PART THREE

THE END OF THE BEGINNING…

CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE

KRANEK


“…Too far for them to reach.” Androcles spoke from within the transmission. “Even as strong as they have become together, it’s too far.  They must have made a jump. Do you know where they went?”


Cha'talla was pacing back and forth in the remains of the command center. Amazingly, when they blew the door open, while it shattered and destroyed much of the sensor arrays along the east wall, the communications equipment had been left nearly untouched tucked into the west corner as they were. With nearly two hundred Union and High Coven ships now in orbit and patrolling Kranek’s system, they did not need ground based sensor arrays. The standing order had gone out from some woman named Lorian Cha'talla now knew. Kill anything that was not Union and only the Coven ships inside the system were to be considered friendly. And they were friendly that much Cha'talla knew. In the last sixty minutes alone a dozen transports from those same Coven ships had arrived and set up a superior advanced medical facility to treat the wounded. Immortals were also vampires, and Eliani Leonidas could not heal them all with her magical healing skills no matter how powerful she was. Several large Blood Vats were set up for the more seriously injured of his people, pureblood vampire technicians working frantically to set up their equipment, but always under the watchful eye of Eliani Leonidas. 

At this point, outside of his Blessed Wife and his own blood, Cha'talla trusted no one but the Leonidas children. Their mother Isabella was maintaining her composure to the best of her ability, primarily to keep from risking the child she carried, but it was obvious having the King killed and then Dysea ripped from her was taking its toll. Her face was drawn and taut, her normally bright brown eyes now dull and listless. Dysea’s female dragon who had been with her for decades had already been transferred up to the SCIMITAR for her wounds to be treated. That she still lived was a testament to their toughness that Cha'talla had never known. The many other Leonidas children were crowed into the command center their dragons in a semi circle around the now blown open doorway, along with this Miranda Lorian and several of her officers, including the fascinating Drow officer who remained very close to the captain and very alert. The vampire Admiral Valin Esavorna was present as well, several of his aides coming with him from his ship which now was in orbit around Kranek.


Union troops were coming down from the ships above in a steady stream to carry out patrols with Immortals of the surrounding terrain. Thousands of Kavalians were still out there in the mountains and Denali had already given the orders they were to be hunted down to the last man and executed. They would take no prisoners this day or into the future and Cha'talla simply had no problem with that, for they were the same orders he would have given. Over a thousand of his people lay dead, almost twice that wounded in some manner. Of the five hundred or so Union Spartans that had come down from NORMYA’S LIGHT and had been living on Kranek these last months, nearly all of them were now dead. Among the Immortal dead were nearly four dozen children that had been caught in the open by a Kavalian mortar barrage. It was T'lolt who had relayed to him the heroics of a dozen Union Spartans who had tried to save them, shielding them with their Shi Viskas until the very end when the mortars overwhelmed them. They were men and women who would live on forever now, held in the highest honor among Cha'talla’s tribe of Immortals. The parents of those children, two elven mothers among them were calling for blood in the ancient Akruxian way even as they saw to burying their children. 

In reality, Cha'talla knew they had escaped without major loss of life. Lisisa and Narice Leonidas had used their two dragon sections with exacting precision and ruthless efficiency. They had used the inbred fear of dragons inherent in all Kavalians to their full advantage and decimated otherwise well trained and formed troops. The Kavalians had obviously not been told there would be dragons on the surface and it showed in their actions on the battlefield. It also helped that the Kavalians had landed no where near as many troops as initially thought.


Dragons.


Cha'talla turned his head briefly and looked at the gaping hole where the door used to be and saw the form of Vollenth resting on the ground just outside. The large and powerful form of his Bonded Dragon Brother. And still Cha'talla didn’t believe it could be true. When they had plunged into the ranks of Kavalian troops it was almost as if they were seeing with each other’s eyes, as if they were inside each other’s minds. Cha'talla knew exactly what Vollenth was going to do at the exact time he decided to do it, and the same went for Vollenth reading what he was going to do. Together they had carved a path through nearly three hundred Kavalian troops before they had stopped. When Cha'talla looked behind him, his eyes had gone wide as he saw the path of bodies and death they had left behind them in their fury. His brother T'lolt and his thirty Immortals had nearly reached him when Vollenth heard the call from Viera to bring him. Cha'talla had not hesitated in the least as he leaped onto Vollenth’s back. It all felt so right, so preordained, as if he had been doing it for years. Then those dragon armor leg braces had closed around his legs and Vollenth had leaped into the sky. 

Then Cha'talla of the Immortals knew what true freedom was.

“Normya said it was the same ship that tried to kill her several months ago Andro.” Denali said quickly jarring Cha'talla out of his thoughts. 

“I will find out where they have taken her! If it is Phy’iad, then we know where he will return more than likely.” Cha'talla snarled as he stopped pacing and looked at Andro in the transmission. “And I will get her back! I swear this to you on my very blood!”

“Mother?” Andro spoke softly. Isabella lifted her eyes to look at him, Zarah and Carina standing behind her. “Do not even attempt to go with him mother.”

Isabella shook her head slowly. “I made… I made her a promise Andro.” She said gently looking at him. “I won’t… I won’t go back on that promise. I can’t… not now.”

Andro nodded to her. “I’m less than an hour from Earth.” Andro spoke turning to look at his brother. “Time to circle our wagons Deni.”

Denali nodded. “Agreed.” 

“Andro…?” Arrarn began to speak his face tense. “Mother…?”

“Until we know for sure… she lives Arrarn! Do not…” Andro barked at him. “Never lose faith! There is help moving to Sparta from all over the planet!”

Arrarn nodded slowly as Narice and Toria pressed close to him. “You will let us know when…”

“Yes… you know I will!” Androcles answered immediately. “For now we keep our faith and we hope!”

Arrarn took a deep breath and squeezed Narice and Toria. “Keep the faith!” He spoke more forcefully.

Andro’s eyes cut to where Miranda stood. “Manda… I… we owe you a debt we can not repay.”

Miranda shook her head. “There is nothing to repay. Ever. We aren’t finished either. Let me go after them Andro!”

Andro shook his head. “No… I need you for other things. What is your status?” Andro asked.

“We lost sixty-seven fighters between the HORNET and ARIZONA.” Miranda answered. “My Attack Wing is intact with some minor damage.”

“Sa'sur?” Andro asked.

The female voice of the commander of the SCIMITAR came over the intercom. “We took a pounding Andro.” She answered surprising Valin and some of the others with the familiarity she showed. “Our Wing lost twelve ships and five more that will take months in the shipyards to repair. We’re down a squadron and a half with another seven badly damaged and the pilots injured. It would have been worse if Miranda hadn’t shown up, and then Admiral Valin and his ships.”

Andro’s intense eyes fell on Valin now and even as old and experienced as he was, Valin couldn’t help but fidget on the balls of his feet under the intense scrutiny of those azure blue eyes. “My mother obviously saw reason to trust you Admiral, even for a short time and for the moment I will abide by her judge of character. I thank you for your assistance, truly I do, but do not give me reason to question my mother’s judgment of you.”

Micardo made the mistake of stepping forward and opening his mouth before he thought about what he was saying. “We just assisted in saving you and your family and you disrespect us by…” 

Micardo stopped talking when he felt the point of the blade prick the skin under his jaw and his eyes cut to where Zarah now stood beside him holding the custom made Shakur fighting knife in her hand. His eyes saw where flecks of dried blood were still visible on the blade and he realized just how close he was to death at that moment. Her normally dark eyes had changed to the cobalt blue of her vampire blood now, and they looked at him in contempt. Almost directly behind her stood Lucia, whose hands were faintly glowing with psychic power, her own eyes changed as well as she prepared to call her whips to defend her beloved Zarah if the need arose.

“Do not make the simpleminded mistake of thinking you deserve something when you do not pureblood!” Zarah hissed out the words. “We would have won without your help! And you are not exactly at the top of our list of trustworthy people at the moment! We…”

“Zarah my sister.” Andro’s voice was firm and her eyes cut to the transmission. “We need all the help we can get at the moment.” Andro said. “They did not need to announce their presence and help us until after the battle was decided. Let’s trust in mother’s reasoning for now. There is a reason she chose to trust them.” 

Valin made no move to intervene on Micardo’s behalf, his young aide could be very arrogant at times, something he obviously had not yet learned to let go of. He stepped closer to the transmission. 

“My only daughter is with your sister and Cha'talla’s son Prince Leonidas. My only daughter, my only child, and the purpose I started down the road I have walked until now. She was meant to be among your family! Part of your family! I would do nothing to jeopardize that. I was able to tell your mother very briefly what it is I am talking about. She seemed surprised yes, but she didn’t question it. She told me it was too wild a story to not be true. I am not… we are not the enemy.” Valin spoke confidently. 

“That does sound like something our mother would say.” Andro spoke. Andro’s head tilted sideways when Valin said that and he noticed that the other Leonidas children in the room look at him as well. “What exactly do you mean by she was meant to be part of our family Admiral?” Andro asked him.

Valin looked around quickly then back to Andro. “My daughter… Cirith… she was meant to be… she was meant to be with your grandfather Androcles Leonidas. She was meant to be with your grandfather and Lady Gorgo. She was meant to be part of their lives and Xerxes took that away from her!”

“What do you mean?” Denali snapped coming to his feet. “Grandfather would never have taken a vampire as a mate! He…”

“She is… she is Aikiro’s daughter as well as mine and she carries wolf blood within her veins. Just as I do.” Valin announced quickly, his eyes never leaving Andro’s gaze in the transmission. “She was to be the first link in bringing the bloodlines of your people and mine… of the brothers back together.”

“What?” Narice and Lucia gasped in complete shock.

Andro moved closer in the transmission. “Brothers?” He asked.

Valin nodded and met his eyes unflinching. “The bloodlines of the Pralor brothers, Sumar and Xaxon. The blood that flows in my daughter’s veins is not only Aikiro’s but it is also wolf blood. A wolf bloodline that can be traced back millennia before the Black Day!”

Andro’s eyes grew a little wider. “Where did you hear those names? What do you know of the Black Day? You are a vampire!” He demanded.

“I have known those names for far longer than you Androcles Leonidas.” Valin answered him in an even voice. “Perhaps even longer than your father. They are names I have shared with no one… not even Cirith… but given events happening now… I believe it is time for them to come out. Time for us to come forward. I know you know who Sumar and Xaxon are. Cirith was meant to be part of your grandparent’s lives. Xerxes may have taken that away from her but… we both believe that her purpose has only been altered. She is still very important to the future of our people. Your people and mine! Our people together!” 

“How do you know that history?” Lisisa asked stepping forward. “How…?”

“My daughter has wolf blood within her, just as I do. Blood from one of the original six bloodlines of the Lycavorian people.” Valin spoke evenly. 

“What are you talking about?” Denali snapped. “There is nothing like what you speak of!”

“Yes.” Andro’s voice stopped them before Denali moved closer to Valin. “Yes… there is.”

Denali looked at him in the transmission along with all of his siblings. “Fervon? 

Andro nodded. “He speaks the truth Deni.” Andro said.

“How do you know?” Arrarn asked.

Andro shook his head slowly, his azure eyes far away. “I don’t know.” He said. “I have heard those terms before.”

“Aikiro never knew this. Never sensed it for reasons which I will not go into now. It is how I kept her from killing Cirith when she was first born. No one knew of Cirith’s existence. No one!” Valin continued.

Andro looked at Narice in the transmission and saw the incredulous look on her face. “Narice?”

Narice pulled her eyes from Valin and looked at Andro shaking her head. “This is… this is the first I have ever heard of this Andro.” She declared. “I… I can’t believe my mother would have… she would never have bedded with a man if she knew he had wolf blood in him!”

“Lucia?” Andro asked.

Lucia shook her head quickly. “No.” She gasped. “I have… I have never heard anything like this either!”

Valin nodded his head. “And no one would have!” He insisted. “This is not information she would have made readily available even to her own children! If it ever got out that she had given birth to a child that was part wolf, the mystique she had built over the years… the superior mentality she reinforced towards the Lycavorian people… it would have been lost instantly. Not to mention that Veldruk would have had me killed within hours of discovering this. Or at least tried too. Once word reached us that she was dead… I knew then it was time to leave behind the lie we have been living.”

“Why?” Andro asked.

“Yuri survived.” Valin said. “With her mother’s death, all of her mother’s personal and most secret files would revert to her. She would have discovered Cirith existed and she would have come after her with a vengeance. I was not willing to risk my daughter and everything I have built through the last three thousand plus years. As my daughter has a purpose even now, I too have a purpose and reason for standing here. I am the instrument that will bring our wolf bloodline back into the fold. This is what I have been told since I was a child by my mother and father, told by her and this is what I have always believed. This is what I have worked for my entire life. I will not risk that now!”

“Told?” Andro asked. “Told by whom?”

Valin shook his head. “I will not reveal that just yet. Not through a COM channel Prince Leonidas. I will tell you whatever it is you want in person… any information you require that I have will be yours. All you need do is ask. But only in person.”

“She allowed you to live knowing what you were.” Andro spoke. “She allowed you to live and hold the position I have been told you held. How is that possible? Why should we believe that?”

“Part of it… part of it was Cirith.” Valin said. “But part of it was because I never gave her reason to doubt my intentions. I did everything she asked of me through the years, even more at times. She may not have trusted me… but she at least did not suspect me of anything. I can relay all this to you Prince Androcles… but I will only do so in person, away from eyes and ears that may still place my daughter at risk.”

“You don’t trust those in that room you are in?” Andro asked.

“If I told you I did… you would know immediately I was retlah d'shu.” Valin spoke.

Andro nodded. “You are right about that.” He answered. “Very well Admiral… you will leave your Second in Command there and return to Earth on my ship with Captain Sa'sur.”

“And my people?” Valin asked. “My ships?”

“We do not turn on those who have proven they are allies.” Andro spoke. “I was hoping perhaps you could have your senior officers help to institute a complete System Wide Defense of Kranek.”

Valin nodded easily. “I have several officers who are very talented in Combined Forces Control. Those who follow me have a great respect for Cha'talla and what he is known for.”

“And your daughter?” Androcles asked him. “You would leave her?”

Valin gave a small smile. “I do not fear for my daughter.” He said. “She has trained for over three thousand years to do what she is doing now. She is even more skilled than I am, though she tends to be more reckless as well it seems.”

“Cha'talla?” Andro asked looking at him.

Cha'talla nodded. “They fought beside us in the stars and are even now caring for my tribe under Eliani’s guidance Androcles. They will be welcome.”

Andro nodded. “I have spoken with Res and they are secure for the moment.” He told his family. “Admiral Omore has gone dark with the SPIRIT and will not come back up on COMs until they are within range of Earth.”

“Andro…” Eliani spoke up now.

“Mother is safe onboard Eli.” He answered quickly.

“Andro… the ARIZONA and HORNET can…” Miranda began to speak.

“No Manda… I know what you are going to say.” He replied quickly. “I have spoken with Ben…” Andro gave a small smile that was filled with underlying sadness. “I think I have spoken to everyone in the last few hours. The Strike Wing for NORMYA’S LIGHT will be arriving in a few hours and her Fleet Group shortly thereafter. I want the ARIZONA and HORNET to deploy back here to Earth when her FG arrives. Maintain your protocols as if you have gone dark, but let grandfather Riall know when you arrive in system.”

Miranda nodded. “We are going to respond aren’t we Andro?” She asked. “We aren’t going to let this stand are we?”

“I… I don’t know.” Andro answered.

Denali and Lisisa stepped forward as one. “Andro! We can’t let them get away with this!” Lisisa spat. “They killed our father! They have killed… they may have killed one of our mothers and they are involved with kidnapping another at least in some way! We can’t let this go unpunished! We can’t!”

Andro met her gaze from within the transmission. “And I will not leap into something without planning it! We don’t know if this is a prelude to an all out attack Lisi!”

“Then let’s find out!” Denali barked.

“What do you think I am trying to do?” Andro snarled at his siblings. “Nowhere along our borders are they coming across! Nowhere! I need more time to discover what is going on before I commit us on a path that will lead to all out war! Something is not right about all this! If it is war they wanted, why just target our family? Why not send their troops across the border in locations too numerous to defend? They are plotting something else, and war is not part of it. At least not right now!”

“Killing our father is reason enough for us to respond!” Lisisa shouted at him angrily.

“You don’t think I know that?” Andro barked.

“Your brother is right Lisisa Leonidas.” Cha'talla spoke softly from the side. “If we act before we know what is happening, it could very well lead to disaster everywhere.”

“Given what Lu'ria has told me… and the fact that we can not contact over half our Drow outposts in The Wilds, at the moment we are very blind.” Andro spoke maintaining control of his own anger at what had happened. “Our spy drones do not give us the coverage and hands on knowledge that the Drow did, and it will take time to get that back.”

“How much time?” Lisisa snapped. 

“I don’t know damn it!” Andro barked in the transmission. “He was my father too! My mother too Lisisa! You know as well as I Lisisa, he would not want us to blindly blunder into something that could very well cost us more than it already has! I will not make that mistake! I won’t! When I discover what is going on… when I have a clear picture… then I will act! Not before! And neither will you! Is that understood?”

“Andro…” Lisisa began.

“Is that understood Lisisa!” Andro snarled.

Lisisa glared at the transmission but relented under the unwavering gaze of her brother. “Very well.” She said softly.

“Moneus?” Andro spoke watching as his friend turned to look at him. “You and Carina will stay with our mother there. She is now your first and most sacred priority. Where she goes the two of you follow.”

Moneus nodded without hesitation. “Consider it done.” He answered.

“Where is Anton and Cihera?” Andro asked. “They were with you correct?”

Moneus nodded. “They are preparing to return to Apo Prime.” He replied. “Anton… he wants to discover how the Kavalians were able to access and use our Jump Gates from outside the normal channels. They had to have someone inside or operating on remote.”

Andro shook his head. “Have them return here to Earth. Marci is on Earth and… she will need those she is familiar with to help her get a handle on things until we can find out what is happening. I have heard nothing about Armetus at the moment.”

“I’ll let Anton know.” Moneus said.

“Zarah… you and Lucia will return to Earth.” Andro said looking at his younger sister intently. “I… I need you here.”

“Andro… we want to go after mother.” Zarah said softly. “You don’t need to protect… you don’t need to protect me Andro.”

Andro shook his head. “I’m not trying to protect you Zarah. I need yours and Lucia’s combined skills here with me.” He stated evenly. “For reasons which I will explain when you get here. Please jonia arande.” (Baby Sister)

Zarah nodded when he used his childhood name for her. It was a name he had given to her after that day on the mountain and it was a name he used now only when he was serious and concerned about something. “We’ll report to you immediately when we arrive.”

“Eli… I need you to return as well.” Andro stated. “Aunt Anuk is the only one I trust on Earth right now to treat mother, but she is not Hadarian and...”

“Of course.” Eliani answered surprising him so much that it showed on his face. Andro looked at her intently for a long moment seeing something in her fern green eyes but he said nothing and his gaze turned to Cha'talla. “Cha'talla?” 

Cha'talla looked up at the transmission. “I am here.”

“You take what you need from the forces that remain to guard Kranek.” Andro told him. “You take what you need and you bring my mother back to us!”

Cha'talla stood up to his full height of six foot five and his Immortal face became stern and determined. “I give you my Vlos Hithern that…” Cha'talla began. (Blood Oath)

“I don’t want your Blood Oath Cha'talla.” Androcles stated. “I want your word as part of our family… which you now are thanks to my sister. I want your word as a member of our family that you will get our mother back.”

Cha'talla stared at Andro for a long moment almost not comprehending his words to him. It took a long time for that to sink in but Cha'talla’s eyes became bright points and he took a deep breath. “It will be done young Androcles… for our futures are now intertwined with yours and those of the Lycavorian Union more deeply than I had ever hoped for. I will get her back… and I will bring her home to you on Earth!”

Andro nodded his head. “Outside of my family, you are now the only one who has my personal COM channel. Use it for anything you might need and keep me advised of what you are doing. Admiral Thodias will give you whatever you need.”

“It will be done.” Cha'talla spoke.

“Denali? Arrarn?” Andro spoke waiting until his brothers turned to face him. “Tnobbaf brothers. Tnobbaf.”

Denali and Arrarn looked at each other briefly and then turned back to Andro and nodded.

“Avoi fervon.” Denali said.

“Avoi fervon.” Arrarn echoed. 

SPIRIT OF HADARIA

Admiral Omore was no fool. 

This was by far the most severe crisis they had ever encountered, and he was taking nothing for granted. He knew he could very well be carrying the last Queen of the Lycavorian Union and he was utterly ruthless in his actions. The moment they had cleared Hadarian space he ordered their Strike Wing to make seven radical jumps and after each jump three different course changes. He was working towards the prearranged location where he was to hold in case something of this size took place and they had been here now for almost seven hours. All the ships of the SPIRIT’s Strike Wing were shrouded and many of them were crammed full of extra military and civilian personnel that had escaped Hadaria before they left. Omore had served Anja Leonidas since the day he took command of the SPIRIT more than two decades ago. He would do anything for the diminutive Persian red haired Queen no matter how outrageous it may have seemed. He knew that Androcles had survived for he had spoken directly to the young Prince who only confirmed his orders. Keep his mother away from Earth until such time as he heard from him. Omore was taking no chances now, and he was on the bridge as he had been for the last thirty-four hours, unwilling to leave anything to chance.

Sivana, Fuleos and Ceuma moved back into the main room of Anja’s quarters on the SPIRIT and looked at Zaniai, Eurin and Joci. Zaniai and Eurin sat on the large couch, Joci to the side and leaning up against the bulkhead. Belen and Atropos stood near the door into the large quarters and all of them were silent. Eurin came to her feet when she saw them, watching as Fuleos moved to the dispenser to get a mug of tea.

 “We… we finally got her to sleep.” Sivana said softly. All of them could see she had been crying. “She… she…”

Belen broke away from the door, stepping up to her quickly and wrapping his arms around her frame pulling her tight to him. Sivana sighed heavily as her mate’s aura and strength washed over her. Ceuma was already encased in Joci’s arms and she pulled his thick ebony skinned forearm even tighter to her chest as he leaned over and nuzzled her ear and cheek pushing the matching Persian red hair aside, the long dreadlocks she so adored caressing the skin of her neck and her shoulder. She inhaled deeply of her mate’s spicy pepper scent and her eyes closed in bliss for a moment as well.

“She took everything from her closet.” Ceuma said softly as she opened her eyes once more. “Everything that… everything that smelled like him even a little and she is laying on the bed among these items.”

“Is there nothing we can do?” Eurin asked.

Atropos moved away from the doorway now. “Unless you can return the King to her… no.” He stated flatly. “There is much you don’t truly understand of our people Eurin… and that is not your fault. They are things that we do not make common knowledge or speak of openly. The depth of their love for each other, for my sister, for Dysea and Isabella and For'mya… it is beyond the comprehension of most normal people. It is beyond my comprehension at times. They are bound so tightly together with Martin that… it is like… in losing him Anja has lost a part of herself.”

“That is how all marriages are.” Zaniai spoke.

“If only that was the case Zaniai.” Fuleos spoke as he moved up next to Atropos.

Eurin placed her hand on his arm and shook her head before Atropos spoke. “No. It is not.” She said. “Yes… we love and we marry Zaniai. And when we lose a husband or wife, it is as if we have lost a part of ourselves. But for… for Lycavorians it is almost a literal thing…” She looked at Atropos. “Isn’t it?”

Atropos nodded his head slowly. “You understand more than I thought Divine One.” He said. “I thought Fuleos was the only one who studied our culture over these past years.”

“She tried to explain it to me before.” Eurin said. “Several times through the years, but I don’t think I understood it until right now.”

“And it is worse now because she is in full phase and her wolf blood is screaming for her mate.” Atropos spoke. “It is my understanding that in earlier time… during King Resumar’s rise to power if this were to happen she would have been pursued by the strongest alphas until she relented and took another mate or one forced himself upon her. Her scent is peaking, and it will be sweeter now than at any other time because she is in full phase. It will be… it will be instinct for the alphas on the SPIRIT to sense and smell this and they may become stupid and let their instincts overpower their brains.”

Eurin looked at him horrified. “They would do this?” She gasped.

“Martin’s return to our people brought back much of our instinctual nature Eurin… you know this.” Atropos said. “It is because he embraced his instincts that many of our people are returning to our roots Divine One. They are embracing the instincts of our past, but balancing those same instincts with what we have learned in the years since the Black Day. Just as the King did. Just as he does every day. I do not believe any on this ship, or any who know her would attempt something, but I can not speak for all of our people. It would be instinctual as I said. And her scent is nearly overpoweringly sweet right now. It will be the same for all of them now, my sister, Dysea and For'mya, ever since they began coming into phase at the same time over fifteen years ago.”

“Yet it doesn’t affect you or Belen or Joci.” Zaniai said.

“We can smell it.” Belen spoke now before his father. “But we are committed to our mates and only their scent would affect us in that way. This nullifies any attraction to her even if there was one.”

“It is something that only the females of our people have to be concerned with.” Atropos said. “For whatever reason the Lycavorian male is not affected in the same manner. It is not very fair I know, but it is who we are.”

“Do you worry for her safety?” Eurin asked.

Atropos couldn’t help but chuckle. “Her safety? No Divine One. I worry for the alpha who is not mated and thinks he is superior to others and attempts to entice her with his aura. He will find she will not be receptive in the least. He will become painfully aware of this fact three seconds after he attempts to pulse her with his aura.”

“Why are we holding in this location?” Zaniai asked now. “Shouldn’t we be heading to Earth instead of waiting here?”

“We do not know yet if it is safe to return.” Joci answered.

“And Androcles ordered Omore to follow established protocol and keep his mother safe at all costs.” Atropos said.

“You have spoken to him?” Eurin gasped. “Androcles? He is alive?”

“Omore spoke with him.” Atropos said.

“Then he is alive?”

Atropos nodded. “Yes. And if Omore’s observations are accurate, he has never seen Androcles so overflowing with rage.”

“Thank the gods.” Sivana muttered.

“I would suspect the gods themselves would not be able to harness Androcles when he gets around to retaliating against the Kavalians.” Fuleos spoke as he moved to the couch now. “And make no mistake… that is coming. He will insure the rest of his family is secure and then that boy is going to get some payback!”

“Fuleos!” Eurin barked. “Do not make light of this!”

“I am making light of nothing!” Fuleos spoke. “I am simply stating a fact! I am too old to play these political games! I should already be dead!”

“Grandfather!” Sivana spat.

“No! Your sister’s return to us!” Fuleos stated. “Your return to us! To me. It filled me with new life! With purpose to go on! Now there is Ceuma… who you and Anja have accepted not as an outsider… but your sister! It has given me even more reason and purpose to go on. I will not rest now until my granddaughters sit once more on the throne of my brother Eurin! And I will act in whatever manner I need too in order to see that come to pass Eurin! Just as my granddaughters will!”

Eurin was silent for a moment before looking at Atropos once more. “Atropos… Eliani… the younger children?” Eurin asked. “Retta and Calyb? Deion, Nara and Bryon?”

“We don’t know Divine One.” Atropos answered. “We…”

The internal ship COM began chiming and Atropos crossed to the panel on the wall beside the door. “Durcunusaan Colonel Atropos!” He barked.

“Atropos…” Omore’s voice filled the room. “I have an incoming priority transmission from Spartan 49 on Anja’s personal channel. We can’t crack it and it bypassed all the security filters we had in place.”

“Spartan 49 is Princess Yuriko!” Atropos declared.

“We can’t disturb her Atropos… she has been through too much already!” Eurin began to protest. “We…”

“Put her through immediately!” The voice snapped and they saw Anja step into the room. She was clutching one of Martin’s fatigue tops in her arms, her jade green eyes red from crying. “Don’t… don’t you dare keep me from talking to one of our children!”

“Admiral… route it here!” Atropos snapped. “Full security measures and encryption!”

“Anja?” Sivana spoke softly as she went to her sister.

Anja smiled gently as first Sivana and then Ceuma stepped up to her and they pressed tightly to her. She squeezed their arms around her and nodded her head. “I… I must carry on.” She gasped. “If… if I withdraw I will be useless to everyone. I… we can’t afford that right now.”

Anja looked up when the holodisc built into the floor of the main room flared to life and Yuriko’s figure appeared. Her adopted vampire daughter’s surreal beauty was shining through as always, but her face appeared tense.

“Yuriko?” Anja spoke moving closer to the transmission and breaking away from Sivana and Ceuma.

“Mother!” Yuriko gasped. “Finally! I’ve been trying to contact you for six hours! Your COM channel has been blocked! I had to override security protocols to finally get through the SPIRIT’S lock out!”

Atropos stepped forward. “How did you do that?” He asked surprised. 

“That doesn’t matter!” Anja snapped. “Yuriko… are you safe? Where are you? Can you…”

“Mother… listen to me!” Yuriko interrupted her. “I need you to come to my location immediately!”

Anja’s eyes narrowed. “Yuriko what… where are you? What is wrong? Are you hurt? Is Filrian hurt?”

Yuriko shook her head. “No! Mother… do you remember what you did that day on the Raptor when you discovered what father was? When you were on your way to rescue Uncle Daniel? Do you remember?” 

Everyone looked at Anja now in confusion as she moved closer to the transmission. “Ye… yes. Yuriko what…?”

“Deval mother? Do you remember what you did to Deval mother?” Yuriko asked once more.

“Yes!” Anja snapped. “Yuriko what is going on?”

“You are the only one to have ever done that mother! The only one! Even the Feravomir has never been able to do that!” Yuriko stated. “I need you to do that again!”

“Yuriko I don’t understand.” Anja said. “Where are you?”

“Do you remember where our family went for vacation the year after Retta and Calyb were born? Where we celebrated their first birthdays?” Yuriko replied.


Anja nodded. “Of course I remember that.”


“I will meet you there in two hours mother.” Yuriko said. “Your position now should allow you to get there quickly on a STRIKER.”


“Security Protocol dictates I remain here until we hear from Andro.” Anja spoke. “Then I… then I am supposed to return to Earth. Yuriko you know this. You helped to put these protocols in place with your father and brother.”


Yuriko nodded. “And now I am asking you to do what you do best and disregard protocol and meet me mother. This is more important than you can imagine mother. It has to do with the Kavalian assassination of father. I have information… I have… I have… somebody you need to speak too.”


“Who?” Anja demanded. “What do you know Yuriko? Tell me!”


Yuriko shook her head. “Bring those present with you now if you must mother… but do not delay!” Her head turned as if someone was calling her and then she looked back quickly. “Hurry mother.”


The transmission ended abruptly and Anja stared ahead for a few seconds. “Atropos… have Hal’lia prep the STRIKER.” Anja said.


“Anja you can’t leave!” Eurin stated.


Anja looked at her. “I will leave!” She barked. “Yuriko is our daughter and I trust her implicitly. If she says she has information, someone who can give us information as to why the Kavalians have done this, then I will go and meet with her!”


“And if it is a trap?” Zaniai asked softly.


“Yuriko would die before luring any of her family into a trap!” Anja said as some of her old self began showing again. 


Eurin looked at Atropos sternly. “Are you going to try and stop her?” She demanded as she glared at him.


Atropos shook his head. “Not in the least.”


Eurin glared at him for a moment longer then looked at Anja. “We are coming with you then.” She barked.


“We are?” Zaniai asked surprised.


Fuleos got to his feet. “Yes we are.”


Anja nodded to Eurin and looked at Sivana and Ceuma. Sivana nodded her head without a question being asked. “You couldn’t tear us away now.” She said. “We… we are your sisters and we will not leave your side.”


Ceuma nodded her head as well. “No… no we will not.”


“Then we have a ship to catch.” Anja spoke.

RITAAH


Athani entered the large room that they had taken for their quarters. Though they now knew that VORTEX Cruiser 341 was strictly a combat ship, it was obviously meant to hold a crew since there were quarters on the lower decks. Even at half power, as Avatar 341 had told them they were now operating, it was more than enough to supply lighting and even power the food dispensers within the ship. Though none of the Kavalians trusted the new machine enough to utilize the dispensers, the fact that all three hundred odd families had their own quarters only added to the belief for Athani that this wonderful ship was meant for greater things, regardless of the ultimate fate
 she knew it would suffer. Athani stopped just inside the door as it closed and looked at his back as he sat in the chair, his hands working at the computer station there. Her people, her father had killed his father and countless others they now knew. They had killed a man who had accepted her and her love for his son with barely a thought. Even the discovery of a brother she never knew she had could not dim the despair she felt right now. Nor the concern. She did not know how he would respond to her now. Would he still love her as he had for so many weeks? Would he still hold her in his arms and make her feel so safe and utterly secure and loved. Athani cursed her father in her mind. She cursed him for who he was and what he had done and continued to do even now. Even so many light years away from him and he still sought to ruin all she had ever hoped for.


“Come to me Aryschanne.” His voice spoke through the air.


Athani’s vertically slit feline eyes saw his head turn towards her in the dimly lit room. She hesitated for a moment.


“Resumar my love… I…” Athani began to speak.


Athani felt the fingers of his TK power encircle her and she didn’t fight it as he lifted her into the air and pulled her towards him. He leaned back in the chair and she settled into his lap, her hands going to his broad shoulders, as she came to rest with her knees on either side of his hips. Instinctively her long tail slid up the outside of his back and wrapped tightly around his upper arm. Resumar reached up and took her beautiful face in his large hands, brushing some of her blond hair from her cheek and stared into her blue/green eyes.


“I have told you before and I will tell you one more time Aryschanne… and then you need to let that fear go.” Resumar spoke softly, his dark brown eyes smiling at her. “You are my wife… my mate. No one doubts where your heart is or where it belongs. I do not… my brother does not… and my father did not question it.”


“It… it was my father that…!” Athani began to say as tears welled up in her eyes. “My… my father has taken yours from you my love!” She sobbed.


“And you are not your father!” Resumar spoke firmly gripping her face tightly. “You have proven that many times over. And it appears so has your sister Jalersi by protecting my mother as she did. I love you! Nothing will change that because I know what you have inside! My brother knows that because he has seen you, seen inside your heart and because he trusts me! My… my father trusted you completely or you would not be here! Let this fear go now Aryschanne! You are a Leonidas now!”


Athani’s tear streaked face looked at him and her tail instinctively tightened on his thick muscular arm. “I did not believe I could ever love a man as I love you Resumar Leonidas.” She said.


“That’s a good thing, for it matches my feelings for you.” Resumar said stroking her arms and never letting his eyes wander from her face. “We have… we have much to do and not much time to do it. Avi and Avatar 341 are almost finished with the download and then we will place the charges and be gone from this place.”


“Back to Earth?” She asked as he turned sideways back to the computer and she shifted her eyes to see what he had been working on.


Resumar nodded. “More than likely… but I will know more when Andro contacts me again.”


“What… what Andro said Resumar?” Athani asked softly. “Will… he…?”


Resumar nodded his head slowly. “As much as he rebels when he is compared to our father… he is more like him than even he realizes. And in many ways… he is darker than our father. Ever since Alba Tau.”


“Darker?”


Resumar nodded. “More intense. More serious in many respects. And like my father, he will do what he says he will do. My brothers and sisters and I…” He looked up at her face. “We have joked at times about what it might be like if we ever saw him truly angry. He laughs with us… but… but none of us really want to see that part of our brother. He has protected all of us in some fashion ever since we were babies. Looked out for us, encouraged us. You saw what he did for us Aryschanne. He shifted the confrontation with Qurot and the Kavalian Ambassador to his shoulders so that we could leave quickly. That is just how he is. He will contact us when he knows more and then we will decide what to do. In the mean time… how do the preparations with Mican and the rebels go?”


“Many of them knew of this ship but have never been inside it.” Athani answered. “The Avatar frightened them. When the time comes, we will conduct a mass evacuation to the Kavalian Science ship. Moving everyone together better eliminates the possibility the remaining Coven forces on the planet may attack.”


Res nodded. “The Avatar’s are rather imposing until you interact with them.” Resumar agreed.


“Do we truly have to destroy it Resumar?” Athani asked.


Resumar looked at her. “It is what my father wanted.” He said. “You don’t agree with that?”


Athani shook her head. “Look at what we have been able to create and develop with just the technology from Avi’s ship.” She told him. “He says this ship is ten thousand years younger. Think of what we could learn and not just militarily. The medical advancements and history this ship carries…”


“We’re taking that with us Aryschanne.” Resumar answered.


“It’s not the same thing.” She stated. “After… after spending so much time with Avi… it just seems so unfair that we have to destroy the only home Avatar 341 has ever known and this one ship could be a huge force all by itself. We should use it… use it in such a way that the technology remains with us, but that it benefits others as well.”


“This ship will always be a weapon Athani.” Resumar said. “It is what it was designed for. It is the most powerful ship in the entire universe from what we now know. What we have learned from CS41… can you imagine if even one piece of technology from this ship fell into the wrong hands? Even a minor one?”


“I understand the reasoning my love.” Athani said. “That does not mean I agree with destroying it however. You have had CS41 for over twenty years and while you have developed some advances that benefit the military, you have not tried to conquer other races with the technology you have created. I think it would be safe to make the same assumption concerning this ship.”


Resumar stared at her for a long moment before reaching out with his hand and touching the control panel twice. Athani had followed his movement with her blue/green orbs for she detected something in her husband’s eyes. As the medium sized monitor came to life her eyes grew a little wider. She glanced back at him and then returned her eyes to the screen.


“Resumar this is…!”


Resumar nodded. “I started working on it right after I found out.” He stated. “It is only the beginnings of one… and Andro would have to approve it. He is… he is now… King.”


Athani turned once more at the catch in his voice and her eyes grew wide when she saw his face. He stared at her with those beautiful dark eyes and she could almost feel the pain in them. The corners of his eyes were moist and Athani saw what was coming. “Oh… oh my love!” She stammered.


Athani Leonidas wrapped her arms around her husband’s head and pulled him tightly to her just as he buried his face between her full breasts and the tears came. She held him with wide eyes as the sobs wracked his body and his powerful arms crushed her to him. And then Athani’s own tears were flowing as well as she used every bit of her inbred strength to hold him as tightly as she could. This was not something she had ever envisioned; yet as Resumar trembled with despair and his tears soaked the front of her fatigue top, Athani knew this would be the moment she remembered for the remainder of her years as the moment when she truly became a Leonidas.

EARTH

SPARTA

AUGUST, 2564


“Retire?” Martin quipped as he looked at her. “What is that Tenna… a joke?”


Deia looked at Martin as she held his arm and walked alongside him as they strolled along the boardwalk that extended the entire length of the Evrotas River on both sides. The river ran through the city proper and made for a popular gathering of not only young couples, but families bringing their children out for the day. In earlier times the river would almost completely dry up, but after the Comet engineers had spent a full year rerouting the river and making it twenty feet deeper so that it could flow through Sparta and be a means of power generation if needed. Now the river was crowded with cafés and outdoor shops and at this time of day it was usually lined with people as it was now.


Deia so looked forward to these walks. At the end of every week for the last five years they did this, rain or shine or cold. She had loved her older sister dearly, and Martin was her last link to that sister. He was of Elaini’s blood and in many ways he reminded Deia of her, most especially when he laughed, for his eyes would twinkle just as hers did. These walks had started as a way for Deia to teach Martin about the finer art of politics, and they quickly became more of a bonding between Aunt and Nephew than anything else. Yes… they spoke of work, but more often than not the conversation would turn to Martin asking her dozens of questions about his grandparents. Even after all these years, neither of them had tired of the routine. This did not bother Deia in the least for she loved speaking of her sister and Resumar and Martin was a studious listener. They would walk along the banks of the Evrotas River and she would hold his arm as they talked, their Durcunusaan details trailing along behind and in front of them, always with Andreus circling above them on Dorrenth. When these walks first started, the Netnews had jumped all over them, the King and Prime Minister walking together along the river with Deia holding his arm. One young reporter with more imagination than intelligence had once tried to insinuate that they were having a relationship. Not only did he lose his job but also the backlash hounded him for nearly two years. Though they had never officially announced anything, Deia assumed that promising reporters had put it together long ago and just never said anything or reported it.


Deia squeezed his arm. “No Mandri it is not a joke!” Deia protested. “I’m serious!”


Martin looked down into her face with that trademark Eliani smile. “Tenna you don’t want to retire.” He stated. “There’s way too much fun stuff happening. Besides… if you retire, Laustinos will petition to take your place and I’ll kill him in the first week.”


Deia chuckled. “Don’t worry about that.” She stated. “I already have it in my mind to recommend to the Senate that Panos step in as my replacement until elections can be held. It will anger Laustinos… but he isn’t really what Armetus and I thought he would be.”


Martin looked at her. “You are serious?”


“Of course I’m serious. I’ve been Prime Minister for nearly a thousand years Mandri.” Deia stated. “It’s time I moved on. I’m dragging you down with my old ways and…”


Martin stopped in his tracks then and turn to face her. “Dragging me down!” He gasped. “What the nubou is that… dragging me down?”


“Watch your language young man!” Deia barked slapping him lightly in the face but doing so with a small smile.


“Tenna you…”


“You are ushering in a new era Mandri.” Deia spoke. “Your era. You are returning to our people what I had a hand in taking away. Our instincts. If not for me… if I hadn’t blindly led our people along the path that others told me and instead listened to what my instincts told me… what happen with Aricia would never have occurred. What happen with the…!”


“You stop right there!” Martin snapped. “You had nothing to do with that! Nothing! There is no way you could have known Chetak would pull a stunt like that. I have never… we have never blamed you for that!”


“I blame myself.” Deia said.


“Well stop!” Martin quipped. 


“Mandri you…” Deia began.


“No… listen to me!” Martin interrupted her. “You… you are like a rock for me! You have held our people together all of this time! I had nothing to do with that! That was all you! You have so much still to teach me!”


“Martin you…”


“No!” He almost shouted. “You are… you are the only link I have to my past! The only one who can answer the questions I still have about my grandparents. About so much. I am not going to just toss that aside! You started us down this road Tenna… I won’t allow you to get off the train before we have achieved for our people what you set out to achieve.”


“You… you don’t wish for someone younger?” Deia asked surprised.


“Someone else won’t argue with me!” Martin snorted. “Someone else won’t tell me I need to be an asshole or be agreeable! Someone else won’t tell me I’m acting like a complete igord!”


Deia chuckled. “I know five who don’t seem to have a problem telling you that.” She said reaching up to place her palm on his cheek.


“They don’t count.” Martin snapped rolling his eyes. “And they call me far worse.”


“I’ll bet!” Deia said with a smile. “You can be so very obstinate.”


“We have not finished what my grandparents started Tenna.” Martin said taking his hands and placing them over the top of hers. “This is not the end of the ride. I know it’s not. I can feel it. There is much still left to do and I need you beside me in order to complete that!”


Deia had looked into his eyes then and she had seen hope in its purest form. “I’m tired Mandri.” She said softly.


“Then go away!” Martin said quickly. “Take a month! Take six months! Take as much time as you need to recharge but I will not let you set aside this road we have put our people on! We need to see it through to the end! We have work to do! Together!”


“You weave a compelling future Mandri.” Deia said.


Martin nodded. “A future that you will have a say in many years from now Tenna and that is why you can not retire.”


Deia leaned forward and put her head to his chest. She took a long moment before nodding her head and committing herself happily to the future. “Then I will stay… but I might take you up on your offer of a vacation.” She said pulling back and looking at him.


Martin nodded. “Anything.” He said. “It’s not your time yet Tenna! Wake up! It’s not your time yet!”

It’s not your time yet! Wake up! It’s not your time!


Deia’s dark eyes sprang open then.


“Mandri!” She screamed out causing the female Durcunusaan medic to practically leap out of her skin from where she sat next to her. She immediately came awake and scrambled to her knees next to her.


“Prime Minister!” She gasped as Jomann skidded to a stop on the opposite side.


“Prime Minister Deia!” Jomann exclaimed. The side of his face was hastily bandaged and almost soaked through with blood from a piece of falling rock that had cut him to the bone as he rolled into the escape tunnel on his side and back, all the while cradling Deia’s body in his arms in an attempt to keep her from further harm. It had taken nearly thirty minutes for the dust to settle enough where they could see, and all of them were covered in a layer of the fine gray substance.


“Where… where…” Deia stammered as she tried to focus her eyes. “Mar… Martin! Mandri!” She rasped out the words trying to lift her arms to move.


“Don’t move Prime Minister!” Jomann spoke quickly. “You have been badly injured and if you move you could do more damage!”


Lysandra pulled her small medical hand scanner from her belt pouch and let it play over Deia’s chest slowly. “Prime Minister… I know it is instinct to try and shift to heal yourself but you have to fight the urge!” She spoke. “Your spine is broken in two places but it has not completely torn away. The nerves are still intact! As soon as we get a Hadarian down here that can treat you we…”


Deia’s eyes blinked rapidly and she looked around the interior of where she was. “Where… where am I?” She asked finally.


“The escape tunnel below your office.” Jomann replied. “They… they had…”


“Explosions!” Deia hissed. “They set explosives! I heard them… speaking about it!” She turned her head back and forth. “Where is… For'mya? Where is For'mya?”


Jomann shook his head slowly. “She… the Queen has been taken.” He replied. “We did not get here in time! We barely got into the tunnel here ourselves!”


“Tell… must contact Armetus!” Deia gasped. “Laustinos… Laustinos… traitor!”


“The Deputy Prime Minister?” Lysandra gasped in disbelief. “We… we thought perhaps they had taken him as well.”


“Nu… nubous traitor!” Deia hissed and began to try and move.


Jomann reached out and held her arms down gently, leaning over and looking at her. “You must not move!” He declared.


“Have… have to warn…” Deia stammered.


“Deia!” Jomann barked loudly. He watched Deia’s eyes clear almost instantly at the sound of his voice and she stared up at him. “Prime Minister… you… who am I?”


“You are… you are Captain Jomann!” Deia groaned out loud. “You were… you were assigned as Durcunusaan Captain six months ago.”


Jomann sighed heavily and nodded. “Yes. What do you remember Prime Minister?”


“We saw… we were watching the Netnews! We saw… Mandri!” Deia cried out and her eyes flooded with tears and closed.


“No!” Jomann barked. “You must stay awake now. You must stay awake so shock does not set in.” He echoed. “Look at me!” He shouted.


Deia’s eyes opened and she shook her head from side to side. “Let… let me die!” She sobbed. “Oh Mandri… Mandri I have failed you!”


“No!” Jomann snarled at her. “You live! It is not your time yet!”


Deia’s eyes flashed open then and though clouded with tears and she stared up at him confused. “What…?”


“You are alive!” Jomann barked. “The gods do not call you yet Prime Minister! You must stay awake! Tell me what happened?”


“Laustinos is… he is traitor!” Deia hissed viciously. “We… we must get to…”


Jomann shook his head. “The entire Senate Building is on top of us Prime Minister.” He stated. “The primary exit is buried under hundreds of tons of debris. It will take days for them to dig it out. The emergency exit is… we cannot remove the debris by hand. It’s too heavy. It will be a few hours before they get to us at least. If they even know we live that is.”


“Rad… radio?” Deia asked. “Implants?”


Jomann shook his head. “Again… too much debris. It is interfering with the signal to our implants and our hand radio was smashed when we rushed in here.”


“I… I can’t feel… I can’t feel my legs.” Deia said.


“There is damage to your spinal column Prime Minister.” Lysandra answered her now. “The nerves have taken a beating. You have a collapsed lung and that is why it is hard to breath. I believe I have got the bleeding stopped… but I cannot treat you for anything. We left our barracks so quickly I did not grab my bag. I’m… I’m so sorry!” Lysandra sobbed now as tears clouded her eyes.


Deia inched her hand over and took Lysandra’s fingers in as tight a grip as she could. “I am… I am dying.” She gasped. “It is not your fault.”


“No!” Jomann barked. “You will not die! You are the Prime Minister of our Union! You cannot die! I forbid it! The King… the King would not let you die and neither will I!”


Deia looked at him oddly once more her eyes gaining more focus and clarity every second. “How… how many inside?” She asked finally. “My… Aricia… my family?”


Jomann shook his head. “We had only just begun evacuating the people inside when the bombs went off.” He said. “All I know of Queen Aricia was that they were beginning to move her to King Yelu Memorial.” Jomann turned when he heard the scraping on the floor and he saw Anicetus move into the section of the tunnel they were in.


“We got limited power back to the bunker Captain.” He spoke evenly. “Enough to power the lights and one food dispenser. The primary bunker entrance is… it’s just plain gone.” He said. “It could be weeks before they clear enough debris to get to the outer bunker door. If the building came down as you suspect the tunnel is buried under tons of debris. The emergency tunnel… well… we cleared what we could… but…” 

“I know Anicetus.” Jomann said.

He moved over to Lysandra and placed the large steel case in front of her, her eyes going wide. “Thought you might like this Lysandra.” Anicetus said.


“A medical kit!” She exclaimed taking the large case down and popping the latches. She flipped it open and folded the top down revealing two fully stocked sections of just about every conceivable field medical tool. She quickly snatched up the scanner and activated it.


The much older Spartan leaned over his Captain’s shoulder and looked at Deia. “Prime Minister.” He spoke. “Glad to see you are awake.”


Deia looked at Jomann. “How many… how many of your team…?”


“Sixteen… including me.” Jomann replied. “Nine of us are here with you… I sent the rest to try and evacuate people when we first arrived. I don’t know if they made it out.”


“We would all be dead if you did not order us in here.” Anicetus spoke.


Deia cut her eyes to Lysandra as she swept the scanner over her upper body. The young woman’s face was dusty and streaked with small dots of blood but Deia could see the concern in her eyes. “Tell… tell me.” She stated.


Lysandra looked at her. “One… one projectile exited out just below your shoulder blade Prime Minister.” She said. “It punctured your lung and tore some of your back muscles, but it is gone. Your healing system has already sealed the puncture to the lung, but it still has fluid in it.”


“Blood you mean?” Deia said.


“Ma’am I…”


“Do not keep anything from me young lady.” Deia said her voice regaining strength as she spoke. 


Lysandra looked at Jomann quickly and he nodded. “Tell her.” He said.


“Yes… it’s blood.” Lysandra replied looking at her. “I can treat that. Give you medicine so that your body absorbs the blood back into its cells slowly but there is still the risk of a bad infection.”


“Now… now give me the bad news.” Deia rasped.


“The second projectile is lodged against the third and fourth vertebra of your spine Lady Deia.” She spoke meeting her eyes. “It… it appears three of your vertebra are fractured but not broken completely. There is extensive nerve damage and that is why you can’t feel your legs.”


“And with the projectile still inside me I can’t shift even if I had the strength.” Deia said.


“If you do… it could very well sever your spine completely.” Lysandra said. “This… this projectile is very deep and has broken into two pieces. I can repair the damage it did going in but… only a Hadarian could repair the damage inside and remove the projectile without killing or crippling you.”


“Where is the other piece young lady?” Deia asked softly.


Lysandra looked at Jomann quickly once more and then back to Deia. “It is embedded in the wall of your heart Prime Minister.” She said. “Deep enough to keep the blood loss at a trickle, but…”


“But if it comes out I will bleed out internally in moments.” Deia said nodding her head minutely.


Lysandra nodded. “Yes.”


“Who shot you Prime Minister?” Jomann asked quickly. “The Kavalians who were here and took the Queen?”


Deia shook her head. “Laustinos.” She replied. “He is… he is a traitor! He had a hand in all this and I never saw it!”


“None of us did.” Jomann spoke quickly. “None of us did. Not even the King or Prince Andro. He was former Krypteria… so it should not surprise us. They are masters at subterfuge and disguise. Armetus made them that way. This is not something you can blame yourself for.” He looked at Deia intently. “Why… why would they take the Queen?”

Deia shook her head slightly. “I do not know. For'mya will give them nothing if they think to torture her for information.” She met his eyes. “The young ones?” She gasped.

Jomann shook his head. “Lady Gorgo and Lady Dasha got all of the young Prince and Princes to Dragon Mountain within minutes. They were all together at the estate which made it easier to gather them. They are safer where they are now than anyplace else in the universe.” He turned to Anicetus. “Get me blankets, pillows, anything. If we can not move her then we will make it as comfortable as possible.”


Deia watched as he turned back to her. “You should…”


“We are in this together Prime Minister.” Jomann spoke turning back to her. “And we will leave together. I need to see to my men but I will return shortly.”


Deia watched him as he squeezed her hand and then got to his feet to move off around the corner. She looked back to Lysandra and saw the young Lycavorian female preparing some medical injections. “He is… he is very serious.” Deia said.


Lysandra nodded. “We have not… we have not lost this many members of our team since the Evolli War.” She stated.


“Where?” Deia asked.


Lysandra looked at her. “Alba Tau.” She answered. “It is where he took command. Our entire company was wiped out except for eighteen of us. Jomann took command then and led us back to our main unit.”


“Alba Tau.” Deia said softly shaking her head slowly. “You… you followed him to the Durcunusaan?”


Lysandra nodded. “Those of us that were left yes. We got replacements and continued the war but we never allowed anyone close to us afterwards. When he got promoted to senior Lieutenant and was asked to become a Durcunusaan officer we all requested transfers to the Durcunusaan. He went to his schools… we got our additional training and then they put us back together when he completed his training.”


“That… that foul nubous planet is responsible for so much agony and grief.” Deia said softly.


Lysandra nodded her head. “It is also responsible for making many of us who we are today Prime Minister; Jomann among them. And Prince Androcles.”


Deia thought of her great nephew Androcles and she nodded. “Yes… yes it is.” She looked at Lysandra. “You know Andro?”

Lysandra nodded her head. “We conducted our last two missions of the war under his direct command. He is ultimately the one who convinced Jomann to accept the Durcunusaan offer.”

“It is odd though that they put you all back together here. That is not normally done is it?” She asked.


Lysandra shook her head but shrugged her shoulders. “Perhaps not… but as Jomann says… fate brought us together and destiny is now writing our path. We only have to deal with the curve balls it throws at us.”


Deia smiled at her now. “Ah… it is so very good to see that faith is still so strong in the younger generations.”


Lysandra smiled as well. “You may be surprised Prime Minister at the role faith plays in many of us. Our faith is what pulled us through Alba Tau ma’am. Our faith in Jomann, each other and the future. That is what Jomann says.”


“Now he sounds like Androcles and his father.” Deia said.


Lysandra’s eyes twinkled. “He would be honored that you are comparing him to Prince Androcles.” She said.

“Is he… is he incredibly stubborn… ridiculously laconic and completely able to infuriate you with his common sense?” Deia asked.

“That is Jomann.” Lysandra said quickly with a grin.

“Then he and Andro would get along famously I’m quite sure.” Deia said.

Lysandra held up the hypo. “I’m going to give you several medicines ma’am.” She said. “One will fight the infection that is bound to come out because of the projectile still in your body. Hopefully I have got it before it becomes too strong. The second is a blood multiplier that will increase your red blood count and keep it at a high level. It will also help to make your blood a little thicker so that…”


“So that I don’t bleed out.” Deia said. “I… I have been injured before Lysandra.”


Lysandra smiled. “The third is a very mild pain killer. Jomann is right… you need to stay awake as much as possible so that shock does not have time to set in.”


“The pain will help to keep me awake.” Deia said nodding her head.


“I’m… I’m sorry.” Lysandra told her.


“Don’t be.” Deia told her.


“The last one is to keep your heart rate even.” She spoke as she lowered the hypo to her neck and injected it quickly. “When our healing system works overtime it stresses our hearts and makes them work harder. We need to keep your heart rate even.”


Deia blinked several times after the injection and then looked at her. “Who yelled?” She asked.


Lysandra looked at her. “Excuse me?”


“It’s not my time yet. Wake up. It’s not my time yet.” Deia said softly. “I heard someone yelling that just before I woke. Was it Jomann?”


“No one yelled Prime Minister.” Lysandra told her. “Jomann was dozing and I was trying to clear the ground around you.”


“I heard someone yell.” Deia said.


Lysandra shook her head. “It wasn’t any of us.” She answered.


“Oh.” Deia said softly. “That… that is odd.”


“I’m going to get you some water from the dispenser … I’ll be right back.” Lysandra spoke.


“I prefer tea.” Deia said softly. “If I am to die… then I will do it on my terms and not someone else’s.”


Lysandra nodded as she got to her feet. “I’ll be right back.”

EARTH

SPARTA


“…are seeing behind me is the pile of debris three stories high that once was the Spartan Senate Building. We are standing across the street from the main entrance to the King Yelu Memorial Hospital looking westward.” Me’alla spoke as she looked at the video drone to her front while Hr'man adjusted the controls from his portable console. She had not changed her clothes after her dash through the Western District of Sparta and unknown to her, many of those watching had switched their Netnews channels to her coverage. She was not speculating about what was happening, she was reporting from her heart and it was coming out in her appearance and how she looked. The Director of Channel 65 had made no move to order her to make herself presentable because she was making an impact as she reported, and making an impact on him as the Director. He had seen many Netnews reporters come and go and not make a large difference, but somehow he knew this female elf was going to make a very large difference.


“The Durcunusaan have shut down an area of five blocks around the Senate Building even as emergency crews from across Earth are rushing in. Sparta as a city is completed isolated right now… with not only regular Spartan units manning the numerous Lifter entrances, but retired civilian forces patrolling the lesser used streets and maintaining static positions along the millennia’s old wall that will not allow entry or exit.” She waved her hand to the background behind her. “As you can see for yourself, there are what appears to be hundreds of dragons circling Sparta even now and we have personally seen several land near the sight of the building in an apparent effort to begin moving debris with their TK abilities. I can confirm that there are Emergency Infrastructure Crews from Athens entering Sparta now to begin working with Sparta’s EIC office in removing debris and saving as many lives as possible. This is an event that has not happened in over three thousand years as there is a very large competition between the two cities in regards to the importance of Earth history. It only goes to show how much the Lycavorian Union has grown in recent years, and how much the people of Earth have come together.”


The male voice broke in from somewhere and those watching heard the question. “Is it… are you able to confirm if what we have been hearing is true Me'alla? Were Prime Minister Deia and Queen For'mya present in the Senate Building when it was brought down?”


Me'alla nodded her head slowly. “I was able to speak with a Senator’s aide that was one of the first to exit the building before it came down. He did confirm that a Durcunusaan detail under the command of a Captain Jomann entered the building in an effort to evacuate the Prime Minister and Queen. No one has heard from them since the collapse and considering that many of the Durcunusaan present are from the Hippies Selda, we can only assumed that they too were inside.”


“Is there any word on the number of those who may have been inside the building?” The man asked.


“As you know Robert, during the six month exodus to Earth for the Royal family, many of the Senators move their offices from Apo Prime to here. Those who are senior members or members of the several committees. On any given day there could be upwards of ten thousand men and women inside the building. We can only hope that given the relative early hour of the day that many were not inside.” Me'alla answered.


“Is there anything coming out from the Royal family’s spokesmen?” Robert asked and it sounded as if his voice was tense and growing anxious.


Me'alla shook her head. “At this time no.”


“What about the reports we’ve obtained about other attacks across Sparta apart from the assassination of the King and the attack there on the Senate Building?” The man asked her now clearly exasperated. “Can you confirm any of that information?”

“We can confirm that Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Star Colonel Isra are here in King Yelu Memorial hospital at this time. They arrived with Queen Aricia who was immediately transferred to emergency surgery.” Me'alla answered quickly. “This was a coordinated strike against specific targets, and it appears as if the Royal family and those closest to them were the main focus of the attacks. The Kavalian embassy has been surrounded by a full Mora of Lycavorian Spartans, but I do know that no move has been made against the embassy itself.”


“Is that because of some political decision made by someone or simply because there does not seem to be anyone who is in command at this time?” Robert asked. “Do we know where the King’s children are? Have they been targeted as well?”


Me'alla shook her head. “It is my understanding that most of… most of King Leonidas’s older children left Earth shortly after the High Coven terrorist attacks.” She answered quickly. “The Durcunusaan undoubtedly have secured the younger children and spirited them off to unknown locations for their own safety. Admiral Riall and General Vengal are present in the area and it is been rumored that the Feravomir arrived a short time ago on Dragon Elder Mother Arzoal. There has been no word of the older children or their location and whether or not these attacks have happened wherever they may be.”


“But to your knowledge no one has been speaking of Crown Prince Androcles or his stepping forward to assume power with the death of the King? Is he being considered or will he be passed over for Prince Resumar who is known to be more moderate in temperament and such?” Robert asked.
“No… if that is happening… we have heard nothing in regards to it. However, I doubt sincerely the Durcunusaan would allow that information to get out until it is already done, and I do not believe the Crown Prince will be passed over. It is well known that the King has been grooming him for the last few years in political matters, and while Prince Androcles is the hardest to obtain information on, at least for the Netnews, he is by no means inaccessible as our very own Thomas Roan and Dilaen have discovered. ” Me'alla said.

“Me'alla is there any truth to the rumors that father and son had a falling out and that is why he left Earth after the Coven attacks?” Robert asked.


Me'alla looked at her video drone and though she could not see the face of the human reporter asking the questions, he could certainly see hers. Her eyes narrowed and the corner of her mouth twisted up in an angry snarl.


“I have not heard these rumors…” She snapped. “But I sincerely doubt there is any truth to them.”


“But we don’t know for sure?” Robert asked once more. “These actions could be a prelude to an all out attack couldn’t they? Where is Prince Androcles? Shouldn’t he be here to assume power in such a vacuum? And if he is not on Earth… why not?”


“No we don’t know for sure!” Me'alla snapped. “And we should not speculate about something like that!”


There was a pause on the other end that caused Me'alla to look to the side at where Hr'man was sitting and those watching didn’t see the shrug he gave her as he monitored his console. The new voice to come on was female.


“Me'alla… it is Lindsey Warren now. Bob had to cut to another channel. Are you aware if contact has been made with any of the Queens who are off world? We know for certain now from our sources on Hadaria that Queen Anja has left Hadaria after being overthrown by hostile members of her own government who were supposedly supported by the KFI. Could there be any connection between that overthrow and these attacks there in Sparta?”


Me'alla shook her head. “If there is… no one is saying.” She replied. “The few Senators and government officials that I have seen and tried to question either dismissed me completely or were very vague in their answers. To be honest I don’t believe they were even aware of what has happened on Hadaria.” She replied quickly. “The Durcunusaan is not allowing them access into the areas they have cordoned off to investigate about family or friends that may have been in the building and they were understandably upset.”


“Have you heard about any sort of news conference yet?” The woman asked.


Me'alla nodded quickly. “We were able to speak with Lieutenant Governor Tarifa’s senior aide before leaving King Yelu Hospital behind us. He did say he was authorized to tell us a full briefing will be held within the next three hours at the hospital. It appears as if that has become somewhat of an unofficial command post since these events began. We don’t know who will be giving it but I’m hoping they’ll be able to tell us more than what we now know. It will allow them to get a better handle on the events that have happened. We were heading back inside when Robert broke in.”


 “It has been nearly six hours since… since the assassination of King Leonidas Me'alla. We’re getting reports coming in now that several sections of Sparta and even Gytheio have been locked down.” Lindsey spoke. “Can you tell us anything about that?”

Me'alla shook her head. “Well… we know most of the King’s older children and Lady Gorgo had homes in Gytheio but aside from that the Durcunusaan just are not talking. There is a sense of anger filtering through them that is almost flagrant in nature and Hr'man and I both have been witness to it.” She said. “Getting them to answer questions will most likely be a losing battle.”


“Do you know anything about the four Kavalians that we saw in your footage earlier?” Lindsey asked. “The three men and woman? We know of course that Jalersi’Puat was the emissary from the KFI’s leader Prefect Keleru. Press releases handed out when they first arrived stated that the younger man was her oldest son with Marshall Pusintin of the KFI. Another was a co-ambassador to the embassy. They came here to be part of trade talks. The third Kavalian male is unknown to us. They did not appear to be taking part in this attack and in fact we have some clear footage of them protecting Queen Aricia while she was being treated in the field.”


Me'alla nodded. “Yes. I do not know who the larger Kavalian male was but I did see all of them at the hospital. The co-ambassador’s name is Jiss and he was standing in the trauma room being treated while two Hadarians were treating a female Durcunusaan troop who was seriously injured. I personally witnessed him refusing to leave the room.” She answered calmly. “Jalersi’Puat and this other Kavalian male were sitting in a waiting room with Durcunusaan Lieutenant Ardis who is the daughter of Star Colonel Isra of Mjolnir’s Hand and Lieutenant Governor Tarifa, and another young man. All of them still had weapons with them, so I can only assume that they are in no way involved in these attacks and in fact, as you stated Lindsey, they fought against the Kavalian assassins.”


“Given what has happen Me'alla, it is understandable that the Royal family is in disarray and will not respond to any inquiries, but can you tell us if any member of the Royal family besides Queen Aricia is still in Sparta that you know of?” Lindsey asked.


Me'alla shook her head. “As we are all aware, King Leonidas was very family oriented and the extended Leonidas family is rather small with perhaps a dozen men and women who could actually come and go from the Royal Estate Villa at will. However at this moment, the only two individuals who are considered actual family members are General/Colonel Simpson and the Lieutenant Governor, who the King has always considered his closest brother and sister. General Simpson has sequestered himself away at an undisclosed site with the bodies of King Leonidas and Torma and Lieutenant Governor Tarifa is not taking questions at this time. Even getting close to her now would be next to impossible for she is bonded to a dragon as well and between the Durcunusaan and the dragons that are circling Sparta… well one can reflect on that prospect themselves.”


“So really… we do not know who is in charge.” Lindsey asked. Her voice was even with no emotion in it.


Me'alla nodded slowly. “At the moment Lindsey… at the moment I would say that is probably an accurate statement.”


“…is in critical condition Feravomir.” Marci spoke from the transmission. Helen stood with Riall and Vengal in the hastily set up command center on the third floor of the hospital. Her image was clear but all of them could see the worry on her face and the anger. “They knew who he was and where he lived. They must have been after information. They… they tortured him horribly.”


“How… how bad is he?” Helen asked softly.


“They… they shattered both his legs and left arm.” Marci answered as her lips quivered. “He has multiple deep lacerations across his entire upper body and severe internal injuries. They… they tore his left eye from his head Feravomir!” Marci finished with a growl of fury. “Two of Queen Anja’s doctors are working on him now. They don’t know if he… they don’t know if he will live. It appears the Kavalians have had him for several hours at least.”


“Armetus’s home is not well known.” Vengal spoke stepping closer to Helen. “No one knows who he is. How did they get this information?”


Marci shook her head. “I don’t know.” She hissed. “But I will find out! And I will feed their entrails to the vithin tonashss orbben of Uzu Ozeib 7 when I find them!” (Fucking Rock Spiders)


“Marci I need you to initiate a comprehensive review of all…” Riall began to order her but he stopped when Marci shook her head.


“No Admiral.” She stated plainly. “I have already received my orders. I am taking command of the Krypteria until such time as Armetus returns… if he lives… or I am replaced. I follow the orders of only one man now.”


Helen looked at her. “Who gave you these orders Marci?” She asked.


Marci met her eyes. “Androcles.” She answered. “I am to report to him and only him until further notice.”


“You have spoken to him?” Helen asked.


Marci nodded. “Just before he went to the surface of Iraruzu and then shortly after he discovered his father had been killed.” She answered.


“Iraruzu?” Helen asked. “Why… why would he go there?”


“It is a long story Feravomir.” Marci said gently. “Here on Earth is not the only place the Kavalians have struck. We lost communications with over a dozen of our Drow outposts. Andro’s… one of the Drow assigned to Iraruzu is to be Andro’s mate and… he must have felt something was wrong for he went there instead of to Kranek.” Marci saw Helen’s eyes grow a little wider at this news. “Walter’s ship was shot down there as well. Kavalians had attacked and destroyed the outpost and somehow he got a message to Andro.”


“Dymas?” Helen gasped. 


Marci nodded. “I do not know all the details just now but Andro gave me my orders when he first discovered the King had been killed. He is on the HARBINGER and he is heading here to Earth now.”


Riall nodded. “The Captain of the HARBINGER contacted me directly. They should be here very shortly in fact.”


“Marci… Marci what were Andro’s orders to you?” Helen asked softly.


“Do you really wish to know Feravomir?” Marci asked her with a resolute and calm voice. “For you would not approve.”


They all turned when the door to the conference room opened and Tarifa walked in with Isra, Ardis and Karun. Jalersi and Pian entered right after and Helen turned back to the transmission. 


“Marci… we may be able to get you more information. Keep monitoring this channel and one of us will contact you as soon as we are able.” Helen said. “And continue with whatever orders Andro gave you Marci, on that you have my blessing.”


“Helen?” Riall gasped as Marci’s image nodded and then faded from view. “Why give her your blessing? We do not know what orders Andro has given her. He could very well have ordered her to send assassination squads into Kavalian space! He could be plunging us into war!”


Helen looked at him. “And he would have my blessing in that as well Riall.” She stated calmly. “And probably every Spartan and Lycavorian under the age of a few thousand years. You know well the loyalty he commands. He is just like his father in that way.”


“That is what frightens me.” Riall said. “I do not fear war with the Kavalians! I welcome it after what they have done! We just need to be…”


“Cautious.” Pian’s voice carried from behind them.


Helen, Vengal and Riall turned to face the new group and Tarifa moved directly into Helen’s arms and hugged her tightly. Tarifa had held back the tears until this very moment and now she let them loose as she sobbed into Helen’s chest.


“I… I can’t believe he is gone.” Tarifa wailed.


Helen held her tightly knowing full well the relationship Martin and Tarifa had. If two people not of them same blood could be closer than Martin was to Tarifa and Daniel Simpson she had not yet met them in person. “He… he is never gone.” Helen rasped out the words even as she felt the tears roll down her cheeks as well. “He is always with us.”


Pian wasted no time and stepped right up to Riall and Vengal. He held out the battered data pad in his hand as they looked at him. “This… this is why we are here.” He stated. “This is why he is dead! Why so many of your people are dead!”


They were looking at him as Vengal took the pad, his dark blond fur matted with dirt and grime and even blood as Jalersi stepped up to his side and pressed her lithe frame against his. Vengal glanced at the pad and his eyes grew wide at what he began to read.


“By all that we hold holy!” He gasped out loud causing Helen to turn slightly while still holding Tarifa and snatch the pad from his hand.


“I will… I will give you any intelligence you wish.” Pian stated. “I will help you in any way you ask of me. My command codes will have been changed by now no doubt, but ask me and I will tell you whatever it is you want to know! They are leading our people to ruin with their actions and I will have no part of it!”


“Vengal!” Helen gasped. “You must contact Dysea and Isabella! You must contact them now! I don’t care how!” Vengal was already moving without a response, his hand coming up to tap his jaw furiously. Helen looked at Pian as Vengal left the room. “He has done this for nothing!” She exclaimed. “There is… there is no way he could ever sit on the throne of the Union! None!”


“He does not believe as you do.” Jalersi stated now. “If he did he would never have started down this path. I did… I did not truly see what kind of man he was until… until I discovered who I was myself when I came here to this city.”


Tarifa stepped back from Helen and looked at her as she reached out and took Jalersi’s hand. “They have… they have proven where their hearts and minds are by standing with us Helen.” Tarifa said.


Isra stepped forward. “And they did so without question or doubt.”


“Karun… he… he has taken Ardis as his wife and mate Helen.” Tarifa said watching her eyes go to where they stood. “Martin… he saw this and he embraced Karun into our family. He saw what was in…”


“Show me!” Helen barked raising her hand to where Karun stood.


Karun looked at Ardis with questions in his eyes and she nodded her head to him. “Open your mind to her Karun. Just as I have shown you. Let her see within Mindvoice what you and Uncle Martin spoke of and shared.”


Karun stepped forward then without hesitation and Helen placed her hand on his cheek, her palm warm against his skin. She closed her eyes and reached out within Mindvoice to catch that small sliver of an imprint she knew Martin would have left on Karun if what they said was true. Her face softened slightly when she saw Martin embrace this young man, and it took on an even calmer expression when she saw and heard what Karun had said to him. As Helen drew her hand away slowly she looked into Karun’s dark blue eyes and saw his father when he was just a boy. As she looked deeper she saw the heart of a Spartan burning within his chest. A heart that had just realized who and what he was and a heart and mind that would forever cherish that one single embrace from an Uncle he would now never get the chance to know. 

Helen smiled sadly then and nodded her head at him. “Your… your father has torn apart more lives than you can imagine this day young Karun Leonidas.” She said softly.

Karun took a deep breath. “And I will stand with my family… my true family… and we will take our retribution upon him.”

Helen drew back her hand and squeezed Tarifa tightly. “Retribution?” She said in almost a whisper. “Oh… there will be far more retribution extracted from your father than even I can fathom for what he has done Karun. That I can promise you.”

Karun looked at his mother and Pian puzzled and then turned back to Helen. “What do you mean Feravomir?” He asked.

Helen’s eyes closed once more as she felt it growing stronger within Mindvoice. The tremors were staggering in their power and depth and for a moment it reminded her of that moment in the bunker at SODRAG when she had felt the same thing from Martin. Helen had sworn her life to Martin Leonidas from the moment he had returned to Earth. As she should have served his father as his Oracle, Helen had filled that role freely when Martin had come home. Her bonding with Arzoal had been somewhat of a surprise to both of them, but given who they both were it made sense. She had guided Martin to the best of her ability and like his father he had been taken from her far too soon. She had seen the inside of Martin Leonidas for he shared things with her that no one else knew with the exception of the five woman who ruled his heart and soul. Feeling Androcles now, Helen could also feel the power of Sadi and Carisia, and the growing power of this Ne'Veha and now the fourth woman who would share their lives. No… he did not want to be his father, but Androcles Leonidas was more like him than he would ever openly admit. She opened her eyes once more and looked at Karun.

“As he has always done… your father has failed in his task.” Helen told them as she looked at the ceiling above them. “He would have been forgiven you know.” She said as they all looked at her surprised. “Even after that day his brother would have forgiven him. All he had to do was return home and he would have been forgiven. Martin loved his brother… no matter his crimes he loved his brother. It would have taken time… but forgiveness would have come to Pleistarchus.” Helen shook her head. “Now he should abandon all hope. He sought to destroy his father’s family and instead he has awakened the wrath of the one individual who will show him no mercy or pity or love or forgiveness.” 

The door to the conference room opened once more and Riall’s senior aide burst in. “Admiral… Admiral… the Crown Prince has just landed at the Durcunusaan airfield! Netnews Channel 65 had a crew there and it’s possible they are showing his arrival!”

“Damn!” Riall swore turning to the two large monitors that were set up in the conference room. He pulled up the channel and stopped when he saw a clear image of the Senate Office Building and its remains. “Nothing yet but get over there and shut them down! Contact Fache or Thoti and get to the airfield! Keep him out of the sky!”

“Send them Riall… but I’ve already told him to not fly here.” Helen spoke looking at him. “He understands.”

Riall nodded. “Get Fache or Thoti there like yesterday! I want Androcles and his mates covered like blankets!”

Helen shook her head slowly as she turned back to look at Karun. “Your father has left Androcles Leonidas alive… and he has come home now. Your father has succeeded in killing the one man who could have controlled the storm that will now sweep across the stars and shatter millions in its quest for your father’s blood. Woe unto those who stand in his way now young Karun.” She said. “For there will be no salvation from his justice.”

Karun stood a little taller as Helen spoke and he gripped Ardis’s hand tighter in his. “Then I will stand beside my cousin and I will help him met out this justice!” He spoke firmly. “That is my path now!”

“We shall see.” Helen said softly. “We shall see.”

DURCUNUSAAN AIRFIELD

The STRIKER DT landed with a feather’s touch and the moment the landing struts touched the ground the massed rows of Durcunusaan troops rushed forward to surround the ship even as the ramp instantly began to come down. Nothing was taken for granted as heavy weapons were deployed all along the airfield; two LU94 Main Hover Tanks were stationed on either side of the landing grid while an LU V24 Mobile Command Center was deployed only a hundred meters away. Nearly three hundred Durcunusaan Troops swarmed around the large ninety meter long STRIKER DT as five figures began to walk slowly down the ramp.


The Netnews crew on the edge of the airfield had been allowed to linger because the area around the base had remained relatively quiet and they were not getting underfoot. While they were set up alongside the civilian terminal of the airfield, they were unaware of the many secrets that were hidden beneath their booted feet. The moment the call came that the Crown Prince was enroute the Netnews crew was forgotten. It just so happened that this Netnews crew was also from Channel 65, the same organization that Me'alla and Hr'man worked for. The human director of Channel 65 was an experienced field reporter who had followed the King in his youth. He felt he knew the Leonidas family very well though he had only met them once. He was also very aware that only his channel had access inside the tight circle around Androcles Leonidas. When Thomas Roan and Dilaen had been chosen to remain with the young Prince they immediately contacted him to ask for employment. After the many leaks from their former Netnews employers, they would not make the same mistakes. He had welcomed them with open arms for he knew as they did, wherever the Prince went, action usually followed. 


This Netnews crew had three video drones set up around the terminal to try and catch angles from all sides. They immediately came to life when the STRIKER DT roared in over the top of the terminal and began to settle to the tarmac some five hundred meters away. Powerful zoom lenses brought the picture up close to where the reporter and his three member support team had set up their equipment.


“…get an ID on the ship?” The reporter asked as the ship settled in to land. He was a third generation vampire who had been born on Earth after his parents settled here within months of Earth becoming a member of the Union. They had come from Apo Prime with hundreds of other vampires in a bid to show the men and women of Earth that all vampires were not like the High Coven. Upon arriving they discover that many on Earth already knew that and they happily began to build a life here.


“We’re running it through the system.” The elven technician team leader answered quickly. 


“I thought all ships were grounded!” The human technician hissed.


The reporter, Bryce Vossen, nodded his head. “They are… which means whoever is on that ship is someone important!”


“Shit!” The human exclaimed loudly. “It’s the Crown Prince!”


“What?” Bryce nearly shouted.


“It’s Prince Androcles’s ship! The numbers match Bryce!”


It was a snap decision by Bryce Vossen, but it was a decision that was made because of his loyalty and love of his planet. He didn’t know it now, but it was this decision among others that would see Union Netnews Channel 65 leapfrog nearly a dozen other Netnews channels and become the premier source of news for not only the Royal Family, but billions of Union citizens.


“Shut it down!” Bryce snapped. “Shut the drones down now!”


“What?” The elf man gasped as he watched the monitor in front of him and saw the tall figure of Androcles Leonidas with two women on either arm walk down the ramp of the STRIKER DT. Three dragons followed along behind him. He recognized the Crown Princess easily with her stunning golden blond hair and Carisia Moran with her short but incredibly sensual stature. He could only assume the elf female that held the Crown Princess’s hand was Commander Ne'Veha but he had no idea who the tall Drow elf female was that walked beside Androcles on his left holding tightly to his hand while Carisia clung to hers. “Why? Bryce this is the Crown Prince!”


“Think about it Nal’liot!” Bryce snapped. “The Kavalians have killed the King! Queen Aricia may be dead as well! They have gone after the Royal family! If we broadcast that he has returned it could trigger more attacks! They may have people still here and they’ll come after him!”


The man’s eyes grew wider as realization hit him. “Fuck! I didn’t think of that!”


“Record it!” Bryce said. “Record it and send it to the military only! All channels! Route it to Durcunusaan headquarters! They will want it! I will call the Director and let him know what we are doing!”

EDEN CITY COMMAND CENTER


“…Don’t care!” Lynwe snapped angrily at the Dragoon officer. “You tell the Rodnali Ambassador that he can sit his reptilian et'zarreth on the spaceport bench and shu wun ukt rahi for all I care! We have far more important things to worry about then him and his personal problems!” (Ass)(Shit in his hands)


The Dragoon officer couldn’t help but smile at General Lynwe’s less than diplomatic answer. “As your order General!” He barked with a grin.


Lynwe turned back to her senior Drow aide. “Get me a list of all those with access to the Command Center and make sure the Dragoons and Spartans guarding the entrance have it! No one that does not have the authorization is to be anywhere near this building!” She barked. 


“Understood General.” The aide said.


“Find me the Spartan Officer who is leading the EDT Team.” Lynwe continued. “I want to know instantly if he finds anything that looks even remotely suspicious. Have…”


“General…” One of the human technicians turned quickly from his chair and looked at her “We’re getting a civilian feed on an authorized military channel! It’s being beamed from Durcunusaan HQ in Sparta!”


Lynwe shook her head dismissively. “I have no interest in civilian feeds!” She barked. “If the Durcunusaan needs me then they can contact me directly on a secure channel! They know what is…”


“General… you are going to want to see this.” The Tech spoke adjusting his controls and pointing to one of the large monitors.


Lynwe was about to protest when her amber eyes fell on the screen. Those same amber colored eyes grew enormous when she saw the footage. “L'Ilythiiri phraktos dumo ussta solen nindel Usstan tlun naut kyorlin tajon!” She gasped. (The Drow gods bless me that I am not seeing visions.)


There was no mistaking what she saw however and to say it filled her with wonder and amazement would have been an understatement. The image on the screen was undeniable to anyone.


“Aihola!” Lynwe almost screamed. “Get me Aihola! Transfer this feed to her bunker! Now! Do it now!”


The COM tech had already predicted this and one press of his console was all it took for Aihola’s tense face to come up on another monitor. “Lynwe… what is going on?” Aihola snapped. “I have been trying to contact Tarifa and…” They watched Aihola turn as an aide moved into the scene briefly and her amber eyes watched. Within seconds they were just as wide as Lynwe’s eyes.


“Gi ussta yah!” Aihola muttered out loud. “Lynwe! Lynwe where is this? Tell e this is happening on Earth!” (Oh my god)


“A Durcunusaan feed from the airfield in Sparta!” Lynwe answered. “A civilian feed that is being cross decked exclusively to the Durcunusaan! Aihola… Aihola the Yara Parma speaks of…”


“Is that Daba and the Holy One behind them?” Aihola demanded.


“Yes! You know it is! You are watching what I am!” Lynwe exclaimed. “Androcles has returned and…” Lynwe looked at the monitor once more and saw them standing there. Sadi was on his right holding his hand as well as the young elf female they knew as Ne'Veha. Lu'ria was on his left holding his hand tightly, even while clinging to the shorter Carisia. All of them wore the standard form fitting Mark IV ArmorPly. He clung to their hands tightly and they to him without question; he was whispering to both of them it seemed even as they cleared the ramp of the STRIKER DT and Walter and Daba came more into the picture. Lynwe already knew what Sadi and the others looked like and her gaze stayed on Lu'ria. Her long white hair shimmered in health and beauty, wrapped in velvet colored Drow silk of her family and pulled over one shoulder. They watched as he first nuzzled Sadi’s cheek and ear and they saw her eyes close in delight. Then he turned to Lu'ria and did the same. His nose and lips caressed her four inch high elven ear and they could easily see the expression on her face, her amber eyes closing in bliss in a manner that was far more than normal. Elven ears were an erogenous zone yes, but nothing like what they were seeing, and Lu'ria’s reaction to his simple caress could only mean one thing.


“She is wolf!” Aihola gasped as she came to her feet. “Andro has… he has taken Lu'ria as his wife and mate! He has changed her!”


“Aihola are you sure?” Lynwe asked.


“That reaction to such a simple caress is how I know Lynwe!” Aihola said. “Only a female wolf reacts in such a manner! And only to her mate!”


“Aihola… the Yara Parma…” Lynwe began to say.


“I know well what it says Lynwe my friend!” Aihola spoke passionately. “Dispatch a full Drow Security Detachment to Sparta immediately Lynwe! The most experienced and well trained that we have! I will authorize their flight!”


Lynwe looked at her. “The only one not deployed is the one you trained yourself with Tareif, Martin and Vengal!” Lynwe said. “They were meant for…”


“I don’t care what they were meant for!” Aihola snapped. “Their mission just changed! The future of our people… the future of the Drow just landed on Earth and I intend to make sure the Durcunusaan and Androcles have the additional means to protect that future! Get them airborne within the next fifteen minutes Lynwe my friend! I will let Charles and Selene know and I will contact Panos myself! Quickly my friend… Andro takes after his father in his respect and knowledge of our ways… he will be looking for them quickly to augment Lu'ria’s normal Durcunusaan security!”


“I will have them airborne in ten minutes!” Lynwe announced as she looked at her dear friend. “Aihola you are still…”


Aihola smiled brilliantly. “You need not worry for my feelings Lynwe. Through all the horror that is now happening a single star shines through. A star I will be very proud to one day relinquish my title as Queen to. But not just yet!”

SPARTA

KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL



No one dared speak.


No one dared moved as he walked down the hospital corridor. He walked in front of the four women in his life now, Sadi and Ne'Veha holding hands directly behind him, while Lu'ria and Carisia were just behind them. That the female Drow was now wolf was not something that went unnoticed either. The Prince’s scent was all over her and it was easy enough for the wolves in the corridors to detect that she had been changed very recently. Andro was focused entirely on one scent, one among the thousands that were present and mixed in with the myriad of hospital scents. He hated hospitals… he had hated them ever since recovering in one after Alba Tau, and he had no intention of allowing his mother to remain here one second longer than necessary. The Durcunusaan had sealed this floor and the floor above and below it for security purposes. As his mother’s scent drew him around the corner he came face to face with Helen and he stopped in front of her, towering over her petite form. There were few who could bring the Crown Prince of the Union up short, and the Feravomir of the Lycavorian people was such a person.


“My mother?” Andro asked softly.


Helen nodded her head and reached up to place her palm flat on his cheek. “She has just finished surgery Andro and she’s sleeping now. She’s weak… but she will recover fully.” Helen answered. “Androcles you…”

Andro lifted his hand and placed it over the top of hers on his cheek. “I will be diligent and wise Feravomir. I will not do anything ruled by my emotions only. You and my father taught me too well for that. And there is far more going on than you know.”


“What do you mean?” Helen asked.


“The Kavalians have struck on Kranek as well as in The Wilds.” Andro told her. “They… they have taken…”


Helen’s eyes grew wider. “Taken what?” She demanded.


“They have taken my mother from Kranek.” He stated. “A battle was fought and they lost… but I don’t believe they were there to destroy Cha’talla’s settlement. They knew we were there… or at least they knew mother and Normya were there. I believe their purpose was to take her no matter what.”

“For what?” Helen gasped.

Andro shook his head. “I don’t know… but I intend to find out. Denali and Cha'talla are going after her and…”

“Do you trust him Androcles?” Helen asked.

Andro nodded his head without hesitation. “He is not the man that all of you remember Feravomir. He is very different. And he has bonded with Vollenth.”
Helen’s eyes grew wide in shock. “Vollenth!” She gasped. “Then he is…”

“Where is my father’s body Feravomir?” Andro interrupted her.

Helen blinked several times. “The… the clinic near the Royal Villa. Torma… Torma as well. Your… your Uncle Daniel has refused to leave him. Isheeni cannot bring herself to go to…”

“My mother For'mya… Aunt Deia?” Andro asked.

Helen shook her head. “I fear the worst Androcles. I can only feel Deia and even that is very faint. I cannot sense your mother at all. You are…” 

Andro shook his head slowly. “Like you I can no longer sense the tremors of her within Mindvoice. I will not lose hope Feravomir! The walls of the emergency bunker were built with similar material as in Dragon Mountain. If she is unconscious and unable to focus, this could be why we do not sense her.”

Helen gripped his arms tightly now and nodded her head. “Your grandmothers and your younger siblings are safe in the Sanctuary. Gorgo is beside herself with grief and Dasha is just holding it together.”

“Do my brothers and sisters know?” Andro asked.

Helen shook her head. “They know something bad has happened but they are not yet strong enough within Mindvoice to detect that…” Helen couldn’t help the tears now and she lowered her forehead to Andro’s chest. “I have… I have failed another Leonidas.” She gasped. “It is… it is the curse of my life! I…”

Andro pulled her back and held her arms now. He stared at her and shook his head. “You have never failed my father!” He hissed. “And you will not think that! You will never think that!”

Helen lifted her hands once more and took his face in her hands as tears clouded her eyes. “Androcles… your mother… she will…”

Andro nodded slowly. “I know.” He said softly. “She will follow father into death very soon because they are Anomes. She… she could not live without him anyway. Her heart would be broken and she would be a shadow of herself with him gone.”

Helen squeezed his arms once more. “Enough.” She said. “Go to her… sit with her for a time. I will have Riall prepare a full briefing for you in the next hour.”

Andro shook his head. “I… Elynth and I will go to see our fathers first. We must… we must see to their remains as Talon Guardians.” He stated softly. “KertaGai… they will sit with her until I return.”

Sadi stepped closer now and gripped Helen’s arm. “We are here Feravomir.” She said gently. “All of us are here.”

Helen smiled as Carisia came around to her opposite side and did the same as Sadi, drawing close to her to give her strength and support. Helen looked at Andro as he took a few steps back.

“I will return in a few hours Feravomir.” He said. “Then… then we will move forward. I want to know instantly if they break through to Aunt Deia or if we hear from Denali. I told them Tnobbaf.”

Helen met his eyes and took a deep breath. She nodded. “Tnobbaf.” She said softly. “I understand.”

Andro turned quickly and began to move back down the corridor. Three Durcunusaan troops began to turn and go with them but Helen’s voice stopped them. “No!” She barked. “He and Elynth must do this alone!”

“Feravomir… General Vengal said we are to insure no one gets close to…” The man began to speak.

“Nothing living or dead will ever get close to Androcles or Elynth without them knowing about it now.” Helen told him. She looked at Sadi. “He is…”

Sadi nodded with a gentle smile. “Ever since we discovered our SirsanGai and Ilythiiri tessai.” She said holding out her hand to Ne'Veha while Carisia pulled Lu’ria close to them.
Helen looked at Ne'Veha and Lu'ria, feeling the growing Mindvoice power within them easily, and also noticing that Lu'ria was now very much wolf and radiating in her beauty and the newfound power that was swirling through her. Helen said nothing but knew she was looking at history in the making before her eyes. Lu'ria she knew, was a pureborn Drow, the daughter of parents who themselves were children of the original Drow that Walter had created so long ago. Looking at all of them Helen could only shake her head minutely. Like his father, Androcles Leonidas had chosen women who were not only powerful within Mindvoice, but women of near unmatched beauty and grace. She could detect his lavender and pines scent so very deeply embedded within the blood of three of them and no doubt Lu'ria would soon be like them as well. Looking at them as they gazed at her, Helen knew she saw the future, and no matter the pain and anguish that filled them now, that future held the promise of being so very bright.

Helen reached out and took their hands. “Come.” She said. “Aricia will need those who love her when she wakes. It will make it easier for her to endure what will happen.”

KRANEK

“Hello Gareld!”


His eyes fluttered open slowly when he heard the deep voice and they focused on the towering Immortal standing over the top of him. Gareld remembered Phy’iad’s officer striking him over the head and knocking him unconscious even as he was watching in horror as Phy’iad carved up his ship with a high intensity laser. The Immortal had hit him harder than he had ever been hit before, but looking up into the face on the Immortal before him, Gareld knew he had gone from a bad situation to a much worse one.


As his head and eyes cleared he shifted his eyes and looked around slowly. He could see dozens of Immortals all around him, most of them armed. He could see elves, vampires and Lycavorians standing all around and Gareld quickly deduced he was outside in a large courtyard area. There was still smoke rising into the sky in the background, and the smell of burned metal filled the air. He looked up quickly as the sounds of fighters filled the area and he watched as three Union TEMPEST fighters sped overhead heading north. His eyes lowered and grew wider as he saw the lithe figure of Esther Suira step up next to Cha'talla and press close to him, her hand spreading out over his abdomen. 


“Ah… Esther.” Gareld spoke now. “It is a pleasure to see you again. I see that you were telling me the truth when you said you consort with an Immortal. A pity really… you were delightfully tight and warm!”


Gareld’s head whipped to the side viciously as Fash’ka’s right hand came from the side faster than he could prepare. His face smashed into the side of the pole he was secured too and the blow carried enough power in it to break off his left fang which he involuntarily swallowed. Blood filled his mouth as the stars and bright lights behind his eyes burst forth and pain once more lit off his nerve endings. He didn’t see Esther move closer and kneel in front of him. As his head came back around he saw her he blinked several times. 


“I warned you that you played a dangerous game with the wrong people Gareld.” Esther spoke softly. “You and all of your friends that raped me could not even compare to the way my Blessed Husband makes me feel Gareld. You should hear me cry out in his arms in our bed… you may have actually learned something… but you are too stupid and too arrogant. Your answers to the questions we ask will determine how you die Gareld… but make no mistake… you will die this day.”


“Not even a chance at freedom huh Esther?” Gareld asked. “For old time sake?”


Esther chortled with a humorless smile. “You have killed over a thousand of our people and half that of Lycavorian and elf. What do you think?”


“They are not your people!” Gareld shouted. “You are a pureblood!” 


“The moment I tasted my husband’s blood I became one of them.” Esther spoke. “The first time I screamed his name in bliss I became one of them. And the moment our first born son married Normya Leonidas our tribe became members of their family and they of ours! In your greed and arrogance Gareld… you have no idea what you have taken part in or set in motion do you?”


“I will tell you nothing!” Gareld barked. 


Esther shook her head. “Oh… you will tell us everything we want to know Gareld. Only the manner in which it is extracted is in question. It is your choice. The men and women around you have already decided your ultimate fate.  I’m offering you a painless and peaceful death and an honorable burial. Something you have never done in all your life. I have used what influence I have among my people to keep you from being crucified and left out in the sun to die of Blood Fever.” Esther saw his eyes grow wider, but this time in fear. No vampire in their right mind wanted to die of the Blood Fever. 

“You see Gareld… your Kavalian friends have taken someone from us. She has become our most dearest and beloved friend over these last months and many in our tribe look at her and see higher powers at work in bringing us together. They see that her daughter marries our son and loves him with all that she is and they see our future in them. Her children you see standing around you side by side with us; they are wolves and they want your blood Gareld.” Esther tilted her head slightly, her long dark hair falling to one side. “As I said… it is up to you Gareld, but the alternative is, I give you to my Immortal husband…” She watched as his eyes went to Cha'talla standing behind her. “If that happens Gareld... if that happens you will realize that there are many levels to pain that you have no idea exist. And I will insure that he sees to it that you experience them all before he allows you to die Gareld.”

“Your threats don’t frighten me Esther.” Gareld snorted.

“No… I don’t imagine they do. You are too stupid to be frightened Gareld.” Esther told him. “However, they are not threats. They are facts.”

Gareld smiled then. “I don’t know why they wanted her! I know what they intend to do to her though!” He spat. “They are going to break her! She’s an elf and Phy’iad is going to break her to his will! He is going to fuck her in all of her holes! He is going to fuck her so many times that she will beg him to be her Immortal Master! She will do anything he wants… fuck any number of Immortals he tells her as many times as he demands… all so that she gets his load in her pussy, ass and mouth over and over again for the rest of her life!” 

Esther let fly with a crushing right cross that snapped Gareld’s head around savagely. “You lie!” Esther shouted. “Dysea is half wolf! She is wife and mate to Martin Leonidas! Phy’iad will never be able to do this! She would be immune to this!”

Gareld spit out blood from his smashed lips and looked back at her. “It’s no lie!” He growled back. “I only tell you what the Immortals around him have said! He has a female elf who he broke twenty years ago! She’s a doctor… a scientist! He got information from someone that his elf wench figured out. It has something to do with her DNA and the fact her parents were cloned! I don’t know all of it… only that she is not immune to the effect an Immortal has when he sprays his cum in her elven belly! She will be his for all time! She will suck or fuck his Immortal cock whenever he demands if she wishes to live! She will…”

The yowl of fury that came out was the most frightening sound many of them had ever heard in their lifetimes. 

“NO! NO! NO!”

It frightened Esther so badly she stumbled sideways, which actually cleared the way for the person who let loose with that bellow to step forward. Gareld had been sitting on the hard packed ground, his hands secured behind the pole he was sitting against. His eyes grew wide when Cha'talla’s six foot five frame leaned over and grasped his head in his large hands. With a feral snarl of unrestrained fury Cha'talla yanked Gareld to his feet. Gareld’s scream of pain as both his shoulders dislocated was drowned out by the sound of popping cartilage and bone and the sound of tearing flesh. The plastic hand restraints twisted and strained against the force before giving way to Cha'talla’s Mindvoice fueled strength and snapping Gareld’s wrist in four places and peeling off most of the skin of his right hand almost to the bone.

Cha'talla lifted Gareld into the air with the ease of one lifting a newborn baby so great was his anger. Charged by his newfound abilities within Mindvoice, he truly did not know his own strength as Gareld’s arms flopped useless at his sides and Cha'talla pulled him away from the pole and lifted him two feet into the air. Cha'talla’s eyes were now a burning cobalt blue as his vampire side came erupting outward and time stood still once more for all who witnessed what happened next. 

“You vile excuse for a vampire!” Cha'talla screamed as he brought Gareld’s body down in a body slam into the hard ground. “You twisted motherfucker! I will savage your friends for what you have done!” Cha'talla yanked him back up off the ground and smashed him into the unyielding pole he had once been secured too. The sound of his skull fracturing was like a gunshot in the now silent courtyard and when Cha'talla yanked his body back, blood and brain matter was staining the thick pole.

“Vollenth!” Cha'talla screamed.

A trumpet of equal anger and hate sounded instantly and hundreds of eyes saw the green and yellow scales of the huge dragon as his wings extended to their fullest with a resounding pop. Cha'talla lifted Gareld into the air with one hand clamped on his throat and he squeezed with all that he was. The gagging noise was horrible, but even worse was the popping and cracking of Gareld’s spin as his neck was broken in six different places by Cha'talla’s berserker strength. Cha'talla brought Gareld’s body smashing back to the ground and more popping and cracking was heard as more bones shattered. With a guttural scream of ferocity Cha'talla pulled his hand back tearing open Gareld’s throat with simplistic effort.

“NEVER!” Cha'talla howled into Gareld’s dying eyes.

Esther looked at her beloved husband with wide eyes. In all their years together she had never seen him so impossibly enraged. She took a hesitant step towards him… reaching out with her hand.

“Blessed… Blessed Husband?” She stammered. Esther gasped when he looked up at her and his cobalt colored eyes were brighter than she had ever seen.

“I will… I will not allow this!” He shouted. “NO! She accepted us! She accepted us as we are with no fear! No doubts!” Cha'talla looked up further and turned slightly to look at the hundreds of faces of Immortals and Elves and Lycavorians that gazed at him in shock. “Look at us! Look at us! Over two decades we have lived here! Two decades and we have changed who we are! We have changed and we have stayed the same! What we have worked for all these years is upon us! Acceptance! Forgiveness! It is ours! Dysea gave this to us! Normya gave this to us when she became the Blessed wife to my son! She looked beyond our appearance and saw what he was inside! Dysea looked beyond our appearance and saw what was inside us! What was inside my… inside my heart!” Cha'talla looked down at Gareld’s corpse and then heaved his limp body into the air and with inhuman strength he tossed the body nearly twenty meters to land against the side of a damaged building.

“She sat with me!” Cha'talla screamed. “She sat with me… a man who tried to kill her and all she loved all those years ago! She sat with me and listened as I poured out to her and my Blessed Wife about what I wanted for our future! For our people! She did not look upon me with scorn or doubt or ridicule! She did not look at me and fear me!” Cha'talla lifted his hand. “She took my hand… she took my hand and asked me to forgive her for bringing these Kavalian dogs here! She asked me to forgive her for bringing this upon our people! This woman who came here with no reason to trust me! To trust us! She believed… She believed even when I did not! Normya believed even when I did not!” Cha'talla cut his eyes to T'lolt who stood a short distance away. “My brother believed even when I did not!” Cha'talla lowered his head unable to continue. Esther stood weeping silently with her hands over her mouth and it was left to a green and yellow scaled dragon to take two huge steps forward and butt his newly Bonded Brother in the shoulder.
Finish it Brother. Vollenth spoke. Finish your words and then let us go and retrieve our Queen and dear friend.

Cha'talla looked up into those eyes and that massive head. He looked up and he smiled as he placed his hand on Vollenth’s snout.

“No more!” Cha'talla barked out as he turned back to face those gathered in the courtyard of the settlement. “No more will we remain here hidden to all! No more will I keep us from reaching for our future! Our future came to us the moment my son heard Normya’s voice on the COM!” 

Esther turned when she heard the murmurs of agreement and she saw dozens upon dozens of heads nodding at Cha'talla’s words.

“Our future began the moment Dysea Leonidas called me family! The moment her son Androcles told me we were now family! Dysea called me… she called me family! Her family!” Cha'talla screamed. “That makes all of us her family and every Leonidas that lives and breathes members of our family! Our tribe of Akruxian people!” Cha'talla moved away from Vollenth and looked at his people, his friends and family. “Who among you will stand with me? Who among you will with stand with me in the old ways of our people? The forgotten ways! They took her from us… from our tribe! Who will stand with me and move to get her back!”
The surge of bodies, Immortal/Akruxian, Lycavorian, elf, Limian, half a dozen races, they all pressed closer to Cha'talla shouting their support and anger. 

“We leave in six hours!” Cha'talla shouted. “I will not stop! I will not show mercy or hesitation! I will retrieve Dysea and return her to us! To her family. Any who stand in our way will suffer beneath our wrath!”

The roar of voices grew even louder and rose to a crescendo when first Denali and Lisisa stepped forward next to Cha'talla. Then came Arrarn and Narice and Toria, followed quickly by T’lolt and Fash'ka. Vollenth and Viera moved forward as gently as possible considering their size, their sons still bounding back and forth between their backs and the charged excitement of the air all around them.

“It starts this day!” Cha'talla screamed. “It starts this hour! Let the word go forth to any who can hear my voice! No more will the Akruxian people wallow beneath the boot heel of the High Coven. No longer will we tolerate the oppressive and cruel rule of the High Coven. No more will we live a life that is not of our making and of our choosing. A life that goes against the very soul of every one of our ancestors that came before us! I will no longer be known as an Immortal! I cast aside that name! I am an Akruxian!” Cha'talla pulled Esther into his arms and laid a blistering kiss on her lips which she reciprocated with every ounce of her being even as the hundreds that had gathered screamed out their approval. After a moment, with a tear filled Esther clinging to his powerful arm Cha'talla looked at his people.
“We are coming Dysea!” He screamed as he looked into the sky. “Your family… your tribe is coming for you! And we will sweep aside all who stand in our way!”

It would stand as the longest and most impassioned plea ever to leave Cha'talla’s lips and unknown to him it would reach across the stars and touch over a hundred planets and millions of Immortals scattered across the stars. It would reach them for two reasons. Those two reasons were standing in the back rows of the wildly chanting gathering of Akruxian and Lycavorian. A stunning elf female and handsome human male. It would reach across the stars for the simple reason that Thomas Roan had been directing the video drone for the last thirty minutes while Dilaen walked slowly among the encampment and provided commentary.

Thomas took his eyes off his controls and looked at Dilaen. “I guess this is what you meant by we would always be busy huh?” He asked her.

Dilaen looked at him with a smile. “We are witnessing history Thomas! It’s inspiring!” She answered.

“So inspiring that you will marry me?” Roan asked quickly.

Dilaen stepped up to him and pressed her lush elven frame against his firm and muscular human body. “It is about time you asked me that.” She exclaimed. “I did not think you would ever get around to it.”

Thomas Roan shrugged. “I needed to warm up to the moment.” He said with a grin.

Dilaen looked at him with dazzling blue eyes. “I do believe I like how Dilaen Roan sounds.” She said. 

“Is that a yes?” Thomas asked.

“Yes Thomas… it is most definitely a yes.”

