CHAPTER TWO
ANDROCLES LEONIDAS
CRANAE ISLAND
FEBRUARY 3, 2575 

The sun was just beginning to creep over the horizon of the Laconia Gulf, a warm breeze sweeping in from the west and blowing across the large island owned by Androcles as men and women began to wake on the island itself and within the city of Gytheio across the inlet. Cranae Island was now home to two hundred and fifty Durcunusaan troops, most of them assigned to the island after the thwarted attack by the Eridiani OSG on the villa and its occupants. Jomann and the other detail heads that he had selected had hand picked all of the Durcunusaan, some of them coming from as far away as Apo Prime. They were taking no chances with the lives of their Crown Prince and Princesses, especially not now with the King so far away in parts unknown. This also applied to all of Androcles’s brothers and sisters since, as Andro’s Captain, Jomann now considered them his responsibility as well. Cranae Island was now a fortress unto itself and because of several innovative ideas of Jomann and others; the island had lost almost none of its exterior beauty. The white sandy beaches and timber was still present since all of the improvements had been built around the natural makeup of the island and this also insured the defenses were much harder to detect.

 Sadi Leonidas sat on the couch in the main living room of the villa; her legs pulled under her firm bottom as she sipped a mug of Aricia’s special coffee blend and alternately watched the Netnews channel with the volume down low and read from the data pad in her hand on the new STRIKER DT IIA Variant. She had been up for over an hour already, as she was never one to sleep late anyway, more so since she had become Andro’s mate. Lu'ria and Carisia were with Lu'ria’s mother Daba in Eden City for the last day of a three day trip and Ne'Veha had only risen a few moments ago and was in the shower. The Netnews was covering the Union military buildup that was underway in as much detail as they possibly could while also covering the few skirmishes that had taken place along the borders of the KFI and the Union. They were not large battles, mostly small units or special operations forces, but there was no mistaking that the Union was now at war. The mood of the men and women within the Union was not indifferent by any means. Countless interviews had been conducted across the Union by the many Netnews channels and almost overwhelmingly men and women were paying close attention to what was happening. They were also fully in support of Andro’s actions by a ninety-six percent margin across the Union according to the last polls taken by Deia’s office. 

While the Netnews men and women were obviously unable to get specifics about the buildup, all of the channels were trying as hard as they could, even though the three owners and thousands of employees of the three corporations that the military conversion affected were not talking. Sadi knew the two men and one women who owned those companies, thanks in part to her father’s connections and while they were businessmen and women, they were also totally loyal to the Union. As were those who worked for them. They had come out of the slavery years under the High Coven with a special love for the Union and no matter what they had been asked over the last four thousand years, whether by Resumar, Deia or Martin, they had delivered upon without question. They were also tied to the original five bloodlines of Lycavorian people by marriages that lasted and endured even now. Sadi was aware that Ben worked with all of them on many things of a civilian nature, though none of them knew of the existence of Dreamland. The two men and one woman knew there was much Riyal in it for their companies as the Union government had no problems paying them to build their weapons or the items that improved the lives of everyone within the Union. Sadi knew of an agreement made with Andro’s father that a small part of their profit from the Union be turned around and put back into the Union Social System. Those three companies donated more time, Riyal and resources to aide the needy than all remaining thirteen engineering companies within the Union combined. There would always be those who needed help; whether due to natural disaster or whatever circumstance, no one in the Union was denied the resources to help them get back on their feet. The Union Social System was carefully monitored so that no one abused the structure, but it was very rare to find someone who did not want to work for what they had. It was a matter of honor for a Lycavorian or elf and generally for all the species of the Union. Those men and women who came across the borders to squat and live off others, of any species, were quickly shown to the borders of the Union when it was discovered and unceremoniously kicked the hell out. They never lasted for more than a few weeks.
There were ten out of the hundred and nineteen Netnews channels that were completely devoted to following the Union Senate and the political situation that was always changing and these were the ones that Sadi Leonidas watched carefully. This morning Netnews Channel 39, a longtime opponent of Deia and then Martin and the Queen’s policies, had been interviewing one politician after the other who had voted in opposition to declaring war on the KFI for their actions against the citizens of the Union. The same men and women who voted against Spartan Law. All told there were a hundred and twenty-seven of them, but Sadi was only concerned with the few who were not afraid to be outspoken about it. 


Or what they felt about her, thanks to Ulana.


Sadi Leonidas was one hundred and thirty years old. She had experienced more and endured more in her short life than most young female wolves her age. Indeed, by the very nature of their people, she was in some ways still considered no more than a child because of her age. Regardless of the crimes she had been forced to commit and the sexual favors she had been coerced into performing while under the thumb of the High Coven and her vile step mother; that she had never stopped trying to protect her father and his reputation had earned her untold respect from many of the older Lycavorians and elves who valued family above all else. Much of what she had gone through was now public knowledge, only the parts deemed far too sensitive or private were kept as state secrets. None of that mattered to Sadi Leonidas in the least anymore, for the day she had looked into those azure colored eyes on the Royal Island; Sadi Leonidas had been hooked forever. Yes… she had denied it at times during the years they were apart, until Androcles had grown into a man, but it was always there and what a delicious man he had grown into. Just looking at him now could set her wolf blood to sizzling. Not only was he the most scrumptious man Sadi had ever seen or smelled physically but he was the most intelligent as well. He could carry on a conversation with scholars in one moment and cuss with the best of the soldiers in the next. He stimulated her mind just as completely as he stimulated her body. That wonderful feeling of belonging to him heart and soul and knowing that she commanded his heart and soul in return was something she could not put into words. 
Sadi had been given her life back after the events of that night on the Royal Island of Apo Prime. Her father was once more safe from injury and false accusations and now thriving in his role as a civilian consultant to the military. Her vile step-mother and step-brothers were now rotting in prison somewhere for their crimes and Sadi was finally free of the years of High Coven manipulation. Over the ensuing twenty plus years after that night she finally discovered what freedom was like as she did what she wanted and when she wanted. She became a pilot and studied at the School of the Mages and finally she entered the Union Fleet Academy. No matter what she did or who she was with, her path had ultimately already been set in motion the moment she first saw him. After that it was simply a matter of living her life until the day when their lives would eventually come back together. And Sadi Leonidas was so very happy when it did. 
The day Androcles Leonidas returned to her on the tarmac of that Durcunusaan base on Apo Prime, Sadi felt everything coming together into focus. He was so tall and powerful and he was all hers in every way. She resisted briefly… the difference in their ages making her hesitate for all of ten seconds. Then she learned that Androcles Leonidas’s mind was far older than she would ever be and when he had shared that awareness with her their first night together Sadi had been convinced. When they found Carisia and then Ne'Veha and then Lu'ria, all within months of each other, the pieces rapidly fell together like the missing parts of a puzzle. Sadi knew at times that it bothered Andro that he had more than one wife and mate. He was trying to come out from under his father’s shadow and having more than one mate was a well known signature of his father’s. But in the end, like her, Andro could not deny the strong emotion and feelings he had for each of them or how powerfully they were drawn to one another. 
Androcles was her life now. Her center. In her eyes, he was the most beautiful man that lived and none other could compare to him. It was no different for Carisia or Ne'Veha or Lu'ria. And no matter what had happened Sadi knew deep down that Caliria felt the same way no matter how far away she was. Sadi and the others had also been trying to understand what all of them had seen and felt during the Senate meeting some weeks back. The color of those eyes and the presence they had felt within their minds was powerful and it meshed within all of them so easily. They had talked of it with each other a few times these last weeks but with everything that was happening around them, all of them had decided to not try and determine what it all meant until they knew more. Sadi knew Andro almost as well as she knew herself. They all did. And he knew them just as intimately. There was only one who might know him better than they did and that was Elynth.

Androcles Leonidas was an open book to his mates and wives but he was an enigma to so many others. Yes… he was Crown Prince… but he had never considered himself anything other than a Spartan warrior. Like his father, he did not want power and he did go out of his way to seek power. He only wanted to love his mates and protect his people. He did not realize that this mentality is what endeared him and his father to so many men and women within the Union no matter what their species. The Gods had granted him complete awareness and the wisdom of three lifetimes while still within his mother’s womb and he had been born fully cognizant of everything around him with Elynth acting as his only voice. It was something that even to this day no one could explain or understand. At times it was a burden that he and Elynth hated Sadi knew. To have the memories of three lives spanning thousands of years wrapped within their minds was stressful without a doubt. There were times when they would awake in the middle of the night because of some nightmare or the other. Andro would be soaked in sweat and within minutes Elynth would be screaming to the villa from the small cave like structure on the island that was hers and Anthar’s and then they would be gone into the night sky, not returning until morning when they had either sorted out what the dream meant or pushed it far enough to the backs of their minds that it did not affect them. Then he would share it with his wives and mates. He held nothing back from any of them and they shared everything with him. Sadi knew it had become easier with the birth of his brother Dorian for he too had been blessed by the gods and been born fully aware and bonded to a dragon. Sadi had witnessed Andro, Dorian and their sister Zarah on several occasions these last weeks walking the beaches of Cranae island holding hands and talking within a Mindvoice connection that no one would ever be allowed to enter without the three of them agreeing. When Andro had saved her life as a child, allowing her to feed on his blood in the grips of the Blood Fever, Zarah had been granted a gift that only she and Andro understood. With the birth of Dorian they had someone to share that with.

This very introverted mentality that Andro had towards others is what caused many of the misconceptions about him Sadi knew. Those that were not a member of his family or close friends did not know him and could only guess at what went on in his mind. He was powerful without any question, physically and within Mindvoice, and many men and women whispered to themselves that one day he would surpass his father. Many also knew that he had a temper as well as a dark and sinister side to him. Many of the older male Spartan warriors who had been born and raised in Sparta and had endured the harshness of that life so long ago knew what it was. The calling of true Spartan wolf blood. Untainted and pure. Martin Leonidas accepted the darkness within him that came from his Spartan blood, though he did not often embrace it as his son did. 
The first step in trying to lift that veil of secrecy that surrounded him, Andro had already taken by commandeering the Netnews briefing given by Senator Icho. That three hour glimpse into the life and mind of the Crown Prince of the Union had made everyone want more. And in wanting more of Androcles, they wanted more of his wives and mates. Sadi being the most interesting as far as they were concerned. It was a drawback of being Andro’s wife, mate and Anome that Sadi was well aware of and accepted without question. Sadi Leonidas had become almost as popular as Androcles among the many older generations of Lycavorians and elves and Algolian people most of all. And with that fame came those who either did not like her or care for what her past involved and had taught her.


Senator Icho and Senator Ulana were the most well known among their ilk. They had tried to call into question Sadi’s past and her association with the High Coven. They tried to push the fact that she had worked for the High Coven as a courier of sorts as the reason she should not be trusted, among other things. They never spoke of how she had been forced into this way of life or the circumstances behind it. They had tried to imply she had worked as some sort of whore for the High Coven as well, but that did not go far or very well. Speaking that outright in public would turn others against them, so they only whispered it in private. Sadi and Androcles had laid those questions to bed when, during that briefing; they addressed her past openly and honestly, leaving out only the most sensitive information. This had only added to the growing comparison between Sadi and Gorgo. Many of the older Spartans born and raised on Earth in Sparta and those who hailed from Apo Prime and other colonies saw Sadi as the reincarnation of Queen Gorgo. The intense compassion, the strength, the low key temper and the intelligence. The comparison made Sadi blush and become uncomfortable, but that is what people saw and felt about her. Gorgo did not help matters either by stimulating this thinking, but then again Sadi did not know that Gorgo felt the same things when she looked at Sadi and saw herself. It was definitely something that made her very proud. 
When Icho and Ulana’s initial ploy did not work, they began to try a different tact, calling into question Sadi’s bloodline and questioning whether she should be Crown Princess based on her PCC levels and her long dead mother’s bloodlines. Sadi knew the only reason Ulana was taking part in all this was because she was a spoiled, arrogant upaee who thought herself above everyone else. Ulana thought that the four or five months that she had dated Andro gave her rights to Androcles Leonidas and the position Sadi and the others held now held as Crown Princesses. Sadi had to laugh softly to herself at times, for if Androcles made love to Ulana with even a fraction of the staggering passion and intense devotion he had when making love to Sadi and the others, it was no wonder Ulana still wanted him. It was more than likely the best sex she had ever had. But Androcles belonged to her now, and to Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria and Caliria. Ulana didn’t seem to understand she would never get him back and all she did when she tried was to piss off Sadi and the others and make herself look the fool.

Icho on the other hand; he was very different. Androcles and many others considered him an enemy agent for the Kavalians, with a completely different set of reasons for doing what he was doing. He was allowing Ulana to take the forefront of everything in order to make her the ultimate fall person. She got all of the Netnews coverage for the most part and unfortunately for herself, Ulana was too wrapped up within herself to see this. It only showed just how truly stupid she really was.

Sadi’s jungle green eyes cut to the kitchen as Ne'Veha appeared in just a simple white lace bra and panties and a loose fitting, nearly transparent robe draped over that. Her long dark brown hair fell to the top of her exquisitely shaped ass cheeks now and her lush elven body had been honed to perfection along with Sadi’s over the last few weeks by Carisia and Lu'ria in their private training sessions. As Sadi watched Ne'Veha, she allowed her jungle green eyes to wander over Ne'Veha’s figure with carnal thoughts and desire. In Sadi’s eyes Ne'Veha had the most delicious ass of any of them, so firm and exquisitely shaped. Sadi had been lovers with one other woman after her life had changed that night on the island. Teeria and she had spent that one night together nearly a decade ago and while it had been very pleasurable to say the least, it had only been that one night. Sadi had never pursued a relationship with a woman after that, the desire just was not there, and looking back now Sadi believed it was because of Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria and Caliria. Now she blissfully shared a bed with them all, but no matter the pleasure they all shared together, Sadi always found herself reaching for Ne'Veha first and foremost when Andro was not among them. She didn’t know what it was about her elven lover and fellow Princess that drew her to Ne'Veha more than the others but her delicious lover did it every time. Ne'Veha’s five foot four height was lusciously curved and she tipped the scales at only a hundred and nine pounds soaking wet. Only five pounds less than Carisia and her five foot two height. When in wolf form however, the transformation added about thirty pounds of muscle to Ne'Veha’s frame and she was sleek and beautiful. While Sadi desired Carisia and Lu'ria intensely at times, Ne'Veha called to her wolf blood just a little more than her Drow Mistress and her Maya eyed vampire lover. Sadi and Ne'Veha had many things in common since they were both pilots, and because they were the pilot’s of Andro’s STRIKER DT, they were almost never apart. Her four inch high elven ears were delicious to Sadi and her amaretto scent was so very enticing and intoxicating. 
Sadi watched with bright, sultry eyes as Ne'Veha made her morning tea and then crossed the main room to join her on the couch. Ne'Veha was the only one among them who did not drink coffee. She much preferred tea to coffee, especially after getting a special blend from her grandmother. Ne'Veha leaned over and they shared a soft, loving and lingering kiss and then Ne'Veha drew her legs under her mimicking Sadi’s position on the couch. Her dark brown eyes went to the monitor and she saw the Netnews channel Sadi was watching and she shook her head with a smile.

“You follow what those foolish people say too much KertaGai.” Ne'Veha told her. “You should just ignore them.”

Sadi looked back at the monitor and nodded. “Perhaps…” She answered. “I like to know what wild accusations they are perpetrating however. They are so predictable at times about what they assume they are so knowledgeable.”


“Midaeus is what they are!” Ne'Veha hissed.


Sadi chuckled at her response. “Yes indeed.”

Ne'Veha Leonidas had grown much since becoming their mate and being changed by Andro, foremost among that was the fact she simply adored hearing her name roll off the lips of other people. 
Ne'Veha Leonidas. 
It wasn’t arrogance or Ne'Veha thinking herself better than other people, she just adored the way her name sounded, since only those hailing from Earth had taken the custom of having a last name. Other species within the Union had more than one name, but only the Lycavorian Spartans and humans seemed to take the names of their husbands or wives as their second name and this had become very common. Ne'Veha’s childhood upbringing had been very strict even by elven standards, her father raising her to dislike and distrust all Lycavorians because of what had happened in the past with her elven grandmother. Her father had raised Ne'Veha and her siblings to think their grandmother was dead. It wasn’t until Ne'Veha stumbled upon the real reasons her father acted as he did that she began to understand. When Ne'Veha discovered her elven grandmother was alive and well; that she had left her elven husband and that she had fallen in love with a Lycavorian and allowed him to change her, that is when Ne'Veha’s eyes were open fully. She had dismissed all her father had taught her then and fully embraced her new life with Androcles. With all of them. Andro had changed her during one of their more torrid nights together, giving Ne'Veha what she so desperately wanted. To be like him. Like Sadi. Now that she was wolf herself Ne'Veha looked at things in a very different light. She had almost lost them because she didn’t understand what she felt, but that was behind her now and she could not imagine being without them. She loved Androcles with every breath she took. He could make her quiver in delight with a simple caress or nuzzle of her elven ear and his wolf aura could have her crying out for more within seconds as he did with Sadi and Lu'ria. Ne'Veha loved them all yes, but she was always drawn to Sadi more and she knew Sadi was drawn to her just as intensely. They had a special connection between them and it was strong and passionate and Ne'Veha relished in that closeness. Sadi’s sugar plume and spice scent was nearly as intense as Andro’s lavender and mint scent and it made her blood churn just being near them. Nothing would take her away from them now, no matter what her father did or said. She was a Princess of the Lycavorian Union and now wolf. That is all that mattered to her.
“We should take the new STRIKER up today and make sure the adjustments we asked to be made are accurate.” Ne'Veha spoke sipping her tea.

Sadi nodded as she looked at her and held up the pad. “I was thinking the same thing. The lateral thrusters most of all.” She said thoughtfully. “Syrilth sent word that she would like to see us at Dragon Mountain today as well.”
Ne'Veha’s dark brown eyes showed interest. “Really? Why?”

Sadi shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know.” She answered. “It may have something to do with Andro’s position as Talon Guardian and because he is not here on Earth she will pass it to us as his mates. We could also draft a couple of dragons to insure the harnesses in the rear are correctly fitted into the deck panels.”

“Why didn’t he take us with him Sadi?” Ne'Veha asked.

“It was a routine pick up and he felt it would be a waste of our time SirsanGai.” Sadi said with a smile. “You know that. He only went to get Dorian some operational experience. They have been training every day and it was time Dorian and Ryner got real time duty in the field. Having us there wasn’t necessary.”

“Sibfla!” Ne'Veha spat playfully. “He went because he wanted to get away from all the politics. He has been going stir crazy with all the meetings and reports and the constant calls for interviews from the Netnews.”

Sadi laughed at Ne'Veha’s words and nodded her head. Ne'Veha had taken to the ancient Lycavorian language like a fish to water and she was extremely fluent in it now. She also liked to use the various swear words within the ancient language for they better expressed her unique sentiments at many things according to her. Ne'Veha’s frequent use of the ancient language had many people within Sparta that knew Andro and his mates fawning over her whenever she and Sadi went into the city. The way the ancient words rolled off her tongue was like music to many of the older men and women in the city and many of them conversed with Ne'Veha in the ancient language almost exclusively. 

“That is probably very correct.” She answered. “Just think of the delight we will share when he returns after two days without us wrapped around him. He’ll last for hours.”
Ne'Veha’s dark brown eyes glittered. “I have thought about that.” She spoke softly. “And they have been very decadent thoughts to say the least.”

Sadi laughed happily and nodded. “Mine as well.”

They both turned their heads when the door to the living area of the villa opened. Two thirds of their villa was now restricted to family and friends, while the last third was used as the local Durcunusaan Control Center, backing up the main center on the other end of the island. That is where the barracks and landing pad for the island were situated. The main living area as well as the family and guest wings were highly restricted to anyone who was not a member of the Leonidas family or the Durcunusaan. Only they had unrestricted access. Not counting their master bedroom, the main villa could house nearly all of Andro’s brothers and sisters and half a dozen guests if need be. The female Durcunusaan officer stuck her head through the door and searched quickly until her eyes found Sadi and Ne'Veha sitting on the couch. Since the attack by the OSG Andro had insisted that each of them be assigned a Durcunusaan Detail of at least three whenever they went places individually or without him. It had taken Jomann only one week to decide on the heads of these details for they would have broad powers to go with their new positions. He had chosen four females for different reasons, but all of them having one thing in common. Like himself, they were all born and raised in Sparta, and while it might seem biased to others, Jomann felt better knowing this. Jomann was reasonably certain the Princesses would be more comfortable with a female Detail Head and more likely to listen to them in time of need. This Durcunusaan female was the head of Ne'Veha’s Detail. Her shoulder length blond hair was tied tightly into a short ponytail and her blue eyes were sharp and alert. Aeqea and the head of Sadi’s detail Kynthia had developed a very smooth working relationship right from the outset because of the closeness of the two young Princesses and their own mutual likes and dislikes. As Androcles’s Captain of the Guard, Jomann maintained overall command of the entire Durcunusaan force tasked with guarding the Prince and Princesses and he was still going over records and such to determine the final two members of each detail, so at the moment the four heads of the details were in charge and dealt with everything.

“Aeqea?” Ne'Veha asked.

The young woman stepped fully into the main living area now. “Forgive me for bothering you so early Ne'Veha, Sadi…” She spoke. Ne'Veha and Sadi had made it very clear right from the start that the heads of their details were not to refer to them formally in any way, shape or form. Especially not if they were going to be laying their lives on the line for them. “Prime Minister Deia and Lady Gorgo are landing at the main LP. They needed to speak with you about something that has come up.”

Sadi lowered her mug of coffee. “Something wrong Aeqea?” She asked.

Aeqea shook her head. “I don’t believe so Sadi.” She answered. “Not that they mentioned to Kynthia anyway.”

“We’ll start breakfast Aeqea. You and Kynthia escort them in and we’ll all eat together.” Sadi spoke coming to her feet.

Aeqea nodded. “As you wish.” She stated moving back out the door.

Ne'Veha rose to her feet and began to follow Sadi across the main room. “This should be interesting.” She said.

Sadi nodded. “Very.”

“…is why I am doing this.” They watched the image of Ulana on the small kitchen monitor as they sipped coffee. Six plates of eggs, steak, fruit and toasted bread were now empty in front of them at the eat-in counter. Large mugs of coffee were full and steaming however. “I do not wish to be the one to bring attention to these issues, but if I do not, who else will? I… I care deeply for Androcles. I… I love him, even after the way he has treated me and what we shared. I believe he is unaware of the kind of women who he has chosen to take as his wives and mates. Or what they are capable of or intend. This woman Sadi, who flaunts her pureblood status even though it still remains in question, and the elf female Ne'Veha most of all. Andro hates to fly, he always has and he has two mates who are pilots? That is completely out of character for him. I know him and he is not acting as the Androcles I know. He promised me we would always be together and Andro does not break his promises. I…”

“Yes you are Ulana.” Sadi said softly and Ne'Veha giggled as she leaned into her from her chair. “You are completely unaware of who we are or what we are capable of. Hates to fly aur mida!” She looked at Ne'Veha. “Where does she get her information? Gypsies are us? If Elynth heard this she would be spitting fire and want to scorch this malda indalmus athach!” (Crazy ignorant witch)
Deia let out a small laugh at Sadi’s words and the reaction from Ne'Veha and she reached over from her spot and muted the monitor by touching the screen, turning back to Sadi and Ne'Veha. “For the last three weeks Ulana has been holding these small rallies across Apo Prime in her home district. She draws crowds ranging in size from fifty to several hundred. They are mostly die hard supporters of her father’s policies and by default hers.”


“So it is no longer just Sadi that she is going after then. Now she is going after Ne'Veha as well?” Kynthia spoke now. The short dark hair of the female Durcunusaan Lieutenant was streaked with dark blond highlights and her tanned skin was healthy and smooth. Her cool brown eyes were alert and resolute and she took her duties as Sadi’s Detail Head very seriously.

Gorgo nodded. “It would appear that is now the case yes.” She said.


“She has referenced different items in regards to Ne'Veha as well as Carisia.” Deia spoke looking at the data pad quickly and then to Ne'Veha. “Specifically your father’s views towards Lycavorians Ne'Veha and a certain Captain Tarren. Sadi and Ne'Veha are the most well known of Andro’s mates. Ne'Veha because of her status as a Fleet pilot and how she took command of certain things after the attempt on your lives here by the OSG and Sadi for obvious reasons.”


“Tarren?” Ne'Veha gasped. “What does he have to do with anything?”


“Ulana has made it a point to mention in her recent rallies that this Tarren fellow says he claimed you before Andro.” Deia said calmly. Deia didn’t believe it for an instant, even when her aides brought it to her. Her nephew Martin and great-nephew Androcles were perhaps the most entrenched in tradition when it came to the Spartan way of life and if Ne'Veha had been mated, or even discussing it with another male, Androcles would never have pursued her. “That you accepted and then, when Andro came into your life, you dismissed Tarren. And that you and Andro are also responsible for ruining his career based on false information in order to keep quiet the fact that he had claimed you before Andro. Not to mention that he is being held under false pretence by the Durcunusaan and that he has been interrogated extensively.”


Ne'Veha looked at her with wide eyes. “She actually talked to that igord?” She hissed angrily. “How did she even get access to him? He’s locked in a prison cell! Tarren will say anything to protect himself and his ego!”


“Apparently Ulana discovered he had this information and arranged for a meeting.” Deia said. “We don’t know how. She’s is lobbying hard to have him released.”


Gorgo reached out and took Ne'Veha’s hand. “Ne'Veha… we do not believe anything Ulana or this Tarren fellow says… but you understand how this could look inappropriate for Androcles and give ammunition to those who do not like him.”


The outrage on Ne'Veha’s face was obvious and completely honest. “That disgusting gostin!” She hissed looking at Gorgo. “I never did any such thing! I dated him for a time yes… but it was never anything serious to me. I was confused over how my father raised us to be and then being exposed to something different in the fleet. Tarren practically scented me without telling me what he was doing! I had no idea he had done this until I saw the look in Sadi’s eyes when she came to the SCIMITAR to visit me! Up until then… Tarren and I had an on again off again relationship! Nothing more! He was part of the problem! When I realized what he had done I never saw him again!”


“What about this claim of ruining his career and…?” Deia began to ask but Sadi stepped in.


“Taren is the one who gave the information to the OSG agents that attacked us here on the island Deia.” Sadi spoke. “Unwittingly or not, he was responsible. SirsanGai acted as any of us would have acted. Considering what happen, Tarren is lucky he was not executed for treason because of his actions.”


Deia nodded. “Forgive me for asking Ne'Veha. I never doubted you child but I needed to hear what you did in your own words.”


“I should have ordered the Durcunusaan to execute him!” Ne'Veha hissed. “If I knew he would be involved in this I…”


“Do not worry about Tarren child. Dealing with him will be easy. He is one of the type of Alphas with an over inflated sense of self worth. We can deal with him easily enough.” Gorgo spoke with a smile. 
“So Ulana is going to have him released?” Ne'Veha hissed. “How do the orders of a new Senator override the orders of a Princess?”

“Once Tarren was remanded to custody, the Durcunusaan questioned him and then turned him over to Fleet authority.” Deia answered. “I discovered that he was able to contact his father, a prominent officer himself, who put pressure on Fleet authorities to have him released and when Ulana suddenly took interest they went ahead and granted the release request until such time as he stands trial for his actions.”

“Regardless of why he did it Deia… he gave intelligence to an enemy who then used that intelligence to attack our home here and try to kill us!” Sadi spat. “How do we just let him free after that?”

“He and Ulana are claiming Andro and you were not the targets.” Deia said. “That there was another target here that the OSG Team was after. They did not mention names but that is what they were implying. The Commissioning Board of Fleet officers went over the evidence and released him to Ulana’s custody. They set his trial date for five months from now as well. ”

“How would they know about Lady Devra?” Aeqea asked now. “No one knew she and her daughters were here.”

“No one is perfect Aeqea.” Deia said. “Even the Durcunusaan. If I had to guess I would say it came unwittingly from within the ranks of the Durcunusaan. Talking to a comrade or member of their family. And it was over heard by someone with big ears. Similar in a way to how they got their meeting with Andro some months back.”

“Anse!” Kynthia spat. “Jomann will have a fit when he hears that. I can guarantee it will not happen anymore!”

Deia nodded her head. “Better it comes from you too.” She said. “I will leave that for the Durcunusaan to sort out.

“To continue on… Ulana’s comments on Carisia are well known.” Gorgo spoke as she squeezed Ne'Veha’s hand reassuringly as she spoke. “Carisia is Yuri’s daughter and a vampire of the High Coven and therefore cannot be trusted. So on and so forth. She won’t openly go after her however… or Lu'ria.”


“She’s afraid of them. Especially our Drow Mistress.” Ne'Veha spoke confidently.


Gorgo nodded. “That is what Deia and I feel as well.” She said. “Ulana will not go after Lu'ria because she is a Drow. No one in their right mind wants Aihola or Daba and the Drow facing off against them. That would be political suicide in more ways than one. Since Carisia spends more time with her and they are often together because of what they feel for each other, Ulana will not go after them. You and Sadi are the most visible of Andro’s wives and mates because you are his pilots, because Sadi is a pureblood and now because of what Tarren is saying Ne'Veha has done. Therefore Ulana is going to target the two of you.”


Sadi looked at them and shook her head finally. “We don’t care what Ulana does. Why bring this to us now?” She asked. 


Gorgo looked at Sadi. “She has announced that she will hold a rally like this in Sparta at the end of this week.” She said. “Tarifa was going to deny her a permit but we convinced her to not get involved.”


Ne'Veha looked at Gorgo. “Why?” She asked.


Gorgo looked at Ne'Veha and smiled warmly, her dark eyes bright. She truly adored all of her grandsons mates. They were a unique blend of unbelievable beauty, skill and intellect. Though they would never admit it, they were cut from the same mold as her son’s Queens and it was no secret that Gorgo adored all of Martin’s wives and mates. Sadi and the others were rapidly beginning to command as much respect as them from throughout the Union. “If Ulana wishes to bring her misguided message here to Sparta… let her. She will not find so enraptured an audience I’m thinking. She still does not understand the importance of Sparta to our family. I believe she is going to jump into the lion’s pit fully unaware of the consequences.” Gorgo told her.


“Sparta has become the place of power for our family.” Deia picked it up. “I had hoped when Martin first returned that it would be Apo Prime. Once I saw the love in his eyes for this city I knew that was not going to be the case. Since I have been here, lived here over these past years, I now know why he feels this and my feelings have become his. The Leonidas family has become synonymous with Sparta. They are completely interwoven with each other. With Sparta and Gytheio. And while I do not carry that name… Martin once told me that I will always be a Leonidas in my heart and blood. I have come to feel as he does in regards to Sparta and Earth. So many have come here from across the Union to make it their home, that it is now a melting pot from across the entire Union. It is also here where the loyalty and love of our family runs deepest.”


Gorgo nodded. “Let Ulana come and try to do here what she is doing on Apo Prime. I think she will quickly discover that she can not.”


“You know of course that she is being used.” Sadi said softly.


Deia nodded. “That is what we believe as well, unfortunately there is no way to prove that she is not working of her own accord.”


“So this fool Icho and the others are letting her do this even knowing that it will not work in the way she hopes?” Ne'Veha asked.


Aeqea nodded as she leaned forward in her seat. “She is the public face while they sit behind closed doors and pull the strings.” She said understanding.


Deia nodded. “Exactly. I’m quite sure they hope this plot of hers will work in some way. And to be honest, it may work to some small degree, but nothing like what Ulana hopes. She is blind to the fact that the others are using her. She was never a very bright girl no matter what she likes to think of herself. All of us saw that the few times she spent moments with us on the Royal Island on Apo Prime. She will never be able to convince the majority of the population of Sparta and Earth, or the Union for that matter, that these accusations are true in any way. Not after witnessing the way Androcles dotes over each of you, how he pulls all of you close to him.” Deia said with a grin. “If anything… she will only bring more people over to your side with her foul spewing. Sadi… you have been told how many people are beginning to view you… and it is contagious, for those same men and women are beginning to speak the same about Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and Carisia. All of you have a draw about you, a sense of mysticism. It happened with Aricia and the others and now it is happening with all of you.”


Sadi looked at her. “Deia… I do not want to play on the sensibilities of other people. It isn’t right.”


Deia nodded. “I’m not saying that you should.” She replied. 


Sadi looked at her intently. “But you came here to tell us this for a reason.” She said slightly confused. “Why?”


“For whatever the reason… you and Ne'Veha have become the face of Androcles.” Deia told her. “You are almost never apart when the Netnews catches you. Carisia and Lu'ria are the mystery that no one dares delve into. I don’t think there is a Netnews reporter alive with the nor to enter one of the Drow cities and start poking around and asking questions about Lu'ria. And since Carisia and she are almost always together, that carries over to her as well. Ne'Veha and yourself on the other hand are different. We know Andro loves all of you; that is not at question ever, but like Dysea and For'mya have become for his father, you and Ne'Veha are becoming for Andro. No one among the Netnews will approach Aricia or Anja… they have told the Netnews on more than one occasion to stuff it. In much more entertaining language I might add.” She said with a smile. “They have always feared Isabella in some way. Dysea and For'mya on the other hand have that elven sense of patience and calm.”

“We are his public face.” Sadi said softly.


Deia nodded. “Yes. And therefore the main targets.” She answered. “Ulana has it in her head that you stole Androcles away from her. That you took what she should have had. And that just pisses her off.”


Sadi shook her head with disgust. “I never stole Andro away from that upaee! He was always mine. He was always ours.” Sadi answered confidently. “From the moment I saw him on the island that first time he has been mine. And I have been his. We have been his. It is the same for SirsanGai. For Carisia and Lu'ria as well.”


Deia nodded her head. “I know that. As I said… she was never very bright no matter what she thinks of herself.” She said. “Perhaps it is time to express what you share with Andro however.”


Sadi met her eyes. “What do you mean?”


“Our people and the elves are deeply entrenched in our faiths and what we believe in our hearts.” Gorgo spoke. “Let’s start showing that.”


Sadi shook her head. “We may be Princesses… but we both still have duties to perform.” She spoke. “We fly Andro’s STRIKER and we are just starting to become familiar with the new version. I for one do not want to begin giving speeches and interviews when our people may be in harm’s way.” 


Ne'Veha nodded her head in agreement. “I feel the same way.” She said softly. “And I am just beginning to learn of my grandmother with the time I have been spending with her when I’m not with Sadi. I do not want to take away from that.”


“If we do nothing… Ulana will continue to spew her nonsense.” Deia said.


Sadi looked at her for a moment. “Let her spew it.” Sadi said meeting her gaze and seeing something else there. “There is more to this isn’t there Deia?” She asked. “What is going on here?” She looked at Gorgo. “Gorgo?”


Deia shrugged her shoulders and looked at Gorgo. “I told you it wouldn’t work.” She said with a smile.


Gorgo nodded a similar smile on her face. “So you did.”


Sadi looked at Ne'Veha and then back and forth between the two women. Ne'Veha was the one to speak though. “You knew what wouldn’t work?”


“I tried to convince Andro to address this.” Deia spoke with a glint of humor in her dark eyes. “He told me in no uncertain terms that his life with his wives and mates is not an open book and he wouldn’t share it. In his words, especially not with those Netnews tukannupaee! He was much more passionate about it than his father. Martin simply said nubou joa.” She finished with a wide smile. “It was quite entertaining.”

Sadi tilted her head to the side. “And you thought we might?” She asked. “Deia… none of us would ever go against Andro’s wishes. You know that.”


Gorgo reached over and took Sadi’s hand as well as Ne'Veha’s. Her dark eyes gazed at them with love and understanding. They were the same as her, yet they were so much more Gorgo knew. “There is a saying among the Sparta of old… They say the plain and the ordinary are ruled by fate… but it is the heroic that choose their own fate.” Gorgo looked between them. “I have always disagreed with that.” She told them. “I believe… I believe that every few thousand years destiny chooses its own champions. For whatever the reason Sadi… destiny has chosen my son and grandson to be those champions because of what is happening now and what is to come in the future. I believe that within my deepest heart. You Sadi Leonidas… you, Ne'Veha, Carisia, Lu'ria, all of Andro’s mothers… you are the voices of those champions. You own their hearts and their souls in a way many will never fully comprehend or understand. The way Martin looks at Aricia and the others, the way Andro looks at you and Ne'Veha and the others… how they treat you. The people can see the absolute devotion and love in their eyes but they don’t understand it. You can be touched by others. And because of that… people feel that my son and grandson are no different than they are. That they can be touched as well.”

“Gorgo… that is precisely what Andro and Martin do not want to happen.” Sadi said softly. “They don’t want to be looked at as something more than they are. They hurt and they bleed… just like anyone. You more than anyone should know that.”


Gorgo nodded. “I do.” She answered just as softly. “But what Martin and Andro have not yet learned… what my Leonidas only learned in his last days among us… sometimes destiny doesn’t give you much of a choice.”


“So you want us to combat Ulana’s lies with…” Ne'Veha began to ask.

“The truth.” Deia finished her sentence. “Nothing but the truth. One interview… all of you together. You began it by capturing Icho’s briefing like you did… follow it up with this. You can give people an insight into Androcles that they do not have now. If we do nothing and allow Ulana to spread her lies it will eventually come down to blows between the two of you. And we all know how that will end.”


“You think I would… I would kill her?” Sadi asked.


“I think that you, Ne'Veha or any of you would butcher anyone who tried to take my mandri from you.” Deia said. “I have seen how possessive Aricia and the others are towards Martin… and I have seen it briefly within all of you. I’m not entirely sure what power draws you to them in such a way, nor do I understand it, but it is there. Am I wrong?”


Sadi looked at her and shook her head after a moment. “No.” She said softly. “Deia there are others within the Union that do not share our faith and beliefs. They may very well begin to consider us religious fanatics if we do this.”


Deia nodded her head. “I realize that… but I think you might be surprised.” She said in reply. “I believe everyone knows how deeply Martin and others view their faith even though he may not show it as often as others. I think they consider it a strength.” 

Ne'Veha reached out and clasped her fingers within Sadi’s and looked at Gorgo. “Yes.” She said softly. “We will do this.”

“SirsanGai… you realize that…” Sadi stopped talking but continued to look at Ne'Veha. They were right she thought to herself. But it was also an opportunity to put a face to the name. To allow people to see that Andro and his father were no different in many respects than the average person.
“We need to do this KertaGai.” Ne'Veha told her softly.

Sadi turned her eyes to Gorgo and Deia after a moment and nodded. “Very well… but we need to lay some ground rules first.” Sadi told them. “First and foremost… Dilaen chooses who does the interview.”

Deia smiled and held out the data pad she had been keeping on her belt. “She already has. Do you remember that elf Me'alla who was in Sparta that day of the Kavalian attack and caught everything in her camera? She lives here in Gytheio… and while she is not a die hard supporter of Martin or the Queens, she is loyal to the core.”

Sadi nodded her head. “I recall her broadcasts. They were even and truthful and not filled with opinion and assumption.”


Deia nodded. “Exactly.”


“We do it here at the villa.” Sadi spoke turning to look at her Durcunusaan Detail Head. “Kynthia can you set it up? We can use the main room here but we want to make sure nothing gets seen in the background that we don’t want seen. We don’t intend for our lives to become a soap opera on the Netnews.”


Kynthia nodded. “Easily.” She answered.


“The patio KertaGai. We can do it out there.” Ne'Veha spoke. “So Majeir and Anthar can be part of it and no one sees inside our home.”


Sadi nodded. “The patio then.”


“When?” Deia asked.


“We can’t do it today.” Sadi said. “Carisia and Lu'ria won’t be back from Eden City until early tomorrow. Late tomorrow morning… after Carisia and Lu'ria return.”


“I’ll make the arrangements.” Deia said.


“I hope this doesn’t backfire on us.” Sadi said.


“It won’t.” Deia said.


“There is still the issue of how Ulana is getting all this information.” Aeqea said. “Some how she is getting intelligence that she should not have. Details that are not public and that we the Durcunusaan are not giving out by accident by being stupid.”


Kynthia nodded with a smile. “We believe we have traced it back to her time when she was dating the Prince. She may have accessed different internal computers at the island palace on Apo Prime. Or within Andro’s apartment. Downloaded information.” She told them. “We are investigating, but even we are stretched thin.”


Deia nodded. “That would make sense. Like Gorgo I never really trusted her to be honest with you.” She said. “Keep your investigation moving regardless Kynthia; it will only make things better when you finally discover the truth. As for what we intend now… it will not effect the outcome.”  


Gorgo looked around the villa then as if realizing something for the first time. “Where… where is Andro?” She asked. “I don’t smell him anywhere on the island.”


“He and Dorian left on the SCIMITAR late yesterday.” Sadi answered. “They were doing a routine pick up of an Omega Team from Solmar. Near the Bontawillian border in The Wilds. Andro felt it would be good operational training for Dorian and Ryner. They needed field time together.”


“Routine?” Deia asked.

Sadi nodded. “Yes. It is perfectly safe Deia. And well outside the Kavalian operational areas. They should be back tomorrow.”


“Tomorrow?” Deia said not sounding very convinced. “Why does that not give me much peace?”

SOLMAR

THE WILDS
FEBRUARY 3RD 2575 
OMEGA TEAM 62

Routine. There was nothing routine about this day.


There were four of them left now. And they could do nothing but run.

Four wolves racing in unison through the timber of the terrain, all headed in the same direction and for the same location. They were slightly above average for Lycavorian wolves in size, two dark brown in color; another black with gray just beginning to streak its fur and the last was the smallest and the most beautiful to look at with dark russet fur. They were darting between the trees and around the boulders as they moved up the side of the ridge. Their sprint had started nearly ten kilometers back, on the edges of the largest settlement of Solmar and the only one with a spaceport. Five of their team had been cut down in order that they could escape and none of them were happy about that. Even as they watched the five other members of their team chopped down in the firefight, they took pride in the fact that nearly twenty of their enemy fell dead around them before that happened. Unfortunately… waiting for just those few seconds enabled the Kavalians to see them and give away their support position. They were outgunned and overmatched and the four of them responded just as their intense training told them. They turned and they ran. 


Omega Team 62.

They began as nine men and women. Four Lycavorians, three elves, one vampire and one elf/Lycavorian hybrid. All volunteers, all of them dedicated to the Union and her continued existence and all of them no longer listed among the active roles of the Union military. They had completed their training regime some four months ago, all of them selected from the top tier of their units as were the other sixty-one Omega Teams and they were the last Team to have been trained by the finest collection of instructors within the Union ranks. Instructors who were officially dead by all Union records and who worked strictly for the Krypteria. Instructors who taught them how to be the most ruthless and brave fighting force anywhere. Only thirteen senior men and women knew of their existence, in part because those thirteen men and women had taken an active role in their training. They were as the King intended them to be. Silent and deadly.

A deep bark by the black and gray wolf echoed in the trees and caused all of them to shift their direction and merge their paths until they were once more together. Four soft silver/white flashes of light and then they were back in human form as they came to a halt and dropped to one knee near the massive fallen stump. The large older Lycavorian quickly took stock. He was the senior enlisted man and second in command of their team behind their Lieutenant who had fallen. 

“Vari? Emios?” He hissed out the words.


The two Lycavorians nodded their heads as their chests heaved. Ten kilometers at a dead sprint would affect even the most physically in shape wolves out there.


“I am unhurt.” Vari answered with a nod.


Emios looked at his right arm. “I took one through the meat of my arm.” He spoke almost as an afterthought. “It is almost fully healed now.”


“Let me look.” The lone female spoke. 


“Haridl?” Dantio asked her.


The woman looked at him, her two inch high elven ears marking her as half elf and half Lycavorian. Her Lycavorian father and elven mother had been mated for over a millennia and while she had not seen them in over two years, she always stayed in touch when she could. She was Team 62’s medic, trained by Queen Anja and Colonel Anuk themselves, as were all of the Omega Team medics.

“I am… I am fine Dantio.” She rasped as she moved next to Emios and began to inspect the healed wound in the sleeve of his ArmorPly Scout armor. A much lighter and more flexible version of the Mark IV ArmorPly. 


Dantio was nearly seven hundred years old and a grizzled veteran of many battles with the High Coven. Born on Apo Prime and now calling Earth his home, Dantio had been among the first who had volunteered for the Omega Teams.

“We must not rest long.” He spoke. “They could still be pursuing us even two kilometers back.”


“Dantio… the others?” Vari asked softly.


Dantio shook his head. “You saw the same thing I did Vari.” He answered. “They are lost.”


“They may not be dead Dantio.” Emios spoke. “They may only be injured!”


“Emios you saw the numbers!” Dantio hissed softly. “They were surrounded by at least two companies of Kavalians! And they did not care that they mowed down a dozen civilians to get our people!”


“It was a set up!” Vari snarled.


Dantio looked at him. “Then why wait until the Zero Squad was off?” He asked. “That was our mission. Why hit us after we completed our mission? No one but senior command knows our missions or that we even exist!”


“The Kavalians were not supposed to be here!” Haridl spoke softly as her fingers dug into Emios’s arm probing to insure the projectile was not lodged within his flesh. “We are only five light years from Bontawillian space! How have they reached this far and we didn’t know about it!”


Dantio shook his head. “They may be many things… but they are not stupid.” He spoke. “Establishing an outpost this close to Union space is prudent.”

“Dantio… two companies is not an outpost!” Vari hissed at him. “Solmar is a large planet! They could have an entire base hidden here somewhere! And how did they mark the others as soldiers?”


“We have been here for two weeks acting as tourists.” Emios said. “The civilians in the settlement had no idea we were soldiers or else they would have come sooner.”


“We don’t know that.” Haridl spoke patting Emios on the arm telling him he was ok. “The extraction team is waiting for us. We need to make contact and then go back.”


“We don’t leave our people! Not to the Kavalian dogs!” Vari agreed. “And we need to find out how many of them there are!”


Dantio looked at them. He nodded his head in agreement for he felt the same way. Dead or not… they could not leave the bodies of their comrades. “They could already be offworld.” He said.


“Then we need to make sure!” Emios spoke.


Dantio looked back through the timber in the direction they had come from. “We make the extraction point, take some extra equipment from the extraction team and then move west and circle around to the mountains on the north end of the settlement. They are high enough for us to view the entire settlement and discover what is going on.”


“The extraction team won’t wait for us.” Vari said.


“Then they can come back!” Haridl said. “We don’t leave our people behind!”


Emios nodded his head. “Let’s do this!” He said quickly. “We need to discover about the Kavalian force anyway. We can’t leave now. Not without knowing.”

Dantio nodded his head. “Five more kilometers to the extraction point. We don’t stop. The Kavalian dogs are fast but we are faster and they can not track us. Rest for twenty minutes and then we go. Vari… move back two hundred meters and cover our tails. The lieutenant had the planetary radio and our implants will not reach the ship in orbit. No attempts to reach the Extraction Point. Team COMS or Mindvoice only until we get there.”


“We have to assume they took the radio.” Haridl said. “No sense in giving them a means to track us.”


Dantio looked around at their position. “Vari… go! We wait twenty minutes and then go.”


Vari nodded and quickly rose into a crouch moving his muscular form back the way they had come.


Haridl looked at Dantio. “Something tells me this is not an outpost Dantio.”


He met her eyes and nodded. “I agree.” He spoke. “A forward command post perhaps.”


“I can’t believe the Bontawillians missed this.” Emios spoke.


“Our Bontawillian allies are not true warriors Emios.” Dantio spoke. “I do not think they would know what to look for, even close to the border as we are.”


“They will sibfla when they find out the Kavalians are on one of their colony worlds.” Emios said.


Dantio nodded. “Yes… I do believe they will.”


“…have made contact by now Andro?” Dorian asked walking up to where his brother sat on the ramp of the STRIKER.

Andro sat at the foot of the ramp between Elynth’s huge front forelegs, her right talon resting on his thigh. They had landed in the small clearing eighteen kilometers from the largest settlement on Solmar. The settlement with the only spaceport. The mission parameters had been simple really. The Omega Team was to rendezvous and then escort the Zero Squad to the single spaceport and see them off. The Zero Squad would then find their way into Kavalian space from other ports within The Wilds. Andro had decided to do the pick up of the Omega Team himself, allowing Dorian the experience of an actual operation while also getting out of Sparta and off Earth before he went crazy. While he reveled in the military aspect of things, he was easily bored and in some cases angered having to deal with the political tone. He had told only Sadi and Ne'Veha that he was going and they in turn would tell Carisia and Lu'ria. Jomann would understand and he was busy forming the last of the details and helping Eliani with assisting Brendi Faith and her family to become acclimated to their new lives within Sparta. Dorian had jumped at the chance for him and Ryner to actually put their new skills to use and relying on Jomann to inform the head of his Durcunusaan detail Sheva Juconi. She was not going to be happy Dorian was sure. 
The pureblood vampire female, though three hundred plus years his senior, could and did elicit powerful emotions to come out in him. The part of his blood that was wolf called for her in a way he had never felt before. Just being around her and having to endure her rich caramel scent drove him malda. Andro had told him what he was experiencing and even taught him some techniques to try and block the pungent flavor of her scent when he was near her. Andro had encouraged him to pursue Sheva because of the strength of his attraction to her and what it could mean, but Dorian had refused. He didn’t want to scare her away and Dorian knew that she still considered him a child no matter that he was now a fully grown twenty-four year old. She did not truly believe that Dorian had become aware in his mother’s womb and this had triggered the powerful bond with Ryner. Jomann had tried to explain it to her Andro knew, but she had dismissed it because she didn’t believe it was possible. Sheva was an odd sort Andro decided, having spent so much time within the Durcunusaan and working with the Bonded Pairs, and then not believing Dorian’s connection with Ryner. Perhaps Dorian being born fully aware she did not understand and Andro had decided to speak with her privately about it to allow her to see that it was very possible.

Dorian matched his brother’s height at six foot one, but he was about twenty-five pounds lighter at a hundred and ninety-five pounds. He was equally as defined as any of his brothers, a trait that came from their father he knew. Dorian had been training almost non-stop every day though his actual schooling had ended some two weeks ago. Ryner was exceptionally intelligent and much of what his Bonded Brother knew he had passed to Dorian without hesitation. Their bond had grown in both power and skill and Andro concluded that they had reached a level that only Lisisa, Eliani and Resumar had achieved as non-purebloods with their dragons. Dorian and Ryner were even a tad more powerful than Resumar and Cemath Andro concluded, though they lacked the extensive experience of Resumar and his Bonded Brother. That would come with years and actual fieldwork, which is why Andro decided to take them on this mission. It was a simple pick up, but they would act as if they were in enemy territory.

Andro had grabbed the most senior STRIKER pilot on the SCIMITAR to fly the ship while he acted as co-pilot. Andro was a fair pilot himself, but nowhere near skilled enough as an elf at the controls. Ne'Veha had recommended the female elf and he had gone with that. She was currently sitting in the cockpit with the Flight Engineer monitoring the sensors and COM gear. The small, six person team of Durcunusaan that he had brought were permanently assigned to the SCIMITAR but they were just as skilled and experienced as those who were not assigned to ships. The senior Durcunusaan was a battle hardened Lycavorian who had fought with Andro during the Evolli war. Two more Lycavorians, two elves and one Drow made up the remainder of the small team. They had set up a perimeter immediately upon landing and with Elynth and Ryner helping, they had gotten the camouflage net stretched out over the ninety meter length of the STRIKER. Now all they had to do was wait. Something that Dorian was finding very hard to do. 


Andro tore a hunk from the large piece of dried beef with his teeth and began to chew as he held up the rest in his hand. Elynth’s muzzle snapped forward, her razor sharp maw opening and closing on the chunk of meat with incredible gentleness as she took it from Andro’s fingers. To those who were unfamiliar with dragons it would appear to be an insane move, putting one’s hand so close to a mouth that could probably engulf all of Andro’s upper body with simple ease. He watched as Dorian stepped up next to Ryner and lifted his hand to stroke the scales of his Bonded Brother’s thick neck.

“They aren’t overdue yet Dorian.” Andro said as he chewed. “This is the hardest part I know fervon. We’ve all been through it.”


The senior Durcunusaan enlisted man grinned and nodded his head from where he sat at the top of the ramp. “We were on a similar OP during the Evolli War.” He said looking at Dorian as he lifted his own ration bar to his mouth and bit a chunk off. “A normal pickup of a Drow Scout team. Fleet Intelligence forgot to tell us they were stopping to spend the night with some locals they had befriended. We waited in a driving rain storm for eighteen hours with no ship and only light gear. We didn’t find out what happened until they strolled into our perimeter the next afternoon.” Cletus said shaking his head. “Needless to say I cornered the Intelligence Officer when we returned to our ship and properly let him know he had failed in his job.”


Andro grunted with a small laugh. “You didn’t hurt him did you Cletus?” H asked.


Cletus looked at him. “Only a very small bit Milord.” He answered. “He never made the same mistake again.”

Andro chuckled. “I’m sure he didn’t.” He said turning his head as the female elf pilot walked down the ramp and looked at him.


“Excuse me Milord?” She spoke as she squatted down.


Andro looked at her. “Sa’roh… when will you and Cletus stop calling me that?” He asked. “We’ve worked together for six years on the SCIMITAR.”


The female elf smiled at him. “When will you stop being Crown Prince?” Sa'roh asked him nonchalantly.


Andro rolled his eyes waved his hand in a dismissive manner. “I wish I could do that now.” He answered with a grin and shake of his head. He turned back to her. “What’s up?” He asked.


Sa'roh held out the data pad. “Something strange.” She spoke. “When we arrived five hours ago, normal civilian traffic was plentiful from all the settlements. Radio broadcasts… Netnews channels… all of the Union Entertainment channels. Normal settlement to settlement broadcasts.”


Andro took the pad and looked at her. “So?”


“As of ten minutes ago… everything has dropped to nothing.” Sa'roh explained. “No COM traffic at all. When I tried to tap into the spaceport central core I discovered it had been locked out.”


“Locked out?” Andro asked. “Maintenance?”


“That’s the automated message being transmitted but you don’t lock out the electrical and power subsystems to do maintenance Milord.” She told him evenly. “All exterior connections to suborbital satellites are locked out as well. Nothing is coming in or going out. The satellites are receiving, but nothing is being beamed to the planet. Essentially the entire colony has been cut off from the Union.”

Andro turned his eyes to the pad as Cletus and Dorian moved closer. “Why would you broadcast that you are doing maintenance and cut off the entire colony?”


“You wouldn’t Milord.” Sa'roh answered. 


Andro turned his eyes back to her. “You are saying this is not just some sort of computer malfunction?”


“If it was just a power shutdown I would say yes.” Sa'roh answered. “But when all the colony’s satellites are locked out and subsystems have been rerouted… no.”


“How would you do this Sa'roh?” Andro asked her as he got to his feet slowly.


Sa'roh rose as well. “Well… the best way to control these things is from the colony’s power substation. It would allow you to bypass all safeties and essentially control the entire distribution grid across the planet.”


“Show me.” Andro spoke.


Sa'roh led them back up into the STRIKER and to the left side of the ship. This is where the Operational Command section was. Several monitors and computer stations compacted into a small area that could act as an Operational Hub for missions. From this area of the STRIKER you could communicate and control forces up to a Combined Fleet Group in size. Sa'roh moved to the computer station and began typing commands. Andro watched as she brought up the holo graphic depiction of Solmar. She pointed to the monitor.

“Here.” She said. “The Power substation is built into this mountain two hundred and fourteen kilometers west of here. It gets most of its power from the waterfall it is built around. The Bontawillians added some additional generator units but even without them, the size of the settlements means the waterfall can power all of them without the additional boost.”


Andro looked at the monitor. “It’s central to all the settlements?” He asked tracing his finger on the screen.


Sa'roh nodded her head. “No more than a hundred kilometers from any of the six major settlements on this continent.” She replied. “The Bontawillians were going to expand onto the western continent next year. All of the equipment is set to go but they haven’t picked the excavation teams yet.”


“You know a lot about this colony Sa'roh.” Dorian told her.


Sa'roh nodded her head looking at the handsome half breed Prince. She and many of the other elven females on the SCIMITAR had been discussing Dorian’s availability. It was natural for elven females to seek out the strongest and most virile males to take as husbands. This was something inbred in all female elves since the very inception of their species. You could not get more virile and strong than a Leonidas son, and considering the fact that no Queen or Princess ever was seen without a smile on their faces, there had to be something else to the enigma of the Leonidas men. Something that made many females swoon just thinking about it. Perhaps the many rumors of the Leonidas men all being built like bulls in the cock department was true. “It’s touted as the crown jewel of Bontawillian colonies. Lush and fertile. Temperate climate. My parents were thinking of purchasing a retirement home here.”


“Can we still access the satellites?” Andro asked.


Sa'roh looked at him. “The Bontawillian government won’t be happy about us breaching their computer systems.” She said.


“They can sue me later.” Andro popped. “Something tells me that this is not happening because of a screw up. Use our fleet backup codes and get me a picture from orbit. Overlay it over what you already have up.”


Sa'roh nodded and her hands flew over the console as more of the Durcunusaan team came up the ramp and got closer. Andro’s eyes grew narrow as he watched her overlay what he had asked and she looked up. 

“All six settlements are dark.” Sa'roh told him. “Look… power has been severed in six different spots. All three PDC stations are dark too.” She traced the outline of several different underground conduits on the screen. “Well… not really severed. Just stopped. Power is still flowing to the PDC stations… it’s just not branching to the six settlements.”


“Stopped how?” Andro asked.


“If I had to guess I’d say someone yanked the PDCs for each settlement’s grid.” Sa'roh answered.


“PDCs?” Dorian asked.


“Power Distribution Coils.” Sa'roh explained. “Pull the cells and no matter where the power is coming from it won’t reach the designated points. Looks like all three PDC stations have gone dark along with the Power Substation itself.”


“That doesn’t sound good.” Cletus spoke softly.


“What’s the nearest PDC from here?” Andro asked.


“Seventeen kilometers east.” Sa'roh answered looking at him.

“Why would someone yank the PDCs?” Andro asked.


Sa'roh shook her head quickly. “You wouldn’t. Not all of them at once. Not even for a major maintenance overhaul.” She replied. “Power flow would be interrupted all over the planet and you’d have to shut down the main power substation and then reboot it in order to get the power flowing once again.” She answered. “No one would want to screw around with a job like that. It would take days just to realign the Coils.”


“Any ships in orbit?” Andro asked.


Sa'roh shook her head. “No.”


“Where are Sa'sur and the SCIMITAR?” Andro asked.


“Shrouded on the far side of the fourth moon.” Sa'roh answered.

“Send a coded burst to her. I want her back in orbit and doing passive scans of the terrain surrounding all the settlements.” Andro told her quickly. “Cletus you’re with me. Peus rides with Dorian.”

“Where are we going?” Cletus asked though part of him already knew the answer and his Spartan blood began to churn.


“I want to check out the closest PDC Station.” Androcles answered. “Leave your second here to wait for the Omega Team. Sa'roh… once Sa'sur is back in orbit have her cross deck all scans to you here.”


She looked at him. “You don’t think this is an accident do you?” She asked.


“This was done on purpose.” Andro said shaking his head. “And not by those who are our friends.”


“Kavalians?” Sa'roh asked. “Here?”


“Close to the Bontawillian border.” Cletus spoke. “Nice strategic forward base if they can get established without anyone knowing. It would be a mother to dig them out of the mountains and timber if they got in deep. Even for us.”


Andro looked at Dorian now. “Fervon? You up for this? It may not be a routine mission anymore.”


Dorian took a deep breath and nodded. “We are ready.”


Andro turned back to Sa'roh. “Implant channel thirteen. We’ll report back what we find.”


“Milord… shouldn’t we have Sa'sur deploy the Spartan company on the SCIMITAR? We…” Sa'roh asked.


Andro shook his head. “Not yet. I want to make sure what…” Andro stopped talking and tilted his head back towards the open ramp. Sister? He reached out to Elynth.

I feel them too. She answered. Heavily shielded but moving closer.

Andro looked at Cletus. “Defensive positions.” He hissed. “We’ve got company moving towards us.”

Cletus became instantly alert. “The Omega Team?” He asked.

Andro nodded. “Unless the Kavalians have learned how to Mindvoice and have Tier Five Shields… the Omega Team would be my guess. Elynth can feel them too.”

Dorian looked at Andro. “Ryner and I as well. Just barely.”

Andro looked at his younger brother and smiled. “That’s one of the gifts that being born aware gives us fervon.” He stated. “Being able to sense other high tier Mindvoice users. Elynth and I will teach you how to properly focus so it has more clarity.” He turned to Cletus and Sa'roh. “Defensive positions. Sa'roh… get forward and get that message to Sa'sur. Lock out the cockpit until you hear from me.” 
Sa'roh nodded and headed forward without hesitation. “Why wouldn’t they contact us via COMs?” Cletus asked Andro.

“There are only four of them. They are… they are anxious” Dorian spoke his eyes clear as if he was concentrating really hard. “The standard Omega Team size is nine. Something has happened. Something very bad.”

Andro nodded pleased at how quickly Dorian was learning the small subtleties of an advanced Mindvoice user. “I’ll reach out to them first.” He said. “Have your men ready though. If they have led Kavalians back here then they all die.”

Cletus looked at him. “Omega Teams are not… they wouldn’t do that Androcles.” He said.

Andro nodded. “I know. Which means if they have led them back here they are prisoners and the Kavalians have the ability to track them.”

“Sibfla… that would be bad.” Cletus said.

Andro nodded. “Yes it would.” He said. Elynth… you and Ryner get airborne and stay just above the trees. No sense in letting any Kavalians in the area see you flying at altitude.

We are moving. Elynth answered.

Andro unclipped his P190A3 A4 from his shoulder. “Let’s get in position.” He said.


Sa'sur groaned sleepily at the insistent buzzing of her COM. She felt the powerful arms of her husband and mate pull her tighter and then she smiled thinking it was just a dream. The buzzing continued and she opened her pale blue eyes slowly as the noise chased away sleep.


“You had better answer it.” The deep voice spoke just next to her elven ear and she turned her head slightly, leaning into the delightful nuzzle that her mate gave to her sensitive elven ear.


Sa'sur’s husband and mate of nearly nine hundred years had joined them on Earth for a short leave before he returned to his own ship and crew. When Andro decided to conduct this mission he had come along just to remain near his beautiful elven mate and not lose the time they had together. It was a simple mission and would still allow them plenty of time when they returned to Earth.


“Perhaps I will choose not to.” She stated with a smug smile.


Menlan grinned at her response. “Ah… so this is how the discipline on the Prince’s ship goes.” He stated sarcastically. “It all begins with the Captain you know.” 


Sa'sur rolled her naked body over within his arms and glared at him with her changed pale blue wolf eyes. “I will show you discipline husband.” She growled at him as she leaned closer and nibbled on his chin with her fangs.

Menlan chuckled softly, enjoying the attention of his elven mate. Nine hundred years and five children had not dulled his desire for her in any way and he pulled her tighter as she kissed him. He felt her tense in his embrace as the buzzing continued. He smiled once more and drew his nose over her lips as they ended the kiss. “Answer it Sa'sur.” He said. “I still have four days and all of it is to be spent with you. What could possibly be wrong on so simple a mission?”


Sa'sur groaned and smiled. “You don’t know Andro that well my husband. Trouble seems to follow that poor boy no matter where he goes.”


“He is a Spartan and a leader of men.” Menlan told her. “Like his father. Trouble doesn’t follow them… it seeks them out.”


Sa'sur nodded her head with a small laugh. “Yes it does.” She rolled away from him quickly, pulling the sheet with her and wrapping it around her body as she stood. Menlan laid there and Sa'sur’s wolf eyes gazed hungrily at his naked form. “Don’t you move do you hear me?” She told him with a soft and sultry voice. “I am going to feast on you when I get rid of this call.”


Menlan laid back on the bed and grinned. “I look forward to it.” He said.


Sa'sur turned and marched across her bedroom and slapped her hand down on the console of her desk. “Sa'sur!” She snapped. “And this had better be good! I asked not to be disturbed unless there was an emergency!”


“Commander Waltra Captain! We have received a Priority One Alpha message from the Prince! He is ordering us into orbit of Solmar under Shroud to conduct passive sweeps of the planet! The entire power system has been brought down and he suspects Kavalians are on the surface!”


Sa'sur immediately became all business. “Kavalians?” She gasped. “Sibfla! And we are without our Strike Wing again! Contacts?”


“None so far Captain.”


“Alter course and put us in the best position to scan the planet! Begin full spectrum array passive scans of the surface!” Sa'sur hissed. “I’ll be on the bridge in three minutes!” Sa'sur turned back as the conversation ended and she saw Menlan rising to his feet. “Menlan I…”

Menlan shook his head. “You are Captain of this ship for a reason my beautiful wife and mate.” He stated reaching for his clothes. “Got room for an observer?”


Sa'sur moved for the chair and her own clothes. “As long as you are observing me and not the female crew!” She quipped playfully.


Menlan laughed as he pulled his pants on. “Only you stir my blood Sa'sur. Only you.”


Dantio studied the small clearing from the treeline. He could just make out the outline of the ship. Whoever the pilot was they had consummate skill to land the ship in the clearing
 as they had. The camouflage net was secured to several large trees and would make it impossible to spot the ship from the air. He could see no movement under the net, though from his position he could only make out the rear of the ship.

[Dantio?] Vari asked reaching out within Mindvoice so their voices would not be heard or carry over the distance.


[No movement.] Dantio answered. [Larger than I thought the pick up ship would be.]

[Looks like a STRIKER from the back here.] Emios commented. [Ramp is right and the length is good.]

[Why would a STRIKER be the pick up ship? RAPTORs usually pick us up.] Haridl asked.


[Location is right.] Dantio spoke. [Sibfla… will nothing go according to plan on this day?] He cursed.


“You know what they say about plans.” The deep voice spoke from behind them. 


All four of them moved with incredible speed, rolling in different directions as they brought their weapons up. Dorian was impressed to say the least. He knew that his vampire blood gave him unmatched speed and allowed him to blur in motion, but these three men and one half elf female had moved with incredible reflexes and speed themselves. He had wrapped Andro within the shadows just as his mother had taught him and they quickly made their way to where the Omega Team was watching the ship. Dorian knew his mother was considered one of the masters of using the shadows among all vampires, and her skill in this regard had passed to him easily. She had helped him to refine it to exacting control before she had left to join his father, but Dorian remembered all her lessons. Dorian had his father’s deeply tanned skin and his eyes, but his features were all his mother and Isabella was widely considered one of the most beautiful vampire females anywhere within the Union.

“Nubou!” Dantio hissed as he leveled his weapon at the two figures. His mind quickly saw who it was and his eyes grew even wider. He would recognize Prince Androcles anywhere and he lowered his weapon just as quickly. “Milord!” He gasped in shock.

Andro was squatting on the ground, his azure colored eyes bright and focused. He had been prepared to use his Etheric power to disarm the Omega Team if they had opened fired without question. Thankfully Andro saw that his father’s training and that of others prevailed over their base instincts.


“Prince Androcles?” Vari gasped with wide eyes seeing him and the tall young man standing beside him.


“Put your weapons down.” Andro spoke firmly. “You are back among friends.”


Dantio didn’t hesitate and lowered his A4 instantly as he pushed himself to his knees. “Sire we…”


“I decided to make the pick up.” Andro told him. “It was supposed to be routine and I thought the field experience would benefit my brother Dorian.”


Dantio looked at Dorian quickly. “Brother?” He asked surprised. “Your… your mother was still carrying your brother when we left Union space three months ago Milord.”


Dorian grinned. “It’s a long story.” He stated.


“Where is the rest of your team?” Andro asked.


Dantio shook his head. “Kavalians hit us Milord.” He spoke. “They were everywhere. The Lieutenant and half our team went into the settlement to see the Zero Squad off from the spaceport. Once the ship had left they were moving to rejoin us. The Kavalians hit them in force.”


“Kavalians.” Andro hissed. “They didn’t follow you?”


Dantio shook his head. “They tracked us until we moved into the deep timber to make the pick up point.” He replied. “I assumed they did not want to follow us.”


Andro shook his head. “That isn’t it.” He said. “They’ve brought down the power grid for the entire planet and locked out all primary satellite feeds. They didn’t feel the need to pursue you. How many hit you?”


“Two companies at least Milord.” Emios answered.


Andro got to his feet and held out his hand to Dantio. “We’re not leaving just yet Dantio. There is more to do.” He said.

Haridl looked at him. “Milord… we don’t know if they were taken alive or dead.” She spoke up. “All of them went down… but they could still be alive.”


Andro nodded his head. “One of them is at least.” He said. He tapped his head. “Once you got close enough for me and Elynth to detect your shields and the resonance you were using I could make out one other who is not among your group here. Robaran? He’s a vampire isn’t he?”


Haridl gasped softly and Dantio nodded his head pulling his eyes away from her. “Our communications operator.” He said in reply. “They… they will not treat him kindly if he lives Milord.”

Andro glanced at Haridl because of her reaction and then back to Dantio. “Mark my words… we will not leave him behind. If it is possible in any way we’ll go after him. However, it appears the attack against your team was only the beginning. We have other issues that have come up.”


The Omega Team looked at him. “Sire?” Emios asked.


“If my guess is accurate… the Kavalians have brought down the entire power grid for the planet.” Andro told them. “It appears they want Solmar as a forward base and have moved to do just such a thing. They’ve taken down all three power Substations, deactivated power to all the settlements and shut down the main Power Plant in the west. All offworld COMs are being jammed except for our military channels. They apparently think having you here was a flunk since no general alarm has been raised. At least none that we can detect. You’re sure the Zero Squad got off?”


Dantio nodded. “We watched their transport depart Milord.”


“The settlements?” Vari asked. “They’ll go after the settlements and begin digging in deeply.”


Andro nodded. “That is why we aren’t leaving. Come on.” Andro spoke heading in the direction of the STRIKER.
SCIMITAR
 

Sa'sur moved onto the bridge with even strides and immediately began to bark orders. Menlan simply moved to the side out of the way and watched with pride as his wife and mate showed why she was one of the most feared ship commanders in the entire Union Fleet. Sa'sur was completely unaware of this reputation he knew, but there were very few Fleet Officers who wanted to go up against her in drills. Her association with the Crown Prince had given her an entirely different outlook in combat. She drove the SCIMITAR to do things most commanders would not expect of their ships or their crew. Menlan also knew the SCIMITAR was far more advanced than most of the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers in the fleet because it was the Crown Prince’s ship. Many of her systems, while not directly based on City Ship 41 technology like the new ARIZONA-Class Strike Carriers, were tweaked and then fitted in such a way that the SCIMITAR was as close to the ARIZONA-Class ships as possible in terms of capability, though it would never be a match for the newer ships. Menlan knew the turnover rate for the Prince’s ship was the lowest among active ships. Part of that was because of the honor that came with serving on Androcles’s ship, but a larger reason was his wife and mate. She was a taskmaster towards her crew, demanding nothing but the very best from them all of the time, but she would also go right to the wall in order to protect them and care for them. The crew of the SCIMITAR knew this and who in their right mind would want to transfer to a new ship when his wife and mate commanded the SCIMITAR in such a way.

“…to me!” Menlan heard Sa'sur bark as he watched her.


“We are settling into a high polar orbit and have begun scanning the planet.” Her XO barked out from where he stood next to the sensor station.

“Still no contacts in orbit?” Sa'sur called out.


“None that we can detect Captain.” The Tactical Officer replied.


“Andro says there are Kavalians on the planet damn it!” Sa'sur snapped. “I want to know where the nubou they came from!”


“Captain… the entire planetary power grid is offline!” Her XO barked once more. “The main Power Station is still operating at barely sustainable levels and power is barely flowing to the PDC Substations, but from there it has been stopped! Sensors indicate the PDC Coils have been removed from each substation! All six settlement grids are dark!”


“All orbiting satellites are locked out!” The XO snapped turning to face her and holding a data pad. His fingers tapped quickly on the pad. “We can use our fleet backup codes to access them, but no one on the surface will be able to access the network.” He moved up next to her chair. “The planet is effectively cut off.”


“Adjust lateral array nine to scan for Tri-Cobalt power sources!” Sa'sur ordered. “Both in orbit and on the surface!” She turned to her XO. “Tap into the satellite system Legol and tell me exactly what they were doing before they were locked out.” The man nodded and moved to another station. “Begin powering weapons! Bring the shields online as well! Have the Ready Alert Squadron on standby! And tell the Spartan detachment to suit up and move to the landing bay! I want them fully loaded! And tell them this is not a drill!”


“Captain!” The male voice spoke and Sa'sur turned to look at her husband and mate.


“Menlan?” She asked.


He stepped forward. “My recent trip to the Advanced War College brought me into the same class as Carina Leonidas. She suggested this same scenario in our classes on Kavalian tactics.”


“What scenario?” Sa'sur asked.


“If the information you are receiving is accurate then these are the estimated actions a Puma Bane Commando unit would assert in order to take the planet for a forward staging area.” Menlan spoke. “It would involved cutting the planet off and then securing key points before a larger force arrived to take the planet.”


Sa'sur came to her feet slowly. “Nubou lae!” She swore. “And Solmar is a strategic point to stage out of!”


Menlan nodded. “Given it’s proximity to the Bontawillian border and Union space I would have to agree.” He said.


“Captain!” The sensor operator shouted as she turned from her station. “Long range sensors are detecting Kavalian ships jumping into the system!”


“Get Andro for me!” Sa'sur snarled. “Now!”

“Standby!”


Sa'sur turned to her XO. “I want Mark 22s in the missile launchers! Prep all torpedo bays and standby to launch the Ready Fighters!”


“Captain… Commander Sa'roh reports that the Prince has moved to the Eastern PDC substation. Without the satellites to bounce off, we’ll need to move to an ecliptic orbit for direct COMs with his implant!”

“Do it!” Sa'sur snapped. “How long?”


“Six minutes!”

SOLMAR

EASTERN POWER DISTRIBUTION COIL SUBSTATION



Andro stood beside the smashed computer control station and his azure eyes drifted over the bloody remains of nineteen Bontawillian and elf workers. His A4 hung from quick release clips now and his hands clenched and unclenched on the pistol grip and barrel of his weapon. It had taken them only fifteen minutes to cover the seventeen kilometers running full out in their wolf forms. Thankfully the terrain between where his STRIKER was and the substation was essentially flat and it allowed for them to traverse the thick timber easily. Andro stepped up to the aging Bontawillian who was leaning back in his chair, his throat sliced open by a large blade, his blood covering his uniform and pooled beneath his body. All of them had been executed in a similar callous manner. It mattered not that the engineers were all civilians and many of them probably had never fired a weapon in their entire lives.


Andro turned his head when Dorian and Dantio moved back into the control room.


“The engineering section looks the same.” Dantio spoke softly.


Dorian nodded. “Barracks area as well. They murdered everyone. Some even look as if they have been interrogated.”


“Three of the engineers appear to have been tortured as well.” Dantio spoke moving up beside his Prince. “Their bodies were… their limbs were missing.”


Andro nodded. “Puma Bane Commandos.” He answered. “They are not known for their forgiving natures. Nubous butchers!” He hissed.


“The PDC Coil generators are gone Milord.” Dantio continued. “No way to get power back.”


“How many dead?” Andro asked.


“Each substation had a standing crew of sixty-three.” Dantio answered him from memory of his mission files. “We’ve accounted for fifty-seven of them.”


 


Andro looked at him. “Elves.” He said.

“Milord?”


“Did you find any female elves?” Andro asked. “Personnel records indicate anywhere from four to six female elves worked at each Substation. They were from the 1st Elf Engineer Division.”

Dantio shook his head. “No Milord.”


Andro turned back to the dead bodies. “Then they were taken.” He said softly his anger beginning a slow burn.


“Sire… if they hit all three PDC Substations and the Power Station at the same time, they must have five times the number we saw take down our team.” Dantio said. “I estimate they hit this Substation with no less than fifty troops.”


“Dantio… what is the population of Solmar?” Andro asked turning to look at him once more.


“Between sixteen and eighteen thousand Milord.” He answered. “Mostly Bontawillian with a mixture of others. Elves and humans mostly.”


Andro’s ear implant crackled and Cletus’s voice sounded. “Andro… Sa'sur is trying to contact you. The station is disrupting her signal without the satellites. I have her on the short range holo projectors. She must have moved the SCIMITAR.”


Andro nodded. “On my way.” He spoke. He looked at Dantio. “Take whatever explosives we have with us and booby trap the generators.” He spoke. “If these Kavalian bastards try to turn the power back on to this station I want them to pay dearly.”


Dantio nodded. “Understood.” He spoke. “Then what?”


“Then we are going to detour and try to see what is happening at the spaceport.” Andro said. “I want to know what is going on.”


“Andro…” Dorian spoke now. “Standard OPSEC says we are to evacuate the planet.”


Andro nodded. “I know. But I won’t leave unless I know rescuing any civilians is not doable.” He said. “That’s why we are going to the spaceport.”


Dorian nodded his head. His own anger was building as well at what he had seen. The mindless butchering was almost too much. He held no regrets in his mind for killing Qurot in the fashion he had, but this senseless murder of civilians was unacceptable to him. And to his brother it seemed.


“I want gone from here in five Dantio.” Andro spoke. “You and the rest of your team just got drafted into the Durcunusaan as my personal team. Get to work.”


Dantio didn’t hesitate and turned to leave the control room as Dorian stepped closer to Andro. He looked at his older brother, a man who had taught him so much these last weeks. Dorian had spoken with his father three times since they had departed, each time longer than the last as his father imparted upon him all sorts of knowledge and his love. Yet Andro had been there from the outset and because they were both born fully aware of everything around them, this gave them a connection. “What now?” He asked softly.

Andro met his dual colored eyes. “We get as many civilians off this planet as we can fervon. No matter what it takes.”

SCIMITAR

“…thirty-seven Kavalian warships.” Sa'sur told him. “No GREAT SOULS… but a boat load of DIATAGAs escorting troop ships! They’ll be in position at their present speed to begin landing troops within the hour. From the number of troop ships we estimate at least two to three complete divisions! Close to a hundred and fifty thousand troops! Andro… you need to get out of there now!” Sa'sur spoke to the fuzzy holographic image of Androcles on the surface of the planet below.

Sa'sur saw him shake his head. “No.” He answered. “We need to determine how many civilians are left. I don’t think the Kavalians will have killed them all. We need to evac as many of them as possible.”

“That is not acceptable!” Sa'sur snapped back surprising Menlan with how she spoke to him. Then it occurred to him that they had fought together for many years and they were friends above all else. “You are Crown Prince! You can’t not stay on a planet that is being invaded by the nubous Kavalians!”


“I will not leave these people to the mercies of the Puma Bane butchers!” Andro snapped right back. “You have not seen what they have done to those engineers we found here at the PDC Substation Sa'sur.” Sa'sur watched a Durcunusaan officer she did not recognize step into the transmission and whisper something to Andro. He turned back to her. “Send me the Spartan company Sa'sur. And every STRIKER and KADEN we have on board since they have Shrouds. We can stage out of another area on a different continent. I’ll send the coordinates for them to land now.”


“Andro… you can not pull off the entire population!” Sa'sur barked at him.


“And you can not fight almost forty ships alone!” Andro ordered. “Take the SCIMITAR out system and call for back up. With the Spartan company and what I have here we can at least delay them from fully entrenching themselves here. It should buy you enough time to contact General Vengal and Admiral Ceneu. They are in command while Riall is in High Coven space! They will know what to send and how much!”

“Andro you…” Sa'sur began to protest more.

“You know I am right.” Andro said. “I will not risk our ship and our people against the odds arrayed in opposition to you now. Send me what I asked for and then leave the system and bring back help!”

“Three days Andro.” Sa'sur announced. “Four at most!”

Andro nodded. “We aren’t going anywhere.” He said trying to interject some humor.

“Jomann and Sadi and your other mates are going to have my ass for leaving you!” Sa'sur stated.

Andro laughed now. “Only after they are done with me.” He said. “You are safe.”

“I’ll be back Andro.” Sa'sur said.

“You always return Sa'sur.” Andro said. “That is why I trust you with my life. Now kick those ships loose and get out of here before the Kavalians arrive in force.”

“Stay frosty Andro!” Sa'sur exclaimed.

“I will.”

Sa'sur stood up as the transmission faded and then turned to her XO. “I want every possible bit of supplies we can spare on those KADENs and leaving in ten minutes!” She snapped. “Weapons! Rations! Uniforms! Everything! Go!” Her XO nodded and dashed from the bridge. “Helm… as soon as the KADENs launch come about and take us across the Bontawillian border. I don’t care where. Send a coded burst to our Strike Wing. I’m done going places without our full Wing!”
Menlan stepped up to her now. “It is the right move tactically Sa'sur.” He said softly.

Sa'sur turned to look at him and nodded. “I know my love. That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

Menlan nodded. “True. Put me to work. I feel like a third wheel here. What can I do?”

SOLMAR

PRELIMINARY KAVALIAN ADHOC


His name was Azlenr’Macoe.

He was an experienced field General who had fought the High Coven for almost the entire war. He commanded three divisions of Kavalian regular and cloned troops and he had never failed in his tasks. He was considered ruthless and was not above killing innocent men and women to obtain his goals, but he also avoided wanton slaughter at all costs. His dark brown fur was just beginning to show gray due to his four thousand six hundred years of life, but he was as fit and sharp as he had been in his youth. Unlike many Kavalian officers and Pride Leaders he preferred to operate meticulously and with care. He did not rush into a situation blind and this is why he was so successful. This operation was his idea, seizing the newest Bontawillian colony as a forward staging area with overwhelming force before the Union even knew they had lost it. Azlenr studied the terrain around him from the ridgeline where he had set up his command post. They had set up on the plateau roughly three thousand feet above the valley floor with the remaining ten thousand feet of mountain reaching up into the low clouds behind them. His meteorologists told him the clouds would clear mid day and he would be able to look across the valley and see the mountain where the main Power Station was, as well as the magnificent waterfall. He lowered the macrobinos as his senior aide and another officer walked up to him.


“All teams have reported in General.” His aide reported. “Power to all the settlements is down. We have used their computers to lock out the satellites and all communications now must go through our people.”


“We have broadcast the false reports?” Azlenr asked.


“The last one went out only moments ago.” His aide said. “The Union is unaware of what is happening.”


“Insure we monitor any incoming traffic Makali’Bengane.” Azlenr spoke. “They will become aware soon enough.” 


“As you order General.” Makali replied. “This is Major Marsin’Jiate General. The Puma Bane Detachment commander.”


Azlenr looked at the Puma Bane officer. He did not care for Puma Bane troops. They were on average exceptionally violent and cared not for the ramifications of their actions. Most of them were cruel to the extreme and he knew they answered to Keleru’Puat no matter what. “Yes… I know of Major Marsin. Your teams did well Major.” He said finally.


The Puma Bane troop bowed his head. “It was an inspired plan General. I commend you.”


“Your status?” Azlenr asked.


“My teams have secured all objectives.” Marsin answered. “We have pulled back to our areas per your instructions.”


“The Power Coils?” Azlenr asked him.


“Fifteen power coils are in our possession. Three from each PDC Substation and one back up from each facility.” Marsin answered.


“You will have your teams transport the coils to our main supply depot.” Azlenr told him. “It is being established at the base of this mountain on the west. I want the coils there within six hours.”


Marsin looked at him. “I thought we were supposed to secure them General.” He asked.


“And you did.” Azlenr answered. “Now you will hand them over to my people.”


“May I ask why?” Marsin spoke. “Our team areas are much more covertly hidden than the supply depot General. The coils would be safer there.”


Azlenr turned his body and faced the Puma Bane officer. “My forward scouts are even now entering the settlements Major. Your men killed upwards of four thousand civilians in taking control of the settlements. Among them several dozen children. You were instructed to use minimal force in subduing the population Major.”


“And we did sir!” Marsin hissed softly. “Those who died fought us.”


“Unharmed civilians fought you and your men Major?” Azlenr asked. “Bontawillians by their nature are not militaristic. You should have used non-lethal force to subdue them. Thanks to your actions when word leaks out of the civilian casualties here you will have painted a very large target on us. You know as well as I the light the Union sees in intentionally harming civilians. What could have been a simple loss of a colony world, your actions and those of your Puma Bane troops will now turn into a major point of contention.”


“The Union will not commit forces to retake this colony General.” Marsin spoke. “They are stretched thinner than we are. And we still outnumber them three to one while we recoup our ship and clone losses.”


“Are you so sure Major?” Azlenr spoke. 


“I have studied the Union intensely General.” Marsin answered. “Especially this boy Prince who is now in charge while their King runs from Marshall Pusintin. He is not fool enough, nor experienced enough to try and retake this colony.”


“I wonder if the Evolli thought as you do Major?” Azlenr asked. “You know what he did to them.”

Marsin’s eyes narrowed. “We are not the Evolli sir!” He snarled.


“No we are not Major. We are Kavalians!” Azlenr snapped moving closer to the man. “And we follow orders! My orders! You and your men will have no more contact with the civilian population of this colony Major. You have killed enough of them and made my job harder.”


Marsin held his tongue and nodded his head. “As you order General.” He said.


“What about this military unit you engaged near the spaceport?” Azlenr asked.


“They were most likely on leave here sir.” Marsin answered. “Five of them. They were at the spaceport seeing off friends it appears. They departed on the last transport before we shut down the network. One of them lives. A vampire. He has not been very forthcoming so far with information. My men will take up the interrogation again when they reach their team staging area.”


Azlenr shook his head. “No.” He said. “I want him remanded to the custody of my men. Along with the elven females you took from the PDC Substations.”


Marsin’s eyes narrowed once more. “Sir?”


“I know every detail about this colony Major.” Azlenr snarled. “Right down to how many children are left after the twenty-eight you and your men killed. Each PDC Substation had six female elves assigned to it from the 1st Elven Engineer Division based on Elear. I do not know what other commanders you have worked for have allowed you to do in the past, but you will not be keeping those females as spoils of war Major.”

“They are females General.” Marsin said. “I will use them to keep the moral of my men at peak levels.”


“You will turn every single one of them over to my people.” Azlenr told him. “Alive and unhurt. And you will do so immediately Major.”


“General you…”


Azlenr stepped even closer. “Do not press me Major. I know who you are and what you have done in the past.” Azlenr snarled at him. “I do not like Puma Bane troops. You take too many liberties and are far too violent for this type of operation. You have served your purpose and now you will hand over everything you took from the PDC Substations and the main Power Plant. Including the female elves. I will not allow your men to rape them or mark them at your whim. This would only incite the Union even more.”

“And if I do not?” Marsin asked.


“Then Major… you and your men will not live out the day.” Azlenr snapped. “My men are loyal to me… and they are not children. You may kill a few of them but you will die.”


“We are Puma Bane Warriors!” Marsin growled.


Azlenr nodded. “The finest of us all.” He said. “I have heard it all before. You will follow orders Major. Or do I need to contact the Prefect myself. He is the one who sanctioned this operation and placed me in overall command. Who do you think he will side with Major? You may answer to him, but even he knows what your uses are.” Azlenr stepped back. “You and your men will have your blood Major.” He said. “After what you have done the Union will no doubt make retaking Solmar one of their top objectives. And your lack of respect for your enemies will be your undoing as well Major. The Lycavorian Union is not the High Coven and they will not throw down their weapons and run at the first sign of trouble.”


“I do not fear the Union or its toy soldiers!” Marsin snapped.


Azlenr nodded. “And I will place that on your tombstone Major. Now… now you will do as I order you or I will string up your carcass for all to see. Is that understood?”


Marsin looked around and saw that at least half a dozen security troops had slowly moved closer. All of them with stern, no nonsense expressions. He turned back to Azlenr. “My men will deliver the prisoners to you within six hours.” He said. “Unhurt.”


Azlenr nodded. “Excellent. Do not worry Major; I will insure you and your men have your blood. But it will be on my terms… not yours. You are dismissed.”

Azlenr waited until Marsin had walked out of earshot before looking at his aide. “You do not trust him Makali?”


The Colonel looked at him. “I do not trust Puma Bane troops as a whole General.” He replied.


Azlenr nodded. “Nor do I my friend. Nor do I. This one I know well from a friend.” He said. “Their skills are unmatched however and right now we need those skills.”


Makali looked at him. “What do you suspect General?” He asked.


“This group of soldiers his men butchered?” Azlenr said. “Our own intelligence officers that I have questioned since arriving have stated that reports taken from civilians indicate they killed twenty of Marsin’s men before they fell. Five of them Makali. And they took down twenty Puma Bane troops before they fell? That tells me they were not normal troops and I want to know what they were doing here. Insure this vampire they captured is delivered unharmed. As well as the elven females. I will meet with them when our main forces are on the surface and deploying to their positions.”


Makali nodded. “Brigadier Byka’Caleo says they will begin landing in under forty minutes.” 


Azlenr nodded. “Good. And Makali… insure no Puma Bane troop crosses paths with Byka. He hates them all. Marsin is the one who took his daughter from him and maimed her. When he discovers it is him we will need to keep them apart.”


Makali nodded. “I will see to it sir.”


Brigadier Byka’Caleo was a good friend and had served with Azlenr for going on four hundred years now. Like Azlenr… he was a true Kavalian of old. He still had honor and he cared for the men under his command as a Pride Leader. Also like Azlenr… he had been with the same woman for centuries. As Pride leaders they could take several females to share their bed if they so chose. It was a part of their culture to insure the strongest bloodlines existed into the future. While many of the younger Pride Leaders did this often, Azlenr had no desire to do such a thing. His woman had bore him seven strong children, among them two daughters who were now the wives of officers within his own command so that he could watch out for them. It was something he had promised his woman when they entered this world and Azlenr kept his promises to her. Byka was no different and it was well known he hated Puma Bane troops across the board. His youngest daughter Kameka, one of the very first females to undergo the biogenic altering, had been taken from him by Marsin several years ago. Byka had been unable to stop this, and within a year Marsin had returned his daughter to them maimed and unable to bear children. Then he had tried to have the name of their Pride disgraced by her so called actions. Marsin reported that she resisted him in almost every attempt to take her into his bed. That had not worked out the way he had planned because of Byka’s influence, but no action was ever taken against him. The scars his daughter bore on her face from his rutting served to remind Byka every day of his feelings for those of his ilk. Kameka had recovered enough to become quite an exceptional pilot, the scars still visible but not as prominent as they were the first months after the attack. Byka had been given special permission for her to serve in combat with his unit because of the way Marsin had mistreated her and tried to tarnish the name of his Pride. His daughter was now a close assault pilot flying a PROTOSS gunship. Her only wish now was to die with as much of her dignity as she had left intact. Byka knew this and there were times it tore at him inside knowing what she was feeling. He also knew this was not how most male Kavalians would act and he kept it hidden from her.

“No signs of ships in orbit Makali?” Azlenr asked.


“No General.”


“Which means nothing with the Union Shrouds.” Azlenr spoke absently. “Make sure our anti-ship batteries go into service first. If the Union comes here I want to make sure they pay for whatever gains they may try to make.”


“Understood General.” Makali said.


“Tell Byka I want his scouts out within thirty minutes of him landing.” Azlenr said. “The soldiers Marsin encountered are an oddity that I want to figure out quickly. And bring me the vampire as soon as he is delivered.”

Makali nodded. “I will see to it sir.”

EARTH

SPARTA
FEBRUARY 3RD 2575
OFFICES OF SENATOR ICHO


“…not a good idea Ulana.” Icho spoke to the image of Ulana within the holographic COM unit on his desk.

“Why not?” Ulana asked. “I have been having the rallies all across my district on Apo Prime and they have been well received.”


Icho shook his head. “This is not Apo Prime.” He stated. “The Spartan lore and history our people have embraced starts here in Sparta. It is strongest here. Openly trying to denounce anyone within the Royal Family within Sparta or Gytheio will only backfire on you.”


“There are many who call Sparta home now.” Ulana spoke. 


Icho nodded. “And for the most part they live here because they have adopted the Spartan legacy as well.”


“It is already planned.” Ulana stated smugly. “I can not back out. I have two ships full of supporters arriving from Apo Prime who will attend the rallies as well.”


“You are going to cause more problems with these rallies than you realize.” Icho spoke. “What we are trying to do takes time and patience.”

“And this is how I will approach what we are trying to do.” Ulana told him. “That blond wolf bitch Sadi holds the title I should have! She has the man I should have! She is a common tart and I will show her what place she holds in the grand scheme soon enough!”


Icho cut his eyes to his senior aide quickly and then looked back at Ulana. “Very well. As long as you know what you are doing Ulana?”


“Trust me Icho. I am an Alpha female and I will have Androcles coming to me before all is said and done.” Ulana told him.


“Keep me informed of what you are doing. We still need to coordinate our actions to keep pressure on them from all different sides.” Ulana said.


Ulana nodded her head in the transmission. “Of course.” She said.


Icho reached forward and tapped the console and her image disappeared. He turned his head to look at Aleus. “She is becoming more of a nuisance than I first imagined Aleus.” He spoke. 


“It is hard to believe she clings to this misbegotten idea that she will somehow win back the Prince.” Aleus spoke. 


Icho nodded as he rose to his feet and moved to the wet bar. He poured himself a large glass of Spartan wine and held it out to his aide. Aleus moved forward and took it and then Icho poured another for himself. “Ulana is her own worst enemy.” He said. “Her father spoiled her to no end as his only daughter. She believes everyone owes her something. And she believes Androcles belongs to her.”


Aleus nodded as he settled into the chair. “Is it possible she could succeed?” He asked.


Icho moved back to his desk. “No. Not if all the data you gathered is correct.”

“I had our people double check all of it Senator.” Aleus spoke. “It can not be refuted.”


Icho nodded as he sat down. “Then Ulana will fail miserably at what she is attempting to do. There will be some who convert to her side and begin to ask questions but the vast majority will not be fooled by her no matter what information she presents.”


“Her actions could lead to a confrontation with the Princess.” Aleus spoke. “Perhaps we could use that?”


Icho shook his head. “If it does come to blows, the Princess will be within her realm to beat her down. Even kill her depending on what Ulana attempts. No… Ulana is on her own if she wishes to butt heads with Sadi Leonidas. We will help as much as we are able but she will act on her own accord and fall if need be.”


Aleus nodded. “As you wish.”


“Silele is moving forward?” Icho asked.

Aleus nodded. “She is a member of the Defense Committee. She and Ulana both will be in the session today. Silele will lead the questioning of this Marci person from the Krypteria.”


Icho nodded. “Good. Insure Nomean keeps our lines to Laustinos open but secure. Any information that we obtain must be sent to him immediately. Do we know where he is?”


Aleus shook his head. “We assume somewhere within Kavalian space, but we have no real location to go by.”


Icho nodded. “He will make contact soon enough.” He said. “He is thorough if nothing else.”

“Do you trust him Senator?” Aleus asked.

Icho nodded. “It is he who brought me into the fold remember.” He answered. “The goal he set for beginning these actions was in my opinion foolhardy. Trying to insure things went according to a plan that gave him Dysea in the end was ignorant, but the man is brilliant. If the Kavalians had not failed in killing Martin Leonidas, our position would be much better. As it is… the longer he stays away the better our chances. His son is no politician and his Aunt and others can only protect him for so long. As long as we continue along the plan we established three years ago we will be protected and our actions will not lead back to us if we are careful Aleus. Make sure everyone knows that.”


Aleus nodded. “I have Senator. On several occasions.”


Icho smiled. “No doubt.” He said. “Now… what is the status of those within the fleet who sympathize with us?”

Aleus looked at the data pad. “Six are in a position to give us good information. Another five that can provide rumor and gossip based information. They are not high enough in rank to provide what the others can.”


“Rumor and gossip is good for our plans.” Icho said. “Any within the Prince’s Strike Wing.”


Aleus shook his head. “His immediate Strike Wing were all handpicked by the Captain of the SCIMITAR and others. We have one of the six within his overall Combined Fleet Unit, but not on his ship.”


“How difficult would that be to change?” Icho asked.


“I could find out.” Aleus said. “I have a contact in Fleet Personnel.” 


“Do that Aleus.” Icho said. “Now let’s talk about the two proposals we will bring before the Senate Financial Committee about our young Prince. You are certain about your facts?”


Aleus nodded. “They are irrefutable Senator.”

Icho nodded his head. “Good. It will be enjoyable to see him sweat and brought down to our level. And it will be the first crack in the armor of the Leonidas family.”

SPARTA

GOVERNOR’S OFFICE

CHEILONOS BOULEVARD

The Governor’s office of Sparta was located on the south end of Cheilonos Boulevard and had occupied the same building for the last four hundred and nineteen years. While the exterior of the four story building remained the same architectural style as just after The Great Fire, the interior of the building was as modern as it could possibly be. From the day Tarifa had become wolf she had fully embraced everything about the culture and traditions of Sparta. Even her elven father, War Master Tareif, and her mother and siblings had embraced the life almost completely. Tarifa had risen to a position that no non-pureblood wolf had ever occupied before as Governor of Sparta. Her closeness with Martin and their adventures before had played some part, but not all, in the fact that over ninety percent of the men and women who called Sparta home voted for her in the Special election held after Andro appointed her Governor. Tarifa’s own energy and grasp of Lycavorian and Spartan history that was held so dear was the main reason so many Lycavorian Spartans voted for her without question. She and Aihola had given their mate six proud Spartan children over the past twenty-six years, and all of them were true Spartans at heart no matter that three of them were part Drow. Tarifa commanded respect and attention wherever she went because of her surreal beauty but also because of her intelligence and manner. She was not a woman to be trifled with as many had discovered through the years in different and painful ways and the fact that the King of the Lycavorian Union considered her a beloved sister also gave her quite a lot of political clout. Clout that she used to make things better for all of the people of Sparta as well as Earth. 


Tarifa looked across her desk at Deia and Gorgo. “I still don’t understand why you did not let me just refuse her a permit.” She spoke as she handed the pad to her senior aide and the female elf turned to exit the office.


“It is better to confront these issues head on.” Deia spoke. “Ulana’s concerns with Sadi would have only grown more prominent if we denied her the right to hold her ridiculous rallies here in Sparta.”


“She brought in nearly three hundred men and women from Apo Prime.” Tarifa spoke with a grin. “Fucking Peaceniks Martin once called them.”


Deia chuckled loudly. “He does have such a way with words doesn’t he?” She said with a smile.


“The fact that she had them brought her tells us that she knows her rallies will not attract many people within Sparta. She brought them as a way to make herself seem more important.” Gorgo spoke. “That they are not citizens of Sparta or Earth will be made a very prominent news item when the rallies are reported on.”


“Are we so sure?” Tarifa asked. “The Netnews Channels that will be covering the rally are not known to support Martin or his policies.”


Deia nodded. “No… this is true.” She said. “But we are going to fight misinformation with good information. Sadi and the others have agreed to do an interview. One that we hope will offset any lies that Ulana spews at her rally. It will air on thirty-seven channels live the day after her rally.”

Tarifa looked at her with a smile. “How exactly did you manage that?” She asked.


“It wasn’t easy believe me.” Deia replied. “Sadi and Ne'Veha are wary of the Netnews people. More so than Carisia or Lu'ria because the Netnews reporters will not attempt to go after either of them.”


Tarifa nodded her head. “A wise move considering that most Drow would take great offense at such a move. Not to mention that Lu'ria’s mother is a Senator and representative of Earth.” She looked at Deia and Gorgo as she sipped her tea. “Ulana is not the reason you are here though is it?” She asked.

Deia shook her head. “No.” She spoke. “We’ve come to warn you. It’s very possible that Icho will attempt to somehow use your past relationship with Martin against him and by default against you.”


“My past relationship?” Tarifa asked. “I assume you are referring to the few weeks that we were lovers right after he returned to Earth?”


Gorgo nodded her head. “Icho is just the type to try and use this fact against you.”


Tarifa snorted very unladylike and then laughed. “Let the fool try.” She stated firmly with no hint of back up in her. “Our relationship is a matter of history Gorgo. You both know this. It has not mattered to anyone before. Why should it matter now?”


Deia looked at Gorgo quickly and then turned back to Tarifa. “Androcles believes… and many of us agree… that Icho is working in some fashion for the Kavalians.”


Tarifa’s sapphire colored eyes opened slightly wider and she leaned back in her chair. “But you have no proof.” She said.


Deia nodded. “Not yet. We can not openly order an investigation against him without some sort of evidence. Evidence which we do not have.” She explained. “That would look like we are holding a grudge against him because of his vote in the Senate.”



“I take it he is one of those who voted against Spartan Law and the Declaration of War against the KFI?” Tarifa asked.


Deia nodded. “Yes.”


“What does this have to do with me?” Tarifa asked. “I am only the Governor of Sparta. I have no say in the overall politics of the Union.”


“Your words carry far more weight than you might think Tarifa.” Gorgo told her. “You are perhaps the most respected living female elf behind Dysea and For'mya.”


Tarifa grinned. “So I am in good company.” She stated remembering briefly the close relationship she had shared with Dysea so long ago, as well as the friendship she now had with both of them.


Deia looked at her. “You and Martin have fought for the same things Tarifa. You always have. Ever since those first days. Your minds operate in the same fashion. You…”


Tarifa held up her hand stopping Deia’s words. “Deia… you do not need to shower me with praise in order to ask me what you want to ask me.” She said. “You should know me better than that by now.”


Gorgo chuckled now and she looked at Deia. “Now it is I who will tell you I told you so.” She said.


Deia laughed softly in agreement and looked at Tarifa. “As Prime Minister I can not have an investigation started on Icho.” She stated. “But as Governor of Sparta you can. Discretely of course.”


Tarifa smiled knowingly at the two women. “So you wish me to ask Nya Istel to have the Drow begin an investigation of him?”


“Aihola is Vice President of Earth and Queen of the Drow.” Deia said. “Icho maintains two residences here on Earth and he has several business dealings with companies located in Eden City. I also know that Aihola has started similar investigations at Martin’s behest in the past. Anything at all that might be helpful in determining what Icho is up to would be greatly appreciated.”


“I take it Androcles does not know about this?” Tarifa said.


Deia chuckled. “No. My mandri is still very naïve when it comes to politics. The three of us are not. His solution to the problem would be…” Deia shrugged. “Questionable at best.” 


Tarifa nodded. “His solution would be just to eliminate Icho and call it a day.” She stated knowingly. “Sort of like his father.”


“Now you see why we came to you.” Deia said. “Icho knows we can not come after him in any way without some sort of evidence that he has done something wrong. You however… you are not so limited.”

Tarifa nodded. “Consider it done.” She stated. “Aihola and I are having lunch together and I will speak with her then. What does Panos say?” She asked.


Gorgo grinned. “Panos is doing what I expect an old Spartan to do.” She said. “We most likely do not want to know.”


Tarifa laughed once more. “Oh I do know that feeling.” She said. She had spent nearly a decade as Panos’s Lieutenant Governor and she knew well the trouble he used to get into. She looked at Deia. “I assume then that you are fully back to work?”


Deia nodded her head. “For the most part.” She answered. “Though I am letting Panos handle most of it. To think he was in front of me all these years and I never noticed it. He is the wisest and most devious politician I have ever met. Excluding myself of course.” She said with a smile. “And trust me… I’ve dealt with some very devious politicians in my time.”


“It comes from his time on the Spartan Senate.” Gorgo spoke. “Even back then they would toss each other to the wolves if they could get away with it. And they were not as polite about how they did it back then. Leonidas hated it.”


“Well I for one am glad he is on my side.” Deia said. 


“Why don’t you and Gorgo join Aihola and I for lunch?” Tarifa asked.


Deia looked at her. “That could cause some rumblings.” She said.


“Let the Netnews rumble.” Tarifa snorted. “You are Martin’s Aunt and mother and Aihola and I are like his sisters. We both feel that way towards him. Neither of us had an older brother… well Nya Istel did… but Martin has taken Tari’s place in her heart now. Why should we be denied the enjoyment of family?”


“Where?” Gorgo asked.

“Where else?” Tarifa asked with a smile. “Gallais’s Retreat.”

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN 


Once known as the island of Sardinia and now home to Dragon Mountain.


Syrilth waited patiently as her ruby red eyes watched the STRIKER DT power down on one of the eight landing pads now built around Dragon Mountain. Through everything that had happened in the last quarter century, the one thing that Syrilth had never imagined was having the position she now did. She was the youngest Dragon Elder on the Council at only three thousand and fourteen years of age, but her experiences and the many hundreds of years she had spent doing nothing but safeguarding her brothers and sisters had earned her untold respect in the eyes of every living dragon. Giving her a seat of the Dragon Elder Council was the very least Arzoal and the others could think to do, for while there were many who were older than her, none of them had forsaken everything about themselves to protect others as Syrilth had. None of them had endured the pain and humiliation she had endured being forced to bond with vile Maraud as he was now called in order to keep her siblings alive. Whatever sins she may have committed while protecting her siblings had long been forgiven. Now Syrilth was honored and trusted and respected. Her sister Tharua was the Bonded One of Eliani Leonidas and her younger brother Roluth was Bonded to not one, but two beautiful women who held the fates of so many in their hands. The youngest of her siblings who had so far hatched was now the Bonded One to Lu'ria of the Drow and Majeir carried a Princess of the Union with dignity, honor and love. It seemed the moment that Aricia Blue Eyes, Isheeni and the others had freed them, Syrilth and her siblings were thrust into a position of importance for all time. 

Syrilth watched with patience yes… but inside she was bursting with excitement. Arzoal had tasked her with one mission when she left. A mission of great importance and honor since it directly affected Talon Guardian Androcles. Through the years Syrilth had garnered an almost reverent respect for Martin Leonidas and his son Androcles. For Torma and Elynth. Their brave actions on Alba Tau were already burned into the history scrolls and minds of every living and breathing dragon. What they had done that long and bloody night, refusing to surrender the bodies of their fellow riders and dragons to the Evolli even though hopelessly outnumbered and injured themselves, this single act had raised the four of them to almost mystical proportions among the dragons across the Union. No matter where they went now, no matter what they encountered, any breathing dragon would know they were Talon Guardians and they would honor that most reverent of positions in dragon society.


Syrilth saw the ramp lock into a down position and she watched Sadi and Ne'Veha making their way down the metal deck plates. She watched them stop at the bottom of the ramp and look at the side of the mountain that was formerly City Ship 41. Now buried within the mountainous terrain of Sardinia, City Ship 41 was not only home to all the dragons on Earth, but also a place of quiet learning and study to those that were bound to dragons. Avi had configured the bio-mechanical nature of the ship into such a shape as to allow the dragons who called it home to feel as natural as possible. The main chamber itself was massive in size and easily able to accommodate the lessons in flying that were given to all the hatchlings. There were hundreds of cave like structures now, some part of the ship and some even part of the actual mountain Avi had landed within. The caves of Dragons and their hatchlings. Families of dragons. Dozens of them. Their numbers grew each year and Syrilth and the other Dragon Elders could not be happier. It was not uncommon now to see dragons filling the skies of Earth and moving along the wide streets of Sparta and other cities with their Bonded Ones just as they did on Elear. Syrilth’s ruby eyes blinked knowing that Sadi and Ne'Veha could feel it. Sadi was nearly the equal of Androcles in terms of power Syrilth could feel, and Ne'Veha was a burning light that was growing in leaps and bounds daily. As were Carisia and Lu'ria.

Syrilth turned her massive head to the light green scaled male dragon who waited quietly beside her. A Dragon Council Sentinel, one of the newest members of that revered group whose sole duty was to protect the Dragon Elder Council at all costs.


Bessyn… will you escort them to the private chamber on deck three. Syrilth told him.


The male dragon nodded. They can feel them Elder Syrilth. They don’t know what it is but they can feel them even through the shielding.


Syrilth nodded. Yes they can. But they are Talon Guardian Androcles’s wives and mates. Would you expect anything less?


Bessyn looked at her and gave her what passed for a dragon smile. No I would not Elder Syrilth. I will bring them to you straight away.


Syrilth blinked and nodded her huge head. Quickly Bessyn… now that they have come… the shielding will not work for very long. Both of them have grown too strong and without the Elder Mother or Androcles here to reinforce it, the shielding will not remain active for more than a few minutes.

Bessyn nodded and turned his massive body heading out of the small view platform while Syrilth made her way in the opposite direction. 

Ne'Veha squeezed Sadi’s hand as they made their way down the stone like corridor following the dragon. “Sadi… Sadi I feel… I feel very different.” She said softly.


Sadi watched the huge dragon in front of them guide them down the corridor. “As do I. I have… I have been here many times and I have never felt like this before. I am anxious but…”


“… feeling so very alert and focused.” Ne'Veha said.


“Yes.” Sadi agreed looking at her. “I can almost feel each and every dragon within the mountain. I have never been able to do that before.”

“I have never felt it at all before now.” Ne'Veha spoke wistfully. “It is… it is wondrous!”


They were gripping each other’s hands tightly when they entered the small lounge area and saw Syrilth’s huge body. The lounge overlooked the massive flying chamber in the center of the ship as all of them did and Sadi and Ne'Veha could see dozens of hatchlings taking instruction from different adult dragons. Sadi and Ne'Veha did not hesitate in the least and they moved right up to Syrilth.


“Syrilth.” Sadi spoke with genuine warmth as she reached up and laid her palm on Syrilth’s smooth scales snout. “It is always a pleasure to see you.”


Syrilth’s ruby eyes beamed as she felt Sadi’s warm hand and then Ne'Veha’s as they greeted her. It is always an honor and privilege to have the beloved wives and mates to Talon Guardian Androcles here. She told them. Both of you have grown so much in so short a time.

Sadi chuckled and glanced at Ne'Veha. “Some would debate that with you.” She stated.


Syrilth snorted and her ruby eyes did a fair impression of rolling in her head. You speak of the fools who attempt to besmirch you Sadi and the SirsanGai of Androcles. They will fail in the end.

“Let’s hope so.” Ne'Veha said with a smile.


Sadi looked around slowly. “Syrilth… why did you ask us here?” She questioned. “Do you have something to pass onto Andro when he returns?”


Syrilth looked at her and shook her massive head. It would be more fair to say that your beloved Saradasaar wanted me to pass something on to you. To both of you.


Sadi looked quickly at Ne'Veha and then back to Syrilth. “Ok now you have us stumped.” She spoke. “We have been wondering all morning what it is you needed from us.”


Can you not feel it? Syrilth asked.


“Feel… feel what?” Ne'Veha asked softly as she looked at her.


You do feel it don’t you? Syrilth asked them again. I can see it within your eyes and your hearts. How he knows these things is beyond me… but he was right.


“Who was right Syrilth?” Sadi asked hesitantly.


Have you not wondered why you feel differently this morning? Syrilth asked. Why as you came closer to Dragon Mountain your awareness and focus grew so much stronger than it has before?


Sadi glanced at Ne'Veha again quickly. “We have wondered this yes.” She answered. “What… Syrilth what is going on? What has Andro done?”


Syrilth gazed at them for a long moment before answering. It is… I will show you why this is. She stated finally. And you will know the truth of what your husband and mate has known for many weeks and months.


“Now you are beginning to scare me.” Ne'Veha stated.


Be not afraid SirsanGai of Androcles. Syrilth spoke. This is a moment of great joy and happiness.


“Syrilth what…” Sadi began to ask her but her jungle green eyes grew wide and she gasped loudly. “Ohhh…”


Now it is time to lower all of your shields and allow yourselves to come forth. Syrilth spoke softly. Reach out with everything you are and meet those who were meant for you from the day they were hatched.

Sadi and Ne'Veha turned at the sound of the secondary door off the lounge opening and they watched with wide eyes as the light green scaled dragon and the dark tanned scaled dragon moved into the lounge quickly. They looked to be very young adolescent dragons, no more than perhaps eight months old, though you would not be able to tell that from the size of their lean muscular bodies. And both of them had finally dropped the pretense of hiding what they knew would happen as they had for the last four months. The power within Mindvoice was there now, surging outward as the sons of Vollenth and Viera dropped their shields completely and let their Bonded Ones know they existed.


Syrilth had never witnessed a natural Bonding of two minds before and for her it was just as new and beautiful as the first sunrise after being hatched. She watched as Caydren, the larger of the two brothers by perhaps half a meter in height and length moved without question or pause to stand in front of Sadi. His dark tan scales gleamed with heath and power, his ten foot height and fifteen foot length imposing to all but Sadi as she stared at him in wonder. His wings unfurled slowly and began to shiver as he reached for Sadi within Mindvoice. Cinol did almost exactly the same to Ne'Veha, moving right up in front of her and extending his large head down to just in front of her shocked face.

Reach for me my sister! Caydren spoke with a trembling voice to Sadi as she stared at him with wide eyes. I have… we have waited so long for this day!


Neither Sadi or Ne'Veha hesitated in the least and they dropped all attempts of shielding themselves from the dragons before them. The gasps of incredible happiness and amazement sounded from both of them, Ne'Veha dropping to her knees in overwhelming wonder as Cinol’s young mind merged with hers seamlessly. Sadi remained standing barely, her hands reaching up instinctively to touch both sides of Caydren’s snout with horribly trembling hands and then the essence of who he was surged through her as Cinol’s did with Ne'Veha. Even from the deck where she was on her knees Ne'Veha looked up with wide dark brown eyes and brought her palms to Cinol’s muzzle above her. 
Syrilth could only watch in wonder, their wings and tails twitching madly as four minds became two. It was an experience she would never forget as she too could feel their minds merging and sharing all that they were with each other. Among the dragons of the Union Sadi Leonidas was considered nearly on a par with Aricia Blue Eyes in terms of reverence and even power. Ne'Veha Leonidas was an elf and now mate to Talon Guardian Androcles and her power was growing by the day. Caydren and Cinol had been waiting for this day since returning to Earth from Kranek. The moment they entered this world both Arzoal and Andro had known they were meant for Sadi and Ne'Veha. They had safeguarded this information until Caydren and Cinol returned to Earth and Andro and Arzoal had met briefly with Syrilth before Arzoal left to decide what to do. Arzoal had charged Syrilth to train the hatchlings hard, schooling them so that they would be prepared sooner than most for they were intended for the wives and mates of a Talon Guardian. The ability was there because of their father Vollenth and Arzoal had no doubts they could handle it. She had been right as Caydren and Cinol absorbed all she had taught them and yeaned for more. Their thirst for knowledge was unmatched for hatchlings their age and Syrilth knew it was because of what their father had discovered when finally free of Yuri Moran’s touch.

Syrilth settled to the floor of the lounge as Bessyn slip through the doorway and watched with wonder for a moment before turning to her.

Elder Syrilth? He spoke softly.

Syrilth turned her head. Bessyn… have liquid and fruit brought here. They will need it soon.

Then it was a success? He asked.

Can you not see my friend? Syrilth spoke her ruby eyes gazing at the two pairs before her. Spread the word Bessyn. Allow our kind within the Mountain to sing their praise and joy for what is happening.
Bessyn nodded his large head. I will Elder Syrilth. I will.

Syrilth watched as he departed quickly and her eyes went back to Sadi and Ne'Veha. Their faces glowed in enchantment as they absorbed the essences of their Bonded Brothers and Caydren and Cinol in turn absorbed their essences. Merging as they were, their combined Mindvoice resonances had grown five fold and with a simple thought Syrilth sent the order to the control center deep within Dragon Mountain, to the elf commanding officer, to increase the output of the exterior Mindvoice dampeners. She was answered immediately with a another simple thought and her ordered was acted on instantly. The Mindvoice dampeners that had been constructed encircling the island of Sardinia and surrounded Dragon Mountain increased their power levels. The control center was staffed exclusively by elves or Lycavorians and their sole purpose was to insure the safety and security of Dragon Mountain, especially since Aikiro’s breach of the mountain those months ago. Anyone who was not a Tier Six Etheric user would now no longer be able to feel the hundreds of dragon minds from the Mountain. At least for the time being. It was a unique step to insure privacy for Sadi and Ne'Veha and no doubt Syrilth would be receiving a visit from the Director of the School of Mages or his representative because she had done this. Syrilth knew they hated to be left out of what was happening inside Dragon Mountain and while they could request to come here at any time, they were always escorted. Neither Martin nor Andro trusted them in the least, and Helen and Arzoal trusted them only slightly more than they did. 
Since Helen had stepped down as DoSM, the man she had left in charge was somewhat overbearing and arrogant. He felt he needed to be informed of everything that happened in regards to Etheric use. And he was particularly interested in everything that occurred within Dragon Mountain. To his great chagrin, he had to announce his intent to come to the mountain or send his agents and Arzoal never informed him of what occurred within the mountain which pissed him off mightily. Syrilth only continued this action since she was the senior Dragon Elder on Earth when Arzoal was not present and she had a particular distained for the man. He held no respect for the dragons it seemed. Syrilth had no doubts someone would be contacting her soon enough.

Now Syrilth simply basked in the joy of the Bonding as she sat with them in the lounge and watched their minds dance together within Mindvoice, their bonds forming and growing before her very eyes.

SOLMAR
NORTHWEST OF SPACEPORT
TRAKEN MOUNTAIN RANGE

Andro lowered the macrobinos and let his azure eyes scan the settlement far below them. He rested on the mountain ridge some two thousand feet above the settlement and northwest of the spaceport on the west edge of the settlement. Elynth and Ryner rested within the treeline of the plateau they were on, Dantio and Cletus on either side of him and Dorian. The remainder of the Omega Team 62 were spread out along the ridge, everyone watching some portion of the city.


“This isn’t good.” Dorian spoke softly.


Andro shook his head. “No it isn’t.” He echoed his brother.


“They’re moving fast.” Dantio said his eyes glued to his binos. “Looks like they are gathering all of the civilians in one place. The Amphitheater on the south edge of the city. Lots of guards too.”


“They are burning bodies on the east edge of the settlement.” Vari hissed softly.


Andro lifted his binos and shifted to that location. He could see the black smoke and the Kavalian soldiers almost callously tossing more bodies onto the three piles that were burning. “Nubous ronnus!” He cursed knowing that the Kavalians were denying the Bontawillians their death rights by doing what they were doing.


“Looks like a Command Post on the peak opposite of the settlement Andro.” Cletus said. “I can just make out anti-air placements.”


Andro shifted his focus again. “Nice location.” He stated. “High enough to see into three of the six settlements from one location.” He lowered the binos. “Our people won’t be there. It makes it too much of a target. Emios?”


The Omega Team member was on the far end of the line and inspecting the west side of the settlement. “I can’t be sure but I think… yes! The elven females from the PDC Substations! Four o’clock!” 


Andro and Dorian immediately shifted their view and zoomed in on the western edge of the settlement. This is where the Admin offices of the settlement were according to Dantio, as well as the secondary gate that was used for entry into the settlement itself. Each settlement was surrounded by a six meter high steel fabricated wall that was two feet thick. It was a standard prefab wall that all new colonies surrounded themselves with in order to protect against natural predators and other concerns when settling a world. Andro watched as four elven females were roughly pushed through the double doors of a two story structure inside the wall.

“What is that building Dantio?” Dorian asked.


“The armory.” Dantio answered remembering the layout of the settlement from their time within the walls. “It holds the un-issued weapons and portable turrets for the wall. Best place to house high value prisoners as well. Triple Max vault with state of the art locking system.”


“Those are Puma Bane troops delivering the females.” Vari spoke. “They are giving them up. I thought standard practice for them was to keep whatever spoils they found. Especially any females.”


Andro nodded. “That is what we have heard.” He said studying the faces of the Puma Bane troops. None of them looked happy even from this distance of two thousand eight hundred meters away. “They don’t look happy.”


Dantio turned his head quickly and looked at Andro. “Someone made them turn them over Andro.” He said. “They would not have given them up willingly.”


Andro nodded. “Which means someone besides the Puma Bane assholes is in charge.”


Dorian shifted his glasses at vehicle movement. “Fervon… two o’clock! Coming down the side road near the armory. Looks like three SID75 Scout Cars. Command type.”


Andro shifted his binos once more. “Dantio? Cletus?”


“Got them.” Dantio replied.


“I see them.” Cletus answered a second later. “Nubou they are moving fast. Armored Scout Cars already.”

“I don’t see any CHAOS tanks.” Dantio said.


“Terrain is not suited for them except for static defense.” Andro said. He was watching as the Kavalians stopped in front of the armory building and half a dozen exited the three vehicles. “Hello.” He said quickly. “I think we are seeing the head cheese here. Look at the shoulders, can you zoom and see what rank he is? I don’t have the angle.”


Dorian adjusted his binos. “Standard field uniform. Can’t be sure but the color looks almost gold.”


“Gold on black.” Vari added. “Nice catch Milord. Definitely a General.”


Andro turned his head back to look at Haridl. “What do you have for gold on black Haridl?” He asked.


She quickly paged through her data pad and finally stopped. “Got it. Gold on black. Standard rank for Shock General Third Tier. Equivalent of our Ground Division Commanders.” She answered.


Andro met her eyes. “A specialized division then?”


Haridl nodded. “Special Operations it would seem.”


“Interesting. We didn’t know they operated such units separate from Field Commands.” Andro stated turning back. “It appears that is not the case.”


“They must be landing the majority of their forces on the far side of that peak where their headquarters is set up.” Emios said. “Nothing in the air just yet.”


“That won’t last.” Andro said. “As soon as they establish their anti-air defenses their PROTOSS gunships will be up and shuttling troops all over.”


Haridl remained on her stomach and inched her way up next to Dantio between Dorian and Andro. “You think they will have Robaran there?” She asked.


Andro glanced at her. “That is my guess.” He said. “If this officer is getting involved it is most likely because he is trying to determine what Robaran and the others were doing here. And how you managed to kill so many of his Puma Bane troops before falling.”


Haridl looked at him. “So he suspects something?”


Andro shrugged. “It’s possible.” He answered. “We won’t know for sure until tonight.”


“What happens tonight?” Dantio asked looking at him.


“Tonight we are going to do a little close quarters recon.” Andro said. “And send the Kavalians a message.”


Dorian looked at his brother. “What message?”


Andro met his eyes. “That they made a mistake coming here.” He answered.

EARTH

EDEN CITY

HOME OF SELENE AND LYNWE   


Selene glanced up from the daily report she received every day as Prime Minister of Earth to let her steel blue eyes settle on Lynwe as she exited the bedroom and came into the kitchen of their spacious but very modest three bedroom home on the southern edge of Eden City. To look at it from the outside you would never know that the Prime Minister of Earth and one of Earth’s most senior Generals called it home. They maintained a suite at Eden Towers within the center of the city but rarely stayed there when both of them were together. They preferred the warmth and familiarity of the home where they had raised five children together with Joarl and Layna. Three houses to the left is where Joarl and Layna now called home. Though their split had made the Netnews, it was nothing but friendly and loving. The four of them had decided this was for the best. Selene would never love anyone more than Lynwe and vice versa. They had been through too much together, shared more than many couples, and this is what they had all decided was best. Joarl and Layna still spent much time here, as they did in their home only a few meters down the quiet street. Their five children from Joarl called all three of them mother, as did Cihera, their adopted Drow daughter. They were as close knit a family as you would find. All of their children were now grown and out of their homes, but all of them remained within Eden City in some role or another. 

Selene let her eyes drink in Lynwe’s firm six foot one ebony body. Lynwe had let her hair grow very long over the last year and the shimmering white mane fell to just above her powerful ass cheeks. Her body spoke of power and grace; her large breasts still incredibly firm and nearly twice the size of Selene’s. A point of delight that Selene often reminded her of. Her long legs ended at that powerful and firm ass; taut ass cheeks that Selene had gripped on many occasions in blissful pleasure as Lynwe made love to her. No matter what had happened over the past twenty-seven years, their love for each other had remained a stalwart anchor of their relationship. Only Tarifa and Aihola had been together longer among their many friends. It was Lynwe’s and Selene’s relationship, as well as Tarifa and Aihola’s that had defined the new Drow. Yes… they were still dominant in most ways… but now it was not uncommon to see a Drow female and her lover walking hand in hand along the streets as equals in every way. The Mistress/Slave role came into play only within the privacy of their homes and beds. Aihola and Lynwe had shown the Drow what they could have all those years ago and now Mistress and Slave were only terms of endearment.

Lynwe had the largest equipment that Selene had ever had inside her, and she knew how to use it so well. Lynwe once considered her anatomical trans gender a curse of High Coven experimentation. It wasn’t until Tarifa and Aihola had shown her otherwise that Lynwe came to accept herself and shed the persona of self hatred. When she met Selene, she had been in the process of a similar wave of self hatred and it was Lynwe who had saved her life. That they were both now fully turned vampires was another stepping stone that had brought them closer together. They shared an emotional and Etheric bond now that could never be broken or intruded upon. This was part of the reason they had ended their physical relationship with Joarl and Layna. While both Selene and Lynwe thoroughly enjoyed being with them in a physical way, they always found themselves drawing back to each other. They had taken two other female lovers into their bed since parting with Joarl and Layna ten years ago, but none of them had lasted for more than a few months. Their sex life was still very active however, both of them craving each other emotionally as well as physically. In Selene’s eyes she had the best of both worlds and for Lynwe… well… Selene was the epitome of beautiful. That would never change. There might be someone out there for them, but neither Selene nor Lynwe were busy searching. They were completely content with their love for each other.  


Lynwe poured herself a mug of coffee, Aricia’s blend, as she was one of the few Drow who actually preferred coffee to tea. She added cream and then moved to the table where she leaned over to a smiling Selene and shared a deep kiss of love and devotion. Lynwe pulled out the chair next to her and settled into it. They never sat across from one another at their table wanting to be able to rub shoulders or lean close for a kiss at any moment.


Selene gazed at Lynwe’s beautiful face for a moment and smiled. “Are you and Tareif still getting together for lunch?” She asked.

Lynwe nodded. “He wants to go over the deployments of Colonel Norris’s units now that he has accepted the position with Narice. He will begin pulling his units out of the field next week and transporting them to High Coven space. Tareif and I will decide where to send his Dragoons in order to replace them.”


“Lynwe are you…?” Selene began to ask.


Lynwe smiled and shook her head. “What Androcles did was the right thing Selene.” She said. “I can’t hold an entire species to blame for what a few scientists did to me. I have put that far behind me. I met Narice, talked with her; she is the future for the High Coven Selene. The chance and the leader they need to pull themselves out of their past and into the future.”


“And letting Yuri go?” Selene asked.


“If how Andro explained it to us is in fact the truth of it… then I can forgive.” Lynwe answered her. “We are still learning about this Etheric ability that many of us have. Even you and I. If Yuri was under the control of this Xaxon person then she is only partially responsible for the things she did. I will… I will reserve judgment until I know how she will live her life now.”


Selene sipped her coffee. “I don’t know if I could be so forgiving my love.” She said.


Lynwe looked at her with sparkling amber colored eyes. “I have concluded that what happen to me… what was done to me… these things were meant to happen because they led me to you.” Lynwe spoke. “My talks with Tarifa and Aihola as well as Aricia and Dysea have led me to this.”


Selene looked at her with adoring love. “And I bless that day every moment.” She said.


Lynwe smiled and kissed her before sipping her own coffee. “What do you and Charles have planned today?”


Selene held up the data pad. “Two meetings this morning with Aihola. A construction contract with Nodon Engineering representatives to build the continent bridge and then we are meeting with Daba and several Drow senators to make final decisions on their new city out west. It appears as if this will be a grand city like those of old. It will take decades to complete, but it will be beautiful.” She held out the data pad to her. “This arrived for you in the morning pouch.”


Lynwe took the pad and activated it, her amber eyes scanning the contents of the morning report to her. As second in command of Earth’s now abundant and increasingly active military, she received reports daily on training and other assets. Lynwe was also in total command of the two Drow Divisions and responsible for the Drow that were still searching different portions of Earth for the Kavalian imposters who they still believed were hiding somewhere. Much of Earth was still largely unsettled because of the massive loss of life after The Great Fire, and there were hundreds of locations that these Kavalian imposters could hide and not be found for months. Lynwe grunted at something and Selene looked up from her own reading.

“What?” She asked.


“A message from Marci to meet with her and Nesa here in Eden City today.” Lynwe said. “She is arriving at 1000 hours.”


“What for?” Selene asked knowing who Marci was. She had worked closely with the Assistant Director of the Krypteria on several occasions.


“Doesn’t say.” Lynwe answered. “Only that she needed to meet with me.”


“Trouble perhaps?” Selene asked.


“I don’t know what about but that she is bringing Nesa doesn’t bode for good news.” Lynwe said thoughtfully. “The first WASP-Class Transport is almost complete. Perhaps it is about the equipment for our troops.”


“Oh… I understand you and Tareif finally selected your last Company Commander for the new division.” Selene said. 


Lynwe nodded and looked at her with excited eyes. “Yes we did. The first entirely human division since The Great Fire. We are very pleased. They should make a formidable force with their Cataphract Battle Armor. Charles is tickled that humans will finally be able to contribute to the defense of the Union. He has said for years that the Drow and Tareif’s Dragoons have pulled the load of protecting Earth for too long without help. The human commanders have been training with the Drow and Dragoons for weeks to establish procedures and such. Tareif and I are very pleased.”


Selene laughed. “Yes I know. You should see Charles when he gets to talking about them.” She said. “He is like a child in a candy shop!”


Lynwe laughed as well and looked at the clock on the wall. “I should get ready.” She spoke. “Meet me for lunch?” She asked looking at Selene.


“That depends.” Selene said with a sultry twinkle in her eye. “What’s on the menu?”


Lynwe grinned as well and felt the stirring in her groin that Selene could always elicit from her. “I’m sure we could find something appropriate my love. But you are always desert.”


Selene cooed and shifted in her seat. “I can hardly wait.” She said. “Twelve thirty. And don’t be late!”


Lynwe kissed her. “Not a chance.”

SOLMAR
LU ADHOC BASE

SOUTHERN CONTINENT 
 

Andro looked at the overlay of the settlement on the chart in the rear of his STRIKER. Darkness was fast approaching and he wanted to act quickly before the Kavalians had a chance to truly settle in.

“Sa'roh was able to tap into the satellites without the Kavalians knowing.” Andro spoke as his fingers moved across the chart map. “She’s using Union military codes but they will figure out someone has got into the system through the back door sooner or later. We’ll do as much as we are able while we have that advantage.”


Dorian looked at his brother. “What did you have in mind Andro?”


Andro stabbed his finger down on one spot. “Going through the Sat Feed Sa'roh was able to determine where one Puma Bane Team is.” He spoke. “We’re going to introduce ourselves to them.”


Dantio nodded with a smile. “Nice.” He said.


Andro slid his finger across the chart map. “I’m hoping this will give them pause. And make them begin to spread their forces out searching the surrounding terrain.” He said. “If they do… especially the Puma Bane troops… it will make getting Robaran and the female elves out of that armory a whole lot easier.”

“You think they will remain there?” Cletus asked.


Andro nodded. “No point in moving them so soon after beginning their operation.” He said. “Lock them up until this head Kavalian midaeus has a chance to interrogate them and then ship them offworld.”


“Or kill them once he has no need for them any longer.” Dorian stated softly.


Andro looked at his brother. “Yes. That is what we are going to try and prevent.” Andro touched the edge of the chart and it shifted focus. “Elynth and I will take Dantio, Vari and eight of the Spartan company and hit the Puma Bane camp. If the SAT feed is accurate, there is only sixteen of them there.” He shifted the chart again and looked at Dorian. “Fervon… you and Ryner are going with Cletus, Haridl, Emios and four others from the Spartan company. Have Emios and the squad set up a line of defense as close to this gate as possible and then you use the shadows to sneak Haridl and yourself into the settlement. Try and get as much information as you can. Ryner can fly cover for you over the settlement since he does not show up on sensors and the night skies will be moonless tonight.”


Dorian nodded and looked at the map closely. He glanced at Haridl as if calculating some things in his head and then turned back to Andro. “She is not as big as you fervon. I might be able to sneak us inside the armory itself.”


Andro stared at him for a long moment and then nodded. “If it is possible then do it. If there is not a chance of one hundred percent success… do not risk it Dorian. We’ll put them in more danger if you are caught or a firefight breaks out. Once we hit the Puma Bane camp I’m sure they’ll send for help and draw attention away from you and it may make it possible but do not force it. Those within the city will be on alert. This isn’t training anymore fervon… we need to be smart. And mother and father will kill me if I let anything happen to you.”


Dorian nodded his head taking his brother’s words as they were intended. Encouragement and common sense. Androcles was right and even though Dorian could feel his Spartan blood surging through him at the prospect of battle, he tempered it with his vampire blood and its cold and calculating sense. “I know. I have too much I want to do in my life. Acting stupid and dying in the first months of this war, before discovering what I want would be a waste. Besides… Ryner will be watching over me.”


Yes I will. Ryner’s voice echoed within Mindvoice and they all smiled.


“The rest of the company will be setting up defenses and digging in at our new home for the time being.” Andro spoke. “Sa'roh has found a nice location on the southern continent and an advanced team is already there with the KADENs. Once we depart Sa'roh will take the STRIKER and move to this point ten kilometers north of the settlement. That’s our pick up.”


“Won’t their ships in orbit pick up our movements Milord?” Dantio asked. “Their sensors can surely pick up lifeforms.”


“The advance team with the KADENs has already erected RP14 Sensor Maskers.” Andro told them. “They are a new toy the folks at Dreamland thought up. The SCIMITAR got one of the first batches and Sa'sur sent them down with the company.” He explained. “Essentially what they do is create a void in ground sensor coverage. They can effectively hide us as long as we keep our power generation to a minimum.”

Haridl stepped closer. “How long… how long do we intend to stay Milord?” She asked the question that burned within all of them.


“As long as is necessary.” Androcles answered. “We cannot afford for the Kavalians to have a base this close to Union space. We are damn lucky we found it before they were able to dig in. Now we have to take it back.”

EARTH

LYCAVORIAN UNION MILITARY HQ

OVERALL DURCUNUSAAN COMMAND CENTER

500 METERS BENEATH MOUNT HAGIOS 


He was, without a doubt, one of the five most well known male elves in the entire Union. A masterful military mind who led Wood Elf rangers against High Coven troops for decades, surviving by superior skill and wit. He was the father of the Star Colonel Anuk, the second most senior officer within the Union Medical Corp behind Queen Anja and Princess Eliani, and wife and Anome to General Daniel Simpson. He was a man who was sworn to the preservation of the Lycavorian Union and what it stood for. A man who was fanatically loyal to the King as well as being considered a family member. He had been part of it since the beginning of it all so long ago, fighting beside Martin and Daniel from the very start. As soon as he realized that Anuk and Daniel were going to be living in Sparta with their Drow Mistress Nayeca, Vengal uprooted his wife and moved to Sparta lock, stock and barrel. He and his wife had now become a permanent fixture within Sparta, his wife owning and running a very successful fabrics shop in the Old District of the city. He was co-founder and primary commander of the now legendary Spartan Royal Guard. 

The Durcunusaan. The Wolves of the Blood. 

He and Vistr had built them from scratch all those years ago, and with Vistr assuming overall command of the entire Spartan Combined Ground Force in and around Apo Prime and Elear, command of the Durcunusaan had fallen fully to him. Vengal could not have been happier with his life at this moment. His only daughter was mated to a man Vengal loved like a son. The Drow woman who shared their lives he now regarded as an adopted daughter. He had eight beautiful grandchildren from Anuk and Nayeca, and his life was far removed from the time when Anuk was his only remaining daughter and he thought he had lost her. His two living sons often returned to Earth with the ships they commanded, staying with their sister and the man they both respected above all else. Vengal was devoted to his family and the Durcunusaan above all else. Their training was sometimes brutal and humiliating, reminiscent of the times of the Ancient Agoge in Spartan lore, but if you graduated Durcunusaan training you were accepted into the ranks of men and women who were widely regarded as the finest trained and most lethal unit within the whole of the Union military. They were regarded as such because it was their duty to guard the Royal family. To this end they received training from across a broad spectrum of fields. The majority of Mjolnir’s Hand had been selected from the ranks of the Durcunusaan, as had many of the thousand plus Bonded Pairs within the Union. And Vengal was their commander.

His office within the base under Mount Hagios was spacious and comfortably furnished, but not lavishly so. It was more homey than most since he had let his wife decorate for him. It was probably more inviting that he would have decorated but that is why he adored his wife of three hundred plus years. She was his better half in everything and he worshiped the ground she walked upon. Vengal had chosen each and every one of the members of the Durcunusaan after extensive research of their personal files. While their numbers were not publicly known, Vengal could field two complete divisions of fifty thousand men apiece if he needed to. They were pilots and intelligence officers; technicians and engineers. He had it all within the ranks of the Durcunusaan. Only one in one hundred were accepted to join the Durcunusaan. Vengal had relaxed over the years to allow this sort of ratio from the one in one thousand he and Vistr had begun with. He got the best of the best and once you were a member of the Durcunusaan, no matter where you went after that you were always a member of the Durcunusaan.

Vengal rose from his chair as he read the daily reports and moved to the wet bar where he poured himself a large glass of berry juice. The door to his office slid open without warning and he looked up. Only his senior aide would dare burst into his office unannounced and Vengal knew it was him immediately by the shimmering white hair that hung well past his shoulders. The Drow Colonel had been with him for the last ten years, twice refusing a promotion and command of his own to remain as Vengal’s aide. His position afforded him the most action he could hope for, as well as the most respect for his Drow family. He was one of the Drow who had fully accepted Aihola’s reign as Queen long ago as well as her morals and values. His wife of seventeen years was a ravishing blond haired former High Elf from Mountain City. A woman who was as completely devoted to her Drow husband and the Drow values as he was devoted to her. He was also one of the most cool headed men Vengal had ever met in his life. The only thing that got him excited was his wife and bad news. 

“Unless you are going to tell me your wife is pregnant once more Colonel Nufco of the Family Razah, then something is wrong.” Vengal spoke quickly. 


Nufco Razah looked at his general. “General… we have a problem.” He gasped out of breath.

The alarms in Vengal’s head began to sound loudly. “Speak.”

“We just received a coded transmission from Captain Sa'sur of the SCIMITAR.” He spoke quickly. “The Kavalians have struck Solmar in force. Androcles fears they may be trying to establish a forward base. He sent Sa'sur away to call for reinforcements. He remains on the planet with Dorian, the Spartan company and the remaining members of Omega Team Sixty-Two.”

Vengal’s eyes grew wider with every word Nufco spoke. “Fuck me!” Vengal snarled as he moved to his desk and slammed his hand down on the COM panel. “Officer of the Watch… initiate a full Durcunusaan covert alert! I want the Ready Division on station in one hour! They are to move to their designated Pick Up points and stand by!”

“Understood General!” The voice answered.

“And get me Admiral Ceneu! I don’t care where he is!” Vengal snapped turning back to Nufco. “Give me more Nufco!”

Nufco moved to the ever present Star chart and plugged in the data pad he carried. “As you know the Prince went to Solmar to retrieve the Omega Team. The Kavalians were already on the planet it seems. A forward unit to begin taking down the colony network in advance of a larger force. Captain Sa'sur reported upwards of forty ships entering the system with PROTOSS Troop ships spread among the task force. She estimates at least a full division based on the number of troop ships.” Nufco looked at him. “Based on recent information obtained from the High Coven General, we have determined this is how their operational tactics will execute when they have chosen to take a planet. A small force to initiate the main landing.”

“And Andro is right in the middle of it!” Vengal hissed.

“He refused to leave with the SCIMITAR in order to ascertain if it would be feasible to get as many civilians off the colony as possible.” Nufco told him. “According to Sa'sur’s report he said he would secure a landing zone on the southern continent for the Spartan company and the remainder of the SCIMITAR’s STRIKER and KADEN compliment. They have the new sensor maskers General. If they can get established… it’s very possible they could remain undetected for a time.”
“Undetected?” Vengal chortled. “Do you think Andro will remain undetected?”

Nufco looked at him. “No.” He answered. “Preliminary reports from Sa'sur indicate a large loss of civilian life in order to shut down the colony in the way they have.”

“Fuck!” Vengal swore. “Find Jomann and Sheva Nufco! Get them here now! How many Shroud capable ships do we have in orbit?”
“Including the Earth’s AUTUMN MOON Defense Contingent… thirty-seven.” Nufco answered immediately.

“Contact Charles and let him know we need to use his AUTUMN MOONs.” Vengal spoke. “He won’t blink when he realizes its Andro. He’s got a soft spot for the boy. Have the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing spool up and leave immediately to rendezvous with Sa'sur. This is a silent deployment! If the Netnews discovers Andro is out there with his ass hanging in the wind there will be hell to pay! They’ll broadcast it all across the Union and you can damn well bet the Kavalians have people monitoring our Netnews channels twenty-four seven. They’ll converge on Solmar like the plaque!”

Nufco nodded. “Undoubtedly.” He said.

“How soon before we can deploy?” Vengal asked.

“We?” Nufco looked at him.

Vengal met his eyes. “There’s no way I’m staying behind on this! And weren’t you just complaining you were bored?”
Nufco nodded his head with a grin. “I was, wasn’t I? The Durcunusaan Ready Division will be fully prepped in under an hour. A full Silent Deployment from their staging areas will require more time sir. We can load everyone out by late tomorrow morning if we hump it. That’s the earliest if we want to keep this under wraps. Once the divisions are in orbit we can deploy at will.”

“Do it!” Vengal snapped. “And keep chatter on the secure channels to a minimum. Use Mindvoice if they have too. This can’t leak out before we leave.”

Nufco nodded. “I will see to it.” He said. “Our Command Group?”

Vengal nodded. “Small Unit Op Nufco. Only what we need.”

“I will inform the rest of the team.” Nufco answered.

Vengal gripped his arm. “Contact Aihola. I want a contingent of her Drow Scouts with us Nufco. And tell Charles that it’s time to show what this human division he has been touting can do. They’re going with us.”

Nufco looked at him. “The 82nd is a Cataphract Armor Orbital Drop Division General. A mix of Heavy Infantry and specialized units. Is that what we need?”
“Do you think Andro is going to leave civilians on that planet if there is a way to get them off?” Vengal asked.

“No… no sir.” Nufco said.

Vengal nodded. “Better to have the power than not. They will compliment the Ready Division. I have a feeling this is not going to be a simple swing by and evacuate the civilians. Nothing is ever simple with Andro or his father.” 

“This is true.” Nufco said.

“Make it happen Nufco.” Vengal ordered.

Nufco nodded. “As you order General.”

