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“What do you think of their reactions Deia?” Panos asked as he held out the glass of juice to her.

Deia took the glass from him. “About what I expected from many of them.” She replied as she sipped the juice and then pulled her face back with a disgusted look. “What is this?” She demanded looking at him.

Panos chuckled. “Eliani’s orders.” He spoke. “No Spartan Wine until you are fully back on your feet. I have no desire to anger my adopted granddaughter either… she is worse that her mother at times.” Deia shook her head as she sipped the juice again and Panos settled to the couch. “It is… it is strange being here when they are not.” He said.

Deia looked around the main room of the Royal Estate Villa and took a deep breath. “It gives me balance and their scents will always fill this place.” She spoke softly. “And next to Cranae Island right now this is the most secure position on Earth I imagine. There are over two hundred Durcunusaan just on the grounds alone.”

“Not to mention the twenty odd dragons that Arzoal has assigned to patrol the skies day and night.” They heard Helen’s voice speak as she came through the double doors of the patio. They saw the flash of flame red scales outside and then the small blast of wind that ruffled her clothes as she came in, something that always took place whenever Arzoal took to the skies because of her immense size.

They watched her move to the counter and pour herself a half glass of Spartan wine and then turn to look at them. “I wanted to inquire of Armetus’s health so I stopped at the hospital before returning here. Anuk says he is improving rapidly but is still many weeks from being able to fully walk again. He will never have complete use of his arm, but he will be able to shift.”
Deia nodded her head slowly. “Thank the gods. I check on his condition nearly every day.” She said gently becoming slightly choked up. “We have been through so much he and I. In some ways I feel responsible for bringing him into all this.”

“You both have survived Deia… no matter how hard the Kavalian dogs tried to kill you, both of you have survived.” Panos spoke. “Build on the strength and purpose that kept you both alive.”

Deia took a deep breath and nodded. “I intend too.” She stated. 
“Getting to know him as much as I have these last years has taught me one thing. You will never get that man to do something he dose not want to do. He was here… beside you Deia because he wanted to be. Because he believes as you do.” Panos continued. “Dismiss these thoughts you have Deia for they are not true.”

She looked at Panos again and nodded with a smile. “You are very correct Panos my friend.” She stated with sincerity. She nodded once more and took a deep breath. “The final group of new Senators arrives shortly. We should meet with them individually before calling the Union and Spartan Senate back into order.”
Panos nodded his head. “I have already arranged meetings with them two hours from now. There are seven of them and they’ll be escorted here.”

“Why didn’t they arrive with the last group?” Helen asked as she settled into the chair facing Deia and Panos.

Panos shook his head. “Apparently their new status is already going to their heads.” He said with no small amount of disgust. “They kept delaying their departure from Apo Prime because of other commitments they said they had. I understand they were having their own private parties in recognition of their victories and elections. It wasn't until the Durcunusaan officer in charge on Apo Prime told them he would physically force their departure that they finally decided to grace us with their presence.” He looked at Helen. “I believe you and Deia know one of them already?”

“We do?” Helen asked.

Panos held on one of several data pads to her. “Her name is Ulana. Androcles’s former female companion from what I understand.”

Deia’s eyes went a little wider. “That pompous little upaee.” She exclaimed.

Helen nodded. “Yes I remember her.” She stated softly. “Her father was an Apo Prime University Scholar when he ran for election to the Senate eight months ago. He won the seat from his district quite handily if I recall.” Helen looked at Panos. “He was among those killed in the Senate Building?”
Panos nodded his head. “Yes. He had just arrived a week before the attack and was in his office. A Special Election was held back on Apo Prime and Ulana was chosen to fill out the rest of his eight year term. I believe more from the grief over her father’s death than from her actual political qualifications for the position.” He said. “Of course that is just my opinion.”
Deia nodded. “The Northern Region Constituency of Tuya City is well known for their eccentric attitudes and arrogance.” She spoke calmly. “It does not surprise me that they elected a University Scholar. Gorgo told me the man was a brilliant teacher, if somewhat overbearing and always trying to get students to see that his point of view was the best. The man he replaced was one of only twenty-nine Senators who voted against the Evolli War. And in the years prior to that he was a consistent voice in calling for a Peace Treaty with the High Coven. He was what Mandri called a Universe First midaeus.”

“That does sound like Martin.” Panos said with a grin.

“Should we be concerned?” Helen asked.

Deia shook her head. “No. While their numbers have grown through the years, those who think and vote like him are still very much in the minority. A very small group of some sixty-three Senators I believe. Out of over three thousand. They have no real power as a group.”

“Yet they have still chosen a young woman with no political background to take his seat on the Union Senate.” Helen said thoughtfully. “A young woman who used to share Andro’s bed and will no doubt believe that this fact gives her some advantage over others when it comes to dealing with him. Ulana is a strong Alpha female, albeit one who is rather full of herself. The few times I have met her she struck me as being willing to do anything to get her way. And the few rumors I have heard said she was very upset when Androcles dismissed her. Angry that he would do such a thing and choose Sadi over her. She believes Sadi to be rather common when compared to her.”

Deia snorted in disgust and shook her head. “Common?” She gasped. “Sadi Leonidas is many things but she will never be common! There are times when I believe I should question the action of our younger Alpha females more than our young Alpha males. Ulana is a child compared to Sadi and if she wishes to foolishly attempt to once more win Andro’s affection let her. She will only make a complete and utter fool of herself. Androcles worships the ground Sadi walks upon, the ground all of his mates walk upon, just like Martin. If he does not rebuke her publicly, I’m quite sure Sadi will put her in her place very quickly. Have any of you seen the way she looks at him?” Deia shook her head. “Reserved and polite she may be, but try and take Andro from her and I believe you will see a completely different Sadi Leonidas emerge. Ulana does not hold a candle to Sadi in my opinion, either in looks, intelligence or common sense.”

Helen’s smirk was easily seen and she nodded in agreement. “Or Mindvoice ability for that matter.” She stated. “And Sadi grows more powerful by the day. Both of them do. I was speaking with them nearly every day before all this began and they were telling me what they had begun to be able to do. It is utterly amazing.”

“What do you mean Helen?” Deia asked.

“Their power within Mindvoice is still within its infancy. Just as it is with Martin and Aricia.” Helen said softly. “Wayonn and I spoke of this as we returned to Earth. We have not seen it outwardly, but they have been practicing and refining skills the likes of which I have never seen before, and they are beginning to pass this knowledge on to his siblings. We have not seen Sadi act as an Alpha female in regards to her mate, and I shudder at the anger she could unleash if Ulana decides she wants to play games about Androcles.”

Panos nodded his head with another lopsided grin. “While I do not begin to understand the competition between female alpha wolves, there is a reason many in Sparta regard Sadi as the second coming of Gorgo.” He said. “You don’t think she will actually attempt something do you Deia?”

Deia shrugged her slim shoulders. “As far as everyone is concerned Androcles is the new King. There has been no talk of a coronation because of everything that is happening right now, but most everyone is already beginning to refer to him as such. That is good.”

“It also means our façade is holding for the moment.” Helen said. 
Deia nodded. “It also means Ulana will no doubt try to insinuate herself as closely as she can within his life. Something I sincerely doubt Sadi or the others will allow. Andro will simply ignore her… that is the Alpha way when a female doesn’t interest him… but Sadi and the others may very well take offense at her actions and physically put her in her place.”

“It would not be much of a conflict.” Panos said. “Ne'Veha appears to be the weakest link among them but even I could sense she was growing in both determination and confidence. I doubt Ulana would be able to even defeat her.”

Deia shook her head. “No… it will be Sadi. She is the only pureblood… and the only one among them that would have a chance against her in wolf form. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha are too soon from being turned and Carisia is a pureborn vampire. I would not worry about Ulana and let Sadi handle it how she sees fit.”

“Agreed.” Helen said.

“Has the Krypteria been able to discover just how badly Laustinos’s treachery goes?” Panos asked now.
“I spoke briefly with Marci before she complied with Andro’s orders.” Deia answered. “She will give us a full briefing this evening when the Durcunusaan guarding her allow her to leave her home.”

Panos nodded. “He is doing exactly as his father would do.” He said softly. “He is pulling to him those he trusts completely and…”
“Do not, for one second, believe he does not trust us Panos!” Helen spoke forcibly. 

Panos shook his head quickly. “That is not what I was going to suggest Feravomir. We are part of his family and there is nothing more important to him than his family. Just as his father and mothers taught him. No… I was going to say that there will be very few who could influence him now. He will follow his instincts and what his father and mothers have taught him in regards to safeguarding this Union. And he will not care who he upsets or has to squash to do that.”
Deia nodded. “That is where we come in.” She said. “Helen and I spent over a decade teaching Martin to be at least diplomatic in his mannerisms. He is a rock head no doubt, it runs in the family for Resumar was no different and Gorgo has told me his father was the same, but we were able to at least teach him to be somewhat subdued. We will not have that time with Andro and that could work to our favor initially.”

“What do you mean Deia?” Panos asked.

“Androcles is an unknown entity.” Deia said. “He has always been the most private of Martin’s children. The Prince that everyone wants to know the most about, but the one about which subsequently the least is known. They know of his actions at Alba Tau… that he won the Union Shield of Valor, they know about his actions after the war but they do not know anything else about him.”
“And this is good for us.” Panos agreed sitting back as what she was saying came to him. “They will not be able to predict what he will do. Though I doubt any of us could predict that either.”

Deia nodded her head in agreement. “That is true Panos but it means our enemies will focus more on discovering who he is and what he is doing than trying to discover why we are not pushing for an immediate transfer of power and planning a coronation.”

“And if they are focused completely on Androcles then they will not notice immediately when Martin begins to strike.” Helen spoke. “And if what I saw in regards to what Ben sent to him is anything, who Andro sent to Curila 6 with Daniel to be with him, you can damn well bet Martin will strike very quickly, very hard and completely without mercy.”

Deia nodded at her. “Which keeps the Kavalians off balance because they will be dealing with us. And in that regard I have sent for Thr'won, Dilios and Arete.”

Panos looked at her oddly. “Why?”

“I believe Andro is correct in that Pusintin is going to make a play for the throne now that everyone believes Martin dead.” Deia said evenly. “This latest attack against Cranae Island only confirms it for me. They failed to kill him because he did not go to Kranek with the others, not that they would have succeeded anyway thanks to Cha'talla and his people. Once they realized he was not killed they then decided to sanction another operation against him using these OSG Syndicate fools from the Beta Quadrant. Androcles is Martin’s first born son with Aricia. He has the blood of three of the Lycavorian Ruling families within him. If he is alive there is no way that Pusintin can rightfully make a claim to the throne.”

Panos nodded. “Yes… so?”

Deia looked at Helen and then back to Panos. “Unless there is another way.” She said softly. 

Panos stared at her for a long moment and then looked at Helen. “What other way could there be Deia?” He gasped.

“That is what we need to find out.” Helen spoke. “That the Kavalians are going ahead with this ridiculous notion of why they have done these things only confirms to me that they believe they can do this even if Andro is still alive. If they did not believe this why are they not pouring across our borders in a full scale invasion? We need to find out why they think this and then we need to find out how.”

“How do we do that?” Panos asked.

“Like you… Dilios and Arete were here in Sparta when the Senate rewrote the Ascension Laws to the throne after Martin’s return.” Deia explained. 
Panos nodded. “Yes.” He said.

Deia nodded and leaned forward in her hover chair. “I was alive when The Oracle’s First Declaration was written Panos and The Chronicles of Lycavorian Law came into being. My sister Eliani consulted me on many things as they were crafting them. Helen has the memories of the First Oracle Canth who also helped Resumar to craft these things. We need to put our heads together and discover what it is the Kavalians dogs think they have discovered in order to combat it.”

“We know they received a copy of all three items from Laustinos many months ago.” Helen told him. “Marci was able to confirm that almost immediately. They obviously found something within those documents they think they can use and we will need to find out what it is in order to fight it.”

“And we need to do it before Androcles and his father go off the deep end.” Deia said softly.

“What? I don’t follow you? Off the deep end?” Panos exclaimed. “What is that?”
“It is an expression Anja has said on many occasions through the years and I have taken to using quite frequently myself. While you can not feel it within them because you have never truly developed your Mindvoice skills to their level Panos my friend, Deia and I can feel it very strongly.” Helen spoke.

“Feel what?” Panos asked.

“The all consuming rage.” Deia answered softly. “The vitriol and the anger. It is building slowly within both of them Panos. It is building because of what has been done to their family and to the Union and soon they will unleash it.”

“Why do we want to stop that?” Panos growled. “I for one have no desire to stop them! Not after what the Kavalians have done.”

“We don’t wish to stop it Panos my friend.” Helen spoke once more. “No one can stop it now. As you have said in the past, they are forces of nature. We only wish to make sure they are focused on the correct enemy when it releases.”

Deia looked at him evenly. “We want to make sure all the right people die Panos.” She snarled. 

Panos smiled a toothy wolf grin then. “I knew there was a reason I have always liked you Deia. Let’s get to it.” He stated.

SCIMITAR

“…home is here.” Brendi spoke pointing to the structure on the high resolution image of Edolus. “The two story structure at the end of this cul-de-sac. It backs up to the Lifter corridor that runs north and south between the next two settlements.”


Brendi Faith had remained in the medical bay when Eliani left, pacing back and forth like a caged lioness. Unlike her brother Corbin, Brendi didn’t take pleasure in what she did. She was very good at her job, one of the best Intelligence Analysts the OSG had ever turned out in fact, but the driving force behind her actions was the goal to keep her family safe. Her mother and father and her twin nineteen year old sisters were all she had in this universe. Everything she had done up until this point was to keep them safe and keep them from having to suffer. They received extra credits and small perks because she and Corbin were part of the Syndicate, a way the OSG kept their people in check for none of them wanted their families to lose these perks and go back to living in squalor and poverty as most of the Eridiani did on the many worlds they controlled. While the vast majority embraced their new lives, Brendi knew of a few who felt as she did. Some of them had been discovered and now they were dead, their families torn apart and any siblings or parents murdered without regard. Brendi had always maintained her front of loyalty, never speaking of what she felt inside her with anyone for she did not want that happening to her family. 


When Eliani had returned Brendi hit her with a barrage of questions and vile statements about what she would do. Eliani Leonidas had simply stood there and listened to her rant for nearly three full minutes before she ran out of steam. Then Eliani had told her what her brother Androcles had decided, and for the first time in her life she felt embarrassment. Which was very quickly followed by shock as Eliani took her hand and began to lead her through the corridors of the ship with the two Durcunusaan troops close on their heels until they ended up here in this large room. A room that appeared to be some sort of unique room sized map. All around them Brendi could see stars and planets and then the close up images of Edolus began filtering across the ceiling and walls around her and she was able to pinpoint places she had been, right down to within a meter or two. It was incredible and upon seeing this, a small doubt began to creep into her gut. A doubt that the OSG would not be able to operate and conduct business within the Union in the same way they did everywhere else once these Lycavorians actually woke up and took notice. Putting agents on Earth and hiding them among the millions of humans was one thing, but actually trying to establish and run a large and ruthless criminal organization within Union borders was not looking so promising.

“How many of your OSG people?” Andro asked.


“Ah… nearly the entire planet.” She answered. “I told you… this is an OSG staging area. Fully half and probably more of the men and women who live here work for the OSG in some way. This is one of the planets they established as a control point when they came to the Alpha quadrant.”


“The local government does nothing?” Lisisa asked from her spot next to Deni.

Brendi shook her head quickly. “As long as no laws are broken, they will remain out of the way and they don’t ask questions.” She answered them. “The OSG won’t violate that silent agreement because Edolus is so close to the Union without actually being inside the Union. Nothing that the Union considers illegal is practiced on Edolus because of its proximity to the border. The local government values their trade with the Union too much. Not to mention the protection that being so close to the border gives them. The OSG has to abide by what they tell them or the local government will not hesitate to call for assistance. It’s mostly the families of the agents who work for the OSG anyway. Like mine.”


“Makes sense fervon.” Denali spoke. “We’ve never got anything from the Bontawillian Intelligence Service. Don’t make waves or draw attention to yourself and no one starts asking questions.”


Andro nodded. “First rule of being a spy. Blend in.” He looked at Brendi. “I’m assuming your brother will not adhere to this rule?”


Brendi shook her head without hesitation. “Corbin is a bastard! He’s completely loyal to the Orionis Syndicate. If he thinks for an instant that I am alive and I am being interrogated or that I am helping you he’ll kill them without thinking. He will try to arrange an accident of some sort I’m sure… but he will want them dead within hours of him discovering that I was captured.”


“I still don’t understand how they could know you are alive?” Eliani asked. “It’s not like we broadcast the attack of your…” Eliani saw Brendi look at her with narrow eyes. “Of the OSG Hit Team.” Eliani corrected herself quickly. “Just the opposite. We officially called it a training exercise.”


Brendi looked at Andro when Eliani had finished. “There are sixty-five OSG Intelligence Agents on Earth.” She spoke quickly. “How long do you think it will be before they put it all together? Half of them work for your Netnews because it provides the best Intelligence and gets them places they would not normally be allowed.”


“Sixty-five?” Devra gasped with wide eyes. 


Brendi nodded. “I know half of them by name and the rest you can get when you round up the others and question them.”

“He could just as easily stick you with enough joy juice that you’d be spilling your guts in minutes.” Zarah spat from where she stood next to Lucia. That she didn’t care for Brendi was obvious to even the casual observer.

Brendi nodded. “But he won’t… because he gave me his word.” She stated looking at Andro.


Andro didn’t took his eyes off her for a good half a minute and Brendi began to feel very uncomfortable. It was as if he was looking at her like she was lunch or something. “Deni?” He spoke finally.


“Simply enough really.” Denali answered immediately. “One team… land a Shrouded STRIKER DT here… two klicks away by the edge of this treeline that extends up the side of the valley. Then we beat feet to the home, extract them the same way we come in. In and out in under thirty minutes as long as nothing goes wrong.”

“Tir'ut and I will fly the STRIKER fervon.” Normya piped in right away looking at Andro evenly. “You will need Arrarn to fly the TYPE II and Sadi and Ne'Veha to fly the second STRIKER over Ontahe Andro.”


Tir'ut nodded his head. “It is a sound plan Androcles.” He spoke in agreement. “Put one of your Durcunusaan in the dorsal turret and I can remain in the shadows while securing the ship from the outside. No one will discover us.”


Andro nodded. “Ok… who leads the team in?”


“I’ll go.” Lisisa spoke then.


“I need to go.” Brendi spoke quickly.


Androcles looked at her. “Not happening.” He said. 


“They are my parents! My sisters! They know me and will listen to me! They…” Brendi began to protest.


“Do you honestly take me for that much of a fool?” Andro said looking at her. “You are not going. I will not compromise anyone I send by allowing you to endanger them. You could very well be identified not to mention I don’t trust you.”


“We are talking about my family here!” Brendi barked.


Andro met her eyes. “Yes… and I will keep my word to you and I will extract them… but you are not accompanying the team.”

“I won’t help you any further then!” Brendi barked.


Andro stood up fully and nodded his head. “If that is your decision so be it. Deni… escort her back to the medical bay, Eliani will sedate her and then Lu'ria will question her. Once we have gotten all the information we can, take her to the nearest airlock and vent her into space.”


Deni nodded and stepped over to Brendi and her taking his arm. “Let’s go.” He spoke with a harshness in his voice.


Brendi wrenched her arm away from Deni’s grasp when she saw no one was going to argue with him. “You would just let everything I know die with me?” She gasped in disbelief. “I don’t believe that!”

Andro looked back to her his eyes unforgiving. “Miss Faith… you were part of the team that came to my home and tried to kill me and my wives and mates. I don’t trust you any more than I’d trust a rabid dog. If you think I am going to allow you to go with the team and possibly jeopardize their lives you are sorely mistaken. If you chose not to help me then I have no use for you any longer. And what you believe is of little concern to me.”


“They will think… they will think you are there to kill them!” Brendi hissed. “If I don’t go they won’t believe you!”


Andro shook his head again. “No.” He spoke softly. “It is too much of a tactical risk.” He moved closer to her and saw her back up slightly in fear just as another idea came to him as quickly as he dismissed her ridiculous request and demand. “However… I will allow you to record a message to them.” He spoke seeing her eyes narrow. “If you are truly worried about them then I will allow you to record a holo message to them letting them know why we are there and to cooperate with us in order to get them offworld for their safety.”

Brendi nodded her head instantly and more than anything that told pretty much everyone in the room that she was sincere in her concern. “Yes.” She said without pause. Brendi didn’t really have any intention of trying to double cross the team going to save her family, there was no way she could protect them by herself but deep down she understood Androcles’s stance. “Yes… I will do that.” She spoke.


Andro nodded. “Very well.” He said. “Lisisa?”


“I’ll take Zarah, Lucia and five of the RD Detail. With Jeth and Seyra flying in support we should be pretty much covered.” Lisisa answered.

Andro shook his head as he looked at her. “Not enough.” He answered. “I want you to have at least seven in your team and another two in support.”


“I will go.” Arduri spoke up quickly.


Brendi’s eyes grew wide when the Vanari female spoke up and the surprise showed on her face.


“Arduri no!” Devra spoke.


“Mother… Andro needs the majority of this RD team to rescue Caliria and the others.” Arduri said. “It is a sound decision and I have trained for these types of operations before.” She looked at Andro. “It is part of our Advanced Cadre Training Andro.”

Andro shook his head. “I need you, your mother and Nirilo to go with us so that your people know we are there to help them.” He said. “The more of you there are the better. We do not know what condition they will be in.”


The voice from behind them caused all of them to turn. “I will go with you in Arduri’s place.” Tastia spoke from beside Ardan. “She is right that we can not pull more from the Ontahe mission and I am a fully trained Cadre Commando just as she is.”


“Tastia… Coren will not allow you to do this.” Ardan said softly his eyes wide in stunned shock.

“Coren be damned!” Tastia snapped at him. “He has shown me where I stand in his life and it was not where he led me to believe it was. I am not his wife and I will never be his wife now. I refuse to be! And he will not dictate to me what I will do and not do! I will not stand by and let others risk their lives rescuing our people wen it should be us!” She moved closer and looked at Androcles. “I will go with your team and take Arduri’s place. If… if Lady Devra will allow me.”


Devra herself was stunned into silence and it was Nirilo who came forward. “Arduri has more recent practical experience in such operations with Lisisa Andro.” He spoke calmly. “It is better to have Tastia take Arduri’s place with us and send Arduri with Lisisa as she said.”


Andro looked at Devra. “Devra?”


Devra nodded as she turned to meet his eyes. “I agree.” She said finally. “And Tastia is right. We can no longer remain on the fringes of things. We must begin doing for ourselves and making allies with other species.” She looked at Ardan. “Ardan?”

Ardan met her eyes for a long moment and then looked at Androcles. “For the better part of five millennia I have never trusted your people Androcles Leonidas. The last few days have begun to show me the error of my ways. Devra is right… no matter that she is now wife to a Lycavorian. She has always been right. It is time the Vanari stopped being so insular and began to trust others. Arduri and Tastia are extremely well trained… Naesta and Nirilo as well. We have made it a point to train our people in this way and now it is time to start using them in a way that utilizes their skills. I have no protests against this action… though I suggest we do not tell Coren until just before you depart.”


“He won’t stop us Ardan!” Tastia snapped.


Ardan shook his head quickly. “No… I don’t think he will. I do not know where his complete distrust comes from, but there will be less shouting if he does not know until the last moment.”


“You need one more.” Dutkne spoke smiling at the events that were transpiring all around him. “I have a man… you met him Andro… Warem. He has participated in several operations of this type.”

Andro nodded. “Fine.” He said. “Lisisa… pull what you need and get moving. Eliani… take Miss Faith back to the Med Bay, have her record her message and then get it to Lisi. I want your team gone in two hours Lisi.” Andro turned to face her. “No killing unless it is absolutely necessary arande.”


Deni looked at him. “Andro… fervon these people sent assassins after you and Sadi and the others.” He said.


Brendi began to open her mouth to reply but she felt Eliani grab her arm and shake her head slightly. Brendi was intelligent and quick enough to keep her mouth shut for this Eliani knew what her brother’s response would be and she had been the most understanding and calm of everyone she had encountered so far. 

Andro shook his head at Denali’s comment. “No… the OSG sent them. I will not retaliate against innocent men and women because of this.”


“She has said most of the planet is OSG Androcles Leonidas.” Ardan spoke now. “You could very well be walking into a trap.”  


Andro met his eyes. “Yes sir… but she also said many are the families of those the OSG drafts into their employee. They are using the families and loved ones as a control measure sir. It is something that some of the human governments on Earth have done in the past and it is a vile practice.” Andro said respectfully. “I will not arbitrarily kill civilians to obtain my goal. I am not like them, nor is anyone in this room.”
Lisisa nodded her head and looked at Zarah and Lucia who had moved up next to her with determination in their eyes. “We’ll take care of it fervon.”


Andro nodded his head. “Very well. If everyone will excuse me… I have a transmission to Miranda Lorian that I need to make.”


Lisisa looked at Deni as Andro turned and began to walk out, questions in her eyes. Deni shrugged his broad shoulders indicating he didn’t know what that was all about. Lisisa looked at Zarah as she and Lucia stepped even closer, Arduri moving closer as well. “What… what is that all about?” She asked Zarah softly.


Zarah shook her head. “I have no idea.” She answered. “But if he is contacting Manda it is for a reason.”

“Who is this Miranda Lorian?” Lucia asked now.


Zarah looked at the door Andro had exited and she allowed a small smile to slip across her face as she gripped Lucia’s hand tightly. She knew her brother better than most because of the special bond they shared. She turned back to Lucia. “If I had to guess, I’d say one edge of a very sharp blade that our brother is planning to use.”


Lisisa nodded in agreement. “The question remains… who or what is the other edge and who is he going to stick that blade into.”

“Better that we don’t know.” Denali said. “It is going to hurt whoever it is.”
ULU ARIZONA
LOCATION CLASSIFIED


E'dira’s powerful Drow body collapsed back onto the bed, her ebony skin slick with a sheen of sweat and her firm breasts heaving upward as she drew in ragged breaths. Her amber eyes were wide, her shimmering white hair damp with exertion and her long legs still quivering in the exquisite sensations of what her slave had just made her experience. She blinked several times as she felt Miranda’s deliciously talented tongue drag languorously along the outer folds of her hairless pussy and begin a delightful trek up her flat abdomen. It seemed E'dira of the Drow had created a monster and she was basking in the incredible attentions that her new slave was lavishing upon her. It had begun that first night upon returning to Earth’s system, the desire to be together stronger than both of them could resist any longer. Both of them had finished their assigned shifts and then retreated to Miranda’s quarters where they shared a small dinner and then began the discovery that had continued nearly unabated since the first hour. E'dira hadn’t been back to her own quarters except to change into new uniforms, those uniforms now occupying space in Miranda’s quarters. 


Lynwe had been so right in her words to E'dira. There were few women anymore who could enter into a relationship with a Drow. They had to be powerful women in their own right, exceptionally confident in themselves and their own abilities, for male and female Drow were not drawn to weakness. E'dira had seen it in Miranda, and this is what had drawn her to the long dark hair and eyes from the very beginning. E'dira had thought she would forever be alone and never find someone to share her life with. She had thought she would never find a woman as Lynwe and Aihola had. A woman who would give of themselves without question; who would plunge themselves into the role of slave to a Drow Mistress and not be turned off; and a woman who would cherish her role and position within her Mistress’s life. It had taken time, Lynwe had told her as much, but E'dira had discovered that very thing in Miranda Lorian. Her own life and the events that had made her who she was today had denied Miranda so many of the simple pleasures in life. The loss of her parents, then her adopted parents, and finally her entire Union Squadron during the Evolli War. Men and women she had allowed into her heart and who had been torn away. E'dira knew that if not for Miranda’s relationship with King Leonidas and his son Androcles and their own experiences at Alba Tau, Miranda may well have lost herself in the hurt and despair that followed. Thanks to them and their belief in her, Admiral O’Connor’s total and unmoving belief in her, thanks to all of these things E'dira of the Drow now had the life and mate she had sought for so long. She would have been simply giddy at the thoughts of her slave as she kissed her way back up her taut body.

Thoughts that Miranda Lorian was rapidly embracing with each passing second. 
As she used her tongue to trace her Drow Mistress’s ebony skin, she pressed her own naked flesh against E'dira’s, making certain to touch their bodies together in the most intimate of ways. Where her tongue departed, Miranda insured she dragged the nipples of her own firm, cone shaped breasts cross that same area. The sensations she had begun to feel the moment she had met E'dira on earth had brought both of them to this culmination. Miranda never had a desire or interest in other women, in truth she never really cared for men either. Yet that had all changed when this stunning Drow warrior had come into her life. The way her amber colored orbs gazed upon Miranda, the way dreams of her would fill the nights, and the way just being in her presence made her feel. She had been tentative at first, until her Drow Mistress had brought her to several shattering orgasms that first hour, orgasms that grew stronger and more fulfilling as the days went by. She may have been Drow and therefore dominant in all that she did, but E'dira was most certainly not afraid to make her slave scream her name in pleasure over and over again. Something that Captain Miranda Lorian did quite often now and something that she was completely unashamed about in the least. E'dira brought out a different Miranda Lorian, a person that she had thought died a long time ago. 

E'dira’s fingers danced across her naked shoulder as she dropped butterfly kisses across the sensitive area just under E'dira’s firm breasts and then used her tongue to tease the dark nipple of her left breast before lifting her face to stare into her gorgeous amber eyes. E'dira wasted no time in pulling Miranda’s lips down to hers and kissing her with possessive need and love. A sizzling kiss that surged through both of them with overwhelming love and passion for each other. E'dira rolled them over, easily tucking the more petite form of Miranda under her own body and pressing their flesh together in every place that was possible. She felt Miranda’s hands grab tightly to her firm ass cheeks and draw her closer as they deepened their kiss. While she was definitely the more dominant in their bed, E'dira never took it too far. Miranda Lorian was a willful woman in her own right, and while she happily played the role of slave in their bed, E'dira had no intentions of ever allowing that to extend past the privacy of their lives. Miranda could sense that she knew, and it was this emotion that allowed her to drop all of her walls when they were together alone and hold nothing back from E'dira. As E'dira drew back reluctantly from their kiss she decided this would be the night she told her slave of the secret she still kept from her.

E'dira reached up with her hand and traced Miranda’s sweet tasting lips with a fingertip as she gazed at her. “You… you are coming quite proficient at causing me to lose control my slave.” E'dira rasped huskily.


Miranda grinned and E'dira felt her heart jump yet again at the twinkle in those dark eyes whenever they fell upon her in such a way. “Well… practice makes perfect.” She said. “But I don’t intend to ever become perfect Mistress. You won’t let me practice any longer.”


E'dira laughed softly then and closed her eyes as Miranda delicately stroked the outer ridge of her elven ear. “The… the gods have blessed me with you Miranda Lorian.” She said in barely a whisper. 


“I’m pretty happy about that myself.” Miranda answered her. “Never doubt that.”


E'dira shook her head. “I do not.” She told her. “Not now.”


Miranda’s hands tightened on her firm ass unwilling to release her. “I have… I have had so much pain in my life Mistress. So much loss.” She said softly. “I never believed I would ever be happy again. Not like I am now. Andro and his father, his family, they saved me. I certainly never imagined I would find what I have found with you when I took this job.”


E'dira met her gaze. “Lynwe… she always told me that one day I would discover what she has with Selene. The pure love and commitment.”

“She has that with Layna and her husband too.” Miranda said.


E'dira shook her head slowly. “It is not the same thing. They love each other, all of them, but Lynwe and Selene share something with each other that they do not share with Layna and Joarl. Ultimately I believe this is why they have grown apart physically but remain the very closest of friends.” E'dira looked at her. “It is what I have found with you. Nothing could ever come between us now. No person. You feel this as well don’t you?”


Miranda nodded without hesitation. “Yes.” She answered. “I didn’t before I came to know Andro and Martin. All of them. They were the ones who got me past the fact that love drove Ben and Tina to have Isabella turn them. So they would not lose what they found with Endith. They were the ones who helped me to heal after Alba Tau. They were the only ones who could for they experienced it just as I did. Whatever… whatever the course of my life now it was meant to have you in it.”


E'dira stared at her for a long moment knowing now was as good a time as any. “Miranda I must tell you something.” She said. “There is one thing I have not shared with you and I…”


“I already know Mistress.” Miranda said softly seeing E'dira’s amber eyes go wide even as Miranda held her ass cheeks tighter. “I don’t care.”


“But… how… how did you…” E'dira stammered.


“I woke up early the other night and I heard you talking… I heard you speaking in the other room to Lynwe.” Miranda answered. “I didn’t mean too… but as silly as it sounds I was jealous that you were talking on the Vid COM and not in our bed.”


E'dira stared at her for a long moment marveling at the strength of this woman to know what she knew about her and still act as if it made no matter. “This… this does not bother you?” She finally asked.


“E'dira… if I cared in the least do you think I would still be here?” Miranda asked her.


“No.” E'dira answered.


“It is part of you Mistress.” Miranda said softly. “Part of who you are. I’m not afraid of that. I will never be afraid of that. I will never be afraid again… because too much passed me by while I was afraid.”


“It does not… it does not lessen your desire for me?” E'dira asked.


Miranda looked somewhat embarrassed for a moment and she bit her bottom lip. “To be honest Mistress… I think it has made me desire you more.” She said. “I don’t want you to be afraid to show me this side of yourself E'dira. It is part of you as I said. Does… does the change hurt?”


E'dira shook her head quickly. “It is… it is uncomfortable for a few seconds… but it is not painful. The chemicals that are released in my brain are nearly instantaneous.”


“And this is a result of the experiments by the High Coven when they controlled Earth?” Miranda asked.


E'dira nodded. “Lynwe and others were the first generation if you will.” She answered. “The first attempt at warping our DNA. I was part of the last generation… what they originally intended to produce.”


“There are other Drow like you?” Miranda asked.


E'dira nodded as she slid off her and lowered her body to the bed beside her. Miranda didn’t move until she had settled and then they pulled each other close, their limbs entwining as E'dira pulled the sheet up around their lower bodies. “There were sixty of us in the last batch of altered clones if you will. After their failure with Queen Aihola and the others like her, actual babies birthed by Drow, they decided to stick with clones. There are roughly thirty or so of us left. The King’s acceptance of Lynwe, that she became the lover to Queen Aihola and Tarifa for a time, these things showed us we could lead normal lives if we chose to. Most of them have taken female wives and mates who know what they are.”


“E'dira… why haven’t you showed this to me before?” Miranda asked.


“I become… I become much more dominant in my nature Miranda.” E'dira told her. “I am not violent or forceful, but I will take if the individual is willing.”


Miranda chuckled softly. “So you act more like a man in your desires.”


E'dira looked at her for a moment before she too laughed. “Yes… I suppose that would be accurate.” She said. “Unfortunately the pheromone that I release into the air around me will affect any female in the same room with me for as long as I remain stimulated. It is like… it is like a powerful aphrodisiac… and they can not say no. And I become more dominant as I said. More demanding I guess.”


“It sounds as if the Coven experiments only increased the natural draw that any female has towards female Drow elves.” Miranda spoke softly. “It is well known that many female Drow have female lovers even if they are married.”

E'dira nodded. “Yes… I never thought of it like that but I suppose you are correct.”

“But not violent?” Miranda said.

E'dira shook her head quickly. “No… never. The Drow in me would never allow that with one who shares my bed. As with the other generations… this inbred Drow trait caused the Coven to think of us as failures. Relationships are sacred to us… they always have been. It is how the Guardian of the Line wanted us to be when he created the first Drow.”


Miranda looked at her with renewed desire. “So… when do I get to experience this part of you?” She asked with a sexy and sultry voice and smile.


“Have you no shame my slave?” E'dira asked with mock astonishment.


“Nope. My shame went out the door when I found you!” Miranda said. “If I can get the best of both worlds from you… then I never have to worry.”


E'dira couldn’t help but laugh and she leaned over to whisper in Miranda’s ear. She saw Miranda’s eyes grow wider and she looked at her with surprise on her face. “Mistress… you aren’t joking are you?” She gasped.


“No. I am reasonably certain that is accurate.” E'dira answered.


Miranda scooted even closer to her, making sure their bodies rubbed against each other deliciously. “Ohhh… what do I have to do?” She asked.


“It’s not that simple.” E'dira stated. “I have to start out that way.” She said. “It’s easier to transform when my slave does not exhaust me as she has now.”


Miranda blushed now and she smiled. “Well… that would not be the case if my Mistress didn’t taste so damn good.”


E'dira stared at her and reached up to brush some raven colored hair from her face. “You are not the same person with me Miranda Lorian.” She said softly. “You are more open and bubbly. More relaxed.”


Miranda smiled. “I’ve denied myself too much through the years trying to forget those I lost.” She said. “This ship… finding you… I have got to the point in my life where I needed to decide what I wanted. Seeing how Janon interacts with his wife, Steven and Zaala together, I realized I lacked the most important thing. Love.” She pressed closer to E'dira and kissed her soft pink lips with devotion and love. “I’ve found that now… with you E'dira… and I don’t want to lose the way it makes me feel ever again.”


“And you will not.” E'dira told her. “I give you my word you will not.”


“Isn’t there some sort of ceremony that the Drow perform when you have… when you chosen a partner?” Miranda asked her.


“Yes there is…” E'dira replied. “And as soon as we return from this operation I intend for us to go through with it if that is acceptable to you.”


Miranda’s eyes shone with adoration as she smiled. “It is very acceptable.” She said. “I do not…”


The internal COM chirred once and the OTD’s voice filled their bedroom. “Officer of the Deck to Captain Lorian?”


Miranda didn’t hesitate and reached behind her on the table next to their bed. “Go ahead Lieutenant.” 


“Captain Lorian we are receiving a Priority transmission from Spartan One One on the SCIMITAR.” The voice told her. “Secure Protocol Crimson One Three. Eyes and ears only compartmentalized.”


E'dira was already sitting up as Miranda turned to face the blank vid/monitor and touched the control panel quickly. “Authenticate Lorian, six four nine Beta Gamma. Patch it through to my quarters.” She spoke as she sat up.

“Understood ma’am.”


“Miranda… I am…”


Miranda got to her feet and grabbed her robe from the chair. She looked at her as she pulled it on over her naked body. “You are part of my life now and I guarantee you Androcles will not blink an eye.” She secured the robe and turned back to the panel on the desk, entering in a code.


The holodisc transmission disc built into the floor of her quarters in the corner flared briefly and then cleared to a perfect image of Androcles Leonidas. He appeared to be standing in his Ready Room on the SCIMITAR and he turned to the transmission.


“Manda I was…” He stopped when he saw Miranda’s state of dress and the fact E'dira was in the room and dressed in a similar manner. “Forgive me for interrupting Manda.” He said as a smile formed on his lips. “I have to say though… it’s about damn time!”


“Nubous comedian!” Miranda spat but her eyes told the story as she glanced at E'dira’s wide and very stunned eyes quickly. She was obviously amazed that Androcles hadn’t blinked an eye just as Miranda had told her. “And everybody thinks Denali is the comical one in their family.” She turned back to Andro and crossed her arms over her chest. “You used Crimson One Three Protocols Andro, so I know this is not an official transmission. We are already in position and standing by… so why the secrecy between us?”


“Manda… I have something I want to send to you.” Andro spoke.


“Miranda I will leave you alone now so that…” E'dira began to speak.


“No E'dira.” Andro spoke seeing the surprise in her eyes once more that he even knew her name. “If you are sharing her bed then you are part of Manda’s life now. Since she saw fit to include you in this transmission without a second’s thought neither will I. You stay right where you are.”

Miranda looked at E'dira as he moved to his desk and plugged a data pad into the console on the SCIMITAR. “I told you Mistress.” She said softly.

“You should be receiving this now Manda.” He stated from the transmission.


Miranda moved to her own desk and activated the internal monitor, watching as the information he was sending came over her screen. Her dark eyes grew very wide as it finished and she quickly pulled the data pad out of the slot so she could move around the room. “Holy shit Andro!” She exclaimed loudly. “Holy fucking shit Andro! Where… where did you get this information?”


“It’s included in the transmission, but needless to say it is from sources I have no reason to doubt.” Andro answered. “Look on the last page.”


Miranda scrolled down and saw the list of five names and lifted her eyes back to him again. “Oh man!” She gasped.


Andro nodded. “You see now why I trust it?”


“Yes.” Miranda spoke.


“Manda… I have sent the beginnings of a plan I began putting together several days ago. I want you to look at it… refine it… change it to fit your likes or dislikes.” Andro went on. “But I need the answer to one question now. Can you do it with five ships?”


“Full load out?” Miranda asked him first.


Andro nodded. “Whatever it is you need yes.”


Miranda looked at the data pad again. “Target one with no problems. It’s pretty straight forward. Three ships should cover it if this information is accurate. They won’t be staying to visit that’s for sure.” She answered. “Target two will require fast acting ground forces and it will leave us exposed for longer than I would like, but yes it’s doable with two ships. We want to move fast with Target two anyway.”


“The ground forces to be involved are already slated to become part of your command anyway.” He told her. “They will just be joining you sooner than you had anticipated, along with the new Type Ones.”


“The Dragon Brigade?” Miranda asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes. They fast enough for you?”


Miranda nodded. “Hell yes.” She stated. She looked at him. “Andro… Andro who else knows about this?”


“Outside of you, me and now E'dira you mean?” Andro asked.


“Yes.” Miranda answered.


“One of the women in that list of names I gave you. That’s it.” He replied. “For right now at least. I have sent the information to my father and he will undoubtedly inform Uncle Danny and Cha'talla’s brother. Cha'talla will get the information as he returns to Kranek this evening since it does include the Immortals in an operational sense. Unless it is absolutely necessary no one else will know until the last moments. I will leave informing Ben up to you, so once all is said and done less than ten. Until we act that is.”


“Why?” Miranda asked.


“How many people can you name that truly think outside the box Manda?” Andro asked her.


“Quite a few actually.” She answered him. “Ben and your father to name two right off the bat.”


“Ok… let me re-phrase my question.” Andro said with a smile. “How many people do you know that think outside of that proverbial box with just a touch of insanity and far more than their share of recklessness?”


Miranda grinned now. “Ok… that narrows it down some.” She answered. “Two come to mind then. Me and you.” She answered.


Andro nodded. “Exactly. No doubt my father will about shit his pants when he sees this, but since he is supposed to be dead, he can’t stop me.” He spoke with a small smile. “Maximum damage… minimal casualties Manda. We’ll need them later.”


“Androcles… you know this will… this will start an all out war.” Miranda said. 


“It’s very likely yes.” Andro said nodding his head somberly. “Pretty much a given I’d say. What they have done can not go unanswered Manda, you know that as well as I. They will only continue to push and do these same things until they have insinuated themselves in all the places we do not want them or their influence.” 


“Is that what we want to do?” Miranda asked.


“No Manda. I think you know me better than that.” Andro answered her. “I would much prefer to lounge on Cranae Island with Sadi and my other mates and do nothing but nuzzle and devour them all day. That is not something I think my uncle and the Kavalians will allow me to do. They have destroyed nine Drow outposts in The Wilds; they have attacked and nearly killed my father and my mothers. They have helped to usurp one of my mothers from her rightful place and they hold one of my mothers prisoner in the hopes to use her in the future in some way to advance their nefarious goals. They have tried to kill me twice now. This last time they targeted Sadi and the others intentionally.”


“I see your point.” She said.


“My father saw this coming Manda. He saw this coming and he did nothing because he did not want to fight. He wanted peace and prosperity. He wanted to finally lay aside the tools of war. He will not make that same mistake again and neither will I. This operation will at least buy us the time to fully refit our ships and men with Ben’s new toys and deploy them where they need to be. No one knows the technology we have obtained from Avi and CS19. No one knows what we have given to our people except what my father has allowed them to see. He has never endorsed a First Strike mentality Manda, but times are different now.” Andro said as he looked at her in the transmission. “Get together with your people and give me a Pre-Op Briefing when we get back.” Andro said. “We’ll work out the final details then.”


Miranda nodded. “Understood.” She answered. “I’ll give the Icalro Alliance a big kiss for you while I’m out here. They won’t know what hit them.”


Andro smiled at her with a nod. “I know you will. No tongue allowed though.” He stated as he reached for the control panel on his desk. “Oh… and one more thing Manda.” He waited for Miranda to look at him in the transmission. “You are hereby promoted to the rank of Admiral/Lieutenant and placed in overall operational command of the 1st ARIZONA BatDiv. Once the Block Twos begin to come online they will fall under your command as well. Congratulations Admiral. SCIMITAR out!”


Miranda Lorian now stood there as the one in shock.

CONSORTIUM SPACE
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OSG REGIONAL COMMANDER HQ, ALPHA QUADRANT
  


“We may have a problem Corbin.” The man spoke as he held out the information scroll to his superior officer who sat behind the desk.

Corbin Faith looked up from the information he was reading and looked at his senior aide. As the Regional Commander for all OSG operations within The Wilds and Union space he had obtained a position of incredible importance and weight at only thirty-three years of age. He had a reputation of a man not to be trifled with and one who would quickly drop you into a deep dark hole if you crossed him. The OSG Home Council gave him extraordinary leeway in how he went about things because of his past successes and his ability to get the job done. 


Corbin sat back in his chair with a small smirk and shook his head. “That is what I like about you Wendall; you always are the harbinger of doom.”

  
“With good reason Corbin. You’d better read this?” Wendall spoke continuing to hold out the scroll.

“What is this?” Corbin asked finally taking the scroll.


“The latest report from our senior asset on Earth.” Wendall answered as Corbin waved him to a chair. “It appears the job we sent our team on for the Kavalians was a complete failure Corbin.”


Corbin began to read the scroll, his face becoming hard and emotionless. “Failure?” He gasped.


“The Union is playing it down as some sort of training exercise, but it appears no one from the team survived.” Wendall answered him. “At least that is what the asset is reporting to us.”


Corbin looked at him. “What do you mean?” He asked.


“We’ve managed to infiltrate one of their Netnews Channels pretty heavily and they have been covering this Androcles extensively since his father was killed.” Wendall spoke. “They have people set up everywhere… some of them not even working for this channel… and one of these Netnews teams detected activity at a private Spartan airfield outside Gytheio shortly after the attack was to take place. They stayed out of sight, but they were able to confirm that there were seventeen bodies brought to this airfield and then taken off Earth.”

“Fuck!” Corbin swore as he came to his feet in a rage. “Were… were they blown?”


Wendall shook his head. “Unlikely.” He stated. “If I had to guess I’d say we were led to believe by the Kavalians that they were far less skilled than they are. Especially the females… his wives. They couldn’t hide it if one of them had been killed or injured for all of them have been pretty active lately and we have received nothing to that affect. Quite the opposite in fact since none of them have been seen around Cranae Island for several hours now. That leads me to believe they have either gone to ground or are somewhere else and have been since the attack. Probably the latter since his ship is off the grid now too.”


Corbin looked at him. “Off the grid to where?”


Wendall shrugged his shoulders. “They engaged those Shroud Shields they have before leaving Earth’s system. They could be anywhere by now and we have never been able to get anyone into place in their military.”


“There are human officers who are very high ranking.” Corbin stated. 


Wendall nodded. “Yes… hell a quarter of their senior officer core is human now, we both know that, but they are all extremely loyal Corbin and turning one is not a project we want to undertake.”

Corbin nodded. “I know… it puts us at too much risk.” He stated. He looked at Wendall. “Brendi?”


Wendall got to his feet. “That is where I think our problem is.” He stated. “Look further down on the report. Only seventeen bodies were counted. You gave them permission to take Brendi on the OP because of her knowledge of the Lycavorians Corbin and assuming they did, there is still one individual unaccounted for.”


“Why do we think this is Brendi?” Corbin asked.


“Because if she had been among the dead, the Krypteria would have been crawling all over her apartment in Sparta by now.” Wendall answered. “It’s untouched and the proximity sensors she always activates have not tripped.”


“Perhaps they haven’t got around to going there yet?” Corbin spoke. 


“The Krypteria?” Wendall spoke. “After an assassination attempt on Leonidas and his wives? Doubtful Corbin.” He moved closer to him and reached out to touch the scroll. “Then there is this.”


Corbin looked at the scroll and his eyes narrowed at the grainy image of half a dozen men and women moving into the rear of one of their STRIKER DT ships, several dragons in the background as well. A hooded figure was sandwiched between the red haired Princess they knew as Eliani Leonidas and another soldier wearing the uniform of a Durcunusaan troop. The individual in the image was hooded and being helped up the ramp of the ship under heavy security.


“I ran the specs on the image and the height and approximate body size match Brendi perfectly.” Wendall spoke. “The Major wouldn’t have used her in the direct assault, and it’s obvious they have a prisoner based on this image.”


“It’s awful hard to tell Wendall.” Corbin spoke staring at the image.


“Yes it is.” Wendall answered in agreement. “But what if it is her Corbin?”


“She could be lying low.” Corbin spoke quickly. “Waiting for the right time.”
Wendall looked at his commanding officer and friend. “Corbin… you know as well as I do that we have strict Operational Procedures that are to be followed. It is why we are able to do what we do so well. Your sister, even with her knowledge and ability, has never been one to adhere to those rules Corbin. Putting her on Earth to freelance was a risk and you know it.”


Corbin looked at him for a long moment before nodding his head slowly and returning to his chair. “She has not fully embraced her place within the OSG and what that means.”


Wendall nodded. “She never has Corbin. If anything… she has purposely rebelled.” He stated. “And she just happens to be one of the best Intel Operatives that the OSG has. How she ever got as far as she has is beyond me.”


Corbin met his eyes. “It was because of me.” He said softly. “I carried her along in the hopes that she would accept her place.”


“If the Lycavorians have taken her Corbin, if they question her, interrogate her, she could hurt us bad with what she knows.” Wendall spoke. “I’ve never held to the fact that our Intel Operatives have as much knowledge as they do Corbin you know that… it’s too much of a risk if they are blown.”


Corbin nodded. “I agree… but the Home Council unfortunately does not.” He stated.


“If they find out about this unsanctioned operation Corbin, both of us will be in a world of hurt. Especially if they have taken Brendi.” Wendall said. “We did this for extra credits and to try and get in deeper with our Kavalian contacts. The Home Council will not be happy about the way we have done this without their approval.”


Corbin shook his head. “I can handle the Home Council.” He stated. “They have allowed me a great deal of discretion in what I do.”


“Authorizing an assassination on a Lycavorian Prince and his wives is not something they would have approved Corbin. You know that.” Wendall spoke.


“Not all of them no.” Corbin stated calmly. “But there are those on the Council who think beyond the barriers of how we normally operate. I have their complete support Wendall. I am not worried about the Home Council. I’m more concerned about Brendi possibly being taken prisoner and then these Kavalian fools. Their intelligence and assets were fucking wrong!”


“That is not as big a surprise to me as it is to you.” Wendall spoke softly. “They are, for the most part, unintelligent brutes who think they are important. There again, that may not be their fault either. This Androcles Leonidas is the best kept secret of the Leonidas family. Sure… we can pull up his military records and such on the Netnews, but when it comes down to it, very little is known about him. It stands to reason that the Kavalians are unable to get solid Intel on him as well. Even with their biogenic cloning processes they can’t get agents into the Union in any serious positions. They have to rely on traitors and outcasts. It’s the biggest reason they reached out to us a decade ago when we first came into the Alpha Quadrant.”


Corbin looked at him. “Could they break her Wendall? If they have captured her, could they break her?” He asked.


Wendall met his eyes. “That depends on how you want me to answer Corbin.” He spoke. “Do you want an honest answer, or one as a fellow OSG officer?”


“Both.” Corbin told him.


“As an OSG officer I will say that anyone can be broken.” Wendall spoke. “It’s only a matter of time and we know the Krypteria uses some very advanced drugs. I doubt she would be able to hold out for very long at all.”


“And as a friend?” Corbin asked.


Wendall leaned forward in his chair. “I don’t think they will have to work very hard to make her sing like a bird Corbin.” He answered honestly. “Brendi has never been on board with the entire OSG Council thing.” He stated. “She isn’t like you Corbin… and she’s made it very clear that the only reason she remains is to protect your family so that your twin sisters aren’t drafted for service.”


“She’s killed for the OSG before Wendall.” Corbin pointed out.


Wendall nodded. “Yes she has… when her own life was in mortal danger.” He said. “She has never embraced the OSG mentality however and you know that. Sending her to Earth was a mistake old friend. Not only did you send her into a situation with the assassination team that puts her at huge risk because the Lycavorians aren’t as stupid as the Kavalians, they would have figured out who she was eventually, she’s in a position of power.” He got to his feet now. “She knows far too much Corbin… and if they have her, she needs to be eliminated. I’m sorry.”


Corbin leaned back in his chair. “Do not be sorry.” He said softly. “Can this senior asset confirm that they have her?”


Wendall shrugged. “The right question should elicit the response we want.”


Corbin nodded. “Do it.” He stated. “And put another Team on standby.”
Wendall looked at him. “Why?”


“If she is captured and they offer her a deal… part of that deal will be to get our parents and sisters off Edolus.” Corbin said. “I want to make sure that doesn’t happen.”


“Their targets?” Wendall asked.


Corbin met his gaze. “My parents and sisters.” He stated coldly. “If Brendi has been captured, I want them taken into custody. It will be the only thing that will keep her quiet.”


“You’re sure Corbin?” He asked.


Corbin nodded. “Yes.” He replied. “Make it happen Wendall… and inform me instantly when you have found out what we need.”


Wendall nodded. “I’ll see to it.” He stated before turning and leaving the room quickly.


Corbin turned to look out the large window behind his desk. His eyes were dark and brooding and filled with vitriol towards the sister he had done so much for. If he had to kill her to keep their secrets, if he had to kill their parents and siblings, Corbin Faith would do just that.


Without hesitation.

CURILA 6

Cirith stood along the far wall of the command center on Curila 6 and simply watched. She had spoken to her father, who was now on Earth and working diligently to discover a way to render the Static Inhibitors inactive, and she marveled at how he animatedly explained what was happening. His total acceptance by everyone around him had stunned him at first, until he came to realize that his wolf blood gave him a certain status among the Lycavorian people. A status and recognition and trust that would not have come had he been completely vampire. He had scolded her for acting so recklessly in going after Dysea, but Cirith could hear the pride in his voice even as he scolded her. His reaction and demeanor coupled with her own feelings and emotions only brought home the fact to Cirith that they indeed had come to be where they had always belonged. 

Cirith had planned to have her own quarters when she arrived, never expecting what had actually taken place. Isabella and Dysea both had told her that she would be accepted by Anja and Aricia immediately. They would smell it in her blood, and sense it within Mindvoice just as they did, and they had not been wrong. The feeling that she had come home and she was where she was always intended to be filled Cirith to overflowing and their acceptance of her only spoke of the truth of these feelings. Even that first night here, when Dysea was off with Martin, Anja and Aricia had brought her into their lives as completely as Isabella and Dysea had. She did not have her own quarters because she stayed with them in theirs and they talked until the early morning hours when sleep finally claimed them all. When Cirith awoke later it was to the feeling of Anja’s long Persian red hair against her face, and Aricia's lithe body spooned against her from behind. Isabella lay on her back, Anja’s arm draped across her pregnant abdomen and her face content and at peace. Cirith had relished in the sensations as she laid there, and she also marveled at the strength of these women. None of them questioned that For'mya was still alive, or that she would be back among them. Their commitment to each other was a palpable thing, as well as their commitment to Martin. She also learned that his dedication to each of them was without question or hesitation.

He frightened her Cirith realized as she leaned against the wall and watched him from across the room. Though she had been around many Immortals that were taller and much wider than him, Cirith could not remember a man who was more physically imposing than Martin Leonidas. It wasn’t just his physical proportions, which were exquisite in every detail she decided, it was the aura he radiated to everyone around him. An aura that she doubted he even realized he exuded. It was an aura of confidence and command. An aura of a man who had done and seen more than most people would ever experience in their lifetimes. A man who had killed in defense of others and a man who was exceptionally skilled at it to say the least. A man who would not hesitate to kill if need be but also one who could be compassionate. A man fiercely devoted to his ideals and a man who would not compromise his values for anyone. He moved like a great predator, stalking and cunning, ready to pounce and end your life in an instant. Then she had seen him with his children just yesterday, how he played with each of them and all of them together. How he sat with them, reading to them before they retired the evening before. He did not question that she was among them later that evening, but she could sense his indecision and questions. Twenty-five years they had been together and never once had another woman joined them in their room, yet now all of his mates had accepted Cirith without question and this more than anything confused him. He could smell her blood her knew, the strands of the fifth Lycavorian Ruling family that flowed in her veins, and Cirith thought she could detect his acceptance that she belonged to him as equally as did his other Queens, but his honor kept him from readily acknowledging this fact even though she knew his blood called for him to.

Cirith turned slightly when she saw Dysea and Isabella enter from behind and to her right and moved up to her silently. Dysea stepped close to her, pressing her tall, lush figure against her without reservation or doubt. An act that sent shivers coursing through Cirith. This was a very different Dysea than had arrived here two days ago. The brightness in her emerald eyes was back, the flush in her skin very noticeable. Cirith knew it was because she was back among those who she loved and who loved her. Cirith watched as Bella came up on her other side and slipped her hand into hers.

[What are you doing Cirith?] Bella asked softly within Mindvoice.

This was another thing that Cirith had not expected, but something that she embraced completely. Her Mindvoice skills were not as powerful as they should have been when she first met Dysea, but they were as strong as she could train them to be considering the control which Aikiro had placed on all Mindvoice users. Since coming here however, her skills and her sense of awareness had grown beyond anything she could have imagined. They had opened their minds to her without hesitation Cirith had basked in the knowledge and emotions coursing within all of them. All the practical skill had been given to her within moments and now it was just a matter of focusing and learning to do the small things that her new abilities granted. The one mind she could not touch however was Martin’s. 

[I was just watching him.] Cirith answered sheepishly. It was one of the first things they had told her. No Lycavorian or anyone within the Union for that matter would try to intrude on their shielded conversation. While there were very few that could actually make an attempt to breach any shields they had up, it was a matter of honor and purpose that this was not done. [He just… he just accepted him with question.]
Dysea and Isabella glanced over to see who she was referring to and they saw T'lolt standing between Danny and Martin as they pointed to different things on the star chart In front of them.

[Ah yes… T'lolt.] Dysea said. [There is a history there Cirith.]

[History?] Cirith asked her.

Dysea nodded. [When he was on Lycavore rescuing Lisisa and his mother he saved the life of an Immortal. Cha'talla’s brother to be exact. They had just killed T'lolt’s sons and left him for dead because of Cha'talla’s betrayal of the High Lord.]

Cirith looked at her wide eyed. [He spared an Immortal?] She gasped. [After all they are responsible for through the years he spared one?]

Dysea nodded. [It was a matter of honor.] She stated softly. [He gave T'lolt blood and a weapon so that he could bury his sons and take his revenge. The Nehtes that T'lolt has worn all these years is the same weapon that Nauta Melme gave to him then.]

[For every action there is an affect and reaction.] Bella spoke now. [T'lolt was leading the Immortal team that finally rescued Normya, Tir'ut and Esther.]

Cirith looked at them with wide eyes. [You are kidding.] She gasped.

Dysea shook her head. [Even then the gods of fate were laughing hysterically as Nauta Melme spared the man who would save his daughter some quarter century later and be part of the reason the Akruxian people have begun their resurgence.] Dysea squeezed her hand. [He may not often show it, or even address it really, but Nauta Melme is a man who believes deeply in fate and purpose and destiny.]
Isabella took her other hand. [Come Cirith… Anja wanted us to bring you to her office so that she can finish your exam. Then we will gather with Aricia and our children for lunch.]

Cirith nodded as she allowed them to pull her towards the door, taking one last longing glance at where Martin stood.


T'lolt leaned over and stabbed the chart in another spot. “Another small garrison here on Pressha numbering perhaps a hundred.”


“Damn, that’s twenty-three so far.” Danny spoke quickly. “So much for the major powers staying out of The Wilds.”


Martin nodded his head, his eyes on the star chart. “We should have guessed it. Seen it coming, but we ignored it. Not anymore.” He stated softly. He reached for a pad by his hand and held it up for them to see. “As it stands right now, four people know what I am about to show you. We will make seven. Cha'talla will be eight since this involves the Akruxian people and his input will be needed as well as your own T'lolt.” He plugged it into the console and tapped in a coded decrypt command while T'lolt looked at Danny across the table and saw him shrug. “Danny… you always said you wanted to look into Andro’s head and see what swirls around in there.” Martin motioned to the star chart. “There you go brother.”


Danny and T'lolt could do nothing but lean closer and look upon the information with what amounted to disbelief.


“Orthae shu!” T'lolt gasped after several moments.


Danny looked up at him with wide dark eyes. “Jesus Christ Marty… what he said!” He stammered. “Andro devised this?”

Martin nodded his head as he turned and walked along the edge of the chart table slowly. “It began as a means of vengeance in his head, but quickly warped into what you see right now in front of you. A Tactical First Strike on two different fronts.”


T'lolt looked at Martin. “You… you can do this?” He asked. “Your forces can do this?”


Martin nodded. “Ten years ago no… but a lot has changed in the last decade and my son and I are the reason it has. You’ve seen some of it with the new equipment that Ben has sent us.”


Danny looked at him. “You… you were working on something similar to this Marty?” He asked.


Martin nodded. “The core principles for this operation I designed six years ago. I shelved the idea after deciding it would be too risky and costly in terms of our people. Andro apparently took it upon himself to resurrect it after what happen to Zarah. He has fine tuned it a great deal and added some things I would never have thought of but it is essentially the same plan.”


“Zarah?” Danny asked softly. “No… no offense intended Marty, but we don’t need to act with revenge because of what happen to Zarah. It’s falling apart all by itself. Our Intelligence reports from within the Coven state that there is a massive amount of in fighting and back room deals for power. Apparently Yuri has not reestablished control and they are bumbling about like a bunch of kids.”


Martin nodded. “I agree Danny… and I told him that very thing when he sent this to me brother. Until he showed me what it was he fully intended.”

“You two are talking with each other a whole lot more than you are telling everyone else aren’t you?” Danny asked.

Martin nodded his head. “Nearly every night whether it be via secure COMS that Avi gave to all of us or using a Mark Two Neural Booster. And no… he is not asking for advice. He is doing exactly what I should have done many years ago. What I raised him to believe and to do. I haven’t approved of some of the things he is doing, going after the Icalro Alliance for one, but I taught him to worship those he calls wife and mate and now I have to watch as he does the same thing I did twenty odd years ago when Chetak took Aricia.”

“I’m guessing the Icalro Alliance ain’t going to be too happy.” Danny said.

“When my son is done with them, the Icalro Alliance will cease to exist as an entity for what they have done and what they have endorsed.” Martin stated confidently. “Wayonn’s grandson Dutkne is now Andro’s closest advisor, the leader of this Lycavorian Protectorate that will soon become part of the Union. This Dutkne is following the same path as his grandfather Canth. The same path Wayonn followed with my grandfather and the path Helen follows with me. It is all coming together Danny. Our history is finally and irrevocably catching up to us and becoming part of who we are fervon. And a large part of that history is where Cha'talla and the Immortals that followed the two of you come in T'lolt.”


T'lolt nodded. “So I see.” He stated softly.


“I believe Veldruk knew what he was doing.” Martin said softly. “He was a vile fucker but he was smarter in many ways than that bitch Aikiro. He knew all along he was going to come to Lycavore and he knew all along he had to eliminate the Akruxian people as a threat.”


T'lolt looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“He needed to keep us apart. To pit us against one another.” Martin said. “I think he knew that if we ever joined forces, the inbred honor and dignity that our two species shared would overcome any differences we had. He knew he could never fight both of us and win, so he targeted the Akruxian people first. He turned your people into something he could use against us in the hopes it would keep us apart. He succeeded.”


T'lolt met his dark eyes. “You believe… you believe that we would have been allies?” He asked with some surprise in his voice.


“I believe what my instincts tell me.” Martin said confidently. “The very same instincts that caused me to save your life that day on Lycavore. We were never intended to be enemies in the grand scheme of things. I think Cha'talla knows that now as well. Wayonn told me that all of this, everything, it is happening now for a reason.”


“What reason?” Danny asked.


Martin shook his head. “That I don’t know… and neither does he. At least not that he is letting on. At the moment it doesn’t matter. I raised my son to trust his instincts in nearly all that he did. Just as you raised Anton and Moneus and your children Danny. What he is doing now is what I should have done. He’s covering my ass while I atone for my mistakes. Getting For'mya back is the biggest mistake and the most important. I need her in my life just as I need all of them. My brother won’t kill her… he knows what will happen if he does. But he is not above using her to get what he wants.”


“Control of the Union it seems.” Danny said. 


Martin nodded. “I don’t know how he intends that and Deia is working with Helen and others to try and figure out what he thinks he has found that will allow him to do that now that I am dead. My son, my children, your children fervon… I have complete confidence in what they will do. I’m not afraid because just as we have always looked after each other, so will they.” 


Danny shook his head as Martin’s words sunk in and he leaned over, tracing his fingers across several different sized symbols of ships on the board as well as the accompanying text and operational plan. “Oh man Marty… this will… this will rip some serious new assholes.” He glanced up at him. “And it will undoubtedly be the opening shot of a war with the Kavalian Federation.”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes.” He stated softly. “But what are we doing here right now brother. We have been standing here for the last three hours marking definitive targets for us to take out. Kavalian targets.”


Danny nodded. “The difference is that you are dead and these are possible locations that they might shift For'mya too once Deia tells them to get fucked.” He said. “And I know that is what she is going to tell them. Plausible deniability for Andro and Deia. They won’t kill her because that will trigger a full scale war just as you are implying and every Union citizen will call for blood. What we are planning are rescue ops.” He tapped the board. “This… this is some scary and risky stuff though fervon. We’ve never conducted offensive operations on this scale Marty! Sibfla… I knew Andro was devious… but this is beyond anything I ever thought.”


Martin smiled gently. “He is not me Danny.” He said with no small amount of pride in his voice. 


“No shit! He’s scarier than you fervon… and you are downright terrifying!” Danny snapped.


Martin looked at T'lolt. “T'lolt?”


T'lolt looked up from the board. “I came here… I came here to fulfill an oath and debt I made to thank you for what you did all those years ago.”


“A debt that was never owed T'lolt.” Martin told him calmly. “Even if it was, you more than reciprocated when you and Cha'talla saved my daughter.” Martin said. “I’ve told you that.”


T'lolt nodded. “Yes I know, though Tir'ut actually gets the credit for that.” He answered with a small smile. “All that aside Martin Leonidas… what you did that day opened my eyes to many things I would never have considered. Just as finding love with Esther opened Cha'talla’s eyes.” He turned back to the star chart now and leaned over next to Danny. “This is why Dysea had him put together that transmission isn’t it?”

Martin nodded. “Androcles didn’t tell her the full scope of what it was meant for, but yes. I imagine once Cha'talla reads this it will come to him as well.”


T'lolt nodded. “We will not know the reaction until after it is broadcast.” He said. “You and your son would do this? Even after all the history we have of fighting one another in service to the Coven?”


“T'lolt… if you look deeply enough… and I have had nothing but time to do this since being here… if you look beyond the surface of that history you will see that your people, the Akruxian Immortals, they are no different in many ways than my people.” Martin said turning slightly to look at the star chart. “We were both enslaved as a species by Veldruk and the High Coven. Twenty-seven years ago when I first discovered who and what I was, no, I would never have believe any of this. My hatred of your people for the death of my father would have prevented me from looking past the surface.” Martin turned back to him. “I’m not the same man anymore. The more I thought about it, the more I saw Veldruk’s foul hand in what happen to your people and that is why I believe what I told you only a few moments ago. And once… once Cha'talla and you and those of your tribe were free of the Coven you began to look past the surface just as I have done.”

T'lolt nodded slowly. “Yes we have.” He said softly. He met Martin’s eyes. “What about Narice?” He asked.


Martin allowed the smile to split his face. “Narice is a Leonidas now.” He spoke with a large measure of joy. “The moment she look past what she had been raised to believe and then fell in love with my son she became a Leonidas. I’ve seen the way she looks at my son. Aikiro must be rolling over in her grave knowing that Narice shares my son’s bed. His life. And that knowledge makes me quiver in joy. I won’t even get into how it just tickles me pink that Carisia is a Leonidas as well.”


T'lolt couldn’t help but chuckle at his appearance now. “It shows in your expression the perverse happiness you get knowing that their daughters love your sons doesn’t it?”

Martin smiled. “You have no idea.”


“When will Cha'talla see this?” T'lolt asked.


“He has spent the last two days at Dragon Mountain with Vollenth.” Martin answered. “He’s taking a STRIKER back to Kranek today along with some other equipment that I ordered delivered there. If we are going to pull this off he needs to be there and he needs to be ready. I imagine he will read it as they return. You should be heading back soon as well.”


T'lolt shook his head. “No… I will remain here with you.” He stated. “Cha'talla and I talked of this before leaving Kranek Martin Leonidas. I will remain here, among you, until we have returned your Queen to your arms and the arms of your mates. What your son did… the equipment he gave to us that allowed us to defend what we have now, your people fighting beside ours against the Kavalians without question or pause. These things have earned the trust and respect of our tribe Martin Leonidas. This is how we shall repay that faith in us.”

Danny grinned. “It might be helpful having someone who is larger that Tony around too.” He stated. “The Master Chief has lost some of his harder edge. Radama seems to have tempered him somewhat after all these years.”


Martin continued to stare at T'lolt and finally he nodded his head. “Then let’s get back to work.” He stated. 

SCIMITAR

Eliani moved down the corridor confidently, her eyes focused on the data pad she held in her hand. The SCIMITAR was equipped with a similar medical facility to that on the SPIRIT OF HADARIA. It was larger than most medical clinics on the LEONIDAS II-Class ships because of the added research labs and equipment onboard. Essentially they had taken one of the most advanced medical and research labs from the centers on Hadaria and installed them on these two ships. Eliani had everything she would ever need at her disposal, whether it be related to medical issues or research issues. She was reviewing the information sent to her by her mother in regards to the Vanari and the counteragent they had designed. Eliani had not met this Ceuma just yet, but clone or no clone; she apparently had rapidly improving skills that were getting better by the day as she spent time with her mother and Aunt Sivana. If they could consider her a sister without question, then Eliani had no problem referring to her as Aunt. Within an hour of getting the information from her mother on Curila 6, Eliani had pulled the SCIMITAR’s stock of Tryptophan from storage and with Devra and Tastia watching in amazement, she fashion thirty-two self injector doses of the counter agent. This also left Devra with far more questions than she had before, especially considering the main ingredient of the counter agent.


Eliani stopped walking when she heard the muffled voices as the door opened and closed near her and she realized she was on deck fourteen where all the Durcunusaan work out gyms were located. She saw two men exit the gym once more talking to themselves and she heard the voices again. She moved to the door and entered the vast gym to see dozens of the RD team on the many mats honing their skills as all Durcunusaan did. They were just hours away from a very dangerous operation and none of them could sleep. That was not only human nature, but the nature of every species before battle. Her fern green eyes quickly found the source of the loudest voices and she came to an abrupt halt even as her wolf blood began a slow simmer.


Jomann was shirtless on the large mat as he spared with another of his team that she now knew as Anicetus. He was the oldest of Jomann’s team, following him since the day he was given his officer’s title. They were sparing with the wooden staffs that simulated Nehtes, the speed and power with which they were moving a marvel to behold by anyone. Eliani watched as the muscles in Jomann’s upper body rippled in effort, his tanned skin glistening with sweat from the exertion. Anicetus was obviously overmatched, but he was putting on a fine display of defensive skills as Jomann attacked again and again. Eliani found herself moving closer without even thinking about it and suddenly she was beside the mat and watching the incredible display with rapt attention. Jomann’s movements were so fluid and controlled, as if he was participating in a ballet. There was no wasted motion, no hesitation on his part in any way. Every movement was seamless and blended perfectly into the next. Eliani was considered second only to her father and brother when it came to skill with the Nehtes. Her grandfathers Riall and Panos had often commented and agreed that she could have been born with Nehtes in hand considering the skill she displayed for one so diminutive in nature. It was something that Eliani was very proud of in fact, yet her natural confidence in her abilities was oftentimes taken for arrogance. No one on the SCIMITAR would challenge her anymore because of this though she didn’t know that. As Jomann’s jasmine coffee scent rushed into her nostrils, and his powerful Alpha male aura filled the air around her Eliani could barely control the desire surging through her for this man. 


She had desired Malic yes, desired him badly, but what she felt coursing through her as Jomann’s scent filled the air around her was so much more potent and dominating. His scent called to her wolf blood in a way that she had never felt for Malic, any man who had shared her bed for that matter. It was consuming and very nearly overwhelming. These were sensations that Eliani had never felt before and they were so very confusing to her. How could she desire this man so completely when she loved Malic? Andro’s words from the beach only a few nights ago came rushing back to her.

“Have you ever stopped to consider for a moment that perhaps you were never meant for Malic and Nyla and that is why events have occurred as they have? That Nyla and then Malic… that they too were only avenues for you to discover what you really wanted?” Andro asked her. “Just as they occurred with mother.”


“Wait… you are saying that I was just a vehicle so that Malic and Nyla could come together?” She asked.


Andro nodded. “Because you are meant for someone else.” He said softly. “Someone who is just as intensely passionate as you sister.” Andro continued without missing a beat. “Someone who will worship you and love you until it takes your breath away. Someone who even now is out there searching for you.”


“What… what about how I feel in here now Andro?” She asked touching her hand to her chest over her heart. “How do I get over that?”


Andro placed his hand over the top of hers. “Is what you feel in here, in your heart, is it because of what you truly feel inside Eli… or is it simply the desire you have within you to feel it. To experience what you so desperately want to experience.”


Eliani Leonidas was nothing if not extremely confident and of all the Leonidas daughters she was perhaps the one most closely tied to the wolf blood within her. Nara had not yet come to the age where her wolf blood would sing for a man, but Eliani had no doubts when she did that they would be very close. Andro had been right Eliani realized. She was conceived while her father and mother were still riding an emotional high from events that had propelled them forward, conceived when her mother had come into her very first phase as a female wolf. A full phase that would always be the strongest she would ever experience and the one had brought her closer to her father in every way. As Jomann’s delicious jasmine coffee scent surged through her blood and the sparring match came to a close on the other side of the mat she did what she had always done in her life. She acted. She leaned over and picked up the staff that rested on the floor by the mat and spun it expertly in her hand. What Eliani failed to realize was that this attitude and confidence she exuded was often times taken for arrogance. As it was right now.


Eliani quickly pulled off her combat boots and stepped onto the mat moving up behind where Jomann and Anicetus were talking and smiling with the three other members of their team.


“You left your right side open for attack during that last flurry Captain.” Eliani Leonidas announced loudly. 

Jomann had smelled her the moment she came into the gym, her willow and peach scent maddening to him in every way, and through force of will alone he had pushed it to the back of his mind as the match with Anicetus came to a close. Jomann had never envisioned himself in the position he was now in, Durcunusaan Captain to the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union, but from the moment Androcles had named him to his new position he had embraced all there was about it. It felt like he had reached the defining moment of his life, the pinnacle of all he could be, and as each day passed he grew stronger and wiser. Since that first day he had sat with Androcles religiously for two hours every day, exploring the boundaries of Mindvoice skills he had never known he had. Even when Andro was busy with other things, he always found a way to break away and they would meet. He now knew more about Androcles Leonidas and what made him tick than anyone in the universe save his father and his wives and mates. Andro had expanded his awareness within Mindvoice to proportions that Jomann never imagined he could obtain. The potential was always there Andro had told him, buried within the pureness of his blood just as it was with Andro; Jomann had just never taken the opportunity to explore it. He had learned so much in only two short weeks, yet it felt as if he had served Andro for decades. He learned of his bloodline dating back to long before the Black Day thanks to Deia who had taken a personal interest in him since their time buried in the senate building. And with Deia and Androcles came the Feravomir and all she knew. It came with the vast knowledge that the Elder Mother held within her and the complete and utter faith and loyalty that everyone who knew Androcles now gave to him as his Captain.

       
Everyone except his sister Eliani.

Jomann turned slowly and looked at her, suppressing the intake of breath that nearly escaped his lungs from looking at her beauty. Her willow and peach scent filtered all around him like a fog and it was the sweetest thing he had ever smelled. Jomann had never demanded the respect that others gave to him, he allowed his skills and actions to speak for themselves, but since that first day Eliani Leonidas had treated him with contempt. It made it that much harder because of the way he felt for her, but he had dealt with pain before and he would deal with it now. 


“Thank… thank you for your expert analysis Princess Eliani.” Jomann spoke his voice firm but with an edge to it that Anicetus and the others noticed right away.


Anicetus had been with his young Captain since his joining the ranks of Durcunusaan officers and he knew him very well. He also knew when he saw an Alpha male and an Alpha female of the power and skill of Jomann and Eliani Leonidas square off it could only mean one thing. That they desired each other in the worse possible way was without question for whether they knew it or not, and Anicetus didn’t think they did, both their scents were filling the room with pheromones and their wolf auras were pulsing for each other like living things. He looked at the other members of their team and discretely motioned with his hand for them to back away even as just about every head and set of eyes in the gym turned to watch. Those eyes included a pair of azure blue orbs, maya blue and amber colored eyes as Andro, Carisia and Lu'ria looked on from one of the two private sparing mats situated above the massive gym area. Andro was shirtless and watching with interest as Lu'ria and Carisia pressed up against his sides, all of them sweaty from hard training.  


“You should really work on that.” Eliani continued. “In a real fight a skilled person will exploit that opening.” Eliani felt ridiculous after speaking those words for Jomann was part of a handful of survivors of Alba Tau and telling him about a real fight could just as easily be taken for an insult. She saw the slight narrowing of his eyes at her words but aside from that he did not react to her comment.

Jomann twirled the staff in his hand slamming the end to the mat and he remembered the conversation he had with Andro only a few short days ago.

Andro held out the pad to him. “Well… that will change soon enough. I will get Devra… you get Sadi, Ne'Veha and Eliani and meet me…” Andro looked at him and saw the look on his face. “What?”

Jomann shook his head. “Nothing.”

Andro crossed his arms over his chest. “Jomann… don’t try to bullshit a bullshitter as my father and mother say. What is wrong?”

“Your sister… she does not care for me Andro and I would prefer to stay away from her as much as possible.” Jomann answered.

Andro met his eyes evenly and knew Jomann wasn’t telling him the truth. He could also detect the severe attraction to Eliani that Jomann had even though he was doing a very good job of burying that deeply. “I do not wish to make it difficult for you Jomann… but I will never get rid of her. For some reason she has appointed herself my personal caretaker and it has been like that for years. I couldn’t change it even if I wanted too. Eli is just very…”

“Short tempered?” Jomann offered. “And linguistically gifted when it comes to cursing someone out?”

Andro chuckled. “That’s a nicer description than I would have used… but yes.” He said. “Eli is the most passionate of my sisters in many ways Jomann… don’t be afraid of her. You are my Captain… so technically if it is not a medically related issue… you are the boss. She’ll respect you more if you put her in her place.”

Jomann looked at him and his eyes smiled. “How much blood will that cost me?” He asked with a smile.

“Probably more than you are willing to lose… but it will be worth it to see the look on her face.” Andro answered.

“Your family will not be angered?” He asked.

Andro laughed. “Angered? Sibfla… they’ll get a kick out of it! To this day no one has ever made Eliani back down. She’s as tenacious as the Coltarian Measles.”

Jomann winced. “I’ve had the Coltarian Measles Andro.” He stated. “It wasn't pretty.”

“I know it too.” Andro answered with a smile. “Had me in bed for three weeks. I thought I was going to die.”

“I think I did die. And then came back to life.” Jomann replied with a grin.


“And I suppose you are offering to instruct me or somehow show me that you are correct and that you are the better with a Nehtes?” Jomann spoke as he looked at her.

Eliani grinned as her blood sang with the prospect of sparring with Jomann and putting him on his ass. “Something like that yeah.”


Jomann stared at her with those ocean blue eyes and nodded his head. “It is said you are second only to your father and brother with a Nehtes.” He spoke.


Eliani grinned once more. “That’s what they say.”


“Then let us test that theory!” Jomann snarled before he attacked with lightning speed that very nearly caught Eliani flatfooted.


Carisia and Lu'ria looked at Andro as the sounds of two staffs meeting reverberated all across the gym. His eyes were focused on the two below them watching with the eyes of a Nehtes Master.

“Andro my love…” Carisia spoke. “Wouldn’t it be less… painful… if they just admit what they both feel for each other instead of fighting it?”


Andro smiled at her words and turned to look down into her maya blue eyes. “Yes… but it wouldn’t be nearly as fun to watch.” He said.


Carisia slapped his hard abdomen. “Bunjiro!” She cursed at him as Lu'ria chuckled.


Andro unfolded his arms and drew both of them tighter to his body. “Eliani is confident. Perhaps too confident. She has always been the Leonidas sister that has gone after what she wanted. She is fearless in all that she does and her skill with the Nehtes is unmatched. It has also led her to have something of a arrogant attitude. Jomann… Jomann burns for her just as brightly as I do all of you because of the pureness of his blood. Eliani’s blood is drawn to that like a moth to a flame. She was never meant to be with Malic and Nyla… though that is what she thought. Her blood… because of when she was conceived… it is more potent than any cross breed Lycavorian and Hadarian. She knows what Jomann makes her feel, but she has to come to accept it and understand it herself.”


“This is why Malic’s scent is no longer within her blood?” Lu'ria asked thoughtfully.


Andro nodded. “He was a strong Alpha… no Bonded Pair could not be… but he can not compare to the pureness of Eliani’s blood and that is why her body rejected his scent. That is why her wolf blood sings for Jomann so intently. Because his blood is far purer than Malic’s will ever be. I tried to explain to her why she feels as she does, she understands it, but now she has to accept it on her own.”

“And if she doesn’t?” Carisia asked softly. “What if she truly does love Malic?”

Andro shook his head slowly. “She was intensely attracted to Malic… but the love she thinks she feels for him I believe is being channeled from Nyla. She is the one who truly loves Malic and because of the connection they share it overwhelmed Eliani’s own persona for a while. At least until Jomann came into her life and now her true blood is recognizing it. I think she knows, but she is so terrified of being alone.”


“Alone?” Lu'ria asked. “Does she know how many young men are out there that would kill for the opportunity to take her as their wife and mate? Males who will worship her?”


Andro nodded. “She knows… but she doesn’t want that. She is a Leonidas. She wants a man to love her, worship her, and be every bit her equal in everything. She has found that in Jomann, only now she needs to let go of everything she believes and go with what her instincts are screaming for her to do.”


Carisia looked down onto the floor and could only shake her head at the display of incredible skill taking place. The staffs were moving far faster than even her vampire eyes could follow, and while she knew small blows were connecting, neither of them had given any ground yet. “Will she?”


Andro chuckled and nodded. “Yes… even if Jomann has to beat her stubbornness out of her. At least enough to get her to see what she wants.”

Eliani was backpedaling quickly, even as she parried each and every blow that Jomann was raining down upon her. No one had ever taxed her abilities like this, only Andro or her father could and that was because they were even better than her. Jomann was like a whirlwind of power and speed. His six foot three height gave him an added advantage, but one that Eliani knew how to compensate for. She had hit him several times with short, powerful blows, shots that grew grunts of pain and would no doubt leave large welts, but it didn’t seem to slow him down.
He had caught her several times as well, causing her to yelp in pain which only fueled her anger and strength. Eliani Leonidas did not yelp, and not since she was nineteen had she ever gotten a beating like this. That day she had made the mistake of making fun of Andro and his love for Sadi and he had made her pay for her thoughtless words. She had healed her injuries, but it had taken a week for the ache to go away. They had been going at it for several minutes now, circling each other while she looked for that opening he had shown her in his match with Anicetus. She leaped into a whirling five hit combo that saw the end of her staff snap against his shoulder twice, bringing a loud groan of pain, but the last three blows he deflected with the end of his staff matching her incredible speed and causing her to step back from him eyes wide.

As she stepped back he thrust his staff out between her legs and she tumbled to the mat hard, rolling away from him cat like and coming up to her feet with a snarl of anger on her face at having fallen. She watched him grimace as he stood to his full height and lower the end of his staff to the mat.


“We are done Princess.” He spoke firmly. 


“We are not done!” Eliani snapped.


“We are accomplishing nothing.” He spoke looking at her. “And we have a mission to prepare for.”


“I will say when we are done Captain!” Eliani snarled. “You have not beaten me! Are you quitting now because you can’t beat me?”


Jomann looked at her intently, memorizing the contours of her face and the way her breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply. Her scent was driving him mad and he needed to get away from her. “You will believe what you will Princess, as long as it suits you.” He told her. “I am done however.”

“You can’t just walk away!” Eliani shouted. 


“I need to walk away.” Jomann said softly. He turned to his left looking at Anicetus as he did and he never saw the blow. The end of Eliani’s staff slapped against his cheek viciously, causing stars to burst into his eyes and his cheek to split apart, blood splashing onto the mat as he dropped to his knee holding his hand over his cheek.


“You… don’t you dare ignore me!” Eliani screamed.


Anicetus turned quickly and looked up at where he knew Androcles stood. He saw his Prince shake his head quickly and hold up his hand keeping him from intervening. Anicetus turned back as he saw Eliani move closer to Jomann.


“Get up!” Eliani barked. “We are not finished! A Spartan would stand until he could not stand anymore! A Spartan never quits!” She brought her staff up with blinding speed for a short, slashing blow to his shoulder only to have his hand come away from his cheek and grab the end of her staff in its downward motion. Eliani’s fern green eyes grew wide as he turned his body back towards her, and brought his own staff around at knee level. She saw the maneuver too late and as he wrenched her staff from her hands with his superior strength Eliani felt his staff smash into the back of her knees and topple her over onto her back with a resounding thud. She grunted in pain as she banged her head hard on the mat, trying to roll away and come to her feet. She suddenly found herself pinned to the mat by his weight as he pounced on her and jammed the staff down on her shoulder, using the back of her neck as leverage and effectively negating any movement on her part. She turned her face to look at him, her wolf fangs bursting forth in anger and the black ring surrounding her fern green eyes only to find herself staring into the ocean blue eyes surrounded by the thick black ring and the long vicious looking fangs of a pure blood Lycavorian male.

Jomann snapped his jaws together loudly, the click of his fangs loud enough to freeze her in her spot as he lowered his face close to her. “You know nothing of me!” He snarled at her. “Since I became your brother’s Captain you have looked down upon me and I will tolerate it no longer!”


“You will get off me or I will…” Eliani began to growl at him.


Jomann snapped his fangs together once more, even closer to her face this time and Eliani’s eyes went wide and cut her words off. His weight above her kept her firmly beneath him, the training staff keeping her upper body pinned painfully to the mat, both her hands gripping the end to keep it from digging further into her shoulder.


“I do not know why it is you hate me so…” Jomann growled in a low voice. “I would die for your brother in an instant. I would… I would die for you.” Jomann’s heightened anger and the aura flooding off him kept him from detecting Eliani’s aura as it wafted from her. An aura of intense desire and passion, and all of it directed completely at him whether she realized it or not. It was something that every Lycavorian within thirty meters, male and female, could detect. “Never… never question my commitment Princess. I have seen and lived through far worse than you could possibly imagine and I have brought my people home.” His handsome face then softened considerably. “Almost all my people.” He spoke softly. His wolf eyes looked at her. “I am not… I am not your mate Malic and I do not ride a dragon, but I am and always will be a Spartan! For you… for you to question that is an insult to not only me, but to my mother and father as well. Debase me if you wish Princess Eliani… but do not question the honor of my bloodline that you know nothing about.” Jomann lifted the staff from her shoulder and tossed it across the mat until it landed ten meters away. His eyes never left hers as he lifted his body off her to a kneeling position and watched as she placed her hand on her shoulder to rub it and try and return the feeling to it. “My… my blood burns for you like acid in my veins Princess Eliani Leonidas.” He spoke softly seeing her eyes go wide at his words. Words that Eliani knew only she could hear so softly that they were spoken, like a whisper that resounded in her head as loud as any thunderstorm she had ever heard. “It… it burns in my veins because you are all I want. All I will ever want… and I can not have you. That is why I need to leave.”

Jomann got to his feet and without another word he turned and headed for the shower area of the locker rooms. This time it was not the male that Eliani Leonidas left alone gaping in astonishment at her confident words to him. This time is was Eliani who was utterly speechless for even as he spoke those words to her, her wolf blood was singing in unadulterated bliss at their sound and the sensations and emotions that those words caused to ripple through her. They were demanding most prominently that he claim her right there in front of everyone if needed for that is how badly Eliani realized she desired him. A desire that made what she felt for Malic and even for Nyla pale in comparison.


And it was that unmatched desire that frightened her so terribly.

