CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN

HADARIAN SYSTEM

JUMP GATES 13-16

1.4 LYS FROM HADARIA

It was not as dramatic as one would think, though no less deadly in its affects.


The subspace signaled arrived just as it was intended. And it triggered the self destruct on all four of the Jump Gates, again just as it was calculated too. Essentially, since all of the Jump Gates around Hadaria were newer and more efficiently designed, the signal reached all of them in a cascading order by virtue of where they were. The small explosive charge built into the Polarion Matrix Core frame activated upon receiving the signal. It was just enough explosive to cause a small rupture in the Polarion Matrix Core Chamber only three centimeters wide. Three centimeters may have well been three light years as the Polarion Core began to leak, flooding the entire Core Chamber with toxic and highly volatile gas. As the gas swirled around the chamber, the pressure built against the outer casing which was built to protect the core from the outside. The reaction took only seconds to reach critical status and then the Core Matrix Chamber blew outward. As the heavily armored pieces of the chamber were sent hurtling into the Jump Gate Power nodes, a series of catastrophic explosions followed in almost perfect order. The resulting main explosion was not large but enough to rupture the active end of the Jump Gate causing the Jump Corridor, essentially a man made worm hole, to close prematurely. As the worm hole closed prematurely and without precise control it caused the entire Gate to implode upon itself, instantly crushing steel and armor that could have withstood a sustained bombardment from a heavy cruiser for hours. As the imploding Gate reached terminal velocity inward, it suddenly reversed course and blew outward. The Polarion particles increased the explosive force of the wave outward to hyper velocity and anything within the half a million kilometer radius of the explosion was caught in the wave of destructive expanding energy and instantaneously vaporized. This included the nine colossal civilian transport liners that had been making their way towards the furthest Gate from their home planet in order to escape Hadaria. Each of those ships carried twice their normal capacity of civilian souls, and none of them had time to react or contemplate their deaths. A million and a half died among those nine ships, another million at the next Jump Gate, and nearly three quarters of a million between the last two, including the one closest to Hadaria. A Jump Gate that could be seen with powerful telescopes on clear nights from many of the cities on the surface. 

A Jump Gate whose death did not go unnoticed by those on Hadaria.

What would go unnoticed by many people for months to come were the nearly six and a half million Kavalian Clone troops that were eradicated in the destruction of the four Gates, and the four hundred and sixty-three Kavalian warships that died as well. As the four Hadarian Jump Gate Corridors prematurely ceased operation, the many Kavalian ships, and the troops on those ships, came out of the Jump Corridors at the speed of Light. Two separate Fleet Groups collided with several large moons two systems away from Hadaria their final destination, and the majority of the PROTOSS-Class Troop carriers exited their Jump Corridors directly into a radioactive nebula that cooked most of them alive within minutes. 

With this single act, and unbeknownst to him at the moment, Androcles Leonidas had forever sundered the one and only Kavalian supply line to those troops and ships that were already on Hadaria. They were now alone.

At least for a time.

EARTH
SPARTA

SENATE OFFICE BUILDING


The Commander of the two ERT teams from Athens stood with the ERT Team Leader from Sparta. Millennia ago these Greek cities had been dire enemies here on Earth, yet through the years since and more so since the passing of The Comet, they two cities had become like brother and sister in their closeness. The Governor of Athens had his ERT Teams moving to Sparta before the last images of the Senate Building crumbling had filled his screens. Within hours, doctors from medics and plain ordinary men and women were flocking to assist their sister city in whatever they needed. Like Sparta, since the return of King Leonidas, Athens had grown and prospered greatly. A rapid transit system was nearly done connecting the two large cities to better allow them to share their ancient Greek and Lycavorian culture, and allow their citizens to travel back and forth quicker for work or entertainment. While many of the citizens of Athens were human, a growing number of Lycavorians and others species were beginning to move to Athens because of its diverse population and its adherence to the same deep traditions as Sparta, and they were welcomed with open arms.

Both of them were stunned when the STRIKER DT had roared overhead and within minutes Androcles Leonidas was striding towards them with a purpose. Elynth dashed to where Aurith sat on the ground nearby refusing to move from where her bonded sister was buried. The Netnews crews that were set up all around the area were quick to notice Andro and Elynth and they directed their video drones on him from the moment he left the STRIKER. They noticed Eliani Leonidas trying to keep pace with her brother’s much longer legs while her dragon Tharua followed Elynth. This was very unexpected as the video drones zoomed in and filmed it all. Andro and Eliani walked right up to the two men as they crowded around the portable table with computer monitors on it.

“Milord! Princess Eliani!” The senior commander spoke quickly. His name was Raeus and he was a grizzled Lycavorian with nearly five thousand years of life behind him. He had been married to the same woman from Athens for over three millennia, a human woman of Greek heritage that he had turned and whose scent still made his wolf blood churn in delight. He had called Athens his home for over a millennia now and was forming his men up before the Governor had called him to issue his deployment orders. He had never met the Crown Prince in person and was struck by how much he looked like his father. Or how much Princess Eliani resembled her fiery haired Hadarian mother. “Sire… I can have a full report ready for you in moments.”

Andro waved his hand dismissively. “We are not here for a report… we are here to help.” Andro stated evenly. 


Raeus looked quickly to his counterpart and friend from Sparta. “Sire… we already have several hundred men and women working on site. It is very dangerous work and we can not risk you and the Princess.” 


The Spartan ERT commander Nascal shook his head slowly. “Raeus is right Milord.” He said in agreement. 

Andro stepped closer to them so that only they could hear him. “There is a possibility that my mother was taken from the secure bunker before the building came down.” He stated softly seeing their eyes go wide.

“The Kavalians?” Nascal gasped.

Andro nodded. “Yes. If that is the case it means there was a traitor among us that helped them. I need to know for sure if this is the case before I can do anything. The interior of the bunker was coated with a material almost exactly the same as the meditation rooms in Dragon Mountain. We would not be able to and we can’t right now, feel her within Mindvoice at all.”  Andro looked at them. “That leaves only two possibilities. She is either dead or she has been taken. I need to find out as quickly as possible. How is the work proceeding and what can we do?”

Raeus looked at Nascal stunned and then back to Andro. He turned quickly to the monitor on the table. “We’ve cleared away the majority of the debris where we know the tunnel exited, but the top floors fell directly onto the last hundred meters of the tunnel and have flattened everything.” He started. “Our dragon brothers and sisters have helped us clear a section further back and then we chose to go in from the side!” Raeus spoke.

“The side?” Eliani asked. “Why not from the top?”


“We risk puncturing either the damaged power conduits or whatever means they are getting their oxygen from if we do Princess. There are many pockets of air that are formed in a collapse like this and the vast majority of them are formed over the top of the debris area.” Nascal said now.


Raeus nodded his head. “We have breached the emergency tunnel a hundred meters closer to the foundation of the building and we are in the main evacuation tunnel now. I have two dragons and thirty-six men and women inside this tunnel. We have reinforced the ceiling above us so that it does not trap us, and now we are digging sideways through the debris to the actual bunker door. Infrared scans reveal a gap of about seven meters from the door itself until the debris begins.” He spoke pulling up the plans on the small monitor on the table and showing them the detailed seismic scans. “We are perhaps ten meters of digging from this gap. It is slow going Milord, as we are not digging a very large entrance of our own to keep from disturbing larger debris above us.”

Andro touched the screen. “The bunker door looks to be either gone or pinned open.” He said.


Nascal nodded. “It is… and the stairs down into the actual bunker space are crushed. It is a six meter drop to the floor where our rescue tunnel will come out, but it is as low as we dare dig. We have moved two laser drills into the tunnel to carve out a path down to the bunker itself but we need to stop every few hours to allow the dragons to clear what we cut away. Most of it they pull out with their TK power and some of it they have to melt into slag before it can be moved.”


“How long until you actually breach the bunker itself.” Andro asked.


Raeus met his Prince’s eyes. “If we double our shifts and…”


“No.” Andro said. “I will not take unnecessary risks with your people’s lives. Moving as you have been now maintaining safety for your crews and those who may be trapped… how long?”


“Another six hours Milord.” Nascal spoke. “Raeus?”


Raeus nodded. “Six hours should do it sire.”


Andro nodded. “Eliani and I are here to help. Put us where we can be of use.”


Raeus nodded. “This way.”


Eliani grabbed Andro’s arm as they began to follow the ERT Commander. “Andro… I don’t know jack about this type of work.” She hissed softly.


Andro nodded. “I know… neither do I.” He stated. 


“Then why are we going in there?” Eliani asked.


Andro looked at her as they walked. “Because behind mother and Aunt Sivana you are the most powerful Hadarian Healer in the universe Eliani. We can’t feel mother… and the more time that passes the more I believe what Resumar and Shiria told us is indeed what has happen. As I put all the pieces together… what they said makes perfect sense.”


“Then we should be preparing for that.” Eliani said.


“And leave Tenna Deia to die?” Andro said. “Never.”


Eliani’s eyes grew wider. “You can feel her?”


Andro nodded. “The closer we are yes. I… Elynth and I are getting flashes from within the Bunker from her. Nothing we can focus on entirely which leads me to believe the inside of the bunker is damaged and the material used to coat the inside to hide Mindvoicers is broken in a way that allows us to catch these glimpses. There is another in the bunker with her, one of the Durcunusaan, that is much stronger than normal. If we get closer to them, Elynth and I might be able to focus on him. Tenna is fading Eliani.” Andro said softly. “She has perhaps a few more hours before she is lost to us. I have just had to kill… I have just had to kill over three million of our people sister… our father’s people. Your people. I will not let Tenna die if it is within our power to save her!”


Eliani stopped and gripped his arm tightly. “You did… you did what you needed to do Andro.” She told him gently. “What only you could have done. I know our history too Andro; I know it took over a hundred million of our people to free Hadaria from the Coven. If you had let them keep bringing troops there, we would never have been able to free the planet. You did… you did the only thing you could have done.”

Andro looked at her for a long moment. “Perhaps.” He said softly. “Right now I need to find out about mother and get Tenna out of that hole.”


Eliani nodded. “Then let’s stop talking about it and do it!” She spoke, happy to be rid of her own problems right now and not have to think about Nyla and Malic and wondering why it was that she did not miss them as much as she thought she should have.

Andro nodded and taking her hand he began to follow Raeus and Nascal once more towards the opening in the tunnel and debris spread all around them.

SPARTA
SENATE BUNKER


“A few more hours at most Jomann.” Lysandra spoke softly. “I can do nothing more for her with the equipment I have. Without food… without water… but most of all without the medication to treat her.”


“We cleaned her wounds!” Jomann protested softly.

Lysandra nodded. “And if she had the strength to shift to wolf form, her wounds would not be an issue. But she can’t and they are!”


“Nubou!” Jomann cursed. “We have not survived this long to die! I won’t let her!”


“You have… you have no choice.” The raspy and soft female voice spoke from the side.


Jomann turned quickly, his own face still bloody and dirty. The slice on his cheekbone was beginning to scab over; Jomann discarding the bloody bandage for it was helping nothing. He crossed to where Deia was laying in three steps and knelt beside her once more. “There is always choice Prime Minister!” He hissed.


“I… I have lived… I have lived a full life Jomann.” Deia spoke with a weak smile. “It did not turn out as I had liked… but I will join my sister and so many others who I have missed for so long.”


“You can… you can choose to fight!” Jomann snarled. “They will come to us!”


Deia shook her head slowly and reached up to place her palm on his injured cheek. “My… my Mandri is gone. Your King. For'mya… For'mya has been taken. And I will die here in this hole for all the mistakes I have made in the past. It is my punishment. My burden to bear.”

“I refuse… I refuse to believe that!” Jomann barked as he covered her hand with his own. “I won’t believe that!”


Deia forced another smile. “You… you are so very proud and strong Jomann. I feel your blood is… it is so pure and clear. Do you know… do you know your bloodline young man? I would have… I would have liked to see you become part of my family young wolf.”


Jomann nodded slowly. “I do Prime Minister. My father has told me that we descend from Ontar and Koval. He and… he and my mother both.”


Deia’s smile was warm now. “I remember them.” She said softly. “Sons of Pavalera and Humal. The only reason they were not included among the Six Ruling Packs was because they were a new pack and their numbers were not yet large enough. Resumar and my sister… they tried to change the laws to allow them to participate but he was overruled. Instead… instead he made them permanent Council Members which was more than acceptable to them and the other Ruling packs. Their blood was so pure like yours. They were… they were fine Lycavorians. Did you know that?”


Jomann looked at her with wide eyes and even Lysandra had moved closer. “Prime Minister… they… you knew them? How?” He gasped.


Deia smiled. “I will tell you a secret that I have told no one in my lifetime Jomann. Not even your King who is of my blood. I am over twenty-two thousand years old Jomann.” She said seeing his eyes grow even wider. “Yes… many of our people who do not know me, they believe me to have been born after our slavery began but that is not the case. I was there with Resumar and Eliani almost from the very beginning.” She smiled again. “You even look like Humal… and he would be very proud of what you have accomplished. You shield very well Jomann… and that tells me you are more gifted than you allow others to see. Go after what it is you want young wolf Jomann.”

“What… what I want Deia… is for you to hold on!” Jomann spoke. “Draw what strength you need from me if you must. As… as the King was the heart of our Union… you are the mind! We can not lose both of you! We can not!”


“It is my time.” Deia said softly.


“NO!” He almost shouted. “I…”


“Captain!” The voice echoed in the bunker causing all of them to turn and watch as Anicetus skidded around the corner. “Captain… you’d better get over here.”


Jomann turned to Deia quickly. “I will be back!” He snapped. “I forbid you to die on my watch Deia! I forbid it!”


Jomann got to his feet and followed his senior enlisted man as he headed back through the dust and shattered remains of the interior of the bunker to the rear wall that once was a door. It stood ten meters high now of nothing but solid debris.


“Anicetus what is going on?” Jomann demanded seeing Nusa and others of his team standing before the huge wall of debris as if looking for something. “The Prime Minster…”


“Listen!” Anicetus barked holding up his hand.


Jomann became silent instantly at the tone of his senior sergeant’s voice. He trusted the man implicitly and always had. He reached out with his wolf ears trying to find anything that was different from the sounds they had heard for the last three plus days buried in this hole. Then he heard it. A soft whining noise almost like…

“A cutting laser!” Jomann gasped.


Anicetus nodded quickly. “And close!” He stated confidently. “They are cutting their way to us! They know we are alive!”


Nusa placed his hands on a piece of debris, a massive slab of granite that had collapsed above the doorway. He drew his hands back quickly. “Sibfla!” He swore. “It’s hot!”


“There!” Anicetus shouted pointing about seven or eight meters above their heads where a small whisper of smoke was pouring from the slab of stone as it grew redder in color.


“They must have got a drone sensor cable through the debris!” Nusa exclaimed.


“Back!” Jomann shouted. “Get back!” As the words left his mouth the spot on the slab of stone grew larger in the shape of a circle perhaps a meter across and then the entire circular laser drill cut through the stone showering them with small pieces of molten rock which quickly fell away. Within seconds of the laser drill stopping a white gas began to pour through the opening.


“Coolant!” Anicetus barked.


“Clear what you can away from the opening!” Jomann barked as he began to pick up large chunks of stone and steel and toss them to the side. “Hurry!” Even as they were doing that Nusa looked up and saw the half a meter wide camera drone exit the newly created hole and begin to sweep downward.


He stopped and grabbed at the drone, bringing it right up to his face. “Hey! How bout a little help here!” He shouted into the drone’s camera.


Jomann turned and saw what he was doing and snatched the drone from him. “This is Captain Jomann of the Durcunusaan Senate Detail! I am…”


“…solves nothing Androcles. You are accomplishing nothing by being there.” Panos spoke from where he stood next to Walter in the transmission from the Durcunusaan base.


Andro looked at the man he called grandfather and brushed his sleeve across his dusty and sweaty face. “I can not go into details on an open line grandfather.” Andro answered. “You must trust that I know what I am doing.”


“It is not a matter of trust boy!” Walter snapped. “Your father is dead! You are King now and you must start acting like it! Panos and I have been calling for Daniel for hours and he will not respond! Anuk and Nayeca will not tell us where he has gone! Tareif and Lynwe are mobilizing half the Spartan forces on Earth and sending them across the planet. Nestor and his entire Reactionary Division have dropped off the grid and no one will tell me what is going on! We need to come together… not pull apart!”


Andro’s eyes narrowed. “Have you not talked to grandfather Riall?” He asked.


Panos shook his head. “We have only just returned from Eden City where Tarifa sent us for our protection! Aihola’s Drow were very insistent and they threatened to force us if we did not go willingly! I will have words with her when I find her! Where is she now? Where have you been for that matter? Lynwe told us you were off world!”


“Grandfather there is much going on that you do not know.” Andro stated. “I need your detail to take you to my villa. I will join you there in a few hours. Sadi and the Feravomir are already there.”


“Andro… what in the hell is going on?” Walter demanded. “I am the Senior Polemarch of the Union Army and I don’t know what is going on!”


“I will…”


“Milord!” Nascal’s voice echoed in the tunnel causing Andro to look up and face where all the digging was. “We are through! We are through!” He screamed waving his arm.


Andro looked at the monitor. “I must go! We have breached the bunker to Aunt Deia and my mother.”


Andro didn’t wait for a response and sprinted to where Nascal was waiting. Nascal took his arm and led him past tons of debris and equipment until they stopped by where Raeus and Eliani were looking at the monitor. 


“This is Captain Jomann of the Durcunusaan Senate Detail! I am the ranking officer within what remains of the Senate Bunker.” The young man’s face appeared injured but his eyes were very clear and alert. “I have six members of my detail with me and the Prime Minister. She is badly injured and we need medicines and an immediate evacuation out of her. She is… she is very close to death and we…”


Andro grabbed the monitor in his hands. “Captain Jomann!”

The officer’s eyes grew wide. “Milord Prince?” He gasped.


“My mother!” Andro barked. “Is my mother…?”


Jomann shook his head quickly. “She was taken from the bunker Milord. Taken by the Kavalians and helped by Laustinos!”


“Laustinos?” Eliani snarled from the side.


“I do not know all of what happen prior to us arriving before the explosion.” Jomann told him. “Deia… the Prime Minister knows but we…”

 
Andro tossed the monitor down and began looking all around them. “A cable!” He barked. “Give me a cable! Long enough to reach them!”


A member of the ERT team knew what he was thinking almost instantly and he quickly unhooked the safety line around his own waist and moved up beside him beginning to buckle it around his waist. “A thousand meters Milord.” He spoke. “Secure it when you get down there and we can then use it to transfer equipment!”


“Andro?” Eliani exclaimed.


Andro looked at her. “Follow me sister!” He spoke before moving to the front of the tunnel the laser had drilled and without thinking swung his feet over the lip and dropped into the smooth opening. He disappeared almost instantly because of the twenty-five degree slope that they had drilled.


Eliani didn’t pause either and snatched the large medical kit she had brought with her from the SCIMITAR and pulled it onto her back. “Shit!” She swore softly. “I hate dark tunnels!” She hissed before diving head long after her brother.


The only mistake she made was not putting on a safety cable.


Jomann threw down the camera drone is disgust. “Nubou! We must have lost the feed!” He snarled.


“I… I don’t think so Jomann!” Anicetus stated looking at the dust coming from the opening above them. “Something is coming down that tunnel!”

As if to emphasize his words, the large body of their Prince came shooting out of the tunnel above them and they watched in amazement as he adjusted his position in midair and landed between them in a squatting position.

“Milord!” Jomann exclaimed.


Andro’s eyes adjusted instantly to the dimness of the bunker and he rose to his full height as he unhooked the cable form his waist. “My Aunt!” He snapped.

“Through there sire!” Jomann answered.


Andro didn’t pause and began walking. “Catch my sister Captain.” He spoke as he disappeared around the corner.


Jomann looked confused. “Milord? Your sister? What…?”


“Siiibbbbfffllaaa!” The female voice echoed from above them.


Jomann looked up just in time to see the burgundy red hair and the petite form of Eliani Leonidas explode from the tunnel above them at very high speed. He stepped directly under her without thinking and caught all one hundred and eighteen pounds of her tightly muscled body square in the chest as she fell. He could have caught her easily had she not been falling head first and picking up speed as she went and he went down awkwardly, falling first to his ass and then onto his back where he slammed his head hard on the stone floor. Eliani was only a couple of inches taller than her mother’s five foot three frame, but much like her mother she was very solid in a distinctly muscular way. She grunted in pain as her forehead impacted the front of Jomann’s Mark IV ArmorPly painfully but aside from that her landing was surprisingly far softer than she had predicted it would be as she cursed herself for not doing as Andro had done and hooking herself to a safety cable. In her dazed state she heard the loud and decidedly male groan of pain and her head snapped up quickly until she was looking into the most incredibly scrumptious eyes she had ever seen in her young life and the delicious scent of jasmine coffee beans filled her nostrils. Eliani realized she had collided with and landed on the very muscular form of the male Durcunusaan officer from the monitor they had been watching above. Eliani also suddenly realized that her taut, lithe frame was practically molded to his in an extremely intimate way as she straddled his hips with her legs and her large breasts were crushed against his broad chest.

She watched as those eyes blinked and then opened fully and then the most delightful sexual rush surged through her as she looked into the deep, dark ocean blue depths of those eyes and that jasmine coffee scent spiked even stronger. She heard the man groan softly, his chiseled body shifting under her and causing vibrations of forceful enchantment to sweep through her frame.

“It… it is a pleasure to make your acquaintance Princess…” Jomann stammered as he too could feel every succulent portion of her firm body pressed against his. “But do… do you think you could get off me now!”


Eliani sprang up cat like, her fern green eyes flashing angrily and she glared at the officer for several seconds with those eyes before stepping over him and moving into the next room. Nusa and Anicetus stepped up to their captain with huge smiles of humor and happiness now that they knew help was here and they would be leaving this hole soon. Jomann took the hand that Anicetus offered.


“An excellent first impression sir!” Nusa spoke as he helped Jomann to his feet.


“Indeed.” Anicetus agreed. “A princess of the Union splattered across you and you tell her to get up.”


Jomann groaned in pain as he got fully to his feet. “That hurt.” He said softly as he bent over to stretch out his back. “She is more muscle than she looks!”


Nusa nodded. “And she looks tasty as always! A shame she is now mated.”


Anicetus grinned. “I always preferred Princess Lisisa myself.” He stated. “Her dark hair is so…”

“Enough!” Jomann barked as he shook his head at their antics. “I will make sure I tell your wife that old friend.” He said as he turned his head towards the next room and began moving in that direction. “Prepare to get a stretcher and other equipment from the tunnel that they might send down!” He spoke as he moved around the corner and slowed his gait as he saw the Prince and Princess kneeling beside the Prime Minister.

Deia’s face was almost radiant now as she gripped Andro’s hand and Jomann could feel the tremors of a very powerful Mindvoice connection with shields unlike any he had ever felt before. He could see tears pouring from Deia’s eyes, almost as if she couldn’t catch her breath and she kept nodding, opening and closing her eyes. His eyes turned to look at the Princess as she listened to Lysandra and lowered her small hands to her aunt’s abdomen and a soft white light began to pulse outward from those hands. Jomann watched with some fascination as that soft white light pulsed several times across Deia’s abdomen and then her chest. He had seen Hadarian Healers perform their work before, but watching Eliani Leonidas, it almost seemed like he was watching a riveting play from the Sparta Opera House. Jomann suddenly felt those powerful shields dissipate within Mindvoice and then he heard Crown Prince Androcles speak openly.


“What… what happen here Tenna?” He asked softly.


“Laustinos!” Deia gasped and Jomann noticed that her breathing had become far less labored as Eliani continued to use her healing power to treat her aunt. The color was returning to her face quickly as well and her strength seemed to be returning albeit to a much lesser degree. “We were… we were reeling from seeing… seeing your father. We never saw them coming! They took your mother Andro! They took For'mya!”

“Laustinos… he was helping them?” Andro asked with wide eyes.


Deia nodded and squeezed his hands. “You… you must get her back Andro!” Deia spoke. “I fear… I fear what your… what your uncle will do.”


Andro nodded and brought her hands to his lips and kissed them gently. “We will Tenna. We will. Now you must rest… you must rest and let Eliani treat you! I will see to getting you out of here.”


Eliani leaned forward and looked at Deia, her fern green eyes moist with tears. “Tenna… I must put you to sleep now. When… when you wake you will be in the hospital.” Eliani spoke in a voice that was like chimes on the wind in their beautiful sound Jomann thought. Deia nodded slowly, her face relaxed and at peace Jomann saw. He watched her turn to look at him with clear eyes.


“Androcles.” Deia spoke softly.


Andro looked at her. “I’m here Tenna.”


“If ever… if ever there was a Captain for you. As Andreus is to your father…” Deia told him softly. “He… he stands there my Mandri.” Her eyes shifting to where Jomann stood behind them.


Andro nodded his head. “I will heed your words Tenna. I will.”


Eliani caught herself once more looking at the Durcunusaan Captain she had fallen upon and she could not suppress the shudder of desire that she felt ripple through her. He was utterly gorgeous even with the injury to his face, from his tall, powerful body to his incredible ocean blue eyes. She found herself comparing him to Malic almost immediately and wondering why he made her tremble with such feelings when Malic could not. She shook her head slightly, unable to comprehend why she felt so forcefully drawn to this man when she still loved Malic. She watched as Andro got to his feet slowly and she placed her hand over Deia’s forehead. “Sleep now Tenna.” She whispered. “Sleep now.”

Jomann watched as Deia’s eyes slowly closed and Eliani drew her hand back after a moment. She looked up at Andro, his eyes already focused on her.


“Eli?”


“It’s bad Andro.” She said softly. “I’ve healed the most damaging wounds, but Lysandra here had nothing to treat for infection. That has taken its toll on her body. All of her internal organs are at or near collapse. There is a projectile lodged next to her heart that I can’t remove here and one appears to have clipped her spine. Andro… I don’t know if she will ever walk again.”


Jomann saw his Prince take a deep breath at this news. Nothing was more horrible to a wolf than never being able to walk again. It meant that they could not run in their natural forms, something that they both knew Deia loved to do; something any wolf loved to do and to lose that ability had seen many wither away into nothing and finally die.


“Laustinos!” Andro snarled softly. That single word came out as a curse to Jomann and he shuddered for he could feel the savage anger and hatred pouring from him. He took a deep breath and looked at his sister once more. “Do what you are able to stabilize her Eli.” He said. “We will see to getting a stretcher down here to remove her from this place. I will have Thaura lift her out using TK to keep from jarring her.”

Eliani nodded. “It won’t take long.” She said.


Andro nodded and turned to look at Jomann who tore his eyes from Eliani and looked at his Prince. “She… she showed me what you have done these last days.” Andro said softly. “You… you kept her alive you know.”


Jomann bowed his head. “I was only… I was only doing my duty Milord Prince.” He said.


Andro looked at Eliani quickly and then back to Jomann. “Perhaps.” He said softly. “Leave your men here with my sister. We need to return to the surface and speak of what has happened. Then we need to make a visit.”


Jomann looked at him. “A visit Milord?” He asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes. I’m going to visit the Kavalian embassy and find out what they have done with my mother and where she is. And if they do not tell me… if they do not tell me then I will bring the remainder of that building down upon them as they brought this one down upon our people!”

Jomann nodded without question. “As you order.”


[Protect him Jomann… descendant of Humal.] Deia’s voice entered his head so smoothly and warmly that his eyes grew a little wider as Andro began to walk away. [Protect him for this has become a precarious time!] 

[Prime… Prime Minister? Deia… how…?]


[You are very different Jomann.] Her voice continued warmly. [You were put here with me for a purpose Jomann. A purpose I have not discovered yet… but I will. Protect him now Jomann. That is my directive to you. We will talk in the future young wolf. We will talk in the future.]

I WILL BURN THEM ANDRO! Aurith screamed out within Mindvoice. I WILL BURN THEM ALL!


Her savage outburst did not go unheard as every dragon and Lycavorian within half a kilometer turned to watch as she lifted her body off the ground. Any thoughts she may have had of shielding were tossed to the wind as her sapphire colored scales rippled with tension and muscles as she snapped her wings out to the sides with a resounding pop, hissing loudly enough that everyone that was even close to her began to scatter in all directions. Reaching out with her TK power, refined over the years with her bonded sister For'mya, Aurith snatched up a three quarter ton lifter with her mind and brought it smashing back down to the earth in her rage. It was said that Aurith was the conduit for For'mya’s more refined and patient nature, but also for the vicious anger that could grip her. Almost anyone knew that to truly anger For'mya Leonidas, you also angered her bonded sister Aurith, and no one wanted a three ton snarling dragon with superheated breath angry at them.

Only three stood before her rampage and did nothing. Jomann held no fear of these great and powerful creatures and though he had never seen an angry dragon before in his life he stood beside his Prince and didn’t move a muscle. He felt such power within Mindvoice sweep over him, such power and control that he could not help but reach out and touch it with his mind and allow it to swirl around him unchecked. Jomann had always been considered a high level Tier Six Mindvoicer, but as the tremors of three that were so staggeringly powerful cascaded totally unchecked around him, those tremors swept him up in their embrace and allowed him to feel and experience the marvelous connection of those that were bonded to dragons. Jomann trusted his Prince without hesitation, and if he would not move from in front of the raging dragon, then nor would he.


They have taken my sister from me! Aurith shrieked. Why have they taken my bonded sister! Why can I not feel her! I will go to their embassy… I will find them and I will tear the flesh from their bones until they tell me!


That is when Andro stepped forward without hesitation and lifted his hands to touch her broad chest. He did not fear being stomped by her razor like talons or batted aside by her huge wings. Andro knew who she was, knew who he was, and he reached out with all the power at his command.

 NO! His voice rose amid the echo of her cries in Mindvoice like a fog horn in the night and Aurith’s head snapped around to look down at him with wide golden eyes.

Andro… no! Aurith cried. I must get her back! I must…
Andro looked up into her eyes and lifted his hands up. Aurith lowered her huge muzzle without hesitation until his warm palms touched her scales, pressed tightly and she could feel his power, Elynth’s power, skitter across her shields and her mind like a soothing balm.

[If you do that Aurith we will never discover why they have taken her.] Andro spoke. [If you start killing their people they may even hurt her.]

[NO!] Aurith cried out.

Jomann stood just behind them with wide eyes as he was hearing every word they were speaking and it shook him down to his boots how easily he was able to remain within their shielded connection.

[I will go Aurith. Elynth, Jomann and I.] Andro told her as his hands rubbed her snout. 

[You want to hurt them!] Aurith said. [I can feel it within you Androcles!]
Andro nodded his head slowly. [I do Aurith. I do. But I know I can not.] He said. [So much is happening Sapphire Scales…] Aurith moved closer to him and settled to the ground once more when he used the name that only he and Elynth had called her for many years.

Elynth extended her head out and touched her snout to her sister’s scales. [Our… our fathers would want us to move carefully my sister. They would want us to be strong and act in such a way that does not harm your bonded sister and Androcles’s mother or others of our people.]

[So we let them do this?] Aurith gasped. 

[We don’t know where she is Aurith. Where they have taken her, or if she is even still here on Earth.] Andro spoke. [We can not feel her within Mindvoice. They have… somehow they have learned to block her resonance so that we can not feel her.]

[If we act in a manner that they find threatening… they could hurt For'mya.] Elynth said softly. [Even take her from us for good. That is why we must harness our anger and hate and then channel it into ways of finding her.]

[You have seen how Athani is Aurith. You saw how her sister and the others protected my mother. Not all of their people are bad.] Andro spoke. [Resumar and Cemath are even now among Kavalians who hate their leaders just as much as we do. She is… she is your Bonded Sister… and she is also my mother! I will not put her in danger by my actions. I can not. It is also the vow we have taken as Bonded Pairs.]
Aurith blinked rapidly several times and Jomann watched those golden eyes soften considerably after Andro had spoken. Her next statement made his eyes grow very wide. [What will your father do Androcles? They have taken his Kinsoaurgai. He will be crazy with anger.]
Andro nodded. [My mothers will calm him just as Elynth and I have calmed you. No matter what happens I know he will do nothing that could cause her pain.]

Aurith met his eyes and nodded. [And nor shall I.]

[Go to Cranae Island sister.] Elynth spoke. [Grandmother and the Feravomir are there now. Spend time with them. Speak with them.]

[Anything you discover!] Aurith announced. [Anything at all…]

Andro nodded. [You will be the first I contact Aurith. On that I give you my solemn oath as a Talon Guardian.] Andro said. 

Aurith nodded. [And like your father you have never broken your oath.] She said. [I will do as you ask of me… but know this Elynth… Androcles… if they harm my Bonded Sister… if they…] Aurith blinked, closed her eyes and took a deep breath. [I will take my vengeance upon them. And I will not stop until those who have done this are all dead before my talons!]
Androcles leaned forward and placed his forehead to the tip of her snout. [As will we all Aurith.] He stated. [As will we all.]

Andro stepped back as Aurith turned and leaped for the sky without another word. Elynth turned and looked at Andro without pause for she could sense the seething rage building in her Bonded Brother.
[We must tread very carefully Andro.] She stated softly. [One wrong step and it could cost For'mya her life. It could cause everything to spin completely out of control.]
Andro nodded his head slowly. [I know.]

[When word of this breaks… and it will… we must hold them all in check.] Elynth stated as she leaned closer to him. [If we do not… all will be lost in an instant.]
Andro reached up and placed his hand on her long neck as his mind raced with options and scenarios. None of them were very good right now. The concentrated attack against his family, the Drow outposts, the Immortals taking part in the attack on Kranek and taking his elf mother Dysea from there. Now the kidnapping of his elf mother For'mya and possibly Janae. What those with Resumar had discovered. Androcles was a student of history, Lycavorian history and Spartan history both. He could rattle off every battle fought by the Spartans here on Earth in their rise to greatness under his grandfather, and he could spew out forces and numbers and objectives of nearly every battle the Lycavorian Union had fought to get to the prominence they had now. None of them compared to what was happening here. Not even the penetration of the High Coven agents so deeply into Union society that his father and Armetus had swept aside twenty-six years ago could match these events. Now… now everything hinged on his words and his orders as long as they maintained the ruse that his father was dead. Now that was the most important thing they had to maintain, for if the Kavalians discovered that his father was still alive they would undoubtedly order his mothers killed and begin pouring across their borders in more locations then they could respond to. In the confusion of everything that was happening at this moment, that would be a fatal blow from which they would never recover.
“I must speak to Armetus.” Andro said finally as he looked at Elynth. “And we need to find Uncle Daniel. When my father discovers they have taken mother… only Uncle Daniel will be able to control him. Keep him from doing something stupid.”

[I agree.] Elynth spoke. [And my father will not question him or council against it. They are too tightly bound together as you and I are.]

Andro turned and looked at Jomann who stood there still injured but not bowed. His blue eyes were wide at what he had heard the last few minutes but he had said nothing. “My Aunt… she said if ever there was a Captain for me it was you. Why would she say that?”

Jomann blinked several times and shook his head. “I… I don’t know Milord.”
Andro inhaled deeply allowing Jomann’s jasmine coffee scent to filter through his senses and smelling the pureness of his Lycavorian blood easily as well as the trembling power within him. He turned to face him fully now. “You are… you are different Jomann.” He said softly.

“Sire?” Jomann asked him puzzled by his statement. It was almost the exact statement that Deia had made.

It felt right. It felt somehow like it was always supposed to be. Androcles Leonidas made his decision without further thought and following only his instincts. It would be a decision that many would question in the beginning… but Andro didn’t care. This is what his instincts called for him to do.
“Do you think you can hang with me Captain Jomann?” Andro asked him.

“Milord… I am a junior Captain of the Durcunusaan.” Jomann replied knowing what he was asking. “There are far more experienced officers who should hold the position of your Royal Captain.”

Andro shook his head slowly. “No… I don’t think so.” He said softly. “You’ve just been promoted Jomann.”

Jomann could not help but feel his heart racing at this unbelievable news. There had not been a Durcunusaan Captain permanently assigned to Androcles Leonidas since he came of age for the expressed reason that no officer could guarantee his safety. He was often too reckless and did things that drove officers trying to protect him crazy. Jomann knew of the Commanders Bren and Famus acting as his Durcunusaan detail commanders, but no permanent officer had been assigned as Star Colonel Andreus was to the King or Atropos and Lexi to Queen Anja and Queen Dysea. This was not the path Jomann had foreseen himself taking in his life and even though he knew it could very well lead to the demise of his career, his own instincts screamed for him to speak the words.

Jomann drew himself to his full six foot three height. “As you order Milord!” He snapped loudly.

Andro nodded his head. “Good.”

“Milord… you said… I could hear you within Mindvoice sire. You said the King was not dead.” Jomann stammered.  

Andro shook his head. “He isn’t.” He answered. “Right now however… given all that is happening… as far as the Union is concerned he is dead.”

“Who knows this sire?” Jomann asked.

“My family.” Andro answered. “And now you.” Andro turned and used his TK power to propel himself up into the saddle on Elynth’s back. “Do you have a fear of heights Jomann?”

“No sire.”

“Then get on.” Andro spoke. “We have an embassy to visit. And then I need to speak with Armetus at the hospital.”

With nary a blink or pause of hesitation Jomann slung his 190 and began climbing onto the saddle behind his Prince.

SPARTA
KAVALIAN EMBASSY


“…nothing since we learned he landed at the site of the Senate Building.” Matuarr spoke as Qurot paced back and forth in front of his desk. “The Netnews have stopped transmitting a live feed from there since he arrived with his sister and I can only assume it was at the order of the Durcunusaan.”

“The only reason he would be there is if they have discovered the truth!” Qurot barked as he turned back to him. “Our plan called for a least a week before they discovered about the elf wench! It has been barely four days!”


Matuarr nodded. “I know how long it has been Qurot!” He spoke. “I am more concerned with the fact that his Hadarian sister is with him. She was reported as being among his siblings that went to Kranek. If she has returned as well that can only mean that the attack failed. She was not supposed to be alive let alone back here on Earth. Can we find out from our Puma Bane team if they have heard anything from the Prefect or Marshall Pusintin?”


Qurot stopped pacing and looked at him. “I can inquire of them when they make contact next in eight hours. We should not reach out to them from here however. We can not trust the Lycavorians who are helping us even if they are part of Laustinos’s group.”


“They are all that is keeping our people hidden Qurot.” Matuarr said getting to his feet. “Laustinos was correct in that they hate the Leonidas family enough to betray them and help us. I would like to know why though.”


“Their hate is why we should not trust them.” Qurot spoke. “Hate is unreliable.”


Matuarr looked at him. “Hate has served you well through the years.” He stated. “Or do you expect anyone to believe you did not order that attack on their colony. The Prefect and Pusintin do not believe it and nor do I. Why do you hate them so Qurot?”


“My reasons are my own!” Qurot hissed in reply.


“Indeed… and that hate increased when Resumar Leonidas took Athani’Puat from you.” Matuarr said.


“Athani’Puat was mine!” Qurot snarled. “She is still mine! And when we discover her I will take her and make her mine! No matter how much she fights me! She will be mine Matuarr mark my words!”


“If you survive Qurot I have no doubts you will make this so.” Matuarr spoke.


“He will come here you know.” Qurot spoke. “If they have discovered she is gone he will come here.”


Matuarr moved to the large window of his office and gazed out over the once pristine gardens on the embassy grounds. “Then we will stick to the story that Prefect Keleru told us to use. It is half the truth anyway.”

The grounds had been destroyed when the Coven nearly destroyed their building, the fire and debris that rained down on them from the explosion blackening the ground all around. The Lycavorians built their buildings well though and the interior of the embassy was almost back to what it had been when they arrived. The damage had not been as extensive as they first had thought, only a portion of one of the floors collapsing, and the Lycavorians and their lackeys had rushed to help them put things back together. That was until four days ago when the Prefect put his plan in motion and all of the Lycavorians and their workers were refused entrance as the embassy was surrounded by what could only be an entire regiment of Spartan troops. Eight of their superiorly designed S94 Main Hover Tanks could be seen from every corner of the embassy, two of the MHTs at every turn in the road. A complete battery of their MP9 Plasma Artillery was situated in a small clearing that had once been a park half a kilometer away. He had seen one of the V24 Mobile Command and Triage Centers pull behind on five story building on the first day and at least a dozen of their SID75 Armored Scout Vehicles scurried about all of the time now. 
The Hadarian embassy, the next embassy building closest to theirs, had men on its roof twenty-four hours a day now. Matuarr had been the one to suggest they get Buonau and Wiktor to place an ambassador in their embassy here that was sympathetic to their cause. They had refused this advice believing they had the will of the people behind them and within hours of the new government taking power on Hadaria, the Hadarian Ambassador to Earth had made a very public and impassioned statement condemning this action and all those who had taken part in it. He had renounced the new Hadarian government and then proclaimed that the embassy on Earth would now be the conduit from which Queen Anja would continue to legally govern. It was nothing more than a symbolic gesture, but a powerful one nonetheless.
Matuarr turned back to Qurot. “Frankly I’m surprised we are not all in shackles already.” He said. “This only shows me that they cling to their ridiculous laws more so than I thought. Once the plan is fully in motion… it won’t be stopped.”

They both turned when the enlisted soldier came running down the short corridor and came to a stop outside the office door.

“Ambassador!” He gasped.

“What is it?” Matuarr asked.

“We just received an emergency burst code from our team on the outside.” The soldier rasped out. “They have been monitoring the events at the dig site. The elf Queen’s dragon took off moments ago headed south and Prince Androcles…”

“Spit it out man!” Qurot exclaimed.

“They say he took off as well.” The soldier stammered. “They said he was headed here!”

As if it had been perfectly timed, the moment the words left his mouth they heard the horrible sound of a trumpeting dragon and the front entrance of the Kavalian embassy, untouched by the High Coven attack, blew inward. The massive double doors splintered under the impact and the grand foyer, so immense in its size, suddenly became a very small area as a massive obsidian colored dragon now filled that space with two extremely well muscled young men launching themselves from the saddle that dragon wore.

EARTH
GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND


“Wayonn…?” Helen spoke as they walked along the white sands of Gulf. Since arriving back here to Cranae Island they had spent little time apart, Helen listening in rapt fascination as Wayonn relayed to her all that had happened in the years the Protectorate had been apart from the Union. He was hitting the high spots she knew, but just being around him and knowing that she did have a history and a family, that knowledge alone had returned to her a passion that had waned through the many years turned her toward regarding Martin and his family as her own. Helen would never change that, the Leonidas family was too much within her blood now, but now she was discovering that she too had her own blood and family and to know that the two were so uniquely bound was only an added bonus. Arzoal felt this within her Bonded Sister and she shared Helen’s joy as if it was her own. Wayonn looked down at her as they walked and he admired her beauty and poise. He knew immediately that Helen carried far more influence among the Lycavorians than even she knew. And without a doubt, she was perhaps the single strongest anchor for Martin Leonidas outside of his wives and mates. 


They had come here immediately after leaving the SCIMITAR and even Devra had been struck by the beauty of the island and the villa itself. To impress a Vanari in such a way was no small feat Wayonn knew. The Lycavorian called Bren had immediately taken the Vanari to the south wing of the villa where he could show them where they would be sleeping and to begin putting together information that would help them find Caliria. Dutkne, Drey and Caia were very quickly introduced to the dark skinned elf that Helen called Lynwe, and the exquisitely beautiful vampire half elf she introduced as Selene. They had apparently been permanent fixtures in Martin’s life since he had returned from the moon so long ago and they were both considered family. As far as Dutkne and the others were concerned this was what they had hoped and wished would happen for so many years and now that it was, they were going to make the most of it.


“Yes.”


Helen looked up at him. “Why… why did Canth pick me?” She asked softly.


Wayonn smiled gently. “It began with you Helen.” He stated. “You were the one that picked the Spartans. You were the one that shaped the future for all of us whether you knew it or not. And no… it was not because you were the last Oracle. If my son so wished, when Martin freed his essence he could have passed his knowledge and abilities to Dutkne. To Caia. Any number of others. He chose you because of who you were.”


“My actions almost cost us our future.” She stated.


Wayonn chuckled. “Isn’t it Martin who says almost only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades?”


Helen looked at him with wide eyes. “Where did you hear that?” She gasped with a small laugh.


“It was something he said to me when I first spoke to him at the tomb of his father.” He answered. “What are horseshoes?”


Helen laughed and was about to say something when her head snapped back around towards the villa and the color drained from her face. “No!” She gasped.


“Helen… what is it?”


“Arzoal… are you certain sister?” Helen gasped.


Wayonn felt the immensely powerful shielded Mindvoice connection as Helen spoke with the dragon knew as Arzoal. He had talked to the Dragon Elder Mother through Mindvoice on many occasions through the past years and he had rejoiced when Martin had gone to Enurrua and finally freed them from their misery there. He had not expected what those acts would bring but given that dragons were now a revered member of the Union, he could feel noting but joy for them. Their numbers were growing quickly as they used City Ship 41 as their primary nursery here on Earth, and each years the numbers of men and women that bonded to dragons was growing. It was something that Arzoal and Martin monitored very closely for they knew even one bonded pair that went astray could cause untold misery, but from all he had seen so far, that was not an occurrence they had dealt with yet and given their strict guidelines it was something that should never become an issue. He had met Arzoal on the SCIMITAR and was taken aback by her size and majesty but the three of them had talked as much as possible and Wayonn felt he had gotten to know her quite well in only a few short hours. It was odd though that he felt he should know her from somewhere else and he had decided to sit with her some time in the future and discuss such things. He wanted to know if it was possible for the many Lycavorians in the Protectorate to bond with dragons first and foremost.


Wayonn looked at Helen as she squeezed his arm tightly. “What is it?” He asked feeling the tension in her body and smelling the worry drifting from her pores. He turned when he saw Dutkne running across the sand in wolf form towards them and a sudden feeling of dread began to fill him. “Helen what is going on?”


“We will return right now sister.” Helen finished speaking and looked at him just as Dutkne shifted back and came to an abrupt halt beside them.


“Grandfather! First Oracle!” He gasped.


“Aurith has returned from Sparta! They breached the bunker. Deia is alive but badly injured. Eliani is taking her to King Yelu Hospital! Wayonn… the Kavalians have taken For'mya.” Helen said.


“Taken her?” Wayonn gasped.


“It’s on the Netnews now!” Dutkne gasped out. “Andro and Elynth… they just broke down the front doors of the Kavalian embassy and there is a battle going on inside.”


Helen nodded. “Neither Arzoal or I can breach the shields of Elynth or Andro when they don’t want us too. And there is another person with them who is also adding to their power.” She said. “We must get back to the villa!”


Jomann had never flown on a dragon before this day, and no matter what else happened in his life, he decided that this was to be his destiny in the future. He rode behind his Prince without a flicker of fear filling him, their legs securely anchored behind the advanced Dragon Armor braces, and their hands on their thighs. Though the psychic shield that surrounded them kept the vast majority of the wind from their bodies, it could not keep out the sensations of the blistering speed that Elynth was using to swerve among the tops of the buildings of Sparta, her wings and tail propelling them into dizzying maneuvers. Jomann also sensed that she could go even faster if she so desired. His keen ocean blue eyes picked up the Kavalian embassy along Embassy Row in Sparta and without thinking he reached out within Mindvoice to touch his Prince.

Milord… our forces have the embassy sealed. Jomann spoke. They have seen no one except in the windows. How do we know they will even acknowledge us when we arrive? They would not be fool enough to keep your mother in their embassy.


They’ll acknowledge us. Andro said confidently.


How do you know that sire?


We are going to knock. Andro answered.


Jomann blinked several times. Knock Milord? They will not receive us if we knock.


Andro chuckled. Elynth my sister… would you be so kind as to show Jomann here how we knock?


Elynth turned her head back to look at them between great sweeps of her wings and Jomann was certain he saw a glint of savage glee and mischievousness in them. Why certainly Andro my brother. She answered.


Jomann felt his stomach drop as Elynth folded her wings and dove for the ground. He could barely keep track of the myriad of buildings that whistled by or the people that were shouting and scrambling to get out of the way of the massive dragon that was rocketing along the streets barely fifty feet off the ground. Jomann saw the Kavalian embassy loom in front of them and begin to focus and take shape. He also felt Elynth increase her speed somewhat and suddenly he realized how his Prince intended to “knock” on the Kavalian door. Jomann couldn’t help the wicked grin that came over his face as he reached back for his 190.

No killing Jomann. Andro’s voice carried a cautionary tone in it and Jomann sensed it was for their enemies. Stay within twenty meters of Elynth and our psychic shield will protect you. No blades on Shi Viskas either. I do not want to make them overreact and kill my mother. I want them to know that we know what they have done and perhaps show their hand a little more as to why.


Can we hurt them Milord? Jomann asked as his hand came back down.


That you can do. Andro spoke just as Elynth released a savage trumpet of anger, folded her wings inward even more and flew directly into the massive double doors of the Kavalian embassy. 

All of the embassies on Embassy Row as it was called were elegantly built structures that kept with the look of ancient Spartan décor because of the area of the city they were in. Almost all of these embassies had massive double oak doors frame in gold steel that opened into a huge Grand Foyer where Ambassadors or their agents could greet visitors and hold their many parties and gatherings. It was into this Grand Foyer where three and a half tons of dragon moving at nearly seventy kilometers an hour by the time she struck splintered those double oak doors like so much firewood. The right side door was torn completely off its automated steel hinges and propelled across the foyer like a missile where it impacted the far wall and shattered in half. The left side of the door broke in half instantly under the impact of Elynth’s muscular body, half of it smashing into three Kavalian soldiers who were rushing towards the door and sending them sprawling and out of the fight immediately with a multitude of broken bones and lacerations. As Elynth dug her curved talons into the polished marble and granite floor Andro leaped from her back with barely a pause, followed quickly by Jomann who leaped in the opposite direction of his Prince.


Jomann felt an unusual rush of energy and power filter through his body and in an instant his left arm came up and his Shi Viska burst into existence leveled at three Kavalians who were rushing at him from down a corridor. Jomann didn’t hesitate or blink and launched his Shi Viska with merely a thought. Even without the razor like blades that could extend and slice through most anything known, the Shi Viska was still a devastating weapon. The Kavalian in front of the other two caught the brunt of the launched shield full in his chest and it lifted him up and dropped him to the floor withering in agony from his shattered ribs before speeding past him. 
Jomann was an equal in size to almost any Kavalian at six foot three and two hundred and twenty plus pounds of chiseled muscle. As the two soldiers reached him and began bringing up shock sticks, his hand snapped out and he grabbed one Kavalian by his fur covered throat before the man could bring the shock stick forward. The shock sticks were the weapons allowed to all the embassies because no deadly weapons were authorized. Basically an eighteen inch staff with power cell and exposed end, they could render a fully grown Lycavorian helpless with one or two well placed hits. Jomann had no intention of allowing the Kavalians to hit him with them. As the Kavalian’s eyes bugged out of his head and he was lifted into the air by Jomann’s wolf strength and used like a shield. The second soldier was slower to react and the end of his shock stick slammed into his comrade’s back just as Jomann released the first Kavalian. His body danced with the electricity cascading through him, until he dropped to the floor useless and quivering in helplessness. The third Kavalian turned with wide eyes at what he had done just as Jomann hit him with an open heel strike to his chest directly over where Jomann knew the Kavalian heart was. The soldier’s eyes bugged out of his head as well, as his heart skipped a beat from the power of the impact and he lost control of the shock stick. He was unprepared for the crushing uppercut that impacted just beneath the right side of his jaw and lifted him a good three inches off the floor before sending him sprawling. Jomann whirled around prepared to defend his Prince and found it was unnecessary. 

Two Kavalians were already slumped at Andro’s feet and he was taking great pleasure in beating the much larger third Kavalian with his bare hands. Jomann watched as blow after blow struck the midsection of the Kavalian soldier, Andro’s hands moving in almost a blur with the speed he was using. His Prince was perhaps two inches shorter than him, but just as equally thick and chiseled as any true Lycavorian Spartan was. The return of King Leonidas and the supremely defined body he had, along with that of Daniel Simpson and those who followed him had brought a renewed surge of pride within the ranks of the Lycavorians. Now, even those men who had long retired and were no longer soldiers and even thousands of years of age, had taken to becoming just as physically fit as possible to show the standard that their King himself lived by. This stress on physical fitness had even begun to expand to other species and races and now it was common to see male elves who sported solid, muscular forms whereas before they may have been lean and fit. The Algolian members of the fleet were now seen much more often within the many gyms and centers on the ships and had become the favorite workout partners of many Lycavorians for the immense strength and keen minds. Watching his prince in action filled Jomann with a sense of surreal honor that he was here with him.

The movement out of the corner of his eye caught his attention and they shifted up to see the two Kavalians move to the railing just above where Androcles was and leap without hesitation. This set Jomann in motion as well… and given who his prince was… it was really no contest. 
Qurot thought to leap over the railing and drop on Androcles from above while he was occupied and pummel the young prince into the ground. If he been more versed in fighting on the ground than from in space from the safety of his ship he would have known this would not work on a Lycavorian. He also made the mistake of completely ignoring Jomann who was on the other side of the huge room. Qurot was a large man, nearly six and a half feet tall and well over two hundred and forty pounds. He was cruel and violent, and had beaten more than one Kavalian into the ground beneath him. Andro detected his scent the moment he entered the building. As Qurot was about to land on him from above Andro stepped back from beating the soldier in front of him, rotated his body forty-five degrees and cut loose with a Mindvoice fueled punch right to Qurot’s jaw while he was still in the air. Qurot’s dark eyes went wide just before the blow landed and then pain lanced through his jaw and neck as his body was propelled through the air by the force of the blow. Right into a waiting Jomann.
Jomann had seen all his prince was going to do within his mind and he leaped into the air just as Andro landed his punch and sent Qurot reeling. Jomann used all of his body weight and incredible strength and plowed into Qurot’s body while he was still airborne, turning slightly and driving the heavier Kavalian into the unyielding floor with crushing power and then Jomann began to pound Qurot while he was dazed. Andro was turning towards them and he sent a clenched fist into the soldier’s face with savage anger, the Kavalian spinning away, his fur bloody and matted; his midsection a mass of welts and bruises. Jomann grabbed Qurot by the collar of his uniform and without even thinking used the small amount of TK power he had used before to throw Qurot hard into the nearby wall. He grunted in pain, his eyes wide and his fur covered face a mask of feral anger, and he surged off the wall with renewed strength and rabid anger. He whipped out with his hand extending his claws from his fingertips as he did, bringing them down across Jomann’s face and opening up three deep angry slashes and causing him to spin away in pain. 
“I will kill you Lycavorian dog!” He bellowed.

As he brought his other hand forward to slash him again Jomann twisted his body even more, turning outside the wild sweep of Qurot’s hand and then stepping into a punch directly to the side of his face that staggered Qurot. It was then fell Andro upon him, grabbing the front of his shirt and viciously sending his forehead into Qurot’s face. Qurot bellowed in pain as his nose splintered and gave way. He brought his hand up and raked his claws across Andro’s lower jaw and neck before Andro sent his forehead smashing into Qurot’s face once more. The combination of the force of the blow and the pain already coursing through his body caused Qurot to stumble and stagger back falling to the ground. As Andro stepped forward to pounce on him again the voice brought him up short.

“ENOUGH!” Matuarr’s deep voice echoed against the walls in the grand foyer as an even dozen Lycavorian troops poured in through the now shattered doors.

Andro’s head snapped around and he saw Matuarr standing in the open corridor that led back to the offices. He leaped without thinking, his hand closing around Matuarr’s throat and ramming him into the wall.

“WHERE IS MY MOTHER?” Andro’s voice carried over everyone in the foyer.

Matuarr was digging at the iron like vice that gripped his throat, unable to get his fingers under the crushing grip and tangling in his fur. “Re… release me boy… or… you will… never see her alive again!” Matuarr rasped out as his eyes looked at Andro with distain.
Andro did release him, but as he did the psychic knife exploded from his right fist and the tip came to rest just under Matuarr’s jaw freezing him on his tip toes. His black ringed azure eyes were wide in ferocious anger, his duel wolf fangs fully extended and giving him a crazed look of sadism.

“MILORD!” Jomann screamed his eyes wide.

ANDRO NO! Elynth shouted within Mindvoice as they both moved towards him.

Andro stared at Matuarr with killing eyes, holding the tip of that psychic knife ready to plunge into his brain. “Where… where is my mother?” He snarled. “You took her from the bunker with that nubous traitor Laustinos! Where is she? My Aunt lives Matuarr! She told me this! Tell me or I will…”

“You will do nothing!” Matuarr barked viciously. “If you kill me she dies! If you do not leave this place she dies! What will you do whelp? Release me now and leave this place! You stand on sovereign Kavalian territory! You…”

“THIS IS SPARTA!” Andro screamed spraying Matuarr with salvia. “You have attacked my people! You have killed hundreds of citizens of the Union! You have killed my father! Taken my mothers! WHY HAVE YOU DONE THIS?” Andro screamed leaning forward until his burning azure eyes were inches from Matuarr’s. “WHY?” 
Elynth had never seen her Bonded Brother so incensed with a killing rage as he was now. Not even during their hours on Alba Tau had she seen him pulse so powerfully within their bond in Mindvoice. She knew he was capable of so much than he had already shown, they both were, but he was so close to the edge of the abyss now and she could not allow him to fall with such anger and hate eating away at him. She moved closer to him, the injured Kavalians madly scrambling to get out of her way. 

[Andro my beloved Bonded Brother!] Elynth’s voice surged into his mind. [You must not do this! This is not what we came here for!]

[So many dead!] Andro cried out to her his facial expression never changing. [So many dead Elynth! Dead by my hand! My order! Because of them!]

[I feel your pain my beautiful Androcles.] Elynth spoke. [We are one… you and I… I feel the agony within you for I share it as well! This is not how our fathers would want us to act in their stead! You know this! Especially not now!]

Andro’s head turned quickly to look at her golden eyes and she stepped even closer to him. [Fight… fight with your head.] He spoke more softly now.

Elynth nodded her massive head now. [Lead with your heart.]
Andro turned back to Matuarr. “Where is my mother?” He snarled.

“I will tell you nothing boy!” Matuarr growled. “We are only insuring our future as a people!”

“Your people have no future!” Andro snapped. “Not after what they have done!”

“You were training the High Coven dragons to fight the Kavalian Federation! Even as you used deceit and guile in public to lull us into a sense of friendship!” Matuarr shouted. “We are not fools boy! This alone is an act of war! We took actions that insure the survival of our people! As is our right!”

“Your right?” Andro screamed. “Hundreds of my people lay dead! You have attacked my family! Killed my father and taken my mothers! How does this insure the survival of your people you fool! What did you think we would do? Tell me where my mother is! Tell me now and you may yet live to see another sunrise!”

Matuarr grinned viciously. “Kill me and she dies!” He said again. “I do not know where she is but rest assured she is no longer in Union space! Your father is dead! The Hadarian witch you call mother is no longer in power! What we have done is secure the future of the KFI by eliminating threats to us! Now release me whelp! Release me and leave this embassy for this is Kavalian territory by order of your own government and the Galactic Court!”
“Fuck the Galactic Court!” Andro shouted.

“So now you will dismiss the rule of law young Leonidas?” Matuarr snapped. “Just as your father did. The law you uphold so valiantly when it suits you and dismiss when it doesn’t!”

“You hold a Queen of the Lycavorian Union prisoner! My mother!” Andro shouted in his face. “You…”

“Your father is dead! Therefore she is no longer a Queen of the Union! And she is not your mother!” Matuarr barked. “A Queen of the Elves she may be perhaps… and we will deal with them to entertain her release! And you will not be King for very long boy! Now you will release me and leave this place! Or she will die just as surely as I will!”

“Tell me what you hope to accomplish by this?” Andro growled but more subdued now. “These are nothing more than acts of terrorism! Terrorism! Who will believe anything you say after what you have done?”

“What we have done?” Matuarr snapped. “We have done what we needed to do to survive as a species! As a race! Something your father was working very hard to insure did not happen!”

“You lie!” Andro snarled.

“Do I?” He answered. “We will make our case before your Galactic Court concerning our actions! We have not invaded your precious Union! Our forces ready to continue our war with the vampires animals! We have done what was necessary to keep you from helping them! If you kill me… there will be war! And we will sweep your pathetic Union aside like so much fodder beneath our might! You will be responsible for the death of your people as well as the one you call mother! Now release me you fool child! Before you start something you can not finish!”
Andro glared at him for a moment longer before willing away the psychic knife and stepping back from him. Matuarr reached up and rubbed the fur under his chin his eyes cruel and filled with hate. He glanced quickly at Jomann as he came up beside Androcles and then his eyes went to where Elynth held her own anger in check as she stared at the him.

“Do not think to hinder us boy King.” Matuarr snapped. “I have already demanded a setting before the Galactic Court where I will present our case. Until that time… we will hold Queen For'mya of the Elves to insure you do nothing stupid!”

Andro took a step forward but it was Jomann who gripped his arm. “No Androcles.” He stated softly using Andro’s name and causing him to turn to look at him. To Jomann it was the most natural thing in the world to speak his name, as if they had been friends for years, and this knowledge struck him as odd. Jomann shook his head. [Another time. Another place. We are at the disadvantage here now Androcles.]

Andro’s face was sweaty and bloody. The second head butt he had given Qurot had opened up a nasty split in his own flesh just above his eye and blood leaked from the wound down the side of his face. He turned back to Matuarr and saw Qurot beginning to get to this feet under the watchful eyes and barrels of two Spartans and their 190s. He lifted his hand and pointed at Matuarr. 

“Mark my words carefully Matuarr.” Andro growled. “The day will come when there is a reckoning. And when that day comes… your blood and your life are mine!” Andro spun around and lashed out with one last devastating punch that struck Qurot directly in the cheek and lifted him up off the floor and dropped him unconscious. He leaned over and spit on Qurot’s form then and walked out into the center of the foyer. “That is for my brother and Athani!”
Andro turned to the Spartan officer that was behind them. “Pull your people back to their positions Colonel! Do it now! This may be Kavalian territory inside here, but out there it is Sparta. No one comes or goes without direct communication with me or Captain Jomann.”

The Colonel nodded his head. “As your order Milord.”

“Do not think to restrict us!” Matuarr barked.

Andro turned and looked at him. “As of this moment you are a hostile race and terrorist government to the Lycavorian Union. I will insure no more of my people die at the hands of your assassins. Your movements outside this embassy will be monitored and tracked! Any of your people found outside this embassy will be arrested and immediately imprisoned to await execution as terrorists!” Andro pointed at him once more. “And I will find Janae as well Matuarr. That I promise you.” Andro saw the flash of recognition in Matuarr’s eyes but said nothing before turning and looking at Elynth’s beautiful and sleek form.

Andro moved up to Elynth and put his hands on her chest as her head came down and curled around his back until her head rested on his shoulder. [Thank you sister.] He whispered.

[Without you I am nothing.] She told him.
[I am nothing without you.] Andro repeated the words.

[Let us leave this place Andro. Before I lose what little control I am maintaining and burn it all down.] Elynth said.

Andro nodded and leaped the two and a half meters on her back and into the saddle. He looked at Jomann to see him staring at him. [You are my Captain now Jomann. You go where I go.]

Jomann didn’t hesitate and followed suit and settled into the saddle behind Andro. Andro turned to look at Matuarr who was leaning over an unconscious Qurot. “Remember my voice to this day Kavalian.” Andro growled seeing Matuarr turn to look at him. “Remember it well for it will be the last thing you hear before you die! Sister go!”
Matuarr watched as Elynth turned and moved gracefully out of the foyer and back into the sunlight. His eyes remained on the doorway until all the Lycavorian troops had exited out the remains of the shattered doorway and then he smiled.

“Young fool!” He hissed softly. “In several weeks you will no longer be of any importance to anyone. And the KFI will rule the Union.”

BELID

“Brother!” Tir'ut almost shouted as they turned and watched Lynom unwrap the shadows from around his body to reveal the petite half elven female clinging tightly to his shoulders, her two toned black and blond hair wildly unkempt.

They had found the cave easily enough with directions provided by Lynom after they had landed the SCYTHE Heavy Fighter. It was half kilometer away still under Shroud and carefully hidden. The cave was also well hidden given its close proximity to the actual Immortal base, both of the two entrances concealed behind thick brush that could easily be brought back into place in seconds. The interior was dry and cool and dimly lit by several beams of sunlight that came in through cracks in the cave ceiling. Normya and As'hia could do nothing but watch as the two brothers, equal in size and build in almost every way, embraced tightly and held each other. It had been nearly two years since they had physically seen one another and no matter their current situation, they could not deny themselves the joy of seeing one another again in person.


Tir'ut pushed him back and looked at him. “I see you have let your hair grow again!” Tir'ut spoke with a smile. “Mother will not approve you know.”

Lynom nodded. “And you as well. Last time I saw you, your head was as smooth as our brother’s et'zarreth
 when he was born!” (ass)

Tir'ut chuckled and nodded his head. He held Lynom’s arm and turned holding out his hand for Normya. “Lynom… this is my Il Kal'daka Darthirii. This is Normya… my Blessed Wife.”

Lynom looked at the platinum blond hair and dazzling emerald green eyes and smiled as Normya stepped right up to him. He bowed his head to her as was the Akruxian custom when greeting another’s wife and he took her hand in his. He lifted it to his cheek and placed the back of her knuckles against his cheek.

“It is a blessed honor to meet you Normya Leonidas.” He spoke softly.


Normya smiled brilliantly as well. “And to finally meet you.” She said in reply.


“I had often wondered if my brother, as ugly as he is, would ever find a wife.” Lynom spoke with a smile. “Did he drug you perhaps in order for you to allow him to let beauty such as yours grace his miserable life?”


Normya couldn’t help but laugh and she shook her head in happiness. “You are one to talk.” She said cutting her eyes to where As'hia stood shyly.


Lynom turned quickly and took As'hia’s hand, pulling her to him. Normya noticed that As'hia immediately pressed close to him, still unsure of everything around her, but knowing that Lynom was her anchor. Normya could smell Lynom heavily in her blood, and she in his and this only confirmed to her that As'hia had allowed him to scent her in the ways of her wolf blood and the Lycavorian people. It was not something done without the consent of the female and the acceptance by her of his scent within her blood would announce to any wolf around her that she had been claimed by another. “Brother…” Lynom said softly. “This is… this is As'hia. She is who I wish to make my Blessed Wife, if she will have me.”

Tir'ut looked at the female elf with two toned hair and could not deny her beauty or the strength that permeated from her. The simple way she held to his brother, one hand around his waist and the other holding his abdomen told him all he needed to know. He smiled and looked at his brother. “It appears she has already made that decision for you Lynom.” He stated. “I can detect your foul stench within her blood brother. Now… who drugged who?”


As'hia couldn’t help but laugh now as she looked at Normya and she watched as the young Princess of the Union reached for her hands. As'hia didn’t hesitate and took those hands as Normya drew her into an embrace.


“Your mother and father will be here soon.” She whispered. “And we will leave this place shortly after so that you and Lynom can begin a life together.”


As'hia hugged her tightly. “We have… we have already done that Princess.” As'hia said. “And I do not fear what anyone else says. Not anymore.”


Normya nodded and pulled back to look at them. “Lynom… As'hia… this is Cirith and Lancy.” She spoke motioning to where they stood a few meters away. “They have been helping us and they are our friends.”


Lynom and As'hia nodded to them as they came closer. “You are purebloods.” Lynom stated.


Cirith shook her head. “Lancy is… I am not.” She said.


Lynom looked at As'hia quickly before turning back to Cirith. “That is not true.” He stated.


Cirith looked at him confused and Lancy smiled from his spot next to her. “He can smell the wolf in your blood Cirith.” Lancy spoke looking at her. “Technically… you would be considered a pureblood since you can’t get much purer than Aikiro and your father.”


“Aikiro?” Lynom hissed. “She… she was your mother?”


Cirith met his eyes. “Yes.” She said sternly expecting some sort of rebuke or snide comment.


Lynom looked at Tir'ut and Normya before turning back to her and nodding his head. “Then it is excellent you have decided to use your bloodlines for the purpose of good.” He spoke. “It shows that you are considerably smarter than your mother.”


Cirith chuckled now as well as she relaxed. “Yes… well I guess it does considering she is dead now.” She said.


Tir'ut took Lynom’s arm. “Father and Denali Leonidas will be here in the system in a few hours. Six at most. We must prepare. What do you know of an Immortal called Kr'nak?”

Lynom nodded as he moved to where they had heated the small boulders in the pit in the center of the cave. As he and Tir'ut squatted across from each other Cirith saw Normya and As'hia settle to the ground in front of them as both Cha'talla’s sons drew their women close to them. For a fleeting moment Cirith felt a slight tug of pain at never having experienced this same sense of devotion from a man, but she dismissed it quickly. They had too much to be concerned with and could not worry about what hopes and dreams she had for the future.


“Phy’iad’s right hand. One of them.” Lynom spoke. “I did not spend much time with him in the two years I have been here. He is very private for an Immortal though Phy'iad trusts him more than the others I think.”


“Why do you say that?” Normya asked.


Lynom looked at her. “When Phy'iad would leave on certain missions within The Wilds there were times he would not take Kr'nak.”


“What missions?” Tir'ut asked.


Lynom shrugged. “From what I understand from those he did take it was to meet with new suppliers from a criminal organization that was moving into The Wilds. Word is that they were being funded in part by the Kavalian Federation, but Phy'iad did not care.”


“Why would this make Phy'iad trust Kr'nak more?” Normya asked trying to direct him to the answer she wanted to hear.


“He would leave his elf… his elf slave Osiri in Kr'nak’s care and no one else’s.” Lynom spoke. “He went twice in the two years I have been here and both times he was gone for at least a month. This has been going on for some time from what I understand. He trusts no one else to look after her while he is gone. Some say that Kr'nak wants her for himself but he knows Phy'iad will never give her up. She is too valuable to him as a scientist. She is the one that was able to discover the information about As'hia.” Lynom looked at Tir'ut and Normya. “Why do you ask about him? Phy'iad has many captains so why would this Kr'nak interest you so?”

“I doubt all of Phy'iad’s captains can claim Osiri as their Blessed Wives as Kr'nak does.” Tir'ut answered.


Lynom’s eyes grew wide. “Blessed Wife?” He exclaimed. “Is that… is that a joke?”


Normya shook her head now. “Far from it. They were with us when we contacted you and As'hia from Phy'iad’s ship. They were there to check on my mother’s health and plan their escape with her.”


“Escape?” Lynom said.


Tir'ut nodded. “Osiri… she has been the Blessed Wife of Kr'nak for seven years now.” He told his brother. “There was no mistaking this brother… Il Kal'daka Darthirii and I… darthirii ilhar Dysea… we all saw it.”


“We did as well.” Cirith spoke.


Lancy nodded. “There was nothing fake about they way they looked at each other.” He said in agreement.


“And she carries his child.” Normya said softly.


Lynom’s eyes were wide now in disbelief. He shook his head slowly and pulled As'hia close to him. “I never… I never suspected. No one did.” He said.


“And they have known about you for over a year.” Tir'ut said.


Lynom gazed at him with wide eyes. “How?”


“Osiri told us she saw you blur away from the communications room one evening.” Tir'ut spoke. “She knew then that you were not who you said you were. She told Kr'nak and he went ahead and secretly installed a monitoring device in the room. It is how they knew your name. They must have heard you talking to one of our parents or me at some point.”

Lynom looked at his brother. “Tir'ut if they have known that long and never…”

Normya nodded. “Yes… that was our deduction as well. Nothing could have given more truth to what they were telling us than that.”


“How soon before father arrives?” Lynom asked.


Tir'ut looked at the timepiece on his wrist. “NORMYA’S LIGHT should be arriving in the system in just under an hour. Another two to reach the planet. The plan is simple but it will be effective if Kr'nak can provide us with what he says he can. He was to meet us here but he…”


“He is here.” The voice spoke.


They all turned to see the hulking Immortal move into the main portion of the cave with one of Lancy’s men beside him. His eyes were on Lynom and held genuine surprise in them as he moved up. He tore them away from Lynom and looked at Tir'ut as he stood. “I wanted to make sure I was not followed.” He spoke. 


“Phy'iad?” Tir'ut asked.


“Things are moving more quickly than I thought.” Kr'nak spoke. “Phy'iad contacted the Kavalians and they will be in range for the transmission in roughly four hours.” He handed Tir'ut the data pad. “These are the codes to the main base doors and can be opened remotely. Osiri will have all the elven females gathered in one room.” He turned to Lynom. “The slave quarters. Four of my men will be guarding the outside of this room when you attack but your medical people will need to move quickly with the serum your mother has developed for them.”

Tir'ut met his eyes. “Why?”


Lynom looked at As'hia before rising to his feet as well and looking at his brother. “Kr'nak is right. Over half of the elven females that are here have been held for at least two years or more Tir'ut. If they believe we are here to kill the only thing keeping them alive… well it will not…”


Tir'ut nodded. “I did not think of that. I will tell mother.” He looked at Kr'nak. “Where will you be?”


“I am to escort Queen Dysea to the main chamber when the communication begins.” Kr'nak answered. “I do not know what will happen once we are in the main room or how things will proceed… but you will need to move quickly.” He looked at Normya. “I will not allow Phy'iad to… to dishonor your mother Normya Leonidas… but I will need help.”


Cirith stepped forward. “That is where we come in.” She stated. “This main room… can you get us into it?”


Kr'nak nodded immediately. “If you are wrapped in the shadows yes.” He reached behind him and pulled out the two matching blades that Cha'talla had given to Dysea when she had first arrived on Kranek. Normya’s eyes grew wide when she saw them. “Your mother… forgive me but she will be without clothes Normya Leonidas. It is how Phy'iad thinks he will break her down in part… having her exposed and being leered at by so many. There will be no place for her to hide these. If you are wrapped in the shadows with Tir'ut then at the right moment one of you could return these to her and give her back a small portion of her honor and dignity until she is once more fully clothed. If she is as skilled as the forger of these blades that she carried suggest… then no doubt any she faces will be more concerned with staying alive then looking at her nakedness.”

Normya took the blades from him slowly and saw his embarrassed eyes by what he had just told her. She nodded and touched his arm gently. “Remember what we told you.” She spoke softly.

Kr'nak nodded and looked at her hand. “I intend too.” He turned to Tir'ut then. “Come… let us go over the plans of the base and where the main number of the Immortals will be. It should make it easier for your father when he arrives.”

EARTH
KING YELU HOSPITAL

“What the nubou was that?” Eliani barked at him in the corridor. “It’s all over the Netnews!”

“It was a tactical decision.” Andro spoke.


Eliani wore surgical garb and she stepped right up to Andro and slapped him. “Tactical decision my ass! You piegn igord!” She hissed before throwing her arms around his shoulders and hugging him tightly. “Don’t you dare do something like that again Andro! Not now!”

Andro nodded and squeezed her back as she brought her hands to his face and the warm soft white glow bathed his neck and lower jaw healing the marks from Qurot’s claws. “I had to know for certain.” He said softly.


Eliani looked at him. “They have mother don’t they?” She asked.


Andro nodded slowly. “And because they believe father is dead, they acknowledge her only as a Queen of the Elves and will not discuss anything concerning her with me. Only the elves.”


“Andro… why?” Eliani asked. “It doesn’t make any sense.”


“I know.” He said. “Tenna?”


“She’s resting.” Eliani said. “We were able to remove the projectile lodged against her heart and repair the damage it did. Part of one projectile did clip her spine, but thanks the gods it didn’t severe her spinal column.”


Andro looked at her. “Will she be able…”


Eliani squeezed his hands and nodded quickly. “It will be a long time before she is fully healed. Months before she will be able to run again… but yes… she will be able to run.”


Andro closed his eyes and placed his forehead against hers. “Avoi.” He whispered.

Eliani caught the sweet scent of jasmine coffee and she turned quickly to see Jomann come walking forward with Nusa and Anicetus. She disguised her gasp at his wounds as a grunt and turned to him as he came up to Andro.


“I have assigned Nusa and Anicetus to the Prime Minister Androcles.” Jomann spoke. “No one gets close to her without our approval.” His eyes went to Eliani and her willow and peach scent engulfed him once more as it had in the bunker when she fell on him.

Eliani looked at Andro quickly, surprised at the informal tone of voice he spoke to her brother with. Andro nodded. “I have made Jomann my Captain.” He said.


“Your… your Captain?” She gasped stunned. Eliani felt a blissful rush surge through her at this news but it was tempered and confused as well. Part of her… part of her reveled in the scent of this Lycavorian and the strength she felt from him, but the other part of her couldn’t understand how that could be. She was Malic’s mate, he had bitten her at the peak of their lovemaking, making her his soulmate for it happened by instinct alone. She should not be so aroused by the scent of this man, or so giddy that she would now be around him. 

Princess Eliani Leonidas did the only thing she could think of at the moment. She lashed out. “Isn’t… isn’t your Captain supposed to keep you from doing such stupid things then!” She barked as she glared at Jomann. He blinked several times at the suddenness of the verbal attack and glanced at Andro who had a look of surprise on his face as well.

“Eli… what’s wrong?” Andro asked her.

Eliani turned back to him. “If he is your captain… if he is your captain… then he needs to keep you from doing stunts like you just pulled.” She hissed. “He can see the medics around the corner. They’ll fix him up. I have more important things to take care of. I’m going to make sure Aunt Deia is set for the night and then I’m going back to Cranae Island.”
Andro stood there in shock as Eliani spun on her heels and marched away down the corridor. Stunned as he was, Jomann could not tear his eyes from the way her medical garb clung to her lush body or the way her willow and peach scent caused his blood to churn in a way he had never felt before.

“Jomann… I must apologize for…” Andro stammered.

Jomann turned back to him and shook his head. “It is alright Milord.” He said softly. “It would not be the first time I have angered a woman.” He spoke with a forced smile. “I will go and see the medics.”

Andro nodded slowly. “I’m going to see Marci. She is in with Armetus and I need to ask her some questions. That is where I will be.”

Jomann nodded. “I will join you shortly.” He said.
Andro looked back down the corridor where his sister had disappeared and then turned to move in the opposite direction. It took him all of thirty seconds to find Marci by her scent and she was still in Armetus’s room, now talking with several Krypteria analysts. Andro’s eyes went to the bed where Armetus lay and he was taken aback by the bandages that wrapped around his head and those of his arms and chest. Both of his legs were wrapped in purple tinted gel packs that were only used on very critical patients. He moved slowly to the bed as Marci nodded to the two men she was conversing with and then dismissed them to do whatever task she had assigned. She moved up next to him, her face drawn and tired. She had yet to change out of the uniform that still bore Armetus’s blood.

“Marci?” Andro asked not taking his eyes from Armetus’s face.

“They have him in a medical coma.” Marci answered. “They took his eye Andro! The vithin bastards tore it out of his head and left it dangling because they thought it was funny! They shattered his legs and his left arm. Near as I can tell they had him for at least five hours before the attacks on your father and the rest of your family even started.”

Andro reached out and touched the cool gel packs that encased Armetus’s legs. “His legs?” He asked.

“The doctors were able to repair his legs.” Marci said. “I think every Hadarian on Earth has volunteered to come here and work. Riall gave the authorization for them to come even from Eden City. I don’t think I’ve seen so many Healers in one place since Alba Tau. Even those who aren’t Healers are swarming around acting as nurses… whatever they can do to help.” Marci moved closer and took Armetus’s good hand in hers and squeezed. “They were able to save most of his arm, but it was so long before they got him here that he will never have full use of it again.” She brought his hand to her cheek and held it there. “He has been like a grandfather to me Andro. Everything I know I have learned from him.” She placed his hand gingerly back on the bed and looked at him. “I want blood. I want someone’s ass for this and if you don’t let me get it I will find it on my own!”

Andro met her eyes. “They took my mother Marci.” He said softly seeing her eyes go wide. “Laustinos helped them. He’s been helping them all along. For how many years I have no idea.”

“Laustinos!” She exclaimed. “That fucking weasel bastard!”

Andro nodded. “I went to the Kavalian embassy before coming here.”

Marci stepped closer. “That was the commotion I heard about a hour ago. Everyone was dashing to the holo/monitors?”

Andro nodded. “Matuarr fed me some line of rensibfla about how they did all this to protect themselves because we were training the Coven dragons to fight them.” He said meeting her steady gaze. “My father isn’t dead Marci. He’s alive and when I tell him they have taken her he will fly into a rage.” Marci’s eyes were wide but she had enough control to not rejoice to the heavens about what she had just heard. “We must tell no one Marci. If they know he is alive they will undoubtedly kill her instantly. They know what he will do. They say because he is dead she is no longer Queen of the Union and they will deal only with the Elven Parliament for her release. Matuarr told me he has demanded a hearing before the Galactic Court to explain why they have done this and to present their case for the reasons why.”

“That is so much…” She stopped herself and held onto her temper. “Bullshit!” She spat.

“Matuarr told me if I do anything to retaliate for what they have done they will kill her and send the forces they have ready to invade the High Coven pouring across our borders.” Andro said turning away from her and moving to the end of the bed. “Marci… I activated the self destruct on the Jump Gates around Hadaria.” He stated turning back around to face her.
Marci nodded. “My people told me.” She said softly. “Andro you had no choice. We couldn’t find how they were accessing our Gate system! It had to be done!”

“Tell that to the nearly three million lives that were lost because of my actions.” He stated. “Our people.”

Marci stepped closer. “And if you had not… what would it have cost us to retake Hadaria when the time came. If you had not done this… they could have put millions more troops on the ground and thousands of ships. The price would have been infinitely higher if you did not do this.”

Andro met her eyes. “If Laustinos is helping them then we now know where they got the knowledge to access our Gates. The knowledge of where my mother was on Kranek. Armetus’s home. All of it. He was Krypteria before becoming Deputy Prime Minister wasn’t he?”
Marci nodded. “An analyst. One of the very best according to Armetus.”

“The intelligence on the Drow outposts and their locations. No one but the Krypteria knew this. Did he still have access?” Andro asked.

Marci shook her head. “Armetus would have pulled all his access when he went to work for Deia.” Marci reached out. “Gods Andro… Deia… your mother Dysea… I… how is she?”

Andro nodded. “Tenna will recover fully according to Eli.” He replied. “But she will be out of it for several months. I’m going to be announcing that grandfather Panos will step in as acting Prime Minister. Denali and Lisisa will get our mother back from these Immortal pirates that much I do know. We obliterated the Kavalian forces sent to attack Kranek and when they took mother it sent Cha'talla into a berserker rage.” Andro looked at her. “They will retrieve her and hopefully discover why she was taken in the first place. Why would the Kavalians want both my elven mothers taken alive but try to kill the rest along with my father?”

“They already have Hadaria… maybe they figured with you, your father and your siblings dead they could deal strictly with the Elven Parliament and get concessions.” Marci said. “They know what your response would be to this. Any of your father’s children. There would be no negotiations and your mothers would tell them to get fucked. They must think the elven parliament has more sway over the Union Senate than they do.”

“If they believe that then they do not know how our system works. And if Laustinos is helping them he would have told them this.” Andro said. “It just doesn’t make any sense.”

Marci turned back to look at Armetus. “None of this makes sense.” She said softly. “The only drugs they found in his system were to keep him from shifting. No interrogation drugs, no mind altering drugs, nothing. They tortured him for hours for no reason. They had to know he would never reveal anything. Armetus would die first! I don’t know if they even asked him any questions.”

“The more we discover… the more questions are revealed and the fewer answers we have.” Andro stated. “My Aunt Tarifa has left with a tactical unit to link up with Resumar in Kavalian space but she will be promoted to Governor of Sparta. I will say she has left for Apo Prime and the Durcunusaan facility there for her own protection until we get a handle on matters here.”

Marci nodded. “Makes tactical sense.” She stated. “No one will question that.”
Andro looked at her. “Janae is missing.” He said. “Whether because the Kavalians have taken her or she has gone underground I don’t know. Did Laustinos know of her significance?”

Marci stepped closer to him shaking her head. “I don’t see how. The only ones who know who she really is are members of your family, me and Armetus.” She replied. “Even I don’t know all of it; only that she is important to your family and that she holds some very heavy clout. Armetus trained her himself along with Aihola and Lynwe.”

Andro moved to the chair at the foot of the bed and sat down. “And now you must know. Our history states that the last Elven King was assassinated by the High Coven during the Slave Years, you know this?”

Marci nodded. “Yes.”

“His two surviving children were brought to my grandfather Resumar. The daughter… the last female of elven royal blood at the time… she became Resumar’s elf concubine.” Andro explained. 

Marci nodded. “And his son and his elven wife had one son before they too were killed by the Coven during the purge just before the Ten Thousand were sent to Earth. Their son, he was Minister L’tian’s father. Your mother For'mya’s grandfather. That left your mother, when she was born, as the only living female descendant of elven royal blood.”

Andro nodded. “The last surviving member of elven royal blood.” He said looking at her. “Or so everyone thought.”

Marci stepped closer with wide eyes. “Andro… are you saying…”

Andro nodded. “My grandfather’s elf concubine had two children with him. Twin boys. Children that the High Coven knew nothing about for that is how Resumar, Eliani and their concubine wanted it.”

“They survived?” Marci asked.

Andro nodded his head. “Armetus is the one who discovered them actually. When he was researching the records here in Sparta, just before my father fought my uncle that day, he found the information about them buried in some mundane agriculture report. After things with my uncle were over he went back and continued his research and discovered the information about them. Only one still lives and he resides on Elear in a very secluded estate close to Dragon Mountain with his much younger mate and wife. A Lycavorian. Janae is his last child.” He said with a sly grin.

“Wait!” Marci said. “That would mean he is an uncle to your father! To you! Andro this is… that is incredible!”

Andro nodded once more. “My father went to see him many years ago with both of my elven mothers and Aunt Deia and they have seen them often since. In reality he and my mother For'mya are related as uncle and niece as well. He did not want Janae to come forward and take her place among our family openly, but my father and Deia told him it was her birthright to be here among us… the rest of her family. As it was his. She is just as much a relation to my grandfather as any of us. And this man was my grandfather Resumar’s son. Janae’s father did finally relent but he made my father and Deia swear that we would watch out for her and insure that she was protected for she is his only child. We have done so for nearly ten years now, pretending that she is just an aide to grandfather Panos and a close friend of our family. She is far from helpless and some would say she is almost as skilled as my sisters in many respects.” Andro looked at Marci. “I will not go back on the promise my father made to him Marci.” He said coming to his feet. “I need two things from you.”
“Name them.” Marci stated instantly.

“I have brought Zarah back with Anton and Cihera to find Janae. If she is here on Earth hiding then Zarah will find her.” Andro said. 

“Using her Cognitive Empathic abilities?” Marci asked softly.

Andro nodded. “Yes. Now that Lucia is in her life and they share a unique bond, her own skills with this ability will be nearly tripled with Lucia helping her.”

“Your father wouldn’t approve Andro.” Marci said. “He feels it is an invasion of an individual’s most private thoughts.”

“My father is not here.” Andro answered her. “I will tell him when I contact him after speaking with you. I doubt he will disagree with me… and even if he does… I am here and he is not.”
Marci nodded. “True enough. What do you need from me?”

“Complete and utter access to everything for Zarah, Anton, Cihera and Lucia.” Andro said. “I need them to be able to go anywhere they need to and do anything they need to with no questions and that includes Krypteria operations.”
Marci nodded. “Done. What else?”

Andro stepped closer to her. “You pull as many people as you need. Suspend ongoing operations if they are not critical to assist your people, but I want to know what Laustinos knew. I want to know the size of his cock and what color he shits. He may be the main player in this, but he didn’t help these Kavalian assassination teams get on Earth and hide out all of this time here in Sparta. You find me those people who are working with Laustinos and those that have been helping these Kavalians.”

“That may cause me to step on some toes Androcles.” She stated.

“Then step on them. Crush them if you have too.” Andro stated harshly. “I want those people found.”

“And when we find them?” Marci asked softly.

“Then you interrogate them… drain their brains of every bit of information they might have in regards to these Kavalian dogs and Laustinos.” Andro snarled.

“Then I give them to the Durcunusaan for trial right?” Marci asked hopefully.

“No.” Andro said shaking his head. When he answered Marci detected only the finality of death in his voice and it made her shiver right down to her boots. “Then you make them fucking disappear! Forever!”

KAVALIAN GREATSOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

PUSINTIN’S COMMAND SHIP
PRIDE OF PUMAS 


“…no one has touched her?” Pusintin asked the Puma Bane Commander as he watched the two Puma Bane troopers lower For'mya’s inert form to the bed in the specially designed personal quarters.


“No Marshall.” The officer answered instantly. “She has been kept sedated just as you ordered. The implant is in place and she has been given the injections. I did them myself.”


Pusintin nodded. “Excellent work Commander. You are to be commended.”


“We serve the Prefect Keleru, you and the Prides, Marshall Pusintin.” The man spoke.


Pusintin nodded. “I have arranged for some down time for you and your team.” Pusintin spoke. “The port lounge is now yours for the duration of the rest of our trip. You will find as much ale and food as you can eat and drink as well as some amicable company.”


The Puma Bane officer’s eyes grew a little wider. “Altered females Marshall?” He gasped.


Pusintin nodded. “The only requirement is that you don’t mark them or hurt them.” He stated. “In any way Commander. I have been in the field just as you and your men and when you return you have much energy built up. Use them as much as you want but do not injure them in any way.”


The officer smiled. “I will inform my men sir.” He stated. “And what of Laustinos?”


Pusintin looked at him. “Your opinion?”


“It is strange Marshall Pusintin.” The man spoke. “When we first came on board I did not trust him in the least. Over the past days however…”


“Speak your mind Commander.” Pusintin said.


“He seems to harbor a deep seated hatred for his own people Marshall. Some would say in a manner similar to your own dislike of your people.” The man said.

“They are not my people Commander.” Pusintin spoke evenly. “I became Kavalian when my father took me from Earth and brought me into his Pride. In truth… my people abandoned me long before that even when I was on Earth.”


The commander lowered his eyes. “My apologies Marshall.”


Pusintin shook his head. “No need. As Keleru stated… we allow you and the others of Puma Bane Pride much more freedom to speak and do things because of your loyalty and your intelligence. You get the hardest missions and you go through the hardest training. We should allow you more freedom.”


“Thank you sir.” The man answered. “As for Laustinos… I did not trust him when we first began this mission. Now however… now he may turn out to be a larger asset than I first thought.”


Pusintin nodded his head. “And there may be more like him who didn’t care for my brother’s rule. They could help us in the future as well.” He spoke moving up to the bed and looking down on For'mya. He reached out and ran his fingers along the outside of her thigh and across the curve of her ass. “But this one will play the largest role. She will help us bring down the Lycavorian Union and she will do so willingly.” He moved his hand to For'mya’s left arm and drew back the cuff of her sleeve to reveal the Shi Viska bridle. “All because my now dead dear brother turned her.”


“I would keep the power dampeners at point seven electrojoules or lower in this room in order for her not to be able to use that.” The voice said. They turned to see Laustinos enter the room slowly. “That is the lowest setting for your Tri-Cobalt Reactors. Anything higher and she may still be able to call it from Flat Space.”


Pusintin looked at him. “I was under the impression that point nine was satisfactory.” He said. “That is what all of our scientists have said.”


Laustinos nodded. “Point nine would be sufficient if you were not dealing with someone who can Mindvoice on her level. Many tests have been done since Queen Aricia was taken by Chetak and he did much the same thing Marshall Pusintin.” He came fully into the room now. “Most of your brother’s family can still call their Shi Viskas even at point nine electrojoules. There are documented studies that have been recorded where your brother and his son were able to call their shields even when the power levels were at point five. This is due to their command within Mindvoice however, and while For'mya’s is powerful, she will never be on the same level as them.” 


Pusintin turned to the Puma Bane officer. “See to it.” He said. The officer nodded and headed out of the room as Pusintin turned back to Laustinos. He waited until the officer was gone before moving closer to Laustinos. “Perhaps now you can tell me why you are doing this.”

Laustinos met his gaze. “Would it matter to you?” He asked calmly.


“It will help me to understand you better Laustinos.” Pusintin answered. “This way… you will not end of very dead by accident.”


“You do not want to kill me.” Laustinos said.


“Do not overestimate your worth to us Laustinos.” Pusintin spoke in a menacing tone.


“I’m overestimating nothing.” Laustinos spoke. “You still need me.”


“And why is that?” Pusintin asked. “I spoke with Prefect Keleru just before we arrived here. It appears that they have discovered For'mya is missing, that we have her and that you helped us. If that is the case… no doubt whatever access you may have thought you had is now gone.”


“I know Lycavorian law. I know which Senators supported your brother’s rule and which did not. And I know who among them wavers like a reed in the wind.” Laustinos continued unhindered by this knowledge. “I know things that your brother did that will help you complete this goal you have. Knowledge is power in many respects Pusintin.”


Pusintin motioned with his head to For'mya’s inert form. “She will help me complete our goal Laustinos, not you. Why should we trust you after your part in this? Indeed… you failed to kill Deia and no doubt you will be the most wanted man in the universe shortly.”

Laustinos looked surprised at this news. “Deia isn’t dead? I… I shot her twice in the chest!”


Pusintin shook his head. “You should know by now that woman is very tough to kill. Many have tried through the years and like you… all of them have failed.”


Laustinos shook his head. “It does not matter. If she still lives then I am a bigger asset than you realize. I know Deia. I know what she will do and what she won’t.”


“So you say.” Pusintin said.


Laustinos shook his head. “Then give me what you owe me and I will be on my way.” He stated. 


“I could just toss you out an airlock.” Pusintin said with a grin.


Laustinos nodded. “You could. But then your new business partners would come to realize that you are not as trusting as you have led them to believe. What do you think they would say about that?”


Pusintin’s eyes narrowed and he stepped closer. “What are you talking about?”


“You didn’t actually think you could hide your numerous dealings with this new criminal organization did you?” Laustinos asked calmly. “An organization I might add that you and the KFI helped to fund and get off the ground, not to mention an organization that you channeled weapons and funds to the Evolli government through during their war against the Union. An organization that has outgrown your ability to monitor and control by the way since they have somehow developed a working relationship with an outfit called the Orionis Syndicate. Another mercenary group that does not reside in this quadrant of space it seems.”


“Bullshit!” Pusintin declared.


“Then you know where they are getting these new slaves that are appearing in The Wilds in select and very secluded places. These blue skinned females that have the ability to influence men by secreting an oil through their skin. Not many of them mind you… I know of only three at the moment.” Laustinos spoke. “They are certainly not from any world I am familiar with within this quadrant of space. How exactly did they obtain these females? And you know that they are branching out and even dealing with established mercenary and pirate organizations in The Wilds contrary to what you directed them to do. Among them Phy'iad and his ilk. I assume you know all this then?”


“How do you know this?” Pusintin demanded.


“As I said… information is power Marshall Pusintin.” Laustinos spoke. 


“Why don’t I just have you hooked to a pain drone and extract this information from your head myself?” Pusintin snapped.


Laustinos shook his head. “I am not a fool Pusintin. You can do this of course… but my Mindvoice abilities are far superior to yours or any Kavalian. The moment this happens and I become your prisoner with this intent; I will simply activate the small explosive charge I have in my head. Since I will die anyway… why should I give anything to you for free? You will know nothing more than what you do now, which is far less than what I know, and in the end you will gain nothing.”


“You play a dangerous game Laustinos.” Pusintin spoke. “A very dangerous game. Very well… I will talk to Keleru about what you have told me. He will be very interested in this information you say you have about this organization. He will also want to know why. Why do you do this?”

“Does it matter?” Laustinos asked.


“It does if you want to live.” Pusintin told him.


“If you must know then… it is because of the Ten Thousand.” He stated.

Pusintin looked at him oddly. “The Ten Thousand? Those that were sent to Earth?”


Laustinos nodded. “Yes.”


“What about them?” Pusintin asked.


“My grandmother was chosen as one of those who would send a child to Earth when the time came.” Laustinos spoke. “My father.”


“So?”


“At the last minute before the last transport left King Resumar altered the selection and took another unborn instead of my father.” Laustinos spoke. “The child of parents who were not even ruling members of the council. He took them over my father. My grandmother was about to give birth when the Coven came to assassinate all those who had taken part in this scheme. She was killed seconds after my father arrived. I have hated everything about your bloodline and the one chosen over my father ever since I was a boy.”

Pusintin looked at him. “Your family has held this hate for over ten thousand years?” He asked.


“It is a deep seated hatred Marshall Pusintin.” Laustinos spoke.


Pusintin chuckled for a moment and shook his head. “So it would seem. And I thought I had issues.” He stated as a Kavalian officer came into the room. Pusintin turned to him. “Yes… what is it?”


“We have plotted our course and will arrive at the designated coordinates in two hours Marshall Pusintin.” The officer spoke holding out the data pad. “Sensors indicate there is no activity near Nuc-Quli Beta. Nearest ships are hovering along the Icalro Alliance border and Talbor Seven. Transport ships mostly… a few civilian carriers but nothing that indicates a warship of any kind.”


Pusintin nodded and took the pad. “Very well.” He stated. “You may return to your duties.”


Laustinos looked at him. “I thought we were going to Belid.”


“A slight change of plans.” Pusintin spoke. “Now that the Union knows we have her, we need to move more quickly… at least initially. Don’t worry Laustinos… I have already made arrangements for Dysea’s transfer to Kavalian custody when her part in this is done. You must be patient.”


“I have waited many years.” Laustinos said. “I have no problems waiting a few more days. I estimate I have at least two more weeks before my window of opportunity passes. And I trust you to uphold your end of our bargain.”


Pusintin nodded. “Then allow me to show you to your quarters.” He stated. “And we can talk to Keleru about this information you have.” He said motioning towards the door. “This may prove to be very interesting indeed.”

EARTH
GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND


Sadi and Carisia had not been very good hostesses when everyone arrived for both of them could feel the turmoil in Andro the moment the SCIMITAR entered orbit. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha only confirmed it for them when they arrived on Majeir, and while they were both giddy with happiness that Ne'Veha was now wolf and Androcles had made them both his completely, this was tempered by the fact that their husband and mate was angry and in pain over so any things. When they felt him land outside on Elynth, it was Helen who kept everyone inside as Sadi and the others sprinted for the double doors that led to the patio and the dragon landing pad that was now seeing quite a bit of action. 

The smell of sugar plums and spice swirled around his head as Andro crushed his anome in his powerful arms and kissed Sadi with more passion and feeling than he had ever kissed her before. Emotions driven by his mental state, but also by his feelings for her and what she meant to him. Sadi could do nothing but whimper in delight and bask in those feelings as his heavenly lavender and pines scent tickled her wolf senses like no other could. After a long moment he set her down and she held his face in her hands.


“Andro my love!” She gasped finally as she rubbed his cheeks.


“Lu'ria and Ne'Veha told you?” He asked softly.


“Yes… and Aurith confirmed it when she arrived.” She answered. Sadi stepped back and drew Carisia close and Andro scooped his lithe vampire wife into his arms and laid a blistering kiss on her as well. Carisia cooed out her delight and then Lu'ria and Ne'Veha were next until finally he drew Sadi back to him tightly. To those many who did not know the Leonidas family, Andro or his father intimately, they would wonder how four women could love him as they did, or how he could love them in return. They would wonder the same thing when they saw the king and Queens, yet there was no doubting the emotion in any way. Even as Andro drew Sadi firmly to his right side, Lu'ria pressed close to his left, Carisia against her and Ne'Veha against Sadi.

“Why have they done this Andro?” Carisia asked softly.


“They… they say it was because we were training the Coven dragons but I don’t believe them.” Andro answered quickly seeing her maya blue eyes go wide. 

“How can they block her Andro?” Sadi asked. “We should be able to at least feel her tremors within Mindvoice yet there is nothing?”


Andro nodded. “Valin… he told us they got their hands on something that Aikiro had engineered using parts from the Mindvoice ship on Nuwaroa.” He said. “It operates in much the same way as the rooms on CS41. Negative Resonance Chambers they are called. It is why we couldn’t feel my mother Dysea and why we can’t feel my mother For'mya.”


“But Dysea…” Carisia said. “We can sense her now.”


Andro nodded. “Somehow… this device was either removed or it malfunctioned with her.” He answered. “Valin is here yes? I need to find out more about this device before I contact my father.”


Sadi nodded quickly. “The South Wing of the villa is nearly empty and that is where we put everyone. The Durcunusaan have turned the East Wing into their Command Center.” Sadi looked at him. “Andro… these new people…? They are Lycavorians... but they are different somehow.”


Andro nodded. “I will tell you everything I know.” He said. “The Vanari delegation?”


Sadi nodded. “The South Wing as well. There is… there is something about them as well Androcles. Not sinister in any way… almost hypnotic and extremely alluring. I have never seen their species before, even in the databases.”

Andro nodded. “They come from the same Quadrant of space that Dutkne and the others come from. Eighty thousand light years from here by my reckoning.”


“Andro that’s beyond the Perseus Arm!” Carisia exclaimed.


“I will share everything with you. All of you… but I need…” Andro shook his head. “I need to do so much. First and foremost I must explain to my mother and father how I am responsible for the deaths of nearly three million Hadarians.”


Sadi reached up and pulled his face towards her until she was looking into his azure blue eyes. “You had no choice Androcles Leonidas.” She stated firmly. “There were no other options and it was the only thing you could have done. It had to be done… and your father would have made the same decision in your position. You know this.”


“Some will call me a butcher of innocents.” Andro said softly.


Sadi nodded her head. “Perhaps. But they fail to see it is your actions that allow them to keep their freedoms and say such things.”


Andro leaned his forehead to hers and closed his eyes inhaling deeply and allowing her dominant scent and the scents of all his mates to permeate his body and sooth him. “My father knew KertaGai.” He whispered.


“What do you mean?” Sadi asked him softly.


“When Elynth and I entered the clinic.” Andro said. “He and Torma touched us there! They told us we knew what needed to be done. He knew I would have to do this. We told him… we told him they would hate us.”


Sadi squeezed his face and pulled him even closer. “What did he say my love?”


“He said… he said only for a time.” Andro whispered.

“Then that is what you must believe.” Sadi answered. She kissed him hard on the lips and drew back after a moment. “The others wait inside. Where… where is this Jomann that you have made your Captain?”


“He will return in the morning.” Andro said. “He was going to see his parents and then check the villas of my siblings to make sure no one has attempted to enter them.” Andro turned to Lu'ria. “Your father and…”


“They have left but will return in the morning.” Lu'ria said. “They are staying in Gytheio at Queen Aihola’s villa.” 


“I will greet them first.” He said.


“Andro it is not necessary.” Lu'ria spoke quickly.


“Oh but it is Ilythiiri Tessai. For me as well as for them.” Andro said pulling her closer and kissing her softly on her soft pink lips. A kiss of passion and love and desire. He nuzzled her elven ears lovingly and saw her amber eyes close as her face basked in the attention. He drew back slowly. “Let me go receive my tongue lashing from the Feravomir for going to the Kavalian embassy and doing something so utterly stupid as she would say.”


All of them chuckled gently at his words and Andro looked at Sadi.


“I won’t tell you what she said when we saw it on the Netnews.” Sadi spoke as she kissed him. “Better that you go in and face her unprepared. It will be easier on you.”


Andro rolled his eyes and shook his head as he released Sadi and Lu'ria and began to walk through the double doors into the villa. Sadi stepped closer to Lu'ria and slipped her arm around her waist. Lu'ria reciprocated this action as Carisia and Ne'Veha drew closer to them as well.

“I told you Mistress.” Sadi said softly leaning over to nuzzle her elven ears and cheek.


The slap carried quite a bit of power to it and Andro felt the heat and stinging on his cheek. He turned his head back and looked down into Helen’s dark angry eyes. Wayonn and Dutkne stood to the side watching with Selene, Riall and Lynwe while Bren stood with his arms across his chest smiling broadly as he stood next to Devra Re Mydala, Arduri and Naesta, all of whom had looks of astonishment on their faces.


“I… I take it you do not approve of my actions Feravomir?” Andro spoke as he reached up to rub his cheek.


“Approve?” Helen almost screamed. “Wen forn nubous malda?”

“Feravomir… I don’t believe I have ever seen you this upset where you start using foul language right from the start.” Andro said with a hint of a smile.

“Foul language!” Helen shrieked. Helen’s hand snapped up and she slapped him again across his other cheek. “You are just like your father!” She shouted. “Have you completely lost all command of your senses or have you and Elynth flown too high into the atmosphere where there is no oxygen and it has affected your rational thought just as it has your father and Torma? Do you know what could have happened?”
“I was in complete control of all my actions Feravomir.” Andro said as he rubbed his other cheek.

“Then you have gone crazy!” Helen screamed. “I should have you committed somewhere in a padded cell! You could have been killed Androcles!”

“The Kavalians are not fool enough to kill me here on Earth.” He stated.

“No!” Helen snapped. “They have kidnapped For'mya! They have attacked our family! They have attacked the Drow! They almost killed your mother and father! They were behind Anja being usurped on Hadaria and they are responsible for your mother Dysea being taken from Kranek! These are not things done by people who are fully cognizant of their actions and what they will wrought! These are not things that are done by people who care what their actions will wrought! What could possibly make you believe they wouldn’t kill you? They have already tried fool boy!”

“And they failed.” Andro said. “Feravomir you…”

“And this Jomann who you have appointed as your Captain!” Helen continued her rant ignoring him. “He followed you into this ridiculous action, when it is his duty to keep you from doing such utterly stupid things! He is no better than Andreus!” Helen declared. “I will have words for him when I see him! I did not work so hard and wait for so long to see the return of your father to his rightful place among us; I did not work to see the joy on his face and that of your mothers when you came into this world; I did not work to watch as his oldest son… the Crown Prince of our Union, act in such a wholly and completely asinine way and laconically risk his life as your father does so very well! Son vada carians… every time you or your father does something like this I feel as if my head will explode! Have you and Elynth listened to nothing I have taught you through the years?”

“Of course we have Feravomir.” Andro stated.

“Then why do you insist on conducting yourselves in this way?” Helen screamed. “And do not think that Elynth is not hearing this exact speech from Arzoal!”

“I’m sure.” Andro spoke.

“Then why?” Helen screamed. “It is not enough that they have taken For'mya from him! He will be insane with rage because of that alone and you know this… but if they had taken you from him he would have gone off the deep end and plunged the entire universe into chaos in a blood rage unlike anything I can begin to imagine! It would make the Black Day of our people pale in comparison! Even your mothers would not have been able to control him! No more then Sadi or your wives would have controlled you when you thought he was dead! I felt it within you Androcles Leonidas! Do not deny it! You came within a hair’s breath of unleashing that… that hell!”

“What do you want me to say Feravomir?” Andro asked softly. “Do you wish me to tell you that when I see a tactical decision that will reveal information to me… do you want me to tell you I will not take that action? They took my mother!” He roared now. “I needed to be sure!”

Helen glared at him. “Do not raise your voice to me young man!” She popped just as loudly. “I am not one of your soldiers! And you are not too big for me to turn over my knee and give you the lashing you deserve!”

It was Bren and Riall who finally broke the tension that was rising in the room and had been rising for hours now as more and more information came in on the extent of what was happening. Neither of them were able to contain the laughter that picture in their heads caused no matter how much they tried and they both lost it. Helen’s head snapped around and she glared at Riall but also noticed that Wayonn and Dutkne were also on the verge of losing their ability to contain the laughter and then they were laughing as well. 

“This is not in any way funny!” Helen snarled.

“Feravomir…” Andro spoke now stepping closer to her. “You have not disciplined me since I was five years old.”

“I should have done it more!” Helen exclaimed turning back to him. “It’s obvious you needed it!”
“Feravomir, if you are waiting for me to remain here in the safety of my villa surrounded by my mates and respond to such things by my words alone I think you know what my answer to that will be.” Andro spoke as he reached out and took her hands in his. “Elynth and I have… we remember it all Feravomir. Everything you have taught us… and continue to teach us. It is part of what has made us who we are. But I am my father’s son.”
“That is not something you need to remind me of.” She snapped but with much less force now.

“Then you of all people should know that I will act as my father will act. I will do what is necessary to get answers. I will do what is…” Andro lowered his head. “I will do what I must to keep our people safe. To keep my family safe.”

Helen saw the pain in his eyes now and she reached up and took his face in her hands pulling him down so that he was bent over to be near her five foot two height. 
“Do not allow… do not allow what you did, what you had to do, do not allow this to make you reckless Androcles.” She whispered to him. “Too many people rely on you now.”

“Almost three million relied on me.” Andro said softly. “And I let them down Feravomir. Now I must tell my father that they have taken his Kinsoaurgai. I… I could have prevented this if I had not left him alone here.”

“Don’t say that!” Helen snapped. “Don’t you ever say that Androcles! Your father would never blame you for what has happened! Never! And nor does anyone else!” Helen shook her head slowly. “Promise me… promise me that you will at least think before you act! You are not alone… ever! And there are situations where you and Elynth can not do it by yourselves. You must allow others to help you! Promise me this Androcles… you are like your father and you have never broken a promise you have made… promise me this for I could not stand to bury another Leonidas. Not after… not after what you and your father have come to mean to me.”

Andro stared at her for a long moment, his azure eyes soft and bright. He leaned over finally and placed a kiss on her forehead as she closed her eyes. “Then I will make you that promise Feravomir.”
Helen nodded slowly and opened her eyes, dropping her hands to his where he held her waist. “Good. Now release me.” She stated.

Andro looked at her. “Does this mean you will not attempt to turn me over your knee and lash my bottom?”

Helen couldn’t help but smile as Bren, Riall, Dutkne and Wayonn and now everyone else began laughing once more. “No… I will leave that duty to Sadi and your other mates! They would probably enjoy it and I have no desire to see your hairy mida after all these years. It would not be as cute as it was then.”

“His mida is many things Feravomir… hairy is not one of them.” Sadi’s voice carried from the open double doors where she stood with Carisia, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. This statement caused more laughter to ensue.

Andro laughed gently as even Devra, Arduri and Naesta began to laugh. He pulled her into an embrace and her arms went around his shoulders. [I will keep my promise to you Feravomir.] He spoke to her within Mindvoice.

Devra leaned close to Bren reaching up to put her hand on his arm. “Is it… is it always like this?” She asked softly.

Bren turned his eyes on her. “Like what?” He asked noticing that her daughters were listening intently.
“The… the emotion.” Devra asked softly. “The passion in their words? The commitment to each other. You can almost feel the loyalty dedication and in the air.”

Bren nodded. “This is what King Leonidas brought back to our people when he returned. And this is what his children continue without even knowing it. Yes… it is always like this. It cannot be any different than the Protectorate. We are all Lycavorians and it is very hard for us to keep our emotions contained for very long. We are passionate about everything we believe.”

Devra blinked her sea green eyes and looked away shyly. “It is… it is not something we ever thought to discover. We always… many of my people consider Lycavorians to be…” Devra couldn’t finish the statement and Bren smiled.

“Too much like the animals we can become?” He said softly.

“Forgive me.” Devra said.

Bren shook his head. “Nothing to forgive.” He said. “Perhaps your time among us will show you that what you may believe could not be further from the truth. Especially if you spend much time around the Leonidas family.”  

Helen reveled in the embrace for a long moment and then kissed Andro’s cheek. [I know you will.] Helen answered as she patted his shoulders. [Now put me down and let us work to discovering why your uncle and these fool Kavalians have done these things, and how we will get your mother back.] Andro did as she told him and looked at her. “When will you contact your father?” She asked.
“In the morning.” He answered. “I want to have as much information as possible for he will surely fly into a rage as you said. I need to talk with Resumar first and possibly try and raise Denali.”

“You must keep him where he is Andro.” Helen said. “If he reveals that he is alive, that could very well get your mother killed.”

Andro nodded. “I know. But how do you control a building storm Feravomir?”

Wayonn stepped up to them now. “You don’t.” He spoke. “You can only attempt to guide it in the direction you want.”

Andro grinned. “Have you ever tried to guide my father Wayonn? Moving a mountain has better odds.”

“We need to try.” Wayonn spoke. “And I need to see him soon.”

Helen looked at him. “Xaxon?” She asked.

Wayonn nodded. “The darkness is still within him… and in order for me to help him remove it I must be in physical contact with him. As passionate as he is about things, when he discovers this it would be a perfect opportunity for the darkness to reemerge. I’m not saying it will… just that it is a possibility.”

Andro nodded. “Then we will make it happen sooner rather than later.”

NORMYA’S LIGHT

THIRTY MINUTES FROM BELID


Admiral Thodius stood on the bridge, his dark eyes staring at the main view windows as Belid became easy enough to see with the naked eye. Twenty-six years he had served as the commander of Queen Dysea’s Strike Wing and not once in all that time had his Queen ever been in such danger. Even during the height of the Evolli War, when she stood beside him on this very bridge, had she been in such peril. Three times in the past two decades he had turned down promotion to command a Fleet Group and remain here. Not out of any secret agenda or hopes, he had been married to the same Lycavorian female for over a thousand years and there was not a day that went by when he did not talk to her. Six months out of every year when they resided on Apo Prime, his wife and mate would stay with him here on NORMYA’S LIGHT and they would dine with not only Dysea and Queen Isabella, but so many different members of her family and different species. No one had ever hurt his elven Queen before… no one had dared do such a thing. Until now.


And now Admiral Thodius was just plain pissed off. The damage to NORMYA’S LIGHT was now repaired, her fighter wings full for she had taken on many of the SCIMITAR’S fighter to complete her complement, and as he had heard Queen Anja state on so many occasions, now it was time to get low down and dirty mean.


“Report!” Thodius barked.


“Detecting one BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought! Two REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts, six BLOODLETTERS and four DARKBROOD-Class Heavy frigates!” His sensor operator called out.

“How many ZMF missiles do we have left?” Thodius asked.


“Twelve sir!”


“That’s it then! Four per Dreadnought! Maximum yield! The first one should take down their shields and the other three will do their job! Disperse the rest of the Strike Wing to engage the remaining ships at will. Have Captain Drdanu cut away and come in from coreward of Belid. We’ll catch them between us!”


“Transmitting orders now!”


“Get me Denali and Cha'talla!” Thodius snapped. He turned to one of the two main holodiscs on the floor of his bridge and he saw the figures of Denali Leonidas and Cha'talla come into focus. He had to blink for a moment at Cha'talla’s new look, but while the gray skin was gone and replaced with the natural bronze and tanned skin of the Akruxian people, there was no mistaking those eyes. They burned with intelligence and new found power and ability as he saw Vollenth and Aradace in the background on the STRIKER DT. Whatever doubts Thodius or anyone might have had about Cha'talla and his Immortal tribe vanished when they watched him kill the vampire Gerald for taking part in the kidnapping of Dysea. His impassioned speech right after washed away thousands of years of distrust and hate in one fell swoop and put their two peoples on the road to a deep and abiding friendship that the marriage of Normya and Tir'ut had only cemented for all time. That Esther had discovered and been able to reverse the millennia long curse inflicted on the Akruxians by the High Coven, returning them to their natural physical state and not the deformed and fearsome one they had been forced to carry for so long only added to the new mystique that surrounded the Akruxian people. That and the fact that Cha'talla of the Immortals was now bonded to a dragon.

“Admiral?” Cha'talla spoke quickly.


“We’re twenty-six minutes out.” Thodius spoke. “I’m going to hit their big ships with our Strike Wing and have Captain Drdanu move in from coreward. Denali, you and the rest of the STRIKERS launch in nine minutes! Go in under full Shroud and don’t release until you are at less than five thousand feet. If what Tir'ut and Lynom have told us is accurate, they don’t have any ground based sensors that can scan below five thousand feet. Their contact inside the base is suppose to disable their exterior sensors anyways, as well as all automated defenses.”


“Nothing more from Tir'ut or Normya?” Denali asked.


“Not since they contacted us once we entered the system.” Thodius said.


Cha'talla nodded. “Then our plan is intact. They would let us know if something had changed. Colonel Danarla… Major Ta’lon… Narice… you are monitoring?”


“No changes!” As'hia’s mother answered crisply. “Got it!”


“VIPER Command acknowledges.” As'hia’s father answered from the VIPER-Class Heavy Troop ship currently docked on NORMYA’s LIGHT’s port side.

“Toria and I acknowledge Cha'talla.” Narice’s voice was calm as she answered.


“Watch your asses you two.” Arrarn’s voice filled the COM.


Thodius and everyone who heard Arrarn’s comment to his wives chuckled and felt the pre-combat jitters lessen just that little bit.


“We would much prefer if you watched our asses.” Toria’s voice broke in causing more soft chuckles.


“However we do understand if you are too occupied at the moment.” Narice finished. “So we will watch each other.”


Thodius saw both Denali and Cha'talla shake their heads and smile. Cha'talla finally turned to him once more. “Admiral… we will keep an open COM.”


Thodius nodded. “Eight minutes and we start!”


“And we don’t stop until we have my mother back!” Denali growled.
