CHAPTER FORTY-SIX
HADARIA
ROYAL PALACE

“…not enough!” Anja spat angrily as she looked up from the table shoving several data pads onto the floor. “It’s not enough damn it!”


Sivana stepped up to her sister, reaching out to place her hands on Anja’s arms. Sivana’s jade green eyes met Anja’s own jade colored eyes and Sivana saw anguish in her sister’s eyes. Anguish and anger both.


“Anja… we can only do so much. You know this. You can not torture yourself over this.” She stated softly. “Wiktor and Buonau have the Elder Guard Militia watching our every move. They are monitoring everything we take with us. Our hands are tied sister.”

Zaniai stood beside Eurin near the door of Anja’s old office that had now been stripped bare of anything that belonged to the Lycavorian Union. Every computer and data core within the large palace had been packed up and already moved to the SPIRIT OF HADARIA in orbit. Anything that belonged to Anja or Sivana had been loaded and shipped out. The Palace was as effectively bare as it could be. Anything having to do with the Union or their parents was gone. The many dozens of ancient books on the shelves of the study were gone and the shelves were now empty. This was a military withdrawal only and nothing else was being taken if it did not belong to the Union or those who had called Hadaria home for so long. A senior Elder Guard Militia officer had protested when holoimages and items that had belonged to Anja’s mother and father were taken down and packed. When he had tried to stop this, he ended up in the nearby infirmary when the Durcunusaan soldier who was gently packing the items broke his arm and two ribs. Buonau had arrived to protest this action and Anja had told her that they were mementos of her father and mother and she would be damned if she left them. Then she had closed the door in Buonau’s face. 
Half a dozen Durcunusaan soldiers were standing guard just outside the door to the office, as well as many places on the palace grounds. Many of them were just as angry as the diminutive Queen they protected and adored. They had lived here on Hadaria for years, many had Hadarian wives and friends, yet now they were being forced to leave. It did not sit well with them, having to force their wives and families to leave the only home many of them had ever known. Only Eurin knew that to a man or woman, not a single wife or husband had chosen to remain behind while the one they loved was being forced to leave. They revered their Persian red haired Queen almost as much as their loved ones who protected her. Eurin could not even remember how many times Anja had had those same families and friends to the palace for gatherings filled with food and dance, the palace walls filled with the screams of playing children. It was a testament to the charisma and respect she held not only as Queen but as a person. 

Ceuma was sitting quietly in the chair along the wall and she slowly stood up and moved closer to Anja. She had witnessed many things in the last few hours, and though she had only truly been alive for less than two years, she had Anja’s memories and many of her same traits. She was very different however, as she had shown over the last hours and days. Like Anja, she worshiped her husband completely, and felt the most happiness and safety in his powerful arms when she was pressed against his ebony skin. Yet Joci’s mother, a woman she had come to love and respect strongly, had instructed her in a traditional Lycavorian manner and she was far more reserved than Anja. Like Lycavorian women of old she was more in control of her baser emotions. At least to a point. No matter all that, Ceuma felt sincere heartbreak at something she had absolutely no control over.

“Do you… is what I feel because of you Anja?” She asked softly looking at Anja. “Or is it because of whom I am?”


Anja and Sivana looked at her and in a move that surprised Eurin and Zaniai they drew Ceuma close to them. Eurin shook her head in surprise as she stared at these three women. You would never know one of them was a clone of Anja. At first glance they looked only like a trio of sisters that looked extraordinarily alike, almost triplets even, though Ceuma was a clone to Anja. The similarities in looks between Anja, Ceuma and Sivana were easy enough to see, though Anja and Ceuma had much larger chests. Now Ceuma shared these same traits as Anja and some of Sivana as well and as the three of them brought their heads together Eurin knew where at least a portion of Ceuma’s future lay.

Anja squeezed Ceuma’s hand as she took it and the three of them stood close together. “What do you think?” She asked softly.


Ceuma’s jade green eyes gazed at her. “They… they are my people. I am a clone of you yes but I am still Hadarian and…”
“NO!” Anja snapped surprising Ceuma with the force of her words. “You are not a clone! Not any longer!”

Ceuma looked at her oddly and gave her a gentle smile. “Then what am I Anja?” She asked softly. “I am not ashamed of what I am. I…”
It was Sivana’s turn to take her hand now and Ceuma looked at her. “You are our sister.” Sivana spoke softly. “You are not Anja. You are your own person Ceuma. You have already proven that to everyone around you. Your blood makes you our sister!”

“My blood is cloned!” Ceuma said with that now signature gentle smile. “It is…”

“Marty…” Anja interrupted her words. “Martin has a saying… I don’t even think he remembers how it came to be. Blood before all else. You are our blood Ceuma. No matter how that came to be, it doesn’t matter anymore. Not to us. You have our blood coursing through your veins. Sivana’s and mine. Our parents. That makes you our sister.”

Ceuma stared at these two women for a long moment and for the first time in her very short life, with the exception of her burning love for Joci, Ceuma felt part of something. “Is this why I feel… I feel as if I am deserting them.”


“You are not deserting them!” Eurin snapped as she stepped forward now. “None of you! You are still Queen and Princess of Hadaria in the eyes of millions. Those millions do not have a voice and they are being silenced!”


“How do we make those voices heard then Eurin?” Zaniai asked. “There is still time to stop all this.”


Eurin shook her head sadly. “No.” she spoke in almost a whisper. “We can’t stop it. Not any longer. We couldn’t stop it the moment Wiktor and Buonau started down this path and aligned themselves with the Kavalians. And we can not stay here.”


“Why?” Anja said. “We could…”


“No.” Eurin spoke. “If you stayed here it would only bring death to those who support you, and possibly to you Anja.”


“I don’t have to stay here in the palace. I never liked it here anyway.” She said motioning around with her hand indicating the palace all around her. “I can hide among the people!”


“And do what?” Eurin exclaimed. “We are Healers! We do not have yours and Sivana’s combat training Anja! Even Ceuma can fight better than most Hadarians because of what Joci has taught her. We can not fight like you! If you remain here… our people will die. Buonau will hunt you! She will hunt you and she will insure she sees you dead. She will use these Kavalian animals as her enforcers and they will not be kind.”


“So I just abandon them!” Anja gasped.


Eurin shook her head as she stepped closer to them. “You are not abandoning them… you are saving them! If you are killed on Hadaria… you know very well what Martin Leonidas will do.”


“Martin Leonidas would not attack Hadaria!” Anja snapped. “Marty is many things… but he will never attack a founding member of the Union. It is not in his…”


“In his nature?” Eurin snapped forcefully. “Do not defend the part of him that makes so many fear him with good reason Anja. It is whom he is, and I for one honor and respect that more than you know. It is his greatest strength and he knows just how to use it. He is far more cunning than you give him credit for. I suspect your love for him blinds you in a way to what he is truly capable of. Martin Leonidas is the most powerful Lycavorian walking among the stars. He is wolf… the largest I have ever seen in my near thousand years of life. Do not tell me what he will do Anja Leonidas! I have seen that man when he is angry, truly angry to the point he allows his feral nature to come forth, and it is the most frightening thing in the universe to even witness. I have seen that man deal with those who have wronged him or harmed those he cares for! Martin will come here with every single Spartan and ship at his command and he will lay waste to Hadaria without blinking an eye if you are killed by Buonau or her Kavalian thugs because you chose to remain.” Eurin nearly shouted. “He will burn this planet to a shell until he knew Buonau and Wiktor were dead, and every Kavalian with them! And the cost to our people would be devastating!”


“Martin would not…”


Eurin stepped closer to her. “You don’t get it do you Anja?” She exclaimed loudly. “You truly don’t realize it do you?”


Anja looked at her puzzled. “What are you talking about?”


“You! I’m talking about you and the others!” Eurin stated calmly. “Do you think that those close to you and the other Queens don’t know? That we don’t hear the rumors and whispers in the back alleys and smile because we know the truth.”


“What truth? Stop talking like Helen!” Anja snapped as she began to lose her patience. “You aren’t making any sense Eurin.”


“Aren’t I?” Eurin asked her. “I have seen that man crush the life from an empire to take back what belonged to him. I was there beside you as we witnessed it. Do you not remember Enurrua Anja?”


“Enurrua?” Anja gasped aloud. “You think he will act the same way now? Aricia is his soulmate. His Anome. She is of his people. She is his strength and ours as well. You’ve seen the woman she has become since then! That is why he did that?”


Eurin looked at her wide eyed. “By the gods woman… you truly do not see it!” Eurin said.

“See what damn it?” Anja barked angrily.


Eurin smiled softly as she moved closer still. “Everyone seems to think it is Dysea who he favors most of all after Aricia. I know you and the others joke about it when you are alone together. You have said as much to me.”


Anja met her eyes. “Yes… so! It’s true! Eurin what are you saying?”


“Everyone knows it Anja.” Eurin said. “The Durcunusaan, his mother, your grandfather Fuleos. Deia. Even Dysea knows it, for she told me herself during the symposium to Elear that I attended with her two years ago. All these years and you have never seen it? Never felt it?”

“Nubou!” Anja growled. “Now I know how Martin feels when Helen goes all prophetic on him! Speak plain damn it Eurin! Spit it out!”

“The unquestioning confidence he has in you. The time he, Aricia and For'mya spend on Hadaria when you are here acting as Queen, when he is supposed to be on Apo Prime. He never doubts you. He always listens to you. He denies you nothing.” Eurin stated.

“He doesn’t deny any of us.” Anja quipped.


“Yes I know. Yet only you have the same pull on him that Aricia seems to have Anja.” Eurin said. “Only you and she. Oh… it is there with all of you, but it is stronger with you and Aricia because the two of you are most like him.” 


Anja looked at her wide eyed. “What? Eurin you don’t know what you…”


“I don’t know what I’m talking about? I did not fully believe it until these past weeks.” Eurin said. “I did not believe it until I saw him in that transmission after Buonau’s security videos were leaked for all to see. I should have seen it much sooner.”

“Seen what?” Anja asked her.

“He never doubted it was not you Anja. He never even questioned it for a millisecond. The love and longing I saw for you in his eyes in that transmission from your ship, even so vast a distance as it was, it was unquenchable. A lesser man… a man who did not love you like he does… a man who was not so secure in the love his mates have for him… he would have had doubts. Not Martin Leonidas. I do not understand or realize the pull that man has over all of you, but it is an almost palpable thing.” Eurin looked at her. “It is not Dysea who he favors most of all after Aricia, nor For'mya or Isabella or even you Anja. As Aricia is his soul… you are his very heart. Dysea and For'mya his will, and Isabella his conscious. The five of you are what makes that man who he is. And in turn he shapes you… makes you who you are. You have played your part since that very first night you spent with him so long ago.” Eurin stepped right up to her. “You are the first woman he ever truly loved Anja, and you continue to have that hold on him even today. Just as he has hold of you.”


Anja chuckled softly. “Eurin you don’t know what you are saying.” She said.


“Don’t I?” Eurin asked calmly. “Atropos… tell me I am wrong.” Eurin spoke turning her head to see him standing in the doorway he had just entered. Atropos seemed surprised that she had detected him and he stammered something unintelligible and shifted his feet. “Tell me I am wrong in what I am trying to express to her? And why she can not stay on Hadaria.”


Atropos glanced at Eurin quickly and then slowly turned his eyes on Anja. “Eurin speaks the truth Anja.” He said softly. 
“You are wrong!” Anja declared.

“The Feravomir told me long ago when we were on the mission to Lycavore, when we were rescuing Lisisa and Gorgo; she told me why Martin had chosen me as your Captain. She told me it was because of whom I was and the loyalty I had shown to Sparta during my exile. She told me he spoke with Panos to assign me to you for my loyalty. I… learned years later that it was my sister who urged Martin to appoint me as your Captain, though he had already made that decision himself. For my loyalty to Sparta yes, but because Aricia knew I would never allow anything to happen to you and this is what she and Martin wanted. Aricia knew what you meant to him. To Dysea. To her. She learned this during those weeks you two spent with each other in Eden City when he was in Sparta. It is why I was the one to choose Dysea’s Captain, and For'mya’s and then Isabella’s.” Atropos moved into the room.

“Atropos… you are just saying these things.” Anja stated yet her words were soft and quivering.

Atropos shook his head. “No… I am not. Have I ever lied or misled you once in all the years as your Captain? As your friend?”

“No! Never!” Anja declared instantly.

“My King… Martin… he would do everything within his power to defend or rescue one of his Queens. He would go to the ends of the universe if need be, he would forsake everything he knows, for his love of his Queens knows no boundaries. He loves you all more than I can put into words… for there is truly no way to describe it.” Atropos shook his head. “If you remain here Anja and you die, or you are captured by Buonau and the Kavalians, there will be nothing living in this universe that will stop Martin from coming here and glassing this planet into oblivion in his vengeance. Aricia knows what you mean to him, what you mean to her, to For'mya, Dysea and even Isabella and it is why I have been your Captain all of this time. Eurin speaks the truth… if he had… my sister may be his anome, his soul, but you are all his mates. If there is one thing that I have learned through the years serving you and the Leonidas family, it is simply this. He is wolf… he will destroy, maim, and obliterate anyone or anything that does the five of you harm. Without question, without pause and completely without regard.” Atropos said.
“Don’t say that!” Anja snapped viciously as she glared at him. “Don’t you… don’t you ever say that again! Never!”

“I told you not so long ago to look past the surface when you gaze into his eyes and you will see the truth of this. You will see the possessiveness of an Alpha wolf for all of you, not just my sister.” Atropos said.  

“You know it is true Anja.” Eurin spoke again meeting her eyes. “I know you can feel it. You try to hide and mask your abilities in Mindvoice, but you are far stronger than you let on. Stronger than Isabella and For'mya to be sure. Perhaps even stronger than Dysea. I know he has worked with you in private, Aricia as well, and they are the two most powerful Mindvoicers in the Union with the possible exception of Helen. When you go for your runs in the morning, just the two of you, I know very well he schools you within Mindvoice. And perhaps many other things. Martin saw the spark of what you could do that day on Gellen Station when you rescued Sivana. Do you think Belen did not tell him?”

“Sibfla!” Anja snapped turning away and looking out the large bay window. “Stop it! Stop it all of you! You aren’t making this any easier!”

“Leaving is the only option.” Atropos said. “You know that as well as I my Queen! I will remove you if I have too… but I know you recognize it is the only way to save your people from harm. We must…”

Atropos turned as Joci’s ebony bulk filled the doorway and he was barking out orders into his jaw implant. Anja had shocked Joci by reinstating him into the ranks of the Union military and then promoting him into the ranks of the Durcunusaan. She even promoted him to a position of some importance behind only Atropos and Belen within her personal Durcunusaan detail. He was the first to not have to go through the rigid and sometimes harsh training of the Durcunusaan, but Anja reasoned all he had been through up until now was equal too anything he could have learned during the training, and Atropos had agreed. Since that time Joci had thrown himself back into his role as Spartan soldier and now a Durcunusaan leader. As his actions became more well known, the Durcunusaan troops quickly began to respond to him these last days.
“…negative!” He was almost shouting, his 190 dangling from quick release straps as he moved. “Maintain your position until we arrive! No one is to be allowed near the STRIKER! If they attempt to force their way, shoot them! Do not let them reach Belen’s position! He only has six with him. And inform the SPIRIT that we are inbound back to her in five minutes! I am with the Queen now and I will tell her!”

All eyes turned to Joci as stopped and removed his finger from his ear. “Joci… what is going on?” Anja asked.
Joci moved up next to Ceuma and slipped his powerful arm around her slim waist as her hand went up to stroke his long dreadlock hair. “A Kavalian Fleet Group has just exited Jump Gate Four and entered the system my Queen!”

“What?” Atropos screamed moving closer to him. “How did they get access to our Jump Gates?”

“No one knows! Jump Gate Control on Apo Prime is right now scrambling to find out.” Joci answered shaking his head. “I believe I could hear Admiral Riall screaming even from Earth that he would discover how it happened. Kavalian Troop ships are being detected by Admiral Omore on the SPIRIT and they are mixed in with the others ships. They are trying to hide them, but they are not doing a very good job. And there are Kavalian troops are already on the surface as well my Queen! They must have been snuck aboard civilian ships in order to bypass Hadarian Security at the ports!”

“Where?” Atropos barked.

“At least two full companies at each civilian space port. And that is just in and around the capital.” Joci answered quickly.

“Two companies at each port?” Zaniai gasped. “That is over a thousand troops!”

Joci nodded. “And we are down to less than two hundred on Hadaria right now.” He spoke. “The Spartan detail at the Domar military spaceport is watching them via ground and motion sensors. They have not tried to seize either of the two Union military ports, but Belen believes it is a only a matter of time. He is holding your STRIKER at the Western most pad in Domar Central. Miath is already aboard, albeit unhappily. Belen believes if there are Kavalian troops on the ground already they undoubtedly have T19s and he secured Miath himself. We are out of time! We must go my Queen! Now!”
“That upaee sold Hadaria out!” Anja snarled as she turned back to the table and began to gather data pads. “I’ll kill her! I’ll rip her face off when I see her again!”

Joci titled his head down and jammed his finger into his ear. “Say again!” He barked. Atropos was listening now and both his eyes and Joci’s eyes went wide.

“Where?” Atropos growled out causing Anja to look at him. “Nubou!” He cursed and looked at Anja as he and Joci listened for several moments. “Very well! Evac from your current position now! Straight to the Domar spaceport! We no longer need you there!”

Anja moved closer to him. “Atropos?” She asked.

“The Durcunusaan Surveillance Team I left monitoring the Hadarian Elder Council’s secure communications network just picked up a transmission from this Kavalian Admiral Menot. He has ordered his ships to intercept Union forces as they come into range. Their orders are to seize and board all Union ships in the system. The Kavalian troop ships have been ordered to separate from the rest of the Kavalian fleet and begin landing. He has also ordered that you, Sivana and Ceuma are to be arrested on sight for murder and sedition and this was approved by Chief Minister Wiktor and Elder Buonau. A Kavalian detachment is on its way here now with the Elder Militia and Rinard leading them.”
“Rinard?” Ceuma spat.
Joci nodded looking at her. “Apparently they have given him some sort of leadership role within the Elder Militia. A liaison to the Kavalians.”

“Liaison!” Ceuma declared. “Let that foul man come near me and I will cut off his cock and feed it to him for what he has done!”

“It hasn’t been three days yet!” Eurin exclaimed.

“They never intended to wait three days! They never intended to allow the Queen to leave!” Joci snapped. “They only needed enough time to get troops on the surface to reinforce them!”

“They would risk open war with the Union in their actions!” Zaniai declared. “Wiktor and Buonau know this! Have they gone mad?”

“They must believe the Union Senate and Galactic Court will not allow Martin to act.” Sivana spoke quickly. “And if they have Anja and I prisoner, Martin will not attack! They know that! They have planned this for quite some time.”

“Atropos… how long?” Anja demanded.

“Four… maybe five minutes before they get here.” He answered. “The Lifter lanes are jammed with traffic and it will take them that long to clear the lanes. Twenty-nine minutes before their fleet comes within range.”
Anja made her decision then and she pushed away from the table smoothly, turning to pick up the P190A3 that leaned against the wall behind her. “What about the bunker entrance?” She asked.
“Sealed my Queen.” Joci replied quickly. “They will never find it no matter how much they dig.”

“Time to go then!” She snapped. “Initiate a planet wide Broken Arrow! All Lycavorian Union personnel are to evacuate right now! Whatever they can’t take… destroy with plasma grenades! I want everyone off the planet within fifteen minutes.”

Atropos turned to Joci. “Joci… lead us out!”

Joci nodded and clutching Ceuma’s hand he headed for the door. “All teams we are moving to the Domar central spaceport! Stand by to depart!” He barked into his jaw implant. “We are now under a Broken Arrow by order of the Queen. If it does not wear a Union uniform you are authorized to use lethal force!”
Anja took one last look at the office before she turned and followed her Durcunusaan captain out of the room, Sivana, Eurin and Zaniai right behind her.

KRANEK

Dysea wrapped her arms tightly around Zarah, her emerald eyes tearing up as Zarah returned her powerful hug without hesitation. She felt her daughter relax slightly in her arms and take in the warmth that Dysea projected. Dysea pulled her back quickly, taking her face in her hands as the tears rolled freely.

“Zarah my child.” She spoke softly. “Oh Zarah… I…”

Zarah shook her head. “I will get through this mother.” She spoke with strength in her voice. “I know… I know you worry for me… but I will get through this.”

Dysea took a deep breath and nodded. “Andro told me to be strong for you and I will.” She stated. 

“Then… then don’t coddle me mother.” Zarah said in a whisper. “Please. I was raped… but I am still me.”

“Yes you are.” Dysea said. She leaned over and kissed her softly, nuzzling her cheek. “I am here for you. We all are.” She whispered.

Zarah closed her eyes and reveled in the caress and she nodded. “I know… and that is my strength.” She whispered back.
Dysea drew back and looked at her. Her emerald eyes moved to where Lucia stood silently watching and she smiled. “Lucia.” She said reaching out and taking her hand. “We can not thank you…” Dysea stopped and took another deep breath. She blinked several times and smiled wider. “Welcome Lucia.”

“Lady Dysea I…” Lucia began.

Dysea shook her head. “No. Now is not the time. In the future perhaps… but right now, know you are now part of our family. And that is good enough for me.”

Dysea saw Lucia’s dark eyes glitter in joy. “That… that is almost exactly what Lisisa and Arrarn told me.”
“See… we think alike.” Dysea said with a smile.

Zarah looked at Dysea. “Mother… where is Normya?” She asked anxiously. Zarah had worried that her half elven sister, the one she considered her twin, would not be here to greet her. Zarah’s heart dropped for only a split second until she saw two blurring motions off to the right and then the enormous Immortal and stunning vampire female came to abrupt halts and the huge arms of the Immortal released her platinum haired sister from his embrace.

“Zarah!” Normya screamed as she broke from Tir’ut’s arms and raced for her sister.

The two of them met in the middle in an embrace of sisterly love and affection, both of them now with tears in their eyes as they hugged and nuzzled each other, allowing the wolf in their blood to show through. Tir’ut came over to stand beside Dysea with his mother trying to ignore the fact that the eyes of the Leonidas children were focused on him. He looked at Dysea with questions in his eyes and Dysea nodded. “Have Normya explain it to you later Tir'ut.” She said kindly. “She and her sister are very close.”
Tir'ut nodded. “Yes elf mother.”

Dysea smiled and patted his arm. “We are hard to understand sometimes.”

Tir'ut looked at his mother and then back to Dysea. He turned back and saw Normya and Zarah pulling Lucia close to them now. “Yes… I am figuring that out slowly. Someday it may sink entirely into my thick head as mother says. I doubt it however.”

Dysea’s eyes grew wider as her keen nose detected Isabella’s lilac scent and she turned quickly to see her beautiful vampire lover walking towards them. She looked radiant in her new pregnancy and she watched Isabella gaze at her with lust in her eyes as she came up. Dysea didn’t hesitate and didn’t care who saw and she stepped into Isabella’s embrace for a sizzling kiss of passion and desire. She hadn’t seen her vampire lover in longer than she cared to recall and Dysea yearned to feel her naked skin beside her.

“Oh it has been too long since I have tasted you ussta she-elf.” Isabella spoke huskily as their kiss broke apart.

Dysea nodded. “Far too long.” She agreed. Dysea turned and looked behind Bella only to see most of their older children standing behind them with smiles as wide as any sun. Lisisa leaned up against Denali with her arms crossed under her ample chest, Eliani and Nyla both leaning up against the large Spartan who Dysea knew could only be Malic.
Isabella laughed when she saw Dysea’s eyes. “You know how they follow their brother.” She said with a grin. “I could not keep them away.”

Dysea very nearly felt overwhelmed as she felt her children crowd around her tightly, sharing the embraces of love and family. It was always the same she knew. The wolf in all of them needed the touch of one another and the sensations that each other’s auras brought. It was so soothing and loving. Dysea greeted them all in turn, even as Normya followed on her heels holding Zarah’s hand tightly. After several minutes of hugging and nuzzles Dysea ended beside Isabella, her arm around her waist tightly, and holding Lucia’s hand.

“Where… where is Andro?” She asked then, not seeing or smelling her oldest son. “Did he stay with the Coven riders?”

“We received a distress call from Walter’s ship while coming here.” Bella answered.

“Walter’s ship?” Dysea asked her emerald eyes going wide.

Bella nodded. “It apparently had been shot down on Iraruzu. The planet that one of our Drow outposts was on.”
Dysea looked at her with those wide yes. “Shot down!” She declared in shock. “Shot down by whom?”

“Walter mentioned something about Kavalians in the message mother…” Denali told her. “But we don’t know anything for sure. Andro took Sadi, Carisia and Ne'Veha on his STRIKER and they went to investigate. We should know something soon. He’s due to contact us in a few hours.”

“Everyone…” Normya called causing them all to turn. They saw her pull Tir'ut closer to her, though he came reluctantly in the face of so many of Normya’s family here, and Normya pressed up against his side quite intimately. “This is Tir'ut.” Normya stated quite proudly. “This is my husband and mate.”

Denali was the only pureblood left among his brothers and sisters and in Andro’s place it was he who stepped forward and met Tir'ut’s dark eyes, Lisisa right behind him as his wife and mate. He looked at the towering Immortal, easily over a foot taller than his sister and he leaned forward sniffing intently as the others looked on. He could smell his sister’s familiar scent deeply imbedded in this Immortal’s blood, and his ginger scent wafting from Normya’s pores powerfully. He felt his siblings move up all around him as he looked at Tir'ut. That he had Immortal blood in him was obvious by the bone spurs along his jaw, but they were much less pronounced than what many of them expected. His skin was deeply tanned and he had very short hair.
“Can you speak Immortal?” Denali finally asked him.

“Deni!” Lisisa hissed as she poked him in the back while Normya glared at him.

“Denali Leonidas you apologize right now!” Normya barked.

Tir'ut knew right away what Denali was doing and he grinned. It was something that his elf mother Dysea told him would happen. They were very protective of each other and that was coming out now.

“They will test you and your commitment to Normya Tir'ut.” Dysea had told him one evening. “They trust in their sister, but it is still the way of the wolf. Even though most of them are of mixed blood, it is their father’s blood that is so dominant. The wolf in them. They will want to insure your intentions for their sister are pure.”

“My intentions darthirii ilhar?” He asked. “She is my Du'ased 'ranndi. My heart and soul. My intentions are to love her until I pass into the next life.”

Dysea had looked at him then. “Then tell them that.” She stated plainly.
They would test him to see if he was worthy of their sister. In their older brother Andro’s absence it fell to the oldest pureblood to officially greet Tir'ut and that was Denali. It was obvious he was uncomfortable in the position, but he was making an admirably attempt for he knew Andro would expect him too. 
“I did not… I did not expect to meet all of my il darthirii kal'daka’s family at one time and I am at somewhat of a loss.” Tir'ut said plainly.

“What exactly are your intentions with our sister Immortal?” Denali asked as sternly as his good natured personality allowed.

“Denali!” Normya gasped with blazing emerald eyes. “You have no right to…”

“I intend to love her breathless for eternity!” Tir'ut answered immediately, cutting off Normya’s reply. “I intend to make her sing my name to the moon and only my name. I will love her shamelessly and we will have many children who will carry on for us.” Normya’s eyes were wide as she looked at the husband she adored so completely. She had never heard these things from him and his words made warm shivers course through her.
Denali grinned. “No kidding?” He said. Deni turned his head slightly and looked at Lisisa next to him. “Lisi?”
Lisisa grinned. “I think… given the look on our sister’s face, that her new husband is full of surprises.”

“You think?” Deni asked with his trademark smile. He turned back to Tir'ut. “Be careful, she may be tiny, but she has a mean right cross.”

Normya glared at him. “I am not tiny!” She barked.

Arrarn stepped up next to Denali now, Narice and Toria right behind him. He looked Tir'ut up and down, even while Normya glared at Denali. “Anse sister… I don’t suppose you could have picked one that’s not so damn tall could ya?” He declared finally.
Normya Leonidas and a murderous look on her face as she stepped in front of Denali and Arrarn and glared at them. She crossed her arms over her generous breasts and stared daggers at her brothers. “You ronnus!” She spat at Denali. “How dare you!”

“Sister…” Zarah spoke from the side where she clutched Lucia’s hand. “Sister… he is very large.” She stated.

“Zarah!” Normya exclaimed.

Zarah’s words set off the tide of laughter and Denali scooped his sister up into his arms with a joyful shout, spinning her around as Arrarn stepped forward and gripped Tir'ut’s arm in greeting. The rest of them crowded around quickly as they welcomed their sister’s Immortal husband into their family. 

Esther allowed the breath she was holding where she stood next to Dysea and Isabella out slowly and wiped away the beginnings of the tears in her eyes. She saw Dysea and Isabella look at her and she smiled. “Forgive me.” She said softly. “I still worry for how he will be accepted by others. I did not… I did not know how they… if they would recognize him. Receive him as Normya’s Blessed Husband.” Esther stated.

Isabella knew who Esther was and she smiled and leaned over to place a friendly kiss on her cheek. The happiness within her at finally being with Dysea was plentiful and all she wanted was to get her ussta she-elf alone in her arms. 

“Our children are unique Esther.” She stated. “There has only been one occasion when they did not accept someone one of their siblings brought before all of them. That was many years ago too. All of them have grown since then.”

Esther looked at her. “Really?” She asked in relief. “Dare I ask why they did not accept that person?”
Dysea laughed. “It is probably better if you didn’t.” She answered quickly. “Eliani would never forgive us if we brought that distasteful subject back up. And neither would Andro. It was before she met Nyla, and she has moved on.” She looked at Isabella. “Where are the Coven riders?”

“Bren and Famus were with them as they flew toward the facility Cha’talla reserved for them.” Bella answered quickly. “You will be impressed with what Andro has made them into Dysea.”

Dysea nodded her head. “I’m sure.” She took Esther’s hand in hers as she talked. “Come Bella… I know you are burning to meet Cha’talla. All of them must be.”

Isabella nodded. “It is not everyday you get to meet a man that has an entire shelf in the Apo Prime history logs all to himself.” She said with a smile.

“I would imagine it is not the type of history Cha’talla would be proud of.” Esther spoke softly looking at her.

Isabella met her dark eyes. “His actions so far Esther… they have begun to weave a new history. And that is the one we will build on. Our children already seem to be doing just that.” She said motioning to where Tir'ut was embracing Carina while Moneus pounded him on his back laughing.
Esther smiled at the sight. “Yes we will.”


“…make sure the plasma coupler is seated properly!” Cha’talla barked out. “I don’t want the damn thing popping out if we have to maneuver!” He spoke as he gathered up the towel and began wiping his large hands. Three of their G9 LRR’s occupied the landing pads all around him, Dysea’s STRIKER parked on the fourth. 


Cha’talla looked at the equally dirty female elven engineer walk up to him carrying a large portable engineering console. The female elf wore the uniform of the famed 1st Elven Engineering Corp, though the upper half of her jumpsuit was down and tied around her waist. Her firm, medium sized breasts strained against her t-shirt but like all the elves that had come down here from NORMYA’S LIGHT, they found these Immortals were so unlike those they had read about it wasn't even right to compare them. Cha’talla looked at her evenly, and though like all elven females she was stunning, no woman could compare to his Blessed Wife Esther now.

“Re’naria?” He asked.


The green eyed elven female looked up at him. “I was able to adjust the power flow on the G9s to increase their LSD range by a factor of four.” She stated. “I just wanted to make sure it was ok with you to install micro cooling cells in the conduits.”


“How long will this take?” Cha’talla asked. “I want to leave for Belid in twelve hours.”


Re'naria shrugged. “Three hours tops.” She answered. “Three of us are going with you so we can monitor the new systems and make any small corrections to power flow and absorption rate.”


Cha’talla looked at her surprised. “I did not know this.” He said.


Re'naria nodded her head. “You don’t think we’re actually going to send you out with all these improvements without someone to watch over them in case they need to be adjusted do you? What we’ve done to your Runners is not in any book Cha’talla… and we’re going to make sure it doesn’t kill you. Or us.” She said with a smile.


Cha’talla laughed and nodded his head. “Very well.” He spoke. “It will be good to have you.”


Re'naria looked at this towering Immortal. She had been skeptical when she first came to the surface knowing who Cha’talla was and what he had done in the past, but after seeing all she had that skepticism quickly turned to trust. She had seen Elven females and their Immortal husbands walking among the streets of the settlements, their children either scampering along around them or in the arms of one of their parents. She had seen Normya Leonidas’s new mate actually playing with the small children in the park while Normya sat with her mother over tea. Re'naria had seen many things in her life, more so since the return of King Leonidas, but none so inspiring as what she had seen here. 
“May I ask you something Cha’talla?” She asked.

He nodded. “Of course.”


“Would you be going to Belid to get your son if those elf females were not there?” She asked.


Cha'talla shook his head slowly. “Lynom… he had his own escape route worked out and established if it became time for him to leave. He would have been able to leave Belid without help from us.”


Re'naria nodded slowly. “That’s what I thought.” She said softly. “I’ll get these cooling cells installed and we’ll be ready in twelve hours.”


“Thank you.” Cha'talla said and watched as she turned around and headed back towards the G9 on Pad Two.


“Husband?” Esther’s voice echoed from behind him startling him slightly and he whirled around to see his wife standing behind him demurely, her hands behind her back and her dark eyes smiling up at him.


Cha'talla smiled slightly. “I hate when you do that Esther.” He stated somewhat gruffly.


Esther grinned. “I know… but it keeps you on your toes.” She answered.


Cha'talla swept her up in his arms and crushed her to him then, Esther’s arms snaking around his broad shoulders. “I will show you what keeps me on my toes.” He growled hungrily at her.


Esther laughed and kissed him, holding his face in her small hands. She rubbed her cheek gently against his and whispered in his ear. “I will hold you to that husband.” She said huskily. “But now would not be a good time, unless you wish to take me in front of our guests. Though that does sound kinky.”

Cha'talla’s eyes grew a little wider and as he held his Blessed Wife in his arms he turned fully around to see a smiling Dysea behind him with over a dozen others, undoubtedly her children, and all of them were grinning. If an Immortal could blush, Cha'talla’s bronze skin would have turned the color of ripe Cartlo Roots. Slowly he set his smiling wife down on the hard packed dirt and felt her press up close against his side.


“Dysea?” He said softly.


Dysea couldn’t contain the small laugh that escaped her lips as she came up to him and took his hands. “Cha'talla… the expression on your face right now is absolutely priceless.” She stated.


“I’m sure.” He spoke.


Dysea kept his hand in hers and turned to look at Isabella and her children. “Bella, Deni, everyone, this is Cha’talla.”


Cha'talla’s dark eyes scanned the single row of Leonidas children and their mates. Elf, Lycavorian, vampire, all members of one family. Children of one man. A man he had tried very hard to kill so many years ago. Though they were no older than Tir'ut who he saw holding Normya close to him, like his own sons with Esther, all of them looked very capable of doing battle.


“I welcome you.” He finally said. “I welcome all of you to Kranek. To our home.” To say he was amazed when they all surged towards him at one time would be an understatement. That amazement didn’t stop the happiness that he felt in his chest though.

Vollenth and Viera were the last to move slowly down the ramp of the TYPE II DT, Cinol perched on his back and Caydren on his mother’s as they looked around the wide expanse of towering timber and mountains all around them. They could see the Coven dragons and riders also taking in the cool fresh air and warm sun as they moved towards the portable buildings in the distance.

Papa! The… the mountains stretch so far! Cinol declared from Vollenth’s back.


The clouds mama! The clouds reach to the ground! Caydren echoed his brother.


Viera’s eyes smiled and she nodded her massive head. Yes. It is beautiful isn’t it? We could hunt for days on such a world. Her head turned to look at Vollenth. Vollenth? Vollenth had remained silent up until now, the closer they drew to their destination, the more anxious he had become. She saw his wings fluttering slightly and she brushed up against him now. He had held nothing back from her since Dragon Mountain, sharing all that he was with her. [You… you feel your Bonded One don’t you? On this world?] She masked her words from their sons so they could not hear.

Vollenth turned and gazed at her. [It is so powerful now Viera.] He spoke. [It… whoever they are, they are strong and proud Viera my mate. Their shielding is very nearly impenetrable. They… they do not know I am here. They do not yet understand what we are meant for. What they feel.]


[Then you will need to show them.] Viera stated proudly.

[Me?]


[The Dragon Elder Mother Arzoal and Androcles knew you were meant for someone else Vollenth. They could feel it within you. There are many who do not understand what it is they feel until they meet their Bonded One.] Viera told him. [The Elder Mother said as much.]


[Viera… I do not know… I do not know if I am ready.] He said softly.


[You are ready my Vollenth.] She told him lovingly. [This is the true bond that we dragons hope for. Not that horror Yuri witch forced on you. This will complete you and finally purge the last of what she did from you. This is your future.]


Vollenth blinked and looked at her. [You are my future.] He stated emphatically. [You are my future. My sons… and the many hatchlings we will have in the future.]


Viera’s eyes filled with love and warmth at his words and she brushed her snout against his lovingly. [Is… is that a promise of more exquisite encounters to come my handsome mate?] She asked him.


[Many more.] Vollenth promised her. [Many more and many centuries together. If you will have me.]

[I can hardly wait.] Viera spoke. [And I will have you Vollenth. I will have you for as long as I have years.]

Vollenth drew his snout down her long neck making her wings twitch in delight. [I have waited this long.] He spoke softly. [I will wait until my mate and children are safe in the facility that…]


Excuse me? The female voice spoke.


Vollenth and Viera turned to see the elven pilot standing next to them, her helmet under her arm.


Commander? Viera asked shyly.


You are Vollenth and Viera correct? She asked. And your sons Cinol and Caydren?


She knows who we are? Caydren gasped from his mother’s back. That is so cool!

Vollenth nodded his huge head with a chuckle within Mindvoice. His sons had picked up the unique use of slang during their stay at Dragon Mountain and their interaction with the many hatchlings from Earth that were there. Yes.


I am Commander De’lia, 1st Elven Engineering Corp. She spoke easily in Mindvoice and the presence of two very large dragons did not faze her in the least. Prince Androcles told his mother that you would be accompanying them. She had a separate structure set up for you away from the Coven pens so that their training did not disturb the hatchlings at night. It is larger and has room for the hatchlings to scamper about. 


We do not want to be far from our friends. Viera spoke.


De’lia shook her head with a smile. It’s not. Only a hundred meters. Elynth and Anthar are next to you. Jeth and Tharua across from you. We tried to give the mated dragons a little more privacy.


Vollenth blinked. You did that?


The elven engineer smiled once more and reached up to stroke his smooth scales without fear. She knew all about Vollenth’s history and this did not stop her from touching him. My kind is descended from yours Vollenth. In essence, we are you. At least a part of each of us. We will always look out for you. I’d be happy to show you. Elynth and Anthar have a separate pen, as do Jeth and Tharua.

Thank you Commander. Viera said kindly. 


This way. She spoke as she began to walk across the ground towards some dome like rises in the ground.

Viera nudged Vollenth as they began walking. [Perhaps we can start tonight.] She spoke seductively.


Vollenth’s eyes glittered in response. [I believe I will enjoy that.] He stated confidently. [Practice makes perfect.]


[Ah! Just don’t become too perfect. Then you won’t need to practice and I will be very unhappy!]  

RAPTOR IIA3 (ELINT)
ULU ARIZONA
CALLSIGN FALCON ONE FOUR
TWENTY-FIVE MILLION KILOMETERS FROM KRANEK

Hardly anyone knew they existed and the pilots and crews liked it that way.


They were based on the old design of RAPTORs from EDEN BASE, with this ship and the others like it known as RAPTOR IIA3s. They were the extreme long range eyes and ears of the ARIZONA’S Attack Wing. They were designed to operate independent of the ARIZONA for long periods of time, sometimes moving into days, and because of this the Raptor A3s were built for stealth and speed. Her double layered outer hull was composed of matte black Dragon Armor rendering her all but invisible to the naked eye, and while she had no Shrouds, thanks to some very advanced Stealth screens improved upon by Avi, she was effectively invisible to all known sensors. The rear of Falcon Four One was like any other Raptor A3 operating. There was a small section with four bunk beds and a small table and chairs bolted to the deck. Aside from that, the entire rear portion of the A3 was dedicated to the four massive sensor stations where the operators sat back to back and the two smaller identical consoles along the wall. Her unique design was unlike anything currently in existence, and the array of sensor pods that dotted her superstructure gave her abilities that no other ships had. With a Nodon JCN Type 71 Tactical Network as the ship’s brain, the Raptor A3 had become the perfect Electronic Warfare ship in the fleet. They were able to monitor and track multiple fleet groups whether they be friendly or foe. They could direct fighters and ground strikes, and their sensor arrays gave them the maximum potential of any ship similar in size. As with almost everyone involved with Project ARIZONA, these men and women were the crème of the crop from within the Union Fleet.

The crews of these ships were made up of four pilots, two flight engineers and eight technicians. Two complete teams that went out on long missions so they could operate at maximum efficiency all of the time. They were a tight knit bunch, and many of them stayed together even when they were off duty. The crew of Falcon Four One was one of these crews.

The elven pilot of Falcon Four One adjusted her thruster controls just a bit with one hand and then leaned back in her large pilot’s seat as she brought the mug of tea up with the other. They were maintaining station twenty-five million kilometers from Kranek using just their thrusters and had just witnessed the SCIMITAR discharge the TYPE II Dragon Transport and half a dozen STRIKERS that headed for the surface of the planet.

“…going to do Falarie?” The female co-pilot asked as she too sat back in her chair. The light red hair of the elven co-pilot shone with health as she turned in her seat and looked at her friend.


“I don’t know Qilie.” The blond pilot spoke looking at her with soft brown eyes.


“You’ve been dating him for eight months Falarie.” The Lycavorian engineer turned in his chair and looked at her. “There must be something there.”


“Be quiet Fausith!” Qilie snapped. “What do you know? You’re a man!”

“I know he has been devoting every waking hour to Falarie.” Fausith snapped back. “That ought to count for something Qilie!”


“He’s a pilot! A human pilot!” Qilie stated.


“What’s wrong with that?” The male voice broke in over the intercom. As long as they stayed out on missions and as close as they all had become, it was pointless to try and hide what was happening in each other’s lives from their fellow crewmates. Falcon Four One was just too small. And in reality, it made them more of a family since they knew what was going on with relationships and children and such. “I’m human!”


“You and Chloe are different Matthew!” Qilie stated quickly. “You are… you are our family.”


“Yes we are.” The female voice chimed in.

“Falarie… let him take you to bed and then make your decision!” The gruff male voice echoed. “If he curls your elven toes then he is a keeper!”

“Bah!” Qilie spoke waving her hand dismissively. “That is a typical wolf perspective. Not all female elves wished to be pawed and licked raw all over Meamo!”


“That’s not what you said last night Qilie.” The voice stated with some humor. “Or were those soft squeals I heard forced.”

“You mean the ones that kept most of us awake last night.” The male voice said.


“Sounded like he was curling your elven toes quite well.” Chloe stated.


“Our relationship does not count in this discussion Meamo!” Qilie protested as soft laughter filtered through the intercom. 


“There is something there.” Falarie said finally with a smile on her face.


“Colonel Randall is human!” Fausith pointed out.


“Colonel Randall was turned by the King!” Qilie said.


“Yes… he was. But he and Zaala were married long before that.” Chloe’s voice joined in now. “I’ve seen the way you look at him Falarie. It is the same way Zaala Randall looks at her husband. If it feels right to you then I say go for it. He is a pilot on the rise, and he wouldn’t have been chosen for the ARIZONA if he carried any sort of attitude. The Colonel wouldn’t have allowed it and for sure Captain Lorian wouldn’t tolerate it.”

Fausith nodded. “See. Even I wouldn’t want to tangle with the Captain! If she had a hand in choosing him… he is probably a fine man.”


Meamo’s voice came on again. “Has he tried anything Falarie?” He asked with sudden concerned.


“What? No! Meamo… he has been the perfect gentlemen!” Falarie declared.


“What do your parents say?” Qilie asked.


“They adore him.” Falarie answered. “They believe him to be a vanguard to what humans are once more beginning to reclaim.”


“Then as the King says… never fear the unknown!” Meamo spoke confidently. “At the very least… you will outlived him by many hundreds of years! If you tire of him… wait until he dies and then find another!”


Fausith broke out laughing at the joke even as soft laughter once more filtered through their ship wide intercom. “Carian Meamo… you are such a pig!” Qilie stated but she had a twinkle in her eyes.


“And that is why you adore me Qilie.” He retorted.


Falarie shook her head with a large grin. This is what she so loved about her crew. Yes they talked a good game and ribbed each other mercilessly sometimes, but they would always stand up for each other no matter the reason. For all intents and purposes… the five elves, five Lycavorians and four humans… they were more her family than her own brothers and sisters.

She sipped her tea and made her decision. 


“I will allow him to have me.” She said. “I may have to entice him however. He has been such a gentlemen I think I may have put him off to a degree.”

Chloe laughed now. “Ah! Just shove your naked tits in his face Falarie and he’ll perk right up!”

Falarie’s eyes grew wide. “Chloe!” She exclaimed.


“What?” She answered boldly. “It worked for the wolf I wanted! And it led to some very promising pawing and licking. Something I thoroughly enjoy I might add. And he’s been mine for three years now!”


“Bitch!” Qilie declared with a chuckle.


“Sibfla! With tits like yours… I’m not surprised!” Matthew’s voice echoed.


They all heard the soft thud of a fist hitting flesh and more laughter ensued. That laughter stopped immediately with one word and the soft chirping alarm.


“Contact!” Chloe hissed aloud. “Wait… it’s gone! Must have been…” The alarm once more sounded again. “That’s no coincidence! Intermittent contact… bearing seven three four mark six! Distance ten million kilometers!”


Falarie looked up. “One of the SCIMITAR’S wing Chloe? A fluctuation in their Shroud from the nearby Nebula?”


“Negative Falarie.” Chloe answered. “This came from just inside the Nebula. Trying to localize it.”


“That is a Protonic Lightning Nebula.” Qilie stated. “Why would a ship be in there?”


Falarie’s eyes didn’t leave the overhead intercom panel. “Chloe?” She asked.


“The distortion from the nebula is making it hard to… there! Got it!” She announced. “Can’t identify it… but there is definitely a ship just inside the leading edge of the Nebula. And it isn’t a Union ship!”


Falarie set her tea down in the holder and was turning in her seat. “Stations!” She barked with the tone of command.


Falcon Four One became all business then.


“Give me one quarter power on the aft thrusters Qilie.” Falarie spoke firmly. “I’ll move us closer.”


“One quarter coming up.”


“All defensive systems online and ready.” Fausith spoke from his engineering seat. “Stealth pods generating at nominal output.”


“Stand by!” Falarie stated as her hands moved across her three consoles. “I’m moving us closer.”


None of them felt the Raptor II move in the least. Falarie could make the ship do loops and they would never know it because of her skill. Falarie had broken her crew into two watch groups so that they could optimize sleep and off time on long missions such as this. The first group, Qilie, Meamo, Matthew, Chloe and Fausith always worked with her. The second group were prepared to move into the seats however as they began to rise and become aware of what was happening.

“Seven percent power on thrusters!” Qilie stated calmly. “Distance is now eight million five hundred kilometers.”


“Chloe?” Falarie asked again.


“I don’t know…” Chloe said softly. “It’s weird.”


“What do you mean?” Falarie asked.


“It’s almost as if I’m getting thirty or forty echoes.” Chloe answered.


“Switch to the paramagnetic subspace transceiver Chloe.” Matthew spoke. “That might clear up the echoes.”
 
Chloe nodded instantly. “That did it. Fuck me!” She exclaimed.

“Chloe! Chloe what is it?” Falarie demanded when she heard Chloe’s tone of voice.


“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I’m sweeping with an inverted nanopulse! I have over fifty contacts! Warships by the size of them! All of them are hiding in the nebula!” Chloe barked.


“Inside the nebula?” Qilie barked. “How?”


“Adjusting the shield modulation to repel the lightning particles.” Fausith spoke from his seat. “It’s easy enough to do… just no one wants to do it because of the draw on main power cores to keep the shields switching between modulations.”


“Can you identify them Chloe?” Falarie snapped.


“Negative!” Chloe answered. “The nebula is scattering the major portion of the signal. Nothing is coming in completely clear!”


“Why does the SCIMITAR not see them?” Qilie demanded.


“We’re scanning in three dimensional spatial patterns!” Chloe answered. “They only scan in two dimensional spatial patterns because of the area they must cover.” 


“I can do a visual recognition scan!” Matthew barked as he began adjusting his consoles. “I’ll use our database to get a match. If it’s in our database I’ll find them. It will take me a couple minutes!”


“Do it!” Falarie ordered quickly. “Meamo… tight beam COM to the ARIZONA! Alpha priority!”

“Alpha Priority is war time Falarie.” Meamo reminded her.

“We have unknown warships hiding in a lightning nebula within spitting distance of where the majority of our royal family is. What would you call that Meamo?” Falarie asked calmly.

“Not good!” Meamo answered. “Not good!”
“We have to let Captain Lorian know about this. And piggyback the other RAPTORs in the system in on our signal so we are all on the same page!” Falarie ordered. “We may need to shut down the system.”

“Stand by!” Meamo announced.

EARTH

SPARTA
HOME OF ISRA, TARIFA AND AIHOLA

“Uuugghhhhhh!”


Danny surged upward from off the floor, shrugging his broad shoulders as he did and throwing off the large chunks of the now destroyed wall from his back. His dark wolf eyes immediately went to his anome Anuk who was beneath him and coughing heavily.


“Anuk… baby!” He barked.


“I’m ok!” She coughed out the words. “I’m ok!”


Danny pushed himself up to his knees, his eyes going to his right where he knew Martin would be. The air was filled with nothing but the smell of burnt plasma, effectively nullifying his sense of smell and he snorted heavily, even as he shook his head and tried to shake away the ringing in his ears.

“Marty!” He screamed as he began pulling Anuk up to a sitting position. His eyes saw the large figure of Martin Leonidas roll to the side a few feet from him, also throwing off bits of the now destroyed wall.


“Stop yelling!” Martin screamed back as he pushed himself up, his hands pulling an uninjured Aricia up with him. “My head hurts enough!”

Martin’s eyes, also now changed, darted left and right and he saw the Kavalian Pian shoving what was once a chair off his back as he pushed himself to his feet. Martin saw the flash of white blond hair shaking back and forth as Jalersi shook her head to a shouted question from Pian that he didn’t hear. His eyes once more moved back and forth and he saw Karun pulling Ardis up while three Durcunusaan troops were pulling the remains of a cabinet off of Isra’s back. He had pushed it as far as he could to keep from crushing Tarifa who was under him, her raven hair now almost white from the dust.


“We need to move! Now!” Martin barked as he got to his feet and pulled Aricia up with him. “Before they find their range!” He turned and saw the unmoving bodies of at least half a dozen Durcunusaan troops, their body armor peppered and pocked with what could only be savage hits from plasma particles or debris. He saw the fur covered arm move beneath the rubble and body of one troop and he scrambled across the destroyed pieces of wall and pulled the female Durcunusaan off the Kavalian Jiss gently. Her dark hair fell across her face, a nasty slice in her scalp right to the bone, and her face peppered with small cuts. Martin cursed under his breath as he moved her gently, her body limp and unresponsive. She was an experienced Spartan female from Apo Prime. Fache had spoke of her when she first became part of his detail and how her father and mother, both senior officers within the fleet, had praised their daughter at her promotion ceremony. She was only two hundred and twenty-eight years old, and now she would never reach another year.


His eyes went to Jiss who was sputtering and spitting out debris. His face was scratched heavily, but her body had protected him from the most damaging effects of the explosion. “Jiss!” He shouted.


Jiss’s eyes were wide as they attempted to focus on Martin’s face. “I can’t… I can’t hear you!” He screamed.


Martin grinned and grabbed his shoulders. “Then you are alive!” He shouted himself as he pulled him up.


Jiss’s eyes went to the body of the Durcunusaan female as he came first to a sitting position and then to his legs. He wobbled slightly but quickly got his balance. He turned back to look at Martin with wide, disbelieving eyes. “She… She threw herself in front of me!” He stammered. “She… she saved me.”


Martin nodded. “Yes… she did.”


“But why?” Jiss questioned his eyes confused and disoriented.


“Because you are not the enemy.” Martin exclaimed. “We have to move! Now!”

“The side!” Isra shouted from the other side of the room drawing everyone’s attention. “The patio doors! We can get directly into the timber from there!”


Jiss turned and looked at the body of the female. In all his years of life, no woman had ever done such a shameless act of sacrifice for him. In many ways he agreed with the old ways of their people, but after seeing Pian and how he acted with Jalersi, his views were slowly beginning to change. He could hear and feel everyone beginning to move towards the still intact patio doors and as he began to step off to follow his feline eyes grew wide when he saw the fingers of her right hand twitch.


“Jiss!” Pian shouted as he grabbed him. “We must go!”


“She’s alive!” Jiss barked back as he knelt beside her body.


“She is dead Jiss!” Pian barked grabbing his shoulders.


Jiss shrugged his hands off violently. “I saw her move! She’s alive! I’m not leaving her!” However Ambassador Jiss of the Kavalian people had been raised, as each moment passed, he was changing and didn’t even know it. Pian watched him lift the bloody and inert figure of the Durcunusaan female into his arms easily. Jiss may have been a politician, but he was still Kavalian and equally as strong as any other. He held her easily in his arms, her head lolling against his chest and her cheek pressed to the dark fur of his shoulder.


“We go now!” Pian shouted.


TORMA! Martin screamed out within Mindvoice as his right hand reached down and he activated something on the small control panel of his uniform. He looked across at Isra who stood on the other side of the double patio doors. 
A tiny yellow light blinked only twice on that small panel and then stopped. The signal it sent would not be traced. It could not be traced. It went to just one location and appeared to vanish into the void of space.

Torma, Isheeni, Aelnala and Roluth had been circling high above the home; staying well out of range of any T19s should they be a threat. Roluth had spent many months training with Torma after first bonding with Tarifa and Aihola. He had tried to plunge on Isheeni in a lustful state when he was only five years old, not realizing that the ways of the dragons had changed through the years. Isheeni had bested him soundly then, and she had been the one to start him on is path of redemption. He had thought Torma would crush him like an insect when he had discovered this, but in reality Torma became like the father Roluth had never had. While he was gone more often than not, Roluth had learned well from the most distinguished dragon of their species whenever he was on Earth. As close as their bonded ones were, it made them close as well, and now Roluth flew only a few meters from Isheeni’s tail as they circled the blue sky. He was one of only two male dragons who were not her children that dared fly this close to her, especially with Torma flying just above her and dwarfing both of them in size. Aelnala brought up the rear of the small vertical diamond formation they were in.

It had been Roluth who had seen the flash of the plasma mortars as they were fired for he just happened to be looking back behind them as they executed another wide sweeping turn.


MORTARS! Roluth savagely announced in Mindvoice causing both Torma and Isheeni to turn. Mortars on the ridge above our home! They fired Torma! They fired!

All four dragons practically stopped on a dime and turned in mid-air. The explosions landed very near the home that held all of those they loved within it and all of them saw the entire front and right side of the home erupt in the explosion that caused the both sections to crumble inward.

ARICIA! Isheeni screamed out within Mindvoice.


Split up! We must stop them before they fire again! Torma screamed. Roluth, Aelnala to the west! Isheeni and I right in! We must not let them fire again!

They are Kavalians! Isheeni barked out. I see them massing on the crest! Torma… Aricia is…

They will be dead if we do not keep them from firing again Isheeni! Torma barked at her. Twenty-six years with Martin Leonidas as his bonded brother had made Torma a superior tactician just like him. 
Look! Aelnala barked. The Durcunusaan convoy from the base is under attack!

Now! Now! Torma screamed out as he and Isheeni folded their wings back and dove. The flash of red and dirty mustard out of the corner of his keen eyes told him Roluth and Aelnala were doing the same thing.


“Dragons!” The Kavalian shouted from his position near the mortars.


The senior Kavalian Puma Bane soldier on Earth had called all of their Assassination Teams together. He knew who Tarifa was and the moment he saw Roluth take to the sky, he knew that the red dragon would return with help. He had suspected her husband would return with another dragon, but he had not counted on the King and Queen arriving as well with additional ground forces, and now the targets they had been sent here to eliminate were now all in one location. He couldn’t believe his luck. Those members of the Assassination Teams knew this was more than likely a one way mission. If they were successful, there was no way any of them would leave Earth alive. It was comfort enough to know they would kill the King of the Union and so many other high ranking officials, and he knew their actions would draw all the Netnews media here and allowed his other teams the ability to complete their assignments with at least a better than average chance.

The advance unit of Spartans from the base had been met in their Lifter Transports and all of them lay dead or dying because of the ambush. They had tried to come in over the top of the mountains and this only gave the Kavalians the advantage. He knew it would not have been so easy had the Union troops suspected Kavalians were involved and he kept this information in his head even as he rejoiced at the completeness of their ambush. The only ones to actually make it into the home had been those dozen or so that had accompanied the King and the elf witch’s husband down the main road below them. He had not counted on the large ebony skinned Spartan to be anywhere near their location, but it would be another medal to pin to his chest. He would be known as the only Kavalian in history to kill a King, a Queen, a governor and two of the most senior military officers within the Lycavorian Union.


The Kavalian General’s head whipped around at that one word. “Missile teams!” He screamed.


As if on cue, like they had been waiting for the call, four teams of two moved quickly out from under the heavy timber where they had swiftly erected a heavy camouflage net. As they brought the short boxy launchers to their shoulders they could see the four dragons diving out of the sky right at the mortar crews only two hundred meters away.


“Kill them!” The General barked. “Kill them all! Do it now! Send in our force! Straight down the hill at the back of the home. Kill anything that moves but make sure the King and the Kavalian traitors die!”


The Kavalian missile teams responded instantly to the order and eight fingers squeezed the triggers of their launchers at the same time. There were eight small flashes of flame and eight dragon killing missiles leaped into the sky while over seventy Kavalian Puma Bane Commandos began racing down the side of the mountain using their feline speed and agility to carry them.

TORMA! Martin’s commanding voice erupted in Torma’s head.


Not now brother! Torma snapped. We must remove the mortars before they fire again!


Torma they are Kavalians! Martin shouted. They will have…


DRAGON KILLERS! Aelnala’s voice cut off their conversation.


Now brother! We must act now! Before it is too late! Martin’s voice screamed out.


All of them, with the exception of Roluth, had faced the dragon killing missile that took the lives of twenty-three members of Mjolnir’s Hand during the Evolli War. Without so much as an afterthought it took only a miniscule touch of their TK power and Dragon Armor began to extend from their saddles even as they continued their plummet towards the surface. As the last of her armor wrapped around her neck and head Isheeni cut loose with a stream of flame that reached out nearly three hundred meters. Through the years and with the intense regime that she and Aricia had practiced all that time, Isheeni was able to spit out the hottest base stream of flame of any living dragon. She was also able to direct it with unerring accuracy due to her immense Mindvoice skills. Using her power now, she concocted a shield of flame in front of her and Torma as they dove. A shield of flame that reached nearly four thousand five hundred degrees in temperature. The first three of the eight T19s rose directly into this flame shield at nine thousand feet and the small cones of the missiles melted instantly, igniting the explosive warheads. Deadly shrapnel filled the air then, two large chunks slamming into another missile and causing that to veer off course and add its own explosive power to the fray. Exploding so far away as they did caused Isheeni and Torma no harm in the least as the shrapnel and pieces of missile bounced harmlessly off their psychic shields.

It was an elf and a Lycavorian who actually developed the maneuvers to counter a T19 and when added to the wonderful Dragon Armor they all now had, the odds of survival went much higher. Isheeni’s maneuver and tactic raised their odds of survival incredibly as now the four remaining T19s locked onto a single dragon. 

Unfortunately, that dragon was the largest one airborne at the time. Torma recognized this almost instantly for it had happened before during battle with Martin and he instantly snapped out his wings, turned and dove away from his precious mate at a blistering rate.


Torma! Isheeni screamed out flaring her wings and slowing as she began to turn.


They are locked on me! Torma snapped as he rolled and dove for the ground. I am the largest their sensors can see! Take out the missiles my mate! Leave the mortars for Roluth and Aelnala! Take out the missiles before they fire again as well!

Torma no! Isheeni screamed.


Do it Isheeni! I will be fine! Torma barked as he snapped rolled. Do it quickly or we will leave our children with no parents to mind them! 

Torma I can…


Damn it Isheeni! For once in our lives… listen to me! Torma barked. Take out the missile teams! I will be fine!


Isheeni turned her head back and folded her wings once more, a murderous scowl coming over her dragon features as she trumpeted out her hatred and anger and opened her maw at two thousand meters.


Roluth’s stream of flame reaching out for the first mortar crew was the perfect cover Aelnala needed. As the screams of the burning Kavalians reached her, Aelnala rose up, rolled over the top of Roluth who was flaring his wings to land heavily and she let out a savage trumpet of rage as her three and a half metric tons of muscle and weight came down in a huge cloud of dirt and leaves, utterly crushing the plasma mortar beneath her armored body. Aelnala had no flame bursts to use in battle for she was a pure Heavyhorn dragon. What she did have was weight and agility and a tail that could bring down buildings if she so chose it. Her long Heavyhorn tail came whipping from the side; the dragon armor encased flat portion of the tip smashing into the bodies of four Kavalians with the force of a speeding Lifter. Bones shattered, organs burst and four Kavalians were sent hurtling through the trees. As Aelnala turned to move for the last mortar she left behind a twisted and bent mortar with explosive shells scattered all about.

Roluth had not trained with Torma and learned nothing. As his own flame stream licked at the edges of his psychic shield he leaped from where he had just torn open a Kavalian with his talons and landed beside Aelnala with a rustle of wings and together they tore into the last mortar crew with barely a pause making short, bloody work of the terrified Kavalian troops. The familiar trumpet brought their heads up and the both turned to see the azure scaled dragon bellowing out her rage and hate as she dove from above. They could only watch in awe as Isheeni cut loose with another stream of flame at the Kavalian missile teams that were standing in the small clearing. Two of them had reloaded their missile launchers and were turning to fire when the flame engulfed them. Their screams lasted for only a few seconds before the four thousand degree flame and heat seared their throats shut and cooked the flesh from their bones even as they stood there and realized they were dying.


Isheeni landed among the remaining Kavalians with a horrific snarl and gleefully began ripping the burning Kavalian troops to shreds with her wickedly curved talons, her psychic shield and the dragon armor protecting her from the fire she had started. Bunched together as they were, it was over in a matter of seconds and Isheeni launched herself into the sky once more, her azure eyes scanning for her beloved dragon mate.

Torma was nearly four hundred years older than her, yet she had loved his obsidian color scales from the moment he had begun teaching her to fly on Enurrua. His quiet instruction was perfect and Isheeni was now considered the fastest and most maneuverable dragon anywhere. He had schooled her, taught her and the entire time had fallen more in love with her by the day. Many thought dragons were just beasts, unable to feel emotion in a similar manner as humans and Lycavorians. Even to this day, many still believed this, but it was so far from the truth it was ridiculous. Isheeni loved Torma with the same intensity and passion that Aricia loved Martin. And he loved her in passionate return. They were no different emotionally than other species and this knowledge was slow to make its rounds among the Union for they had only been part of the Union for twenty-five years. This was changing slowly Isheeni knew, as did all dragons, and this information was part of the reason they were now so well regarded by other species. 

When her mother came to her and told her Torma had asked to join with her, to take her as his mate, no matter her age and how she would not be able to give him eggs for at least two hundred plus years Isheeni had been ecstatic. She felt a powerful draw to that monstrous hybrid dragon from the first moment she laid her azure eyes on him and it hadn’t diminished in all their centuries together now. The moment they had come together and coupled in that devastatingly exquisite first plunge Isheeni had been his for eternity. Never could she replace the feeling of his scales against hers, his enormous maleness filling her or the way his wing wrapped around her while they plummeted from high above locked together in sizzling pleasure. She could not imagine life without him, and this is what drove her as she beat her wings faster than she had ever beat them in an effort to catch up with him. He had drawn the missiles far away, and she could see his huge body rolling and flipping as he dove around mountaintops and even between trees in an effort to fool the T19 missiles. She had seen what the full force of one missile could do, for only Torma and her daughter had ever survived a direct full on blast. Both of them had been injured, peppered with shrapnel, and Isheeni did not care to see what four of these terrible things could do to her beloved Torma.

Husband! She screamed. Turn back towards me!


Isheeni! The missile…


They are dead! Isheeni barked worriedly. I can not lose you! Turn back towards me and I will flame them!


They are too close! I will lose speed if I turn so sharply!


Damn you Torma! I will die without you! Only you rule my soul! Turn towards me and let me help you! Isheeni exclaimed.


Isheeni blinked in stunned shocked when she saw his massive wings snap out completely to the sides and he executed a one hundred and eighty degree turn that a dragon his size should never have been able to do so sharply. As she sped towards him she saw two of the missiles turn just as sharply but brush into each other at the apex of the turn in a stroke of wonderful luck. She saw his powerful psychic shields flare as one missile exploded and was peppered with hot shrapnel, but he didn’t slow and was gaining speed once more with each beat of his powerful wings as the last three missiles completed their turn and raced after him. Isheeni beat her wings faster if that was possible trying to close the distance.

I will not lose you! Torma’s voice echoed in her mind. I can not out fly three missiles!

Torma! Isheeni’s eyes grew wide as she saw him barreling at her with amazing velocity. Speed she had never seen from her dragon mate in all their years together, the distance between them rapidly shrinking. Torma what are you doing? Turn away now! I can burn the missiles!

It needs to be this way my beautiful Isheeni!


What? Torma turn! They are within my range! What are you doing husband? Isheeni’s eyes grew larger as her mate came directly at her but kept his huge body between her and the oncoming missiles.


Saving you and our children. Torma answered as his massive body rocketed over the top of her smaller one. She felt the brush of his front talon against her armor and her azure eyes grew wide as she realized then what he had done. Dragon Cave!

TORMA! NO! Isheeni screamed out just before she vanished in a flash of a silver like vortex.


Torma flared his huge wings and his speed bled off in seconds and he looped around and faced the incoming missiles. He reared back his head and let loose with a sustained burst of his superheated breath. For the future!

The three T19 missiles sped directly into the path of Torma’s breath, the four thousand degree heat burning through the protective cone of the first missiles with ease. The first missile was only a hundred meters from Torma before the heat from his breath ignited the explosive. The explosion from the first warhead engulfed the second two which were only meters behind the first and set them off. Even as hundreds of men, women and children stood far below in the streets of Sparta and watched, the explosive force of three T19 missiles struck Torma’s psychic shields with unmitigated fury. His shields flared brilliantly for a few seconds and then the concussive force of those three missiles and all the shrapnel that accompanied them struck Torma head on. As those same people watched in horror, the explosions were like sonic booms and they became a small sun in the sky above causing many to turn away at the brightness. 

When they turned back all they saw was the huge body of the King’s dragon plummeting to earth. As Aelnala and Roluth looked on in horror from where they were racing to the scene, they watched Torma’s mangled body smash into the side of a building two thousand feet below them as people raced to get out of the way screaming out their own terror.


Ten kilometers away Isheeni reappeared just as she was about to smash into the side of their home on the royal estate. She flared her huge wings to the side and twisted her body to avoid colliding with the top of Dragon Cave. As her talons brushed the opening at the top of the cave where they had taught their children to fly Isheeni heard her mate’s words.


For the future!


Then there was nothing.


The shriek within Mindvoice was deafening as Isheeni’s wail of anguish filled the minds of every Mindvoicer with the power to hear her cry as she streaked back into the sky gaining altitude and heading back to Sparta. And this included her most precious and closest friend. Her bonded sister.


Aricia staggered under the onslaught of Isheeni’s wail in Mindvoice and Martin turned to face her as they made their way through the timber and broke into the open of the small, quiet neighborhood half a kilometer from Isra and Tarifa’s home. The old style homes were actually very reminiscent of ancient Sparta in their design with large concrete flower beds surrounding property and stylish designs on the open windows and doorways.  Men and women all around were coming from their homes and looking towards where Tarifa’s home burned wildly. They all knew whose home it was that was burning not far away for most of the men and women in this neighborhood had thrown a huge block party type celebration when the female elf they all knew as the King’s sister was named Lieutenant Governor of Sparta and moved into their quiet neighborhood. They could just hear the sounds of emergency crews that were rushing to the scene. 
Aricia looked at him with wide, pain filled eyes. “Beloved! Isheeni!” Aricia gasped.


“I know!” Martin barked his face stern and unreadable. “C’mon!” He snapped pulling on her hand. “We have to keep moving!”


“GET DOWN!” Pian roared from behind them as he shoved Jalersi to the ground behind a medium sized Lifter car.


Martin whirled just in time to see a dozen Kavalians break from the line of trees behind them, two of them bringing up some sort of grenade launchers. His eyes could detect many more rushing through the timber behind them, moving to flanking positions as he pushed Aricia to the ground behind some concrete flowerbed just as weapons fire erupted all around them. As he dropped to the ground next to her, Aricia was still shaking from the onslaught of Isheeni’s cry and she grabbed his arm. 

“Martin!” She screamed. “Torma…”


“I KNOW!” Martin roared back as he pulled his Nehtes from its thigh scabbard. Two explosions just on the other side of the planter sent clouds of dirt and gravel up into the air, tiny pieces falling all over them as Martin turned to partially cover Aricia with his body.


“The King is over there! Behind the low wall!” He heard someone shout above the din of weapons fire and the sound of projectiles smashing into the buildings and Lifters all around them. “He is the primary target! Kill him! The others are a bonus! Kill Leonidas! Move! Move! Move!”


Her name was Me’alla and this was only her first full day on the job. It was a first full day she would remember for many years to come.
Me'alla had graduated from the prestigious Earth Academy of Arts only two short months ago. In barely twenty years the EAA had become renowned for turning out some of the finest media people in the Union, as well as several up and coming politicians. Me'alla had gotten the job with Netnews Channel 65 only last week and this was her first full day on the job alone in the field with her technical aid. The Netnews reporter gaped in shock at the wisps of smoke that still remained in the air above her. She turned quickly to look at the elven technician who was handling her technical equipment for the interview she was supposed to be conducting with Governor Panos’s senior aide. They had been enroute to that aide’s home when the explosions from Tarifa’s residence only eight blocks away drew their attention. As their vehicle screeched to a halt and they piled out they could see the dragons off in the distance bellowing out trumpets and suddenly and quite spectacularly firing lethal blasts of their flame into the tall, mountainous terrain backstopping the home of Lieutenant Governor Tarifa. They had watched in awe with the several hundred others who now lined the streets around them as the battle in the sky above between dragon and missile took place. 

The King’s dragon Torma was by far the most well known of the dragons with their Elder Mother and Prince Androcles’s dragon Elynth running close seconds. They had witnessed him performing some of the most incredible aerial maneuvers anyone had ever seen from a dragon this day as he tried to outrace the obvious T19 missiles. Me'alla knew immediately what they were for her oldest brother was bonded to a dragon and he had talked of the much hated Evolli designed T19 missiles before. That someone had fired so many at one time at the King’s dragon could not mean good things and Me'alla had her driver stop what he was doing as they filmed it all and sent the feed out live to their headquarters in Eden City. They had witnessed Torma speed by the azure scaled dragon and were stunned when that dragon suddenly disappeared in a silver vortex of incandescent light. They had watched him execute a stunning maneuver and rear back to fire his superheated molten breath at the missiles that still followed him only to bear witness to the missiles exploding so close to him they blinded almost everyone on the ground. When they looked back up, the gasps of so many could be heard as they saw the King’s dragon plummeting to the earth obviously mortally wounded.

Me'alla looked at her tech now in shock. “Hr’man… please… please tell me we didn’t just see the King’s dragon blown from the sky?”

The Elven tech could only nod his head just as stunned as she was. “Carians! Who would shoot down the King’s dragon?” Hr’man exclaimed.

“It has to be the High Coven!” Me'alla declared. “This must be a follow on operation after their attack on Zarah Leonidas and Dragon Mountain!”

Many heads began turning as the sound of weapons fire could be heard in the streets now several blocks away. “C’mon!” Me'alla barked as she began to move quickly with the others in the street as they migrated towards the sounds. “We’ll never get there by Lifter! We have to see what is going on!”

Hr’man didn’t hesitate as he followed, they were reporters after all. He saw Me'alla reach for the COM unit on her wrist and she activated the connection that would send her broadcast communications out live. He heard her voice erupt in his small earpiece as they started to run towards the sound of the weapons fire.

“This is Me'alla reporting from the outskirts of Sparta!” She gasped out as she ran with the others heading in the same direction. “We… we were on our way to a scheduled meeting with Governor Panos’s senior aide Janae when… by the gods… the King’s dragon is dead!” She exclaimed as she ran. “We just witnessed Torma being killed by what could only be three T19 missiles fired from a location unknown to us! Somewhere in the mountains around Sparta we think. We stopped enroute to our meeting when three very large explosions originating from what could only be the home of Lieutenant Governor Tarifa shook the quiet neighborhood we were in. As we exited our Lifter to view this we saw the dragons in the sky in the surrounding airspace! No one knows what is going on here and we are moving with many other citizens towards the sound of the heavy gunfire. Some of them are soldiers and they are carrying their weapons with them even though half dressed!” Me'alla turned back and looked at Hr'man. “Hurry up Hr'man!” she barked at him.
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“…by the gods… the King’s dragon is dead!” She exclaimed as she ran. “We just witnessed the King’s dragon and Bonded Brother Torma being killed by what could only be three T19 missiles fired from a location unknown to us! We stopped enroute to our meeting when three very large explosions originating from what could only be the home of Lieutenant Governor Tarifa shook the quiet neighborhood we were in. As we exited our Lifter to view this we saw the dragons in the sky in the surrounding airspace! No one knows what is going on here and we are moving with many other citizens towards the sound of the heavy gunfire. Some of them are soldiers and they are carrying their weapons with them even though half dressed!”

The director of the Netnews station was human and his eyes were wide as he listened to their newest journalist and how she had just found herself in the middle of an exploding war zone in Sparta.


“Fuck me!” He swore turning to those in the control room with him. “Get all our people on this!” He barked out. “Is she getting any footage… can she hear us?”


The woman turned from her seat, her ears telling everyone she was only half elf. “Getting the feed from Hr'man now!” She announced.


The five men and women in the control center became silent as they witnessed the very clear footage of Torma’s death. “Oh my god!” The woman gasped. They watched the dragon’s huge body plummet to earth until it was out of sight and then the footage shifted to smoke rising in the distance not so far away over the tops of the obvious civilian area.


“Where is that?” William Moore barked.


“Looks like the Old Sparta District along the mountains!” A man answered quickly.


“She said she was going to meet Major Janae!” Another woman spoke. “That’s Governor Panos’s senior aide! She lives in that area! Star Colonel Isra’s home with Tarifa is in that same district as well.”


The door to the control room slid open and two men came barging in. “Bill… we’re getting information of a running gun battle in Sparta’s old district!”


“We’re also getting reports from assets in Sparta’s Old District of mortars being fired from the mountains overlooking the home of Lieutenant Governor Tarifa.” The second man barked out. “Their home is burning and half of it has caved in according to this!”


“Me'alla and Hr'man just sent a live report from Sparta!” Moore snapped. “They caught the King’s dragon being killed by T19 missiles over the city!”

“The new girl?” One man gasped. “The King’s dragon being killed! What the fuck is going on?”

“Lino… get a full crew into our transport and get over there before they shut down the planet! I need someone to back up Me'alla!” Moore snapped. 


“Back her up?” The man hissed.

“Yes damn it! She’s already there and she has the lead!” Moore barked. “Frank… go with him and get to Deia’s office and find out what is going on!”


The two men nodded. “On it!”


“I want all our stations on this people!” Moore answered turning back around. “Someone just killed the King’s dragon live and in color and I want to know who! Keep an open link with Me'alla no matter what! Something is going down in Sparta and I want to know what it is! God bless that elven girl… I knew she was going to be a star! First day on the job and all hell breaks loose!”

They were pinned down but good Martin thought as he brought his K12 back down and slammed in another fifty round Kinetic projectile clip. Danny huddled with Anuk, Jiss and the still inert form of the Durcunusaan soldier he had refused to leave claiming she was still alive. Jiss was firing over the top of the bullet riddled Lifter with Danny’s K12, while his huge ebony skinned brother used short, controlled bursts from his 190. Tarifa, Isra, Karun and Ardis were behind similar concrete flower planters as what he and Aricia huddled behind now. He could not see Pian or Jalersi from his location, but he could certainly hear the 190s burning out ammo from the other side of Danny’s position.

[Milord!] Fache’s voice erupted into his mind. [Martin!]

[Fache!] Martin answered. 


[We are thirty seconds away! Coming from the timber! They ambushed our support team sire! I have twenty surviving Spartans with me! Reports are coming in that civilians are moving towards your location from the east! All of them armed! Kavalian troops are everywhere!] Fache gasped out and it was easy to ascertain he was running.

[Call them off Fache! These are Kavalian shock troops! They’ll kill anyone who gets in their way! They’re flanking us on both sides with heavy weapons and grenade launchers! Our people won’t stand a chance!] Martin shouted in reply as he lifted his K12 over the top of the planter and let rip with ten rounds in quick succession.


[Milord! We have to do something or they will overwhelm you from the flanks! There is easily a company of them!] Fache exclaimed. 

[They’re after me!] Martin declared. [They want me dead! This is my brother’s doing! Warn Deia and For'mya! Warn my mother! Keep them safe Fache!]


[I have men moving there now! Milord I can see your position! We are almost there! We’ll hit them from the rear!] Fache screamed.


[No time Fache!] Martin declared. [They want me and I’m going to draw them away from the others!]


[Martin no!] Fache screamed. [No!]


Martin turned his head and looked at Aricia. She could feel the tremors within Mindvoice of his conversation and she looked at him with wide eyes even as she flinched from the rounds hitting the planter and the grenade explosion that showered them with more dirt. Her K12 was clutched in her hands and she looked every bit the warrior alpha female. Martin leaned over quickly, seizing her sweet lips and kissed her hard.


For the future Saaraurano! He spoke. Stay here under cover Aricia! 

Beloved? She questioned him.
Tell Andro he must meet with Wayonn now! He must meet with Wayonn! Under my uniform on the chair Saaraurano! Under my uniform! For the future!

Aricia saw what he intended in his mind then and she reached for him even as he surged to his feet. “NO! MARTIN NO!” She screamed as her hands grasped air and he was running away from her even amid the intense weapons fire. 

Aricia came to her feet unintentionally as well as she screamed his name, her azure blue eyes wide. She never saw the Kavalian troop who was closest to her or his eyes grow wide at this action, nor did she see him instantly realign his weapon and pull the trigger. Aricia felt the three rounds punch into her side between the plates of armor on the Mark IV ArmorPly. Her eyes flared at the intense pain as her body was physically tossed back and she slammed into the side wall of the home the planter was in front of with enough force to dislodge several bricks from the side. As she slumped to a sitting position Aricia saw her Beloved, the man and mate who held her very essence in his hands, running away to draw their enemy away from them and then blackness claimed her into its embrace.

As the Kavalian Puma Bane soldier stood up with a delighted and cruel sneer to finish the first Queen of the Union, he did not notice the flash of dark brown fur to his right, and as he brought his weapon up, Colonel Fache hit him in full stride in his muscular wolf form. Long flesh shredding fangs and black razor claws shredded the Kavalian’s throat and tore one arm from his body before he had an opportunity to pull the trigger. As the Kavalian staggered, blood erupting from his torn throat, Fache was landing on his feet and transforming back to human form. That is when twenty Lycavorian Spartan wolves, extremely upset that so many of their friends had perished in the ambush of their column, descended on the unsuspecting Kavalians from the timber with berserker blood fury in their eyes and murder in their hearts.
Aricia’s scream caused Danny to turn his head just as Martin broke from cover and his dark eyes flew open at his brother’s actions. He saw Aricia stand up and then get hit and tossed back against the home hard, sliding to a sitting position with her blood staining the outside of the wall, her eyes closing in either unconsciousness or death Danny did not know. 
Daniel Simpson felt the rage well within him from deep down for he knew what Martin was doing. He had heard the same shouted commands among the Kavalians. As Danny came to his feet, he didn’t hear Anuk scream out and reach for him. He didn’t feel the strike of two rounds to his body armor. He didn’t see himself lift his P190A3 with one hand and return fire, the un-aimed burst striking the Kavalian Puma Bane troop in the chest and throat. All he could see was his brother Martin running away as fast as his legs would carry him, firing his K12 at the Kavalians, trying to draw the enemy away from so many whom his brother loved. Danny sensed the weapons fire directed at them slackening even as the Kavalians turned to follow the running King of the Union, projectile rounds dotting the concrete and pavement under Martin’s feet as he ran and the Kavalians shifting fire completely. His mind’s eye saw a similar action many years ago in the heat and harshness of a desert not so very far from here. Danny knew instantly that today would not end so happily as that one did. 

He saw Martin’s Shi Viska flare into existence and launch with barely a thought, slashing off at some Kavalian’s head that Danny couldn’t see. Danny was frozen in his spot, held by some unseen force as his wolf eyes detected the two large Kavalians appear from the corner of the building with grenade launchers in their hands. He watched as they tracked Martin slowly, everything now moving as if time was standing still all around them. 
It was then that Daniel Simpson moved. 
He moved faster than he had ever moved in his life. A flash of silver/white light and the large, dark chocolate colored wolf was bounding towards Martin as fast as his four legs would carry him. Anuk Simpson didn’t hesitate and came to a standing position screaming out her own rage, holding back the trigger on her 190 as she sprayed the positions of the Kavalians in an effort to protect the man she so loved. Daniel Simpson ran as if the hounds of hell were nipping at his paws, his chest rumbling in effort and he screamed out within Mindvoice louder than he had ever screamed before in his life.
BEHIND YOU BROTHER!

Danny saw Martin’s head turn as he ran and his yellow wolf eyes erupted in agony when he saw the two Kavalians fire simultaneously.

NO! NO! NO!

A piercing howl of anguish filled the air all around as if by some cruel action of the gods Danny watched those two explosive rounds track unerringly on the only man he had ever truly known as brother. Daniel Simpson had brothers, all brothers by his birth parents and he was close with all of them. Yet they and everyone knew the deep relationship that he shared with Martin. They had grown together, fought together, bled together and discovered together. They had been through more battles than they could remember, fought and killed more enemies than either of them could imagine and they had always come out on top. They had saved each other on countless occasions, never leaving each other alone. Even when they discovered who and what they really were, after so many years of not having the answer to that question, this only brought them even closer. Wives, mates, children. They had shared it all. Through no fault of their own, now they would share death.
Danny’s eyes filled with tears even as he ran, knowing he would not be in time.

He was cursed to watch as those two explosive grenades struck his brother in mid stride. He saw Martin staring at him and witnessed the most amazing thing. Martin Leonidas smiled at him just as those two grenades blew up one meter above the ground and only half a meter from him.
For the future brother! Those words echoed in the corridor of Danny’s mind and would for weeks to come.

Daniel Simpson then endured the supreme torture and agony of watching as his much-loved brother’s body was shredded and torn in half by the explosive grenades, the bright silver like center of the explosion tossing his lower body one way while his upper body went another in a ghastly display of blood and bone and flesh.

Martin Leonidas, twenty-ninth King of Sparta and the Agiad Line and the second King of the Lycavorian Union, died as he had lived life.

Saving the lives of those he loved and never fearing the unknown.

Colonel Fache stared in unmitigated horror at what he had just seen; his eyes wide as he felt searing anger and berserker madness grip him. He lifted his hand in the last act of the senior Durcunusaan commander of the royal villa estate.

“ALPHA STORM! ALPHA STORM! The King is down! The King is down! Spartan One is down!!” He screamed into his jaw implant before he allowed the madness to engulf him as it had all the other Spartans who had witnessed the events unfold before them.


Unknown to Daniel Simpson or those Spartans who now went completely insane with fury and misery, a lone journalist named Me'alla and her technical aide Hr'man stood only two hundred feet away on the corner of another house with dual expressions of horror and surprise as their video drone hummed away mindlessly behind them recording everything as it took place live and in color. They could only watch as every Spartan turned toward where their King had fallen and they began to systematically kill everything between them and their fallen King in an effort to reach his body. 

Ten seconds after the death of Martin Leonidas, it was going out across the Lycavorian Union and would serve as a rallying cry for the son who would now become King.

