CHAPTER SEVENTY-THREE

HADARIA
ARCH MINISTRY CHAMBER

Andro and L'tian watched as the members of the Galactic Court filed back into the room and took their seats behind the massive table. Andro leaned close to him as he noticed that the Lycavorian Magistrate and the second elven Magistrate were no longer among the group and the Folcani representative did not look happy in the least.

“Do you see who is missing grandfather?” Andro whispered. 

L'tian nodded his head. “You did not expect them to rule in our favor did you Andro?” He whispered back.

“No… but I thought they might be a little more subtle in how they went about it.” Andro answered. “They haven’t been gone for the full two hours either.”

“Because their decisions have already been made.” L'tian said. “I knew that before they even left and I don’t think subtly is in the Kavalian language. I would like to know what they used to get Sel'ke on board however. Up until all this began I had always considered him an excellent Chief Magistrate.”

“People change grandfather.” Andro said.

“So it would seem.” L'tian answered. “Maintain your anger boy. At least as much as you are able. They will undoubtedly fly into a rage when we tell them about the Writ… but they will only press so far because they are trying to maintain their supposed sympathy as the victims here.”

“I know what I must do grandfather.” Andro said. “Just be prepared to leave quickly if they attempt to stop us when they are clear of the Netnews cameras. And do not be surprised if they suddenly believe themselves to be the final authority on everything. I have the feeling that Tenna Deia’s fears about them are about to come true.”

“The First Minister said as much too.” L'tian told him. “Do you honestly believe Buonau will actually attempt something?” L'tian asked.


“I would not put it past her.” Andro said. “She seems to be under the mistaken impression that the Kavalians are looking out for her best interests as well.”


L'tian nodded. “Then you noticed it as well. The way she has been consorting with the Kavalian Admiral. This Menot person?”


Andro nodded. “Eli pointed it out to me.” He spoke.


“What do you think it means?” L'tian asked.


“I think it means she has taken to doing whatever it requires for her to remain in power grandfather.” Andro answered. “Including compromising her integrity. What little of it there was to begin with?”


“Andro… Pusintin… he will not hurt her will he?” L'tian asked. 


Andro shook his head. “I don’t believe so… no.” He answered softly. “If… if my brother and sister were able to do what I sensed they wished too, then mother will be at least partially aware of what is going on. With any luck grandfather, if they were able to touch her and talk with her… at least some portion of who she is… what she is inside… will come out and she will handle him.”


“That is a big question.” L'tian said.


“She is your daughter and my mother.” Andro told him. “She is a Leonidas. That alone is enough.” 


“You do realize that we are not exactly in the best position if they do attempt something against us.” L'tian said now. “I do hope you have retained a bit of your devious nature and have someone waiting to assist us if we need it. I do not mind fighting, but Jomann, yourself and I will not be able to hold all of them long enough to get to your STRIKER.”


Andro looked at him with mock horror on his face. “Grandfather… you injure me with your accusations.” He said. “Eliani has corrupted you.”


L'tian couldn’t help but smile slightly. “So long as they are true.” He stated. “So long as they are true.”


They both turned back to the magistrates when Sel'ke lifted the small gavel and tapped it on the chime. The massive chamber became silent as the Netnews video drones whirled around above everyone and the reporters directed their full attention to him, as well as everyone in the gallery.


“I will now call this hearing back into order.” Sel'ke spoke loudly. “We have reviewed the relevant information given to us by Minister L'tian and based on our previous evening of reviewing what Ambassador Toren and Marshall Pusintin presented to us, we have made our decisions as to what we believe should happen. Our decisions are not binding in any way… but they reflect what we all strongly feel to be our purpose since our inception. That is to decide fairly on matters of law between two or more different governments in the best interests of all involved.”


“The Hadarian Free Republic has offered to give you the means of enforcing what your decisions will be Chief Magistrate.” Buonau spoke up from her seat beside Menot.


Sel'ke nodded. “Yes… and it is the majority opinion of this body that in the future we will take you up on your offer Prime Minister.”


L'tian looked at Andro quickly and then back to Sel'ke. “Just what does that mean exactly Chief Magistrate Sel'ke?” He asked.


“Exactly what it implies.” Sel'ke said in reply. “We will accept the use of the Hadarian Elder Militia as offered by Prime Minister Buonau. They will act in our stead when it comes to decisions that we have levied forth. To insure our dictates are followed to the letter of the law. There are many recognized governments outside the Lycavorian Union and all of them have expressed an interest in our body taking a more active role in things. We have decided we will do just that.”


“Forgive me Chief Magistrate… but who exactly granted you such wide ranging power?” L'tian asked him. “The Galactic Court was formed by King Leonidas as a neutral platform to hear arguments between governments and be an arbiter over disagreements. No one has granted you power to enforce any decisions you might make.”


“The Kavalian Federation, The Hadarian Free Republic, The Limian Central Council and several other governments outside of the Lycavorian Union have given us this ability as I said. To better help to stabilize the Galactic civilizations.” Sonla spoke now leaning forward in his chair. “With their full authority and their assurance our word and decisions will be adhered too. We will be operating as outside observers and litigators Minister L'tian and it is our hope that the entire and complete body of the Lycavorian Union government will also take part in this freely.”


“And you believe them?” L'tian asked aghast.


“Your lack of faith in our abilities is most disturbing Minister L'tian.” Kagan spoke up. “We will be appointing representatives to this Galactic body from every recognized government Minister.”


“If that is so Magistrate Kagan where are the Lycavorian and Elven Magistrates then?” L'tian demanded.


“They chose to not participate in the reshuffling and expanding of our duties and were excused by majority vote.” Kagan answered. 

“You expect the Lycavorian Union to turn over the interpretation of our laws and cultures to this body?” L'tian asked in shock.

“All internal governments will maintain local control over their own laws within their borders. We will simply be the hand of justice outside established borders and we will remain the arbiter of disputes between recognized bodies of governments. It is our hope that the Union will abide by this as well… as I stated earlier.” Kagan spoke smugly. “But we are not here to discuss the expansion and new duties of this Galactic body. Those will be announced in a future Netnews broadcast. We are here to render our decisions on the complaints brought forth by both the Kavalian government and the Hadarian government.”


“I have already stated that we do not recognize the new Hadarian government and will not entertain any sort of communication with them in regards to their perceived wrong doing.” L'tian spoke firmly. “Not until Queen Anja is restored to power as the rightful ruler, which she is.”


“And this body understands that Minister.” Kagan continued. “However we felt it prudent to render decisions on those complaints as well, no matter the current state of relations between you. We are simply trying to mediate a solution to conflicts that are present between your two governments. Do you wish us to continue?”


L'tian glanced at Andro quickly and then back to Kagan. [Andro… this is a surprise.] He spoke within Mindvoice.


[Yes… but not unexpected grandfather. It is just as you and Tenna Deia thought.] Andro answered keeping his face impassive for he knew he was being watched. [Only the timing is of question here. It appears that they have been acting on doing this for far longer than even we realized; before any of this even began it appears. I should have seen it with their supposed ruling concerning Lisisa. Father should have seen it.]


[This is not going to go well boy.] L'tian announced. [We did not think they would go this far or have the backing that they do.]


[I know. We must play along for now however. At least in part.] Andro said.


“Minister L'tian?” Kagan asked again.


L'tian met his eyes and nodded. “Very well Magistrate Kagan.” He spoke. “Please… you may continue.”


“Excellent.” Kagan answered. “I will address the Hadarian complaints… Minister Sonla will address the Kavalian complaints.” He lifted the data pad. “After much review of the reams of material presented and on the basis of continued peaceful coexistence between the Union and the Hadarian Free Republic it is our ruling and recommendation that appropriate compensation must be paid to the Hadarian people for the loss of life when the Jump Gates were destroyed by order of King Elect Androcles Leonidas. It is also our ruling and recommendation that the four Jump Gates be rebuilt at the expense of the Lycavorian Union using Hadarian engineers as a means to stimulate joint cooperation. A public apology from Androcles Leonidas expressing his regret at his actions and his support of the new government would also be equally appropriate.” Kagan looked up. “As for the continued matter of Retta and Calyb Leonidas our decision and equally appropriate recommendation is as follows. They are the sole heirs to the Royal Hadarian throne and given that the deceased King Leonidas has seven children in line for the Union throne before them, it is determined and recommended that they be returned to the custody of their Aunt here on Hadaria in order to be schooled and prepared to take over their duties when they come of age. Queen Anja Leonidas of the Union will of course be granted supervised visitation, as will their brothers and sisters, but they will reside here on Hadaria. We have also determined that it would be inappropriate for the Lycavorian Union to return any equipment or ships that were taken as no real proof can be presented that any of the previously mentioned material is in fact property of the Hadarian Free Republic. Currently there are three million four hundred and nineteen thousand Hadarian Healers serving within the Union military. We are ruling and recommending that all of these Healers be allowed to return here to Hadaria over the next year and make their intentions known to their families without peer pressure or influence of Union officers.” Kagan looked up at L'tian with a look of smug arrogance that L'tian wanted to rip from his face. “All other complaints from the Hadarian Free Republic have been dropped, including the still active charges of murder and sedition against the former Queen Anja. These are the rulings and the recommendations that this Galactic Body makes Minister L'tian. We do this to promote good will and continued peaceful coexistence. In order to follow through with this we have instructed our newly commissioned Elder Guards to seize all Union assets within Hadarian space as well as known assets within The Wilds. They will be held in trust until such time as the Lycavorian Union government wishes to proceed.”


L'tian stared at him for a long moment. “You do understand that I cannot respond to these decisions without first consulting the Union government and relevant individuals Magistrate Kagan? And the threat of seizure of Union property within The Wilds will not be looked upon kindly. Most of those assets are privately owned. The Union will act to protect them should the owners request it.” He spoke finally.


“Of course... but the new ruler of the Union sits beside you. Surely he can give us some idea as to what he will do. Our rulings are only in the best interests of all parties involved.” He answered.


“I have not been officially crowned yet.” Andro spoke sternly. “And I will need to speak with my advisors before making such decisions, but seizing Union property outside our borders will not be tolerated. That I can assure you.”


“So you will contest this portion?” Kagan asked.


“Militarily if need be.” Andro replied.


“This body also has a question in regards to your assuming your role as King.” Kagan asked him smoothly moving away from that topic. “Why have you not been crowned just yet sir? It has been several weeks now since the death of your father.”


“You mean the murder of my father don’t you Magistrate?” Andro snarled. “Do not try and lump the assassination and murder of my father into a general category sir. It insults me and my brothers and sisters and our people.”


“My apologies.” Kagan spoke. “Minister L'tian?”  


“I will certainly address these recommendations with Queen Anja and Prime Minister Deia immediately upon our return. The Lycavorian Union does not wish any sort of conflict to happen between ourselves and the Hadarian Free Republic.” L'tian said bowing his head.


“Very well… I will release the floor to Magistrate Sonla then.” Kagan spoke.


L'tian turned and looked at Andro briefly. [I am an elf yes… but even I have limits to my patience Androcles.] He stated calmly though it was very forced. [How much longer do you intend to let these fools dictate to us?]


[We are ready grandfather.] Andro said. [I suggest we let them speak their folly for the Kavalians and then play our card. It will undoubtedly send them into turmoil and in order to maintain their ridiculous façade they will have no choice but to let it play out.]

Sonla got to his feet. “To move events along I will only cover what has not already been decided.” He spoke loudly. “The Union Senate will still convene to hear the birthright claim of Marshall Pusintin and his mate Queen of the Elves For'mya and their child?”


L'tian tried to hide the cringe when he heard that and he knew the Limian only did it to get just that reaction. He glared at the man for a few seconds but nodded his head. “That is my understanding Magistrate.” He spoke.


“Very well… then this body rules and recommends that a member of this court and of the Kavalian Federation be present within the Union Senate halls for these proceedings as they happen.” Sonla spoke. “Does the Union protest this ruling?”


L'tian looked at Andro who shook his head quickly. “No we do not Magistrate Sonla.” He answered turning back. “As long as your representatives adhere to all Lycavorian laws while they are within the limits of Sparta and the Union. And that they will have no say within the Senate proceedings.”


Sonla looked at him. “And why would we not?” He demanded. 
L'tian met his eyes. “Your are no longer members of the Union by your own admission here today.” He said. “You don’t expect to retain a right to a voice within the Senate do you?” 

Sonla glared at him. “Very well Minister. The Kavalians have already offered their newly established embassy for our comfort while we are there. We do ask however that the troops that currently surround the Kavalian embassy be withdrawn in a show of good faith and cooperation.”


Andro shook his head. “No.” He stated. “While there are Kavalians within those walls they will be restricted to the embassy compound.”


“And will our representatives be so restricted?” Sonla asked.


“I’m sure a limited policy can be arranged.” Andro said. “But whoever you send will not have free reign no.”


“May I ask why?” Sonla spoke.


“To be perfectly frank Magistrate… I don’t fucking trust any of you!” Andro answered bluntly. “The only reason we are still here is to show that we abide by the rule of law.” Andro snapped. “Take it or leave it.”


“As you wish sir.” Sonla stated.


“Your majesty!” Andro snarled.


“I beg your pardon?” Sonla asked.


“I will refer to you, such as you are, with your proper name and title Magistrate Sonla.” Andro told him sternly. “I expect the same in return sir. I am Crown Prince and soon to be King of the Lycavorian Union… you will refer to me as Majesty or Milord.”


“You will not…” Sonla began to retort angrily.


“Magistrate Sonla!” Sel'ke exclaimed. “We are not above our own rulings or respect. We will show the proper respect as is deemed a ruler of his people!”


Sonla blinked and nodded quickly. “Of course. Forgive me.” He stated. “May I continue now?”


L'tian nodded. “Very well.”


“In regards to the actions of the Lycavorian Union that prompted the retaliatory events of the Kavalian Federation, we hereby find that the Lycavorian Union did in fact agree to train and equipped the High Coven dragons knowing that they could and probably would be used against Kavalian forces in the future.” Sonla began. “Regardless of how the Lycavorian Union wishes to portray it, training the High Coven dragons in any way is a clear violation of the Galactic Non-Interference Act that they signed with twenty-three other recognized governments, to include the Kavalian Federation eighteen years ago.”


“Excuse me Magistrate Sonla… the KFI was not present at this event, nor did they agree to sign this treaty.” L'tian stated.


Sonla held up another data pad. “I have here the signed document with the seal of the Kavalian Prefect sir. It is my understanding that when the Kavalian government agreed to assist the Hadarian Free Republic; one of the stipulations by Prime Minister Buonau was that they agree to this treaty. They did so… and were added to the Hadarian Registry’s portion of the treaty two years and three months ago.”


“That is utter nonsense!” L'tian barked. “Adding them to the Hadarian Registry portion of the treaty after the fact does nothing! It was not made public knowledge and no one would even know unless they pressed the issue. They did not meet with the other government leaders face to face and sign this treaty!”


“That does not change the facts Minister L'tian.” Sonla spoke. “Perhaps you should have reviewed all of your treaties before agreeing to train the High Coven dragons.”


“Are you suggesting that this somehow gives the Kavalian Federation the right to do what they have done?” L'tian gasped in shock.


“It does give them precedence yes.” Sonla answered. “They were acting in self defense with their actions.”


“Forgive me… perhaps you could explain to me how it is self defense to arrange, plan and then execute an assassination of the Union King and similar attempts on every member of his family!” L'tian barked out. “Perhaps you could explain to me how it is self defense to arrange, plan, and then blow up the Senate Office Building killing nearly a thousand innocent civilians and kidnapping one of our Queens! Perhaps you…”


Sonla held up his hand. “Minister L'tian please… we do not need a reiteration of the events that transpired. The Kavalian Federation was acting in such a way as what they thought was in their best interests, nothing more. They took Queen For'mya prisoner, not realizing her condition or what would come of it upon discovering her mate had been killed. Truly… this is not a condition that any of us were aware Lycavorian females experienced. You have heard in her own words that she did this of her own free will.”


“It is not something that is openly discussed!” L'tian snarled. “It is private and…”


Andro stood up and took his grandfather’s arm. He shook his head. “It is not worth it grandfather.” He stated softly.


“We have ruled in your favor on this point Minister L'tian.” He spoke. “We recommend that the Kavalian Federation pay reparations to the Lycavorian Union for every life that was lost in their misguided actions, to include those Drow that lost their lives in The Wilds.”


“Reparations?” L'tian asked. “They committed an open act of war! They assassinated our King and you sit there treating them as if they belong here! They murdered our people! They kidnapped my daughter! As if reparations will somehow make up for that!”


“Control your emotions Minister L'tian.” Sel'ke broke in. “We all understand how very unpleasant this is for you especially. You do not approve of your daughter’s actions. I think we can all agree that this is something we understand. However… she is wolf now and has been since King Leonidas turned her. She understands her actions and obviously has accepted them if she chose Marshall Pusintin.”


L'tian met Sel'ke’s eyes. “You understand nothing!” He barked. “And my daughter did not choose that man!”


Pusintin chuckled from his chair across the room. “So I’m guessing that her purring like a kitten and begging me to fuck her harder was all an act?” He laughed.


L'tian maintained his position only by the grace of Andro’s hand on his arm and his own considerable willpower. He took a deep breath and slowly exhaled while gripping the side of the table.

OMEN THREE

THE WILDS

TWO HOURS FROM TARGET 

“…So I’m guessing that her purring like a kitten and begging me to fuck her harder was all an act?” He laughed.
  


“If ever I have the opportunity I will remove that putrid man’s balls and slow cook them over a fire while he watches… before I feed them back to him in tiny pieces.” Aricia growled viciously as they watched the transmission from Hadaria on the small portable holo disc.


“Only if I am the one to cut his balls off!” Dysea snarled just as angrily.


Cirith sat between them on the large couch in the lounge as they were conducting the final check of the weapons they would be taking with them. Hearing their words and for the first time in her life being able and skilled enough to sense the aura of another wolf, Cirith felt warmth cascade through her. Astonishingly, though she had never met For'mya before, she felt the same emotions surging through her for the golden haired elf Queen, she was just far better at concealing them because of her long years deep in High Coven space. Perhaps it was because she was now tied more deeply to the man and the women she had been destined for from the moment she entered this life. Tied to them in a way that made her blissfully happy and unable to really put into words the utter happiness she felt. 


They were only two hours from their target, but the last seventeen hours had been the most divine of her entire life. Not only had she finally discovered what it felt like to be with a man, but a man larger than any she had ever imagined or dreamed of. A man whose powerful embrace could and did swallow her up in a cocoon of pleasure and love. She now knew why none of them could ever desire another man no matter what took place. Martin’s simple caress of her body had ignited fires that still smoldered within her. Fires that would forever burn only for him now. Yes… she was half wolf… really only one third wolf, but the last hours had brought that wolf within her surging forward with a vengeance. Now she fully understood why none of them did not question their love for For'mya or each other. The way his aura swirled around all of them was addicting. The moment he had nuzzled her behind her ear, all her attempts at trying to maintain her composure collapsed into oblivion. He had taken her with such ferocity and devotion that it stole her breath away. And even as he made her feel things she never imagined, she could feel Aricia and Dysea, equally as affected by his all consuming aura, covering any portion of her exposed body with soft butterfly kisses and nibbles of contentment. Cirith had been the center of attention for hours and even in the huge public gym, all of her inhibitions had dissolved into nothing during that first sizzling kiss. And what made it all so very enthralling is that Cirith knew it would only get better. Once they had For'mya back, once all of them were together once more, her new wolf instincts told her Martin would unleash his complete self to them. He would hold nothing back and that time together would be gloriously memorable. She knew Aricia and Dysea felt it just as well within him, and even as they too trembled at his touch, she knew they saw what would take place when For'mya was back within their embrace. And both of them quivered in anticipation.


Dysea came to her feet first, her hairstyle and attitude both changed. She had cut her hair short, barely touching her shoulders, and now it curled around her beautiful elven face in a deciding and deliciously enticing manner. Martin had been distraught when he first saw it for he loved the long hair of his mates and wives, but after the last few hours of running his hands through all their hair, Cirith doubted he would complain anymore. Dysea’s shorter hair gave him much easier access to the sensitive area behind her elven ears and this caused Dysea to be incredibly attentive in her actions with all of them.


“Come… Nauta Melme is meeting with the others.” She stated reaching first for Aricia and then her. “Let us help him put the finishing touches on our plans so that we can bring our Kinsoaurgai home to us.”


Cirith looked at them as they rose. “Is it… is it always like that?” She asked softly. “So intense and passionate and so…”


“Animalistic?” Aricia asked with a knowing smile.


Cirith appeared embarrassed. “I did not… I have never been with a man before Martin and I have nothing to compare it too.”


“Cirith… you don’t wish to…?” Dysea began to ask.


“Phraktos no Dysea!” Cirith exclaimed. “It’s just… I… I want to feel that all the time. What he did to me. To us. It was the most glorious feeling I have ever experienced and I want it to continue.”


Aricia and Dysea stepped closer to her. “Yes… it is always like that. Especially when all of us are together and we are in Phase. And we will experience it all of the time.” She said. “He is so befuddled by our auras when we are together that he does not know who to grab first. It is most amusing.”


Cirith laughed at that picture in her head as they took her hands. “You have come home Cirith Leonidas.” Dysea said softly. “You have come home to where you were always meant to be.”


Cirith nodded her head slowly. “Yes… I believe I have.”


“Martin is waiting.” Aricia said.


The three women didn’t hesitate and with several of OMEN THREE’S crew watching they made their way to the door of the lounge. A fast three minute walk and one elevator ride and they appeared in the ship’s cargo bay. Though designed for stealth and recon missions, all of the OMEN ships had room in their bays for two STRIKERS. Martin stood around the large table set up on the bay floor with Danny, T'lolt, Wayonn, Yuriko and several members of his Team. Torma, Isheeni and Iriral rested lightly on the deck taking part in the briefing as well. Martin turned when he caught their scents as the doors opened and he waited while they made their way across the bay to where he stood. The old Martin Leonidas would have simply smiled at their approach, nuzzling each of them quickly to acknowledge their presence. The new Martin would act nothing like that. He pulled all three of them to him in one large embrace and kissed each of them hard, his aura wrapping around them completely. Martin had already decided that from this day and moving forward he would no longer hold back. As he knew his son did, he would hold none of his aura back from his wives and mates, and he would love them every waking moment. The others watched as Aricia, Dysea and Cirith responded to his touch on them, soaking up the strength of his aura as their eyes closed in bliss.


As was usually the case and had been many years ago, it was Endith who broke into the moment with her humor. “Ah… excuse me… Skipper. We were talking about how to best kill these furry Kavalian bastards! Can we get back to that please?” She popped.


Martin turned back and smiled at the female elf who had flown his STRIKER for more than two decades. Endith was loyal to three things above all else. Martin, the Union and Ben and Tina in reverse order. She stood next to Tina, her long time lover and dearest friend, both of them now wives to Ben O’Connor for the least twenty-three years. Each of them had given him children, several whom were already full grown and serving in the fleet, the youngest two remaining with Ben at Dreamland.


“So we were.” He stated with a grin. He looked at his adopted daughter of over fifty decades and nodded. “Continue Yuriko.” He said.


There was always some confusion as to how Yuriko bore the name Leonidas and what her history was. Suffice to say, no one ever questioned her status, especially not since Andro, Denali and Resumar had practically destroyed a larger group of boys while they were growing up. Boys who had taken it upon themselves to berate and make fun of the “vampire whore” who was considered a sister to them. It had taken six adults to part the two groups, but not before seven of the dozen boys who had sided against the three brothers required several days in the infirmary recovering from various broken bones and other injuries. The brothers looked as if they had gone through a meat grinder as well, but they had come out victorious nonetheless. Since that day, no one had ever made the mistake of questioning how or why Yuriko was a member of the Leonidas family. They knew only that she was. Her history was wrapped in the shadows and only her family and husband knew all of it, and that is the way Yuriko wanted it.


“To catch my mothers up…” Yuriko said pointing to the images and maps spread across the large table and the holographic model of the Kavalian base. “We were talking of how we are going to breach the perimeter fence surrounding the entire base.”


Aricia, Dysea and Cirith moved closer to the table but staying within physical contact of each other and Martin. Aricia looked at the holo model of the base. “It is not a fence… it is a wall.” She stated.


Yuriko nodded. “Yes mother. A wall made up of simple granite and then reinforced with Duetronium steel braces.” She stated. “It is all that they could find on the planet and one of the purposes was to keep the base as low key as possible.”


“What’s it got inside Yuriko?” Danny asked.


They had worked together for several months all those years ago to rescue Sivana, and had joined forces several times over the course of the last years. Danny knew her Intel would be solid and as accurate as possible.


“Thermal and motion sensors from different probes have put the personnel of the base at just under two hundred.” She answered. “They…”


“Two hundred?” Wayonn asked with some shock in his voice. “We only have… we only have perhaps thirty that we can use Yuriko.” He looked at Martin. “Is this wise Martin?”


T'lolt nodded his head. “They are isolated and no doubt lax in their security measures. The base has been here for over a decade. They will not expect an attack to come.”


It was Kenny who broke the last layer of ice. “Damn straight… we got them outgunned and out manned. We is going to have so much fun! Just like the old days!”
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“Marshall Pusintin!” Sel'ke snapped. “We do not need to have conduct such as that! It does not help the situation!”


Pusintin held his tongue and nodded slowly. “My apologies Chief Magistrate… but the elf is my mate now! There is nothing they can do about it. She chose this willingly and she has stated that very thing right here in this room. They need to get over it and let’s move on.” He stated.
  


“I agree.” Sonla spoke. “We are only prolonging this when we argue. None of us disagree that the Kavalian actions were a bit over the top Minister L'tian… however the content of the treaty is sound and clear and therefore our ruling and recommendation remains the same.” He tapped the data pad bringing up the next item on the list he held. “It is my understanding that the Kavalian Federation has agreed to drop the second and third Points of Contention in the auspice of peace. Point Four however they will not drop. Athani’Puat, Jalersi’Puat, Karun’Puat and Pian’Nruarani are all recognized war criminals and wanted for high treason. The Kavalian Federation Imperium has put the highest priority on finding them and bringing them to justice. Therefore our ruling and recommendation is that a Kavalian detachment of Puma Bane soldiers, Prefect Keleru’s personal bodyguards, be allowed to land on Earth and conduct an unhindered investigation of their whereabouts.” Sonla spoke. “They will be granted access to all of the Leonidas’s homes and places of residence on Earth, as well as all but the most sensitive military bases to conduct their search. There is enough evidence to support the fact that the Union is at the very least helping these individuals in some way and to further the cause of peace, this needs to end.” Sonla looked at L'tian and Andro. “Also… to facilitate the transfer of Retta and Calyb to the custody of their Aunt, a detachment of the Galactic Court Militia will accompany the Puma Bane detachment and make the arrangements for the children.”


L'tian’s eyes were wide at this. “That is an outrage!” He almost shouted. “You expect us to actually allow…” 

Androcles squeezed his arm further and shook his head. He turned to look at Sonla. “In order to show that we, as a people, follow our own laws I will allow this.” He spoke. “They will however be escorted wherever they go. No matter where it is.”

Toren came to his feet. “That is not acceptable to us your honors!” He barked. “We want full and unfettered access! We are looking for criminals and we do not need an escort to do that no matter where we go.”

Andro looked at the man. “The escort is to keep your men alive moron.” Andro snarled. “Or do you think they will be completely and utterly safe walking the streets of the city where you butchered my father and not have the citizens of the Union give them no trouble.”

“Our men are capable of taking care of themselves!” Toren continued. 

Andro chuckled. “Against an entire planet? All by themselves? They must be supermen then. You will do it my way or you can go kiss my ass!”

“Will you order your brother to hand over Athani’Puat?” Toren asked harshly.

“My brother will do what he will to protect his wife and mate.” Andro said in reply. “I have no intention of ordering him to hand over Athani Leonidas to you or to anyone. If they attempt to take his mate from him then they will undoubtedly die. I’m not going to help you in anyway outside of what this Court recommends.” Andro turned to look at Sonla the inflection in his voice obvious. “Even though that is a gross misuse and completely unethical order to begin with.”

“Then why agree to it Prince Androcles?” Kagan asked.

“Because I care about my people and the Union and I will not risk war over something so trivial.” Andro said. “Enough of my people have died at the hands of these fools… I will risk no more.”

Sonla looked at Toren and Pusintin. “Will the Kavalian Federation agree to these adjusted terms?” He asked.

Toren looked at Pusintin who only nodded his head slowly while staring at Andro. “We will agree under protest.” He announced.

Sonla nodded. “Very well… now… as to the Second Action Point brought forth by the Kavalian Federation. Minister L'tian… have you had an opportunity to speak with the Elven First Minister and the ranking members of the Elven Parliament?”

L'tian nodded his head. “I have.”

“Will the elven government and its people then conform to their Queen’s orders?” Sel'ke asked.

“We are conforming to our Queen’s orders Chief Magistrate.” L'tian answered. He lifted the data pad. “Queen Dysea’s orders were very explicit.”

Sel'ke blinked several times. “Excuse me Minister L'tian… we are referring to Queen For'mya.”

L'tian walked forward and placed the data pad on the table in front of him. “You should probably review this Chief Magistrate.” He spoke. “All of you should as a matter of fact.” He turned back to look at Toren and Pusintin who was now leaning forward in his chair. “By Royal Order and Seal, signed and witnessed by the Lycavorian Union Security and Defense Council and the Elven Parliamentary Security Committee twenty-three years, three months and nineteen days ago, Queen For'mya Leonidas no longer has the authority to issue orders or directives. The moment it was realized that she had been taken prisoner, all of her authority and power reverted to her sons Arrarn and Bryon Leonidas by virtue of this very Writ of Annulment.” L'tian smiled a devious smile as he stared at the two men. “Laustinos should have dug deeper.” He snarled.

Toren came to his feet as if shot out of a gun. “The Kavalian Federation Protests this!” He screamed as L'tian returned to his chair and sat down next to Androcles as an uproar began in the gallery with the Netnews crews among those shouting questions, while the Hadarians in the gallery, mainly Buonau supporters were hurling epitaphs at the backs of Andro and L'tian.

Toren moved from the table while Pusintin remained seated, the look of anger on his face priceless to L'tian. “Magistrates… this is clearly an attempt to subvert the authority of Queen For'mya and Marshall Pusintin! This can not be allowed to stand!”

Sel'ke looked up from the pad and met L'tian’s eyes. “Minister L'tian… do you expect us to accept this document a legitimate?” He asked sternly.

L'tian stood back up. “You have no choice in the matter Chief Magistrate Sel'ke.” He spoke. “It is legitimate and I can produce each and every Elven Minister and Union Senator who signed and witnessed that document. Unless you care to declare that this Galactic Court can now overrule the dictates of individual governments then all of my daughter’s power and authority now rests with her two sons. And I can assure you, neither Arrarn or Bryon will be relinquishing that authority anytime soon.”

“She is not a prisoner by her own words in front of this body!” Toren screamed looking at him. “You heard her yourself! All of you did!”

L'tian nodded. “Yes we did. However before your Marshall Pusintin took advantage of the condition my daughter was in… she was a prisoner. She was taken from Sparta and Earth as a prisoner. It is only after you took her that you discovered what was happening within her and then took advantage of that. This order went into effect the moment your people seized her against her will, or will you now try and tell us she left her family and those she loves because of some secret affair she was having with King Leonidas’s brother? Do not take me for a fool boy…” L'tian growled at Toren. “I have been around the universe and back more times than you have years in your life!”

“Minister L'tian… you…” Sonla began to speak.

“This order was put in place shortly after my daughter became a recognized Queen of the Lycavorian Union and the Elven people. And if I am not mistaken, the Lycavorian people as a whole rejoiced on this day! Seven trillion elves across the Union rejoiced as a whole. Not even King Leonidas knew immediately of this order; he found out after it was done. It is something that For'mya and Dysea did themselves to secure the safety and future of the elven people as a whole.” L'tian snapped. “The elven people will not abide anything else! None of them will return as you say my daughter ordered! None of them will leave the Union fleet and we will certainly not throw our Lycavorian brothers and sisters to the hounds because you use this court body as your lackeys and seem to think you can acquire whatever you wish from them.”

Toren turned back to Sel'ke. “Chief Magistrate! Magistrates! You are not going to allow this to stand are you?” He gasped.

Sel'ke handed the data pad to Sonla. “What choice do we have?” He asked sternly as he glared at L'tian. “The Galactic Court, by our very Charter, can not interfere in the internal workings of any government.”

“You can overrule this order!” Toren exclaimed loudly. “Declare it null and void! This is nothing more than an attempt to block the legal orders of the elf For'mya!”

“We can not.” Sel'ke spoke turning his eyes to him. “We do not have the authority to void any internal government decision. This… this document; it is signed by over a hundred ranking members of both the Elven Parliament and the Union Senate. We do not have the authority to override their decisions.”

Toren whirled to face L'tian and Andro. “How do we know you will even adhere to what you have told us this day?” He screamed. “How do we know you will not go back on your word to this court? Will you use trickery to brush aside the claim by Marshall Pusintin and the elf For'mya in regards to the child she carries?” Toren turned back to Sel'ke. “That child has a legitimate claim to the Union throne based on his bloodline Chief Magistrate! How do we know they will honor their agreements?”

Sel'ke looked at Andro. “The Ambassador has a point Prince Androcles.” Sel'ke spoke. “Based on what you have done here… how does this body know you will honor your spoken word and our rulings?”

Andro stood up. “I will honor the claim of my uncle and the Union Senate will hear his petition in regards the child my mother carries and…”

“She is no longer your mother!” Kalis screamed coming to his feet. “She was never your mother! You have no blood of hers within you!”

Andro turned his head to look at Kalis. “She has always been my mother and she will always remain my mother. Just as all of my mothers will. Blood is not the only thing that makes a family! Blood is not the only thing that forges a bond of parent to child.” Andro growled at him. “Unlike you cousin… I will never abandon my mother, any of my mothers, for actions she or they may or may not have committed! Willingly or otherwise. That is something you have already done with your own mother and you disgust me for that action!”

Kalis let out a roar of feral anger and flung himself across the distance at Andro. Three things happened in that instant. Andro’s left arm came up and in silver/white burst of light his Shi Viska announced its presence to the entire chamber and launched from his arm. One entire wall of the Arch Ministry Chamber caved inward, granite and metal cascading down to crash to the floor, scattering Kavalian and Hadarian security forces left and right even though no piece of the falling rubble came anywhere close to them. It almost appeared as if the rubble was being directed safely to the floor by some unseen hand. As the dust spiraled outward from the wall, the distinct trumpet of three armored dragons sounded and Elynth, Anthar and Majeir smashed their way into the chamber. Screams of frightened Hadarians filled the chamber as well now as suddenly, and in impressive fashion to say the least, nearly two hundred Durcunusaan and Elite Drow soldiers under the command of Am’uur and Bren began appearing all over the chamber with their weapons out, their PSGs deactivating all at the same time. All of them wore the glimmering Dragon Armor and with the exception of the now massive hole in the side of the chamber, they began securing the doorways in to the Ministry Chamber and subduing the few Hadarian and Kavalian security troops that had been inside.

Kalis had frozen in his spot, the extended blades from the Shi Viska only millimeters from his eyes. Pusintin had moved to try and save his son, and now was equally frozen in his spot as he stared at the Shi Viska humming unnaturally in the air. There was no way with the power dampeners in place that he should have been able to call his Shi Viska Pusintin thought to himself. Andro stepped up to them quickly, his azure eyes fully changed and his fangs fully extended as Carisia and Lu'ria appeared as if out of nowhere in full armor and holding weapons next to him. Lu'ria’s eyes and fangs had also changed and were brilliantly noticeable even under the near full faced helmet she wore. Carisia’s cobalt blue vampire eyes were wide and her vampiric fangs were ready to rip out the throat of anyone who dared challenge her as another three trumpets from the armored dragons echoed through the chamber. 

Andro leaned close to Kalis’s face, his Shi Viska humming away next to his shoulder. “You and I cousin… one day we will have a reckoning. For pulsing my beloved anome with your pitiful aura, for the lewd looks you gave to her, for calling my Enylarcopri a whore and for everything else you have done to facilitate what has happened. We will have a reckoning… and I will place your head on my Nehtes and leave it for all to see. At least your brother died with honor and went down fighting. Your are nothing but scum!” He hissed savagely.

“You’ll die boy!” Pusintin growled at him. “You’ll die for my son! You’ll die for this!”

“Then we are even, for you have taken my father and countless others. “ Andro said. “But no one will die this day.” Andro spoke turning to look at him. 

“I have a thousand ships that can be here before you get off this planet!” Pusintin snapped at him. “I have hundreds of thousands men on this planet that…”

“You will call them off.” Andro told him calmly.

“What? Are you crazy?” Pusintin gasped. “After what you have done?”

“I have done nothing.” Andro spoke. “Not yet.” He looked at his Shi Viska next to his shoulder. “Did you honestly believe your power dampeners could keep me from calling my Shi Viska Uncle? That may work with the majority of Lycavorians… but not with me. I am my father’s son and you know nothing of me or what I am capable of. You will call off your men and ships now.”

“Why should I?” Pusintin snapped.

“If you do not… you will die here. Your son will die here. Everyone in this chamber will die here. I am not afraid to die uncle. I will gladly die for my mother. For my people, from the common and honored citizen who operate their shops daily to the men and women who help to shape our laws and future. Unlike you Uncle, you who deserted your people when they needed you most, I will never abandon my people.” Andro spoke. “But nothing you hope to gain will bear fruit and only war will follow if you do not call off your ships and men.” Though Pusintin and Kalis didn’t take notice, Andro certainly did. The Netnews team with far more courage than brains was only six meters away filming everything and sending it out live over the Netnews. 

“We could squash you boy!” Pusintin barked at him.

Andro smiled… a vicious smile considering his dual fangs were fully extended and not at all pleasant to look at. “Perhaps you could… but you will not be alive to witness it.” Androcles moved closer. “I do not wish war… but if you do not call off your forces moving here then that is what we will have and your dreams of ruling the Union will fade into the memory of your foul life. Or do you wish the entire universe to know that you do not truly wish for peace… only domination. Only control of all of them.” Andro’s eyes darted to the left and back again and he saw Pusintin finally take notice of the Netnews crew recording it all.

“How do… how do I know you will keep your word?” Pusintin stammered.

“Unlike you Uncle… my father taught his sons honor.” Andro answered. “I will be more than happy to allow the people of the Union to make the decision on whether you should rule. And do not think me and them so stupid as to not know who will rule in place of any child you have with my mother. It is you who will rule Uncle. I know that. Any common person will know that. It will be up to them to decide on what they want. You can send your advisors or lackeys; as many as you like. They can witness the rule of law as it should be. By the will of the people.” Andro leaned closer. “Make your decision quickly Uncle, for I grow tired of your foul smell and the stink of your son and my Shi Viska yearns for blood.”

“Menot!” Pusintin barked, turning his head slowly to see Menot standing three meters away, his weapon in his hand and surrounded by three Drow warriors looking ever ready to end his life. “Stand them down!”

“Marshall… the call has gone out!” Menot shouted. “Our men will be here in moments!”

“Stand them down damn it!” Pusintin snarled. “There will… there will be no battle here today! We must show the universe that… that we are followers of laws as well!”

Andro smiled knowing that the Netnews crew recorded that. He was also smart enough to know that no one would believe him in the least. Andro turned his head and saw Menot reach for the COM unit on his belt, the three Drow moving even closer and shoving their weapons into his face. He nodded to Lu'ria. “Ori'gato ukta belbau l'quarth ussta ilythiiri tessai.” He told her in the ancient vampire and Drow language. (Let him give the order my Drow Blossom.)

“Ori'gato ukta lar.” Lu'ria ordered the Drow instantly. (Let him make the call.)

Andro turned back to his uncle and lifted his left arm until it was just underneath the Shi Viska. Almost immediately it lowered to reattach itself to the bridle on his arm and then it simply vanished into Flatspace. Andro stepped back from Pusintin and Kalis, suddenly noticing that the chamber had become quiet and almost everyone was looking in their direction. No one moved as Elynth maneuvered her armored body up behind her Bonded Brother and lowered her snout to touch his shoulder. Andro reached up with that left hand and pressed it flat to the armor on her muzzle.

Andro? She spoke softly.

“We will be leaving now sister.” He spoke looking up at her golden eyes. He turned his head and watched Sel'ke and the other Magistrates climb to their feet as the Durcunusaan and the Drow stepped back from them slightly, prepared for any trickery. “The Lycavorian Union will honor the agreement we have made here today Chief Magistrate. Send your people and you will see. But never think that your fool dictates will begin to govern my people. You are not what my father meant for you to be when he formed your body and your actions this day only prove to all that you wish for more than what is due you. The people of the Union will decide any expectations my uncle or any child of his will have in determining the path they will follow into the future. Not you and the others on your fraudulent body and most certainly NOT the Kavalian Federation.”

Sel'ke managed to move forward and glare at him from five meters away. “This action will not be forgotten Prince Androcles!” He growled. “You will not embarrass this body by doing this! It is an affront to all we represent! You will pay for this action today!”

“You represent nothing as far as I am concerned.” Andro snarled back. “And remember this Chief Magistrate… I am not my father and I did not endorse the Galactic Court once you came into being. You have already shown that you can be influenced by outside forces by dismissing the evidence presented by my grandfather. Know this now… no one will take Retta and Calyb from their family! Our family! No one! The ones who try will die as they did before! You hold no sway over me Chief Magistrate… and I will allow the other things spoken of today for that is for our people to decide… but my siblings are not pieces of meat to be bartered for by others.” He glanced at Buonau before turning back to Sel'ke. “Any attempt to take them by the Hadarians or your ridiculous Galactic Court Militia as you call them now… and I will come for you and every member of your body as well as that sick perverted upaee Buonau! And you will die by my hand! You should remember that as you go forward today.”

“Is that a threat?” Sel'ke almost shouted.

Androcles smiled. “That is a promise.” He answered. “And I always keep my promises Chief Magistrate. Ask the Icalro Alliance if you have any question as to that.” He lifted his right wrist. “KertaGai?” He spoke into the COM.

“We are here Saradasaar.” Sadi’s voice replied and it was easy enough to tell she was within a ship of some sort.

“Combat landing outside the new entrance to this building if you would KertaGai.” He told her. “Our business here is done and we will be going home.”

“Thirty seconds.” Sadi replied.

Andro looked back at his uncle. “Our people have left the Lycavorian Embassy. I will not leave them to suffer upon this planet.” He dropped the data pad to the floor at his uncle’s feet. “That is the channel for my grandfather Panos. He is Deputy Prime Minister now and he knows you well Uncle. Contact his office when you are ready to send your people. Just don’t wait until too long. My mother may be your mate now Uncle, it is a pity I failed in my task of killing her, but she will never love you! And knowing what she does now… she will never submit to you again.” 

“Then she will die!” Pusintin snarled.

“She will die with honor and pride then... her betrayal forgotten and forgiven as if it never existed. Yours will never be forgotten or forgiven Uncle.” Andro answered. He looked at Sel'ke. “As I said… we will honor the agreements made today.” He turned back to Pusintin and Kalis. 

It happened without warning and Kalis’s legs buckled underneath him when Andro’s forehead smashed into his face, crushing his nose and sending blood showering across his face. He cried out in savage pain and dropped to his knees holding his hands over his misshapen nose as Andro drew back, several drops of blood on his cheeks. 

“That is for pulsing my anome and calling my Enylarcopri a whore dear cousin Kalis!” Andro snarled at him. “Both of them are superior to you and always will be. In every way. Our day will come cousin… our day will come.” Andro stepped back. “Grandfather… follow Majeir and Anthar out with the Durcunusaan!”

“Andro…” L'tian began.

“No… we are leaving and you will go first. I don’t trust the fools in this room to not attempt something stupid.” He replied. “Just in case.” They heard the roar and throaty whine of the STRIKER Mark II landing outside and Anthar moved up close to L'tian as he began to make his way to the opening in the wall. Majeir followed close behind, her eyes sweeping the crowd for any threats that she could burn.

“Andro… let’s go!” Carisia prodded as she took his arm.

“This isn’t over boy!” Pusintin hissed.

Andro nodded. “Of that I have no doubt.” He answered. “I do have one question though Uncle. There is an old Earth expression Uncle… Death rides a pale horse. How does it feel to be a walking around dead man?”

Pusintin chuckled. “Do I look dead to you boy?” He laughed.

Andro grinned. “Oh… you are a dead man Uncle.” Andro spoke. “The only difference I see is that you are a walking around dead man, for death’s pale horse has not come for you just yet. He will Uncle. He has marked you and he will come for you, so you are already a dead man. It just hasn’t caught up with your body and your brain yet.”

“We’ll see boy!” Pusintin snarled. “We’ll see.”

“No… I won’t see it.” Androcles answered him. “I am not the mechanism of your death Uncle. No… the instrument of your death is something far more devastating and pitiless. And that death was decided and set in motion the moment you laid your polluted hands upon my mother and took her dignity from her by making her your mate against her will.” Andro allowed Carisia and Lu'ria to begin to pull him away. “Enjoy the life you have left to you Uncle, for your death will be far more horrific than anything you could possibly imagine.”

Pusintin was silent as he watched Andro turn and follow the others out of the gaping hole in the side of the building, including the Netnews crew that had recorded everything. The two human men moved quickly to keep up with the soldiers and dragons, following them the short hundred meters to where the STRIKER Mark II was idling at full power, its ramp down. As they moved to climb the ramp, Bren’s hand forcefully thumped into the chest of the reporter.

“Where do you think you are going?” He growled. “Back up away from us!”

“Wait!” The Netnews reporter pleaded. “We got it all! We recorded all of it! If you leave us here they’ll kill us or throw us in prison! You have to take us!”

“We don’t have to do anything Netnews scum!” Bren growled. “Be gone from here or be incinerated by our engines… I don’t care which!”

“NO!” The man shouted. “Please! Prince Androcles! Prince Androcles!” He saw Andro turn from where he was moving up the ramp between Carisia and Lu'ria and lay those eyes upon him. “Please Milord… we… they will kill us!”

Andro whispered something to Carisia and Lu'ria and they continued up the ramp. He moved down to stand next to Bren. “What is it you wish?” He asked.

“You saw us Milord.” The man pleaded. “If you leave us here the Kavalians will kill us for what we recorded.”

“Why do you care what the Kavalians are doing?” Andro asked him. “You are Netnews scum. Why did you come here… you would be happy to see my family fall, just as you were my father!”

The man stepped closer to Andro his own eyes ablaze with anger. “My mother worked in the Senate Building!” He screamed at the Prince of the Union. “My wife’s brother worked in that building! I volunteered to come here because I want them to pay for what they have done!”

Andro stared at him for a long few seconds and then held out his hand for the man. “Then come quickly. We need to leave fast before the Kavalians change their minds. There is no telling what they may decide to do.”

Bren reached out and helped the camera drone operator onto the ramp just as it began to rise to close. Whatever else would happen in the future, this day in history would mark the unheralded arrival of Androcles Leonidas onto the Galactic scene in a way that would never be repeated again.

Which would be a good thing in most historians remarks in the future.

KAVALIAN FLAGSHIP

PRIDE OF PUMAS

“…as if it never existed.” Andro’s voice filled her being and For'mya reached out to touch the monitor.

“Androcles.” For'mya whispered softly, easily catching the inflection of his deep voice in those words because she was no longer sunken in despair and hopelessness. That had ceased the moment her beautiful children had spoken to her from within. “My beautiful son.”

You see mother! Eirene broke into her thoughts. Do you see?

For'mya nodded her head slowly as the tears fell and her hands dropped to her swollen abdomen. “Yes.” She whispered again.

Our brother will never forsake you! Fedor called out. Forsake us! Our family would never do such a thing mother! We must… we must remain strong. We have to endure this to stay alive and be with them.

Yes. Strong. They will come for us. Eirene said. The father of our hearts will come for us. For you mother. For you. Now we need to make sure that this man… this Kavalian is actually a friend to us.

“Yes.” For'mya spoke softly.

For'mya turned when she smelled Muton come back into the main infirmary from the side room. He was fumbling with some sort of instrument and he looked up at her as he began to talk. “I think this should do what you ask but I don’t know what it is I’m supposed to be looking for. It…” He stopped when he saw her tears and moved closer. “What is wrong?” He asked.

For'mya knew she could not defeat a fully grown Kavalian in her condition. Had she not been pregnant and had this inhibitor not been blocking her Mindvoice abilities somehow, Muton would not have stood a real chance against her. Times were different now and For'mya had to act differently to compensate in other ways for her deficiencies at the moment.

“Muton… I need… I need to know something.” For'mya asked him. 

He stepped right up to her. “What is wrong?” He asked with a touch of worry in his voice. “The children?”

“I need you to prove to me that I can trust you.” For'mya said. “That you are who you say you are.”

“For'mya… I have already told you.” Muton said quickly. “There is no way I can help you to escape without jeopardizing all I am trying to protect. If I help you they will begin to investigate my past and sooner or later they will discover that I am not who I say I am. That I protect others who they consider a threat. I’m sorry but…”

“I need you to answer a question.” For'mya interrupted him. 

“A question?” Muton asked her. “What question?”

“A question that only you will know the answer to.” For'mya told him softly. “A question that would have been passed down to you through your memories if what you have told me is true.”

“Saving your life and the life of your children isn’t enough proof?” Muton asked her. “I told you what Pusintin will do if he discovers you are carrying twins.”

For'mya stepped closer to him. “Yes… you did.” She stated. “And given his tactics in the past concerning me… it is also very likely he would place you in a position to help me just as you have. To gain my confidence and trust.”

Muton stepped back from her and placed the instrument he had been holding on the bed next to him. He crossed his arms over his broad chest, the fur on his face hiding any real display or expression of emotion that For'mya could read. He nodded his head slowly. “I suppose I owe you that.” He stated. “And I understand it. You could just have easily asked me yesterday while we were talking.”

For'mya shook her head. “Things have… things have changed since yesterday.” She stated.

“Changed how?” Muton asked.

“I will tell you… but first my question to you.” For'mya spoke.

Muton exhaled heavily. “Very well.” He said with some exasperation.

For'mya took a deep breath then. “If you are who you say you are… and you have the memories of all those that came before you… I need you to tell me how Arzoal died. I need you to tell me how she died.”

“Why do you need to know this For'mya?” Muton asked. “I could tell you anything and you would not know the truth.”

For'mya shook her head. “But I would Muton.” She told him. “I would know the truth.”

“How?” Muton demanded.

“Answer my question and I will tell you everything.” For'mya answered.

Muton turned away from her and sighed heavily. “This information… it is one of the darkest moments of time in my ancestors history For'mya.” He said. “There are only seven of us left who have this knowledge… not including Arzoal. It is guarded and taboo to even speak of it. How could you possibly know what I tell you will be the truth?” He asked again turning back to face her.

“I have this knowledge now.” For'mya said. “And I will share with you how if you will only answer the question.”

“A blade was thrust into her chest and it nicked her heart.” Muton answered slowly. “She was killed by another Pralor… a man whose name was stricken from our history because of what he had done. His name was…”

“Artre.” For'mya said softly.

Muton perked up immediately and he stepped closer to her. “How do you know that?” He almost shouted. “How…”

“Finish answering my question.” For'mya told him calmly. “How do you know what Arzoal did?”

“Because my great grandmother is the one who found her body!” Muton snarled. “She was the one who discovered her body and realized what Arzoal had done by transferring her consciousness into the egg of a dragon! No one even knows if she still lives!” He reached out and gripped her arms as For'mya’s eyes closed and relief washed through her. “Now tell me… how do you know this?” He demanded.

For'mya’s dark eyes opened again and she reached up to take his fur covered hands in hers. Gently she lowered them and laid them flat on her abdomen. “They told me.” She said softly.

Muton almost drew his hands away as if shocked with electricity. To touch her in such a way was not something he would do. He needed For'mya’s help and her ordeal had torn at his heart. He needed her to trust him. “For'mya what…?”

For'mya held his wrists with surprising strength, keeping his large palms on her abdomen. “Fedor… Eirene… say hello to Muton.”

Muton’s eyes grew wide in disbelief when he felt the two very prominent kicks from within her womb and then he did draw his hands away like he had been burned. He looked up at her face and saw a brightness in her eyes that had not been there yesterday. A brightness that was allowing her intelligence and determination to shine through. “What…?”

For'mya smiled at him. “My… my children Muton.” She said. “I… I am speaking with them even now. I can hear their voices in my head and I can speak with them.”

Muton stared at her wide eyed. “For'mya I am Kavalian.” He told her. “I do not have the ability to Mindvoice! I…”

“You are the blood descendant of Pralors Muton.” For'mya told him. “Only a Pralor with intimate knowledge of their ways and their past could tell me what you have told me these last hours.”

“How do you know I am telling you the truth?” Muton asked her. 

“My children told me.” For'mya said.

“For'mya, it’s not that I don’t believe you think this, but how exactly would your children be able to tell you this?” Muton spoke. “They have not even been born yet. How…” He stopped talking and stared at her his eyes growing wider by the second.

For'mya nodded slowly as she saw the light of recognition flood his features. “Yes… yes Muton. You… you said it yourself. You did not think Androcles could be sloppy. He wasn’t Muton. He isn’t. He did exactly what he wanted to do. He touched my children when he bit me. He granted them awareness.”

“For'mya… that is not possible.” Muton spoke. “That… how? Androcles…!”

“Androcles was born fully aware Muton.” For'mya explained. “It is not something that many outside our family know, but he bonded with Elynth while still within Aricia’s womb. We have never been able to understand why this happened; only that it had something to do with the emotional state of Martin and Aricia when he was conceived. He was only six months along then and he became fully aware of all around him. His parents memories, his Bonded sister’s memories and her… her grandmother’s memories. At least to some extent.” She told him.

Muton gazed at her. “Are you saying… are you saying that the dragon beast Androcles is bound to is Arzoal’s granddaughter?”

For'mya nodded her head quickly. “Arzoal lives Muton. You have held to the belief that she lives by the tenor of your words and how you choose to speak them. You know this within you. Almost all of our children are bonded to her grandchildren. Muton… I am bound to one of her grandchildren. Aurith is my Bonded sister! How do you not know these things?”

Muton shook his head and turned from her. “The last memories my great-grandmother had of her were when they left Elear and set out across the stars with many dragons to find a new world. She had been made the Dragon Elder Mother by then but she never saw her again after that.” Muton turned back to her. “The surviving Pralors all thought she had died in the ensuing years, especially after we heard of the war on the planet she took the remaining dragons too. I only… I only assumed she still lived because of the tenacity of dragons and her own indomitable will to survive. You know of the Kavalian fear of dragons, aside from Pusintin’s fool attempt to gain control of Lisisa Leonidas’s dragon, no one among the Kavalians studies them. All we know is that they have some sort of caste system and that they are intelligent. Not the mindless beasts Keleru and Pusintin believe them to be. Arzoal… she does still live then?” He gasped.

For'mya nodded her head. “Yes. She is the Dragon Elder Mother still. The senior and most powerful of the dragons.”

“For'mya… how do your unborn children know what I have told you is the truth?” Muton asked her.

“I do not know all of it… even they do not.” For'mya said. “When Andro touched them… he passed memories to them. He awakened their minds. Among these memories was a time recently when he spoke with Arzoal and she told him these things. Andro was not able to fully complete the process because of Arrarn’s reaction but he gave them enough to wake them. He has spoken to them Muton.”

Muton’s eyes grew wide. “Spoken to them? How?”

“Within Mindvoice. Very early this morning.” For'mya answered. “They in turn touched me from within. I can… I can hear them in my mind but I can’t speak with them with my mind because of something Pusintin has implanted into me. An inhibitor of some sort. It is why I can not feel any of them and it is why I thought they had… why I thought they had forsaken me.” For'mya reached out and took his hands. “Help me Muton.” She said. “Help me and I will help you.”

“Helping you to escape would be a death sentence for both of us and all I am trying to protect For'mya. I have told you this!” Muton exclaimed. “I must find a way to fulfill my word to them because I am running out of time!”

“And what are you protecting Muton?” She asked. “You may be Kavalian but you are not like the others. You are nothing like them or you would never have helped me to begin with. Why are you running out of time? What do you protect? Please… speak to me Muton!”

“For'mya... I have Pralor blood within me.” He told her urgently. “Unlike the elves and Lycavorians and vampires, Kavalians can live for many thousands of years but they are not immortal. I am over eleven thousand years old For'mya! I have nearly reached the end of the life expectancy of a Kavalian. Hell… I have gone beyond it! Many think me a wonder because I have lived this long! And they do not know I will live for far longer! Soon that wonder will turn to suspicion and then everything will fall apart. You know as well as I how Kavalians deal with suspicion.”

“What aren’t you telling me Muton?” For'mya asked.

He met her eyes evenly. “There are thirteen like me For'mya.” He told her. “We are Kavalians with Pralor blood, with Pralor memories and skills…minus the ability to Mindvoice of course because that is not something that Kavalians can naturally do. Pralor Warriors if you will. We are spread across the Kavalian empire and we have only two goals. To protect those like us and to find a way to help our people.”

“Kavalians?” For'mya asked.

Muton shook his head. “We may be Kavalian… but they are not our people.” He told her turning away to look out the view window. “It is complicated For'mya, but it is one of the main reasons I have gently prodded Pusintin to try and obtain Hadarian assistance through the years. Of all of us, I have obtained the most senior position within the Kavalian system and the others defer to me.”

“Why… why would you need Hadarian help?” For'mya asked. “You know very well what would happen if Hadarian Healers came into Kavalian space. The majority of them are female. They would be brutalized, possibly raped and beaten! Melyanna was right in always refusing them.” For'mya stared at his broad back for only a moment before reaching for his arm and taking it. “Muton look at me!” For'mya gasped waiting until his gaze turned to her. “I have been taken from my family! The man I loved has been… he was killed before my eyes! We who rely so much on Mindvoice… not being able to feel them… it is like an emptiness that can not be filled! You see what Pusintin has done to me… forced himself upon me! But the life he has created within me… I will not allow him to use that life as a tool! They are my children! Help me! Help me and I will help you! Tell me who you are protecting!”

Muton turned slowly and looked at her. “I am protecting two thousand men, women and children For'mya. Descendants of Pralors just like me. We are Kavalian yes, but we follow the call of our Pralor blood. Keleru thought us some religious cult millennia ago and he tried to wipe us out. We survived however, and our numbers have grown through the years. My great-grandmother was among those pure Pralors who discovered a new world for themselves and the dragons when they left Elear as I told you. I don’t know how it happened, but hundreds of other Pralors ended up there as well. Her memories are vague as to why, but I believe they were refugees of some sort. They planet they were on is well hidden within a binary star cluster and they were safe from whatever caused the others to flee. I don’t know what that was for she did not know. Years after these other Pralors arrived they made the decision to send a hand picked group of volunteers back here into the Alpha Quadrant. Part of their mission was to discover what had become of Arzoal and the other dragons, as well as try and make contact with the descendants of Sumar but the other part was to be placed among the Kavalian people. My grandmother and others felt guilt for what they had done, abandoning them on Cabelir so long ago and they wanted to try and make amends. She was among those who was on the mission. When they arrived on Cabelir they saw how it was, the violence and treatment of others that the Kavalian people had acquired. Those who came with her remained in hiding and made the decision to become part of the Kavalian people just as they realized Sumar had done with the Lycavorian people. They thought they could do the same. Only my grandmother and others did not bestow all of their abilities to their children. They refused to allow them to learn to Mindvoice and that is why none of us have this ability. My grandmother and others considered it too risky given their violent nature.” Muton moved away from her to the view window. 

“My grandmother was among those that Keleru had executed millennia ago.” He spoke softly. “My mother and father among them. I alone escaped. I was twenty-seven years old then For'mya. In my last conversation with her I told her that our interference, Pralor interference, in the natural evolution of nature and events was the cause for many of the woes in our history, no matter that we tried to do what was best and good for everyone.” He turned back around to face her. “She only nodded her head and told me it was up to me and others to try and change that. I have spent the last ten thousand years trying to do just that by my actions. Small at first… then as I rose within the ranks of the Kavalians more. I had to act as they do, talk as they do, even though it wounds my heart to do so. I had to wait nearly seven thousand years before I found a wife who would not think me suspicious or odd and turn me into Keleru’s Puma Bane thugs. She was one of the first that Keleru and his sick scientists tried to alter with biogenic treatments, and while it worked, she was considered an outcast by her Pride. Tossed aside like so much garbage. I took her as my wife and now she and my three sons are what I live for. Those like me are what we all live for. To do anything that would put them at risk…” He shook his head. “I’m sorry… I can not. The one hope we had was to find the ship your son now controls and use it to return to our true people.”

“You… you knew its location?” She gasped.

Muton shook his head slowly. “No. We suspected it existed… just as we suspected the old woman Demahra was not what she wanted everyone to believe. Now that opportunity is lost to us. I must find another way now and quickly… before they realized I am not what they think I am.”

For'mya stepped closer to him. “Muton… Resumar is not going to destroy the ship.” She said.

Muton looked at her with wide eyes. “What? Why else would he go there? Your… your true mate would never have allowed the High Coven or the Kavalian Empire to discover that ship! Why…”

“As you no doubt know from experience… our children do not always do what we ask of them.” For'mya said. “Trust me when I say, Androcles, Resumar and his brother Denali are the worse offenders in that regard. Some of the images Andro passed to Eirene and Fedor were from Resumar and this ship. He is not going to destroy it. I… I do not know what he intends… but he will not destroy it as his father wants.”

Muton’s eyes grew even larger and he reached up and gripped her arms. “As his father wants?” He hissed. 

For'mya stammered for a moment. “I… I misspoke… I… I just miss him and…”

“You did not misspeak!” Muton exclaimed. “I have seen you on the Netnews giving words to others. You do not misspeak! You are too intelligent… too refined for that! None of your fellow Queens and lovers ever misspeak! Are you telling me; of course! It has to be! That is why the brightness has returned to your eyes! Part of it may be your children as you say, but he lives doesn’t he? He lives!” For'mya remained silent and Muton squeezed her arms. “Tell me For'mya. If you are to ever trust me… as I have trusted you with my past… if we are ever to truly trust one another you must tell me! Does Martin Leonidas still live?” 

One word would seal her fate she knew. One word would either condemn her or give her hope for herself and for her unborn children.


Never fear the unknown mother. Eirene and Fedor’s voices echoed in unison within the corridors of her mind.


You may not be able to Mindvoice yet again mother… but your skills remain. Eirene spoke. Use them now. It is why our brothers and sisters, the mothers of our hearts, it is why the father of our hearts has such love and faith in you.


You are still you mother. Fedor spoke now. You are still you.

Of course she is Fedor. Eirene exclaimed. That is so silly to say!

It is not silly!

For'mya couldn’t help but chuckle at their exchange for they sounded so much like Andro and Eliani and the others as they grew and she saw the befuddled look on Muton’s face. She placed her hands on his arms gently and nodded.

“Yes Muton.” She said in a whisper. “He still lives.”

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN


“… Hasn’t left her side since it happened.” Anja spoke softly as she sat next to Helen at the table. Deia had arrived from Sparta and now sat with them along with Gorgo, Panos and Eurin. Anja grinned at something she remembered. “I tripped over Ryner’s tail when I woke to leave this morning. Our bedroom was not made for a dragon to be sleeping beside the bed I tell you.”


“How is she holding up?” Helen asked. “The melding can be taxing for her. I know it was for Aricia. At least until it was nearly complete.”


Anja nodded. “Exhaustion claimed her finally.” She said. “I don’t think she lost contact with Ryner in any way since it started. She just couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer. She was sharing everything with them wasn't she Helen?”


Helen nodded. “To some extent.” She answered. “Though as with Aricia… I believe there will be some things they do not share with her. Just as Andro and Elynth did not share all that they were with her.” She turned to look at Deia. “Androcles is headed home?” She asked.


Deia nodded slowly. “Yes. The SCIMITAR and her escorts should be passing the Union blockade within the next few minutes and they will be clear of Hadarian space. Every Netnews channel in existence is playing what happened over and over.” She stated.


Anja looked at her. “What happen Deia?”


Deia smiled brightly. “It would be easier for you to watch it.” She explained. “Let’s just say that Androcles, whether he knows it or not, has just endeared himself to a vast majority of the citizens of the Union.”


Helen nodded. “Yes… but he also has made many enemies as well with his actions.” She looked at Deia. “Was it also within Resumar’s blood to anger so many at one time?” She asked in an exasperated tone.


Deia chuckled. “I’m afraid so… yes.” She answered.


“Well then he should be proud of his grandsons… for they follow his footsteps exactly.” Helen barked sarcastically.


“He didn’t kill anyone did he?” Anja asked.


“Worse!” Helen exclaimed. “He made them all look the fool! I swear… there are times when he and his father make more enemies with their words than they do with their actions! They do not know when to shut up!”


Deia nodded. “That was Resumar.” She said.


Helen shook her head again. “Andro will sense Dorian and Ryner the moment he gets within Earth’s system.” She stated. “It is from Andro and Elynth that they will learn the most for they are the only ones to ever experience it fully.”


Panos leaned forward. “Helen… is he stretching himself too thin?” He asked. “Taking on too much?”


Helen met his eyes. “He is his father’s son and as long as I have known Martin he does nothing different. He will hold his family together no matter the costs to him… if even by force of his will alone.” Helen looked at each of them. “He is a leader my friends… and like his father he does not even begin to grasp the loyalty he commands. We must let him lead now… guide him when we can… but we must let him lead just as we do for Martin. He will come here first when he returns… the draw to Dorian and Ryner will be too strong to deny.”


Gorgo nodded. “Then we shall remain here for the time being. Retta has been begging to see him for days and she witnessed what he said this morning Anja. Calyb, Nara, Deion and Bryon want to see him as well.”


“They will ask about For'mya.” Anja said.


Gorgo nodded. “Yes… and I think we should let Androcles tell them what they wish to know.”


“Gorgo that…”


“Do you doubt Martin will retrieve her? That his love for her will diminish in any way because of what has happened? Will your love for her diminish? Aricia’s? Dysea’s?” Gorgo asked.


Anja shook her head. “Never.”


“She carries twins now Anja. Life that was forced upon her yes, but life that she will now die to protect. Will you or the others treat them any different?” Gorgo asked.


“No!” Anja hissed without hesitation her jade green eyes flaring wide. “Martin… Marty already considers them his children. As do we.”


“Then allow Androcles to tell their brothers and sisters of them.” Gorgo spoke. “He has touched them. Spoken with them. He is the best conduit for them now and if we are to pull any happiness from this hideous event let it begin with them.”


Eurin decided it was time to change the subject and she lowered her mug of tea. “We have the room all set for the procedure.” She spoke now. “Sivana and Ceuma are going over the last bits of information as well as the scan they were able to obtain of Isabella just before she retired to your quarters.”


“For political purposes I suggest we leave out that this procedure is almost the exact same one that the Kavalians use.” Deia said.


“Actually… it is more like the original procedure that High Coven scientists invented to speed up their clone growth Deia.” Eurin answered. “We have taken the best from both clone processes and that is what we will use. It is more High Coven in its origin however.”


Deia shrugged. “That is at least more palatable than the alternative.” She said. “And it will not raise many eyebrows because of the vampires that call the Union home.”


“You can explain that it is a process that AEC has developed and refined to increase the survival rate of this disease.” Eurin said. “The only side effect is the accelerated growth process that takes place.”


Deia nodded. “Interesting idea. Thank you Eurin. Panos and I will handle the Netnews releases for that… but only after it has taken place and Dorian is at least somewhat grown. I will not allow this to turn into a circus and affect our family. We have too much happening as it is.” She turned to Anja. “Martin knows?”


Anja nodded. “Bella and I spoke with him just before they left OMEN THREE to go to their target.” She answered. “They should be hitting the Kavalian compound in about an hour. Bella could barely speak through her tears but he took it very well considering.”


“What did he say Anja?” Gorgo asked softly.


Anja met her eyes and smiled warmly. “He said… ‘Our lives are not just a job Bella, they are a fucking adventure. And I wouldn’t have it any other way. Tell Dorian I love him and I will see him soon no matter how big he is.’… End quote.”


Deia shook her head. “Nothing fazes that man.” She said. “Nothing. It’s utterly amazing.”


“This operation they are conducting Anja?” Helen asked. “It will be successful?”


“Martin and Danny believe so yes.” Anja said. “It is a remote Kavalian hub. It’s tied into their entire defense network so Yuriko’s intelligence tells her. If we can tap into it and then we download what we need, we can at least be better prepared and have some idea how they will act. It will also provide Martin with possible locations that Pusintin could hide For'mya and the children once they are born. At least initially.”


“If they believe For'mya’s life is in danger from us… from Union forces… they will put her somewhere they feel is impregnable. But also a place where it will be easy to cover their tracks and disappear. Given what we know of the Kavalian people, it is very possible many of their military and political officers do not know the extent of what Pusintin and Keleru are doing. I can’t believe having a golden haired elven female with two small children running around Kavalian space is common by any stretch of the imagination. If she is seen there will be questions. And they may be questions Pusintin and Keleru are not prepared to answer.” Panos spoke.


“You think they will keep her out of Kavalian space Panos?” Deia asked interested in what Panos was saying. Deia had berated herself countless times over the last few days in not realizing sooner what she had discovered in Panos. The man was a veritable ancient text of knowledge that she could call on at a whim. His knowledge of ancient Sparta and her nephew Leonidas had enthralled her for hours that first time they had sat and talked. His mind was as sharp and alert as Armetus’s ever was, and he always thought in a three dimensional manner, seeing options that she did not.


Panos nodded slowly. “If I had to guess… yes. I would say they send her to Nefoa once they leave Hadarian space. It’s close enough to Kavalian territory to reinforce, but it is also a major base in its own right and heavily fortified. Armetus believes it to be the main staging base for the Kavalians within The Wilds. They have launched three major attacks from Nefoa into High Coven space in the past so it fits.”


“Pusintin can’t possibly believe the Union Senate will accept any claim to the throne by a son of his and For'mya.” Gorgo said. 


“He has backed us into a corner so to speak though.” Deia said. “We did keep secret that we were training the High Coven dragons. Technically no matter how we word that, it still goes against the Non-Interference Treaty, more so if what they say about the KFI signing onto it through the Hadarian Registry is true.”


“As long as Buonau and Wiktor plotted and schemed against me to execute the coup, I have no doubts they covered all their bases.” Anja said.


Deia nodded. “I agree with that assessment.” She stated. “The Writ of Annulment will have undoubtedly put a crimp in their plans. I’m quite sure there are many elven members of parliament that did not care for Martin in the least. Or Dysea for that matter. Her openness on many issues rubbed scores of politicians the wrong way.”


“But For'mya and L'tian agreed with her!” Anja said. “Hell… they helped her to write many of the changes into law!”


Deia nodded. “Which only makes it worse for they have no reason to be loyal to For'mya or our family. They were slighted and many will see this as a chance to get back at us no matter how it comes about.”


“Do they have any clue what giving Pusintin power would mean?” Panos asked.


Deia shook her head. “I don’t think they particularly care Panos.” She replied. “In many ways it is no different than this Utopian Movement within our own people. They feel the only way to have a perfect society is for the government to dictate everything to the people. As long as certain individuals have all the power and prestige that is.”


“What is your sense of the Senate Deia?” Gorgo asked.


“I think the debate will be lively… but I don’t believe the older Senators, especially those from Sparta, will abide Pusintin taking control through his son.” Deia said thoughtfully. “None of them agreed with what Martin did to begin with in restoring his name and rank to Sparta. They tolerated it because it was a show of his love for his lost brother… but they will not allow Pusintin to return in any way or in any form. The younger generation I am not so sure of. Many look up to Martin and they relate to Androcles very well, but they are so fickle at times it is hard to predict what they will do.”


“So they can be influenced?” Gorgo said softly.


Deia nodded. “Yes. I am not truly worried about an overall vote… but I am concerned about the attacks against our family that may stem from this debate.” She said. “There are many things Martin and even Andro have done that the people have no knowledge of. This will be the time that those who have this knowledge will come forth.”


“Nothing they have done, no matter how secret it was, nothing has ever been for anything but the benefit of our people!” Gorgo hissed.


Deia nodded. “I know that… and that is what we need to use.” She said. 


“What do you mean Deia?” Anja asked.


Panos smiled. “Reverse information.” He said. “Excellent Deia!”


“Reverse what?” Anja asked.


Deia smiled and nodded. “No matter what they may bring forth we counter it with the reasons for what we did and why.”


“Ohhh… that will send Armetus and Marci into a tizzy.” Anja stated.


Deia looked at her. “It was Armetus and Marci who first brought the idea to me.” She said. “You know as well as I that any operation Armetus and Marci consider sacred will be covered a hundred different ways. Nothing will ever come out because nothing has ever been revealed. There are many operations that will see the light however. Operations that we may have considered secondary but that others will consider large. This is what they will use and this is what we will counter. Nesa and her people are already on it. It pays that Armetus can’t travel very far right now. He is more a help to me here in Sparta at the moment. We can put our heads together when Andro returns; right now we have to support Bella.”


“How soon before you will do the procedure Anja?” Panos asked.


Anja opened her mouth to answer but Sivana’s voice interjected. “We have to do it within the next thirty-three hours.” She spoke.


Anja turned her head as she came to her feet her eyes wide. “Vana… what do you mean? Why?”


Ceuma was beside her sister and she held out the data pad to Anja and handed one to Eurin. “It appears that whatever Dorian and Ryner have experienced… they have accelerated the destabilization of Bella’s womb on purpose.”


“What?” Anja gasped.


Sivana nodded. “This melding as the Feravomir called it. The energy to the brain cells within Dorian and even Ryner have accelerated the compounds related to the disease in Bella. We compared it to the scans taken before and after Andro and Elynth melded. It is very similar though not as accelerated with Andro and Elynth because of their calm natures. Essentially… for lack of a better way of putting it… Dorian has decided he wants out now, before her womb breaks down anymore. And Ryner agrees with him. Estimates show her womb will collapse entirely in thirty-three hours at the present rate of degradation. We have to do the procedure very soon.”


Ceuma nodded. “Preferably within the next twelve hours in case our estimates are off.” She said. “Now… we have no choice.”


“Can you do that?” Gorgo asked. “Can you make him grow enough in twelve hours that he is ready to be born?


Anja looked at her as she got to her feet. “Well… it appears we are going to have too.” She stated. “Vana… get Anuk and Duewa here from Sparta ASAP. The more Healers we have the easier it will be and I want Anuk and Ceuma to assist me with the actual procedure.”


“Not me?” Sivana asked.


Anja shook her head. “I want you, Eurin and Duewa to be generating a continuous field of metaphysical healing energy that we will be filtering through Bella the entire time. It is the safest way to go. We need to keep her other bodily functions normal. Her vampire genes are going to protest the accelerated growing and we need to keep her vitals normal and almost as if it isn’t happening.”


Sivana nodded. “I’ll go make the call.” She said.


“Have Normya come with them.” Helen spoke up. “Bella and Dysea’s mother have developed a very powerful connection through the years. The additional support will make her more relaxed. She returned from Kranek with the others two days ago.”


Sivana nodded. “I’ll let her know.”


Anja looked at them. “Ok… let’s get this thing moving.” 

STRIKER DT MARK II

VL 31

ENROUTE TO KRANEK


“…staging now and we will be ready when you arrive Princess.” Cha'talla told Narice from within the transmission.


The ship was shrouded and on auto-pilot allowing Arrarn to be sitting with Narice and Toria in the rear of the ship. This particular STRIKER Mark II was one that Arrarn had designed when he was younger and then forgotten all about. His designs had ended up in Ben’s hands somehow and now he had a ship that was perfectly suited for him and his two vampire wives as well as Deneth, who was happily gnawing a large bone in the comfortable pen. The ship had the main deck and then a slight incline to an small upper deck just behind the cockpit that held a table and four chairs bolted into the floor. This table was next to the secure COM array and holo disc that they were currently viewing Cha'talla on.


“Cha'talla… why are you doing this?” Narice asked softly. “You more than anyone have more reason to hate me. Hate my people.”


“You are the instrument of change Narice Leonidas.” Cha'talla said confidently. “I no more hate you than I hate vampires as a whole. My Blessed wife is a pureblood… just like you. In her arms I have found more peace and happiness than the seven plus millennia of my life before I met her. I do this because it is best for my people and for yours.”


“My sister will fight us.” Narice said. “She and those with her will not allow us to just waltz in and take control of the government.”


Cha'talla nodded. “Perhaps… but she has not returned to Uzu Ozeib 7 since leaving Earth and that could be for any number of reasons. I will not speculate as to why but part of it is, I believe, they are waiting to see who is loyal to them and who is not.”


“Why do you believe this Cha'talla?” Toria asked.


“This.” Cha'talla said holding up the small holoimager in his hand and activating it. The tall and lean body of the older man appeared, his High Coven uniform meticulously kept and his mustache and beard trimmed to perfection.


“I am admiral Pontal of the High Coven Fifth Expeditionary Fleet. I have given this message to one of the young Immortals who works on my staff, a fine and brave warrior by the name of Tu'kor. I have asked him to accompany his fellow Immortals as they answer the call given by General Cha'talla, and then give him this message.” The man fidgeted from within the transmission obviously not used to speaking in such a way. “We are… we are at a crossroads within High Coven history and I find myself in a difficult position. I am a member of the High Coven, loyal to my people and our ideals, but I have become… disenchanted with the current leadership and their goals. After discovering what we took part in against the Leonidas family, what we endorsed by those we follow, I can no longer in good conscious follow them. It would lead to the death of my men and destruction of all I have fought my entire life to defend. General Cha'talla… if you are somehow able to get this message to Princess Narice… tell her… tell her we will stand with her. There are others like me… and should she see fit to return… in honesty we ask for her to return and take control of the government. The leadership is in turmoil right now; Princess Yuri has not returned to the homeworld and many of us are in limbo waiting to see what happens. I can not abide this. We can not abide this while the Kavalians prepare to attack us again. Princess Narice has shown intelligence and the ability to lead in the past and now we ask that she return and take her mother’s place. We are willing to meet in secret to discuss this but it needs to be soon for I do not know how long it will be before Yuri returns or begins to exert her control once more. The time is now if we are to act and keep the High Coven from fading into history. I will have someone monitoring this channel all hours of the day and night. Respond as soon as possible please.”


“Pontal?” Narice whispered.


Arrarn looked at her. “You know him Narice?” He asked.


Narice shook her head. “I know of him but I have never met him. He is the most senior of the High Coven admirals. The only one to remain away from the homeworld and command ships even though he was offered a seat on my mother’s council many times. He was one of the few she respected. He is over… gods he must be over ten or twelve thousand years old now and has fought from one side of the galaxy to the other.”


Cha'talla nodded. “I met him once when I was with Moran and he did a training mission among his fleet. The young warrior who brought this to me thinks very highly of him and wishes to return. It would seem he has treated his Immortal crewmen with much more respect and honor than most Fleet Admirals.”


“He mentions others Cha'talla.” Toria said. “Do we know how many?”


Cha'talla shook his head. “Tu'kor did not know this information. He did tell me that of the nine hundred and twelve Immortals that serve in Pontal’s command, only sixteen chose to leave when the order was received from Moran. That says quite a bit right there.”


Narice nodded. “Yes it does.” She said. “Does Andro know of this?”


“I forwarded a copy to him only a few hours ago. I suspect he will contact me at a later time to discuss it.” Cha'talla spoke. “I thought it best to speak with you first however. This Pontal did mention you by name.”


“Could it be a trap?” Arrarn asked.


Cha'talla nodded. “It could be.” He replied honestly. “Or it could be sincere.”


Narice looked at him. “Your instinct?”


Cha'talla paused for only a moment. “I believe it is sincere Princess.” He answered. “I am hearing much from those who are arriving here and none of it is good. The entire military is in far worse shape than we were led to believe. More so than I think even you know. Only those loyal to Aikiro, Moran, Tesand and other politicians got the tools and means to maintain their ships and men in top shape. Others have had to scrounge and scavenge.”


“How will something like this impact Andro’s plan?” Narice asked.


Arrarn looked at her. “Andro’s plan?” He asked. “What plan?”


Cha'talla blinked. “He does not know?” He asked.


Narice smiled and only her deep tan stopping the blush to her cheeks. “We only left a few hours ago and we were… preoccupied… with other things. I have not had a chance to tell him.” She answered. 

Toria Leonidas on the other hand did blush as she remembered the last few hours with her Princess lover and Prince Husband. She may have been almost three hundred years older than Narice and slightly more than that on Arrarn, but she had never had a man curl her toes in such a way that her handsome half elf and half wolf husband did. Arrarn had both Narice and her howling out their delight for the first few hours of their flight. While technically, as far as the Lycavorians and Union citizens were concerned, she too was a princess but she just found it harder to accept because of her history.

Cha'talla however was not dense or stupid and he nodded his head with a grin. “I will allow Narice to fill you in before you arrive Arrarn… but to answer your question Narice… an opportunity like this can only help our cause. It will not impact Andro’s plan unless you intend to let it.”

Narice shook her head immediately. “No.” She stated emphatically. “No. I would not be doing this if I did not agree one hundred percent with the entire plan Cha'talla. That Andro came to me with this before says volumes about him and how he thinks. This is a surgical strike and it is designed for only one purpose. We intend to use that purpose to advance what we feel is the best action. I happen to agree with him. I didn’t before… I only wanted to be Arrarn’s wife and Toria’s lover. I have come to realize that there are bigger goals however, and if I ever want to see my people succeed this is the only way to do it. ”

Cha'talla nodded. “Good. So do I. Can these ships do as he says they can do?”

Arrarn looked at him. “You saw what they did around Kranek Cha'talla.” He answered. “What do you think?”

“I think if we do this right… there need not be a whole lot of bloodshed.” Cha'talla spoke. “I have seen far more blood than I needed too in my many years… and if this plan prevents me from having to see more than necessary, so be it.”

“Set up the meeting Cha'talla.” Narice told him. “Same location as where we will meet the others.”

Cha'talla met her gaze. “Is that wise? Giving them a glimpse of what they face?”

“If it terrifies them even a portion of how it terrified me… then it will be well worth it.” Narice answered.

“Very well.” Cha'talla said. “I will contact this Admiral.”

“What about Andro’s worries for your people Cha'talla?” Arrarn asked. “Have you any sense on that?”

“Oh… I have no misconceptions that some will be coming here not to make a new life for themselves, but to engage in nefarious activities.” Cha'talla said plainly. “However, As'hia’s mother has taken command of all forces here on Kranek with Andro’s blessing and along with some of my more restless men…” He said with a smile. “She and they will have no trouble rooting out any troublemakers or assassins. Danarla has made quite the impression on those she led against Phy’iad, and her respect only grows. My people and those elves and others who have lived with us have become quite good at seeing beyond an Immortal’s outer demeanor as well. As'hia’s father is rapidly putting together not only a atmospheric defense force of gunships but also a well skilled and trained group of picket ships made up of your older AUTUMN MOON frigates. We are being very careful about who comes to the surface, but as we grow that will speed up. Esther is making massive amounts of the serum and my people are flocking to get it. It is a wondrous thing and this alone will spur my people to begin anew.”


“My riders?” Narice asked.


“They have already transferred to a TYPE II transport and joined with the fleet. A very unique TYPE II, quite unlike the one Tir'ut and Esther rescued your sister from Arrarn.” He told them. “Viera would not let Vollenth go without her, so she has agreed to be your dragon Arrarn Leonidas, for as long as necessary. They have sent their sons Cinol and Caydren back to Dragon Mountain on Earth to stay with their grandparents. A trip neither of them is unhappy about in the least since they will have other hatchlings to entertain them.”


“Our Command Team?” Narice asked.


“Aside from yourself, Arrarn, Toria and me… I have asked Lynom and As’hia to join us. Their union together will help us to show that things can indeed change. My son Fash'ka and two of his Tactical Unit and I have requested a Hadarian Healer as well. She will land on the ship that will return Cinol and Caydren to Earth. It will be here tomorrow shortly before you arrive.”


Narice nodded her head. “Excellent.” She said. “Your… your Blessed Wife will not be joining us?”


Cha'talla shook his head. “Esther insists her skills are needed here in helping our people, but I fear she may still harbor a small amount of distrust and anger towards anyone who…”


Narice held up her hand. “I understand.” She said softly.


“Do not think badly of her Narice.” Cha'talla spoke. “Your mother had her whipped and raped repeatedly when it was discovered she loved me. Esther has…”


“I will show her I am not my mother Cha'talla.” Narice said. “Perhaps one day she will be able to look at me and not see her.”


Cha'talla nodded clearly uncomfortable talking about it. “We have recently received a new shipment of weapons and armor from your Admiral O'Conner Arrarn Leonidas. Some very matchless items to say the least.” Cha'talla said. “Allow me to praise his ingenuity to you so that you may pass it on to him.”


“I’ll do that.” Arrarn said. 


“Then I will see all of you tomorrow and we will finalize our objectives and mission goals.” Cha'talla said. “Until then.”


They waited until the transmission had faded before Arrarn sat back in his chair. “Ok… my beautiful mates and wives… perhaps you could fill me in on just what Andro’s plan is. I know some of it… but there is obviously more to it than even I realized. Why didn’t you tell me before now?”


Narice turned her dark eyes on Toria before meeting Arrarn’s gaze. “I was going to tell both of you just after we got underway from the SCIMITAR.” She stated. “However… shortly after we took off I was diverted by a somewhat handsome man sticking his tongue down my throat and a delightfully delicious red haired companion of mine who decided then would be a good time to rediscover what I tasted like.”


“Oh… so it’s our fault?” Arrarn declared.


Toria chuckled. “You are also very confused Narice my love.” She said. “It was my tongue down your throat and Arrarn’s tongue doing the rediscovering. At least initially.”


Narice’s right eyebrow lifted a little. “Oh.” She said.


“Somewhat handsome man?” Arrarn said with a false indignant grin. “I seem to recall a stunning vampire female who couldn’t decide whether to pull my elven ears off my head or try to suffocate me between her thighs. She was muttering something about me being the most delicious man in the universe if I recall.”


“I said that?” Narice asked with a smile.


Toria leaned forward. “Yes you did.”


“Ah… I must have been delirious or something.” Narice stated. 


“Ten seconds after that you told our beautiful husband to fuck you silly my love.” Toria said with a wider smile. “Something he does so very well I might add, as evidenced by your howls of enchantment two minutes later.”


“You were timing me?” Narice gasped.


Toria batted her stunning blue eyes at Narice. “Of course not my love. I would not do that and I was too busy suckling your absurdly stiff nipples. I am only making an estimate of the time of course.”


Narice shook her head at the two of them as they grinned at her. “You two are so bad.” She stated. “Taking such advantage of me. We will need to do it often so that I learn to control myself more.”


“I’m game!” Arrarn declared.


Narice gripped his hand and brought it to her lips, kissing his hard knuckles. His hands could work magic on her body as well as Toria’s and both of them knew it. “A mug of your mother’s coffee would be much better right now and then I can fill you in on Androcles’s plan.”


“Coming right up.” Arrarn said rising to his feet. “But I will hold you to that statement.”


“It is probably something you will not have to fight me to admit openly to anyone who asks.” She answered him.


Andro had told her to try and keep his mind off of For'mya and what was happening there and Narice and Toria agreed that being intimate together so soon after leaving was the way to do it. Arrarn Leonidas could make them feel things neither of them thought possible and they garnered just as much pleasure, if not more, from being together than Arrarn did. It helped as well, that his attention was focused entirely on them and it took his mind off tings that troubled him to the extreme. Their love for him had overtaken them both quickly, but it was something both she and Toria found they could not live without now. Yes… they would have another tryst before undertaking their mission, perhaps two if Narice and Toria had their way, but then the mission would harvest all of their attention and wits. 


Narice had no doubts they would need every bit of both to pull it off.
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The small Recon Patrol of Kavalian scouts never saw what caused their deaths. They never sensed them, never saw them and never heard them. They had been stationed here for four years and nothing ever changed. They did their patrols and returned to the base to rest and wait for their next patrol. It was a tedious position, but at least the base was well stocked with food and entertainment. The only thing that they lacked was females, though they could skipped to Nefoa if they choose one or twice a month in groups of ten or less. Each of their patrols was made up of seven Puma Bane Troops, each one exceptionally well trained, however lacking in any experience and sense of perception. Not that it would have mattered. They cross the same terrain nearly every day and nothing looked out of the ordinary to them. They would never admit that complacency had set in long ago. 

The scout at the rear of the patrol did not see the loop of fine wire that dropped from the overhanging limb he walked under. The dawn was still pushing away the night and the sun had yet to breach the horizon. His weapon was in his hands but not prepared to fire and he certainly was not paying attention. At least until the wire was savagely drawn tight around his neck and his two hundred and fifty pound body was hauled off the ground with incredible strength. The air to his lungs was immediately cut off as the wire cut deeply into his neck, so tightly that it even was slicing through the layers of fur on his skin. He tried to grab for the wire with clawed hands, dropping his weapon to the ground beneath him, as his fingers attempted to pry the wire from his neck. It only tightened even more as he was yanked even higher into the tree above him. As his eyes began to glaze over, he could feel warm blood beginning to pour down his neck and chest as the wire finally bit through enough of his skin to sever his jugular vein. He struggled to look up and discover what was killing him and his brain was unable to process the fact that a vicious looking Immortal with deeply tanned skin and cruel dark eyes was exerting tremendous pressure on the ends of the wire, pulling it tighter and tighter. He would never know why he died, or why the Immortal had such an evil grin on his face. T'lolt hauled up mightily one last time, pulling the ends of the garrote even tighter and watching as the Kavalian’s legs twitched madly several times fighting death, but ultimately becoming still as two sets of hands on either side of T'lolt quickly helped him to haul the body up into the thick foliage of the two hundred and fifty year old tree they were in. The only evidence that the Kavalian had even been there seconds before was the rifle laying among the dirt and grass of the worn path. 

The sixth Kavalian in the familiar file of men turned to speak with his fellow warrior and discovered he was no longer there. He uttered a crisp word and the group of Kavalians stopped to turn as the now alert Puma Bane troop lifted his weapon and moved back down the trail. There were many different kinds of dangerous predators on Dekunna, but none that would openly attack a column of Kavalian troops. The other five men waited and watched as their comrade moved back down the trail slowly, his eyes searching the thick jungle like terrain around them. One of them said something under his breath and the five began to laugh softly.

At least until the large black wolf sprang from the side almost magically on their comrade’s right, coming from the thick foliage and its jaws sank deeply into his right forearm. The crunch of bone was surprisingly audible in the thick air and the Kavalian lost the ability to pull the trigger on his weapon. As his eyes grew wide and he screamed in pain lifting his opposite arm and reaching for the secondary weapon he carried on his back, a platinum colored wolf again magically appeared beside him from within the foliage in the middle of a leap. It was a leap that saw its wide-open jaws snap shut on their comrade’s throat and drive him to the ground with a horrific snarl and the sound of rushing air. This prodded the five remaining Puma Bane Recon men into action.

Far too slowly to save their lives.

Stepping from the dense foliage on either side of the trail, four figures appeared. All of them were dressed in strange uniforms that sported different jungle patterns, all of them were easily recognized as Lycavorian by the Kavalians, and all of them lifted wicked looking and quite silent weapons. Six seconds later, nine rounds had perforated the bodies of four of the Puma Bane soldiers and the fifth turned to run, his eyes wide in horror. He came face to face with the large Lycavorian with vicious dual fangs and yellow/golden eyes. He felt a momentary sharp pain in his abdomen and his eyes dropped to see the shaft of the ornately engraved Nehtes buried fully in his guts. Fiery pain then registered in his mind as the spearhead had erupted out his lower back taking with it bits of flesh and several pieces of his spinal column. As his mouth opened to allow a hellish scream of agony, the Lycavorian lifted his hand. A silvery diamond shaped object formed instantly in that armored hand and then exploded from his open palm. The psychic diamond entered the Kavalian’s open mouth and blew open the back of his large skull, spraying bone, fur and gray matter on the grass behind him.

Martin tore his Nethes free with little effort and less acknowledgement that he had just killed the man violently and watched his body slump silently to the gorund. No one in his team said a word as their PSGs deactivated and they began to appear all around him. Even Wayonn remained silent as he reappeared standing behind Aricia and Dysea as they moved forward, wiping blood from their mouths and using a canteen of water he had given to them to wash out the foul taste of Kavalian blood from their mouths. T'lolt, Julie and Kenny dropped nimbly from the massive tree above them, landing without a whisper of sound and moving up with the others.

Danny was the one to speak first. “That’s the last of them Marty.” He stated. They had spent the last two hours eliminating four Kavalian patrols that Torma and Isheeni had directed them to from high above.

Martin nodded and turned his head upward. Anything brother? He asked Torma.

Isheeni and Iriral have made two low passes over the base and detect nothing. Torma answered. There is a risk that I could be noticed if I drop lower because of my size. There is no indication that they are aware we have killed their patrols. That will probably change as the sun rises higher however Martin.

Martin nodded. No doubt. Ok… we’re moving to our assault positions. The three of you hold what you have until we insure that no T19s can or will be launched and then you drop in and take out the barracks.

We will be waiting. Torma answered.

Martin looked at everyone as they crowded around. “Ok… Torma, Isheeni and Iriral have said they detect no recognition inside the base to our actions. We move ahead with phase two. Danny… take half the team and move to your assault position. Make sure their COMs are the first thing you take or we are royally fucked. Julie and Cirith will take out the two towers since they are the only ones who can blur and get to them fast enough. Once you have the COM room silenced destroy any T19s they have locked in this center and then Torma, Isheeni and Iriral will take out the barracks. Aricia, Dysea and I will hit the officer’s barracks with the other half and if our timing is on, we can kill most of them before they even wake up.”

“Yuriko is in position?” Danny asked.

Martin nodded. “You’ll have your long gun cover. Two of her Commandos won the Long Range Shooting competition two years ago. They’ve set up on the west ridge, just above where you will go in.”

“And where will I be while all this is happening Martin?” Wayonn asked.

“Watching from a safe perch.” Martin said.

Wayonn met his eyes for a long moment. He had witnessed the murderous precision of these men and women in the last two hours and it was nothing short of terrifying. He had heard the whispers of the Durcunusaan on Curila 6 when these men and women were spoken of. It was said that they could actually predict what each other was going to do in any given situation. After seeing them in action, Wayonn did not doubt it in the least. Having the huge Immortal fit in with their team so seamlessly spoke volumes about them. He and Deia were the only ones that he knew of who had been alive to see the savagery the Lycavorian people could call on if needed. It was a terrifying thing yes, but it was also what allowed them to survive for as long as they did. Wayonn had been concerned at first that this might turn into a vendetta of sorts by Martin, signaling to him that perhaps the darkness of Xaxon that had infected him was not completely gone. It was a concern he now knew was never needed. Martin Leonidas was angry yes, angry beyond any describable words, but he was also a consummate professional. He knew that in order to get his For'mya back that he needed to be at his best. He wasn’t about to let emotion rule his actions or his decisions Wayonn saw, and this more than anything made Wayonn feel more secure in the knowledge that Xaxon held no sway over Martin any longer.
Wayonn had also come to the conclusion that having Martin Leonidas or his son out for your blood was the single most ignorantly stupid thing to incur. He had seen a little of Andro’s wrath, and was now viewing Martin’s first hand. That they both reminded him far too much of Sumar and Resumar was not lost on him.

Wayonn shook his head. “I am a Lycavorian and this is my fight now as well.” He stated. “Sumar did not push me to the side and nor will you.”

Martin met his eyes and nodded after a moment. “Then stick close to Andreus.” Martin said. “You’ll be covering our asses.”

Wayonn nodded. “Something he has done very well through the years I see, since you are entirely too reckless for a King and you should be dead by now given your propensity for leaping into impossible situations.”

Martin saw Andreus chuckle softly from his spot next to his sister Aricia. “You have no idea Val'istar.” He said. 

Martin grinned, his long dual wolf fangs giving off a less than reassuring look. “I have never gotten into a situation that I couldn’t get out of.” He stated.
“Ah… Skipper…” Pablo spoke up from the side. “Columbia was…”

“Columbia doesn’t count!” Martin hissed quickly. “That wasn't my fault! And we got out!”

“Kenny told you not to use so much explosive Skipper.” Julie said from her spot beside Danny. 

“I didn’t know that the damn bridge was going to fall into the fucking river!” Martin spat. “The support spans looked sturdier!”

“They were made out of bamboo boss.” Kenny spoke now. “Bamboo doesn’t survive fourteen pounds of C-7 Semtex going off above it. Even on it’s best day.”

“We got out didn’t we?” Martin snapped.

“Yeah… we got out.” Danny nodded. “Only we had to walk twenty miles to get to the secondary extraction point because your little display brought every Comcharro asshole within twenty clicks down on us.” He said. “Come to think of it… you still owe all of us a case of beer for that one.”

“Yeah! Each of us!” Julie exclaimed.

Martin dismissed them with a wave of his hand. “No sense of humor!” He snapped softly.
“Sense of humor?” Danny gasped. “The Secondary PZ was a nubous garbage dump Marty! I had crotch rot for a week because we had to wade through that rancid water just to get to it!”

“I didn’t pick the damn PZ!” Martin growled.

“No… but you’re the reason we had to go to it.” Julie said sweetly. She glanced up at Danny. “Have your ever told Anuk or Nayeca what was growing on…”

“Hell no!” Danny gasped in horror. “You think I’m crazy? They’d never let me into bed with them again!”

Julie chuckled. “Wow! I got something I can use against you in the future you mean?”

“C’mon Jules… you wouldn’t do that would you?” Colin asked from next to Kenny. “That was downright nasty.”

Julie chuckled. “Ok… maybe not.” She spoke batting her dark eyes at Danny’s worried expression.

Martin knelt there and looked at Aricia and Dysea. They could see the happiness in his eyes that he was once more in his element with men and women that he loved and trusted. That small group now included them and Cirith as well.

“I would like to hear this story Julie Collins.” T'lolt spoke moving closer. “It sounds most fascinating.”

This brought chuckles from all of them and the fever pitch of combat bled off just enough for them to gather strength and will from each other. Martin nodded his head towards them after a long moment. 
“Ok… let’s do this people.” He said firmly.

They all nodded in agreement.

SCIMITAR

SIX HOURS FROM EARTH’S SYSTEM

Devra Re Mydala knew exactly what she had in the powerful Lycavorian Spartan Bren. It was what she had hoped to discover when she first became Coren’s wife. She had hoped to find a confident and intelligent man who was comfortable with himself. Instead she had discovered a man who was confident and intelligent, but who more often than not treated her as a trophy of some sort. Coren was never comfortable with himself, at least not around her. It did not help in the least that his political career had been thriving so. Devra knew after the first hundred years with him that nothing would ever rate higher on his list than his career. Not even her. Still she remained with him because she loved him still, and because of the children he was giving her. That love had finally died a long death thirty some years ago, and in those three decades, no matter how many men approached her none made her blink twice. None except Bren. He was older than her by a few hundred years, but unlike the difference in age with Coren, this never entered her mind with Bren.

Bren was every bit as confident as Coren, equally as intelligent if one included the kind of life Bren had led, as well as his own advanced degrees. He was so unlike Coren in so many ways. She knew their relationship was still very young, but no matter how many times he touched her, that touch never ceased to make her shiver in delight. She knew this would never end for it was part of Lycavorian instinct, the need to touch and have physical contact. While she and Coren never held hands, Devra and Bren went nowhere jointly without her holding his arm or their hands clasped together. When he looked at her with those eyes she saw a devotion to her within them that would never fade with time. When he made love to her, not only did he have the willpower to resist her Alkay until the point he was driving her insane with pleasure, but he never granted release to himself until she was shuddering in his arms and cooing like a school girl into his ear how much she loved him. It may have been male bravado and his wolf nature, but if he made her feel that every time they made love, Devra would coo into his ear for centuries to come and never tire of it. To him she was an equal in every way, and while she knew he was jealous to some extent, he was also relaxed enough with himself to know that she was his mate and wife. He could almost sense the devotion to him that filled Devra whenever she gazed at his face, or even watched him from across a room. He trusted her beyond reproach and this ultimate fact only made Devra worship him all the more. 
Devra knew all these things, and was learning more each day she woke in his arms, so she knew immediately that something was not right when she entered the large mess lounge on the SCIMITAR and saw Caliria sitting alone at the table in the far corner. Her oldest daughter looked deep in thought and Devra could detect the simple motions of her head that told her Caliria was troubled about something. She drew a mug of the delicious coffee that Bren had gotten her hooked on and dismissing the sweet smelling food that filled the long line, she moved to the table when Caliria sat.

“Caliria?” Devra asked softly as she sat down.
“Mother?” Caliria gasped in surprise and she looked around for the man who her mother now called husband.

Devra smiled. “Bren is in a meeting.” She stated. “He left early this morning. Why are you here alone daughter? What is wrong?”

“Nothing!” Caliria answered far too quickly she realized too late.

Devra smiled and sipped the coffee before reaching out and placing her hand over Caliria’s. “This is your mother you are speaking to Caliria Leonidas.” She said. “Do not try and fool me. Something is bothering you and this is how you have always dealt with such things. You retreat into yourself and try to come to terms with whatever it is in your head. Now… tell me what is wrong.”

Caliria met her eyes finally and shrugged her slim shoulders. She had never held anything back from her mother before and starting now was something she couldn’t do. “That is… that is just it mother.” She exclaimed. “I… I don’t know!”

Devra’s eyes narrowed. “I… I don’t think I follow. Does it have to do with Androcles or the others? With what happened when…”

Caliria shook her head. “Yes… No… I don’t know.” She answered.

Devra set her mug down. “Perhaps you should take a deep breath and start from the very beginning Caliria.”

“It is all so… it is so overwhelming mother.” Caliria said finally. “Everything is taking place so quickly. Andro is… he is so…”

“Established. Confident. Wise beyond his years. Powerful… and not just physically. He is hard to understand, but because of your ability to Mindvoice, you understand him almost perfectly. He overwhelms you but doesn’t suffocate you. You…” Devra began.

Caliria looked at her with wide eyes. “How…?”

Devra smiled. “It is no different than what I feel for Bren, or what I have been feeling and experiencing since coming here. It’s these people, the air about them. How they view things. If anyone would have told me six months ago that I would see Lycavorians in such a radically different way then what I did then I would have laughed at them. If someone would have told me I would tremble for the touch of the Lycavorian man who I now love so completely I would have made sure they were committed.” Devra looked at her. “Have you…”
Caliria felt her skin flush and her heart race at her mother’s question. “Yes. And I can not begin to describe what I feel. What he makes me feel. My… my Alkay affects him… it affects all of them… but they fight it and control it and make me feel things I have never imagined. It is almost as if Andro consumes me mother. It is the most exquisite feeling to feel him within me so completely. Sadi and Ne'Veha and the others too. I can see within his thoughts and how he feels for each of us, the non-questioning devotion and love. It is… it is almost overwhelming but it never reaches the point where it is overbearing. They are not… they are not possessive or jealous… and I feel the same for them! For each of them! It is frightening mother! It terrifies me!”

“Caliria… so much has happened in the past weeks.” Devra said.

“That is just it!” Caliria exclaimed. “I was taken mother, used by… used by so many, forced to do things I did not want to do! Never once have they questioned me about it! Almost as if it never happened!”

“It is not their way to reflect or dwell on past events Caliria.” Devra said taking her hand across the table. “They care about what happen to you… but they will not dwell on it. Their way is to show you that they love you regardless and that they are here for you no matter what takes place.”
“Mother… do you know how many lives he took to save me?” Caliria asked her quite suddenly.

Devra shook her head surprised by the question. “No… and I do not think he cares. Nor do I. You were taken against your will by criminals and scum Caliria! Are we supposed to just forget that? Are we supposed to just let that stand as your father was so willing too do? As so many Regents are willing to do?”

“What about the over three million men and women this Hadarian woman Buonau says he is responsible for killing by ordering that these Jump Gates be destroyed?” Caliria asked. “Did you know about that?”

“I found out shortly after we arrived here.” Devra answered. “It is not something he did lightly Caliria. He was saving millions more, billions more by doing what he did. You have seen yourself how these Kavalian people treat others!”

“You know how I feel about violence mother.” Caliria spoke. “You… you can not fight violence with violence. It only leads to more violence. And pain and injury. The Prophets say we should live in harmony with everyone.”

“The Prophets do say that yes.” Devra said calmly. “They say harmony is preferable to chaos. They do not however, say we need to give up who we are to anyone in order to have harmony. They do not frown upon defending one self and others if need be. And they most certainly do not advocate oppression to placate the need for harmony.” Devra looked at her daughter intently. “What is bothering you Caliria? What is truly bothering you?” She asked.

Caliria exhaled heavily. “I don’t… I don’t know who I am anymore mother.” She said softly and urgently. “Just this morning on the way here, three different people referred to me as Princess.”

“Well… officially you are a Princess in the eyes of the Lycavorian people Caliria.” Devra answered. “Androcles is Crown Prince of the Union.”

“That’s just it!” Caliria hissed. “He is Crown Prince… but no one has asked me if I want to be a Princess! No one has asked me what I want!”

Devra’s eyes narrowed. “Caliria… are you saying he…?”

“What?” Caliria exclaimed. “No… by the grace of the Prophets mother no! I wanted to be with him as much as he wanted me. More even! No… I’m talking about everything else! Everyone just assumes that I… that I want to be a Princess. That I want to be his… his mate. I am three hundred years older than him and no one asks me what I want!” She spoke the word mate with a tinge of distaste that Devra detected easily.

“Are you saying that you don’t?” Devra asked softly. “And the term mate is sacred to them Caliria. Just as wife is. It is one of the ways they maintain their connection to their past, to who they are inside.”
“I don’t know what I want mother!” Caliria hissed. “Everything is happening so fast and no one is asking me what I want! And mate is… it is such a demeaning term! It does not speak of who they are inside and their nature in stellar means! It is… it is primitive and… degrading and…”

Devra sat back slowly. “Why do I hear your father’s words and teachings in your voice and tone now?” She said softly. “I came to them willing to give them anything they wanted to help me find you. Androcles took nothing. He would take nothing from me. He almost sent me and your sisters away for the very reasons you are speaking now. You have not been among them for as long as I have Caliria but even you must see that everything we teach and learn about these people is false! It has been false for so many centuries. Many of us knew it and did nothing. Why?”

“I don’t know.” Caliria said softly.

“I will tell you why.” Devra stated. “Because we think of ourselves as above everyone. That we are somehow superior to everyone when we are not! How we treat those born with hair such as you is the perfect example!”

Caliria looked at her. “They discarded those they thought weak mother.” She spoke. “I have seen that. Not only in their history, which I have been studying, but also within Andro’s mind as well.”

Devra nodded. “Yes I know. But who among our two species has moved on from such ways and who clings to it Caliria?” Devra asked. “They grew out of that stage in their history, yet we maintain it. Eliani’s mother took all the research and work that you have done all these years and made a counteragent to the OSG chemical control of us. Her first thoughts were not to take credit for that… but to give it to you! Who it rightfully belongs too! You are the one who saved our people Caliria! Your work! How many times have you told me in the past that your only wish is to find a man who will look beyond the exterior and worship you for who you are? You have found that now! Just as I have!”

Caliria looked at her across the table. “And what if that is not what I want mother?” She snarled. “What if he is not what I want? No one is asking me mother!” She shouted as she came to her feet. “No one is asking me!” 

Caliria saw the shocked look on her mother’s face and where her eyes were directed and she turned her head quickly. Her own green eyes grew wide when she saw Androcles standing just inside the door of the mess lounge, Dutkne beside him. His expression was void of emotion but she had stared into those eyes enough times the last few days to see the confusion and hurt in them. She took a step towards him but he turned quickly and whispered to Dutkne who only nodded. Then he stepped back into the corridor and was gone. Just before the tears came rolling forth Devra embraced her daughter tightly, effectively shielding her from all around her as she began to draw her out of the mess lounge.
DEKUNNA  
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SOUTHERN EQUATORIAL CONTINENT
The Kavalian in the tower felt the light breeze and turned his head away from the banned holo/novel he was reading. He felt a slight sting on either side of his neck and his hands came up to slap away the insect from his fur. When he pulled his palms back, the fur on his hands was thickly coated with blood. His eyes grew wide at this and then he saw the twin fountains of red arching away from his thick neck. As he opened his mouth to scream out a warning to his fellow soldiers the shadows in front of him rippled and shifted oddly and then the raven haired vampire female materialized in front of him with a vicious and cruel expression on her surreal and amazingly beautiful face. He saw the flash of metal this time and felt the blades of the twin knives burying themselves within his chest. He watched her beautiful face as she exerted her vampire strength and ripped the blades sideways away from each other between his ribs. The last thing he saw was the terrible glint in her cobalt blue eyes before her blades, traveling along the inside edge of his ribs, neatly carved his lungs in two and severed three major arteries to his heart. Blood bubbled forth as he tried to scream once more, the only sound leaving his lips was the rush of air as he pitched forward and her hands caught him, lowering him to the floor and then tearing her blades from his flesh. It would take him several minutes to die, but he would die silently and painfully, which is exactly what Cirith wanted, for what his kind had done not only to Dysea but to For'mya and the family that she now had. A beautiful, strong family centered around him. She squatted out of sight behind the waist high walls of the tower and touched the implant on her jaw.

“Tower one eliminated.” She whispered.

“Copy.” The reply came in Wayonn’s voice.

[Cirith?] Martin’s voice filled her mind and she shuddered in happiness and the blissful memories of only hours ago.

[I am fine husband.] She answered him quickly, so comfortable in referring to him that way now, and so utterly enchanted that he returned those emotions and feelings towards her ten fold.

[Stay there until we begin our assault and then you and Julie join us.] He ordered her.

[Understood.] Cirith answered as she peeked up over the side of the wall and directed her eyes towards the second tower. Her vampire eyes detected the motion, almost like a shift in the wind really, and she knew Julie was about to strike. 
The Kavalian in the second tower did not even have the opportunity or slight warning that his partner did. 
Julie Collins may have been a clone of the former woman, but she held all of her most special memories within her mind. In essence she was Julie Collins reborn. But she was now a vampire, and she had fought the Kavalians for the better part of fifteen years now using her new vampire skills. The knowledge that she had finally found the one place that those memories had drawn her too and that she had for all intents and purposes found the family she had been taken away from so long ago; that fueled her now. And it made her all the more determined to stay alive this time and finally experience what her memories had driven her to seek. Julie Collins unwrapped the shadows from around her body while in motion. She appeared not three meters from the Kavalian guard who was still completely unaware of her. 

Perhaps it was an innate sense of danger that alerted him, but it was far too late. He lifted his head from the pad he had been reading just as Julie struck. Her open palm blow connected with the full force of her vampire strength, snapping his head to the side and effectively stunning him. While she was still in motion, she grasped his long fur at the base of his neck, reached around and grasped his wide jaw and she twisted just as hard and quickly as she could. The pop of his snapping neck sounded like a gunshot to her, but carried no more than a meter. His legs twitched madly for several seconds and then were still. She lowered the body to the floor silently, and then squatted over the inert for and touched her jaw. 
“Tower Two eliminated.” She whispered.

“Copy.” Wayonn answered. “Team Two you are clear. Execute.”

“Executing.” Daniel’s voice sounded.

Wayonn peered down from his perch on the wall at the entrance to the COM bunker.


The Kavalian Watch Officer waited for the large double doors to fully open before he stepped into the morning air and took a deep breath. His eyes lifted immediately to the second tower as they always did, just as he raised the Tazli Root laced tobacco pipe. He should have seen the head of his guard there and did not. He turned a full one hundred and eighty degrees to look up to his first tower and once more could not see the guard sitting in the chair. He was an experienced soldier, though his time here had dulled the same instincts that had kept him alive through fourteen clashes with High Coven and Immortal troops. As those instincts began to shout out in alarm he felt a powerful force crash into his chest and he staggered back, the pipe falling from his fingers. He looked down quickly and couldn’t understand why there was now a fist sized hole in the center of his chest. He also didn’t comprehend the sight of nine heavily armed and very large Lycavorians rushing toward him with weapons out. As he turned his head to shout a warning, his legs gave out and the signals to his brain finally caught up to him that told him he was dead.


One point seven kilometers away, laying on the damp rocks and dirt, Yuriko lowered her macrobinos. “Nice shooting Robert.” She said matter-of-factly.


The human soldier snorted. “Pulled that to the right by six millimeters.” He stated as he jacked another round into the huge 20mm silenced Aeger Sniper Rifle.


Yuriko grinned and tapped her jaw. “Father… Watch Officer has been eliminated and Uncle Daniel is entering the COM building. The Base Commander should be in one of the side quarters away from the barracks. Sniper Teams Two and Three… weapons free. I say again… weapons free.”


“Got a sleeper Yuriko. Two o’clock. Catwalk above the COM building. 1.7 range. 3.2 deflection.” Robert spoke from behind the scope.


Yuriko lifted her binos. “Take the shot.”


“Shooting!” Robert spoke softly as he pulled the trigger smoothly.


Yuriko watched with some pride as the Kavalian that had been sitting in the chair on the catwalk that extended around the COM building was blown back against the wall, only the lower half of his jaw still attached to his body.

“Show off.” Yuriko growled under her breath.


“Honey! We’re home!” The deep voice caused all thirteen of the Kavalian Puma Bane troops in the COM room to turn at the same time as the soundproof doors closed behind Danny and his team. 


Danny’s right arm came whistling forward as he words finished echoing from his lips and his Nehtes left his grip with devastating speed and power. The extended nine foot spear impaled the senior Kavalian operator who stood closest to the Transmission array through his thorax. The air could be heard exiting his lungs as the force of the throw lifted him off his feet and then pinned him against the wall of the bunker with the Nehtes sinking nearly half its length into the soft bedrock wall. This served to draw the attention of all the other Kavalians if only for a second or two. Which was all the time they needed. The COM center was relatively small with perhaps eight stations spread out in a semi circle around the main transmission holo/disc. To the left was a small alcove that held computer banks and two chairs. 
What followed was by no means fair and balanced. It was never meant to be, and no one among them would lose any sleep over it. Nine cut down P190A5s, the standard Union assault rifles specifically designed for clandestine work, began spitting out 10mm caseless rounds of mortal death. Twelve Kavalian bodies began to do a ghoulish dance of death as the kinetic rounds slammed into soft tissue, shattering bone and internal organs with little regard. The only sound in the room was the impacts on flesh and the near silent working of the weapons. These men and women did not miss, and from this range their first shots were usually lethal. Danny shifted targets four times panning left, sending five round bursts into four different Kavalians, and easily overlapping his field of fire with Kenny, Pablo and Colin Walsh who flanked him on the left. The five members of their team on their right had formed a comparable wall of death and were spraying with surgical precision the right side of the COM room. Equipment was peppered with the deadly kinetic rounds, much of it being turned into useless junk by the sheer amount of firepower that they were using. It was probably overkill, and far more force than they usually would have applied on an operation like this, but at the moment they did not care.

Payback was a bitch.

As Danny ejected his half spent hundred round magazine, his dark eyes swept the room with great care and clarity. Three single silenced shots echoed out and Danny turned to see Colin pumping killing shots into two Kavalians.

“Colin?” He hissed softly.

Colin met his eyes. “Sorry…” He spoke quickly. “Just some personal payback I guess.”

“You get it out of your system?” Danny asked.

Colin nodded as he too began to change magazines. “Yeah.”

“Good. Check the equipment room and secure the T19s! Make sure we can still use the computers too!” Danny ordered. “Kenny… see what they have on tap at the landing zone. Make sure we got no incoming surprises.”

“On it.” Kenny declared leaping over the control station.

Danny tapped his jaw. “Marty… COM Center is ours. T19s are down! T19s are down! Turn Torma loose!” He hissed.

“Understood.” Martin’s businesslike voice spoke.

Danny smiled to himself. Marty had his business face and voice on and he would not tolerate mistakes now. It was good to have his old brother back, but they would still collect their pound of flesh for the reasons behind that welcome transformation. He did not see or hear Martin look into the rapidly brightening sky and speak. 

Torma! The barracks! Now!


There were exactly one hundred and twenty-seven Puma Bane troops sleeping in the barracks. That did not include the five officers who were housed in a separate barracks two hundred meters away, two of whom were currently partaking of the feminine wiles of the less than willing biogenic females that had arrived in the last supply shipment only two days before.


None of these men saw the near six and a half ton dragon drop from the brightening sky, his massive wingspan blotting all the slivers of sunlight that were advancing over the horizon and directing all of his muscle and weight onto the very center of the barracks ceiling. Torma had slimmed down much over the course of the last years, dropping to his current weight of six and a half metric tons from the nearly eight metric tons he was. He was stronger and faster now than he had ever been, and this new body had led to the last clutch of eggs that Isheeni had laid, not to mention many more nights of rapture with his beautiful dragon mate. Through the years he had also taken on much of Martin’s more reckless nature and made it his own. This was one of those times and as Isheeni and Iriral watched with wide eyes as they followed him in closely, Torma activated his psychic shield just before impact and then sent his near twenty-two meter body plunging through the ceiling of the barracks with hardly any resistance.


The desire to remain as inconspicuous as possible had caused the Kavalians to build the majority of the base with materials found on this planet. Standard construction material would have been easily picked up on sensors even before ships reached orbit. They had used the large and sturdy trees from this world, combining them with the softer granite material so prevalent all over. Dropping at nearly sixty meters per second and weighing what he did Torma tore through the roof of the barracks with barely a pause. The crashing sound that followed would have woken the dead. His talons and lower body, encased in shimmering dragon armor, crushed the life from nine Kavalian troops before they even had the opportunity to wake up. His massive and armored Heavy Horn tail lashed out to the side with incredible force and crushed another dozen Kavalians even as they were beginning to wake up and scramble from their beds. This is when Isheeni and Iriral struck.


The windows on either end of the barracks imploded inward, along with the frames and pieces of the granite construction. Isheeni and Iriral’s armored bodies pushed into the barracks up to their shoulders and both of them let loose with trumpets of all encompassing anger. What followed next was a massacre as both Isheeni and Iriral cut loose with the most intense streams of flame they could generate inside the barracks. Dozens of Kavalians were instantaneously and without regard incinerated. Torma heaved his massive body up out of the conflagration just as the two streams of flame met in the center and then as landed on the outside of the buildings side he added his own stream of superheated lava like breath directly into the hole he had just created.

Martin, Aricia, Dysea and three Durcunusaan troops had moved inside the wall of the compound the moment Yuriko’s sniper had taken out the Watch Officer. Using all of their wolf speed, without actually changing forms, they sprinted from shadow to shadow until they were beside their targets. The barracks building they leaned against was broken into four apartment like domiciles inside with short stairs into each apartment. This building housed the Kavalian Base Commander and his three senior officers. The moment Torma smashed into the ceiling of the normal barracks two hundred meters away Martin, Aricia and Dysea and the others moved.

The doors were simple structures and Cody and Master Chief they all called Tony used brute force to smash the door aside. The Master Chief was the larger of the two and he put his shoulder directly into the center of the door frame, snapping it in two with his strength and his forward momentum. As Tony dashed into the apartment, Cody broke to the right sweeping his weapon in front of him. He saw the Kavalian officer just scrambling out of his bed and with unerring accuracy Cody pumped nine rounds into his chest area and one 10mm round directly between his eyes. The officer’s body flipped unceremoniously over his bed and collided with the wall behind him before slumping to the floor dead.


“One down!” Cody barked into his implant.


Aricia followed close behind the Durcunusaan troop who bull rushed the door in front of them. His large size and weight splintered the door into dozens of smaller pieces, all of them propelled into the apartment as Aricia followed him in. The officer in this room was climbing off the biogenic Kavalian female on the bed as Aricia entered. He turned with a surprised look on his face seeing the two armored figures in his room, but he recognized them instantly for what they were. The female screamed and rolled off the bed as the officer reached for his gun, his still slick cock dangling in the open. Aricia didn’t hesitate and fired three times. Her aim was dead on as well and the Kavalian’s cock suddenly evaporated in a fine mist of red and stopped him cold in his movement as savage pain gripped him. He screamed in utter agony as he fell to the floor writhering in pain. Aricia took seven steps up next to his body, her right hand flared briefly and she sent the psychic diamond hurtling into the center of his forehead. His cries of pain ceased as did all but the twitching of his legs. Her azure eyes spun to glare from behind her helmet at the Kavalian female.


“Don’t… don’t hurt me!” The female cried. “I am not with them! I…”


Aricia flicked out her wrist and using her PK power of Mindvoice she sent the woman smashing hard into the wall with a resounding thud, knocking her unconscious and silencing her protests. 


“Two down!’ She snapped into her implant and turning to the Durcunusaan troop. “Tie her up!” She snapped. “Then bring her outside!”


“As you order my Queen!” The man echoed stepping over the body of the Kavalian and grabbing the female none too gently.


Aricia touched the small console on her forearm and activated her PSG, her lithe body shimmering from view until it was all but indiscernible from the surrounding background and then she headed outside.

Dysea and her troop acted as efficiently as her elven nature. He simply bulled his way through the door and covered his elven Queen as she sent the third Kavalian officer into hell with a sustained burst from her P190A3. His body was pinned against the far wall as thirteen rounds perforated his flesh and he finally slumped to the floor, dead long before his movement stopped.


“Three!” Dysea snapped into her implant.


The Kavalian Base Commander had literally thrown the biogenic female off him when Torma had smashed into the barracks across his base. He was scrambling for his weapon when the door to his apartment shattered inward. He saw a flash of a body as it continued out of his line of sight and his hands clamped around his assault rifle. He lifted his rifle and proceeded to move out of his small bedroom area, the rifle tracking in front of him. He leveled the weapon at the Durcunusaan soldier that was slowly getting to his feet seemingly unconcerned and waited until the man turned to face him, his dark eyes burning brightly behind the dragon armor helmet and face shield. The Kavalian’s eyes grew large as he saw the man even smile under the cheeks shields that guarded his face.


The Commander hissed savagely and pulled the trigger on his rifle only to see some invisible force grab the barrel and rip it upwards so that the rounds impacted the ceiling above him. The Base Commander’s eyes grew wide when he saw the shifting of light texture directly beside him. Light texture that was in the shape of a man. 

“Is that how you greet guests?” The deep voice asked causing the man’s eyes to grow even wider as the cloaked figure took on more of a solid feature. He couldn’t see, let alone stop the blow from the armored fist encased in a light blue mist like field as it crushed against his jaw and sent him flying backwards across the room. His naked body smashed into several very expensive pieces of fine art that the Commander had obtained through the years before abruptly stopping in a rush of air as he impacted the rear wall of the apartment. The air left his lungs in a violent exhale and he knelt there momentarily stunned.


He looked up in time to see the huge figure, still shrouded in that light bending field step up to him and grab the long fur on his head with no regard. He glimpsed another blue mist like fist hurtling at him but was still too dazed to try and avoid it before it pummeled into his face like a hammer. The force of the blow lifted him off his feet and sent him crashing down upon the floor three meters away, the simple chair under him splintering into many pieces, blood now flowing freely from his mangled lips and shattered nose.


“It’s a bit different when you aren’t attacking women and children isn’t it asshole!” That voice seared his mind again.


He looked up and saw the figure moving towards him with a measured gait. He saw one hand reach up and touch the other and then that light bending shield that made him nearly invisible vanished from view. That is when the Kavalian Base Commander saw those burning yellow/golden eyes and knew without question he was dead.


“YOU!” He screeched. “It… no! You are dead! We… we saw it! You are dead!”


“Being dead is overrated!” Martin snarled. “I didn’t much care for it!” 

Martin wasted no time and reached down to grab the Kavalian by his throat, wrenching him up to his feet and using his incredible wolf strength, fueled by his PK power to hurl him across the room once more. This time it was directly at the remaining window and his body flailed wildly as it smashed through the thick glass. Martin leaped forward, following the officer through the window and landing beside him on the ground outside. The Kavalian’s naked body was now cut deeply in several places, his blood rapidly soaking his fur as he staggered on the ground, lifting his head at the horrible sound of a dragon trumpeting. Terrible fear gripped him as he whirled around and saw Torma, dragon armor encasing his huge muscular body and glittering in the rising sun, striding toward him with two others directly behind him. The main barracks that housed his men was aflame and completely destroyed, one whole side caved into the structure. As he looked at it he knew none of his men would have escaped that inferno. 

The man’s blood was dripping profusely onto the ground and he was frozen in place as Torma settled to the ground only four meters from him and shook his huge front talon to the side. The Kavalian’s eyes grew wide as he saw the upper torso of one of his soldiers flip off that long talon and fly through the air landing with a sickening thud some ten meters away. Those eyes were so similar to the Lycavorian King and as that thought hit him he spun around once more to glare at Martin.
“You… you will start a war with this action!” He screamed at Martin, his spittle flying from his bloody lips. “Marshall Pusintin and Prefect Keleru will… they will not let this stand!”

“War?” Martin growled at him. “What do you know of war fool?” He screamed as Aricia and Dysea and the others began to move closer to him. “You attack innocent men, women and children! My people! You kidnap my elven wife and mate and rape her!” Martin raged as he lashed out with a PK fueled punch that smashed into the man’s chest. The Kavalian officer gagged as nearly all of his ribs splintered because of that one blow, slamming him back into the ground.

Walter appeared beside Aricia and Dysea with Andreus, his eyes wide. He moved to step forward but Aricia reached out and took his arm. “No Val'istar.” She said softly.

“Aricia… child… he must not let his anger fuel his actions!” Wayonn spoke urgently.

“Anger?” Dysea asked him. “Nauta Melme is not angry right now Val'istar.” She spoke with what could only be described as a small chuckled of amusement.

“What… what do you call that?” Wayonn asked.

“Justice.” Cirith’s voice echoed softly as she came up next to Dysea.

“War!” Martin roared again as he lifted his Nehtes and extended the spear to its full nine foot length. “I will show you the true face of war little man!” 

Martin drove his Nehtes down with all of his strength, impaling the Kavalian officer clean through his abdomen with at least a meter of the Nehtes sinking deeply into the Earth under him. Martin twisted the Nehtes savagely and leaned over to stare into the agony filled eyes of the Kavalian officer, his hands gripping the now bloody shaft.
“I have released the wolves and the dragons of war fool Kavalian!” Martin hissed at him. “For what Keleru and my brother have done I will show you the true definition of war! It has a face you know! My face! My son’s face! No mercy! No remorse! No surrender! And with their vile actions, it is your own leaders who have unlocked the shackles that bound us! Remember that as your life bleeds away into the earth of this planet! You will die now; you will die with the knowledge that many more of your despicable race will follow you into Jorbhe and beyond!” 
Martin ripped his Nehtes free of the man’s abdomen and ignored his cry of agony as pieces of his internal organs went with the spear head. Martin’s right boot snapped forward and crunched into the head of the Kavalian, sending him spinning away, his skull fractured in two places. Martin collapsed his Nehtes and stepped back slightly, turning to look at Aricia and the others. Wayonn saw his face split into an enormous grin under the helmet. 
“Ok… I think I have worked the kinks out.” He stated. “This new armor is the shit!”

Aricia and the others could not help but burst into laughter as the rush of combat began to subside. Martin turned when he saw the two Kavalian biogenic females being led out of the apartments, their hands secured in front of them. Both of them were terrified, that much was obvious, but that fear did not detract from their beauty. One had long dark hair and the other had white blond hair and both had very healthy figures. The two Durcunusaan troops ushered them over to where he was and pushed them to their knees.

“Please…!” The one who had been in the Commander’s apartment. Her white blond hair whipped from side to side as she looked around with wide green eyes. “We… we do not want to die! We were sent here to entertain these beasts! We did not…”

“Silence!” Wayonn barked loudly as he stepped up to Martin. His voice had the desired affect and both women fell silent. Martin Leonidas… you can not… He began speaking within Mindvoice.

Wayonn… do you honestly believe I would harm innocents? Martin asked him. 
Well… no. You just…

Martin reached up and placed his hand on Wayonn’s shoulder. “That is something you never have to be concerned about.” He said. “Danny?”
“Yo!” Dan called out on the implant.

“Status?”

“Colin is already tapping into their system.” Danny replied from the COM bunker. “He needs four hours to get what we need. Kenny says nothing is inbound or scheduled to be inbound for at least a week. We won’t be calling home though. We kind of shot up the COM array.” He said sheepishly.

“I thought I taught you better than that?” Martin asked with a smile.

“So nubous sue me!” Danny came back. “I get the job done.”

T'lolt stepped forward now and looked at Martin. “Send them to Kranek Martin Leonidas. They will be safe there.”

Aricia nodded. “OMEN THREE has a small four person transport Beloved. Yuriko says they hardly use it. And it will free up more room in the cargo bay so Endith does not have to curse so much when she takes off and lands.”

Martin looked at the two women. “I take it you do not wish to go back to your people.” He said.

“So they can torture us for days and then kill us for what you have done here?” The woman who had spoken earlier snapped. She seemed to be the less meek of the two and if the bruises on her neck and shoulders were any indication she was anything but submissive. “We are already outcasts from our Prides because of the biogenic treatments we submitted too! We can never go back!”

“So Kranek is it.” Dysea said.

“No! I want nothing to do with Immortals!” The second woman snarled. 

Aricia looked at her. “You do not have much choice in the matter.” She said. 

“The Immortals have a reputation… many of them have been known to torture and rape those Kavalian females they capture. Take us with you!” The first woman offered. “We know of how you treat your females. At least among you we will not be submitted to degrading actions and…”

“We have no use for what you were made to do!” Dysea snapped. “We do not allow this among our people!”

Martin looked at them as he stepped up to the talkative female. “Do you know who I am?” He asked her.

“You… you are the Lycavorian King Leonidas.” She answered in a soft voice. “Back… back from the dead.”

Martin grinned. “In a manner of speaking I guess.” He said. “What is your name?” He asked her.

“Iama’Juturi.” She replied. “My father gave me to Biogenic Program ten years ago. I have been… I have been outcast ever since.”

Dysea stepped closer now, Cirith beside her. “You have endured… you have endured this life for ten years?” She asked softly.

Iama looked at her. “It is… it is better than being dead Queen Dysea.” She quipped.

“You know me?” Dysea asked.

Iama nodded. “It is not hard to get banned reading material out here among the outposts.” She answered. “There are several novels written about you and the King. About the other Queens as well.”

Martin looked at Dysea. “Wow… I might just have to check one of them out Melda Min. They sound sexy.” He said.

“You will do no such thing!” Cirith exclaimed.

“No you will not.” Aricia echoed.

Dysea drew one of the dual knives given to her by Cha'talla when she had first arrived on Kranek. He had named them her Vharc after her rescue from Phy'iad and his ilk and she had not parted with them for any reason since. She stepped up to the young woman, looking down into her face. “You realize what is coming?” She asked softly. 

Iama glanced at Martin and then back to her. “Yes.” She answered. “I have nothing. I have no home now. No people. My Pride discarded me like a piece of meat. I… we are nothing. I have no loyalty to them!”

“Iama… they are our people!” The second woman hissed at her.

“They discarded us Rulaia!” Iama hissed back. “They lied to us and turned us into whores for the men!”
“It is our way!” Rulaia exclaimed.

“It is not my way any longer!” Iama screeched.

Dysea shook her head slowly. “You are something Iama’Juturi.” She said with a warmth in her voice that everyone could hear. “You are free now. Come with us. Come with us and build a new life. One where you will be respected and honored and treated as you should be treated.”

Iama rose to her feet, the flimsy garment wrapped around her barely covering her lush body. “I… I can cook.” She stammered. “My mother taught me well. I can…”

“Sibfla… it’s decided then!” Julie spoke from where she stood. “Let’s give her a job Marty. Anything has to be better than what Yuriko’s mess sergeant is feeding us.”

Dysea nodded and slashed downward, severing the plastic bindings on her hands. “Then I welcome you to a new life Iama’Juturi.”

It happened very quickly and she moved incredibly fast for a Kavalian female. Iama snatched Vharc from Dysea’s hand and whirled on the second female. She lifted the knife and buried it into her chest as deeply as her natural Kavalian strength would allow even as Aricia and others brought up their weapons and leveled them on her.

“Hold!” Martin bellowed as he stepped forward in front of Dysea and they watched Iama pull the knife from Rulaia’s chest.

Iama hissed into the dying woman’s face. “You may have enjoyed being a plaything for these monsters Rulaia… but I did not! Now you can rot with their remains!” Iama watched her body slump to the ground and she turned slowly seeing the weapons on her. She slowly held out Vharc to Dysea, careful not to make any sudden moves. “She… she would have betrayed you the first chance she got.” Iama said. “I have saved you the trouble.”

Dysea took Vharc from her and nodded. “Thank you Iama.” She said. 

It was Aricia and Cirith who caught her before she fainted completely away and one of the Durcunusaan who had assaulted the building held up the sheet he had brought with him. Cirith grasped it quickly and wrapped it around Iama as they held her between them. 

“We will take care of her.” Aricia said. “Let us do what we came to do and get out of here Beloved. The bodies are beginning to stink already.”

Martin nodded. “No argument from me.” He said tapping his jaw. “Endy… bring her down. Once we have the Intel we need we are out of here!”

“Copy that. We’ll be down in four minutes.”

Martin nodded. “Secure a perimeter around the COM building just in case we missed any of these assholes out in the jungle!” He barked out the order. He looked at Wayonn and Dysea. “Let’s go see what is still working.” He said.

Dysea returned Vharc to its place on her hip and nodded. Wayonn looked at her. “You took a great chance freeing her Dysea.” He spoke.

Dysea smiled. “No I didn’t Val'istar.” She replied. “I took a leap of faith. And we will need to make many more in the coming days.”
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“…lied to me bitch!” Pusintin snarled as he gripped For'mya by her throat and tried very hard not to squeeze the life from her.
For'mya glared at him with dark brown eyes. “I didn’t lie to you!” She exclaimed as she tried to pry his hand from around her neck.

“You didn’t tell me about this fucking Writ thing!” Pusintin screamed.

“I will not sell out my people!” For'mya shouted. “Not to you! Not to anyone!”

“You are my mate now For'mya!” Pusintin growled. “Mine! It is my touch that you need to sate the burning in your blood now! You keep playing these games and I will insure you spend the rest of your days getting gang banged by my men as often as they want!”

“Fuck you!” For'mya snarled. “You… you may have my body… but you will never have my mind! Never!”

“I don’t need your mind bitch!” Pusintin barked. “All you elf females are nothing more than fuck toys! You’re too stupid to think for yourselves! That is why so many of you take Lycavorians as mates!”

“Bastard!” For'mya spat.

Pusintin squeezed her neck a little harder. “Don’t push me woman!” He snapped. “You are already close to that line!”

“Then kill me!” For'mya snarled at him. “Kill me and watch as your dreams of ruling the Union die with me!”

“I’ll just have Muton cut my son from your womb!” Pusintin barked. 

“Not anymore!” For'mya snarled back just as vehemently. “If… if you kill me… you kill your son!” She almost laughed at him when she spoke the words.

“You think I’m stupid?” Pusintin growled.

“You should have thought about what you were doing more!” For'mya snapped at him. “When you injected me with your drugs… and then you raped me… you bound the life of your son with mine! Go ahead! Kill me! Do it!”

Pusintin turned to Muton who was standing to the side in the infirmary. “What is this bitch babbling about?” He barked.

Muton stepped forward cautiously. “She is right Marshall.” He said. “The combination of drugs that were used on her to accelerate the growth and keep her docile reacted differently with her elven genes then they do with our females. They have acted as a bridge of sorts. Any kind of attempt to remove the fetus from her womb now will kill them both. And if she dies, the fetus will die before I have an opportunity to remove it from her womb.”

“Muton… you are serious?” Pusintin gasped.

Muton nodded. “It is why I have had her stinking up my medical bay for the last hours.” He replied distastefully. “I discovered it shortly after your nephew tried to kill her. All the tests and blood samples I have taken since confirm it. She has not been the most cooperative and I have had to forcibly sedate her twice.”

Pusintin snarled loudly and released For'mya watching as she dropped to the deck holding her throat and taking deep breaths. “Fuck!” He shouted. “How long before she spits my son out Muton!” He barked.

“At the present rate of growth… I estimate six days Marshall. Give or take a few hours.” Muton answered. “As long as I monitor her on a continuous basis I might be able to speed that along but there is no guarantee. I suggest you kill her when we have the child… it will save us future problems.”

Pusintin turned back and looked at For'mya. “No! I’m not going to kill her. I’m going to fuck her every day and night for the rest of her life! In all of her holes and listen to her howl for more! You are mine now bitch!” He roared. “Mine!”

“Nubous ronnus!” For'mya hissed from the floor.

Pusintin turned back to Muton then. “Take a detachment and a transport and take her to Nefoa.” He ordered. “Stay with her at all times! They still may try to rescue her tight ass and I want to make sure I get to fuck it before they do. Nefoa is the best place right now. I have already arranged for a secure Wing to hold her. When she is ready to give birth you contact me and I’ll be there.”
Muton nodded his head. “As you order Marshall. May I take them from your personal guard?” He asked.

Pusintin shook his head. “No… I need them for other missions right now. Take them from the on call forces within the ship.”

Muton nodded. “I can’t convince you to allow me to kill her after we have the child?”

Pusintin grinned. “She annoys you that much my friend?”

Muton snorted. “I would cut her throat now if she did not mean so much to you.” He replied.

Pusintin laughed softly now as he became more relaxed. “Maybe I’ll let you fuck her once or twice. She is better than any of the biogenic females we have and if you rub her ears once or twice she’ll be begging you to fuck her harder. Just like she did with me.”

Muton shook his head. “I will stick with our own kind Marshall.” He said.

Pusintin nodded. “We’re leaving the system in an hour. Once we break into The Wilds take the ship and head to Nefoa.”

“They will not follow us?” Muton asked.

“Have the pilots cut through Kavalian space along the border. My nephew isn’t stupid enough to come after her then. No matter how much he wants to kill her.”

Muton nodded. “It will be done.”

“I need to speak with Keleru and decide who we are going to send to Earth.” He stated. “Contact me just before you are ready to depart.”

“Of course.”

Pusintin turned to leave but stopped and looked at him. “You have my permission to beat her as much as you want as long as it does not hurt my son.” He said. “Once this is all over I intend to break her properly.”

“I don’t think so you bastard!” For'mya snarled from the floor.

Pusintin laughed at her. “We’ll see bitch! We’ll see! I’ll have you begging me to fuck you mindless before I’m done.”

Pusintin turned quickly and left the medical bay. As soon as the doors shut and Muton secured them he rushed to For'mya’s side and helped her to her feet.

“By whatever gods you worship For'mya…” He gasped. “I thought he was going to kill you! What were you doing child?”

For'mya held his arm as he guided her to the chair. “I needed to be convincing Muton.” She said. 

“Convincing yes… not suicidal.” Muton spoke.

For'mya looked at him. “You were very convincing yourself you know. Do you think he will buy what we told him?”

Muton held out the small scanner and began running it slowly over her skin. “He is clueless when it comes to medical matters that go beyond battlefield wounds.” He answered her quickly. “I have treated him for the better part of three centuries now and he trusts me. He trusts what I say. As long as he questions no one else about what we said we will be fine for the time being.”

“Will he?” For'mya asked.

Muton shook his head. “Doubtful.” He replied. “He is not the most approachable man within the KFI. Anyone who comes to him and begins to make accusations against those he trusts will be hard pressed to prove them before he kills them outright. Fedor and Eirene?”

For'mya dropped her hand to her abdomen. “They are not happy with me.” She said with a small loving smile. “But it needed to be done.”

“Perhaps… but I tend to agree with them that it was almost too risky.” Muton spoke. “It seems your time spent with Martin Leonidas rubbed off on you. I understand he has a penchant for taking unnecessary risks as well.”

For'mya felt warmth flow through her at Martin’s name and she nodded. “Yes… he does.” She stated.

“Well… let’s not take too many before we got off this ship.” He said. 

For'mya looked at him. “Nefoa is in The Wilds Muton.” She asked. 

Muton nodded. “Yes… and it is also the most heavily fortified base we have outside KFI space. Any attack against Nefoa will bring the might of the Ninth Kavalian Legion down on whoever attacks. Five hundred ships For'mya and that does not include the three million troops. All within a day’s travel to Nefoa. No… we will need to think of something else.”

For'mya dropped her other hand to her swollen abdomen. “Muton… they will be among us in four days not six.” She said confidently.

Muton looked at her. “You are sure?”

For'mya nodded. “Yes. I know my body… and I know what it felt like just days before Arrarn and Bryon were born. That same feeling is beginning to touch me again.”

Muton nodded. “Then we will need to work quickly once we arrive on Nefoa. Once we are clear of this ship and on our way I will send a message to the others and they will meet us on Nefoa. We will need to arrange a rescue of some sort in a very short time and it will be easier to contact your Martin Leonidas from The Wilds than from within Kavalian space.” He looked at her. “But no more risks!” He scolded her. 
For'mya nodded. “No more risks.” She echoed him.

“Why do I not believe you when you say that?” Muton asked.

