar’s teams as they were landing. They were able to kill a dragon and the pilots, but Resumar’s team is still intact, albeit very short on explosives. Wayonn told me they have met up with friends of sorts but I don’t know what that means… and…”

“Vonis!” Deia started now.

“What?” Martin asked as they all looked at her. 

Deia scrambled to her feet. “It didn’t hit me until you just said friends!” She started to her desk and quickly settled behind the monitor and began pulling up reports. “Armetus told me of Vonis’s last report and that it had sounded strange. He didn’t question it however since Isabella is the one who gave him his orders. The High Coven Insurgency Leader… this General…”

“We know this General was Lucia Moran Deia.” For'mya said. “Helen told us.”

Deia nodded. “Yes… I know. Vonis reported that this General… Lucia we all now know… she sent the bulk of their fleet ships to watch over an important asset that was now deep in Kavalian territory on a special mission. He wouldn’t say what it was… only that they were moving there with all haste. He said Lucia told them they needed to keep her mother from discovering it.”

Martin closed his eyes and sighed. He shook his head slowly. “She has worked toward one goal for the better part of her life, against all odds and in the heart of those who would have killed her without hesitation had they known what her true intent was.” He said softly. “And that goal was to be with my daughter.”

“What do you mean Beloved?” Aricia asked.

“Lucia Moran.” Martin spoke looking up. “She was touched by the same darkness that infected her mother, the same one that almost got me. She reached through Mindvoice and grabbed hold of Zarah’s essence to help her, to sustain her. They were… they were born on the exact day and the exact time to the second, Lucia and Zarah.” He said. “Precisely the same time. It forged a link between them in Mindvoice from across the light years that no one could have detected. It is something Wayonn told me. That is what Lucia Moran reached for that day, for she was terrified by what the darkness… what Xaxon showed Yuri and what she saw. Zarah was the only thing keeping her sane… and now that they are together… nothing will ever separate them.”

“Lucia… she saved Zarah’s life Martin.” For'mya spoke softly.

Martin nodded. “Oh… I know. I have no intention of trying to force them apart. Ever. I owe her a debt I can never repay.” He saw Aricia and For'mya relax and breathe easier at his words and he knew then how badly he had acted these last months.

“Can Resumar still destroy the ship Mandri?” Deia asked.

Martin nodded his head. “He is reviewing the information he has right now. I have no idea how Wayonn was able to touch Res over so great a distance, I can only assume he was using something similar to our Mark II NB, but much stronger. He wasn’t able to actually communicate with him because of the MV shields this ship has in place as I said… but he could see things. He knew things that only Resumar could know. The High Coven Commando squads got away pretty much intact, but Resumar also has the help of Kavalian rebels now. The Avatar on this MV ship is working with Avi to come up with a plan. Especially now that we know the Kavalians have been helping Wiktor and Buonau, I wouldn’t trust them as far as I could throw them. Once Res has secured his position enough and come up with a plan I’m sure he’ll contact us.”

Deia met his eyes. “Then I can tell this Ambassador Matuarr to shove it up his mida when he demands again to know why we have a warship ship in Kavalian space near Ritaah?” She declared.

“They know?” Martin asked stunned.

For'mya shook her head. “They are reaching Martin Leonidas.” She stated coming to her feet. “I was the one he brought this to. He was trying to probe for the truth of it. Our Shrouds are too good for them to penetrate. They do not know for sure and it was a ploy to deflect from the fact we noticed four of his staff are missing though we have said nothing.”

Martin looked at her. “Missing? What do you mean missing?”

“He was trying to hide that four members of his embassy staff are still missing.” For'mya stated.

Martin looked at her. “Who is missing?”
Aricia nodded. “Commander Pian, Co-Ambassador Jiss and Jalersi. And your nephew Karun.” She stated. “When they finally allowed our crews into their embassy to help them, a very promising Krypteria agent was among them. All were accounted for except them. This Matuarr character told us they were dead.”

“Son vada carians… I have been such a fool! They have been playing us all along!” He exclaimed. “So where are they then?” Martin asked.

“We are still trying to figure that out.” Deia spoke quickly. “Armetus and the Krypteria are stretched very thin Martin. So much happening at once. Most of his agents here on Earth are taking part in the investigation of the High Coven attack and…”

Martin shook his head with confidence Deia saw. Another sign that her nephew was once more the Martin she knew. Decisive and quick thinking. “Contact him and have them pulled off that.” He ordered without hesitation. “Allow the local authorities to conduct that investigation. We know what Aikiro was after and she didn’t succeed. She only wanted what was on City Ship 41. She’s dead and Andro nearly whacked Yuri… there is no reason to commit Krypteria resources to that. They failed and they are gone.”

“Are we certain of that my love?” For'mya asked.

Martin moved to the window in Deia’s office and stared out across the expanse of Sparta. He nodded his head slowly. “I saw… I saw in his mind what Andro did to her when we were at SODRAG and…” Aricia stepped up to him when he stopped talking and she took his arm seeing the pain on his face at the memory. 

“It is the past and it was not you Beloved.” She said softly. “Let it go.”

Martin turned and looked at her azure blue eyes and saw the love they held for him. He cut his eyes to see that same love and devotion in For'mya’s beautiful dark brown orbs as well. He nodded slowly and turned to gaze out over the city once more. “I’m certain.” He spoke finally. “Andro mangled her but good… and unless she got aide within the hour she would have died. That we didn’t find her body means she made it off Earth with Moran, but she’s going to be out of it for a while if they saved her.”

“We confirmed that Aikiro and this Admiral Tesand are dead.” Deia spoke. “Helen destroyed Aikiro’s remains before we could confirm it, but I will not question the Feravomir. Tesand’s remains we found among the wreckage of the transport they tried to land near Dragon Mountain. That would leave Moran in charge until Yuri recovers. If she survived at all.”

Martin turned and looked at her. “He’s running Tenna.” He said. “They are heading back into High Coven space.”

“How do you know for sure? The Commandos are still active on Ritaah. Returning to High Coven space takes them further away.” Deia asked.

“It’s what I would do.” Martin said. “Moran is many things but he is a competent military commander.” Martin said. “He wouldn’t stick around in Union space any longer than necessary, especially if Yuri was seriously injured. They would need to get her into a Blood Vat wouldn’t they?”

Deia nodded. “That… that would be the normal procedure for critically injured vampires yes. It speeds the re-growth of tissue.”
Martin nodded. “The Coven Commandos would be their best troops. And they would have some sort of plan to get back. They had to have known they could never remain on Earth, even if they succeeded in what they wanted. The technology we have gained from CS41 has allowed us to improve our Shrouds well beyond what the Coven has. They would not be able to remain undetected for long that deep in Kavalian space and Moran’s knows it. No… his people have another way home once they are done.”
“You think they are after the new MV ship?” Aricia asked.

Martin nodded. “If not the entire ship, than at least data modules or something they can use to weaponize. Res, Athani and I talked of this concern. He knows what to do.” Martin looked up quickly. “I… I didn’t think to ask.” Martin said swiftly. “Duewa?”

For'mya nodded. “She is recovering nicely.” She replied. “Thoti bit her with barely enough time before she bled out, but he saved her life. She is at the hospital under heavy Durcunusaan Guard.”

Martin nodded. “Not exactly what I had envisioned when I told him to try and get her to see us for who we were and not for whom she thought we were.” He spoke.

“I think she discovered that the night after Thoti claimed her Martin.” For'mya said with a knowing smile. “She has been different since then.”

Martin looked at his Aunt. “Make sure she is covered 24/7 Tenna. I wouldn’t put it past her mother to try a snatch and grab with her fool Militia.”

Deia nodded. “Buonau has already demanded through the Galactic Courts to speak with her or have her released.” Deia said. “I will let Thoti know and he said he would pass on the information. You are not going to go off and do something totally insane for what Buonau has done are you?”

“No. Anything I do now would only hamper what Anja will try and do as she pulls off Hadaria.” He answered. “Though I did consider it very briefly. Let Thoti remain with Duewa for now. She will need his strength to adjust. Keep the little ones at the bunker with Dasha until we are sure this is over.”

Aricia nodded. “Already done.”

“Melda Min? Bella?” He asked.

“We have not heard from Isabella since she left with Andro, Zarah and the others aboard the SCIMITAR.” For'mya answered him. “I spoke with Dysea yesterday morning very briefly. Normya was very upset and the communication was short.”

Martin nodded. “That is where Andro will take them.” He said softly.

They all looked at him. “Martin… how do you know this?” Deia asked.

“I know my son.” Martin stated confidently. “Andro does not think in the here and now Tenna. He thinks as if he is playing Chess or Pysin Squares.” He told them referring to the now ancient but still popular Earth game of strategy and the supremely difficult Algolian Tactical Game. Pysin Squares pitted up to six individuals against each other in a test of wits and skill using simulated playing pieces. Andro hadn’t lost a game of Pysin Squares in nearly ten years and he had played with his father at least three or four times a month before everything had gone to shit. They both loved the game. 

“He is always plotting two or three moves ahead of himself.” Martin continued. “If he saw this coming, and he was helping his mother before, then he would have already arranged and spoken with her and Cha'talla to allow him to bring the Coven riders and Dragons there to finish their training.”

“I will contact Dysea right away.” Aricia said.

“No.” Martin spoke quickly. “She has been among Cha'talla and the others all this time and no harm has come to her or Normya. I also know that Normya and Tir'ut have become husband and wife.”

Deia’s eyes went wide even as Aricia and For'mya gasped in surprise. “Mandri… are you… you can’t be serious?”

Martin nodded. “Another little tidbit of information that I picked up while Andro and I were fighting. I think all of us are going to have to learn how to shield much better when our emotions run high.”

“You… you don’t sound upset or disapproving Beloved.” Aricia said moving closer to him.

Martin shook his head as he squeezed her hand and drew her closer, reaching out to pull For'mya close to him as well. He looked at them when he answered. “We agreed not to try and direct our children in what they do.” He said. “I trust my daughter to know what she feels and to be intelligent enough to know if a male is trying to yank her chain. If she fell in love with this Tir'ut, then he is undoubtedly a fine young man.”

“He is… he is an Immortal!” Deia said.

“He’s only half Immortal Tenna.” Martin told her looking up. “And do you think Melda Min would have allowed it if she suspected anything was amiss with Cha'talla and his bunch?” Martin shook his head. “No. I trust Normya completely. And if they had any sort of bad ideas towards either of them they would have acted before now.”

“We must keep that from the Netnews for the time being.” Deia spoke now thinking as a politician once more. “That is not news we need becoming public knowledge just yet.”

Martin nodded. “I agree there. Those nubous scavengers have enough to report on.”

Aricia and For'mya couldn’t help but laugh softly at that remark. To them it was the most definitive sign that their Martin was himself once more. His distaste for anything to do with the Netnews was infamous throughout the Union.

“I will contact Armetus and direct him to reallocate his people.” Deia said. “First and foremost we need to find our missing Kavalians and discover why Ambassador Matuarr is keeping that information from us.”

“Could they… could they have used the Coven attack to hide the fact they wish to defect as Athani did?” For'mya asked.

“A Senior Kavalian Military Officer and Politician as well as Prefect Keleru’s oldest daughter?” Deia asked moving from the chair around to her desk. “Not to mention our nephew Mandri? I find that to be quite the stretch.”

“I’m discovering that nothing is a…” Martin began but stopped when Colonel Fache appeared in the doorway holding his finger to his ear.

“Stand by Spartan Seven, I have the King here.” He spoke looking directly at Martin. “Milord… General Simpson on Krypteria Secure COM One three.”

Martin tapped his jaw instantly. “One Three.” He paused and nodded to Fache. “Go Danny.” He spoke motioning for the others to do the same.

“Bout time you got your sorry ass back in the game!” Danny’s voice boomed in their implants.

“I love you too ya ugly black bastard!” Martin snapped. “What do you want?”

“Marty… I’m with Isra at Durcunusaan Command. Roluth just landed as is chattering away about something being wrong at their home.” Danny said.

Martin looked at Aricia and For'mya. “Like what?”

“He is telling Isra all the birds and insects are no longer talking in the mountains.” Danny said. “And that they have guests in the house.”

“Guests?” Martin asked.

Deia got to her feet behind her desk. “Has Ardis been found Daniel?” She asked quickly.

Martin looked at her. “Ardis?” He asked. “What about Ardis?”

“Your niece Ardis is the only one we have not been able to account for since the Coven attacks.” Deia replied. “We have searched her apartment in Sparta, pretty much all of the city. We assumed she made her way to a secure facility but has not reported in yet. Tarifa is waiting at her home in case she appears there.”

“Anuk is with her but I can’t raise her on the COM Marty.” Danny said. “The MV bubble around the base keeps me from contacting her that way as well. And if it was Ardis, Roluth wouldn’t be so damn vague!” 

Martin paused for a moment. He knew Danny hated to Mindvoice even though he was very proficient at it. If he was considering contacting his spunky red haired elven Anome via Mindvoice he was worried about her. “Dan… how long since you spoke with her last?” Martin asked.

“Nearly thirty-six hours.” He answered immediately. “Since right before all this shit started happening! Something stinks brother! It stinks badly!”

“Danny… you grab Isra and a company of Durcunusaan and I’ll meet you there!” Martin ordered instantly. “Come in from the west and keep Aelnala and Roluth away from the house.”

“What? Why?” Danny demanded.

“If Tarifa sent Roluth for help it was because she was worried for his safety.” Martin spoke. “And the only thing that would make her worry for his safety is T19s.”

“Shit! Another Coven hit team with dragon killers!” Danny snarled. “We’ll be gone in two minutes!”

Martin looked at Deia but Aricia cut him off. “I’m coming with you.” She announced.

“I as well.” For'mya declared.

Martin shook his head. “No. Kinsoaurgai… we can’t all be there. Stay with Deia and find out what you can from the Kavalian Ambassador.”

“I… I do not care for their kind Martin Leonidas.” For'mya spoke. “They look at me… they look at me as if I am a piece of meat.”

Martin moved closer to her and kissed her softly. “But at least you won’t kill them if you lose your temper.” He stated with a grin.

For'mya couldn’t help but chuckle and she nodded. “Yes… I see your point. Keep an open COM channel Martin. If there is more Coven in the city I will activate the reserves and send them to you at once.”

Martin nodded. “Done.” He kissed her firmly once more and then turned for the door. “Aricia… let’s go!”

Aricia Leonidas had to practically run to keep up with her mate and King who had considerably longer legs.

THE WILDS

16.6 LY FROM BONTAWILLIAN BORDER

ARIZONA STRIKE GROUP

Miranda couldn’t help but smile as she sat in her command chair on the bridge of the ARIZONA and watched as her crew, most of them hand picked, went about their duties with a sense of purpose and ease. The moment Ben had cut them loose; it had taken her only two hours to get the entire Strike Wing out of Dreamland and into open space. Three jumps later they were in The Wilds and had reached their position only an hour ago. Miranda had chosen this position and not the two light years from Kranek that Ben had wanted because it put them in place to respond to several different locations with only two or three LSD Jumps. As with all Union Military warships, their computers and engines allowed them to make longer jumps and be more precise in their calculations, yet the ARIZONA Class ships were exacting in the precision they could execute. 

Miranda allowed herself to turn and look over where E’dira sat at her station, her long shimmering white hair pulled into a tight ponytail as she studied the charts from this area and others. She felt a wave of warmth sweep through her looking at the stunning Drow warrior, and Miranda knew she could hardly wait to get E'dira in bed. The tall Drow made her feel things that Miranda had thought she was no longer capable of and Ben’s words to her came rushing back now. He was right she knew. This was perhaps the finest crew anywhere in the Union fleet, and they all looked to her for guidance. Steven, Zaala, E'dira, all of them had now wormed their way into her heart no matter how much she tried to hold them back. Ben was right damn him, she had a new family now, and Miranda Lorian was going to make sure that this time she protected them far better than she did the last family. It was almost as if she could feel the smiles and whispers of encouragement from those long dead now. Those she had served with and considered family. They were happy for her. Happy that she had once more rediscovered about herself what everyone else already knew. And they were happy that Miranda had finally allowed herself to love.

Love? Did she love E'dira? If the ache in her body to feel the Drow’s touch upon her; to truly want to taste her ebony skin and explore every contour of her taut body; to explore what made her the woman she was; if these things were any indication… then yes, Miranda Lorian was in love. Madly in love. She wondered briefly what it was that E'dira had wanted to tell her before they were interrupted, though Miranda knew that no matter what it was it wouldn’t matter or change how she felt. She…

Miranda saw E'dira’s head come up suddenly as her consoles began to chime softly. Her amber colored eyes were moving over her triangular shaped control systems as she reached for her consoles. As Chief Tactical Officer, E'dira had absolute control over the ARIZONA’s vast weapons array, and as Miranda watched with nothing short of awe E'dira, gracefully took everything in with practiced ease.

“Something E'dira?” Miranda finally asked softly from her chair.

“Aft Lateral Sensors have detected a massive Hyper Matter Fusion spike one point three light years behind us.” E'dira answered instantly. “Trying to localize it.”

Miranda slid from her chair gracefully and covered the four-meter distance between them in a dozen steps. The CTO officer’s stations was closest to hers and slightly in front and to the right to better facilitate communication between the captain and his weapons officer. Three months ago she wouldn’t have been so informal, but now she stepped close to E'dira and found she wasn’t ashamed of the fact that in essence she belonged to this woman already.

“Cause?” Miranda asked.

E'dira shook her head. “If I had to guess… I’d say a ship.” She stated. “But nothing is showing up on the sensors.”

Miranda turned to the main sensor operator across the bridge. “Position of that Kavalian fleet?” She barked.

“Maintaining base course Captain.” The sensor operator responded. “All one hundred and twenty-three contacts.”

Miranda turned back to E'dira. “So it’s not one of them trying to sneak around.” She said looking at E'dira. 

“Not unless they have developed Shrouds and we did not know this. Running a Hyper Matter Fusion Recognition scan.” E'dira said as her hands adjusted her consoles.

“You think it’s a Union ship E'dira?” Miranda asked.

E'dira nodded. “The spike was too small to be a large ship, but large enough to register on our sensors.”

“Well… you do have them tuned a lot tighter than normal.” Miranda said. “I doubt the HORNET picked it up.” 

E'dira smiled almost shyly. “Yes… I suppose I do.” She answered softly. “If it was an AUTUMN MOON the spike would have been larger. No… this is something smaller and the only ones with ships smaller than an AUTUMN MOON equipped with Shrouds are us and the Coven.”

Miranda nodded. “And the only way that we wouldn’t see the ship was if it was running Shrouded.” She stated.

E'dira nodded. “Yes.”

The panel to her left beeped and they turned to look at the results.

-HYPER MATTER FUSION RECOGNITION SCANS COMPLETE. MATCH FOUND-

-WARNING! LEVEL TEN COMMAND CODE CLEARANCE REQUIRED-

-ENTER COMMAND CODE AUTHORIZATION-
E'dira looked at Miranda who had moved even closer to her when she saw the small screen. “Level Ten?” She asked in surprise. “Level Ten is reserved for senior military officers and members of the Royal Family.”

Miranda nodded. “Yes it is.” She spoke leaning forward. “Enter Arizona one nine four one.”

E'dira’s amber eyes grew a little wider but she complied and typed in the code Miranda had given her. “A l'phraktos.” She gasped at what came next. (By the gods)
-COMMAND CODE ACCEPTED-

-LORIAN, MIRANDA J. CAPTAIN ULU ARIZONA-

-INQUIRY MATCH FOUND-

-HYPER MATTER FUSION RECOGNITION SCAN INDICATES INQUIRY IS SPARTAN 11-

-STRIKER DRAGON TRANSPORT ASSIGNED TO LEONIDAS, ANDROCLES, CROWN  

-PRINCE OF LYCAVORIAN UNION-
E'dira looked at Miranda then. “The Prince’s STRIKER?” She asked. “I thought…”

Miranda nodded. “Yes… so did I.” She stated moving even closer. “Can you extrapolate their heading?”

E'dira turned back to her console. “Now that we have confirmed the Hyper Matter Fusion signature yes.” Her long fingered hands bounced deftly across all three of her consoles as she pulled up the information. “Their course would take them to… to Iraruzu.” She answered turning to look at Miranda.

“Iraruzu?” She questioned E'dira. “That’s nothing more than a haven for the scum of The Wilds.” Miranda spoke. “Why would they be going there?” She turned away her mind working. “There’s no indication that the rest of the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing is with them?”

E'dira shook her head. “If they were, why would we pick up the just the STRIKER’s HFM and not the rest of them? And if my knowledge of LSD coils is accurate, in order to leave this sort of signature, they would have to burn out their coils. It would leave the LSD Drive totally depleted upon completion of the Jump. Zaala can confirm that for us, but I’m almost positive that is the case. This was no normal Jump they just executed.”

“We should…” Miranda began but was interrupted by her sensor officer.

“Captain Lorian! That Kavalian Fleet has just shifted course and increased their speed!” The operator announced.

“Shifted to what?” Miranda barked.

“Their base course and speed now will take them directly to Kranek Captain!” The sensor officer answered turning to look at her. “They’ll arrive in seven hours and thirty-two minutes. They are burning away at full sublight speed Captain!”

Miranda stepped away from E'dira and looked at her chair. “Oh… I don’t like that.” She stated softly. She turned back to E'dira. “Do we have anything on Iraruzu E'dira?” She asked.

E'dira shook her head. “Aside from the Drow outpost there no.” She replied. 

“Shit!” Miranda swore. “We can’t be a Guardian Angel if the one we are suppose to be guarding goes off on a joy ride!”

“Miranda…” E'dira asked softly. “Admiral O’Connor said we are to be on the watch for High Coven ships.” She said. “He said nothing about Kavalian.”

“Yes I know.” Miranda answered. “I just don’t trust them anymore than I do the Coven.” She looked across the bridge. “Chief… I want a constant lock on those Kavalian ships. If one so much as farts in the wind I want to know about it!”

“Understood Captain!”

“And direct the Port Ventral Sensor Array on Kranek.” Miranda said. “Is there anything showing?” 

“Negative Captain!”

Miranda nodded. “Which means NORMYA’S LIGHT is shrouded. Good.” Miranda stated. “Estimate on when the SCIMITAR and her Wing will arrive?”

“If our Intel is accurate Captain… and we don’t know if it is… roughly five and a half hours. We don’t know for sure since we don’t know if they took a direct heading.” The sensor chief answered.

Miranda shook her head slowly. “Androcles wouldn’t take a direct course… he would be on Kranek by now if he had.” She said to no one in particular. She noticed that several heads on the bridge turned and looked at her. Many of them knew her history and record, and part of that history and record was her closeness to the Crown Prince of the Union and his brother Resumar and sister Eliani. They had grown up together for almost half a year, Miranda learning and even training under Martin Leonidas himself. It was another reason why she was so well respected and thought of by many people. “He also would not want to interrupt the training of the High Coven riders and dragons for too long.”

Miranda was silent for a long moment as she ran several scenarios over and over in her head. E'dira simply watched her from her chair and could only admire this woman more. That Miranda was hers was not something E'dira questioned anymore. The petite Asian female had already made that very clear to E'dira in her quarters when they shared a sizzling kiss and Miranda allowed her to be the dominant one. Lynwe had been right E'dira thought to herself as she remembered their conversation from several years ago. 

“You will know by how she is in your arms E'dira.” Lynwe had told her. “A woman who questions her role or does not truly want to enter into a relationship with a Drow will not surrender all she is to you. There are many who simply seek to say they have bedded a Drow. Now… the woman who melts in your arms, who allows you to be whom we as Drow are in our heart of hearts, they are the ones who will enter into a union with us without question. And they will cherish that Union almost as much, if not more than we do E'dira.”

“There are not many of those women out there Lynwe.”

Lynwe nodded her head. “No there are not. They must be confident and strong within their own hearts to be able to love us as we would love them. Selene is that way, Tarifa and Anuk. There are others… but they come to mind first. They love without question or pause because they are strong of mind and heart already and have no issues with their individuality.”

“Do you think I will find such a woman?” E'dira asked.

“If you truly give of yourself as Selene taught me… yes.” Lynwe had answered. “They will know E'dira. They will know when they look into your eyes. Then you will have what you seek.”    

Miranda Lorian made her very first serious decision as Captain of the ULU ARIZONA then, and it would be written many years later as the decision that defined her future within the Lycavorian Union.

“E'dira… contact Commander Velnar. I want the HARBINGER on its way to Iraruzu in ten minutes.”

“We don’t know if that is where the Prince is going Miranda.” E'dira said softly.

Miranda met her amber orbs with nothing but love in them. “That’s where he is going.” Miranda said. “That’s what my gut tells me E'dira.” E'dira didn’t blink and turned to follow her orders as Miranda turned back to the front of her bridge. “Helm, signal the HORNET and the rest of the Wing. I want to be ready to Jump at the first sign of anything out of the ordinary!”

SCIMITAR


Lucia Moran stood looking at the rows of pictures that Zarah had along the shelves on her wall. Zarah’s quarters were spacious, much larger than she thought, until she realized that Zarah and Normya usually shared quarters. The last week had been one she would have preferred not to have lived through at all, but the only saving grace if one could call it that was that she had finally found what her heart had desired for so long. Lucia Moran had been driven by only one thing for the last ten years of her life and she turned as that purpose walked slowly out of the large bathroom.

Zarah Leonidas wore the standard Fleet uniform of dark gray jumpsuit and black t-shirt just as Lucia did. In Lucia’s eyes however, she filled out her uniform much better. Her dark brown hair hung well below her shoulders but pulled into a long ponytail that was draped over one shoulder. Her dark eyes met Lucia’s immediately and Lucia saw her face brighten just a bit. Lucia had first awoken in the Med Bay with Zarah curled into her arms and pressed very close to her own body. Lucia remained awake long enough to wrap her arms tighter around Zarah and cry softly for several minutes until sleep claimed her again. The relief that Zarah was alive and recovering was too much for her, not to mention that the aftereffects of Blood Fever was still purging from her system. She had not known that Zarah once had Blood Fever and that Andro had been the one to save her. She had not known this until Zarah nearly drained her blood from her body to heal, stopping only when she felt Lucia’s life begin to ebb from her. She clearly remembered Zarah stroking her face, begging her not to leave and then she awoke in the Med Bay. They had not been apart for more than a few minutes since she had awaken fully. 


Zarah had taken so much of her blood that a unique bond had formed between them. She knew it was very similar to what Zarah’s Aunt Tarifa shared with the Drow Aihola, just far more powerful. They now knew everything there was to know about each other, their minds so closely intertwined that it would be impossible to tell them apart. This connection was only augmented by Lucia’s own bond with Seyra, and the three of them had spent the last two and a half days exploring the limits of that new bond. Zarah was growing stronger by the day, regaining her life as each moment passed. She refused to have Lucia sleep in other quarters, and the last two nights they had slept in each others arms and simply talked of their lives and what had brought them together. Lucia avoided any conversation about her brothers, not only for Zarah’s sake, but because her own hatred and anger at them and her mother was still fresh in her mind. What they had done to her beautiful Zarah she would never forgive or forget, and given the opportunity, she would kill either of them in a blink if ever she saw them again. If she was feeling extra cruel that day, she would turn them over to Androcles Leonidas, for she had seen the death his mind prepared for Dante or her mother should they ever cross paths and it made her shudder in horror. Zarah had a unique and special relationship with Androcles, and now Lucia shared in that relationship by default.

They had spent many hours here in Zarah’s quarters, with her sisters and her mother. Lucia had thought they would try to baby Zarah, protect her and make her feel surrounded and pressed down upon. She should have known better. This family did not compete with one another, they did not try to outdo each other, and they were not false in their sincerity. They loved their sister without question or thought and they allowed Zarah to progress at her own pace, and given the strength of Zarah’s will and determination, that was what she needed most of all. Lucia did notice that Zarah flinched ever so slightly when embraced by her brothers, but it was a reaction that quickly passed as the scent of her brothers filled her senses and she knew she was safe. Lucia thought it would be like that with her, but she was the only one that Zarah melted against and touched without hesitation. Lucia had never been with a man or a woman in her life, yet she desired Zarah Leonidas more than anything she had ever desired. She was also intelligent enough to know that now was not the time. She had waited this long, and Lucia Moran would wait for eternity if need be to discover Zarah in that way.


Lucia turned fully as Zarah stepped up to her. “Ok.” She said softly. “I’m ready.”


“We… we do not have to do this Zarah.” Lucia spoke. “We can eat here in your quarters again.”


Zarah shook her head. “No. I can’t hide anymore. I can’t be frightened anymore Lucia. If I stay here I will never…”

Lucia stepped closer to her and put a slim finger to her lips silencing her words. “You do not need to explain anything to me Zarah Leonidas my love.” She whispered gently. “Never to me.”


Zarah met her beautiful eyes and smiled softly. No matter the horrors that had happened; no matter the perversions she had been forced to endure at the hands of Lucia’s brothers; Zarah could feel nothing but an overwhelming love for Lucia. She was as desirable a woman as any Zarah had seen, and the experiences of her young life had allowed her to grow up and not think of such a relationship as wrong. Her mothers were the most beautiful women in the universe as far as Zarah was concerned, and they shared each other willingly and eagerly. They were the most beautiful at least until she gazed at Lucia. Her angular Asian features were soft, graceful and utterly flawless and very unlike her mother’s sharper contours, and Lucia’s dark brown eyes gazed at her with unabashed adoration. 

“Lucia… I… I don’t know if…” Zarah began.


Lucia shook her head slowly. “No… do not say that.” She said quietly. “I have spent the last decade hoping and waiting that I would one day be together with you. At times I did not understand it myself, especially when I was younger. It is not easy to understand now. Why it happened this way? I will forever bear the shame and knowledge of what my brothers did to you and because I love you as I do, I can not…”


Zarah was the one to move this time and she stepped right up to Lucia and covered her lips with her own. Lucia Moran was not her brothers. Lucia had saved her at incredible risk of her own life and did so without hesitation. If not for Lucia as her anchor these last three days Zarah was quite sure she would have been unable to cope with what happened. Knowing that Lucia still desired her, still saw her as beautiful, that is what saved Zarah. These were the things she had seen in Lucia’s mind, things that she did not hide from her. And Zarah could not deny the overpowering attraction to Lucia now that she knew who she was. She had felt the tremors for months against her Mindvoice shields and only thought it was a man. Had she known it was Lucia, Zarah would have pursued her just as voraciously as any wolf pursued their prey. It was different now… Lucia’s brothers had taken away Zarah’s innocence… but Zarah’s feelings for Lucia were not affected by that. In order to go on with her life Zarah knew she needed to overcome what she had endured. She also knew the first and most important step on that road was the woman in front of her.


Lucia whimpered softly when she felt Zarah’s lips and instinctively her arms pulled Zarah tight against her body, their breasts crushing together and Zarah molding her body to Lucia’s. Their tongues stabbed forth, tentatively at first as they explored new sensations and emotions and then Zarah’s arms wrapped around her waist and pulled her even tighter. Their kiss deepened with Zarah surprisingly taking a more aggressive approach because of her wolf blood. It was an approach that Lucia welcomed as they melted together in the midst of the blistering kiss. Their kiss lasted for what seemed like a glorious eternity to Lucia, but then slowly they drew apart, the tips of their tongues still dancing with each other even as their soft lips finally parted. Lucia stared at her, her wolf eyes and fangs fully changed and extended. She felt giddy when she saw Lucia’s cobalt blue vampire eyes open slowly and her own slimmer vampiric fangs poking from under her top lip.

Zarah took a deep breath, her mind rejoicing that her body could still feel what it was feeling even after what had happened to her. She shook her head even as she gripped Lucia tighter. “You will bear no shame for what happened Lucia ussta sanguine qu'essan.” She said seeing Lucia’s cobalt eyes glitter in delight at her words. “Dos dormagyn uns'aa. I don’t… I don’t know how long it will be before I…” Zarah shook her head again. “No. We are together now. I… I love you! I want… I want to go forward with you in my life! I need you in my life now. You are my life! As long as I have you… as long as you are with me I can get through this.” (My vampire princess)(You saved me)

Lucia couldn’t help the tears that rolled down her cheeks. “I will never leave you Zarah.” She said. “Not after all we have been through to get to this point.”


Zarah met her eyes and smiled. She reached up and brushed away the tears on her cheeks. “Then let’s start right now. I’m hungry… and I can’t hide from the world in my quarters for the rest of my life.”


Lucia took a deep breath and nodded. “Your mother and sisters are waiting for us.”

IRARUZU

Walter reverently lowered the last of the bodies on the ground and stood back up lookeing at the Dragoon Hval. He was an older Dragoon Walter knew, roughly two hundred years old and he had fought in the Battle for Earth. Walter also knew he was deeply involved with a Drow female on Earth and seeing so many massacred Drow was making him extremely angry, unlike his younger counterpart. The Drow females were especially hard to look at for they had been brutally raped and beaten and that was obvious. Walter knew how Hval felt, for while he considered the elves on Earth his creation, which they were, he felt closer to the Drow for he had made them more like the Spartan people. 

“You must hold in that anger Hval.” Walter spoke softly. “At least for now.”


Hval looked up from the row of bodies. “I have seen battle Senior Polemarch. I have taken life and seen life taken. This mindless brutality is beyond me. They…”


Walter moved closer to him. “They will pay Hval.” Walter spoke. “We will stand beside our Prince when he arrives and we will make them pay.”


Hval met his eyes. “Will he come sir?” He asked.


Walter nodded slowly. “Ceneia was able to confirm that the transmission was received by the SCIMITAR. He will come Hval.”


Hval turned and looked over to where Lu'ria sat with her mother, Majeir and Ceneia. “He will come for her won’t he?”


Walter nodded. “And when he arrives and he sees what has happen here his retribution will be swift. He is a Leonidas Hval. They don’t believe in doing things halfway.”


Hval looked at him again. “I have never met any of the Royal family Senior Polemarch. Is he… is he much like the King?”


Walter chuckled softly. “In many ways… yes he is.” He answered. “In many ways he is also much harsher than his father.”


“He loves a Drow Senior Polemarch… as do I.” Hval spoke. “I will take my vengeance for this act beside him. I will not allow this act against Re’sora’s people go unanswered.”


Walter nodded. “As will we all.” He said.


“Why did we come here?” Hval asked. “The Kavalians already destroyed it once.”


Walter shook his head. “They executed the Drow but they left the defenses active. It was an arrogant move on their part. We could not remain in the city for there are too many there who do not care for citizens of the Union to begin with.” He answered. “Lu'ria went back into the tunnels and activated the emergency power grid. We have ground sensors and turrets.”


“Will it hold against over a hundred men?” Hval asked.


“We’ll have to make it hold.” Walter answered. “At least until Andro arrives.”


Hval nodded and bent over to pick up his P190A3. “Then I will insure we are ready when they come.”


Walter nodded as he watched Hval march toward the now empty building of the Drow estate. Neither Lu'ria nor Daba wanted to go inside the building and see the horrors again. He turned and began walking towards them smiling for the first time in days as he saw Majeir lower her snout and brush it against Lu'ria’s shoulder again. He had to admit, seeing the massive form of Majeir sitting casually on the ground behind the much smaller elf was somewhat humorous, but he could feel the happiness pouring from Majeir at what she had discovered with Lu'ria. As he moved closer he could hear Daba explaining why they had left Earth.


“…did not want to believe what you were telling me Lu'ria.” Daba spoke softly. “I didn’t believe it until the Holy One brought Majeir to Eden City and she touched my thoughts. She told me she was to be yours. Part of me still can’t believe it.”


“So you believe me?” Lu'ria asked. “About everything?”


Daba met her daughter’s gaze. “I see Majeir here beside you. I have seen you fly on her. The psychic shield you both project. How could I not believe?”


“What about…” Lu'ria began.


“What has happened so far stretched my ability to be open Lu'ria.” Daba spoke. “All we know is that Ceneia was able to confirm the Prince’s ship received the message. He has many responsibilities and even if what you say is true, I find it incomprehensible that he would abandon his duties to come here.”


“You must have faith mother.” Lu'ria spoke confidently.


Daba shook her head. “I have faith child… it is just so… it is so difficult to believe that the Yara Parma could actually have predicted such a thing.”

“Mother… you are the one that schooled me to believe the Yara Parma to be the basis for our people and our beliefs.” Lu'ria said. “Our very beginnings. They predicted the return of King Leonidas… they predicted that Queen Aihola would come to power! Why is it so hard for you to believe them now?”


Daba looked at her. “You have not read the entire Yara Parma as I have Lu'ria.”


Lu'ria looked at her. “What do you mean?” She asked. “You made me read all twenty-three books when I was growing up.”


Daba looked at Walter and he shrugged as he squatted to the side. “She will discover it sooner or later.” He spoke. 


Lu'ria’s amber eyes went from her mother to Walter and then back. “Discover what?” She asked heatedly. “I am meant for this mother! Majeir is proof of that! I am meant for Andro and Sadi. For Carisia and Ne'Veha! You will not convince me otherwise.”


Walter looked at her surprised. “You know their names Lu'ria?” He asked. “How is that possible? Their names were only just released a few days ago. No official… no official announcement has been made with everything that has happened on Earth. Deia only mentioned them fleetingly when she reported Andro had left the system and who was with him.”


Lu'ria nodded. “I know their names! I know what they look like. I know their likes and dislikes. And they know mine. I can feel them here…” She placed her hand over her heart. “And I feel them in my thoughts and dreams. I have felt them in my thoughts and dreams for the last three months. Probably before that… but I just did not know what it was.”


Daba looked at her daughter. “Lu'ria there is a twenty-fourth book of the Yara Parma.” She said.


Lu'ria looked at her mother. “I don’t care if there is a hundred and twenty-four mother. You will not convince me what I feel is wrong.”


Daba shook her head. “No my daughter.” She said with a sigh. “Only the senior Elders of the Families have access to the twenty-fourth book. It is not distributed openly as the others are.”


Lu'ria’s eyes narrowed “Why?”


“It is a list of foretelling.” Daba answered. “Prophecies and the like. Many of them have come true as you say… but there are many that have been written about that have not yet come true. If they will at all. Many of them are not pleasant.”


Lu'ria cocked her head to the side. “Such as?”


“They don’t matter right now.” Daba said.


“Why not?”


“Book Twenty-Four of the Yara Parma… the last prophecy in Book Twenty-Four was one of the first that was even written after the Sky Fire.” Daba said. “It reads…The firstborn of many, the son of knif'rt kal'daka eyes and virile manhood. He will have the heart of amber and wrap his hands in white satin. Yvalm xuil to'ryll euol, uuthli ujool Lu’ charnag d ‘olath solen, whol jal draeval orn nind ssinssrigg.”


Lu'ria’s amber eyes grew a little wider. “It… mother it says that?” She gasped in shock and wonderment.


Daba nodded. “Yes. It… it also says that one day … that one day you will be Queen of the Drow.”


Lu'ria’s amber eyes grew even wider and she came to her feet. “What?” She stammered.


Daba nodded her head as she too got to her feet and looked at her daughter. “Lu'ria we need to…”


All of them saw Walter’s head snap around and look towards the mountains to the west. Ceneia took note instantly that the wind was coming from the west. “Walter?” She asked softly as she stood up.


Walter’s hand dropped to his Nehtes. “Everyone inside.” He said. “Everyone inside now. They are coming.”

SPARTA

“Tarifa!” Isra’s strong voice echoed as he burst through the front door of his home the P190A3 leading him.


“Anuk baby!” Danny barked sweeping the K12 in front of him like a guided missile launcher.


Behind Danny and Isra came twelve fully armed Durcunusaan soldiers even as the sounds of windows shattering from upstairs echoed in the corridor.


“Isra!” Tarifa’s voice shouted as she came sprinting around the corner from their large main room, Anuk right behind her. “Isra… we are safe!” She barked out.


Isra didn’t question her for he could smell no fear or indecision on her. He tapped his jaw. “All teams take up defensive positions! We are secure down here!”


Anuk smiled as Danny’s arms swallowed her up and he lowered his head to firmly nuzzle her elven ears. “Bout time you showed up!” Anuk quipped as she shivered in bliss at his touch.


Isra was doing the same with Tarifa, who had an equally blissful look on her face as Isra inhaled deeply of her peach scent. “You sent Roluth!” Isra stated. “We thought something was wrong! Daniel hadn’t heard from Anuk in over thirty hours and you would not reply to my Mindvoice calls.”


Tarifa nodded. “I know. Our young ones?” She asked quickly.


Isra nodded. “They are at the bunker as directed.” He replied. “Tarifa… why did Roluth say you have guests? What is going on? Where is Ardis? She has not checked in since the High Coven attacks.”


Tarifa clung to his hand and arm and pulled him toward the doorway as his 190 dropped onto its quick release straps. “Ardis is here and safe. Come.” She said glancing back at the Durcunusaan soldiers. “Put your weapons away! There are no enemies here!”


The Durcunusaan had learned long ago that when the Lieutenant Governor of their city gave an order she expected it to be followed. It was one of the reasons that the King considered her his most treasured sister even though they were not related in any way. The twelve Durcunusaan troops obeyed without question for they too could smell no fear or indecision in the room.

“Baby… what is going on?” Danny asked holding Anuk to him tightly.

Anuk squirmed from his grasp but continued to hold his hand. “Well… if you will let go of me I will show you. We will show you.”

Danny looked at Isra. “Are you as confused as me?”

Isra nodded. “More.” He answered.

Tarifa and Anuk pulled them towards the opening of the main room and just into it. Both Danny and Isra came up short when they saw six more Durcunusaan troops with their weapons leveled at three Kavalians, Ardis and Karun, all of whom were holding weapons but not pointing at anyone. Tarifa saw this and broke away from Isra.

“Put your weapons away!” She demanded once more. “These people are not our enemies nor are they a threat!”

“Tarifa!” Isra hissed. “What is going on?”

Tarifa turned back to look at him but stopped when she heard the voice. “Yes sister… please tell us what is going on?”

Tarifa whirled around and saw Martin standing just behind Karun with his K12 pressed against the back of his head. Jalersi and Pian turned as well, stunned that they did not detect him, or the fact that Aricia stood just to his right with her 190 leveled at them. Jalersi gasped even louder when she saw where his gun was aimed.

“No!” She spoke softly.
“Do not move!” Aricia growled from behind the sights of the 190. “I do not wish to shoot you but I will not hesitate in the least.”

“Martin!” Tarifa barked as she stepped towards him. Her daughter beat her to the punch.

Ardis acted as any female wolf would act when she had found the man who she knew was the perfect mate for her, not only physically but emotionally as well. She stepped around from where she stood in front of Karun until she was facing her uncle, her eyes changed and her wolf fangs extended. She reached up slowly, never breaking eye contact with the yellow/gold wolf eyes of the uncle who had bounced her on his knee as a baby. Her hand came to rest on the barrel of the K12.

“Uncle Martin… you would not deprive me of the man who is my mate and husband would you?” She asked calmly. 

Martin’s changed wolf eyes cut to his niece quickly but the K12 did not move. “Ardis?” He asked softly.

“Karun is not your brother Uncle Martin. He is nothing like his father and all you need do is give him the chance to prove that.” Ardis spoke. “You have always trusted me Uncle Martin. Trust me now. I am my parent’s daughter Uncle Martin… you and they have taught me well… would I allow Karun to claim me if there was even a hint he was like his father?”

Martin’s K12 withdrew instantly at her words. “No.” He stated flatly. 
Martin stepped close to Karun then, leaning over slightly as Aricia lowered her weapon. He could smell Ardis’s sweet scent all over Karun, deeply imbedded in his blood. He also smelled something that he hadn’t when Karun had first come to Earth. He detected the dormant wolf blood within Karun’s veins now pulsing strongly and it was filled with Ardis’s essence. He turned and looked at his niece. “You showed him?” He asked.

Ardis nodded as she reached up and placed her hand on Martin’s arm. “I did Uncle. Just as you did for me.”

Martin turned back to look at Karun who met his eyes unflinching. “Show me.” He said.

Martin couldn’t help but smile as he saw Karun’s eyes change instantly and his dual wolf fangs extended from beneath his lips. Apparently the dual fangs unique to the Leonidas blood still were dominant even with a Kavalian mother. “I guess we learn something new every day.” Martin said softly. “Your father didn’t teach you that boy.”

“My… my father taught me only how to hate.” Karun hissed. “He was too busy bedding other women and making grasps for power to be concerned with me. My brothers… my younger brothers are lost… but I… I found myself when I came here.” Karun blinked several times. “I… I wish to learn about… I wish to learn about my history Uncle.”

Martin holstered his K12 then and looked at Karun. His eyes returned to normal and his dual fangs disappeared and he stared at Karun for a long moment. He could see so much of his hated brother in Karun, but he could also see far more of his beautiful Kavalian mother. As he usually did, Martin Leonidas went with his gut instinct. He stepped forward and pulled Karun into a rib cracking bear hug and Jalersi felt tears come to her eyes when she saw her son hesitate and then return the embrace, his fingers pulling tightly on Martin’s shirt. She heard Martin pound Karun on his back and then push him away to arm’s length. He brought his hand up and grasped Karun’s neck and looked at him intently. 
“Welcome nephew.” Martin said with a smile. “Welcome… Karun Leonidas.”

Karun held back the tears he wanted to let flow from his eyes as he stared at the man who his father had cursed and harangued ever since Karun could remember. A man that was unlike anything his own father had taught him, and a man who had just welcomed him into a family that was his blood. Karun gripped his uncle’s arms tightly.
“Blood before all else Uncle!” He croaked out the words. “Blood before all else!”

Martin nodded his head with a smile. “I see my niece has taught you well.” He said.
Karun shook his head. “Ardis has taught me many things Uncle… but grandmother taught me that.”

Martin’s eyes went a little wider and he nodded his head. “Good.” He said. “Good.” He released Karun’s neck and turned around, reaching for Aricia who stepped close to him. His eyes fell upon Pian and Jalersi standing very near to one another and Jiss who stood alone but in close proximity to them. His eyes finally went to where Tarifa stood. “Sister… perhaps you could tell us just exactly what is going on here.” He stated.

Tarifa crossed her arms over her ample chest and looked at him sternly. “I would have if you had given me the chance!” She snapped. “No… you have to come busting into my home, the Durcunusaan breaking how many windows in the process? Are you going to replace them Martin?”

“Tarifa… Roluth was very insistent that something was wrong.” Isra spoke up now.

Tarifa nodded turning to look at her husband and alpha mate. “And we thought it was until just before you and my thick headed adopted brother made your grand entrance!” She turned back to find Martin standing directly in front of her. She blinked several times and then slugged him in the arm. “You big oaf!”

Martin chuckled and leaned forward to kiss her cheek in a brotherly fashion. “Now that you have that out of the way… could you tell us why there are three Kavalians in your home who are being listed as dead by the Kavalian ambassador?”

“Dead?” Jalersi asked.

Martin turned to look at her and nodded his head. “Killed in the High Coven attack on your embassy. Or so they told us.”
“They were not killed!” Tarifa hissed. “They came here with Ardis and Karun because they are trying to stop a war! When they were seen trying to escape their own people tried to kill them. This is the only place Ardis could think to bring them where they would be safe for a time.”

“A war?” Martin asked. “What are you talking about Tarifa?”

Tarifa looked at him oddly. “Deia did not tell you?” She asked.

“Tell me what?” Martin asked as he turned back to look at Tarifa. “She told me nothing!” 

“I gave the information to Laustinos at least ten hours ago. Perhaps more. He said he would make sure it got to Deia.” Tarifa spoke.

Aricia stepped forward. “Tarifa… we came here from Deia’s office. One of us has been there for the last two and a half days. She told us nothing about you. Only that Ardis was still missing. Then Daniel called.”

“What information?” Martin asked turning to look at Jalersi and Pian.

“King Leonidas we are not part of this!” Jiss began. “We…”

Martin pointed at him. “Ambassador I fucking hate politicians! You are a politician! Now shut up!” He snapped turning back to Jalersi and Pian. “What is going on? Retaliation for your sister defecting and marrying my son? I won’t change my mind about that… Athani is my son’s wife as far as I am concerned. I will not…”

Jalersi stepped closer to him. “She is… she is doing well?” She asked hopefully.

Martin nodded. “Very well.” He replied. “And she’s very happy.”

“Can I see her?” Jalersi asked quickly.

Pian came up behind her and gently took her arm pulling her close to him, something that did not go unnoticed by Martin who looked at Pian with questions in his eyes. “Jalersi has seen who Pusintin is and renounced him.” Pian spoke. “I have taken her as my wife. Something I have wanted to do for twenty years.”
Martin grinned. “Bet that didn’t go over well with my dear brother I take it. Is that what this is all about?.” He said.

“He doesn’t know yet.” Pian said. “Well… he may have an idea now.”

“This was a mutual thing I take it?” Martin asked.

Jalersi nodded. “Very much so.” She replied before Pian could. “I was blind to what Pusintin really was. I believed he would change things and all he did was embrace the old ways of my people. Nothing was going to change. Pian made me see that just as much as his own actions!”

“My Pride inhabits the fringes of Kavalian space. We do not adhere to the many more violent traditions of our people concerning our females. To my Pride our woman are to be treasured and respected for they will bear our future. It is not something that we have allowed to become public knowledge since it would not go over well.”

“Yeah… no shit.” Danny spoke. “It’s damn impressive you’ve lasted this long.”

“So tell me why your own people are trying to kill you? Is my brother that vindictive as to come after you for that and start a war with me to achieve that?” Martin asked.

Pian shook his head. “They are not trying to kill us for that. They will kill us for what we know.” He answered.

Martin felt tightness grip his abdomen. “Ok… I’m listening.” He said.

“They are trying to kill us because we know, at least some of the details anyway, we know of a plot by Prefect Keleru and Marshall Pusintin to target and kill as many of your family as possible. Including you King Leonidas. You and at least some of your Queens.” Pian spoke as calmly as he could. “We gave this information to Tarifa when we came here and she passed it along.”


Martin’s wide eyes cut to Tarifa. “Laustinos?” He asked.


Tarifa nodded. “I could get no one else on the COM and the MV dampeners are active all over the city. It renders Mindvoicing impossible except for you and Androcles and a few others, you know this!”

“Why didn’t you try me?” Martin snapped.


“I did!” Tarifa barked back. “Your shielding was too high you fool! I could get no one! I sent Roluth away because he said the insects and birds in the mountains had gone quiet and I suspected an attack. One did not come and now you are here. I overreacted!” 
“Oh… fuck me to tears! No you didn’t!” Danny snarled as he looked at Martin. “We fell hard for this one brother!”

Martin Leonidas hadn’t survived countless battles by being dense. He knew a trap when he sensed one… and they had just walked into a very well set trap, one that could get them all killed. He looked up as Fache rushed in from the corridor to the front door.

“Milord!” Fache snapped. “I can not raise the two teams we left on the perimeter of the property!”

“Nubou!” Danny snarled.

“Fuck is right!” Martin barked. “We just walked into a trap and you were the bait!”

“What?” Pian gasped as he pulled Jalersi closer to him.

“Pian… the Puma Bane Teams!” Jalersi hissed.

“The what?” Danny barked as he un-slung his 190.

“They are… they are like…” Pian was struggling to explain them when Karun stepped in.

“They are Shock Troops Uncle.” He spat. “The very best that my father and grandfather employ. They receive the finest training and weapons and they are renown for their cruelty. They take no prisoners and they rarely ever fail. That is what they sent into The Wilds after your Drow bases.”

Martin’s eyes grew wide. “The Drow?” He gasped.

“Their intent was to cripple your intelligence networks within The Wilds so they could move at will.” Pian spoke. “It is why we… it is why we came to Tarifa. The Prefect and Pusintin will plunge our people into a war we can not win with their actions!”

“What actions?” Aricia almost screamed.

“Not only are they targeting your Drow outposts, but they are targeting every member of your family in a scheme to somehow get Pusintin restored as King of Sparta and by default King of the Union!” Pian exclaimed.

Martin opened his mouth to bark an angry question but his wolf ears detected the soft popping noise far off in the distance exactly the same time as Danny, Isra and Fache.
“INCOMING!” Danny and Martin screamed at the same time as they yanked on Anuk and Aricia respectively while throwing themselves onto the floor. Pian and Karun had been under fire enough times to know what that word meant and they were moving half a second after it left two sets of lips.

Jiss stood in the center of the room stunned at what was happening and completely exposed. He saw a flash of a body in front of him before a blinding explosion outside the glass window erupted and the concussive force of the first plasma mortar landing outside the wall of the home only ten meters away first buckled and then ruptured the wall sending glass, steel and concrete blistering across the room at nearly the speed of light. Jiss felt a massive pain in his side and then blackness claimed him into its embrace.
