CHAPTER SEVENTY

STRIKER DT MARK II STRIKER 11

ARRIVING HADARIA CENTRAL SPACEPORT


It was quiet in the rear of the Mark II STRIKER DT as Arrarn Leonidas easily guided the ship down through the atmosphere, the three Hadarian Defense Forces Interceptors trying to keep pace with the much larger ship with a pilot who could fly circles around them in his sleep. Toria Leonidas kept looking over at her half elf husband, none of the Leonidas children having spoken a whole lot after what had taken place during their communication. Lady Gorgo’s words and emotional display had taken everyone by complete surprise and even several minutes after she had departed the linked communication it still came as quite a shock. Toria gazed at Arrarn and his beautiful handsome face from the side, her large, clear blue eyes never tiring of looking at him. Just as they never tired of looking at Narice. Toria Leonidas blessed the day she was chosen to go on the mission to Earth, for it had brought her first to Narice and then it gave them both the chance to discover the man they worshiped in Arrarn Leonidas. He was without a doubt the most handsome of the Leonidas sons, and both Toria and Narice knew that there were many young Lycavorian and elf females who were now disappointed that he was no longer available. He belonged to her and Narice body and mind and he made no bones about that in the least. They had spent three more hours within the transmission, different parts of what they would do being discussed, but it was very obvious to even the casual observer that everyone’s minds were now elsewhere. Especially that of the King himself. 

She and Narice had discovered early on that there was a special connection between all of the Leonidas children, a connection that no one else could understand. A place where they could talk amongst themselves whenever they wanted within Mindvoice. A special place that wasn’t accessible even to those they loved and called wife or husband. They would share whatever was spoken of with those that they loved Toria knew, but this particular instance had rattled all of them and it was going to take some time before they began to share what they had spoken of she knew.

“Arrarn?” She spoke softly.

Arrarn’s dark eyes turned to look at her. “Ummm?” 

“Are you…” Toria began to ask.

Arrarn reached over knowing instantly what she was trying to do and took her hand from the control panel. He leaned over and brought it to his lips where he kissed her soft knuckles and then nodded his head. “I am fine.” He told her.

“She is your mother Arrarn.” Toria said softly. “I don’t think anyone would expect you to not be savagely angry at what has happened. What the Kavalians have done. What we may have to see.”

Arrarn nodded his head. “And in order to help her… in order to help her Toria my wife, I need to maintain my calm so we can do what we came here to do.”

“Androcles and your father did not say much after your grandmother’s display.” Toria spoke. “He has not said much since the end of the transmission to be honest. Many of us were… we were wondering if he was ok?”

Arrarn turned his head back and adjusted their course as they broke through the clouds and the landscape of Hadaria filled their cockpit windows. “Yes… he has spoken.” Arrarn told her. “He just hasn’t spoken with words Toria. He is the most private of all of us Toria, far too much like our father when it comes to holding in his feelings. He speaks with Elynth and his mates in Mindvoice when he becomes contemplative like he has been. Andro is… he is the rock we all lean on. Next to my father and my Uncle Danny, I don’t think I know of a man who has more willpower and utter determination than my brother.”

“Is this why he refused to let Narice come with us?” Toria asked.

Arrarn looked at her again. “He didn’t let Narice come with us because of who she is Toria, you know that.” He answered her. “The Kavalians are still at war with the High Coven and the moment they saw her exit the ship she would have become a prime target no matter what else was happening. They know who she is and they would have come after her. Andro is not about to let that happen and neither will I. Besides… she does not have your analytical skills and that is why Andro wanted you here.” He told her. “Because not only can you help me to fly the STRIKER, but your other skills are invaluable my beautiful wife and mate. Primarily your skills of observation because of your training.”

Toria nodded. “I know… take note of everything I see and file it away.”

“He trusts you Toria.” Arrarn told her. “You are my mate and wife. Never doubt he does not trust you completely. You would not be here if he did not.”

“There are just times when your brother frightens me Du'ased m'ranndii.” Toria said as she adjusted their thruster power. “I know that it is silly after all he has done to save us but I can’t help it. Many of us can’t.”

Arrarn smiled warmly at her. “There are times when he frightens all of us Toria.” He stated. “Just remember that you are a Leonidas now. Part of our family. Andro more than any of us takes that very seriously.” 

“Hadarian Flight Leader to Union STRIKER. Respond.” The male voice broke in over the COM.

Arrarn turned and looked out his cockpit window at the fighter that was flying off to their side. “STRIKER 11. Go ahead.”

“You are directed to land at the Western Continent Elder Militia Compound.” The voice told them.

“Negative Flight Leader.” Arrarn replied tersely. “The stipulation as stated in our earlier communications to us was to land at the former palace of my mother on the East Field. That was the plan.”

“Your routing has been changed STRIKER 11.” The pilot of the fighter answered with a large amount of sarcasm in his voice. “You are now directed to land at the Western Continent Elder Militia Compound where your ship and anyone on board will undergo a thorough search for weapons or elicit material.”

Arrarn turned as Andro came into the cockpit. “By whose order?” He snapped.

“By order of Elder Healer and Prime Minister Buonau.” The pilot answered in a tone that seemed to ask if Arrarn was stupid.

“That is not the procedure we agreed too.” Arrarn spoke again.

“The Prime Minister is changing the procedure, or did you not understand me the first time?” The pilot snickered. 

“She’s pressing… trying to see what we will let her get away with. She knows how badly we want this meeting… if only to see mother.” Andro spoke.

“So?” Arrarn asked.

Andro nodded. “We will play their game for now fervon.” He said. “How soon until we get there?”

Arrarn’s hands were moving over his control console. “Twenty minutes. As soon as I dust these idiots.”

Andro grinned. “By all means.” He said leaning over to kiss Toria softly on the cheek and watching as her eyes turned to him in surprise.

“You have no reason to fear me Toria Leonidas.” He said softly reaching up to place his hand on her shoulder and squeezing gently. “Always remember that.”

“STRIKER 11 acknowledges your transmission Flight Leader.” Arrarn spoke as he smiled at his brother’s words to his wife.

“Fall into formation behind me.” The pilot ordered. “We will escort you…”

“We know the way Flight Leader.” Arrarn interrupted him. “And we certainly don’t need you to escort us!”

“I have my orders STRIKER 11!”

“Nubou your orders!” Arrarn barked out stabbing down on his console. “And have a nice day!”

The Mark II STRIKER DT executed a near ninety-degree turn and its powerful engines lit the sky brightly as it accelerated away from the chasing Hadarian fighters with little trouble. The STRIKER DTs were all designed for speed and maneuverability first, combat second, and the Hadarian fighters could not match either. Andro pounded Arrarn on the shoulder with a smile before turning and moving back into the rear section of the STRIKER DT Mark II. The interior layout was almost identical to the old STRIKER DTs, but now four slightly smaller dragon pens occupied the rear of the ship instead of two. The center of the ship had a somewhat larger star chart table and an additional couch, while all the quarters were now set in the back of the ship. Since these ships had been designed specifically for different members of the Royal Family, much of what they had done to their old STRIKER DTs showed in the color and design of the interior on the Mark IIs. There were only two quarters on Andro’s STRIKER, one for the pilots and then one for Andro and his mates. The pilot’s quarters were far smaller than usual because Ben knew Sadi and Ne'Veha would now be doing most of the flying and they would have no need for a third pilot.

At the moment… only Elynth and Tharua occupied the dragon pens, while Sadi, Eliani and Jomann sat on the couches in the gathering area of the STRIKER. Andro moved back to where they were sitting as they looked up at him.

“The Western Continent Elder Militia Compound.” He told them.

Eliani snorted derisively. “Right smack in the middle of the area of the planet that most supports her.” She snarled. “Why doesn’t that surprise me? Carians… she is so nubous obvious it is pathetic!”

Andro smiled and settled onto the couch next to Sadi. “I concur.” He spoke. “I wouldn’t doubt if she was getting her directives from the Kavalians though. Any word on what ships are in orbit or the immediate system?” He asked looking at Jomann.

Jomann nodded quickly. “Pusintin’s command ship is here. PRIDE OF PUMAS it is called. Sa'sur was able to pass that on just after we left the SCIMITAR.” He answered. “Holding its station five million kilometers from the planet itself. I didn’t want to scan too deeply even though they most likely can not pick up our passive array.” 
Andro nodded and looked at Eliani. “Eli… are you sure you can detect where this Static Inhibitor is positioned in mother if you get close enough?”

Eliani nodded. “General Esavorna was quite specific.” She replied. “He explained to me exactly what I would feel when I felt it. He tested it with Duewa on Earth before passing the information on. It radiates a very low frequency humming that can only be picked up by the sensors from CS41 and I know we don’t want to reveal that. I have already practiced with the inhibitor we have on board and to my abilities it will appear as a shadow of sorts. Just as Duewa explained. A void where something should be but is not. The General said it should not be very far beneath her skin, but still deep enough where it will not appear as if something is there outwardly. More than likely that is why she doesn’t even know it is inside her.”

“And there is no way to block it?” Andro asked.

Eliani shook her head. “He has been working with the team trying to discover a way since he arrived on Earth Andro. Doctor Olemi says he has been working twenty hour days to try and discover something we can use, contacting Avi when he needs help.” Eliani shrugged her shoulders. “They are close… but nothing that we can use right now.”

Sadi looked at him. “If she thinks we are all dead and they have not told her who will be here at this meeting… she is going to be an emotional wreck when she sees us Saradasaar. She may not even believe it because she can not feel us within Mindvoice.”

Andro nodded his head. “I know.” He said softly looking at her. “Thirty seconds. That’s all I need. Thirty nubous seconds.” He looked at them. “Whether she can feel us or not… thirty seconds is all I need to let her know everything she needs to know.”

“And she will not try to harm herself?” Sadi asked gently looking at him. “Knowing that your father lives and what she has no doubt been forced to do? She will not attempt to harm herself?”

Eliani shook her head slowly. “Not if what we fear is true.” She said softly. “Her elven blood… the very basic instinct ingrained in all elves back to the time that the Elder Mother told Andro about will not allow her to. It is only a matter of if she will believe what Andro will tell her. To grasp onto that and believe.”

“You fought with her all those years ago on Apo Prime KertaGai.” Andro said. “On the island there. Did she strike you as weak minded?”

Sadi shook her head quickly. “No! Never!”

“Our mother has endured much that many people outside of our family do not know the details to KertaGai.” Androcles said. “You have seen some of it within my thoughts… but I have seen what my father saw. I have seen his memories of what she has endured and how strong she truly is. I keep them hidden away because they are his memories… but she…” Andro shook his head. “I don’t know what she will do KertaGai. Our second elven mother is strong… and she has endured almost as much as my mother did on Enurrua but Eliani is right. It will be up to her to believe.”

“Can’t we just not tell her some things until the time is better?” Sadi asked. “Until we learn how to disable this inhibitor?”

Andro shook his head. “No… I will pass to her what my father and mothers told me to tell her and she will know what do to. She has to know everything in order for her to keep hope. Then all I can do is pray she does not hate me for doing it.”

Even Eliani looked at him when he said that. “Andro… why would she hate you?” She asked.

Andro shook his head quickly. “It is a figure of speech.” He said dismissing it. “Let’s worry about what Tenna Deia and the Feravomir gave to us so we can be prepared when we meet with the High Court this afternoon. We will need to fill Grandfather L'tian in when he arrives later.”

“Androcles… why can’t we just reveal what these inhibitors are?” Jomann asked now. “They are High Coven made… why can’t we demand the Kavalians prove she is not being affected by one?”

Eliani looked up at him and smiled brightly as she reached out and took his hand. “If we reveal what they are Jomann my love, we reveal information that we are not supposed to have.” She spoke. 

“I don’t… I don’t understand.” He spoke.

“There are many who still don’t believe our abilities are natural Jomann.” Andro told him. “Even Aikiro thought we were somehow training our Bonded Pairs with some sort of machine from CS41 that increases Mindvoice power and she should have known better. Many Hadarians accept that my mother can do things that others can not… but if you press them on the issue they will begin to revert to their scientific nature and dismiss most of what we know to be true.”

Eliani nodded as she drew him down onto the couch with her, leaning into his body with no hesitation. “Especially Buonau and many of the Elder Healers.” She said. “Add to that the fact that they have hated my mother and father ever since she returned because they could not control her.”

“Most people believe the Bonded Pairs can do what we can do because of our dragons.” Andro spoke. “They don’t take into account that Mindvoicing is a natural progression for our species as we grow. And since most do not advance this skill past a Tier Three level… most can not to be honest… they do not see what we can do.”

“They saw you obliterate the Western Clinic in Sparta in living color on the Netnews.” Jomann said. “I saw that! How do they explain two psychic balls of power coming from your hands and destroying the building! Even after that they don’t believe?”

Andro smiled and shook his head. “They will believe what makes them comfortable.” He said. “The inhibitors are based on Pralor technology that Empress Aikiro recovered from CS19. Technology that the Kavalians got their hands on when certain High Coven officers defected. I sincerely doubt Aikiro meant for them to acquire this technology. It was meant… designed to be used against us. To be honest… I doubt the Coven officers who helped to steal it even knew where it came from… only what it could do. General Esavorna is relatively certain that no one outside of the actual control group of who built these inhibitors knew where they came from. Aikiro kept the knowledge she gained from CS19 among only a few people. Those who General Esavorna had questions about…” Andro shrugged his shoulders. “He eliminated them over the last few years.”

Sadi nodded. “To reveal what we know about the inhibitors Jomann, that would mean we have to reveal how we know about them.” She said. “In order to do that we would then have to reveal that they are based on an advanced alien technology that the Union has complete access too. A fact that would not pleased many people in the galaxy to be sure. It will only balloon from there.”

Andro nodded his head in agreement with Sadi. “Our technological advances right now are carefully crafted to appear as if our scientists have developed them on their own. While the practical applications we did set up, the technology was already there on CS41. We didn’t need to discover it… just how to use it. And we have had Avi to help us do that. If we revealed this, it would lead to the Kavalians and every other scum out there wanting to discover it themselves. And then it could very well lead the Kavalians to discover Resumar and Athani and Tenna Tarifa and what they are doing.”

“But Laustinos knows all this doesn’t he?” Jomann asked. “He would have told your uncle and the Kavalians this already.”
Andro shook his head. “The data files concerning how CS41 arrived on Earth and where it is now are kept on a completely different and wholly secure network tied into Dreamland. When my father first brought CS41 to Earth, Avi brought the ship in very quickly. Father had already chosen where the ship was going to go. Those men and women who still lived in the area were sworn to secrecy and offered positions either within the military helping to secure CS41, or actually living on the ship. That is why you will see many hundreds of men and women the next time you go there. They live and work beside the dragons helping to care for the eggs and to keep the systems at peak operating efficiency. When you come right down to it, they are perhaps the most loyal of Union citizens. In order to access the systems you would need to go to Dragon Mountain itself and enter the main computer core there.” He answered him. “Laustinos never had access to that, only eleven of us do, and any attempt by him to discover this information even if he did get wind of it somehow, would have been detected and dealt with in a matter of minutes. You have never met our Uncle Ben… and a more vicious and security oriented human turned vampire you will never meet. He and the Elder Mother devised all the security systems within Dragon Mountain and most of those at Dreamland. She is just as protective of the technology as we are. She is a Pralor after all.”

“This puts us at a tactical disadvantage immediately.” Jomann said.

Andro nodded his head. “Yes it does… but the alternative is too terrible to contemplate.” He spoke. “It is why our father ordered that VORTEX Cruiser 341 be destroyed.”

Eliani nodded now as well not seeing the look that Sadi gave Andro out of the corner of her eye. “To keep the technology out of the Kavalian’s hands.” She said in agreement. “Though mother and I would have really enjoyed getting in there and seeing the medical bay.”

Andro nodded his head. “We will have to make due.” He said. “Eli… you do realize that once Buonau discovers you are with me, she is going to be incensed. She may even attempt some fool thing regardless of the Kavalians being here.”

“Let them nubous try.” Jomann growled menacingly. “I will bury them.”

Eliani beamed brilliantly and leaned even further into Jomann’s body, quite intimately in fact, and her skin and blood flushed excitement at the possessive words of her new mate. This is what she had not felt from Malic. The desire and possessive tone of his voice when he spoke of her in any way and it only confirmed for her that Jomann had always been the one she had been meant for. Just as Andro had told her. “Wow, we are so very possessive of me my love.” She said looking at him with adoring fern green eyes and smiling.

“Just keep your sharp tongue and your temper in check and don’t do anything stupid Eli.” Andro said. “I would prefer your new mate and I did not have to kill anyone in order to pull your ass out of the fire.”

Eliani looked at him and nodded. “I won’t.” She said. “But I am also not going to be bullied by Buonau’s Elder Militia Guard assholes either.”

Andro smiled. “Fair enough.” He said. He looked at Jomann. “I told you she had a sharp tongue.”

Jomann chuckled. “I like her tongue Andro, sharp though it may be.” He stated proudly.

Eliani grinned like a Cheshire cat and stuck her tongue out at her brother. All four inches of it.

CURILA 6


Martin stood on the edge of the thousand foot cliff looking out over the blue/green ocean water in front of him. The sun was shining brightly in the cloudless sky and he watched as the waves splashed onto the beach far below. Torma rested on the ground behind him, his massive wings folded along his obsidian back, and his talons drawn up under his seven metric tons of muscle and bone so that he was prepared to launch himself into the air or an attack if needed. He had lost a few hundred pounds over the last weeks training nearly every day with his bonded brother and he felt better now than he had ever felt in his seven hundred plus years of life. Martin wore the standard Mark IV ArmorPly bodyarmor, with the indicative sections on the backs of his shoulders and legs where the Dragon Armor would extend from if he called upon it. He wore a shoulder holster with a new K14 KM secured in it, his combat harness worn tight and secure. The thin holster on his right leg carried his Stiletto, the new version of the Nehtes, and with its added dimension it was even deadlier than it was before. His original Nehtes he carried in a similar holster on his left thigh for he would never part with that. His helmet rested on the saddle Torma wore on his back, the five different shades of horse hair blowing gently in the ocean breeze. Raven black, Persian Red, Platinum Blond, Golden Blond, Midnight black. The hair color of all his Queens. And now he would need to add another shade of black to his helmet for his Queens were not going to let him dismiss what Cirith now meant to all of them, him included. He had just not come to accept it completely yet.


Martin smelled him before he saw him and he didn’t turn as Danny moved up alongside Torma and let his fingers draw along Torma’s muscular side. Torma turned his huge head and blinked his golden eyes at him, reaching out with his snout and brushing Danny in the shoulder. Danny patted Torma’s scales firmly and nodded at the massive dragon that had been his brother’s constant companion for over two decades now. 


Martin didn’t turn to look at him. “We ready brother?” He asked his eyes still looking at the ocean before him as far as the eye could see.


Danny walked up next to him, dressed almost identically and nodded his head. “Waiting on go.” He answered quickly. “Jules has got everyone up to speed on the COMS, and she even installed some nice new toys Ben sent us. It’s… man it’s really good to have her back Marty. Even if she is a vampire now, it’s definitely the Jules we all knew. Right down to her snide one liners.”

Martin nodded his head with a smile. “Yes it is. She was never meant to be taken away from us in the first place Danny. I truly believe that now… and this is how she was brought back to us.”

Danny nodded. “Avoi.” He whispered softly. “The Master Chief and T'lolt have been inseparable since he got here. Discussing which heavy weapons to bring in which scenario. I think Tony is thrilled to have someone who can actually carry the heavy shit as easy as he can. We’re ready Skipper.”


Martin turned to look at the ebony skin and dark eyes of the only man he had ever really called brother. The man who had been there beside him through the mud and the blood, the fires and the shrapnel. The laughter and the tears. “I don’t deserve to call you my brother you know.” Martin said softly.


Dan grinned broadly. “No you don’t.” He said. “You’re too pale you know. And you fucking snore too loud!” Martin laughed as Danny stepped closer to him and put his hand on his shoulder. “Listen… about what your mother said Marty.” He shook his head not used to being serious in anything that did not concern Anuk and Nayeca but knowing this was something he had to do. “He is your brother and…”


Martin shook his head now and reached up to grip Dan’s arm. “No.” He said. “My mother is right Danny. Until she… until she hit me and made me see, I just never wanted to admit it. I always thought there could be hope.”


“That’s not a bad thing Marty.” Danny spoke. 


“Hope is not bad no… what I was hoping for was.” Martin said. “Mother is right… my brother Pleistarchus died a long time ago. The man who occupies his body is my enemy and he has taken someone that belongs to me. Now I’m going to get her back and I will have the only brother I have ever known beside me.”

“Behind you being the key phrase there!” Danny piped in quickly. “You stop bullets much better than I do.”

Martin laughed and squeezed his arm. “I will do as my mother asks of me. I will take his head Danny… and I will end the dishonor he has brought to my family.”

Danny nodded. “Sounds good to me. I never liked his sorry ass anyway.”

Martin looked at him. “We can’t seem to get away from conflict can we? You and I? We will always be fighting one battle or another.”

“Without something to fight, Anuk and Nayeca would have carved me up and spit me out a long time ago.” Danny spoke with a grin flashing his perfect white teeth. “I would have driven them insane until they got rid of me. Same goes for Anja and the others with you, cepting Anja and your mates are much more devious about it. It’s in our blood brother. Ain’t nothing ever gonna change that.”

Martin nodded. “I know… I just didn’t want this for our children as well.”

Danny moved closer to him. “You know… Andro, Moneus, Anton, all of them… did you ever stop to consider that what they are doing is because they want too. Not because they feel they have too.” Danny looked out over the ocean with his dark eyes. “Moneus said something to me that nightmare night on Alba Tau Marty. Something I have held close to my heart since that night and it’s the reason I don’t question what they decide anymore. Not that they would listen to me anyway…” He muttered. 

Martin chuckled. “Yes… I know that feeling well.” He said.

Dan turned back to face him with a serious expression. “When we were pinned down six hundred meters from Andro and you and all of us were hit, I was snarling mad because we had been stopped so close to reaching you and that if you died it would be my fault for failing. For allowing you and Andro to die, for allowing Moneus and the others to die. Moneus leaned over and looked me right in the eye, just like his mother does when she is about to drop a bomb on me.” Danny smiled. “He told me… “This is the life we have chosen father. This is the life we wish to lead. The life of a Spartan and a Lycavorian. Do not question our decision because we do not. If we die here this night… we will die proud and happy to have lived as we have. As our fathers have lived.”” Danny looked at Martin and squeezed his shoulder. “I about shit my pants that this was my son saying this. That this was the boy I had a part in bringing into this world. I haven’t questioned anything any of them have wanted since then.” 

Martin turned his head and looked out over the horizon now as well. “In the fury of this darkest hour we will be your light! A lifetime lived... we are meant for this destiny! For we are Spartan born! And in this moment... we will not run! It is our place to stand! We few shall carry hope within our bloodied hands! And in our Dying, we're more alive than we have ever been! We've lived for these few seconds! For we are Spartan born!” He spoke the words softly, almost reverently.

“You come up with that?” Danny asked.

Martin nodded and looked at him. “Me and Andro. That same night.” He said.

Danny stared at him for a long moment. “That night… it was a turning point for a lot of us Marty. You included.”

“I know.” Martin said.

“You gave him the order didn’t you?” He said.

Martin nodded once more. “He would have done it anyway… but technically since I’m still alive… I’m still King.”

“Sucks doesn’t it?” Danny spoke with a large smile.

“You have no idea brother.” Martin spoke shaking his head.

“So… did he give this plan of his a name?” Danny asked. “It’s gotta have a name or it ain’t for shit.”

Martin chuckled. “Actually… it was Sadi and Carisia who came up with the name.” He said. “Simple but catchy.” 

Dan shrugged. “Well at least we know he takes after his old man and picks mates who are smarter than him.” He quipped. “Hit me with it.”

“Tsunami of Retribution.” Martin said.

Danny’s brow furrowed just a little. “Wow… remind me not to piss them off. They just may be worse than Anja and Aricia.” He said. “I like it though.”

“We have our first target?” Martin asked.

Danny nodded. “Kavalian listening post in the Erebus Expanse of The Wilds.” Dan told him. “One of their forward LPs according to Yuriko. It will give us the access to their defense network that we need but not set any major alarms off within Kavalian space. At least not initially anyway. It only reports in every month and we are going to hit it three hours after their call in time.”

Martin nodded. “I’m not going to stop this time Danny. I’m not going to stop until I am dead or For'mya is back in my arms. Our arms. If they aren’t part of my son’s Kavalian rebels then they are dead.”

“Works for me. No paperwork that way.” Danny said with a grin.

No fuss no muss. Torma’s voice echoed in both their heads and they turned to look at him as he moved his massive body closer.

Danny grinned and shook his head. Man… Torma you’ve been hanging around this joker far too much. You are starting to sound like him too.

Martin reached up as Torma’s snout came within reach and his hand looked ridiculously small against those obsidian scales. You ready? He asked.

Torma’s huge head bobbed up and down. Always.
Martin nodded and moved around to his side, vaulting himself into the saddle. He looked at Danny. “Time to get this party started fervon.” He said holding out his hand.

Dan shook his head and took the offered hand. “Just so I don’t have to ride him or Isheeni too often ok.” Dan spoke as he settled into the saddle behind Martin. “You know I get air sick.”

Martin turned in the saddle and laughed. “Yes I know. Torma… go!” He barked.


“Asssholleeeeee! Danny’s voice echoed across the cliff for several moments after Torma launched them into the air.

“… Don’t understand why I can’t come with you?” Anja spoke as she looked up into Martin’s dark brown eyes.


“You know why Red.” He spoke pulling her closer to him as Torma was making his way into the Mark II STRIKER behind them. “You are the only one that can feasibly return to Sparta without too many questions being asked.”


“That doesn’t make me feel any better Martin.” Anja said. “I should be with you.”


“I have Aricia and Melda Min with me.” Martin said. “You need to remain with Bella. She’s about ready to pop and…”


“She’s got two more months before she gives birth you ass!” Anja declared looking up into his face. 


Martin reached up and took her beautiful face in his hands bringing his forehead down to touch hers. [Right now Anja… right now you are the one who will have the most influence over Andro. I have told you what he feels for having to destroy the Jump Gates?]


Anja nodded slowly. [He did the only thing he could have Marty. He is our son and I would have done the same thing in his position! Any of us would have! It was the only option! I love him more for making the decision no one else would have.]


Martin nodded. [I know that. I know you know that. We all would have… but he still feels like he has shamed himself in your eyes in some way for having to order the deaths of so many Hadarians. They are your people and until he sees that you would have done the same thing… it will eat away at him every day. Especially now, because you know that bitch Buonau will make sure to construct his actions as central part of this phony meeting.]


[You know… sometimes his sense of honor is almost as irritating as yours.] Anja told him.


Martin smiled and kissed her softly. [I also know that if I call… you will move heaven and Earth to get to us. And that is the other reason I want you back here.]


[Damn straight I will!] She snapped. [You just make sure I am there when we get her back!] Anja demanded. 


Martin nodded. [That is a promise.]


They both turned as Aricia, Isabella and Dysea moved up beside them and pressed close. Martin closed his eyes and let both his aura and his Mindvoice shields envelope the women he loved. He opened them quickly when he realized Cirith was not among them, something that his wives and mates noticed with knowing smiles.


“Where is Cirith?” He asked.


Aricia smiled. “She is stowing her gear in our quarters.” She answered. “Bella believes she will be more valuable helping us than watching over her.”


Martin turned to look at Isabella. “Bella…”


She moved closer, as much as her pregnant abdomen would allow anyway, and put her hand on his face. “I do not need her to protect me Du'ased m'ranndii.” She said. “I already have Melyanna and I have put a request in to General Vengal to have him assign me two scouts from Colonel Norris’s Elite Sanguine pureblood unit. They are the finest trained purebloods from across the Union. Not to mention that Carina and Moneus will not let me out of their sight thanks to our son. I will be fine.”


“Why…” Martin began to speak.


Isabella shook her head. “She is part of our lives now Martin my husband. And I believe she will play a large part in our future. She has already shared all of herself with us… your wives and mates… and we have welcomed her most pleasurably I might add.” She said with a seductive smile. “Right now however… right now she needs to be with you.”


Martin let his eyes move to each of the women who had claimed a piece of his heart and finally he shook his head. “Ok… I see I am not going to win this fight.” He said.


“It is not a fight you should be having.” Anja told him. “Bella is right lover… and the sooner you come to realize that the better. We know you feel it too Marty… so deal with it will ya.”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “Yes… I feel it too.”


Isabella smiled and squeezed his hand. “Then claim her soon Du'ased m'ranndii and keep your focus on returning our Kinsoaurgai to us.” She said.


Martin crushed her to him as much as possible and laid a sizzling kiss of love on her lips that Isabella returned with all that she was. A similar kiss was bestowed on Anja and he nodded his head to them before Aricia and Dysea stepped forward to say their goodbyes and Martin moved to the ramp of the STRIKER. His eyes grew a little wider when he saw Wayonn moved down the ramp dressed in full Mark IV ArmorPly and his hands running up and down the new body armor that encased his form.


“Wayonn?” He questioned as he moved up to him. “What are you doing?”


Wayonn grinned at him. “What I’ve been doing for far more millennia than I care to remember.” He stated quickly. “I’m stepping off into the unfamiliar… to hopefully guide those who blunder aimlessly to and fro in the darkness of the unknown.” He pantomimed the last part of his sentence sarcastically.


Martin smiled as he looked at him. “I take it Sumar was like this.” He said.


Wayonn rolled his eyes. “Please… the man had no fear. He would do anything no matter how dangerous or idiotic it seemed in one second and then could be logical and reflective in the next. You are almost as confusing as he was. A trait that he has passed down to those with his blood I now see. And a trait those in my blood are rapidly picking up because of the time we spend with you.”


“I assume you have spoken with Dutkne then?” Martin asked him with a twinkle in his eyes.


“Did you know that he went with Androcles when they attacked that mercenary base?” Wayonn told him. “He didn’t question the insanity of the attack or what they were going to do. He just went with him. I have spent the better part of three hundred years schooling that boy to look before he leaps. A few weeks in the company of your son and all I ever taught him is tossed to the wind. Your son is just as bad an influence over Dutkne as you are of me. As Sumar was of me.”


Martin chuckled softly. “Sorry.” He said.


Wayonn smiled brightly. “Son vada carians! Don’t be sorry! I wouldn’t have it any other way!” He exclaimed. “Like you, I have grown tired of hiding who we are as a people. And if my guidance can help us to end this more quickly… then so be it.” Wayonn touched his right arm with his fingers. “This body armor your brother gave to me is utterly amazing. It actually conforms to us when we shift?”


Martin nodded. “Neat huh?” He said. “It’s the latest series… Mark IV C ArmorPly. You can activate the dragon armor extensions with a simple Mindvoice nudge on the inner control panel of your wrist.”


Wayonn nodded. “I see now why the Coven was never able to fully conquer our people.” He said. “Lycavorian scientists designed this?”


Martin nodded. “Yep. A lot of our newer stuff is based in some way on technology from CS41 that Avi helped us to understand. We didn’t go in the direction Aikiro did obviously but…”


“Do not compare yourself to her Martin Leonidas, for there is no comparison.” Wayonn said softly looking at him with bright and excited eyes. “You inspire others… guide others… and so many listen to you because they know you don’t want the job that you have. They find it refreshing.”


Martin chuckled. “They’re right about not wanting the job.” He said. “Man they are so right about that.”


“You are the leader we need moving into the future Martin my boy.” Wayonn said. “Do not doubt that.”


Martin stepped closer to him. “You are still having those feelings aren’t you?” He asked softly.


Wayonn nodded. “Not as strong or as frequently since coming here but yes.” He said. “I do not know how to explain it… but I feel as if we have gained time for some reason. How I do not know… but my perceptions have altered somewhat and I do not feel the urgency I did just before arriving here. It is still there… but I think something has happened that at least is buying us more time to deal with everything.”


Martin nodded. “Good. So we deal with it and then go from there.” He said. “Just like we always do.” 


Wayonn looked at him. “Do you never take anything serious Martin Leonidas?” He asked him.


Martin shook his head. “Hell no! Taking things serious gives me a headache.” He retorted before moving up into the back of the STRIKER.


Wayonn shook his head with a smile before turning to follow him. 

HADARIA

HADARIAN ELDER MILITIA COMPOUND


Andro gripped Sadi’s hand tightly as the ramp in front of them began to lower. Bright sunlight burst through the crack but their eyes quickly adjusted and they began to walk down the ramp as it lowered. Andro couldn’t help but smile when he saw nearly fifty of the Hadarian Elder Militia standing around the rear of the ramp. Though none of their weapons were pointed in their direction, all of them looked very nervous as the ramp finally lowered all of the way and they stepped off the edge onto the tarmac. That is when Andro saw the Kavalian officer making his way towards them from the terminal entrance, the Elder Militia Colonel beside him.


[What… do they think six of us are going to ravage the planet?] Arrarn snapped within Mindvoice. [What a bunch of cowards.]


[They’re treating us like criminals.] Sadi commented.


Eliani shook her head. [No. They are treating us like the enemy.]


Andro didn’t say anything as he watched the two men move closer and finally stop in front of them. The Kavalian officer looked to be a Colonel of some sort, his light layer of fur a dark sienna color. [Interesting.] Andro said.


Eliani glanced at her brother. [What?]

[Eli… what do you notice that is out of place from the last time we were here?] Andro asked her.


Eliani scanned the area all around them slowly, letting her eyes take everything in. At different points she could see Kavalian officers standing among groups of Elder Militia and a few Kavalian troops.


[An Awful lot of Kavalian troops.] She finally stated. [And all the defenses we had in place are gone.]


Andro nodded. [It would seem that Buonau’s government is not wholly hers. There are far too many Kavalian officers just standing around, and they have removed the defenses put in place to actually guard this facility. This tells us quite a bit.]


The Elder Militia Colonel finally stepped forward close enough to speak and stared right at Androcles, the Kavalian colonel beside him, his eyes filled with total contempt and outright hatred. “I am Colonel Tydan of the Hadarian Elder Militia.” He spoke. “You broke formation with our fighters and came here without an escort!”


“We were never in formation with your fighters Colonel.” Andro stated calmly before Arrarn could retort. “And we followed their directives. Because they cannot keep up with our ship is not our fault. Now if you could explain to me why we were directed here when we were supposed to go to my mother’s palace?”


“The Hadarian Royal Palace is now the residence of Elder Healer and Prime Minister Buonau.” Tydan spoke. 


“She calls herself Prime Minister now does she?” Eliani snapped. “What a joke!”


Tydan looked at her before turning back to Andro. “We have been ordered to search you and your ship for illegal weapons that you may have brought with you.” He stated formally. “Once that is complete you will be escorted to the old Lycavorian Embassy. The Elf Minister L'tian is already there.”


“No.” Andro told him.


Tydan looked at him surprised. “Excuse me?”


Andro met his gaze. “I said no.” He spoke again. 


The Kavalian officer stepped forward now his face angry. “You will submit to a search or you will be arrested!” He snarled. “If you resist… then you will be shot where you stand!” He reached out and motioned with his hand and directed half a dozen Hadarian and Kavalian troops forward. “Search them thoroughly!” He barked. “The rest of you search their ship!”


“I said no.” Androcles spoke again causing the Hadarian troops to waver in indecision while the Kavalian troops moved forward more slowly. He looked at the Kavalian. “Did the Kavalian delegation have to undergo a search of their persons and ships?”


“Certainly not!” The Colonel exclaimed. 


“Then nor will we.” Andro stated. “We are representatives of a sovereign government and I will not allow you to treat us as common thugs!”


“You will not allow?” The Kavalian hissed at him. “I am Colonel Qussa’Siat and I have my orders! You do not have a choice! You will submit to a search! All of you! Including your females! Especially the vampire whore in front of me!”


Toria gripped Arrarn’s arm tighter, keeping him from doing anything stupid. His eyes turned to her in shock and she grinned. “I have been called much worse my husband.” She whispered to him. 


Sadi looked at the Kavalian who had stepped up to her, his dark eyes filled with gleeful lust as he reached out. Sadi batted his hands away easily. “Touch me and I will give you your hands back gnawed off at the elbow fool!” She snarled now her eyes changing and her fangs extending in a heartbeat.


“Seize her!” The Kavalian officer snapped. 


“Elynth!” Andro barked out as his hand dropped to his Stiletto.


Two trumpets of anger followed causing all of the Kavalian and Hadarian troops to come up short as Elynth and Tharua came barreling down the ramp to the bottom and flared their wings menacingly. Many Kavalian troops were unmoving in their tracks by the sight, while the Hadarian troops were looking for any kind of cover they could find.


“NO!” Tydan barked out the order freezing all of them in their places. He glared at Andro angrily and pointed at Elynth and Tharua. “You were instructed not to bring your dragons!” He screamed.


“That directive must have slipped my mind.” Androcles spoke. “Especially since it came after this meeting and its terms were already agreed too. By both your governments and mine.” He took two steps closer to Tydan. “I will not allow you and your Kavalian handlers to treat us in this manner. No civilized government would subject visiting dignitaries to this type of action regardless of what was happening or has already happened. And I certainly have no intention of letting these Kavalian pigs search my wife and mate, nor my sister or brother’s wife!” 


“You refuse to allow us to conduct our search?” The Kavalian Colonel growled turning to look at him though one eye he kept on the dragons.


Andro looked at him now. “I’m trying very hard not to say fuck you Colonel.” Andro spoke evenly. “So basically… yes.”


“But you are criminals boy!” Qussa snarled at him. “You are wanted for the deaths of nearly three million Hadarian citizens and for assaulting a recognized Ambassador of the new Kavalian Federation! Your sister Eliani is wanted for sedition against the newly formed and recognized Hadarian government, just as your whore mother is! And now you bring a vampire bitch here as well!”


“The only ones who recognize this illegal government are you and your kind!” Eliani growled from where she stood. “And my mother could hand you your furry ass without even breaking a sweat you walking Kavalian carpet bag!”


“Eli!” Andro snapped looking at her.


“You had better tell your sister that Kavalian males do not tolerate females who treat their male superiors in such a manner boy. Our females are taught to respect our men.” Qussa snarled. “It would not be a pleasant punishment I assure you.”


“Well La Dee Da!” Eliani spat sarcastically. “And you can kiss my Hadarian and wolf ass too!”


“You will pay for such comments!” Qussa snarled at her.


“Your stupid threats mean nothing to us Kavalian.” Sadi spat as she stepped up next to Eliani. “And we know well how you treat your females! Like they are beneath you in some manner.” She spoke. 


“This is not what the Prime Minister directed Qussa! Nor Admiral Menot!” Tydan shouted finally. “If they refuse to be searched then they will remain on their ship until I have contacted them and they decide what to do!”


“I have my orders as well.” Qussa snapped. “I was instructed to search them thoroughly and seize their ship and their weapons!”


“Look behind you Qussa!” Tydan hissed quietly taking the Kavalian’s arm and pulling him further away from where Andro and the others stood. “Look at the Netnews crews that are watching us. They are watching to see what we do! Do you honestly think that treating the new Lycavorian King-elect like a common criminal is going to fly real well for support? What will you do? Strike down the new King of the Union in full view of everyone and spark a war that your leaders are working to avoid? And far more of yours and my people will die here today if you persist in this action. Unless you have some way to defeat two dragons before they burned most of those in the open to death! Think man!”


“Do not patronize me Hadarian!” Qussa snarled.  


Andro shook his head. “I can see this little visit was a mistake.” He said looking at Qussa. “We’ll be leaving now.”


The Kavalian’s eyes grew wide. “You will not!” He exclaimed. 


“How are you going to stop me Colonel?” Andro asked him. “You will not get our weapons and you certainly will not gain access to our ship. Not before it self-destructs. And I guarantee you… far more of you will die here this day.” Andro glared at him with wolf eyes now. “You being the very first!”


“You think much of your skills boy.” The Qussa growled at him.


Andro smiled baring his wolf fangs. “They are more than adequate to send you straight to whatever hell it is you worship.” He snapped.


“Enough!” The voice bellowed.


They turned as the tall Kavalian came striding through the others that were standing at the ready to act. His dark brown hair was well groomed and his uniform marked him as an Admiral.


“Admiral Menot!” Qussa hissed in surprise.


“Yes Colonel.” Menot angrily barked right back as he came up to the group. “What do you think you are doing?”


“Sir… I’m… I was following my orders!” Qussa spoke quickly sensing the Admiral’s real anger from within his voice.


“What you are doing is not what I instructed you to do Colonel!” Menot snapped.


“Sir… the Marshall’s… Marshall Pusintin’s son… Senior Colonel Kalis gave me my orders!” Qussa spoke.


“Kalis?” Menot questioned. “Since when does a senior Colonel outrank me?”


“He is… he is the Marshall’s son sir!” Qussa answered. “A Puma Bane Commando!”


“He is a fool!” Menot barked. “I will deal with you later!” Menot turned to look at Andro and the others. “I am Admiral Menot’Kasi… senior Kavalian Officer and Liaison to the new Hadarian Free Republic.”


Andro glanced at Sadi quickly and then back to Menot. “The Hadarian Free Republic?” He asked. “Is that what they are calling themselves now?”


“That is the name the Prime Minister and the Arch Ministry have decided on yes.” Menot answered with a false smile. “I’m sure it will pass the full Parliament soon.”


“I’m sure.” Eliani snickered.


Menot glanced at her quickly with cold eyes but he said nothing and turned back to face Androcles. “Our request that you surrender your weapons is only a precaution Prince Leonidas. We are simply attempting to keep everyone safe and insure no incidents take place while you are here.”


“Incidents?” Andro asked. “What incidents do you think will take place with us being here Admiral?”


“It is merely a measure to insure the safety of everyone as I said.” Menot told him. “You must see this as well?”


“I will ask you the same question I asked your Colonel here.” Andro said. “Was the Kavalian delegation asked to surrender their weapons?”


Menot shook his head. “No of course not.” He answered. “Hadaria is an ally of the KFI and there would be no need for this. We do not bring illicit weapons onto an ally’s home planet sir.”


“Then I will not surrender my weapons Admiral Menot.” Androcles said. “That’s my policy. And I will not submit to a search of my person, or anyone with me. I will not subject my mate, my brother’s mate or my sister to a search by any Kavalian considering how your people view females in general. It would not be appropriate in any way as far as I am concerned. And no one boards my ship unless they belong on that ship. My Bonded Sister will see to that.” Andro stepped closer to him. “Now… do we dispense with the bullshit Admiral Menot and go forward with this farce of a meeting, or do we get back on our ship and let the chips fall where they may.”


Menot stared at Andro for a long moment before answering him. “You do not believe this meeting will accomplish anything do you Prince Leonidas?” He asked finally.


“Do you?” Andro asked.


“Your father left us little choice in what we could do to protect ourselves and our people Prince Leonidas.” Menot spoke. “Surely you see that.”


“What I see Admiral… what I see are the faces of my mother and father who are now dead because of your actions.” Andro spoke slowly. “Kavalian actions that were nothing more than terrorist acts in my opinion. I see the broken spirit of another of my mothers because of what Marshall Pusintin ordered Immortal scum to perpetrate upon her. I see another mother ousted from her rightful place by religious zealots that you supported in any number of ways. I see six dozen Drow elves dead by the hands of your Puma Bane Commandos, along with three dozen non-Drow who were either family to them or friends. I see over a thousand dead civilians Admiral… among them nearly two hundred children. Lycavorian civilians whose only crime was showing up for work in the Senate Office Building in Sparta that day. I see my aunt who is now crippled because of your actions. And I see another mother who has been kidnapped by your Marshall Pusintin for reasons which only he knows. Taken from her family even after her mate and dearest friend were killed before her eyes. That is what I see Admiral Menot. If you expect me to come here happily and with open arms than you are either a nubous fool or a hated politician.” Andro saw Menot’s eyes grow a little wider. “You strike me as neither.”


Menot stared into those azure colored wolf eyes in silence. “No.” He said finally. “I am neither.”


“Then where does that leave us Admiral?” Andro asked. “Because I for one grow tired of having your men openly leering at my mate and my sister. I won’t even begin to speak of what they undoubtedly have going through their feral minds looking at my brother’s wife. Do we go forward with this… do I turn around and depart and leave the future to the gods… or do we all die here right now?”


“You are not afraid to die Prince Leonidas?” Menot asked.


“I am a Lycavorian and a Spartan!” Andro hissed. “Death is a part of life Admiral Menot. It is just a matter of how many of your men I kill before you finally are able to bring me down. But you will be the first to fall… and then the idiot Colonel behind you.”


Qussa opened his mouth to retort but Menot held up his hand stopping him. “Do not speak Qussa!” He growled at him. He didn’t break eye contact with Androcles and folded his hands behind his back. “Colonel Tydan… bring the Lifters forward. Insure Prince Leonidas and those with him are escorted without delay to the Embassy.”


“Admiral…” Tydan began to speak. “The Prime Minister…”


Menot whirled on him. “Buonau will not question me!” He barked. “Now do as I order you! And establish a perimeter around the Prince’s ship with your Elder Militia. No one is to attempt to enter his ship for any reason. Not unless they wish to be eaten or burned alive by the dragons which will remain inside.” He spoke looking back to Andro.


Andro nodded. “I’ll let my Bonded Sister know.” He said.


Menot nodded to Andro. “I welcome you to Hadaria Prince Androcles.” He said with a small grin. “I hope your stay is productive.”


“So do I.” Androcles answered. “So do I.

HADARIAN CAPITAL

LYCAVORIAN EMBASSY


L’tian squeezed Eliani in his embrace and looked at Andro, Jomann and Arrarn.


“Grandfather.” Eliani spoke warmly as she hugged him tightly and stepped back. “It has been a long time.”


L'tian nodded with a half smile. “Yes it has Eliani. You look radiant child.” He told her holding one of her hands as he took in the way the tall Spartan tensed slightly at his familiarity with Eliani. L'tian had been among Lycavorians long enough to know the signs and he looked at her. “I take it this young man is the reason?”

Eliani smiled brightly and stepped back to press close to Jomann as he stepped forward. “Grandfather… this is Jomann.” Eliani said looking up into his face. “He is my… he is my anome.”

L'tian’s eyes grew a little wider as he looked at Jomann and the possessive way his arm curled around Eliani’s waist but a smile split his face and he nodded as he took Jomann’s hand and held it firmly. “The gods bless your union Jomann. Very few among your people find their anomes and I wish more did.”

Jomann looked surprised at L'tian’s familiarity with Lycavorian customs but he knew that he was Queen For'mya’s father and therefore it made sense. “Thank you sir.” He said. 

L'tian turned and took Sadi’s hand drawing her close to kiss her cheek. “Sadi… you look stunning as always.”

“I wish we were seeing each again under better circumstances Minister L'tian.” Sadi spoke softly.

L'tian nodded and looked at Toria. “And you must be Toria?” He spoke moving up to her and taking her hand. He lowered his head and kissed the back of her hand. “I welcome you to our family Toria Leonidas. It is a distinct pleasure to see that Arrarn actually was able to snare the love of not one but two beautiful women. I thought him a lost cause. I wish Narice could have come with you given what the two of you mean to each other as well as my grandson, but better that she is not here.”

Toria couldn’t help but smile as Arrarn shook his head. “Thank you Minister L'tian.” She said.

“And thank you so much for the vote of confidence grandfather.” He said just before he embraced him.

L'tian released Arrarn and turned to Andro then and embraced him tightly. “We saw what happen at the compound on the Netnews.”

Andro drew back with a surprised expression. “You saw?” He asked.

L'tian nodded as he took Andro’s arm in one hand and Arrarn’s in the other and began to guide them through the huge archway into the main greeting chamber of the Lycavorian’s main embassy on Hadaria. 

“Yes… surprisingly that upaee Buonau has allowed unfettered Netnews access to the Hadarian capital. Our sessions this afternoon and tomorrow she plans to broadcast to the entire Union. They are crawling across everything like insects and have demanded I give them right of entry to within the embassy here as well.”

“Grandfather… you are not one to use such language.” Eliani stated with surprise in her eyes.

“Given what is happening… I am holding my true feelings in.” L'tian told her.

Andro stopped for a moment when they entered the massive meeting room that had a large bar and numerous tables and couches. He saw several elves on the other side of the room setting two large tables and a Lycavorian behind the bar muttering to himself and opening boxes looking for something.

L'tian smiled and prodded him forward. “Don’t worry… I have already had my people sweep the entire Embassy.” He said. “Having the Chief of EI as one of your friends comes in handy.”

“Your staff?” Andro asked.

L'tian nodded. “All EI operatives.” He answered. “Electronics experts. Analysis experts. The EI Chief made sure I had all the areas covered. He owes For'mya and Dysea quite a bit for not bringing charges against him and they have earned his loyalty. And there is always Vitmin as well.” He said motioning to the Durcunusaan soldier that had been his constant shadow now for the last two decades.

“What did you find Minister L'tian?” Jomann asked.

“A veritable windfall of monitoring devices.” L'tian answered as he pulled them into the room. “We have deactivated most of them… jammed the rest. We can speak freely. My people have installed micro pulse jammers in all the rooms to scramble our voices but I suggest we stay away from the windows so they can not read our lips.”

“So they’ve been busy.” Andro spoke.

“Indeed.” L'tian answered. He met the azure eyes of the oldest of his grandchildren. Since For'mya had become part of Martin’s life L'tian had taken on a view of things that was different from many elves. It had been L'tian who had basically forced Martin’s hand when For'mya had been taken, not realizing that he would have gone after her anyway. He had been the one to push her to take on the role she had been groomed for most of her life as elf concubine to the Lycavorian King even though this is not something she had wanted. To this day he still did not know what had transpired between the two of them during those weeks and months after he had rescued her, but he was sure that destiny had stepped in at some point and shown his daughter what life could be like. When Aricia and the others had pressed for her to be named a queen and then succeeded, L'tian had been ecstatic. Seeing the love and devotion that Martin had for her as well as his other wives was hard to believe at first, but as the months passed it became quite obvious to him. He knew how much his daughter loved Martin and her fellow queens, and he knew what she would do for them in any situation. In actuality… her love for them and her rise to queen had brought them so much closer together than they had ever been as father and daughter. He did not regard Andro or Eliani any different than he did Arrarn and Byron. They were all his grandchildren and he and his wife took great pleasure in doting over all of them as they grew. “Androcles… I… is what you and Eliani believe? What Deia filled me in on? Is it true?”

Andro squeezed his arm in return. “As much as we find it revolting grandfather… it is the only reason we can think of that our uncle would continue in this manner once he believed he killed our father.” He said. “There is no question now that he wants my father’s throne… and this is the way he has chosen to go about it.”

“Your father has left Curila 6 you know.” L'tian spoke softly. “I spoke to him just before he departed. I have seen his love for my daughter, for all of them in his eyes and his actions through the last twenty plus years and I have never seen the look in his eyes that I saw when I spoke with him Androcles.”

“Medwaw For'mya is just as much a part of him as my own mother grandfather. You can not deny that.” Andro said softly. “No matter what has happened… his love for her will never die. I think you have seen this love yourself grandfather.”

L'tian nodded his head. “I know… and I have seen it Androcles. That is what gives me strength. I just need to focus my own emotions over what you believe has happened. What we may see.”

“All of us do grandfather.” Arrarn spoke moving up beside him. “All of us do.” He looked at Andro. “And the day of reckoning will come.” He said finally causing L'tian to look at him oddly and then to Androcles.

Andro nodded his head. “Yes it will.” He spoke. “What time is the first session?” Andro asked turning to L'tian.

L'tian took a deep breath. “Fourteen hundred hours.” He said. “I have full authority from the First Elf Minister Alocgeid to act on behalf of Elven Parliamentary authority and Deia has blessed me to be the one to defend the Union in these accusations. She and Panos have sent two of their senior historical aides and lawyers to assist me. They are upstairs now conferring on how best to address whatever charges they may bring against the Union. They have been fully vetted by Marci and the Krypteria and you may wish to confer with them before we go to the first session. They have been given a huge amount of information and having you help them to sort it out in regards to the Coven dragons and such might be useful.”

Andro nodded. “Whatever it takes grandfather.” He said. “However I don’t think it will alter the outcome of our visit here.”

L'tian nodded. “Nor do I. Before you do that however… have a glass of juice and a late breakfast with me? All of you. I work much better on a full stomach and when my mind is clear. And we have much intelligence to go over from those teams who dispersed to the wilder countryside when the Kavalians arrived and your mother left here.”

“They have been able to get information off world?” Eliani asked.

L'tian nodded. “Using covert repeater stations that are still active in orbit yes.” He replied to her question. “Needless to say… quite a bit of the information is not very good.”

Eliani snorted in disgust. “Why should that come as a surprise to anyone?” She hissed. “Buonau and Wiktor are devious wenches and they will do anything they can to take and hold whatever power they can accumulate.”

“Crudely put…” L'tian spoke smiling at her. “But essentially very correct. Come.”

Andro and Arrarn nodded and he began to draw them towards the tables that had been set up.

HADARIAN ARCH MINISTRY ANTE CHAMBERS

Kalis staggered back from the force of the blow to his face but he didn’t back down from his father.


“… The fuck were you thinking!” Pusintin snarled.


“He killed my brother!” Kalis hissed back at him.


“I know damn well what he did boy!” Pusintin growled viciously. “You don’t need to remind me! And you will have your vengeance against him when the time comes! But never counterman my orders again Kalis! You are my son but I will treat you as any other officer who does this! There is too much at stake!”


“Your father is right Kalis.” Keleru’s voice filtered to him from the transmission image in the corner of the room. “Having Qussa attempt to search them and their ship was nothing more than a blatant attempt to invoke a reaction from them. They will be hostile enough once they see what has become of their precious mother and we do not need you to make more problems for us in the long run. We need to look at the larger scope of things now Kalis my boy.”


“I want to be the one to kill him father!” Kalis hissed. “I want to take each of his women in front of him and I want him to watch as I fuck them silly before killing them. Then I want to see his eyes go dark as I bury a blade through his heart and he knows he has failed at everything he has ever done! And know he could not even protect his women!”


“And you will Kalis. You will.” Pusintin spoke. “But you need to stick with the original plan when it concerns your actions right now! We are at a pivotal time now and we need to do this very carefully.”


“We failed to kill him when we had the opportunity.” Keleru spoke slowly. “Those that we contracted with in this OSG organization to kill him, they also failed and now the Icalro Alliance no longer exists because of it. This makes our task harder but not infinitely so if the information from Laustinos is accurate. That information has been very accurate up until now, so there is no viable reason to think it is wrong going forward from this point. That may change in the future but right now we will proceed as we have planned.” They watched him get up and move around his office on the Kavalian homeworld. “Now we must do things differently. We must gain the support of those who were against his father and his family to begin with. We must use their own Netnews against them and most certainly not allow them to see us acting as the instigators of confrontations with them. We have maintained from the outset that we did the only thing we could do in our actions to protect our sovereignty and now we must appear as if that is all we wanted to do. It is also why we have not shifted the balance of our forces from the upcoming invasion of the High Coven. We are trying to avoid a full blown conflict with the Union.”


Pusintin turned to face the transmission completely now. “Have we been able to garner support among any of the elven delegates who have consistently voted against his policies through the years?”


Keleru shrugged his shoulders. “It is hard to gauge.” He answered. “Elves are very good at concealing what they are thinking and we have only reached out quietly to a handful since we began this. I believe they will wait and see how things develop there on Hadaria before moving to any actual signs of support. It helps us greatly that we have coerced the elf Queen For'mya’s cooperation in petitioning to have Dysea removed from her standing as the elven Queen.”


“Forgive me for asking Marshall Pusintin…” Menot had been standing quietly in the room listening to the men talk but now he moved forward further into the room. “She has believed that we hold her youngest son with Leonidas captive… that we were going to give her to Immortals… that was the driving force behind her agreeing to our demands.”


“Yes.” Pusintin asked.


“What happens when she discovers that we do not have her youngest son and the elf queen Dysea is no longer among the Immortals that she thought held her?” Menot asked. “I do not want it to seem that I question the plan sir… but what is to keep her from refusing to help us once she discovers this information.”


“The contracts she signed are legally binding even within the Union. We made sure of that before taking her.” Keleru spoke from within the transmission. “If our petition to have Dysea removed from power succeeds, and more than likely it will, then we will have half a dozen trade agreements already signed that will be presented for confirmation whether the elven parliament agrees or not.”

“You believe they will agree to this Prefect?” Menot asked. “Go along with it?”

“If they choose not to then we can legally exercise our right to make them.” Keleru answered. “As for the rest… Pusintin?”


Pusintin turned to looked at Menot. “She will help us because she is bound to me now.” He stated confidently. “With my brother dead… I have claimed her as my mate in the ancient Lycavorian fashion. It is why we timed this operation as we did. She was in Phase, the most fertile time for a wolf female and I was the most powerful Alpha that reached her first after the death of her mate. She is wolf after all… and with the static inhibitor stopping her ability to Mindvoice and fight my advances; the wolf blood in her took over when I hit her with my full aura. She didn’t have much of a choice after that. I know what my brother saw in her… her body is quite succulent and exceptionally tight.”


Menot looked at Pusintin and nodded. “I understand that sir, but none of what we have told her is true and she will discover this at the hearings will she not?” He stated.


“It will not matter Admiral.” Pusintin spoke. “They changed the Ascension Laws within the Chronicles of Lycavorian Law and First Oracle’s Declaration after the fiasco with Chetek, but they did not change the laws regarding bloodlines and claims to the throne. Why would they think they need too?” Pusintin said shaking his head. “The elf blood in her has not allowed her to act how she undoubtedly wants to act. Laustinos’s information in regards to that is turning out to be very true.”

“What information?” Kalis asked now.

“In all of recorded elven history, no female elf has ever terminated a pregnancy for any reason.” Keleru spoke now. “No matter the how that they became pregnant, only that they have never terminated a pregnancy. They are incapable of such an action dating back to long before we ever came up with this plan. Laustinos confirmed this with several elven historians and over a dozen doctors through the years.”

 “I also have power over her even more with my aura since I have claimed her as my mate and she will respond to it almost immediately now.” Pusintin picked it back up. “The old practice of using a male aura to influence a female wolf has not been used since before my grandfather became King millennia ago… my species stopped doing this because they thought it to be vile and disdainful. That only helps us because she is wolf now and she can not fight it anymore than a pureblood female would be able to fight it. It is a little known fact among the Lycavorians because they have pulled away from their instincts so much, but her body began to change almost immediately after my brother died. She was already in phase and since she believed her wolf mate dead her body began to prepare for her to take another whether she wanted to or not. We kept her Mindvoice powers in check with the static inhibitor so that she knows nothing else and we coerced her in other ways to submit to me in order to save those she loves. She knows it is wrong, she hates me for it, but she cannot help herself physically and that is even more agony and shame that I can throw at them. She knows she is my mate physically and she will be utterly humiliated that she can not manage how she reacts to me, and not being able to feel them within Mindvoice will make her think they have dismissed her because of what she has done.”


Menot shook his head. “I don’t understand sir… what has she done?”


Pusintin grinned and looked at Keleru in the transmission. He turned back to Menot with an even larger smile of triumph. “She has given us the one way to defeat the Lycavorian Union without firing a shot.”


“How is that possible Marshall?” Menot asked surprised.


“In two short weeks, thanks to the accelerated growth hormones we use on our clones, she will give birth to the rightful heir to the throne of the United Lycavorian Union and Sparta.” Pusintin said with an arrogant smile and swelling of his chest. “A son. My son.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT
INQUISITOR 

HIGH COVEN SECURE SPACE 

3.4 LYs FROM UZU OZEIB 7 

“…leaving in droves Admiral.” Asant told him as he handed over the data pad.

“How many have chosen to depart Asant?” Moran asked sitting at the large table in the conference lounge.

“Colonel Pa'cour was correct in his first assessment.” Asant spoke calmly. “Nearly three quarters of the 1st, 7th and 11th Immortal Divisions have packed up and begun leaving from their bases. They are securing whatever means of transport they can and leaving just as fast as they can.” He answered. “Fully one third of all the training divisions have already abandoned their posts and are trying to secure passage.”

“Total numbers?” Moran asked.

“If the reports are accurate… upwards of nearly two million.” Asant answered.

“That is more than we first thought!” Dante Moran hissed.

Asant nodded. “Yes, but the vast majority of them are young and inexperienced. Many of the older Immortals are choosing to remain Admiral. They are maintaining low profiles because they do not wish to be seen as assisting those others. Also… none of the ship board Immortals anywhere in the fleet have expressed any desire to leave.”

Moran looked at him. “Really?”

Asant nodded. “Again… most of those assigned to fleet ships are older and much more experienced. This may not turn out to be as bad as we thought. Cha'talla’s plea might hamper him more than help him.”

“Do not count on it.” The voice spoke and Asant turned to watch Yuri unwrap from the shadows of the conference room view window. She wore a standard High Coven pilot’s work jumpsuit which fastened high up on her neck. Her black hair was shiny and silky looking as it always was, but the three thin scars that traveled down her right cheek were still visible and ones she would not be able to hide. Asant had only heard other crewmen talking about the extent of her injuries and had not seen them, but from what he heard the scars were ghastly to look at.

“Princess?” Asant asked softly.

“Yuri… we should stop anymore from leaving.” Moran spoke. 

“They may be young and inexperienced now… but in a year’s time they will be seasoned and superbly trained.” Yuri spoke as she unwrapped the reminder of the shadows from around her body and stepped fully up to the table. “Do not forget who we are discussing here. There is a reason Cha'talla is thought of as he is. If his message is true, if he has aligned with the Union and his son is married to Normya Leonidas, he will have all the support that he needs to finish their training and turn them in to superior shock troops. He is a masterful tactician by himself and apparently a very good speaker when he wants to be considering his speech.”

“Father is right mother!” Dante exclaimed. “We should stop anymore from leaving!”

Yuri shook her head. “No.” She told them staring across the table at her son with dark eyes. “Once this initial surge is over, those that remain will be loyal. I have no desire to fight or kill thousands upon thousands of Immortal civilians as my father did. The resulting civil war would tear us apart and force Cha'talla to intercede.” She told them. “Then all of them would turn against us as Asant said in your earlier meeting.”

“How did you know that is what we discussed?” Moran asked.

“Pa'cour recounted the minutes of the meeting for me.” Yuri answered nonchalantly.

“Pa'cour? How did…”

“It is a bad idea!” Dante spoke interrupting his father. “We are letting valuable troops leave when we will need them in our battles ahead!”

Yuri didn’t take her eyes from him. “That is my decision Dante.” Yuri spoke with the tone of her voice indicating she would not tolerate any more discussion. “And you will abide by that decision.”

Dante didn’t look away from her after she said that but merely nodded his head. “As you wish mother.” He spoke.

Yuri looked at Moran. “Our scientists have begun work on the material gathered from the Mindvoice ship yes?” She asked.

Moran nodded still confused how she knew of what they spoke of in the earlier meeting. “All the data has been transferred to the primary research facility orbiting the fourth moon of Uzu Ozeib 7.” He answered. 

“Have Doctor Okeeren copy everything and set up a second facility at his discretion.” Yuri spoke. “And have him do so quickly Robert.” 

Moran looked at her. “What? Yuri why?”

“Because Martin Leonidas is not dead.” Yuri told him as she settled into the chair at the table and rested her hands on the surface. “And sooner or later… either he or Androcles will be coming here to get their vengeance for what we allowed to happen to his daughter.”

Moran and Dante looked at her. “Yuri… you agreed with that course of action!” Moran snapped. 

Yuri met his eyes calmly. “Yes I did Robert.” She stated evenly. 

“So you let me and Javier do this and now you think it was wrong?” Dante barked at his mother. “My brother is dead! Your son is dead!”

Yuri turned to face him now. “I know what happened Dante. I don’t need you to remind me of that. And I will bear the blame for the consequences of those actions. For allowing you to do what you did. One day will come my son…” She spoke softly, almost thoughtfully. “One day either Martin, Androcles or a member of the Leonidas family will catch up to me and my life will be over for what I ordered and allowed you and your brother to do. What we allowed you to do. I can only hope it is not Martin or Androcles because my death will be neither quick nor painless if it is.”

“What the fuck?” Moran snarled. “What is going on? This is not the Yuri I remember. This is not the High Coven Princess that is my wife!”

Yuri looked at him. “No it is not.” She stated. “Having your throat torn out and being left to bleed my life from my body is a life altering event Robert. I have had much time to reflect on my actions.”

Moran came to his feet. “This is bullshit!” He barked. “This is not you!”

“Oh I haven’t changed if that is what you are referring too.” Yuri spoke quickly. “But that does not mean I can not regret what I have done in the past. I do not want our research or our scientific team destroyed because we were shortsighted and kept everything in one place. One of them will come… and what we took from that Mindvoice ship will be their primary target.”

“Yuri…” Moran returned to the chair and leaned forward in his seat. “Yuri… several different Netnews Channels caught his death live and in color. He was blown in half! There is no possible way he could be alive! And Androcles Leonidas is dealing with the Kavalians and he will not come after us!”

A small smile curled the corners of her lips and she looked at him. “Yes… I’m sure that is what they wanted everyone to believe.” She said as she got back up and moved to the large window once more. “And for the most part he was very successful Robert. It seems he has convinced quite a few of this fact to include you… but he is not dead Robert. He is out there somewhere.” She turned back to him. “Please let Doctor Okeeren know of my orders regardless, and have him split his team of researchers as well. Now what do you mean Androcles is dealing with the Kavalians?”

“They are holding the elf Queen For'mya prisoner.” Moran replied after a moment. “It looks as if he is going to try and use her to some way regain the throne of the Union now that Leonidas is dead. At least that is the speculation among their Netnews channels.”

“You don’t believe me Robert?” Yuri asked him.

“I believe what I saw with my own eyes Yuri. There is no way he survived… I’m sorry! None!” Moran answered her.

“You have never questioned me before Robert.” She said.

“No I haven’t… and with good reason!” He stated quickly. “You have never ranted about crazy things like this before! The Union does not have the resources or the legs to reach this far into Coven space and attack us!”

“They have had their Mindvoice ship for over two decades Robert.” Yuri told him.

“Leonidas was a pussy!” Moran snapped vehemently. “He always was! Even on Earth! None of the gains they made in technology were related to any military hardware except their communications and improving their Shrouds. Our people would have detected this. I knew him Yuri… and he was always a defensive minded soldier. Even as a SEAL! And they were as bad ass as you can get! There is no possible way he would have or even could have developed serious offensive weapons without our people knowing about it! We still have deep cover operatives in some pretty high parts of their military Yuri! You just can’t hide something like that! You can’t! And I sincerely doubt the Union Senate would have approved something like that either.”

Yuri moved back closer to the table. “You are the senior military officer within the High Coven Robert.” She stated finally. “If that is what your experience and knowledge tells you then you are right.”

“I think it is still just trauma from your injuries Yuri.” He said in a softer tone. “You still need time to recover.”

Yuri nodded. “Perhaps.” She said returning to her chair. “The Kavalians have not moved their forces from their staging areas?”

Asant shook his head now. “No Princess.” He answered. “As with their prior pre-invasion practices… troops and ships continue to arrive weekly at their staging areas. All signs indicate this will be the largest we have faced.”

Yuri nodded. “Then that is what we must prepare for.” She stated evenly rising her eyes to look at her son. Dante stared back at her with dark eyes that were void of any emotion in them. “Insure Doctor Okeeren does as I order however.” She spoke looking at Moran now. “I do not want everything we got from the Mindvoice ship concentrated into one research platform alone. Have him direct his people to concentrate first on weapons and then propulsion. Our capital and medium ships are already better powered than their Kavalians counterparts, but too many are outgunned.”

Moran nodded as he detected a small sliver of the old Yuri in her words. “I agree.” He said.

Yuri stood up now. “You may be right Robert my husband.” She said. “Perhaps I just need more time to absorb everything that has happened. How soon before we reach home? I need to sleep in my own bed after so long.”

“We’re taking it slow on our return, giving time for those Immortals who want to leave to leave.” Moran answered. “We want to avoid any conflicts that may happen to occur. We should be back home in three days.”

Yuri nodded. “Good.” She turned and began to walk out but stopped and rotated her body back half way to look at him. “Robert… how many of the purebloods on the Governing Council are wavering over my authority?”

He met her eyes. “Most are still solidly in our corner. Two or three have raised concerns about events on Earth and the direction we are going.” He answered her. “I’m having them and their families watched.”

Yuri nodded. “Execute them immediately.” She ordered. “Just them. Do nothing to their families except put them on a ship and send them into The Wilds into exile. If what you say is happening then I need to squash it before it becomes something that we can not handle without bloodshed.”

Moran’s smile was sinister as she turned back and continued out of the conference room. He watched for a moment longer before looking at his oldest child. “Now that is my Yuri.” He said softly looking at Dante. “That is your mother!”

Dante nodded his head slowly. “Perhaps it is father. Perhaps it is.”

Moran nodded. “She’ll be fine.” He stated.

Nalavi Vicele grunted as he rose from the couch in his quarters and moved to the door of his personal quarters. He marched up to the door and stabbed the control panel next to it. He opened his mouth to bark at the person outside the door before stopping in a heartbeat at who he saw.


“Princess?” He gasped.


Yuri looked at him appearing tired. “Nalavi… Nalavi I must talk to you.” She said.


Vicele had never heard this tone of voice from Yuri and he quickly looked out into the corridor and seeing no one he motioned her inside. “Come in. Quickly.” He said taking her arm and drawing her into his quarters.


Yuri watched him look down the corridor both ways once more before closing his door and turning to look at her. “Are you concerned about who sees me enter your quarters Nalavi? You are my doctor.”


Nalavi nodded his head quickly. “Yes I am… but crew members will be crew members.” He told her. “They will talk and your visit here will get back to Robert. He will want to know why you could not see me in the Medical Bay. Which is the question I have.” He said looking at her.


“You have never… you have never cared for Robert Moran Nalavi.” Yuri spoke. “Why is that?”


Nalavi took her arm gently and drew her into his quarters. “Some Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos? It is only two weeks old.”


Yuri smiled and nodded her head. “Yes please.” She answered. “And do not change the subject.”


Nalavi walked to the medium sized wet bar counter along the bulkhead and began to pour two glasses of the clone blood designed and improved by Anja Leonidas and Union scientists for the millions of vampires that called the Union home. It was a very expensive and hard to come by item even in The Wilds, and also very illegal within Coven borders.


“He does not now… and in my opinion… has never deserved you Yuri.” Nalavi stated as he poured the bright red cloned blood into the second glass. He lifted both glasses and crossed the room to stand in front of her holding one out. “I truly do not see what you ever saw in this man. But who am I to question?” Yuri took the glass and settled onto the large couch after he motioned for her to sit. Nalavi lowered his frame onto the couch next to her as he sipped his Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. He looked at her as she drank from the glass. “Now tell me… why is it that you have come to my quarters Yuri. It certainly isn’t for good conversation.”


“Nalavi… Nalavi what is wrong with me?” Yuri asked him.


“I don’t think I am following the question.” He said.


“I don’t feel like me.” Yuri said.


“Yuri… you were severely injured.” Nalavi told her as he sat back. “We are Immortal girl but we are not indestructible. Your body suffered severe physical wounds and you are still recovering from them.”


“How did I survive Nalavi?” Yuri asked. “I have… I have seen the scars and I know enough of battlefield wounds to know that I should be dead right now! Androcles Leonidas killed me! How did you save me?”


Nalavi stared at her for a long moment in silence. “Do you remember none of it?” He asked softly.


Yuri shook her head. “Bits and pieces. Flashes of great pain. Pa'cour’s face and him shouting at me. I have been seeing images Nalavi… visions really. In my dreams. Places I have never been… I have never been to Nausicaa Nalavi. The planet was glassed eight hundred years before I was even born, yet I have had visions of it. The battles that took place there. I am seeing battles I have never fought or been involved in. Terrible battles. I feel… I feel so much weaker now. Like my Mindvoice abilities are no longer there or they are being… they are being hampered in some fashion.”


“Yuri I am a medical doctor… not a psychologist.” Nalavi spoke. “The physical trauma you suffered coupled with the mental anguish knowing your son had been killed; knowing that your daughters and your sister betrayed you. Knowing that your mother had been killed. It will take its toll on anyone Yuri, even someone as strong willed as you.”


“Is that why when I look at my husband I see a stranger?” Yuri asked him. “When I look at him I see the distaste in his eyes when he gazes at me? When I look at my only remaining child I see not my son… but something different. Something changed.”


Nalavi shook his head. “I do not know Yuri.” He said gently. “These last years have been hard on all of us. The almost constant battles with the Kavalians. Fighting for our future. It has taken a great toll.” He stopped talking and got to his feet to return to the wet bar. 

Yuri inched forward on the couch. “Say it Nalavi.” She spoke softly. “You have known me since I was born. Tell me what you are thinking… I am not going to have you executed for speaking the truth to me for vithin zai'th!” (Fucks sake)

Nalavi turned back to face her. “That is the problem Yuri. These last years… ever since you returned with Moran and your mother took power. You have become darker. One year ago you would have had me executed for even beginning to say these things to you. No matter that I have known you since you were hours old and taken care of you all of this time.” He moved back to the couch and sat down beside her. “You were always driven Yuri. Always. Willing to do nearly anything to achieve your goals. You would not hesitate to have someone executed if you truly thought that person or persons was hampering your completing of a mission or a goal. But you would only do this if it was absolutely necessary. I accept that these actions are natural for our people. But when you returned with Moran, when your mother regained her role as Empress… these actions became much more prominent. They were subtle at first but I could see them. You became darker in many ways. Discovering what your father perpetrated upon you explained some of it… Moran being the power hungry fool that he is was more… but not all of it. You seemed to relish the power and control you wielded and you would crush any who did not conform to your thinking. You changed Yuri… you changed from the driven Princess who was methodic in all she did to one who crushed any dissent. No matter for what purpose.” 

He met her eyes which were focused on him as he continued. “The Yuri I knew, the one I watched grow and depart for Earth intent on fixing her brother’s idiotic actions, that Yuri would never have sanctioned the rape of Zarah Leonidas after what she herself had experienced. Yes they are our enemies and I do not particularly care for them a great deal, but our actions on Earth, what we sanctioned Yuri? Not even your father would have allowed this and he was the biggest fool I had ever met. The Yuri I knew… she would have found another way… a way to get the information we wanted… but she would not have approved of what we did on Earth. What we allowed to happen! You know how Lycavorians view this type of action Yuri… it is one of the three vilest crimes that anyone can commit upon Lycavorians. It was perpetrated upon you Yuri! Twice!” He shook his head slowly. 

“There were other ways to get what we wanted, ways that would have involved killing yes… but ways the Union would have accepted as normal. Now… now hope for peace between our peoples is all but lost. A peace many of our younger generations had hope would become reality. With his father dead now, Androcles Leonidas will become King and many within the High Coven halls of political and military power fear him Yuri! They fear him far more than they ever feared his father. And his father terrified them Yuri… you know this!”

“Martin Leonidas is not dead Nalavi.” Yuri spoke softly.

Nalavi looked at her with wide eyes. “What? We all saw it! The Kavalians Yuri… they assassinated him right in the streets of his own city! Lycavorians have a robust healing system Yuri… much more than even we do, but they blew his body in half. There is no way he could have survived.”

“He lives Nalavi.” Yuri repeated. “I know he does. I can feel it.”

“How?”

Yuri shook her head. “I do not know. Perhaps because I shared his bed for two years and a connection of some sort was made. I feel tremors of him within Mindvoice… barely there… like faint echoes… but they are there. I do know that he is not dead Nalavi.”

“You… you are sure of this?” Nalavi asked.

Yuri nodded. “Yes. Robert and Dante do not believe me. They still think I am recovering from my injuries. That I do not have all my wits about me. I know I’m right though Nalavi. He is not dead.”

Nalavi sat back on the couch. “Why would they keep this hidden?” Nalavi asked to no one in particular.

“To protect the elf Queen For'mya.” Yuri said. “Why else?”

Nalavi looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“Robert said the Kavalians… Pusintin was attempting to use her in some way to regain the throne of Sparta and the Union.” Yuri said. “If he is holding her prisoner and he discovers that Martin Leonidas is alive, all leverage he may have now disappears. He will kill her within hours of discovering that Martin is still alive.”

“That could set off a war between the Union and the KFI.” Nalavi said.

“Given the attacks they conducted against the Drow Intelligence Outposts and in Sparta itself, there is more than enough reason for the Union to go to war now.” Yuri said as Nalavi looked at her oddly. “Androcles’s new wife and mate is a Drow elf and no doubt she will be pushing for this exact thing.”

“Yuri… how do you know that?” Nalavi asked.

“Know what?” Yuri spoke as she sipped her Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos.

“That Androcles Leonidas has taken a Drow elf as his wife and mate?” Nalavi asked her. “That has not been made widely known. Nor the attacks on the Drow outposts.”


“I don’t know.” Yuri answered. “It must have been in one or more of the Intelligence reports that Robert read to me while I was unconscious in the medical bay. I remember someone reading the reports to me almost everyday. I faded in and out too quickly to see their faces but I know someone was there.” Yuri smiled. “I remember them reading several ridiculous novels as well.”


Nalavi got to his feet and moved back to the wet bar with an anxious expression on his face that Yuri could not help but detect. She leaned forward now. “Nalavi… what is it?”


Nalavi Vicele turned back around and took a deep breath. He would not lie to her… he never had in all the years he had served her… and he would not lie to her now. 


“Yuri… there is something you must know.” He stated softly.


“I’m listening.” She told him as she got to her feet slowly. “Why do I get the feeling you are frightened about telling me whatever it is you are going to tell me.”


Nalavi met her gaze. “I’m not frightened about what I am going to tell you.” He told her honestly. “I’m frightened by what you may do with the information I am going to tell you.”


Yuri moved closer to him. “Nalavi… what is wrong?”


“Yuri you were in my medical bay for close to three weeks recovering from your injuries. You have only been up and about for the past three days.” Nalavi told her.


“Yes I know that.” Yuri commented.


“Yuri… in all that time you were in the medical bay, Moran only came to see you twice.” Nalavi told her. “And both times he stayed no more than five or ten minutes. He would not even touch you.”


Yuri blinked at this information as she stared at him. “That can’t… that can’t be possible Nalavi.” She said shaking his her head. “I remember my husband’s voice… a voice reading to me. The reports… the novels of space adventurers. I am not crazy Nalavi… I heard it!” She spat looking at him.


Nalavi shook his head. “No you are not crazy Yuri.” He answered. “The voice you heard however was not Moran’s. As I said… he only came to see you twice. Dante only came once. There has only been one man who has been at your side since you were brought back. He was there every day… nearly all day until my staff tossed him from your room. Then he would be back the very next morning. He is also… he is also the one who saved your life.”


Yuri looked at him. “What do you mean?” She asked.


“Exactly what I am telling you.” Nalavi spoke. “His actions saved your life on the surface of Earth. You would have bled out within another minute or two had he not done what he did. He is the one who has been sitting with you everyday, reading you those reports, reading you those ridiculous novels. He held your hand through almost all your convulsions.”


Yuri’s eyes were wide as her mind flashed back. The pain… the blood. Every strike of those huge black paws upon her body and the feel of those savage fangs as they sank into the throat of her neck. She shuddered almost violently until she heard the voice.


“…will not allow you to die! Do you hear me Yuri! I will not allow you to die! You are what matters to me! You are all that matters to me! Do it! Take my blood! Feed on me! Do it now woman… for I will not lose you!”

Yuri remembered strong hands pulling her head forward and then the flashes of so many memories as her fangs sank into flesh and she fed. She fed on the most spicy and delectable blood she had ever tasted in her life, while powerful arms crushed her to a potent body of hard muscle. And more words exploded into her mind. Words that seemed to resonate within her mind, echoing along every nerve and every memory strand. Words that quickly chased away the agony she was feeling and replaced it with a warmth that Yuri Moran had never in her life felt coursing through her.

“I give myself to you Yuri.” The voice whispered into her ear. “I give myself to you so that you may live. Without doubt. Without hesitation. I give myself to you because I… because I love you. I have loved you from that first day on Lycavore, and it has only grown stronger through the years. ”


 Yuri stepped back from Nalavi her eyes wide as realization flooded her. “Pa'cour!” She gasped loudly.


Nalavi nodded his head slowly noticing that her words did not carry hate or anger in them in any way. At least none that he could detect. What her words carried were bewilderment and questions. “Yes.” Nalavi told her.


Yuri stood there as more images flashed through her head now. Images she had seen in her dreams. Lush worlds, raging battles, terrible horrors. Her hands came to her head as new images pushed aside her Mindvoice shields. She saw herself wrapped within the embrace of a huge man and his face was Pa'cour’s. She saw herself holding a small child her in arms, cradled between his legs in the middle of a small grassy field while an older child with long black hair played in the distance. She saw herself laughing and her eyes closing in happiness when he leaned over and brushed her neck with his lips. 


“Pa'cour!” She gasped again.


Nalavi stepped closer to her now. “He is the one that saved you Yuri.” He told her. “You took nearly half his blood to heal yourself, and even that only provided him enough time to get you here to the ship. He has been the one who has remained at your side through all of this. The dreams you have been having are not dreams Yuri… they are his memories. He knew what would happen if it was discovered but he didn’t care. His first and only thoughts were of you. To save you no matter the cost.”


“Where… where is he?” Yuri gasped.


“Yuri… you…”


“Where?” She snarled this time.


Nalavi sighed heavily. “I would imagine he is down on the Immortal deck. Where he has been since you first woke up. He said he would go there and wait.”


“Wait? Wait for what?” Yuri snapped.


“For his execution.” Nalavi answered. 


Yuri glared at him. “Nalavi the law…”


“The Coven as we know it is dying Yuri.” Nalavi spoke softly looking at her. “Your mother is gone and the laws we have lived by these past millennia are outdated and extremely oppressive. The ruling Pureblood families are fractured and even many in the military are now questioning what you do. And no doubt what you will do in the future. You have an opportunity right now to alter the course that your mother laid for us. There is something different about you since you woke up. You are still you… but the darkest anger and vehement hatred that has permeated your person for the last two plus decades is gone Yuri. You are different now! More in control. Don’t let the chances that our misguided and wholly stupid actions have given birth to slip away Yuri. This is your chance to make it all right! This is your chance to be happy for once in your life!”


“Happy?” Yuri asked looking at him. “I was… I was happy Nalavi.”


“Since the day you departed for Earth over three thousand years ago you have been living a lie and you have known it.” Nalavi told her bluntly. “You were twenty-nine years old when your father sent you there to help your brother fix what he had foolishly broken Yuri. You know what happened after that. What he did to you. What your father ordered him to do to you. It does not matter who it has been, your mother, your father, Moran… all of them have used you and manipulated you in some fashion for their own goals for your entire life. Your mother and Robert Moran have been the worse. This is the chance for you to be different! To live your life the way you want too!”


“What you speak of is treason!” Yuri rasped.


“And what will you do Yuri?” He asked her calmly. “Will you have me arrested and executed for what I tell you?”


Yuri looked at him with wide eyes. “Nalavi no! Never!”


“Your daughters Yuri… they have seen and then grasped something they wanted. Look at them now. Your sister Narice?” Nalavi said. 


“Traitors!” Yuri snapped though her tone was not as vehement as Nalavi expected and that told him what he needed to know.


“Are they traitors? Or are they doing what so many of our people want to do? What you used to talk about as a young woman? Before going to that cursed planet that destroys vampire lives as surely as the sun rises. They wanted more Yuri. They wanted more and they have found more.” Nalavi spoke. “All that is left now is for you to find what you want more than anything Yuri and then reach for and grab it. When you do that the cycle that your mother has continued for millennia will be broken and the High Coven can be reborn.”


“And then what Nalavi?” Yuri asked him. “I will never… I will never be able to escape my past! What I have done!”


Nalavi shook his head. “No. But there are advantages to being who we are Yuri. We are Immortal child. If no one is trying to kill you Yuri, you can live far longer than even your own mother did. You have plenty of time to atone for the mistakes you have made. If you are truly willing.”


“It is not possible Nalavi.” Yuri said.


“No? Or are you just too afraid to think about it and act?” Nalavi told her. “I think Martin Leonidas said it best Yuri…” He smiled when her eyes lifted to look at him. “Isn’t he the one who coined the phrase Never fear the unknown, for you don’t know what treasures it could bring you?”


“Nalavi… you want me… you want me to betray all I have ever been raised to believe.” Yuri said softly. 


Nalavi shook his head. “No. What I want you to do is look past all you have ever been raised to believe Yuri. I want you to look past that and finally, once and for all, to finally do what you want to do in your heart!”


“He is an Immortal Nalavi!” Yuri exclaimed. “I only have… I only am seeing these things because I took so much of his blood!”


“You taking his blood had nothing to do with you calling out for him in the middle of the night Yuri.” Nalavi told her seeing her eyes go wide. “Nearly a dozen times by all accounts. Not Moran’s name… not your mother or father… but Pa'cour.”


Yuri turned away from him. “I have… I have lost my mother.” She stammered. “I have lost my mother and one of my sons. My… my daughters.” She reached up and gripped her arms tightly as if she was cold. “So much pain… so much betrayal.”


Nalavi moved up behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. “And yet now you have a decision to make once again.” He told her. “A decision to continue the path you have been on with Robert Moran. A man whose love for you only comes from the amount of power you can give to him. Or a decision to break free of everything you know and surrender to what your heart wants. A man who loves you Yuri. A man who has never wanted anything from you by your very own words and a man who has willingly save your life, knowing that his would be forfeit after. All things you can see and feel now because he saved your life. Because you tasted his blood.” Nalavi squeezed her shoulders and turned her to face him waiting until she looked up into his face. “The High Coven is dying Yuri.” He said softly. “Nothing can stop that now. Whether it be under the boot heel of the Kavalian dogs, or the vengeful and absolute retribution of the Leonidas family for what we have done, the High Coven will die. You can change that… but in only one way. And only you can make that decision.”

HADARIA

ARCH MINISTRY CHAMBERS


“…Knew there was a reason I always avoided coming here when visiting with mother.” Eliani whispered to Andro as they entered the massive hall. “The smell of arrogance hurts my nose.”


The Arch Ministry Chamber was filled with hundreds upon hundreds of men, women and even some small children. Netnews video drones were spinning around the sides of the massive chamber in all directions, the reporters themselves talking into their implants as they turned to watch the Lycavorian delegation enter the chamber. L'tian walked in front of Andro and the others by two meters with his two aides and the Durcunusaan troop Vitman who had been at his side for nearly two decades. Twice the man had refused promotion so that he could remain as L'tian’s Chief Guard Andro had discovered before coming here. Vitman’s elven mate worked as L'tian’s senior aide and assistant when on Elear and she had prepared all his materials for this meeting before he had left the elven homeworld. The man was beyond loyal to L'tian and Andro saw his eyes discretely casing the entire chamber as they moved forward. 


Elder Guard Militia lined the path they walked towards the two rows of tables and chairs set up to the far left of the Galactic Court members who were seated on a elevated platform normally occupied by the members of the Arch Ministry. The chamber was oval in shape, and the court members were sitting with their backs to the western wall and looking out over the chamber. The slight incline allowed everyone who had a place in the surrounding bleacher like seating could see the events happening. As the single Elder Guard Militia officer directed them to the table, Andro noticed that the two other groups of tables were spaced quite far apart from theirs, and that there was a waist high wall between their group and the other two. He cut his eyes to where the Galactic Court members were watching and he saw Chief Magistrate Sel’ke watching as they moved towards the table. None of the other Magistrate’s would meet his eyes and the two that had been chosen from the local pool showed blatant hostility in their plain expressions as they watched. 


[Power dampeners set up all around the ceiling and along the walls.] Jomann’s voice broke into Andro’s thoughts. [Six Elder Militia Guards at every entrance. The loft area where Commander Joci was during your mother’s gathering here now has four men on it. It almost appears as if they are planning for something to happen.]


[They divide us like we are the ones on trial.] L’tian spoke for they had included him in the connection.


[I expected something like this. You see the way they look at us? Even Sel'ke looks at us with distain. ] Andro spoke. [They want us to appear to be the ones on trial here; to look as if we are wrong for what we have done.]


[I counseled your father against instituting this Galactic Court.] L'tian spoke. [He gave them too much power without enough oversight and regulation. He tried to make them like the body of men and women he knew from ancient Earth.]


Eliani nodded. [The Supreme Court of the United States.]


[Yes. I told him that it would not be the same as the lawmakers for a simple country as it was with this Supreme Court.] L'tian said. [He needed to set it up differently because he was leaving them with too much power and too many ways to have them be influenced by outside sources.]


[Perhaps coming here was not such a good idea after all my love.] Sadi commented as she gripped Andro’s hand.   


[I’m beginning to get that same feeling.] Arrarn spoke up now. [Andro have you smelled mother in the building?] Arrarn asked as they moved to the table and began to sit down.


Andro nodded his head slightly, looking at Eliani briefly and knowing she caught his glance. [Yes… but her scent is altered somehow. Almost as if they are trying to block it or confuse us in some manner.]

Eliani turned to look at him as she sat down. [Andro you know damn well what…]

The booming musical tone cut off her words and a deep voiced sounded within the huge chamber. “Magistrates of the Galactic Court… I present Prime Minister Buonau of the Hadarian Free Republic and Chief of the Arch Ministry Wiktor!”


L'tian was the only one of them to stand up, though they did turn their heads to watch as Buonau and Wiktor arrogantly walked down the long aisle towards the table that was set up for them. On either side of them walked three Elder Guard Militia dressed in flowing uniforms and expensive clothes. Buonau and Wiktor both were also dressed in outrageously expensive robes that swallowed their bodies and fell to the floor as they walked. They appeared to be made of some velvet like material that shone with brilliance in the light of the chamber.


[Wow!] Eliani exclaimed. [Those are about twenty thousand Riyal clothes apiece.]


Andro looked at her. [Your kidding?]


Eliani shook her head. [They’ve been trying to get mother and Tenna Sivana to purchase and wear those things for years. Mother said they were hideous looking and far too expensive.]


[She was right.] Sadi spoke.


L'tian turned his head quickly when he realized they had not stood up. “Androcles. Eliani. Stand up.”


Andro looked at him. “For what purpose grandfather?”


“Protocol!” L'tian hissed.


“Protocol states we stand for recognized heads of government.” Andro answered. “We do not recognize this illegal state.”


“Indulge me boy!” L'tian snapped softly. “We do not want to make this any harder than it already is and I have taught you better through the years. All of you!”


Andro hesitated for only a moment, but then his ingrained respect and love for a man he called grandfather took over and he got to his feet slowly. L'tian was right as well. He and their mothers had taught them diligently on their many furlongs to Elear in protocol and diplomatic matters. L'tian especially had made it almost a game for them as children as they learned what he taught them without even realizing it. Eliani and the others followed suit and they turned back just in time to see Buonau glance at them with hate in her eyes. Eliani smirked at her, trying to maintain her composure.


Buonau stepped up to the table finally and turned back to the members of the Court with a huge smile. “Allow me to welcome you to the Hadarian Free Republic Magistrates!” She spoke confidently. “If there is anything I can do to make your stay more comfortable please do not hesitate to ask.”


Andro saw the Lycavorian Magistrate roll his eyes in disgust and sit back in his chair slowly as Sel'ke nodded to Buonau.


“Thank you Prime Minister… so far everything has been wonderful.” Sel'ke answered.


“Excellent.” Buonau said sweetly. “I would like to take this time to address the Hadarian concerns for this gathering before the Kavalian delegation enters if that is appropriate.”


Sel'ke looked at her oddly. “We were informed of your intent to do this Prime Minister but I believe we should stick to mainly why we are here. This hearing is to address the issues between the Kavalian Federation and the Lycavorian Union Prime Minister.”


“Yes I understand that Chief Magistrate… however some actions taken against the Hadarian people by the Union relate directly to the current situation between the Kavalian Federation, an ally of the Hadarian Free Republic and the Lycavorian Union. You can not hear one without the other.” Buonau stated.


Sel'ke nodded with a sigh. “Very well.”


L'tian looked at Sel'ke now. “Chief Magistrate we are not here to discuss issues that the Hadarian Free Republic may or may not have at this time. They offered to sponsor this meeting to keep a bad situation from getting worse, not turn it into a combined vendetta against the Lycavorian Union.”


“We are only trying to establish what our intent is going to be your honor.” Buonau spoke again. 


“Your intent?” L'tian snapped looking at her. “Your intent for what?”


Buonau met his gaze with an arrogant twinkle in her eye. “Our intent to bring our own charges against the Union and our demand for action and reparations, as well as justice for the lives lost. This is a joint Kavalian and Hadarian complaint hearing mind you.”


“Joint complaint?” L'tian exclaimed turning to look at Sel'ke. “We were not informed of this Chief Magistrate! Since when did this become a complaint?”


Sel'ke looked at him evenly. “We were informed of it several hours ago Minister L'tian.” He spoke consistently, his voice dull and toneless. “The KFI and Hadarian Free Republic made the decision to combine this hearing. We dispatched communiqués to all parties involved as well. Are you saying you did not receive it?”


“We never received anything!” L'tian barked.


“That is interesting Minister…” The Limian magistrate spoke now as he leaned forward. “I was the one who sent those communiqués and I am certain I relayed one to the Lycavorian Embassy.”


“If you did sir… it never arrived.” L'tian spoke sternly.


“Are you calling me a lair Minister?” The Limian asked now.


“I’m not calling you anything young man.” L'tian snapped at him, even his natural elven calm being taxed at the moment. “I’m stating we did not receive any transmission or message from your office!”


“Be that as it may… I did send it.” The Limian answered calmly. “I will be more than happy to resend the message when I return to my office but that should not stop us from moving forward. We are only presenting information at this session anyway.”


“We have not had an opportunity to look over whatever it is the Hadarian Free Republic submitted to you.” L'tian spoke. “This is highly unusual and not wholly fair.”


“We will announce these issues here today and you can go over them this evening before addressing them in tomorrow’s final session.” The Limian answered.


L'tian opened his mouth to answer but felt Androcles reach for him in Mindvoice. He turned his head slightly but kept his eyes on the magistrates. [You know what they are doing Andro?] He stated.


[Let them do what they will grandfather.] Andro answered. [It will not matter. Look at the Magistrates. This was a set up from day one. The only one who shows even remote disgust at what is happening is the Lycavorian.]


[Your father put these men and women in power.] L'tian hissed.


[Yes… and it appears they are positioning themselves to better suit their own personal needs than actually do any justice.] Andro told him. [They will side with whomever gives them the best means to remain and keep the power they have. That is not me and they know it.]

“Minister L'tian… do you have any objection to moving forward today?” The Limian asked with an almost condescending tone.


L'tian met the man’s eyes and finally shook his head. “No Magistrate.” He answered in a stern voice. “I will however file a Writ of Dismissal because of the way this has been presented here today.”


The Limian nodded. “As is your right.” He stated. “Very well… Prime Minister Buonau you and Minister Wiktor have the floor. And please insure that you keep to the facts and not partake of conjecture.”


Buonau nodded. “Certainly Magistrate.” She said before turning to look at Wiktor.


Chief of the Arch Ministry Wiktor stepped forward with two data scrolls in her hands and she moved up to the small table in front of where the magistrates sat. It held a powerful portable computer that was linked to several monitors around the room. “The first of three charges that we wish to bring forth is the charge of War Crimes of the highest magnitude against Androcles Leonidas himself. The King-elect of the Lycavorian Union ordered the remote destruction of the four Jump Gates within sovereign Hadarian territory. This action caused the deaths of three million, four hundred and nineteen thousand Hadarians who were caught in the explosive radius of those Gates. These were Hadarian civilians, men, women and children whose only crime was deciding to travel to different parts of the Union using established, safe travel corridors. The Hadarian Free Republic demands reparations for each and every death that occurred due to this action and we also demand that Androcles Leonidas be detained and stand trial here on Hadaria for this heinous action that he ordered. It is nothing more than intentional murder in reprisal for Anja being removed from power.” Wiktor pressed the console on the portable computer. “The second charge is theft of property. When the Union military departed Hadaria they took with them equipment and ships and computers that was the property of the Hadarian people. We demand that this or the equivalent in equipment and or ships be awarded to us by the Galactic Court. The third charge is the refusal of the Lycavorian military to allow Hadarian Healers to return to their rightful planet when we so issued this order. They are holding over three million Hadarian citizens against their will. The fourth and final charge is the kidnapping of the heirs to the Hadarian Royal Throne. Pursuant to that we also therefore demand that Retta and Calyb be extradited immediately to Hadaria or that our Elder Guard Militia be allowed to travel to Earth and return them without fear of reprisal. We also demand the immediate and unconditional dismantling of the blockade that now encircles the Hadarian system. It is illegal and does not allow us to conduct trade with anyone. Three instances to bypass this blockade have resulted in the near destruction of the civilian ships loaded with trade goods!”


Wiktor typed on the computer console and then set the two data scrolls on the table. “All of the information and evidence that we have gathered in regards to these charges is here on these two data scrolls for review by the Galactic Court and whoever else they deem necessary.” She turned to face Sel'ke. “It is our hope that in the name of diplomacy and justice, as well as future relations with the Hadarian Free Republic, that the Galactic Court will decide in our favor.”


“You do realize Minister Wiktor that even should the Court decide in your favor, we have no authority to implement or act on whatever decisions are made? Nor do we have the personal needed to enforce any decisions we come too. We are a diplomatic body and nothing more.” Sel'ke spoke.


Wiktor nodded. “Yes… I understand that Chief Magistrate. That is why, with the Prime Minister’s blessing, as well as that of Prefect Keleru of the KFI, we have assigned a complete company of Elder Guard Militia and a company of Kavalian Puma Bane soldiers to act in your stead should you feel the need to use them. They will be under your control if you decide to enforce your rulings.” She explained hearing the murmurs sweep through the crowd of civilians as well as the Netnews men and women who were present.


Sel'ke looked taken aback somewhat but he recovered quickly and bowed his head to her. “Thank… thank you Minister Wiktor, however that is not a recourse we will take.”


Wiktor nodded. “They are there for your use sir.” She stated again. “I have presented our charges and it is my hope we can move forward on them. It is also my hope that the leadership of the Lycavorian Union sees the need to respond to the demands of the Galactic Community that they proclaim to represent.”


Sel'ke turned slowly to L'tian. “Minister L'tian… as representative of the Lycavorian Union… do you have anything you wish to say?”


L'tian looked at Andro quickly and then got to his feet, his eyes wide and his anger barely held in check. “I will say that the government of the Hadarian Free Republic is playing very loose with the facts as they were presented.” L'tian stated. “They fail to mention how they took power in an ill-advised coup that has not only split their own population but that went against the very foundations that the Union was founded on over three thousand years ago. They put forth lies and rumors against Queen Anja, the rightful monarch, which were later proven to be completely false right in this very chamber. When that did not work to get her removed from power, they violated their own constitution and ousted her, installing a theocratic government that is both repressive and completely illegitimate. That does not include the failed kidnapping attempt of Retta and Calyb by their Elder Militia from the children’s school in Sparta. An event that resulted in the deaths of those men and the serious injuring of the Prime Minister’s own daughter.”


“My daughter Duewa has expressed her desire to return here to Hadaria with her own words to me!” Buonau exclaimed from her chair. 


L'tian chuckled with contempt directed solely at her. “Your daughter Duewa is now, quite happily I might add, the wife and mate to Durcunusaan Colonel Thoti Prime Minister Buonau. The same man who saved her life. She is thoroughly enjoying her new life as a wolf and she is actively involved in assisting Colonel Anuk in treating all those injured in the KFI bombing of the Senate Office Building. Duewa has no desire to return here to Hadaria for any reason after what you forced her to do and if I am not mistaken her words to you when you demanded this were a simple and firm ‘Fuck you mother’!” L'tian saw her jaw tighten. “And please do not try and deny it Buonau, I happened to be in the same room with Duewa when she told you this. We can contact her right now if you like.” Buonau’s mouth clamped shut instantly when he said that. “Yes… I didn’t think so.” L'tian turned back to the members of the court. 


“As for these so called charges… nothing that the Lycavorian Union military took from Hadaria belonged to anyone except the Union military. This ridiculous claim that the ships that have guarded this planet for centuries somehow belonged to Hadaria is preposterous to say the least. They were and are an active part of the Union military. When ordered to leave… they did so. The Union stripped their bases and nothing more. They did not take one piece of equipment that did not belong to them and I can provide an exact and complete list of every piece of equipment that was removed.”


“Excuse me, does that also include a list of the Union ships, their classes and the specific equipment that was loaded onto or assigned to those particular ships Minister L'tian? Some of us on this court are not so well versed in this area as to know what they are able to hold.” The Limian magistrate asked.


L'tian met his eyes. “And for what purpose would you need such a list?” He asked. 


“It is my understanding many of those Union ships, as with many throughout your fleets, have been upgraded through the years with equipment and facilities designed here on Hadaria. Is that not true?” The Limian asked.


L'tian nodded. “Designed jointly with the many Hadarian Healers and scientists within the Union military, yes.”


“Do you not think it appropriate that we should know exactly what these ships had on them so when we determine what reparations, if any, are made that we are accurate in our decision.” He spoke.


L'tian looked at Andro who shook his head and then he turned back. “We will provide an accurate list of everything that was removed from the planet. We will not however submit a list of ships or equipment on these ships.”


“Would you allow us to inspect one?” Sel'ke asked now. 


“No.” Andro replied before L'tian had a chance to answer.


“And what of the Hadarian Healers within the ranks of the Union military?” The second of two Hadarians on the court asked now. He was from the local branch of the Hadarian Arch Ministry and an ardent supporter of Buonau and the old ways. 


“What of them?” L'tian asked.


“Can you provide evidence that you are not forcing them to remain away from their home planet?” The man asked.


“I do not know your name sir.” L'tian spoke.


“Magistrate Kagan!” The man answered rather arrogantly. “And you will address me as Magistrate Kagan Minister. Not sir.”


“I will do so moving forward… however since I did not know your name what I said was quite appropriate.” L'tian answered. “As to the charge that we are in some way keeping any Hadarian Healers from returning to Hadaria is completely false.”


“Can you provide evidence to support this?” Kagan asked.


“And what evidence would you like Magistrate Kagan?” L'tian asked.


“Allow those Healers who are on your ships in orbit to come here and tell us themselves Minister.” Kagan told him.


“Will you guarantee their safety Magistrate Kagan?” L'tian asked. “Will you guarantee that the Elder Guard Militia will not try to arrest them for some ridiculous reason in order to keep them on the surface?”


“Why would we do this?” Kagan demanded. “We will certainly not conduct ourselves in such a way!”


“Will you guarantee it?” L'tian pressed him. “Will this court guarantee their safety?”


“Your honors… this is preposterous!” Wiktor snapped loudly. “Why should we have to guarantee something like this? They are Hadarian!”


L'tian shook his head slowly. “They are Hadarians who have no desire to be a part of the theocratic state you and Buonau have instituted.”


“You will address her as Prime Minister!” Wiktor barked.


L'tian bowed his head with a sarcastic smirk. “Forgive me… Prime Minister Buonau.” He spoke smugly. “However, without a guarantee from this Galactic body that no harm will come to them and they will not be arrested for some trumped up charges, King Elect Androcles can not allow them to come to the surface. They would be more than willingly to be interviewed on an open VidLink should that be necessary.”


“So you will not allow them to come here and voice their opinions themselves?” Kagan asked once more.


“Since you can not… or will not guarantee their safety… no Magistrate Kagan.” L'tian answered.


“Is it safe to assume you will not extradite Retta and Calyb here to Hadaria as well?” The Limian Magistrate spoke up again.


“You do not honestly believe I will just turn over my brother and sister to Buonau and her cronies do you?” Andro blurted out now.


“Andro!” L'tian snapped turning to look at him sternly.


“No grandfather… I will not allow these people to speak of my brother and sister as if they are possessions of some sort!” Androcles snapped. “They carry the name Leonidas and they are first heirs to the throne of the Union before anything else! I won’t begin to address the laws that were broken in your failed attempt to kidnap them when your pathetic government took power! What did you tell the wives and children of the men who were killed attempting this? That they died heroically in an attempt to save the Hadarian Royal bloodline? Or did you tell them the truth… that they died as common criminals attempting to kidnap small children from their school!”


“How dare you!” Wiktor barked. “You!! The butcher of over three million Hadarian civilians! You dare stand there and call our honored dead criminals!”


“Your honored dead?” Andro snapped his anger almost beginning to get the better of him. “You wouldn’t know honor if it jumped up and bit you in the ass! There is nothing at all honorable about trying to kidnap small children! It is a heinous and vile tactic reserved for the weak and dishonorable! Namely you and your precious Prime…”


Sadi stood up quickly and placed her hands on his arm. “Androcles… my love.” She whispered softly.

Andro’s reaction was immediate and very telling to say the least. He turned and looked into her jungle green eyes with his own changed wolf eyes and his fangs showing beneath his upper lip and suddenly the anger and hate that was etched on his face dissolved instantly. This influential reaction was viewed by billions across the breadth of the Lycavorian Union and nowhere was it more telling than within the city limits of Sparta itself. Those who had lived all those years ago, those who had seen similar displays from their beloved King and Gorgo, and how the simple touch of his Queen could calm him instantly. Sadi Leonidas would never know it, but this action here on this planet would raise her status among the billions of Lycavorian people, especially those who called Sparta home, to new heights.


Andro bent his head forward and touched his forehead to Sadi’s before turning back and looking at the Magistrates. “Retta and Calyb are my sister and brother. As is Eliani… but you have no desire to force her to do anything for she has already told you to go fuck yourselves on more than one occasion!” This brought murmurs from within the gathered crowd and some small laughter. “All of them bear the name of our father and our grandfather and that name is Leonidas. There will be no discussion on them ever returning to this planet while the current government remains in power. My mother Anja would never allow it to begin with. And any attempt, by anyone, to take Retta and Calyb forcibly will be met with extreme prejudice and force. That is all that will be said on that.”


“Is that a threat Androcles Leonidas?” Sel'ke asked surprised.


“Take it anyway you wish Chief Magistrate.” Andro answered him.


Andro returned to his seat without another word and Sadi squeezed his arm in her hands. L'tian waited for a moment before turning back to the magistrates with a small smile and pride in his eyes. L'tian could detect much of his father in Androcles, but he also could detect and sense that much of all his mothers and the way he was raised within him, and that included his own daughter For'mya.


“I believe that will bring the end of the discussion in regards to Retta and Calyb to an end.” He stated. “As for the last charge… the alleged intentional murder of so many Hadarian men, women and children… the Jump Gates in question are part of the interconnecting layers of safe travel corridors within the Union. They fall under the direction of the government and the military. The Prime Minister would have us believe that this action was undertaken as some means of retaliation for Anja being usurped from power. This is not the case in the least. The Kavalian government had appropriated control of those four Gates and were pouring thousands of men and hundreds of ships through them, bypassing light years of Union space in order to support the takeover here. They were violating Union territory knowingly with warships and troops, not to mention their actions in the death of King Leonidas and the destruction of several Drow elf outposts in The Wilds. Androcles did the only thing he could to stem the tide of illegal Kavalian forces being directed here, seeing that we could no longer control those Gates. He ordered their destruction.”


“At a cost of millions of innocent lives.” Sel'ke stated.


L'tian nodded. “Something that Androcles will live with for the rest of his life.” He said. “It was a governmental decision, not a personal decision, and done to keep Kavalian forces from establishing a foothold within Lycavorian Union territory. Or have any of you missed the near thousand ships that now occupy this system alone, or the hundreds upon hundreds of well trained Kavalian troops here on the surface. They did not just magically appear.”


“They were invited here by the Prime Minister!” Kagan snapped.


“Perhaps… but given the Kavalian actions of late… were we just to assume that they were coming here to be friends?” L'tian asked flippantly. “They assassinated the King of the Union, kidnapped one of the Queens, attempted to kill most of the King’s children and they are responsible for murdering nearly a thousand Union citizens in their bombing of the Senate Office building. Among them nearly two hundred children. They have not once denied these actions in the buildup to this gathering, so let’s not kid each other.” L'tian looked at him. “What are we to assume by these actions Magistrate Kagan? Those are not the actions of friends. Even now they still hold a Queen of the Union prisoner for some reason which only they seem to know.”


“I believe we will discover this soon enough.” Kagan spoke. “As well as their reasoning behind their actions.”


“What possible reasoning can be used in such circumstances?” L'tian asked him. “I have been authorized by Prime Minister Deia and her new Deputy Prime Minister, former Governor of Sparta Panos, as well as the entirety of the Elven Ruling Parliament and our First Minister, the Ruling Folcani and Algolian Central Governmental Registrars, the Nodan Imperial Senate, the Bontawillian Monarchy and seven other bodies of governmental control from different members of the Lycavorian Union to tell Prime Minister Buonau and her illegal government that we and they will not heed anything that comes from her person or her outlaw government. The blockade we have in place around the Hadarian system will remain in place to keep further reinforcements of Kavalian personnel and equipment from arriving and until the return of the rightful Queen of Hadaria. There will be no further discussion on that either. Prime Minister Buonau and Chief of the Arch Ministry Wiktor brought this upon themselves and while I will apologize to the Hadarian people for the suffering they might endure, the stance of the near majority of the Lycavorian Union is plain and clear. They wanted power so badly that they participated in a coup against the rightful Queen of Hadaria. Now they can reap the rewards of their actions. So in essence… Buonau and her government can go suck an egg!” 

Eliani couldn’t help herself and burst out in a short but loud laugh before clamping her hand over her mouth. Even Andro and Sadi were looking at L'tian with surprise in their eyes at his response, Arrarn’s mouth open in total shock.     

L'tian looked at the magistrates, the personification of the calm, cool elven leader and man many knew him to be. “Now… I suggest that we proceed to the real reason why we are all here Magistrates… and that is the negotiations between the Kavalian Federation Imperium and the Lycavorian Union to obtain the release of our Queen and to stop a war from happening.”

