FORTY-EIGHT

HADARIA

It was not far from the palace to the Domar spaceport. In normal times, perhaps a twenty minute walk through some of the finer park like settings on Hadaria. Today however, today was very different. The streets were crammed with hundreds, if not thousands of men, women and children who were scrambling to leave while more sat at the outdoor cafés or stood and watched what was going on with blissful ignorance. Anja and Sivana did not really know the level of respect and adoration they had obtained over the last two decades ruling their world, yet they saw it now with the number of people who were trying all they could to get off the planet before Buonau and her Kavalian cronies shut down the spaceports. They knew it was going to happen, and now with little more than what they could carry, they were acting in the same manner as their Queen.


Atropos cursed under his breath as they moved deftly through the throngs of men and women. Only a few hundred meters outside the palace gates they had to draw up their cloaks and cowls to keep people from following them in the hopes they could depart with the Queen. He was moving as quickly as he could, one hand gripping Anja’s arm, the other Eurin’s. Sivana clung to Anja’s hand just in front of her, while Ceuma led them just behind Joci. Atropos was a Spartan of old, born and raised in his beloved city on Earth. His history was well known, as were his acts of bravery and fortitude while in exile. When he was chosen as Anja’s Captain he had set about assembling the finest group of men and women he could to be her detail. He knew of Anja’s proclivity for getting into trouble, and he needed Durcunusaan members who could react swiftly to events and adapt on a whim. He found those men and women in those trained by General’s Vengal and Vistr, the two men most responsible for bringing the Durcunusaan into existence. 

What he had found in the Spartan Joci however was different. After what he had taken part in Atropos was initially loathed to allow the man to even live another hour. After the last few weeks however, Atropos was so very happy Anja had stayed his hand. Joci was a predator through and through. He was a Lycavorian that should have been born in Sparta instead of on Apo Prime, for he would have fit in seamlessly with the men and women there. The man’s skills were without question and Joci was utterly committed to his mate Ceuma, and while she may have been a clone of Anja and almost impossible to tell apart from his queen in physical description, Joci had eyes only for Ceuma. Atropos knew what love and absolute commitment was, for he had loved his own mate from the first moment he had seen her. He saw that in Joci’s eyes for Ceuma. He wasn't looking at Ceuma and seeing a sexual fantasy involving his Queen as he had before, now he was looking at Ceuma and gazing upon his treasured mate and wife. That was the single most important aspect that made Atropos trust him without question.


Joci was also turning out to be a superior commander and soldier. Though he was large at nearly six feet two inches tall and over two hundred pounds, he moved with the grace of a ballet dancer as he sliced through the crowds, guiding them as they moved closer to the spaceport. His eyes and senses never ceased to take in all around them as they moved and combined with Atropos’s own combat senses and dedication, they were moving rapidly and so far unnoticed among the crowds as they made their way to the spaceport. What Atropos knew that perhaps the others did not was simple.


A member of the Leonidas family never stayed unnoticed for very long. It just wasn't in their nature. And it was something Atropos knew they had passed down to their children.


Anja’s Mindvoice presence was just too powerful to hide effectively no matter how much she tried to shield herself. And she could shield herself quite well. Her training with Martin and his sister and her deep bond with her dragon brother Miath however, this did not allow her to move totally uninhibited. It also did not help when suddenly she stopped and gripped his arm so painfully Atropos had to suppress a gasp of surprise and sting. They were in the open on one of the wide pedestrian thoroughfares that dotted Hadaria and was surrounded by shops and stores of every description. As with all the cities on Hadaria, Lifter traffic was kept to a bare minimum within city limits unless necessary. Anja came to an abrupt halt and Atropos felt her body go rigid and her head shook under the cowl.

“Anja?” Atropos hissed in a whisper. “Anja… what is wrong?”

Anja tossed her head back and forth under the cowl several times as her fingers dug into his arm. Atropos reached up as the others looked on worriedly and pulled the lip of her cowl back enough so that he could see her face. The expression he saw was one of horror and sorrow and incredible pain, her jade green wolf eyes wide, the black ring around her jade cornea thicker than normal. Atropos stepped in front of her completely, partly to block her face from the causal passerby, partly to try and discover what it was that made her look so terrified. “Anja my Queen!” He whispered. “What… what is wrong?”

Anja grasped his arms tighter. “Martin!” She exclaimed in a gasp. 

“Martin? What about Martin? Anja… tell me what you feel?” He declared to her.

“I… I feel… I feel nothing.” Anja gasped as tears began to pour down her cheeks as if someone had suddenly opened a faucet. 

Eurin moved closer, instinctively trying to shield this young woman who she had come to adore over the years. “Atropos… we can’t stop here.” She stated. “What is wrong? We’re in the middle of the Domar Promenade. The Spaceport is only a few hundred meters away.”

Atropos glanced at her. “I don’t know!” Atropos exclaimed softly. “Something about the King and not being able to feel him anymore!”

Eurin looked at Anja’s face and saw the tears rolling down her cheeks as Sivana moved up next to her as well. Anja’s fraternal twin sister grasp her sister by the waist as she pressed close to her. They were both wolf now, and Sivana knew well the pull of a powerful Alpha Wolf on its mate for she felt that with her own husband and mate Belen. “Anja… sister what is wrong?”

“He’s… he’s gone Sivana.” Anja whispered softly. “He’s gone.”

“What do you mean gone?” Sivana gasped.

It was Ceuma who saw it first and even though she had never met the man, she did have Anja’s memories up to the point just before the Passing of the Comet and she knew exactly who Martin Leonidas was. As she clung tightly to Joci’s hand, her own eyes were sweeping the crowd around them and trying to detect any danger, her jade green eyes fell upon one of the many large monitors dotting the promenade that displayed Netnews Channels for reports from around the Union twenty-nine hours a day. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the monitor and the picture on it. She recognized the images from Sparta on Earth, for Joci’s mother had always talked of one day going there and walking among the city streets that were home to the King and so many of their people who were just as traditional as she was. She didn’t hesitate and yanked on Joci’s arm.

“Joci… Joci the monitor!” She hissed in a disbelieving tone.

Joci turned his head to the large screen as well and she watched his eyes go wide as he saw what was happening. “Atropos!” He barked out as he moved closer to the monitor which was only a few meters away. Men and women were crowded around it watching the events unfold hundreds of light years away. “Atropos look!”

Atropos lifted his eyes and saw where Joci was going, and his dark blue orbs acted in a similar manner when he saw what was on the screen. He released Anja’s arms to Sivana and Eurin and stepped closer, coming up beside Joci and Ceuma.

“…unimaginable has happened.” The female elven reporter was speaking. That a battle was raging all around her was obvious to even the most idiotic person as they saw weapons fire and the uniforms of Durcunusaan troops in the background. There were flashes of wolves in the picture as well as they fell upon what could only be Kavalian troops, tearing flesh from bodies, blood splattering the ground. “The members of the Durcunusaan protecting the King have gone insane! Just seconds ago they witnessed the assassination of their beloved King and now they have… they are attacking the Kavalian troops responsible for this action in what can only be called a berserker rage!”
Atropos looked at Joci with stunned eyes and turned quickly to look at Anja, who was still slumped in her sister’s arms and shaking her head slowly back and forth.

“…don’t know if anything else is happening here in Sparta or across the Union, but it appears as if the Kavalian Federation is launching a coordinated attack against the Union government and doing so in a brutal manner. King Leonidas was assassinated only moments ago while trying to draw the attackers away from the men and women with him. There appears to have been some sort of running battle from the home of Lieutenant Governor Tarifa which culminated here in this square with the death of the King. Behind me you can see others who are attempting to save the life of Queen Aricia who was gravely injured in the attack.” 

The elven female ducked at the sound of a nearby explosion as the camera shifted its axis and centered on a red haired elf not far from them who was on her knees next to a prone body with raven black hair. Atropos recognized the biogenically altered Kavalian female Jalersi beside her, helping her in any way she could, while Isra, Tarifa, Ardis and two Kavalian men he didn’t know covered them with P190A3s. He saw the larger of the two Kavalians lift his 190 and send out a short burst that the camera followed just as quickly and Atropos saw a Kavalian soldier flung from his feet as the well aimed burst tore apart his chest. 

“General Simpson is among those Lycavorians here who have gone crazy. He could do nothing to stop them as the Kavalians killed the King. It is mayhem here! There is… there is blood is everywhere! Screaming and shouting is everywhere! Civilians are pouring into the area, the majority of them armed and in one case we witnessed a Kavalian being beaten to death with clubs in the street! It is chaos! The Kavalians are firing indiscriminately into groups of people before finally being brought down by survivors or some Durcunusaan troop in wolf form! Casualties are very heavy! We will try move closer to where a group of Durcunusaan have gather around the remains of their King and…”

Atropos could only stand there in open mouth shock as they watched. He heard the snorting sound next to him and turned his head to see the older Hadarian male next to him.

“It’s about time someone got rid of that brute of a King!” He spoke arrogantly looking at the cloaked Atropos and not realizing who he was talking too. “He would have led us to ruin along with our whore Queen! The Kavalians will make fine allies!”

Atropos was a man who did not often lose his temper. He was known to be like a rock to so many people and the consummate professional in all that he did. Atropos however, he was no different than any others, he just controlled it better. At least up until today. Atropos reached up slowly and drew back his cowl from his head, watching as the man’s eyes grew wide in horror as he recognized him. He opened his mouth to stammer something but Atropos didn’t give him the chance. His right hand lashed out and his closed fist slammed into the Hadarian’s face, easily crushing his nose and splitting his lips open. The power of the blow sent the man to the ground like a rock, his eyes dazed and in terrible pain. Atropos didn’t stop there and drew out his K12 from his thigh holster and leveling it at the man’s head.

“Can you heal your own death Hadarian?” Atropos snarled viciously leaning over and pressing the barrel of the K12 to the man’s forehead and watching his eyes go wide in terror as he gazed up at Atropos’s wolf eyes and fully extended wolf fangs. “He… he was my King! Our King!” He screamed as men and women both scrambled away from them in shock. “And my Queen is no whore!” Atropos brought his K12 whipping across the man’s face, easily slicing open his cheek and breaking his jaw with a loud popping sound.  

 In his rage, which Eurin and Zaniai were watching but doing nothing to stop, he almost didn’t hear the insistent chiming of his implant and he reached up almost in a dreamlike state and tapped his jaw.

“Atropos!” Admiral Omore’s voice erupted into his COM from high above them on the SPIRIT OF HADARIA. “Atropos are you there?”

“Admiral!” Atropos gasped bringing his hand up. “Admiral is it…?”

“Yes! It’s true damn it! Joarl has sent out the Alpha Storm Alarm! He is unable to contact Queen For'mya or Prime Minster Deia at the Senate Building! We have lost contact with Queen Dysea and Queen Isabella on Kranek! Andro and his siblings are off the board! We don’t know where they are! This is a systematic attack against the royal family Atropos! You must get to the spaceport and get out of there now! The Kavalian Fleet Group is only nine minutes away from weapons range! They already have troops on the ground! We must get Anja off the planet now Atropos! Now! She may be the only remaining member of the Royal family who is not… who is not dead!”

“We… we are only a short distance away!” Atropos stammered as his emotions churned. He turned to look at Joci who was listening as well, a similar look of horror on his face. “We are moving now!” He spoke as he holstered his K12. 

He turned back to the Hadarian man on the ground at his feet, his face bloody and his eyes glazed over. “You are a fool Hadarian! The Kavalians will enslave your people! When we return… and we will return, I hope to meet you igord! For I will laugh at you!” Atropos lashed out with his booted foot and kicked the man in the side savagely, hearing the satisfying snap of bone, before turning back and moving to Anja’s side. “We must go my Queen!” He spoke gently. “We must… I need you to draw upon your will Anja! We need to get off this planet and I need you able to function.”

Anja’s jade green eyes lifted to meet his and she stared into his face. “Atropos… Atropos I feel so… so empty! There is nothing… he’s gone. Martin is…”

“This is… this is what happens when an Alpha…” Atropos then did something he would never have considered in his life before this very moment. He took Anja’s face gently in his large hands and stared at her. “You are still Queen Anja Leonidas! Our Queen! I need you to call forth the Spartan woman in you Anja, the Spartan woman Martin saw within you, within all of you and I need you to hold in your pain! Martin Leonidas was a true Spartan! He would not have chosen weak women for his mates! I need you to push that pain aside now or we will all die here!”

Anja blinked several times and Atropos saw the light of recognition in her eyes. He had often wondered through the years what it was that Martin saw in the women he had chosen to be his mates and Queens, women he adored and cherished more than anything Atropos knew. All of them were elegantly beautiful; all of them had lush, firm bodies that they were not afraid to display in the clothes that they chose to wear. He knew his King could turn all of them to whimpering fools with just a few simple caresses and his aura, and he also knew they were totally uninhibited when it came to their sexual preferences and they did not care who knew. What he saw in Anja’s eyes now, what he saw blossom forth at his words, this is what Atropos knew his King saw in them. The strength of will, of purpose and determination. This is what he knew Anja had, what he knew all of the Queens had, and now he saw it coming forth in the direst of situations as she summoned control over her emotions and the Spartan woman in her came rushing back.

Anja reached up and grasped his arms tightly, squeezing her eyes shut for a moment and nodding her head. “What… what do we…?”

“We know nothing of the others yet!” Atropos spoke quickly. “Only that we need to get off this planet before that ronnus Rinard and his Kavalian scum find us.”

“Too late!” Joci barked as he unlimbered his 190.

Atropos and Anja both looked to where Joci was turning. Atropos had known if anyone could find them it would be Rinard, the man who had been raised among the vilest of their people, in an empire now long dead for their actions against his sister. And a man who wanted Anja dead almost as badly as Atropos wanted her to remain alive. So while Atropos was angry when it happened, he was not by any means surprised. And judging from Anja’s non-reaction in his grasp neither was she. Atropos had to suppress a tight lipped smile even given the situation. He knew what the death of a powerful Alpha wolf could do to his mate, yet this very petite and diminutive five foot three woman; Queen of Hadaria and the Union, with devastating beauty and intelligence; she could be the most lethal, snarling polecat one could cross paths with if she chose to be.


Atropos stopped and rose to his feet pulling Anja with him just as Joci moved in front of them clutching Ceuma’s hand and gently moving her behind him protectively. The large ebony skinned Spartan looked out from under his cowl, his wolf eyes sweeping the crowds all around them, sensing some sort of danger just as Atropos and his Queen did. And then they saw them, Hadarian Elder Militia moving in from the sides as well. Rinard was pushing and shoving his way through the crowd, the gasps of surprise and indignation from the Hadarian civilians in his path quite clear as he made directly for where they were standing with a dozen Elder Guard Militia and half a dozen Kavalians behind him. Atropos began to bring his 190 around but felt Anja grasp his arm and shake her head.


[Not yet!] She hissed softly within Mindvoice. [There are too many civilians in the area.]

Atropos met her eyes. [They are not my concern! You are!]


[I know.] Anja said. [They are still my people however, and they are innocent in all this. I will not put them at risk Atropos! We must stall them for a few more moments.]


[Stall them? Why?]


Anja met his eyes. [Miath is coming.]


[He takes too great a risk in flying! You know that!]


[Who said anything about flying?] 


The Lycavorian Rinard came to a halt roughly three meters in front of Joci, with what appeared to be a Kavalian officer and senior Elder Guard Militia Officer on either side of him. “Well… well… it appears you will not escape justice after all.” Rinard spoke.


“We are fulfilling the terms of Anja’s dismissal.” Eurin declared stepping up next to Anja and Atropos. “We are leaving.”


Rinard shook his head. “I’m sorry… I can’t allow that. The Hadarian Arch Ministry and Elder Council have altered the terms. Anja is to be detained and will stand trial for the original charges leveled against her. They have appointed me as their executor and I intend to see her answer for her crimes.”


“What about your crimes?” Ceuma spat viciously as she stood next to Joci.


Rinard looked at her. “Ah… yes. Ceuma you call yourself now is it?” He spoke smugly. His gaze turned to Joci who glared at him with dangerous wolf eyes. “Is she still as tight as I remember Joci? She’s a clone of Anja, perfect in every way. Doesn’t it ever cross your mind that your precious Queen is just as tight as the pussy you fuck when you bed the clone? For all intents and purposes you are fucking your Queen. You should have heard her howl out her delight when I changed her while I was hammering her tight ass into the bed. I didn’t think she was going to let me go!”


Joci maintained his control of his anger which was rapidly building. Rinard was trying to goad him into some action, and he was not going to take the bait. Too much was at stake for him to go after the man who was insulting his beautiful Ceuma. He needn’t have worried, for Ceuma pressed close to him with a wicked yet cruel smile and looked at Rinard as her hand dropped over Joci’s crotch, surprising even him.


“I howl so much louder for my husband Rinard.” Ceuma said sweetly. “He is so much more gifted in the cock department… far more than you will ever have and unlike you… he knows how to use it.”


Rinard’s jaw twitched in anger. “We will see bitch!” He snarled. “I am placing all of you under arrest by order of Chief Minister Wiktor and Elder Buonau. You will come with us now. Peacefully is preferred, but we are more than willing to take you by force.”


“You know what is happening!” Atropos barked. “You must have seen it!”


“I know that tukannupaee of a King is dead!” Rinard announced. “And I know that pretty soon the Kavalians will control the Union.”


Anja stepped around Atropos, her right hand hidden behind his leg and clutching the K12 in her fist. “You knew?” She gasped as realization came to her about so much. “This… this was never about Seanna was it? You never cared for her in the least did you. This has never been about getting back at me. This is about bringing down Martin and the Lycavorian Union!”


Rinard shrugged. “Seanna was a good fuck! That’s about it. She loved you too much though. She would never have helped me do what we have done now. She would never have allowed Buonau and Wiktor to bring you down. She would never have taken part in our plans. It was easy to manipulate her mother after she was dead. Pcillany never did care for you. The right words, the right emotion, and pretty soon she was fully onboard. I have waited for the right moment to take from Martin Leonidas what he took from me all those years ago. Now… now I’m going to accomplish that.”


“Females are predictable. All females!” The tall Kavalian officer stated in a deep voice that held humor and disgust. “It is why you are fit for nothing more than spreading your legs and giving us more sons.”


“You aren’t smart enough to have planned all this out by yourself Rinard.” Anja quipped, ignoring the Kavalian “You didn’t even realize it wasn't me that killed your father, it was Torma. Who is pulling your strings Rinard? Who controls you?”


Rinard laughed softly and shrugged his broad shoulders. “It doesn’t matter now. It will no doubt come out eventually.” He stated dismissively. “Now that the big bad Martin Leonidas is dead… it opens the door for Pusintin to reclaim the throne of Sparta and the Union.”


Anja’s eyes grew wider. “What?” She gasped. “Pusintin can never sit on the throne! The Union Senate would never allow it! You are out of your mind!”


“Am I?” Rinard said arrogantly. “Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos is the one who gave them the tools and knowledge of what they needed to do in order to achieve that goal. Now that the King is dead and once they succeed in getting rid of the rest of your putrid offspring that can challenge Pusintin, then it will just be a few of you and Pusintin. And when Pusintin presents his case to the Union Senate… something Laustinos has been helping him to do… they will have to follow your own laws no matter what.”


“Laustinos?” Atropos snapped. 


“What case?” Anja barked. “He can make no case to reclaim the throne!”

Rinard nodded. “How do you think they got access to Union Jump Gates?” Rinard hissed. “How do you think they knew where everyone was and where to hit you to do the most damage and cause the most confusion? You and your King aren’t as smart as you think you are. If you surrender peacefully, I might be able to keep the Kavalians from killing you.” He stated looking at Anja. “Submit to me… and you may just come out of this alive.”

“Submit to you?” Anja snapped.

Rinard nodded. “It’s the only way to save yourself.” He spoke. “I have the Admiral’s word that if you are with me… you will not be killed.”

Anja’s laugh held no mirth in it. “I wouldn’t submit to you on my worst day, after drinking all the alcohol in the universe and if you were the last man in the galaxy!”

Rinard shrugged once more. “It is your choice.” 

“This is what you have chosen over your own people?” Atropos asked in disbelief.

“You are not my people!” Rinard shrieked viciously. “She killed my people! Her and that nubous igord of a King!”

“You… you helped them to kill Martin?” Anja asked in a slow raspy voice. Atropos looked at her quickly for he had heard that voice before. It was the voice she used when she could no longer control her fiery temper and was about to spring.

Rinard laughed once more. “It was so easy!” He spat. “The Union believes in freedom so much that it allowed us to use that to help with your destruction! Getting the biogenic clones into Sparta, positioning them just so. Taking out the Drow Intelligence posts you have in The Wilds so they could not warn you about the attack on Kranek. It was all so simple. Now make your decision or all of you will die in the street like the animals you are!” Anja’s head tilted to the side slightly as if she was suddenly detecting a scent on the wind. Rinard saw this and shook his head. “If you call your dragon Anja, he will die the moment he takes to the sky. The Kavalians have T19 Missile Teams set up all around the area.”

Anja brought jade green eyes into focus on him and Rinard watched those eyes change slowly into black outlined wolf eyes. He watched as her fangs slowly extended from beneath her quivering upper lip and he watched her slowly shake her head. “There’s something you should know Rinard.” Anja spoke softly.

“And what is that upaee!” He snapped.

“The thing about T19 missiles, they are deadly to a dragon in the sky, but they don’t work for fucking shit on the ground because their guidance systems can’t track below fifty feet! MIATH! NOW!” Anja screamed as her light blue psychic activated instantly.

There were many things that people who were not familiar with dragons did not know. They knew them to be powerful and lethal when flying, devastating creatures when used in ground support of their Bonded Ones. What many forgot was that dragons lived their first few months on the ground until they learned to fly, and they were just as maneuverable and deadly on the ground as they were in the air and in some cases even more so. Miath’s dark green body smashed through the front of the clothing shop only twenty meters from where they all stood. Glass and pieces of stone and thin, shattered steel framework burst forth as his huge body hurtled towards them with a trumpet of unbridled rage at what he felt churning through his bonded sister. What he felt churning through him by default. Something else so many did not know about dragons was that they were just as complex emotionally as any other species, they loved, they feared, they hated. At this moment in time, Miath felt hatred coursing through him the likes of which he had never felt. He knew about what was happening on Earth, he knew everything and his worry for his beloved mate Aelnala, as well as the rage he felt over the agony his sister was experiencing had sent him into a whirlwind fit of destruction. As heads turned to watch Miath with wide frightened eyes, Anja and the others moved.

Anja’s Shi Viska flared to life, appearing from Flat Space a moment after Atropos’s and Joci’s shields. She lifted her arm without thought and launched her shield at the Kavalian officer as she dashed to one side, bringing up her K12. Atropos and Joci, as well as the others of the Durcunusaan detachment simply stood in place and shoved their charges to the ground. All of them had been expecting something, and unlike the Hadarian Elder Militia and Kavalian troops they were ready when that moment came. Miath’s maddening trumpet of anger ended when his right wing came whipping forward and smashed into three Hadarian Elder Militia troops from the side. Their screams of pain grew even louder as bones shattered and their bodies were physically tossed into the air. Anja had told him not to hold back in the least through their bond, and Miath put all four tons of his weight into every sweep of his huge wings, the bone like cartilage running along the front edge of his wings like hardened steel as it crushed whatever it hit. The Kavalians began shouting and yelling as they came face to face with the one thing that their species had a real and uncontrollable inbred fear of. It made killing them so much easier. 

Atropos and Joci let their weapons dangle on quick release snaps as Nehtes extended and began stabbing microseconds after Miath’s trumpet sounded. Atropos stepped into a piercing thrust, driving his Nehtes through the chest of the nearest Kavalian who was frozen in his spot while launching his shield in the same instant. The screams of the civilians in the area sounded loudly as they scrambled to get out of the way of the battle. The Hadarian Elder Militia died very quickly. None of them had real combat experience in any sense of the word, and now they were facing a dozen well armed and trained Durcunusaan troops whose only goal was to protect their beloved Queen. Most of them fell under the first Shi Viska barrage, heads, arms and even whole bodies cleaved in half or severed completely. The Durcunusaan troops guarding Anja were also enraged over what had transpired and now they were letting it all hang out in anger. Blood splashed wetly on the ground all around the Durcunusaan troops as they too switched to their Nehtes in order to keep from randomly spraying their 190s and possibly injuring innocents. Many of the Elder Militia opted to simply turn and run in the face of such savage anger and skill. Most did not survive.

As Rinard turned back to face Anja, his wolf eyes and fangs now fully exposed, his face took on a look of surprise as the Nehtes impaled him through the upper chest, the broad razor like spearhead bursting out his back just below his left shoulder blade. His wolf eyes grew wide as he saw the petite figure holding that spear in front of him.

Ceuma stood in front of him gripping the Nehtes tightly in her right hand. Her own jade green eyes were now changed, her fangs bared in a savage snarl. Ceuma may have been a clone, but the moment Rinard had changed her, she became far more than he had ever envisioned. He had never taken into account her Hadarian DNA when he left her for dead that day, and he had never taken into account the love Joci had for her. He could only watch as her grip tightened on the shaft of the Nehtes and she ripped it back out of his body, bringing flesh and copious amounts of blood with it. Rinard could only watched in stunned amazement as she twirled the Nehtes expertly in her hand and stepped closer to him as he slumped to his knees, his right hand pressed against the gaping wound in his chest, blood pouring from between his fingers.

“Didn’t expect that did you Rinard!” Ceuma snarled viciously as the fighting began to ebb around them. “You may have made me what I am Rinard… but my mate shaped me! He made me a true Lycavorian woman! And now this woman is going to kill you for what you have done! To me! To my husband! To my sisters!” She screamed. Ceuma would not know it until much later, but with those simple words she committed herself to one path in this life. And it was a path she and her adoring mate and husband would embrace.

 As Ceuma drew back her arm to plunge her Nehtes into Rinard’s unprotected chest a thick arm wrapped around her waist and pulled her along with their momentum. The male Durcunusaan troop ignored her wails of protest as he dragged her with him and began following his fellow detachment members. They had grabbed Eurin and Zaniai after the first few moments of their assault, knowing that they were to be protected at all costs, along with Ceuma. An order from their diminutive Queen they would never think to violate.

The Kavalian officer could only watch from the ground as Miath shredded the last of his men with huge black razor like talons. He was helpless to assist his men, for Anja’s Shi Viska had cut through both his legs like a hot knife through butter. He could feel his life ebbing from him, his feline eyes looking down to see one of his legs only a few inches away, the stump still spurting blood. He saw the shadow fall across him and his head twisted up to see Anja step up to him, her Shi Viska returning to her forearm and attaching itself back to the harness she wore on her left arm. Anja looked down at him, her wolf eyes savage, her fangs extended further than even she had ever seen them when not in wolf form.

“Bet you didn’t predict that huh motherfucker!” Anja hissed savagely as she brought her K12 up and leveled it at his head. “This is for… this is for taking from me all I have ever loved! I’ll find your family you Kavalian bastard! I’ll find them and I’ll skin every one of them alive for what you have done!”

Anja Leonidas began pulling the trigger on her K12 and didn’t stop until four seconds later when the magazine ran dry. The Kavalian’s head was no longer recognizable and his broad chest was perforated with twelve plus large caliber holes. She stood above him, her finger still pulling the trigger on the now empty weapon, until Atropos stepped up beside her and his large hand covered hers.

“Anja.” He said softly. “My Queen… we must go!”

Anja turned her eyes up and looked at him. His eyes and fangs were still very visible and she saw worry in those dark eyes. Worry for her. Anja felt Miath move up behind her, his talons covered in blood, several long streaks down the left side of his muzzle where he had bitten three Militia troops in half. His psychic shield shimmered brightly, the matching shield around Anja responding to her bonded brother’s closeness.

Sister?

Anja’s head and eyes turned to look up at him as he dipped his head over her shoulder, his snout close to her, his massive body shielding her as his right wing curled around her and Atropos slowly.

Miath? Anja whispered within Mindvoice.

We… we must go my bonded sister. Miath spoke. Before more of these scum arrive. 

Miath I don’t know if I can…

Miath leaned his head closer and touched his snout to her forehead. You must sister. If… if you are all that remains… Martin would expect you to carry on. You know this is what he would want. What all of you have spoken of in the past.

Anja’s eyes closed at the feelings of his smooth scales against her cheek and she nodded as the tears came once more. You are… you are right.

Let us leave this place and salvage what we can sister. Miath spoke softly. It is what we need to do now.

Anja reached up and stroked the underside of his muzzle as she blinked several times and turned to Atropos. “The others?”

“Already entering the spaceport!” Atropos answered. “We must go now! Admiral Omore is screaming for us that we are out of time.”

“I intend to return Atropos!” Anja stated as her voice lost its soft edge and turned hard. “I will return and take back what is mine!”

Atropos nodded as he took her arm. “And I will be beside you when we do.” He stated unequivocally. “For now… let us leave.”

Anja nodded slowly and Atropos began pulling her towards the spaceport. Miath turned his head and let his grey eyes sweep across the promenade. Hadarian civilians were beginning to come out of where they had been hiding while the battle raged, wide eyed and still in a state of shock.

Be strong men and women of Hadaria. You will need much strength in the months ahead if you are to survive. Miath spoke softly.

Miath turned and followed Anja and Atropos.

The future of Hadaria had changed in only a few short moments, and that future did not appear to be bright.

RITAAH


Athani found her husband sitting off by himself on the large fallen tree staring off into the stars of the night sky. Her vertically slit feline like blue/green eyes spied him easily even in the darkness. She had been with Mican for the last several hours ignoring everything else that went on around her. Athani’s own emotions were running a gambit all their own as she discovered she had a brother who she had never known about.
A brother that had been used and discarded by their father just as she had been. She found Mican to be extremely intelligent and protective of her. He had known about her and Jalersi, but because of his situation in leading the escaped Kavalian biogenic clones, there was no way he could contact them and let them know what their father was truly doing. When he had found out she defected and married Resumar Leonidas Mican told her that he had had a party with Na'lia and their daughter to celebrate her escape and to hope that one day Jalersi would also have her eyes open.


Athani had only begun to drift when she felt the churning of Resumar’s emotions along his MV shields. They were skills she was still discovering since becoming his wife, but she knew if she could feel them so easily something had to be wrong. Mican had seen this distraction in her and ended their reunion with a bear hug and a promise that they would sit more and try to discover a way to let Jalersi know. Athani had moved quickly now, Cemath telling her within Mindvoice that something was wrong and Resumar was shutting even him out. It was easy enough to find him, for while she had undergone biogenic treatments to rid herself of the fur that normally covered a Kavalian female’s body; she still retained the instincts and skills of their feline species. Her sense of smell was not as acute or developed as a pure blood Lycavorian, but it was enough when combined with her incredible eyesight to find him easily. That and the fact she would always be drawn inexplicably to his male wolf aura now that he had claimed her. Unlike Pusintin, who used his aura on her to elicit actions she could not control, Resumar used his aura to incite her to new levels of pleasure she had never known existed. As Athani came up behind him, she sensed something else radiating from her handsome husband. It was a sense of foreboding and sorrow. Her keen feline like eyes could just detect that he was also shivering, even though the temperature this night was relatively cool for a jungle planet.


“Resumar?” Athani whispered as she came up next to him and rested her hand on his shoulder. Athani’s eyes grew wide when his head turned to face her and she saw that he had been crying. This stunned her, for she had never seen a man cry before and she knew immediately that something was terribly wrong. 

“Resumar my love… what is wrong?” She gasped as he drew her into his embrace and buried his head in her abdomen. Athani didn’t hesitate and she pulled his head tighter, dropping her cheek to the top of his dark hair, while his powerful arms crushed her to him. The tears had already come and gone she decided, for he simply held her body to him drawing deeply of her scent, and letting his love for her flow through the connection they had within Mindvoice. It was not something Athani had felt before this night, and it took her breath away with the intensity. Finally she took his head in her hands and drew his head back, looking at him with wide blue/green eyes. “Resumar… what?”

“My father is dead.” Resumar stated flatly.

Athani’s eyes grew even wider if that was possible and her intake of breath was very audible in the silent darkness around them. “What?” She finally gasped. “How… how could that be? How? How do you know this?”

“We… my family… we are able to sense one another within Mindvoice.” He told her.

“You have told me this.” Athani said. “But…”

“Though we can not communicate directly because of the distance I could still feel him. I can feel nothing from him now Aryschanne.” Resumar spoke softly. “Even if he was seriously injured I would still feel his presence. That is how powerful he is. I feel nothing now. It is empty and… his presence is completely gone. My mothers and brothers and sisters are… they are in turmoil. Especially Andro. It is the only explanation. Nothing else could make them send out the tremors within Mindvoice that I am feeling. Not over so great a distance.”

“My love… how… who would, who could kill your father!” Athani asked.

Resumar shook his head. “I don’t know. He has many enemies.”

“Resumar… we are talking about your father here!” Athani protested. “Who would dare attack him? No one is that foolish!”

“Whoever it is… they have succeeded where many have failed.” Resumar said. “Which means they are a grave threat to us. I…” Resumar turned his head when he heard the snapping of branches and he saw the huge form of Avi making his way up the slight hill. It was hard not to discern the hulking Avatar, and while he usually moved with a grace many did not think he had, at the moment Avi was obviously not concerned about making noise. Resumar got to his feet holding Athani’s arm as Avi trotted up and came to a halt.

-Resumar Leonidas… I… there is something you must know. Avatar 341 and I were monitoring coded transmissions and we intercepted… Avi stopped talking a for a brief moment and Resumar thought he looked more human than he had ever looked before.

“My father is dead isn’t he Avi?” Resumar spoke.

Avi’s small red eyes met Resumar’s. –The Alpha Storm Alert went out sixteen point three minutes ago. You have felt his… his passing within Mindvoice haven’t you Resumar Leonidas?-

Athani looked up at her husband’s face as he stood there silently. She could see the turmoil and grief in his eyes, yet behind those powerful emotions she could also see a unique kind of strength that Athani had never seen before. She had seen many strong men in her life, physically strong men anyway, but not until she had been accepted so completely into the Leonidas family had she come to know the true meaning of strength. Strength of will; strength of purpose; strength of mind and body as well as love. She felt the tears come now for she had only known Martin Leonidas for a short time, yet even in that short time and regardless of the fact that she was Kavalian, he had accepted and treated her better than her own father had for so many years.

“What else did you learn Avi?” Resumar asked in a choked up raspy voice.

Avi looked at Athani for a moment his face emotionless. –It was a coordinated effort of attacks by Kavalians of the Puma Bane Pride- He spoke.

Athani gasped in shocked and her hands came up to her mouth. “No!” She hissed.

-Contact has been lost with your mothers on Kranek and Hadaria. Aricia has been seriously injured according to the reports. The Durcunusaan have had no contact with either your mother For'mya or Prime Minister Deia either. It appears right now that they struck in several locations within Sparta and even in The Wilds as well. Over a dozen of the Union’s Drow outposts have fallen silent.-

“Andro?” Resumar asked as he saw his Uncle Vonis blurring through the trees towards him, Dario close behind with Mican and the biogenically altered Kavalian female Channa who had become his constant shadow as he taught her everything he could about her new bonded with Mirra.

-Avatar 341 was able to pick up several transmissions from the LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser HARBINGER only moments before I came up here to you. It appears your brother is enroute back to Earth. He was able to rescue the survivors from the Drow outpost on Iraruzu and was informed of the attack on Earth as he was returning to Kranek. The transmission stated that he would arrive in ten hours and that help was moving to Iraruzu- 

Avi paused for a brief moment as Vonis and Dario came up to them, and Resumar saw Channa clinging to Dario’s hand now. Mican moved up next to Athani without question.

“Help?” Resumar asked.

-VORTEX Cruiser 341’s sensors are calibrated to a different quantum phase than normal sensors. 341 detected a massive spike in the quantum flux dimension field.-

“What… what does that mean?” Athani asked.

Resumar nodded. “How many Avi?” He asked.

-Based on the size of the spike… the entire Attack Wing- Avi answered. –If this is the case, the circumstances for revealing their existence now must be dire-

“Andro gave the order.” Resumar said. “And he is returning to Earth because he knows he must step forward.”

“Resumar I…” Vonis stammered.

“Cousin?” Dario gasped.

“Who has done this?” Mican demanded with real emotion.

Avi turned to look at him. –Members of the Puma Bane Pride of Kavalians. That much has been confirmed from intercepted transmissions by Avatar 341-

“My father?” Mican gasped with wide eyes of disbelief. “Has he… has he lost his mind? There can… there can be only be one response to…”

-Intercepted Netnews broadcasts have shown the battle live. It clearly shows several Kavalians, including your sister Athani Leonidas- Avi said.

“Jalersi!” Athani gasped. “Avi she wasn't…”

-The footage from the battle that was shown clearly showed General/Colonel Simpson and Anuk. Tarifa, Isra and Ardis. There was also your sister Jalersi and two Kavalian males shown. All of them were seen defending Anuk Simpson as she was treating your mother Aricia. We are continuing to monitor, but once I witnessed... once I saw Martin Leonidas fall I…- Avi stopped talking now and looked at Resumar.

“You can say it Avi.” Resumar spoke.

-I felt the need to come out here and tell you to comfort you- Avi replied.

“Avi… can I communicate directly with my brother on Spartan 11 from here?” Resumar asked. 

-A minor adjustment to the transmission node to sync up the encryption I installed in your personal Com units is all that is needed- Avi answered.

“Can it be detected?” Resumar asked.

-Unlikely. It would require that Kavalian…- Avi tilted his head to the side as if hearing something no one could. –It will be unnecessary now Resumar Leonidas-

“What? Why?” Res asked.

-Avatar 341 is informing me that there is an incoming transmission from a Mark Two Neural Booster. It is being directed from the PILLAR OF FAITH- Avi told him. –He is quite excited Resumar. He has not seen this level of Mindvoice power in one place since he left the Pralor homeworld- 

“Andro.” Resumar nodded as he broke into a run for the entrance to VORTEX Cruiser 341.

EARTH

SPARTA

OLD DISTRICT


Pian looked at the Durcunusaan soldier as he tore a strip of crimson cloth from the cape he wore and finished tying it around Pian’s arm. He looked up at the tall Kavalian, his dark blond fur matted with dirt and stained with the blood of his Queen.


“Don’t take that off until you get to a secure location!” The Durcunusaan troop shouted at him. “Either of you!” He looked at where another Durcunusaan was doing the same thing for Jiss. “We don’t know how many Kavalians are here on Earth and we don’t want you targeted by mistake!”


Pian nodded quickly, his combat senses still alert and active as his blue eyes scanned the area. “We will do as you say!” He barked. “How do you…?”

“You are killing your own kind with that 190 you got sir. If you were our enemy, you’d already be dead. And you… you are protecting our Queen!” The Durcunusaan looked at Anuk as she clenched her teeth and continued working on the inert form of Aricia on the ground. “Colonel?” He shouted at her. “Medivac is inbound!”


Anuk ignored him as intent on her task as she was. She had torn Aricia's upper body armor off her to find three entry wounds. Two of the projectiles had lost almost all velocity after hitting the edges of the body armor where they came together under the arm. They had only penetrated into Aricia’s flesh perhaps an inch and Anuk was able to quickly use her fingers to pry them out. The third projectile however, that was trickier. It had entered just under her armpit, the one area on the side that had no body armor. She must have had her arms in the air at the exact instant the Kavalian fired for him to have gotten this lucky. Based on the blood oozing from between her lips, the projectile no doubt hit at least one lung. Anuk had to move quickly before her healing system began to close the wound and heal her body around wherever the projectile may have ended up. Anuk tossed down the laser scalpel and looked at Jalersi.


“Jalersi… you have to help me!” She snapped.


Jalersi was no stranger to battlefield injuries and she had immediately begun helping Anuk as they took her body armor off. “Tell me!” She barked out, her sensitive feline ears still ringing from the many explosions that had gone off around her.


“I don’t have my normal medical bag! I need to reach in and find the slug!” Anuk yelled her own ears also ringing. “Her Lycavorian healing system will act quickly, so you have to hold apart the incision until I find the slug!”


Jalersi didn’t hesitate and reached out. The incision Anuk had made was almost three inches long and she gently used her fingers to pry open the wound further. Anuk lifted the portable scanner and held it over the wound and Jalersi heard her cuss. “What?” She gasped.


“It’s lodged against her heart wall!” Anuk snapped. “It went clean through one lung and nicked the other. It must have bounced off a rib to end up where it is!”


“Can you get it out?” Jalersi barked.


“If I try it could kill her!” Anuk answered.


“Do it!” The female voice spoke from behind them.


Anuk turned quickly knowing that no one was getting close to them with all the Durcunusaan pouring into the area. Her cerulean blue eyes grew wide when she saw Duewa.


“Duewa!” She exclaimed as she watched Thoti help lower Duewa to the ground next to her.


“Perform the procedure Anuk!” Duewa had to raise her voice slightly to be heard over the sounds of weapons fire all around them in the distance. “I will insure any damage that is done is healed.”


Anuk looked at her wide eyed. She knew Duewa had been turned only a few days ago and she still looked somewhat weak. “Duewa… are you sure? You are still weak and…”


Duewa nodded. “Yes. Thoti turned me… he did not kill me!” She replied. “I am weak… but I can still use my healing powers!”


Thoti leaned over and kissed her head, nuzzling her cheek and ear. “Do nothing foolish my mate!” He barked out. “And remain with Anuk and the others until they get Aricia back to safety!”


Duewa looked at him with those beautiful soft green eyes and nodded. “Go! Our children are safe and I am safe here!” She exclaimed. “Fache needs you more than I do right now!” Thoti nodded and in a silver/white flash the large dark furred wolf was sprinting off towards the sounds of the fighting. Duewa turned back to Anuk who was looking at her. “I made him bring me! Aricia may be the only Queen we have left alive and I will not allow her to die!”


“For'mya is with Deia!” Anuk exclaimed.


Duewa shook her head. “There is no answer from either of their details at the Senate Building.” She replied. “A Durcunusaan detachment was finally mustered and dispatched there moments ago! The Kavalians hit us in over half a dozen locations Anuk! They targeted many people and it appears they have succeeded in many cases!” Duewa looked at Jalersi who was staring at her. “I only state fact and…”


Jalersi shook her head. “It doesn’t matter!” She barked. “Let us save Aricia and then get her out of here before something more horrible befalls us and we lose the opportunity to make my father pay for his lies and deceit!”


Duewa nodded and looked at Anuk. “I will heal as you enter the wound!” She stated. “Jalersi… you must keep the two edges of the wound open. Anuk… you know what to avoid as you enter her chest cavity. We must be quick about it before her healing factor fully kicks in. With the pureness of Aricia’s blood, it will be three times as powerful as normal and even harder to compensate for!”

Anuk lifted the odd looking instrument with tapered plastic coated ends on seven inch long thin arms. “I’m ready!” She announced.

Duewa extended her hand over the top of where Anuk was going to enter Aricia’s chest and nodded. “Do it Anuk.” She said.

SPARTA

OLD DISTRICT


Danny had finally changed back to human form, his uniform saturated in blood and fur from the seven or eight Kavalians he had slaughtered with his teeth and talons. He had never felt the rage seething through him right now before. It was a cold and calculated rage and anger. Daniel Simpson loved his blood brothers, but Martin had been his source of inspiration and strength through all these years together. The ties they had formed would never be broken, and as Danny’s yellow outlined dark eyes swept over the area he was in, his wolf fangs fully extended and almost as long as they were in wolf form Danny allowed his eyes to fall on where almost twenty Durcunusaan troops were circling the area where Martin’s body had fallen. The smell of plasma and burnt cinder and wood filled the air all around them, making it nearly impossible to pick out individual scents. He knew that many of the Lycavorians in the area would spend days trying to get the smell of death and blood from their nostrils. The plasma mortars the Kavalians had used had the nasty habit of rendering the Lycavorian sense of smell nearly impossible to use since it burned the very air around it, singing the tiny hairs inside noses and such. He also knew from chatter on his implant that a STRIKER AT was inbound to their location to gather the remains of his brother’s fallen body. He had no doubts they would treat it with reverent care as they took him back to the Durcunusaan base.


Daniel Simpson was also a Spartan by birth and upbringing, and like Martin he had embraced their heritage completely when they finally discovered who and what they were. He had lost a beloved brother, but now Danny needed to act as Martin would expect him to act. Officially there were nearly a dozen officers, who all outranked him within the Union, but all of them knew what he could do and that he was considered by the King as his only true brother and no one would dare challenge Daniel Simpson. His wolf eyes spied Fache nearby, kneeling on one knee, his face in his hands. His uniform was also splattered generously with blood, for like Daniel and roughly twenty-five others nearby, when Martin had fallen they had all gone into a terrible berserker like rage. Danny sprinted over to where Fache knelt and put his hand on the man’s shoulder.


“Fache?” He spoke softly.


The Commander of the Royal Villa Durcunusaan Detachment for the last twenty years lifted his head and looked at Daniel. His own eyes and fangs were still visible and this close up Danny could see he was trembling with rage and shame at what he had allowed to happen. Fache came to his feet quickly. “Gen… General I must request…”


“Stow it!” Danny barked. “This is not your fault! This is no one’s fault! The Kavalians have been planning this for some time and they had help!”


Fache’s eyes narrowed. “Help?” He asked.


“It’s the only way they could have gotten the plans on how we would respond from the main base!” Danny snapped. “If all the shouting on the COM I have been hearing is accurate, they’ve had teams hit at least six other locations across Sparta! I don’t know what for! That is what I need you to find out!”


“General I…”


“Damn it Fache!” Danny snarled loudly. “This isn’t over! They’ve killed… they’ve killed Martin! We need to make sure they don’t kill anymore of his family! You call out the entire division if you have too! Mobilize every Spartan on Earth! I want every Leonidas within the city limits of Sparta covered like a nubous blanket five minutes ago! Joarl is reporting he has lost contact with the Durcunusaan details of both For'mya and Deia at the Senate building!”


Fache nodded. “Thoti dispatched a company there before coming here!”


“Send detachments to Gorgo and Riall’s home first! If they came after Marty… then they probably went after Gorgo as well! Then add another two companies to the bunker where the children are!” Danny ordered. “This was a systematic attacked against the Leonidas family and anyone even remotely connected to them! We need to find out how far it extends! Contact Panos, Lynwe, Selene, Tareif… all of them!”


“Who… who would help them to do this?” Fache nearly screamed. “What traitor to their species would take part in this?”


“When you find him or her Fache… you save them for us you hear me?” Danny snarled viciously. “We will show them how Spartans deal with traitors!”


As with all the Spartans, a cold and calculating anger now surged through Fache. He nodded his head and replaced his Spartan helm on his head securely. “Consider it done!” He snapped.


“Get over to the Senate Building and make sure For'mya and Deia are secure! Report to me when you are with them!” Danny said.


“General… Daniel… what are you going to do?” Fache asked.


Danny turned back to look at where the Durcunusaan were gingerly placing the remains of their King in a clean white sheet that they had somehow acquired. They were wrapping him tightly, so it appeared as if his body was in one piece even though they all knew it was not. Danny could see dozens of civilians standing around, some of them with bloodstains on their clothes, some of the older women weeping at the scene before them. Many of the older Spartans were keeping a loose perimeter around the Durcunusaan and allowing them to conduct themselves with some measure of honor and grace. Danny could see several Netnews people standing among the crowds, their remote drones sending out live footage to their main broadcasting stations. 


“I’m going to take… I’m going to take my brother home.” Danny said softly.

BELID


As'hia opened her eyes slowly against the warmth of the sun and as she shifted slightly she felt the powerful arm pull her lithe half elven body closer, pressing her naked flesh against the equally naked flesh that was spooning her from behind. She felt the large hand squeeze her firm breast, her stiff nipple a burning hard point in the palm of the hand and as the memories of the last few hours came rushing back to her, a smile of complete and utter bliss washed over her face. She rested both her hands over that large one and pulled Lynom’s powerful arm tighter around her chest as she burrowed back against his naked body. What had begun as a simple kiss had quickly developed into the most sexual and scorching hot five hours of her young life, and As'hia never wanted it to end.

Six hours earlier


She remembered falling asleep in his embrace so As'hia wasn't surprised when she woke up still wrapped within those powerful arms. She was surprised at the position she was in as her dark eyes opened slowly, but as her eyes focused and she saw his face she didn’t move for fear of waking him. It was easy for her to discern he was still sleeping by the rhythmic rise and fall of his broad chest. Sometime during their sleep she had shifted position, turning to face him and burying her face against the side of his thick neck. His verbena scent filled her nostrils and wafted delightfully to every portion of her mind. One of her legs was stretched over the top of his long legs, and she could feel his arm wrapped around her back, his large hand resting on her firm ass cheek. She lifted her head slightly and stared at his face, her wolf eyes easily picking up the contours of his strong jaw and medium sized lips. The bone spurs along his jaw were easy to pick out, but if anything they made him appear more handsome to her. She had seen him when he was angry, and the visage he presented with his vampiric fangs and the Immortal bone spurs was not something she would want directed at her. Yet resting peacefully as he was now, the bone spurs actually enhanced his rugged handsomeness to her. As'hia was half wolf, and since her mother was the Lycavorian, she inherited all of the traits of a female wolf. These traits included knowing when the scent of a male was telling her he was the one. Powerful female Alphas could easy detect this in the scent of the male they chose as their mates. Her mother told As'hia it was something different, sharper and more pungent. She had smelled this in her elven father and As'hia’s mother had not hesitated when the confident and well-respected elven officer had asked to court her.


As'hia detected that from Lynom right now. His verbena scent was more pungent than any alpha wolf that had ever shown an interest in her. More distinctive than any elven officer who had asked to court her. No matter what had occurred over the last months, As'hia’s wolf instincts were telling her, screaming at her actually, that this was the man who would claim her. Her mother had always told her, her elven father agreeing completely, that her instincts would almost always be right and to follow them no matter where they led her. As'hia’s wolf instincts had led her into the arms of this half Akruxian Immortal, and it had taken this long for those same instincts to beat her natural elven fear of Immortals out of her and allow her to see Lynom was very different. As'hia reached up with her hand and extended her index finger, slowly drawing it across his slightly parted lips. She wanted to taste those lips in the worse way, and she was no longer going to deny her instincts. She shifted slightly; lifting her lithe body further up on Lynom’s chest and seeing his eyes flutter open. Before he knew what was happening or could say anything, As'hia lowered her lips to his and kissed him tenderly. Lynom’s dark eyes flew open in surprise, his arms lifting off the ground in stunned shock, but he could not deny the seething desire her kiss was bringing out in him. Like his brother Tir'ut, Lynom had never been with a woman. Those on Kranek had returned to the old ways of the Akruxian Immortal society which frowned on sexual relations outside of true unions between partners. It was one of the reasons his father took his mother as his Blessed Wife so quickly after settling on Kranek. Unlike his brother however, Lynom had watched pirated Vid Movies from The Wilds and read books that described the art of kissing as well as many other items, so he at least had some idea of how to do these things. At the moment however, as he watched As'hia lift her face from his, he was very lost about what to do.


“As'hia… As'hia what are you…?” He stammered.


As'hia opened her dark eyes and looked at him while she licked her soft lips, savoring the taste of his lips and committing it to her memory. “Yummy!” She spoke seductively.


“As'hia are you feeling…”


As'hia grinned in the moonlight and Lynom’s heart skipped several beats as her beautiful eyes sparkled. “Surprised you didn’t I?” She spoke confidently.


Lynom’s eyes were wide as he nodded quickly. “That… that is putting it mildly.” He said in response. “Why… why did you do that?”


“I wanted to taste your lips.” As'hia answered.


“Why?”


As'hia leaned her head forward and brushed her nose against his cheek gently, feeling the bone spurs press against her skin and feeling deliciously electric jolts hum through her because of it. “I can smell your desire for me Lynom.” She whispered.


Lynom was also not as dense as his brother. “I have… I have made that perfectly clear Ssin'urn 'anon. I do not understand what…”


As'hia took his face in her hands and met his eyes. She used her thumbs to traced his jaw line and rub over the tops of the bone spurs they could reach and she saw his cheeks twitch ever so slightly. “They are sensitive?” She asked him in curious surprise.


Lynom nodded slowly. “Yes… at times.” He answered.


“Like now?” As'hia asked teasingly.


“Yes like now!” He hissed feeling his blood beginning a slow burn. “What… what has gotten into you? This is not what I have come to expect from you Ssin'urn 'anon.”


“My mother always told me when I meet the man I will spend the rest of my days with… I will not be able to get the smell of him out of my mind.” As'hia spoke softly. “She said it would stay with me no matter where I went and no matter how far apart we were. It is part of how a female wolf chooses who she will mate with.”


“That is very… that is fascinating As'hia… but what does it have to do with…?” He began to speak.


“Don’t you see you big Immortal fool?” As'hia exclaimed cutting off his words. “It’s you! Ever since I smelled you that first time I haven’t been able to get your scent out of my head!”


Lynom looked at her with wide eyes. “I… I thought you hated me?” He finally was able to spit out.


As'hia shook her two-toned blond/black hair. “That… that was my elven side battling with the wolf within me. Lycavorians are not as reserved as elves when it comes to expressing what they want or need. I was trying to resolve what one part of me wanted and the other feared Lynom.” She explained.


“Ssin'urn 'anon… I don’t… I don’t want one side of you.” Lynom said softly. “I want both sides of you. I don’t want you battling your feelings or…”


As'hia put a finger to his lips and stopped his words once more. “My wolf side finally got my elven side to see that we both want you Lynom. I am stubborn and willful, and it took me this long to come to terms with how I feel about you.”


Lynom’s eyes narrowed. “Do you make it a habit of interrupting everyone who is trying to talk with you?” He snapped.


As'hia grinned and nodded her head. “My mother says it was one of my most annoying traits when I was a child.”


“It is still annoying.” Lynom spoke.


“Are you going to complain about my willful attitude Lynom, son of Cha'talla, or are you going to…” As'hia’s eyes flew open when Lynom suddenly sat up and his hands clamped on her hips. He covered her lips with his own and kissed her. 

Oh… did he ever kiss her. 

As'hia whimpered loudly as her arms went around his broad shoulders and she kissed him back. Her wolf blood ignited instantly at the new sensations ripping through her from just his kiss, and she wrapped her legs around his waist as he jerked her to the side and rolled over on top of her.

As'hia groaned as he deepened the kiss and she couldn’t help her toes from curling in on themselves within her combat boots. No man had ever kissed her like this before and it was sending every one of her senses into orbit. She felt a familiar surge in her lower abdomen, and she became very wet between her thighs as his hands moved up the outside of her hips slowly, dragging his fingers along the fabric of the shirt she wore. As'hia whimpered even louder as his hands came together over her chest and he lifted his upper body from atop her and with one powerful pull Lynom shredded her shirt from her exposing her naked breasts. That he did not stop kissing her registered resolutely in her mind and As'hia became even wetter. She began to pull at his own shirt urgently with her hands, basking in the divine sensations his kiss was causing. That was when his fingers dragged along the outside of her breasts and up along her shoulders until they came to rest on either side of her face. As'hia inherited very sensitive ears from her father and up until this moment in time, no male, whether Lycavorian or elven had ever paid enough attention to her elven ears. Lynom obviously had other intentions. When his fingers touched the tips of her two-inch high elven ears As'hia’s eyes flew open and when he dragged those same fingers languorously down the outer ridge of her ears As'hia’s lips tore away from his and her head flew back as she screamed in an orgasm the likes of which she had never experienced before.

“Aaarghhhhhhh! Lynoommmmm!” As'hia’s voice echoed across the top of the mountain they were on.

Lynom watched her beautiful face as her eyes blinked rapidly in unrestrained bliss, her fingers digging into the back of his shoulders on his bare skin and no doubt leaving marks with the strength she was exhibiting. Her lush body bucked against him and he held her tightly, proud of his power over her and what he could make her feel. Lynom intended for it to be just the beginning. As'hia was the most beautiful thing in the universe to him now, and suddenly he understood what his father and brother saw when they looked at their Blessed Wives. She had already proven her strength of will by enduring what she had endured up until now. Lynom had every intention of erasing any memories of the horrors that had befallen her. He was going to love her with all that he was and not stop until she could scream his name no more. He watched as she slumped back to the blanket they were on, her chest rising and falling and making her firm breasts stand out proudly, her nipples begging for attention.

Lynom dropped his head between those proud mounds and dragged his tongue up between them tasting the sweat of her body and feeling her blood pulsing beneath that same flawless skin. “As'hia?” He spoke when he lowered his face back in front of hers.

Her head turned and her eyes focused on him. “You… you evil… evil Immortal bastard!” She hissed at him. Lynom’s eyes grew concerned for a split second before her hands began pulling at his shirt even more frantically and she fastened her lips onto his intent on stealing his breath away. As he maneuvered his body so that she could finally pull the shirt off, he felt her hands drift along his sides and then across his broad chest and he heard her whine in need. “Stand up Lynom!” she gasped out.

Lynom hesitated for only a moment and then slowly got to his feet in front of her. He watched her lift her body to a sitting position and she began to frantically pull at his pants. As'hia was not going to be deterred and Lynom could only watch as she yanked down his pants and exposed his already hard fourteen-inch cock to her mouthwatering lips. As'hia gasped as her hands wrapped around the huge cock’s base with barely a pause and she held it pointing straight out at her face. A fire unlike any she had ever felt swept through her as she gazed at all Lynom had to offer her. Her drenched pussy was once more becoming aroused even so soon after the crushing orgasm she had just experienced. Her fatigue pants were beyond soaked, and while she gripped Lynom’s massive cock in one hand she began to unfasten her own pants. Her wolf senses were more alive at this moment then they had ever been before. As'hia had always thought a male Lycavorian would be the one to make her feel these things with his aura, yet as she inhaled deeply of Lynom’s verbena scent, the wolf blood in her was going mad. And her elven genes were simply screaming out in delight. She finally was able to kick off her pants and she looked up into Lynom’s face, seeing his teeth clenched as she brought her other hand back to his cock and stroked him. She could feel the throbbing veins in his shaft, feel the enormous heat that his cock was putting off, and feel the wetness at the tip when precum oozed from the huge flared head. As'hia bent her head quickly and licked the head of his cock firmly, swirling her moist tongue all around the head tasting him, teasing him, and feeling his powerful legs tighten and go rigid. As'hia couldn’t begin to put into words how badly she wanted to taste him completely. The vibrations and emotions she was feeling now were all new to her. The force with which she desired Lynom surpassed anything she had ever imagined she could feel. As she opened her lips to take his cock into her mouth, Lynom’s hands gripped the sides of her head. Her eyes grew a little wider when she thought he was going to ram his massive tool into her throat, but his hands kept her from taking him into her mouth with gentle pressure instead and she glanced up at him, never releasing his thick cock from her hands.

“No!” Lynom hissed.

As'hia was all about need right now. “Lynom… Lynom I want… I want to taste you!” She gasped.  

Lynom dropped to his knees in front of her quickly, her hands never releasing his or ceasing their stroking of his throbbing shaft and he looked down into her face, her bright eyes wide and staring at him. Even kneeling in front of her, because of his six foot five height he still towered over her. As'hia stared at him and saw the desire in his eyes for her, the need for her, but he shook his head. “Not like that!” He rasped out the words. “Not yet!”

“Lynom I want…” As'hia stammered. She wanted this man more than any man she had ever met and he was denying her. Lynom released her face and quickly reached down grasping her ass cheeks in his hands and easily lifting her into his arms with a yelp of surprise from her. As'hia instinctively wrapped her arms around his shoulders, her eyes wide in heated passion. Lynom looked at her, his normally dark eyes now changed to vampire cobalt blue and gazing at her with possessive fervor. It was a look that caused As'hia’s heart to skip a beat with its intensity. Not out of fear or distrust, but because she felt the same thing looking at him. She glanced down between their bodies quickly when she felt the enormous head of his pulsating cock brush against her moist opening. She looked back up into his eyes quickly, the fire in her blood almost unbearable. “Lynom… damn you I…”

Lynom shifted his hips slightly and As'hia’s eyes nearly exploded out of her head as half of his massive cock pushed its way inside her and she sank onto him with agonizing slowness. As'hia’s head crashed forward into his shoulder as he began to lean forward, every pleasure center in her body now screaming out in unabashed delight. She gripped his broad shoulders as her body convulsed and shuddered in another staggering orgasm, her juices coating his cock in copious amounts. It occurred to her somewhere in her sexually charged mind that because she could not remember being raped by the Immortals when she first came to this place, Lynom was the largest man she had ever seen let alone slept with. Half his wonderful cock filled her more than any man she had accepted into her bed in her young life and she was exploding all over his dominating shaft with only a portion of him inside her. As’hia didn’t release him, clinging to his body shuddering in the grips of the breath stealing orgasm, as he lowered her to the blanket beneath them drawing his legs up so that his knees were bent and supporting his weight. He could have released her at any time, impaled as she was upon his enormous cock; Lynom however loved the feel of her supple body and skin against his.

Lynom for his part was struggling to keep his control, but it was a losing battle. As'hia’s velvet warmth and the tightness of her pussy around his cock was almost too much. He could feel her pussy seizing around his cock, her sweet juices running down his cock shaft, and it was all he could do to keep from erupting within her right now. She was clinging to him as if her life depended on it, her tightness trying to draw him in more. 

“Ssin'urn 'anon… Ssin'urn 'anon… I can’t…” Lynom gasped into her elven ear.

As'hia was covering the side of his face and neck with butterfly kisses and nibbles from her wolf fangs. Her breasts were crushed against his chest, her stiff nipples burning points against his already hot skin. “All… all of you Lynom… my love!” As'hia gasped finally. “I want… I want all of you! Nubou lae Lynom! Nubou lae!” As'hia reached down with her hands and grasped his powerful ass cheeks in her hands. She turned her wolf eyes on him and Lynom swore they were the most beautiful dark orbs he had ever seen. “Make me… make me yours Lynom!” She gasped out.

Lynom remembered then something his father had told him many years ago.

“Never refuse something from the woman who has claimed your heart my son.” Cha'talla had told him and Tir’ut both. “Never deny them for they will be your strength, your future and your life.” 

Lynom then did as As'hia had asked him.

As'hia’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and her lips parted as she howled out her heavenly enchantment in the soul robbing plunge of the remainder of Lynom's massive cock into her depths. The instant she felt his large, swollen balls come to rest against her upturned ass the orgasm started deep in her belly and cascaded outward to every portion of her body. She felt Lynom's vampiric fangs sink into the flesh of her neck and she could do nothing but clutch him in otherworldly bliss as he fed on her blood, increasing the depth and intensity of her orgasm to a level As'hia never thought could exist. She felt his massive cock balloon inside her and then his searing hot come was erupting into her depths with the force of a volcano, adding to her own sinful pleasure.

As his come filled her, As'hia suddenly found herself awash within the confines of Lynom’s mind, and she saw everything he was. She saw and felt everything that she meant to him, and this only added to her overwhelming sense that she had found the man who would be the center of her life for centuries to come. This was what her mother had told her she might find someday in the future, only events had insured she found it much sooner than she had ever hoped for. She felt his arms tighten around her, drawing her body even closer if that was possible, and As'hia knew. She knew in the midst of the horrors she had experienced in the last months, As'hia had found her idyllic man, and he had been in front of her all this time.

Present time       


As As'hia relived the last few hours and held Lynom’s hand to her breast, she decided she had never felt more secure in all her life. He hadn’t gotten soft after that first explosion into her, and for the next three hours Lynom had worshiped her like some sort of goddess. By Lynom’s third orgasmic explosion into her, her half-elven body had fully adjusted to his enormous
 size and she felt nothing but perfect pleasure. Not once in that entire three hour lustful period had his thick Immortal cock left the warmth and tightness of her pussy. It was almost as if she had not stopped coming, like she was experiencing one cataclysmic orgasm after another. Her orgasms had all rolled together one after the other and by the time they had stopped and could not continue, no matter that they both wanted to, As'hia knew it would only get better through the years. She had many more things she wanted to do to him, and he had promised to memorize and explore every contour of her body with just his tongue. 

As'hia wondered briefly what her family would think if they could see her now. Her mother and grandparents on her mother’s side she knew would only be happy for her and what she had found with Lynom. They would be able to smell his devotion and love for her, and Lycavorians were far more accepting of interspecies marriages and unions because they let their instincts and senses guide them when it came to most relationships. Her father and her father’s parents, As'hia did not know how they would react. Her father no doubt would see how Lynom treated her, how he adored her, and he would eventually come to accept him. Her traditional elven grandparents however, they were another story. They would probably… As'hia felt Lynom’s lips and nose slowly nuzzle the back of her elven ear, and she sighed in utter and complete happiness, thoughts of her grandparents quickly fading away as Lynom’s touch ignited her blood once more.


“What are… what are you thinking Ssin'urn 'anon?” He whispered into her ear as he pulled her even tighter against his hard, warm and powerful body.


As'hia looked out over the top of the mountain they were on and could just make out the sun as it rose from behind the mountains in the distance. It hadn’t yet begun to lift above the mountaintops and it was giving off a light gray like background across the sky. Wrapped as she was in Lynom’s arm, it was going to be the most beautiful sunrise she had ever seen. 


“I’m trying to determine how I will tell my elven grandparents that I am head over heels in love with a man who is half Immortal.” As'hia replied honestly. “And that he makes my wolf and elven blood sing at just his simple touch.”


“As with Tir'ut and Normya… many will look at us as if we are odd and out of place.” Lynom said softly. “No doubt they will call you names for associating with me.” 


As'hia turned in his strong arms until she faced him. She slipped her arms under his, spreading her hands out on his powerful back and making sure her breasts pressed firmly against his broad chest. She curled her leg up over the top of his and felt his thigh press against her deliciously sore but still semi-aroused pussy. The thin strip of black hair above her pussy was matted with their combined juices, but neither of them cared in the least.


“They can call me anything they like.” She told him as she used her fingers to trace his jaw and rub the tips of his bone spurs. “It won’t matter in the least to me. I have you and that is all that matters.”


“They will think you are with me for other reasons.” Lynom spoke.


As'hia grinned wickedly. “Well… I am addicted to you now.” She stated in a slow and seductive voice dripping with need and desire. “I’ll never be able to get enough of you… my Immortal Master.”


Lynom rolled his eyes. “Ssin'urn 'anon… that is not even funny to talk about.”


“It’s true though.” As'hia stated confidently. “After what you have made me feel… I want no one else. I will need you all the time. I want you all the time. Everyday if I can manage it!”


“Don’t you think that is just a little unrealistic As'hia? Everyday? You will grow tired of me.” Lynom asked with a grin.


“I’m half wolf Lynom. I’m a very sexual and passionate woman.” As'hia answered him evenly. “And I will never grow tired of what you make me feel. What’s wrong Immortal… not up to the task?”


Lynom chuckled now and pulled her closer. “I will show you just how up to the task I am Ssin'urn 'anon.” He said.


As'hia was smiling as she took his face in her hands and once more she used her thumbs to stroke his bone spurs as she simply gazed at his features. Yes… he was the most handsome man she had ever met and he was all hers now. As'hia found she didn’t care what others would think… they would never know what it was that had brought them together. They would never know what he had done to safeguard her and the risks he had taken for her. And they would never know what Lynom could do to her in their bed. As'hia decided she may not have been addicted to him as those females elves they had left behind were addicted to the Immortals that had broken them, but she doubted very much after experiencing what Lynom had made her feel, she could ever feel the same for any man.


“You will have to teach me your language.” As'hia finally spoke.


Lynom smiled. “That is simple enough.” He brought his hand up and tenderly stroked her elven ear. “We are connected now Ssin'urn 'anon. All you need do is reach out within the many tremors of Mindvoice and touch my thoughts and you will know everything I know.”


“How did you become so strong like that within Mindvoice?” As'hia asked him.


“My mother.” Lynom answered immediately. “She was one of the few who the Empress Aikiro allowed to study Mindvoice extensively. When you combine her skills and the natural shielding ability of my father, all Akruxian really, Tir'ut and I and our younger brothers all have developed this ability. My mother was a taskmaster when she was schooling us.”


“And this allows you to communicate even though we are so far away?” As'hia asked.


Lynom nodded. “To a large degree yes. Tir'ut and I need help to speak as we do, and usually he would draw from my father’s dormant abilities when he did. My father is far stronger in Mindvoice than he lets anyone but my mother see. He is still a traditional Akruxian Immortal to a large degree, and he has not developed his Mindvoice abilities to what they could be. Now that Tir'ut has found Normya Leonidas, it is so much easier for us. Normya is even stronger in Mindvoice than Tir'ut because of who her parents are, and this only makes Tir'ut stronger.”


“So you can feel him even now?” As'hia said.


Lynom nodded. “Like Tir'ut I keep my shields very high most of the time. I have not tried to communicate with him since the day before yesterday. They were preoccupied with what happened to Zarah Leonidas and the others of Darthirii ilhar Dysea’s family and I do not want to distract him.”


“Dar… darthirii ilhar?” 


Lynom smiled. “Elf Mother.” He answered. 

“So I can see within your thoughts?” As'hia asked.


“I will hold nothing back from you Ssin'urn 'anon.” Lynom stated. His eyes lifted quickly and he looked at the sky before looking back at her. “We have two hours before the sun is fully up. Do you wish to see all that I am Ssin'urn 'anon my love?”


As'hia nodded her head quickly pressing her hands tighter to his face. “Oh yes!” She exclaimed.


Lynom pressed his forehead to hers and drew her body tighter to him. “Then let me show you who I am.”

SPARTA

SPARTAN SENATE BUILDING

The Spartan Senate Building was unique in its design. When it was first determined that King Leonidas was going to be spending six months of every year within the City of Sparta, it was also determined that the senior government officials would need to follow him to Earth on a rotating schedule. The Prime Minister and the top four or five officials would come to Earth each time he did, effectively making Sparta and Earth the secondary capital of the Lycavorian Union. When this was decided, it was also decided to build a new large single story addition to the permanent ten stories of Spartan Senate Building already standing. This section would be much more heavily fortified and guarded for it would house the senior leaders of the Union and their offices. It was designed like their offices on Apo Prime and it was done in a single story version to maintain the décor of Sparta. 
The six foot three, two hundred and twenty-six pound Durcunusaan officer who burst in the front entrance of the Senate Building was a new Pentekostyes. His name was Jomann, and he had just recently received his promotion to Captain and completed the grueling eighteen month training course that all new Durcunusaan officers went through. He was only twenty-five years old, still very much a child in the eyes of many older Lycavorians, but his rise through the ranks was without question. He was the oldest pureblood son of his parents, his father a Lycavorian Spartan from Apo Prime and his mother a young Spartan woman born and raised in Sparta. Jomann’s father was among the eight hundred Spartan Shock troops who had initially come to Earth with Vistr and helped to defend and hold the line with their King. He was a powerful thousand year old Alpha wolf who now held the rank of General/Lieutenant and commanded three complete Divisions based here on Earth. His father had met his mother on his first trip to Sparta, three months after first arriving, and as the saying goes lightning struck instantly. The flowing hair and traditional nature of the proud Spartan females was something that caused many Lycavorians to flock to Sparta in the hopes of finding mates. His father got lucky, as he was among the first able to go there. He had met his mother outside a small café, and her blond hair and stunning blue eyes had caught his attention right away. Her two hundred year old body was still as supple and firm as when she was a child, and she had never taken a mate. At least until his father pronounced he was going to claim her on the first day he met her, and then for the next seven months had courted her endlessly. His persistence, honor and respect was what finally wore her down and won over her family as well as her. 
Jomann was the oldest of their four offspring, for they had not wanted to wait to have children. Even to this day, their love for each other was an obvious thing in the manner they treated each other and how they acted together. Jomann had been born here in Sparta, born and raised. There was never a question of the profession he would take, and he followed in his father’s footsteps into the Union military. He had started out as a eighteen year old enlisted Spartan, but a single battle at the beginning of that war had seen him granted a field promotion to Junior Lieutenant and Jomann hadn’t looked back. By the end of the war he was a Senior Lieutenant and the men under his command had not suffered a single KIA the entire rest of the war even though being involved in every major ground offensive staged. The men who served under him, many of them grizzled older veterans of many battles with the High Coven, would follow him up to and through the Gates of Perdition if he was leading them. King Leonidas had made it a point to instill in his officers that leaders could be made, but leaders of men were born. Like his father before him, Jomann was born to be a leader.
His graduation from Durcunusaan Training and subsequent assignment to the Earth was a crowning achievement in his budding career and Jomann fully intended to take advantage of it. He had inherited a powerful Mindvoice ability from his parents and his ultimate goal one day was to hopefully become bonded to a dragon and become part of an even more elite group within the Union Military. He wanted to be part of a Bonded Pair and perhaps one day serve with the famed Mjolnir’s Hand. Jomann had taken command of the Durcunusaan Senate Detail only six short months ago, and even though he did not know it then, that posting would one day lead him to a status and position Jomann had never considered. It was a posting that would see him rise up and steal the heart of a Princess of the Union and become the Captain and closest friend of one who would be King. It would also see him realize his dream of one day becoming a Bonded Pair. 
None of that was anywhere in his mind at the moment.
Jomann had rallied part of his DSD force from the barracks and immediately began issuing orders to them as news and frantic calls began to sound over the radio implants about the battles taking place all over Sparta. Jomann was a natural leader, and he knew that each individual person had a role to play in the larger scheme of things. He did not wish to go rushing into battle, though it usually ended up coming to him he had found during the Evolli War. Each part of the whole had a role to play, and protecting the Senate was his role and that of his men. He had found sixteen of his men lounging around the barracks when the alerts began to sound and grabbing them up they began to make their way to the Senate Building to secure whatever Union senators were in residence at the time. Jomann began barking orders immediately upon entering the main lobby entrance even as civilian clerks and many visitors scrambled to get out of his way and that of his men.
“Pheas! Thol! West entrance!” Jomann barked out. “Lior! Mosic! East side! No one gets in or out!”

The civilian aide to a senior Senator strode up to Jomann as if he hadn’t a care in the world while Jomann used hand signals to direct the rest of the men with him. All of them had managed to leave the barracks with their Mark IV ArmorPly, though only a few had managed to grab their 190s from the weapons rack. The rest of them had their K12s out and very visible, including Jomann.

“What is the meaning of this Captain?” The aide barked. “You know weapons are not allowed to be displayed within the Senate Building! You…”

Jomann turned his dark, ocean blue eyes on the aide. “Where is the Prime Minister and Queen For'mya?” He barked cutting off the man. “Have any Kavalians tried to enter?”

“Kavalians?” The man snapped indignantly. “Captain you are scaring those civilians in this building with… urkkhgg!”

His words died as Jomann’s hand clamped on the front of his perfectly manicured shirt and he yanked the man closer to him, baring his wolf fangs and his eyes now fully changed. “The King is dead you fool!” Jomann snarled viciously. “He has been assassinated by Kavalian Commandos! Have you no idea what is going on outside these walls? Where is the Prime Minister and Queen For'mya?” Jomann lifted his K12 and placed the large barrel against the man’s head. “Answer my questions now and do not waste my time anymore!”

The man’s eyes were huge as he pointed to the rear of the main lobby. “In… they are in… her office!” He stammered. “In the secure… in the secure zone!”

“Get everyone out of this building now!” Jomann snapped. “The Kavalian dogs are hitting us all over the city and we don’t know where else they will strike! Get these people out of here! This building is a prime target! Move fool!”

Jomann shoved the man aside and motioned to half of the remaining men behind him. “You are with me!” He barked. “Lidias… take the others and begin getting everyone out of the building! Move quickly… an attack could come at any moment!”

Jomann saw his men nod and begin to sprint across the lobby in different directions as he made his way to the other side of the huge lobby entrance behind the main reception area. Six of his men were standing by the large metal double doors which would open into the new addition of secure offices for senior senators and the Prime Minister. One of his men was stabbing the control panel with his fingers as Jomann came up.
“My code is not working Captain!” He barked.

“Try the emergency activation code!” Jomann snapped.

The man stabbed in another set of numbers and digits and shook his head. “Negative!”

“Sibfla! That ain’t good!” Another of his men spoke as he checked the action on his 190.

Jomann thought quickly. All of them had Level Nine Security Clearances and with few exceptions, they could open any door within the senate building if they so chose too. “Is it not accepting the code?” He asked.

“It’s accepting it sir… but the door isn’t working!” The man spoke. “It’s like the releases have been disengaged or something!”

Jomann blinked. “The doors should have opened the moment the alert sounded for quick exit of any in the office area!” He snapped. “Do a diagnostic?”
The man pounded the console again and shook his head quickly. “The diagnostic shows the lock release is disengaged!” He snapped turning to look at Jomann. “That’s the only reason our codes won’t work!”

“Anicetus… the only way to disengage the computer Mag locks is from inside the office control center!” Jomann said.

The senior enlisted man looked at him and nodded. He had served with the young Captain since he entered the Union military and when Jomann had told him he was applying for the Durcunusaan Lidias had applied as well. The seven hundred year old Enomotarch knew an exceptional officer when he saw one. “Yes sir!”

“Nubou!” Jomann spat turning to one of the others. “Nusa do you have explosives?” He asked.

The Durcunusaan troop grinned and reached into the small knapsack he always wore on his field equipment. “When have you known me not too sir!” He spoke pulling out a several small circular devices.

Jomann nodded. “Blow it! Blow it now!” He snapped.

It took the experienced soldier only fifteen seconds to slap the four disc shaped devices on the double doors at each corner. Each small disc contained exactly one kilogram of the newest explosive substance the Union had. It was similar to C-4 explosive which originated here on Earth many hundreds of years ago. The discs were magnetic and attached easily to the door. He touched the small detonator in the top of each disc until all of them showed small blinking red lights. “Set!” He barked as the all moved back several meters to either side of the door.

“Do it!” Jomann barked.

“Firing!” Nusa exclaimed as he touched the single button on his wrist control. 

The four explosions went off simultaneously, each kilogram of explosive NX18 material directed inward by the shape of the disc. Each disc succeeded in severing the sealing control rods for the door that extended into the wall. This was a bunker door, and the sealing control rods were no where ear as thick as the rods for a bunker door. As the low rumble washed over the lobby, civilians screamed and began moving even quicker for the main doors into the building. The large double doors were blown inwards, torn from their support rods with little grace or gentleness. Smoke from the explosions mixed with the dust and debris of the door tearing sections of the wall away with it as the now twisted and bent doors came to rest inside the office area lodged against the reception desk for the office area.

“Go!” Jomann barked bringing up his K12 as he turned the corner and led his men through the smoke and dust without hesitation.

What they saw inside the secure office area brought them up in horror as the dust and smoke cleared quickly because of the air circulators operating within this section of the senate building. There were probably fifty offices in this section of the building, most of them for the many senators who chose to maintain such offices here when the King was in residence on Earth. It rotated every six months on which senators would have the offices in this section, but since the majority of them genuinely liked and respected the King, there was no infighting between them. In the twenty years this part of the building had been in use, nearly all of the thousand senators that made up the Union had been here at least once. Depending on how many senators were in residence each day was harder to determine, but there had to be close to a hundred staff members at any given time of the day. 

What Jomann and the others saw were bodies. Dozens of bodies sprawled about in death, their blood staining the floors where they had fallen, or decorating the walls around them. Just in the entry foyer here Jomann counted nearly fifteen men and women who had been slaughter like cattle. Many of them were in positions that indicated they had no idea what had hit them, but it was obvious to see all of them had been riddled with weapons fire.

“Left and right! Anicetus take the right side!” Jomann hissed out. “Weapons free! Watch your fire! Sweep back to the Prime Minister’s office! Go! Go!”

Jomann started down one side of the foyer entrance with three others while the rest headed down the opposite side. This area of the building was set up in such a way that the vast majority of offices were on the outer wall, allowing many to have windows that overlooked the river or park on either side. The center was a mixture of small gathering areas with couches and chairs and a single indoor water fountain surrounded by flower beds. There were bodies everywhere, some sprawled over the chairs and couches, some half in and half out of office doorways. Jomann’s eyes were wide as they moved quickly down their side. Whoever had come through here was lethally trained, for many of the wounds were head shots and instantly critical even to a Lycavorian. Jomann and his team could also see the bodies of at least half a dozen of their Durcunusaan brothers and sisters lying where they had begun to put up a fight, most of them reacting and dying with their weapons in hand. They ignored the bodies, not stopping to check for wounded as they had only one goal right now. Secure the Prime Minister and Queen.
Two minutes later they met Jomann’s other team by the single door at the very end of the building. It led into the largest office in this section of the building and the door was jammed open by the body of one of Deia’s senior aides. It kept attempting the close but would slid back when it struck his body. Jomann felt cold fear grip him as he saw the bodies of Deia’s personal two member Durcunusaan detail sprawled on the floor in the aide’s office by his desk. He stepped gingerly over the body of the aide and into the outer office, his men following quickly and efficiently, spreading out in the large anteroom. The door to Deia’s office was open and Jomann motioned forward with two fingers and then pointed at himself and Nusa. They all nodded and Jomann sprinted into Deia’s office, his K12 sweeping back and forth around the room. The massive monitor on the west side of the office was tuned to the Netnews and playing in the background, and Jomann's eyes grew wide in horror when he saw the Prime Minister slumped against the far wall, blood pooling the floor around her inert body.
“Nubou!” Jomann cursed as he rushed to her side. “Cover!” 

The other Durcunusaan in the eight member team spread out sweeping Deia’s huge office and checking the several rooms that branched off from it. Jomann kneeled next to Deia’s body and saw the two projectile wounds to her chest. The front of her tan jumpsuit was saturated in blood, staining it a dark red almost copper color. Jomann reached out and placed two fingers gingerly against Deia’s neck. His dark blue eyes grew wide then.

“Lysandra!” He roared turning to look at the lone female Durcunusaan in this portion of his team. She also happened to be a qualified medic trained by Colonel Anuk herself. He looked at her as she dashed to where he was. “I have a pulse! It’s very weak!”

The female Lycavorian began tearing at the front of Deia’s jumpsuit. “Two entry wounds!” She barked. “Large caliber! Look like…” She looked to the side and saw the small glittering casing next to Deia’s body. She reached down and picked it up. “Captain!” She hissed holding it up. “Her wounds are from a K12 Magnum!”

“Can you do anything?” Jomann hissed.

Lysandra tossed down the casing. “I didn’t have time to grab my bag… but I will do what I can!”

“She is the Prime Minister!” Jomann shouted. “Do more!” He stood up and lifted his finger to his jaw, tapping it urgently. “Durcunusaan Nine Four to Durcunusaan Command!”

“Jomann!” Anicetus’s voice and the tone of it caused Jomann to turn. “The Queen is missing!” He barked out. “Queen For'mya is not here!”

“That’s not possible! She was in here with the Prime Minister!” Jomann barked.

“We’ve swept the entire office! She’s gone Jomann!” Anicetus spoke with wide eyes.

“Durcunusaan Command… go Nine Four!” The voice burst into Jomann’s ear implant.
“Jomann… look!” Lysandra snapped. Jomann turned and looked at where she was pointing next to Deia’s body. He knelt down quickly again where there was another few drops of blood and bits of blond fur. He dipped his fingers into the blood and fur and drew them up to his nose.
Every man or woman within the ranks of the Durcunusaan were expert trackers, and all of them knew the scents of the King and Queens without question. Jomann drew his fingers back.

“It’s the Queen.” He announced holding up his fingers. “And she was in wolf form!”

“Durcunusaan Command to Nine Four!” Sounded once more.

“Captain!” Nusa’s voice caused Jomann to stand up with the urgency in it. He looked at the man.

“You found her!” He exclaimed.

Nusa shook his head. “Captain… the entrance to the underground bunker is open. It has been used recently and there are blood stains leading into the tram tunnel!”

“She’s alive then!” Jomann barked.

“I detected Laustinos’s scent and at least a dozen others Jomann.” Nusa spoke. “None of them Lycavorian or elf!”

“Kavalian!” Anicetus exclaimed. “It has to be! They took For'mya! They took the Queen!”

Jomann tapped his jaw without thinking. “Nine Four to Command! We have a…”

“Bombs!” The new voice rose above his and Jomann whirled to see Deia’s eyes fluttering open. “Destroy… cover… escape! Took… For'mya… must get out! Betrayed… dog Laustinos! Must…”

 Lysandra allowed her to slump against her body armor as she looked up at Jomann. “She’s got severe internal injuries Captain! And I’m pretty sure one of the projectiles severed her spine! She’s dying! We need to get her to King Yulu Hospital!”

“She said bombs!” Anicetus snapped. “Cover their escape!

Jomann’s eyes went wide. “Nubou lae! They must have rigged the building to explode!” He turned back towards the way they had come. “We’re too far!” he turned back to Deia and knelt in front of her. “Prime Minister!” He snarled. “Prime Minister… how long?”

Deia’s eyes fluttered open once more, blood leaking from between her lips. “Must… must hurry!”

The first rumbling brought all of them to their feet and they turned back towards the main entrance of the Senate building. The next explosion made the building shudder violently and then they began to come very quickly.
“Into the tunnel!” Jomann screamed turning to bend over to pick up Deia.

“Captain… if you move her it could kill her!” Lysandra shouted.

“If I don’t we all die!” Jomann screamed back. “Forgive me Prime Minster!” He said as he lifted Deia’s bloody body into his arms. “Go! The tunnel! It’s our only chance!”

Jomann led his team towards the massive wall of bookcases as the rolling thunder got closer and closer. He watched as Anicetus and Nusa entered the tunnel first followed by Lysandra and the rest just as the concussive force of the chain of explosions picked him up and physically tossed him and Deia the last few meters into the mouth of the tunnel. Two more explosions sounded and then the whole of the Senate Office Building, all ten stories of it came raining down on the section they were in. 

In covering their escape Laustinos and his Kavalian allies killed over a thousand men and women with the destruction of the Senate Office Building. The death toll would take weeks to compile as the remains were dug through. It also succeeded in burying the only knowledge of For'mya’s fate beneath ten stories of concrete and steel. It would be days before this information was known… and by then it would be too late.
