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PROLOGUE

MEGEWA I1I
THE WILDS
TWO MONTHS AFTER THE EVENTS ON ENURRUA

Megewa I1I, one of the seedier planets in the Wilds.

Like its larger cousins spread across the Wilds, Megewa III was a haven for mercenaries and smugglers
like herself. She sat in the corner of the medium sized tavern and watched as each individual or group entered.
Her back was against the rear wall of the establishment, and she was near the only other entrance. An entrance
that led into a disgusting, garbage filled alley in the rear that usually had a body or two in it at any given time,
attesting to the lawlessness that reigned supreme on Megewa III.

The tavern, Star’s Ghost, was one of the more popular spots on Megewa III because it actually had
decent food and strong ale to drink. The owner of the establishment was a huge Unsaur, and former Bounty
Hunter who went by the name Cyngi. His seven and a half foot height and six hundred pounds of muscle was
enough to tame most of the trouble makers the moment they came into the place. His gray skin and long fangs
took care of what his other physical dimensions did not. He took no lip from anyone, and he offered decent food
and drink for a reasonable price as long as you stayed out of trouble. He was known to have squashed several
Erogani Assassins who thought they would come in one evening and make trouble. Two of their bodies rotted
in the alley behind his establishment for a month after that. She always maintained a good relationship with
him, and he sometimes was able to obtain excellent paying jobs for her. She had her own table, for which she
paid a tidy sum every season, and was always given first dibs on any new food his cooks were able to throw
together. He had a way of obtaining many things that other such establishments couldn’t get, because he was
discrete and trustworthy and did not make waves.

There were some items he no longer carried, mainly because the new King from the Lycavorian Union
had laid waste to Chetak’s ridiculous Republic; and due to this he no longer carried any dragon based items on
the menu. He knew he was far to close to the Union border, and it was said that the new King had taken quite a
liking to the dragons and even flew on one’s back. It was said he had incredible Mindvoice powers and could
throw glimmering spikes of energy at you. It was said he destroyed Chetak’s empire just for taking a simple
woman from him that he considered his Queen. She must have been some woman if that rumor was true she
thought to herself. Rumors about this new King were filtering all over the Wilds, many of them made up and
crazy enough to have been concocted in the mind of a mercenary on mind drugs. He had four Queens, and five
concubines, among them the new Hadarian and Elfin Queens; he had glowing yellow eyes and was as big as an
Unsaur. There was one rumor that was accurate she knew, and that was the fact that he had shattered the High
Coven garrison of Ukwav into oblivion with only a single Fleet Group and primarily twenty thousand Spartans.

The fact alone made him someone she probably did not want to be angry with her. She was no fool, and
she had not survived alone for all these years in the Wilds by being stupid. She stood only five foot five and a
hundred and twenty pounds, but it was lean muscle she had toned over the years. She was Hadarian by birth, but
she had never known her birth parents, both of them killed in a transport accident only a few days after she was
born. All she could remember of her early childhood were the Phacca man and women who had raised her until
she was seven. They had been butchered in a raid by mercenaries one night and she was taken prisoner and sold
into slavery. That had begun her long period of pain.

Pain and despair had become part of her life then, the brutal rapes and beatings suffered at the hands of
the first and second of her three owners while a slave, and then the mental and physical anguish her third owner,
an Elgebar Priest, had made her suffer. Cyngi had been the one to pull her from that life after she had snapped
and killed her third owner in a fit of rage, along with his entire family, including his three children, who took
great pleasure in tormenting her whenever they could. She was a hundred and thirty two years old when she
found her way onto his ship and stowed away. When she was discovered, she had so impressed him with her
abilities to bypass the security measures of his ship that he had kept her on. It wasn’t an easy life, as Cyngi was
a taskmaster, and there were many a times when she had scrubbed the disgusting decks of his ship with only a
brush as punishment for screwing up. She discovered that she had a knack for electronics and building things,
and that she was a decent pilot in her own right. He never treated her as anything more than a possession, and he



could get violent at times, but he never beat her unnecessarily and he never attempted to force himself upon her.
It would not have been easy regardless, male Unsaur were know to be extremely well endowed and could only
mate with females of their own race because of their size.

She began making a name for herself while under his tutelage in repairing things that couldn’t be
repaired, and he even taught her to fly and to fight as the years passed. Soon he was sending her on operations
all by herself, and using his name as contact, she rapidly gained small fame in the Wilds as a smuggler and pilot
who could out fly almost anyone. Pain remained in her life however, for that is what kept her alive and that is
what made her know she was alive. She was quick tempered, and had received her fair share of beatings over
the years due to an off hand comment she made to a potential customer or such. She was not helpless, and more
often than not could get away or win the fight, but she always relished those moments. She had tattooed her
body as well, as a reminder that pain was a constant in her life, and the feel of the tattoo needle sometimes
drove away the pain in her heart and soul. Cyngi had taught her never to trust anyone but yourself, and never to
let anyone close to you. He had taught her always to be prepared and when faced with a situation, always shoot
first and ask questions afterwards.

There were half a dozen Lycavorian mercenaries sitting at a single table laughing and slopping food into
their mouths. Most of the Lycavorians she had met over the years were no different than these. Mindless idiots
who thought they were tough and deadly because they were big and could shift forms to a wolf. Many had
either been drummed out of the Union, or could not follow its laws and had left to become mercenaries. Three
Kochab Bounty Hunters sat at another table, while an assortment of others occupied the remaining tables and
stood at the bar. No one of any importance or threat as far as she was concerned.

That was until they walked in.

The dark haired female who led them was obviously a vampire. That in and of itself was nothing special,
many vampires prowled the Wilds seeking their own brand of violence and blood. She had no use for vampires;
to her they were nothing more than conquering animals that killed without regard. This dark haired female was
different though. She moved with extreme confidence, secure in herself and her abilities.

The two that entered behind her wore long cloaks, which covered their bodies and their heads, and the
first of the hairs on the back of her neck began to sound an alarm. The first cloaked figure was female, that
much was obvious, as her shapely curves were very evident even under the cloak. She also moved with
confidence and was very light footed when she stepped, her cloaked head moving from side to side searching
the dim tavern as if she could see everything easily.

The tall figure behind the cloaked female is what drew her attention most of all. The head moved slowly
back and forth, similar to the female in front of him, but whoever he was, he was measuring the threats in the
room, categorizing them and filing them away. She estimated he was at or just below two meters in height and
though the cloak made it hard to tell, probably near a hundred and twenty-five kilograms in weight. This made
him very large, and none of it appeared to be fat in any way. His movements were smooth and measured with
confidence and grace and power. His persona projected that he had killed many times, could kill again without
hesitation and knew more ways to kill you than the next person. This caused the hair on the back of her neck to
become instantly alert and on guard.

She watched them moved to the bar, and she watched as the bar maid, one of three female Temkinian
bar maids Cyngi employed began speaking to the vampire female. All of the Temkinian species were feline in
nature and the woman were unusually seductive and graceful. She watched as Trelola directed them to a table
and the vampire female nodded. The three of them moved to the table and settled in, and the second Temkinian
female came over instantly to take their order. She saw the second Temkinian female waitress’s nose crinkle
slightly at something she smelled as she looked at the smaller cloaked figure, and then she looked to the larger
male. They must have refused anything to drink for she moved away without taking an order and she moved on
and went to the bar and spoke with Trelola in soft whispers.

“Who have you angered within the Lycavorian Union Sangria?”” The deep voice spoke from the
shadows to her right.

She turned casually, her long black hair tinted red tied into a tight braid, unsurprised to see Cyngi lean
slightly back in the chair and the shadows released him. Her sea green eyes fell on the Unsaur owner. “I haven’t
been inside the Union in over a decade.” She answered. “Why?”



“The two cloaked figures are Spartans.” He said immediately. “Only Spartans move like that. Precise
and methodic. And the female vampire’s posture suggests more skill than she outwardly projects.”

“Spartans traveling with a female vampire?” Sangria asked. “Isn’t that a bit odd?”

“They are looking for you.” Cyngi said calmly. “They got your name from Hunal.”

“Hunal? The Kochab Bounty Hunter?”

Cyngi nodded. “Yes... the one who is now dead unsurprisingly. I believe we are looking at his killers.”

Sangria let her eyes drift back to the table with the strangers at it. “A lot of people have tried to take out
Hunal over the years.” She said softly.

“Yes... and all of them have failed.” Cyngi spoke again, “Which leads me to believe these three are not
someone you want on your six.”

“Why would Spartans be looking for me and traveling with a vampire Cyngi?” Sangria asked.

“I was going to ask you that very question.” Cyngi spoke.

“I would not lie to you Cyngi.” Sangria spoke. “I haven’t been within Union space in over a decade. Not
even near the border. I don’t know what they want.”

“Which then suggests they are after something other than your hide Sangria,” Cyngi spoke. “I would
advise you leave quietly before...”

The loud male voice cut him off and they both turned to see four of the Lycavorian mercenaries standing
around the table with the strangers at it.

“This should be interesting.” Cyngi spoke. “I haven’t seen a good thrashing in almost three years.”

One of the Lycavorians reached up to yank back the hood of the cloaked female, and Sangria’s eyes
went a little wider when she saw the rust colored red hair, and the obviously pointed elfin ears. She watched the
man reach up then and draw back his hood, exposing a bald ebony head, with neatly trimmed mustache and
goatee and an expression of savage anger on his face.

“I do believe the elf female is his mate.” Cyngi spoke in amusement. “And you know how protective
Spartans are of their mates. Yes... this should be very good.”

The Lycavorian who was doing the talking was obviously very drunk, and standing behind the vampire
female. Another stood behind the elf female, and the remaining two stood behind the black skinned male. The
vampire female was trying to be calm and talk with the Lycavorian, but it was obvious the man was either too
drunk or too stupid to take the hint and not mess with these individuals.

The Lycavorian behind the elf female then made the last mistake of his life as he reached over and
grabbed the elf female’s ample breast. His eyes flew open in surprise when the razor like spearhead of the
extending Nehtes burst through his back between his shoulder blades. There were two flashes of silver white
light and two Shi Viskas appeared on the arms of the elf female and the hulking male. Sangria watched as they
came out of their chairs in smooth elegant motions, exploding into action. The male rammed his Shi Viska into
the face of the male on his left, extending his Nehtes in the same motion and stabbing forward into the neck of
the Lycavorian on his right. The female elf had bounded up on top of the table, tore her Nehtes free and snapped
out a vicious front kick that sent the Lycavorian who had felt her up flying back several meters to smash into an
empty table.

The vampire female had leaped straight up into the air, executed a back flip and landed behind the
Lycavorian to her rear. Using her vampire speed and strength, she grasped the man’s jaw and the nape of his
neck and twisted violently. His neck snapping in the confines of the room was very audible and he slumped to
the floor. She stood there calmly, her now cobalt blue eyes scanning the room for any other attacks, while the
hulking black Spartan turned in circles, his Shi Viska ready to launch. The elf female had spun on top of the
table and her Shi Viska was leveled at the two remaining Lycavorians at the table.

Sangria watched as those cobalt blue eyes settled on her, and the sense of unease increased ten fold as
the yellow eyes of the male Spartan also fell on her.

“Cyngi?” She spoke quickly.

“Use the ally entrance Sangria. Quickly.” He replied. “I will delay them. Remember to purchase scent
masker at your next stop. They will have your scent now... and they can track you by that alone. Go!”

Sangria wasted no more time and she came out of her chair in a flash moving for the entrance.

This night would begin a ten month flight from those tracking her, a flight that would ultimately change
her life and everything about her.



CHAPTER ONE

GELA-MAGO 2

LYCAVORIAN UNION SPACE

THIRTEEN MONTHS AFTER THE EVENTS ON ENURRUA
LEONIDAS II-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

MJOLNIR’S HAND

MJOLNIR’S HAND

Three thousand four hundred and six meters of armor, speed and awesome destructive power. The
largest and most advanced warship ever built by Union shipyards. Newly christened only six months before,
after undergoing several structural changes that had come up before its final stage of completion, changes that
would accommodate the two dragons that were now the constant companions of King Leonidas and Queen
Aricia.

It was the first of nine ships of its class that were now in service; MJOLNIR’S HAND being the flagship
of both the King and Queen. With another forty-three LEONIDAS I1I-Class Strike Cruisers slated for
construction over the next five years, it would gradually become the command and control platform for the
entire Union Fleet. It was equipped with one hundred and fourteen of the new MK9 Plasma Beam arrays dotting
the superstructure, eight forward TH57 Proton torpedo launchers and six aft launchers, along with thirty-two of
the newest Mark 19 Anti-ship missile launchers, sixteen per side. MJOLNIR’S HAND had a complement of five
squadrons of T9 TEMPEST -Class Interceptors and four squadrons of M4 DEVASTATOR-Class heavy fighters,
along with twenty-four STRIKER ATs.

The single new class STRIKER DT was normally parked within the bay as well.

Ten meters longer, four meters higher and thirty metric tons heavier than its smaller cousin, this Dragon
Transport, as it was now called, was the personal DT of King Leonidas, Queen Aricia and the two dragons that
had become their shadows. It could carry Torma and Isheeni as well as an additional squad of Spartans, with
Commander Endith and Star Commander For’mya flying it. It was equipped with a new design but very
powerful High Coven Shroud generator, the advanced Talracian Ore armor, which quite ironically had become
known by its fleet name of dragon armor, as well as the usual STRIKER ATs weapons complement. Three
hundred and fifty of these STRIKER DTs had been built to exacting detail to be the transport craft of the
members of Mjolnir’s Hand as they traveled to wherever they were needed. They were flown by a single female
elf pilot that personality wise, matched up most to the Spartan and dragon she would fly around.

Commander Komirri had almost lost command of this ship and the fleet group as soon as the
LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser had come into operation. It was standard practice that senior officers got
command of new class ships, and Komirri was very junior to many. When Martin heard of this, he advanced
Komirri one rank to Captain and gave him command of the 1* Spartan Fleet Group, as well as MJOLNIR'S
HAND for as long as he desired. To avoid any issues, he met personally with each officer senior in rank to
Komirri and explained to them each why he had done what he did. Those officers, perhaps miffed at the
opportunity to serve the King directly, left their meeting with the King in perhaps a better mood than when they
arrived. No one knew what he and they talked about, and no one ever asked.

They did know that the two most senior officers due for the new class ships were named commanders of
THE SPIRIT OF HADARIA and NORMYA'’S LIGHT, the personal LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers that
belonged to Queen Anja and Queen Dysea respectively. With command of those two ships came command also
of the fourteen NOVA-Class Attack Cruisers that followed each command ship wherever they went. These two
men were now very happy, as both Anja and Dysea were never in spot for too long, always traveling within the
Union, and the Commander of the SPIRIT OF HADARIA was especially pleased because Anja was almost as
well known for getting into situations as Martin and Aricia were. And the fiery Persian red haired Queen could
have a very short temper if pushed too far, attested to the fact that during a recent visit on one of the Union’s
developing worlds, the medical supplies were not reaching the masses of people due to slow government



movement in distributing them. To show her unhappiness Anja had pulled every Hadarian Healer on the planet
into one central location and began using her ship’s capabilities to shuttle the citizens of the planet directly. This
is angered the ruling government and Anja had basically told him to go fuck himself when he demanded she
stop undermining his government’s authority. A transmission to Martin to complain had resulted in the King
telling him the same thing in less than stellar terms.

It had all worked out in the end, and Anja had even praised that leader’s government as one who was
progressing quickly in helping its citizens, eventually earning an ally when all was said and done. Admiral Riall
had told the ship Captains that things would be very interesting with their new King and Queens, and so far no
one had been disappointed. NORMYA’S LIGHT had remained at Apo Prime to finish a small dragon armor refit
while Dysea and Isabella accompanied Deia to Elear. Isabella had so far refused being assigned one of the new
ships, but Martin kept one held out just in case. She had Dysea had become nearly inseparable over the course
of the last year, exploring the boundaries of the relationship they shared, and rarely being seen apart.

Captain Komirri now watched on the monitor from the bridge as Spartan 01 offloaded the civilians that
they were pulling from the planet below, five other STRIKERS doing the same thing, all of them covered in a
fine layer of soot. They were returning from a diplomatic mission to Elear, bringing Queen Dysea and Queen
Isabella back from the elf home world after taking part in negotiations between the rulers of the Folcani people
and Prime Minister Deia over their petition to join the Lycavorian Union. Deia had requested that Dysea and
Isabella accompany her for the negotiations because the Folcani people were notoriously anti-violent in nature
and Martin and Aricia had rapidly garnered a reputation since Enurrua of not mincing words and telling
someone where to go and how to get there in the most straightforward of ways. Dysea had spent several months
with Deia and L’tian taking part in Senate meetings and minor negotiations and was becoming quite the
politician, much to her surprise. The talks had been completed and Martin and Aricia had returned to Elear to
pick up and return the delegations back to Apo Prime.

The distress call from the mining colony on Gala-Mega 2 had come in just as they were about to exit the
system. The five kilometer long asteroid had struck the small world on its main continent and instantly created
massive earthquakes and seismic instability all across the planet. The five major volcanoes had erupted within
hours of each other, spewing deadly suffocating ash into the atmosphere, adding to that already spreading across
the planet from the asteroid strike on the main continent. Martin had immediately ordered them to return to the
planet to render aide even with the political delegation on his ship. The last nineteen hours had been a
whirlwind of activity as STRIKERs had been shuttling the members of the colony off the planet continuously,
bringing them to MJOLNIR’S HAND as well as other ships within the fourteen ship NOVA-Class Attack Cruiser
element that always escorted the King and Queen wherever they went.

Deia had the Folcani delegation in a small enclave off the main bridge, watching as Komirri directed the
rescue operation from MJOLNIR’S HAND and explaining as much of what was happening as she could, while
the King and his two Queens were on the surface. The political talks had not gone well, primarily because of the
Folcani concerns that King Leonidas was a “loose cannon” so to speak. They had no desire to be embroiled in a
war with anyone, and it appeared to them, no matter how much Deia and Dysea told them otherwise that Martin
would prefer conflict over reason.

Komirri had all communications on the intercom to better be able to direct action and they could hear
the voices of Endith and For’mya in the cockpit of Spartan 01.

“Four more minutes.” For’mya spoke.

“C’mon... ¢’'mon...” Endith muttered. “Marty and Aricia are still down there with Dysea.”

“Captain Komirri... if you would please give us a direct clearance once the civilians are out of the
landing bay.” For’'mya’s voice announced over the COM.

Komirri turned to his operations officer and nodded. “Done For’mya! How long?”

“Some of this last group was injured.” For’mya replied. “Isabella is moving them to the med center as
quickly as she can, but we can’t rush them. Many of them have flash burns and broken bones from the first
eruption.”

“I have all the medical teams standing by.” Komirri spoke. “Stand by... we’re getting the feed back
from King Leonidas’s COM.”

“... Min, what is your location?”” Martin’s deep voice filled the bridge now, the background sound of
Torma’s wings whipping and the gusts of wind from the advancing dust cloud could be heard easily.



“I am back at the collection point with Iriral Nauta Melme.” Dysea’s voice answered. “We have
completed our last flyover of the encampment and it is completely empty now. Bella has already returned to
MJOLNIR’S HAND with the last STRIKER and the wounded she was able to collect.”

“Board your DT and leave now with whomever you have left there Melda Min.” Martin told her. “The
cloud is moving faster because of the winds now. Aricia and I are moving back to your location now, and we’re
only staying just ahead of it.”

“Nauta Melme... For’mya isn’t back yet!” Dysea complained. “You would have no transport waiting for
you.”

“For’mya will be here!” Aricia’s voice filled the COM. “You and Iriral are still bonding Dysea, and she
is not strong enough yet despite her size, to withstand the winds we are flying in right now.”

There was a pause and Martin’s voice answered. “No Iriral you can’t! You haven’t flown with her long
enough!” He said sternly. “Your place is to safeguard Dysea and that is what we want you to do. You will be
ready soon enough Iriral... do not rush it! Take those left at the collection point and leave now!”

The senior Folcani Ambassador looked at Deia. “He and his Queens talk to the dragons with their
minds?” She asked.

Deia nodded. “They speak on a Mindvoice level most of us can’t hear. Dysea and Iriral have only been
together for four months and they are still learning about each other. Anja and her dragon even less time as it
was harder to find a compatible dragon for her, and she doesn’t really like too fly that much. King Leonidas and
Queen Aricia have been with Torma and Isheeni for over a year now, and their Mindvoice abilities far exceed
any known to exist between dragon and Spartan. I doubt that will ever change either, but they want Dysea and
her dragon to leave now to be safe.”

“Very well Nauta Melme... but Iriral and I will be very upset with you should anything happen.” Dysea
spoke.

Martin chuckled. “My hair will be a little wild thanks to Torma’s flying... but we’ll be fine. Now go!
Komirri are you monitoring?”

“Yes sire!”

“Did we get the rest of the colony off?”” Martin asked.

“We did Milord.”

“What about the wounded that Isheeni and I found on the northern slope.” Aricia’s voice interjected.

“For’mya and Endith are finishing unloading them now Milady.” Komirri spoke. “They will depart in
under two minutes. Queen Isabella is already aboard and directing the injured to the Med Bay as we speak.”

“We’ll be back at the collection point by then.” Martin said. “Tell For’'mya to hurry... the winds are
picking up quickly and the ash cloud will be here in less than fifteen minutes.”

“We will be there for you Martin Leonidas!” For’mya’s voice broke in.

“What? Where?”” Martin barked out.

“Sire...” Komirri asked, his eyes narrowing. “What is wrong?”’

“Beloved you can’t!” Aricia’s voice snapped. “The winds are too strong!”

“Torma is heavier than Isheeni... and I’'m heavier than you!” Martin spoke. “We have to try! It is a child
Aricia!”

“Milord... what is going on?”” Komirri asked.

“Torma and I have spotted a child!” Martin spoke. “He’s running towards the collection point but the
ash is so thick he’ll miss it completely. We’re going down for him! Aricia... you and Isheeni remain above the
cloud and radiate so that we have a beacon!”

“Martin...”

“I won’t let him die!” Martin barked. “Torma... go!”

“Komirri... seal the section we are in and vent the bay! We are leaving now!” For’mya snapped from
the cockpit of Spartan 01. “Endith... power up the drive coils! Tina, on my mark I want you to engage the
maneuvering thrusters!”

“For’mya... we will lose five fighters and a STRIKER to the vacuum!” Komirri snarled.

“They are not worth the life of our King and Queen Komirri! Endith and I are more than capable of this
maneuver and we can recover our ships after!” For’mya barked. “Now do as I ask or I will order you to do it
Captain!”

'9’



Komirri turned quickly. As Bound Concubine to the King, technically For’mya was outranked by only
the King and Queens, and she could give him orders, yet she had never exercised this authority, not since
Ukwav, and he knew however that she would do it.

“Seal the section they are in and vent the bay now!” He ordered.

“Captain...”

“I want it done now damn it, or she will blast a hole in the landing bay!” Komirri barked. “For’mya
we’re sealing it now! Good luck!”

“Thank you Komirri.” For’mya answered.

The Folcani representative looked at Deia, her eyes blinking, the inner cover acting like normal eyelids
for humanoid species. “He risks his life for a child he does not know?”” She spoke. “He is the King.” Her voice
held surprise in it.

Deia clenched her jaw. “Yes I know. We have been trying to get that message across to him for over a
year now, and he still takes these ridiculous risks. Excuse me for a moment.”

The Folcani turned to the other two members of her party as Deia moved over to stand beside Komirri.

GELA-MAGO 2

Martin leaned over Torma’s broad shoulders, attempting to make himself less of a drag against the
hundred knot winds that were tearing at them. The dragon armor built into the saddle secured his legs against
Torma’s sides and anchored him firmly to Torma’s back between his shoulders and just in front of where his
huge wings connected to his body.

Torma my brother... are you thinking the same thing as I am? Martin spoke to him, the wind tearing at
his helmet and threatening to rip it off. Combined with the hundred knot wind they were flying in and Torma’s
own three hundred knot speed, without their psychic shield, the sin on Martin’s body would have been peeling
away.

They had been together now for just over a year and for the both of them it was as if they had always
been bonded in the way they were. They flew everyday unless they were onboard a ship, sometimes spending
hours doing acrobatic maneuvers, testing the limits of what they could do, or just exploring Apo Prime. Their
connection and sharing of psychic power had become second nature; the shield surrounding them when they
flew and were together was now nearly impregnable. Aricia and Isheeni had become much the same way, and
almost always joined them in flying or exploring unless her duties as Queen kept Aricia busy. Torma’s
telekinetic power had increased to the point now where he could be half a planet away from his bonded brother
and still use this gift. It would always be stronger when they were together, but the depth of their connection
was such that they could draw on each other from hundreds of kilometers away and not lose any strength.

They were kindred spirits Martin and Torma, brought together by the painful actions of the past but
remaining together out of the closeness they now felt. Martin and Aricia had been present when Isheeni had laid
her eggs seven months before. They had been present when those three eggs hatched a month later, giving them
three very healthy young hatchlings, two females and a male, who because of the psychic nature of the bond
their parents shared with Martin and Aricia the hatchlings were instantly aware and able to speak with both of
them as well. Torma and Isheeni had crammed into the restructured villa in Sparta when Aricia gave birth to
Androcles only five months earlier, watching as the black hair; azure blue eyed healthy baby boy joined them in
their world. The four of them had been together, shared Androcles birth, the seven months that Aricia carried
him, Isheeni’s eggs hatching, all of these moments together, and it had only made their bond grow stronger and
clearer by the day.

That perhaps this was not such a good idea Martin? Yes... it was a bad idea on our part. Torma’s voice
in his head was strained as he fought the buffeting winds he was flying against, as well as attempting to watch
where they were going.

On my part. Martin spoke.

We make decisions like this together brother, you know that. Torma replied. Can you see anything?

You mean besides all the nubous ash? Not an anse thing!

We must be close! I have dropped nearly two thousand meters and... there! Torma exclaimed.



Martin’s wolf eyes looked up and he could just barely make out the flat of the land below them and the
rocky terrain. However he was able to now see the child huddling between several huge rocks, sobbing
uncontrollably. Martin turned and saw the massive cloud front almost upon them. Once engulfed in that cloud
of ash and heat it would be only seconds before both he and Torma would die. They would not be able to fly
and sustain their shield against such a force of nature.

Torma... snatch him and turn! The cloud!

I know!

Man it’s almost on us!

I know!

Martin felt Torma’s muscles clench and unclench as his wings beat furiously fighting the wind and the
blinding ash and soot. He tilted his body, reached out with his mind and grabbed the small child in a telekinetic
grasp. The child’s eyes went wide as he was ripped upward directly at the monstrosity that was Torma’s body.
Using pinpoint control and skills they had refined over the months, Martin grabbed the child as soon as Torma
lifted him clear of his wings and wrapped him within his arms, the psychic shield surrounding him now as well.

Torma... turn and burn brother! Let the wind take us! Straight up! Follow the beacon Aricia and Isheeni
have left for us! Go! Martin shouted.

Torma didn’t hesitate, turned sharply to fly with the wind and pointed his snout skyward just as the
edges of the cloud engulfed them.

Isheeni banked hard her azure eyes scanning the dark ugly cloud below them, her heart pounding madly
within her chest, matching the pounding of the heart of her bond mate who sat between her shoulders.

Two pairs of azure blue eyes scanned the cloud beneath them, waiting for the ones that meant more to
them than anything in the universe. Like Torma and Martin, Aricia and Isheeni’s bond had only grown stronger
over the last year, until they could think and fight as one mind. When the first of Isheeni’s eggs had hatched,
Aricia had been the one to hold the female baby hatchling first. When Androcles had been born, Isheeni had
gently touched the small baby with her snout before even Martin got to hold him.

When on Apo Prime, Isheeni took Aricia everywhere, flying high above the hoverlift traffic lanes. They
truly enjoyed flying together, and due to their bond, Isheeni was even faster and more maneuverable that she
had ever been, the power of their Mindvoice connection making it easier for her to execute aerial maneuvers
that she would never have attempted before. Her telepathic abilities had reached almost that of her dragon mate,
and now she could extend and direct the stream of fire she spit from her maw with even more control and focus.

Aricia... Isheeni’s worried voice reached out as they slowly circled the ugly dark cloud below them.

Aricia placed her hand flat on Isheeni’s neck. They are stronger than us Isheeni, more so than even we
will admit. We must have faith in their skills.

I know... that does not mean I can not worry. Isheeni answered.

No it does not. Aricia spoke her eyes sweeping the sky beneath her. She saw a flash of some sort behind
and to their right and shifted in her saddle, her eyes growing wide. Behind us to the right! Isheeni look!

Isheeni banked hard right and her own eyes grew wide as she saw the massive obsidian shape of her
mate come tearing from the darkness below her, the shield around him and Martin almost glowing with heat.

Beloved! Aricia screamed out as Isheeni flattened her wings and dove.

The moment Torma cleared the blackness and saw the sun he bellowed out a loud roar of triumph,
snapped his wings straight out and rolled over twice in quick succession, while Martin was yelling in joy.

Yeah baby! What a ride! Yeah baby!

As Torma righted them and continued to climb they both saw Isheeni loop around and spin with relief as
she took up a spot slightly above him.

Are you hurt? Aricia barked her eyes wide.

A little cooked that’s all. Martin replied with a chuckle, feeling her love and concern wash over him.
Man that was fun!

Can we do it again Martin? Torma asked turning his head back with a dragon grin.

Torma that was the most foolish thing you have ever done! Are you totally losing your senses? Isheeni
snapped at her mate. If you ever do that...



Martin sat back and they both saw the wide eyed young boy sitting in front of Martin and holding a
death grip on the smaller spikes in Torma’s shoulders. Aricia gasped.

You saved him! She spoke. Oh Beloved...

He was hiding in some rocks... but we got him. Martin said looking across the expanse of air at Aricia as
she and Isheeni flew beside them. We 're ok Little Wolf.

Aricia met his eyes and felt his love fill her. He rarely called her that anymore, after what they had been
through and experienced together in the last year, it seemed silly. She was not a little girl anymore, but a
beautiful woman who filled his very soul, and the mother to his young son, and now when he did use that name
for her they were usually alone and it was spoken with a deep abiding love and feeling and it was his way to tell
her she was always first to him. Aricia smiled brightly and nodded. Then let us meet with For’mya and get off
this planet before the ash rises up here. It will block out everything very soon. She reached up and touched the
COM on her armor.

“For’'mya?”

“We have your position!” For’mya’s voice answered immediately. “We’ll be to you in under a minute!
Did you...”

“We got him For’mya!” Martin spoke now. “We’ll have to execute a mid air landing. I don’t see
anything within range where you can set down safely.”

“Understood!” For’'mya said. “Can you see us? Dropping from above on your nine.”

Aricia turned and saw the small speck coming down fast. “We have you!”

“Initiating Mid Air landing sequence! We’ll hold here!” For’mya spoke. “Ramp coming open!”

Beauty before age Aricia my love. Martin spoke smiling at her.

You are so in trouble when we get back to MJOLNIR’S HAND. Aricia stated before nudging Isheeni
with her knee towards the STRIKER DT.

You as well husband. Isheeni echoed. You fool.

Torma turned to look at Martin as he turned to follow. [Mindvoice Shielded] I thought we just saved a
young child’s life Martin. Why are they angry at us?

Martin shrugged. [Mindvoice Shielded] I don 't try to understand them Torma. Usually no matter what
we do it isn’t right.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You have that trouble too sire, with Aricia Blue Eyes?

Martin grinned. [Mindvoice Shielded] A/l the time.

[Mindvoice Shielded] What do you do?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Agree with whatever they say. It’s safer.

Torma laughed and turned his head as he saw Isheeni flare her wings and touch down on the wide open
rear ramp of the STRIKER DT. The ramp had been lowered, and the top three meters of the DT had folded back
giving them plenty of room for a flared stop landing. It had taken a number of times for them to perfect this
maneuver, but both of them had it down now, as did many of Mjolnir’s Hand, and they had done it dozens of
times before.

Torma lined up with the D7 "’s ramp and headed in.

Deia released the breath she had been holding on the bridge and reached out to squeeze Komirri’s thick
arm. He nodded and grinned at her.

“Prime Minister Deia.”

Deia turned to see the Folcani Ambassador standing behind her with the other two members of her
delegation. “I must apologize for this Ambassador.” Deia began. “We don’t...”

“Prime Minister... [ believe we would like to rethink our decision and perhaps meet with you and Queen
Dysea again when we reach Apo Prime.” The Folcani Ambassador spoke. “Can that be arranged?”

Deia looked taken aback but quickly nodded. “Of course Ambassador.”

“Would it... would it be possible to meet King Leonidas in person?” The Ambassador asked.

Deia looked surprised. “I thought... I thought you said you did not want to meet with him.”

“I did.” She replied. “Perhaps I acted too rashly on that. I was acting only on what I had heard in regards
to him and Queen Aricia. After what we just witnessed, I believe we may have been mistaken.”



Deia smiled. “I’d be happy to introduce you Ambassador. I can arrange something for when we return to
Apo Prime if you like. The day after tomorrow perhaps.”
“That would be excellent.”

RESORT MOON
NONUS 1V
THE WILDS

Danny opened his eyes slowly, feeling the weight on both Anuk and Nayeca against his body. The loose
sheet covered all of them from the waist down, Anuk’s head resting on his shoulder, her face turned towards
his, her firm breasts pressed tightly to his rib cage. Nayeca’s head rested on his abdomen, her shimmering white
hair splayed across his lower body, her left arm draped across Anuk’s tanned satiny thigh. He looked around the
quarters they occupied sniffing the air gently. Anuk’s cinnamon scent and Nayeca’s sweet apple scent were
already burned into his brain, and he dismissed them quickly as he smelled the coffee. He looked down briefly
at Anuk’s sleeping face, and smiled to himself when he thought of what he had in his life now.

After so many years of not knowing truly who or what he was, and having Marty as the only true anchor
to hold onto, what he had now was paradise. He was a werewolf, descended from Spartan heritage. The man he
considered to be his one true brother was a werewolf and a King, a King of not only the same species as Danny,
but of hundreds of other alien races that two years ago Dan had never imagine could exist. Of course, two years
ago Danny would never have believed he’d have two of the finest female specimens he’d ever seen sharing his
bed and his life so completely. Or the fact that both of them would be elf females that at one point he thought
only existed in fairytales and myths. They looked no different physically than any other woman with the
exception of the four inch long pointed ears they both had. Ears that were a delicately curved and major
erogenous zone for them. He could turn both of them to putty just by nuzzling and teasing their ears.

He had discovered Anuk first, rescued her from a life of slavery and rape, and fallen in love with her the
moment he’d smelled her scent. In order to save her life he had bitten her, turning her into a werewolf as well. It
had been the only way to keep the poison racing through her body at the time, from taking her out of his life so
soon after discovering her. He had agonized over the decision briefly until Marty had told him it was the only
way to save her life. She hadn’t hated him after the fact, quite the opposite in fact, realizing that she herself was
in love with the hulking ebony giant of a man who had cared for her so tenderly. Anuk had been at his side ever
since. They were mates in the Lycavorian culture, and husband and wife in elfin culture, Danny marrying her in
a very traditional elfin wedding ceremony and nothing would ever change that now.

When Nayeca had come into their lives it had been mainly Anuk she was interested in to start with, and
she had brought out a part of his gorgeous wife and mate that Anuk had not known she had within her. The
Drow assassin was perhaps one of the most skilled warriors Danny had ever fought beside, and she was
Mistress to Anuk. She was the dominant female in their relationship, with Anuk happily taking the role as
submissive slave. Danny hadn’t liked that idea at first; that his Anuk was considered a slave by another, but
when he saw the depth of their relationship he realized the words “slave” and “Mistress” were more terms of
affection that Anuk and Nayeca used for each other then anything else. They had no real meaning in the true
definitions of the words to Anuk and Nayeca, as they loved each other almost as deeply as they loved him. They
had often said in playful terms that he was their master, the one who owned their hearts, yet Danny knew it was
they who owned his.

He also knew without question that the three of them were a fighting team unrivaled. After over fourteen
months fighting together, they could predict what the other would do in almost any situation, and that sixth
sense made them exceedingly lethal. All of them could Mindvoice with each other, Anja having established a
connection between Anuk and Nayeca initially while they were on earth and they had gradually built it between
the three of them. Nayeca had never asked for Danny to change her as he had Anuk, and he had never offered.
Perhaps in the future it would be something to consider, but all three of them were very happy in the way things
were now.

They were together, meeting new species and new challenges with two others who had become their
closest friends. And they had been on the trail of one young Hadarian woman for the last ten months as she led



them across the Wilds from place to place. Danny had to admit, she was good at what she did, and man she
could fly a ship. She always seemed to be one step, ahead of them, sometimes two steps, but with Yuriko’s
contacts and Danny and Anuk’s ability to track scents while on the ground, they always seemed to catch up with
her. The last clue had brought them here to this resort planet, and as Danny slowly extracted himself from
between his two mates, he wanted to get some coffee in him and see what they were up against.

He turned and watched as Anuk and Nayeca, now deprived of the warmth of his body between them,
moved easily into each other’s arms, Nayeca pressing her head tightly to Anuk’s breasts as her lightly tanned
arms circled Nayeca’s coco colored skin and pulled her close.

Danny grinned and got up, throwing on a pair of black fatigue pants and his combat boots before
heading out of their quarters. They had started this mission in what was called a High Coven Runner, basically a
long range transport. It was readily available for purchase in any of a thousand places within the Wilds, only he
doubted those ships were as heavily modified as theirs was. Their HCR had more powerful sub light engines
and the LSD drive from an AUTUMN MOON frigate, giving the ship five times the normal Runner speed. The
computers and control surfaces had been practically ripped out and replaced with advanced Union military
equipment, though it still kept its same weapons. Their shields were twice the normal shields found on this class
ship and they were now equipped with the advanced dragon armor from their last stop in Union space. Yuriko
was also able to change their transponder code to any one of hundreds in their data banks now. The interior had
been changed to accommodate two medium sized staterooms and four smaller single sets of quarters, a cargo
hold directly off the engine room and a main lounge area directly in the center of the ship.

Danny made his way out of the first of the medium staterooms and turned towards the main lounge area,
heading down the short corridor and allowing his nose to guide him to where the coffee was. He saw Yuriko
sitting in one of the comfortable high backed chairs around the small map chart. She had changed quite a bit in
the last year, loosening up and becoming very open with all of them. Modesty was not one of her strong points,
and she wore a thin shirt that barely fell to the tops of her thighs and did nothing to hide her full breasts. Anuk
and Nayeca had also lost whatever modesty they may have had beginning this mission. They had all seen each
other in every way at some point in the last year together, and they all knew where the line was drawn and to
attempt to hide and be modest on so small a ship was a losing battle.

Dan went to the dispenser and grabbed a mug of the strong but excellent coffee that Yuriko always
made. He carried it over to the map chart and let his eyes wander over their position and status before settling
into the second of the three chairs.

“She still there?”” He asked.

Yuriko nodded as she sipped her tea. “Filrian checked in an hour ago. I believe she thinks she has lost
us.”

Dan chuckled. “Well in the ten months we’ve been chasing her, she’s done a damn fine job of being one
or two steps ahead of us.”

Yuriko nodded. “Yes she has.” She agreed. “However she is running out of places to go. She’s been here
for three weeks now, which tells me she believes she has lost us. She has never seen Filrian... and he does a
masterful job of blending in. She has never seen Nayeca, which is another advantage in our favor this time. And
she has almost used up her credit chip here.”

“Nayeca is probably the only Drow elf in the Wilds. We don’t risk her unless we need to. She won’t be
easily forgotten.” Dan said.

Yuriko nodded. “T agree.” She said. “This Sangria... has developed quite a reputation in the Wilds as a
smuggler and pilot. I was able to get some information on her from the Union data banks on our last visit two
weeks ago. I’ve put together a profile of sorts.” Yuriko handed him the data pad. “We know she is Hadarian,
which in and of itself is quite rare. They are not known to be proficient in this type of lifestyle. She is very
proficient. Most of the information is less than two hundred years old, so we can probably assume she was a
slave of some sort for that time period before she first became known. That is why no records exist.”

Dan looked at the data pad. “I can’t get over how familiar she looks, but I can’t place her.” He spoke.
“How old is she anyway?”” Dan asked.

“Filrian says she is between four hundred and fifty and five hundred and fifty years old.” Yuriko replied.
“He thinks closer to five hundred though.”

“Man... she doesn’t look a day over twenty-four or twenty-five.” Dan spoke with a smile.



“It is difficult to adjust to the ages I know.” Yuriko said with a smile of her own. “You should have seen
Prime Minister Deia look at us when I called Martin father in front of her for the first time.”

Dan laughed. “Well... you have to admit... he doesn’t look much older than you.”

“Looks wise I know... but he is over three thousand years old. Lisisa will not look much younger than
him, but she is still his daughter by blood.” Yuriko spoke. “It is the way of things now Daniel. At least for our
two species and half a dozen more like the Hadarians.”

“Why doesn’t Filrian have to go back to Hadaria like the rest?”” Dan asked. “Even Anja has to return
every six months for the ceremony thingie.”

“Lady Anja returns because it is her choice. Seanna has told her she can go as long as two years without
returning due to her ability to pull her healing craft from the life around her as she does.” Yuriko answered.
“Filrian uses very minute portions of his powers, and for the most part sticks with normal medicines and such.
He has gone back on several occasions, but he is not really welcome there because of me.”

“Because you are a vampire?” Dan asked.

Yuriko nodded. “He refuses to leave me and let me travel alone. Perhaps he feels he owes a debt he can
not repay because I rescued him. I do not tell him often enough, but I value his company and his friendship.”

Dan leaned forward. “Yuriko are we sure she knows where Lisisa is?”

“The Kochab Bounty Hunter Hunal is the one who sold Lisisa last. His own records indicate that. And
this Sangria is the one he contracted with to deliver her to the buyer.” Yuriko spoke. “She knows where the
buyer is.”

“Man I sure hope so. If we’ve chased her all this way, and for this long and she doesn’t know, I’ kill
her myself.” Dan said sipping his coffee.

They looked up when Anuk and Nayeca came out of the corridor from the quarter’s area dressed only in
Danny’s spare shirts and both of them yawning. Anuk went immediately to the dispenser and pulled two mugs
of coffee while Nayeca leaned over close to Danny and nuzzled his neck. “Good morning.” She spoke sleepily.

“Sleep well?” Dan asked.

You are evil Daniel Simpson. Nayeca told him as she settled into the chair. But I do so love it when you
are evil.

Anuk walked up to the table, leaned over and kissed Danny softly, then moved to hand one of the mugs
to Nayeca. He enjoys it when he makes love to us until we can no longer move Mistress. Anuk spoke as she
settled into the chair next to her.

Danny grinned. t is very fun.

Nayeca sipped the coffee gratefully and then placed her head on Anuk’s shoulder. Perhaps I will have to
think about having you change me so that I last at least as long as my slave.

Anuk laughed softly and kissed her cheek. [ like you just the way you are Mistress. She spoke. Of
course... if Daniel changed you, that would extend our times together as well, which I wouldn’t mind in the
least.

Dan smiled and turned back to Yuriko. “We were discussing our fugitive Hadarian.” He spoke for their
benefit. “Yuriko thinks we may have got lucky finding her here, as it appears she was going to pull up roots
again. Her credits are almost gone.”

Nayeca perked up at this information. “Really?”

Yuriko nodded. “I believe whatever credits she has had set aside secretly, she is almost out of. This is
the third credit chip she has used in six months... and it is almost gone.”

“Do we take her then?” Anuk asked.

“Filrian is watching her now. I believe our best opportunity to conduct an operation like this would be
this evening. We...” Yuriko turned to the console when the soft beeping started. She adjusted the star map and
they saw a ship approaching on the chart.

Danny had seen enough of them to know what he was looking at. “Yuriko...”

“Yes... it is a High Coven ship. A long range transport similar to our Runner, but much more advanced
and quite newer.” She answered quickly. “The sensors are always tuned to detect Coven ships and warn us.”

“That isn’t a good thing.” Dan spoke.



“We have always known that Yuri would be looking for Lisisa too.” Yuriko spoke though her own heart
was beginning to beat a little faster. “Then again, Nonus IV is a resort world that is much closer to the Coven
border than it is the Union border. It may very well be coincidence.”

“I don’t believe in coincidences. There’s no such thing.” Dan spoke shaking his head.

Yuriko nodded. “Yes... I tend to agree. Especially since Coven military ships rarely enter the Wilds
unless needed. This ship may not be a frigate or a cruiser but it still bears the standard of the High Coven Fleet.”

“How many can that ship hold Yuriko?”” Anuk asked her cerulean blue eyes looking at the holographic
image of the star map and the image of the High Coven ship as it drew closer to Nonus I'V.

Yuriko shook her head. “Not a large complement.” She answered. “No more than twenty crew members
and perhaps ten passengers.”

“The better question is why they are here?” Dan asked.

Yuriko nodded. “An opening for our size ship came available this morning and I reserved it. I believe its
time we finally took this Sangria into our custody. I grow tired of chasing her across the stars. If we lose her
now, she may go so far underground we will not discover her for years. We might actually be doing her a favor
if those are Covens agents. They will simply interrogate her for what she knows, probably rape and brutalize her
in the process and then kill her.”

Dan nodded. “They are such wonderful people aren’t they?” He spoke getting to his feet. “Let’s do this.”
He said.

USU’OZEIB 7

VAMPIRE HIGH COVEN HOMEWORLD

COMMAND AND POLITICAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE VHC
VHC FLEET TRAINING ACADEMY

POPULATION: FOUR HUNDRED THIRTY BILLION

CAPITAL CITY: DWURI

Usu’Ozeib 7.

The home planet of the Vampire High Coven.

Well protected and fortified deep inside High Coven territory, and the only planet in the known universe
that had never been attacked directly by an enemy force. It was a dark planet when compared to Apo Prime,
over half its thirty hour day spent in darkness, but it suited the majority of the population of vampires because
while they were purebloods, fully half of the population was not old enough to stand the sunlight for more than
a few hours at a time.

Sunlight was the least of Yuri’s concerns at the moment; her only worry was reaching for the pinnacle of
her rapidly building climax as Robert’s thick, ten inch cock pounded into her from behind with long strokes and
incredible power. She hadn’t seen him for over a week until last night, as he had been away from Usu’Ozeib 7
with Cha’talla, her father’s Immortal Captain of the Guard, but he had obviously missed her as much as she had
missed him for he had been making her see stars for hours. The sheets of his bed were soaked in sweat and their
combined juices, but he had not stopped his ministrations of her body, taking her in every way he knew she
enjoyed the most.

It was a misconception among the many thousands of races throughout the universe that vampires did
not love. That they had no feeling and warmth within their bodies. Yes they were a brutal conquering race, and
that was what they were intended for, Yuri believed that deeply. They were the perfect beings, meant to
dominate and control all around them. They killed without mercy or hesitation, something Yuri had done often
enough in her nearly four thousand years of life, but they were not mindless machines. Her father was the High
Lord of the Vampire Coven, the oldest and strongest of all their people, and also the most vicious and cruel. He
tolerated no failure, no insubordination, and Yuri had seen him kill with barely a thought over something so
minor as to not even register in the grander scheme of things. Yuri herself had killed in such a manner, without
the slightest hesitation, and killed with her own hands, unlike her now dead brother Xerxes.

It was one of the reasons she was the Vampire High Guard Commander.



Thousands of warships and millions of soldiers would live, die and act on her orders. She had been away
from her home here for two long, and she had spent the majority of the year they had been back learning about
the advancements her people had accomplished while she had been on Earth, and in the bed of the man now
above her and making her feel so utterly wonderful.

Earth.

The very mention of the planet caused anger to flare inside her and she gripped the bed sheets tighter,
slamming her hips back against Robert’s pile driving cock, shivers of agonizing pleasure rippling through her.
The only good thing to have come from her stay on that infernal planet was the man above her, driving her to
heights of pleasure she had not known could exist until he had come into her life. All she had built on Earth had
been tossed away when the descendant of Leonidas discovered who he truly was and basically kicked the shit
out of her. She now regretted not having ripped his throat from him when she had the chance. Almost two years
she had played the part of his love interest, allowing him to fuck her as often as he wanted, having to endure his
foul touch upon her royal vampire body. He may have been the largest cock she had ever had inside her, but
Robert’s cock was the one that made her groan for more.

They had lost Earth, Leonidas killing Xerxes in a particularly savage way, which didn’t surprise her
since they were after all only animals. She had hoped that fool Chetak and his son would be able to accomplish
something against him, yet even with her father’s direct help, all they had succeeded in doing is making him
angry, and making him stronger in the end. Not much was known of the dragons that now called the Union
home, but two now went wherever Leonidas and his slut whore of a young Queen went, and this made them
even more dangerous. It had angered her father that he could not find a way to gain control of the dragons on
Chetak’s world, as they would have made a fine addition to the High Coven’s arsenal of war, and having a
dragon bonded to her father as one was now bonded to Leonidas, that would have made him even more feared
than he was now. Information was now very hard to come by from within the Union as Prime Minister Deia had
purged many of their best vampire agents from within their ranks, to include some of their best clone spies.
Information on this dragon unit that Leonidas had created was even more difficult to get, as the members were
very secretive and combined with their dragon bond mates, more than a match for any of the lesser Mindvoice
Mages within the vampire ranks. Her father was not about to risk one of the stronger, more powerful mages
against these dragon pairs until they learned more.

The moment she had turned the genome turned vampire soldier, Yuri had known they would be together
for all time. That first night he had fucked her senseless to the point that she had almost forgotten to sink her
fangs into him and drain him of his blood. As she thought about it afterwards, sitting on that small bed in her
cell watching as he was reborn, part of her wanted to say that he had somehow sensed what she was, and that he
welcomed the change she brought about in him. Their relationship had been rocky at first, as he was very
possessive of her, and it had taken her many years to see that she was just as possessive of him. Yuri was a
pureblood vampire, one of the most powerful outside of her father, and this fact coupled with what Robert was
before she turned him made him an extremely powerful vampire now as well. He was not physically imposing
like Leonidas, but he was lethal in combat, very strong and exceptionally intelligent, and he was cruelly
methodic in his manner. A trait that surprisingly endeared him to her father. It was also the reason that her
father allowed them to be together as they were. Officially Yuri was married to the pure blood son of her
father’s oldest and most strident supporter, but after having received Cha’talla’s report on Robert’s actions on
earth and his own observations of him during his first month here, her father had named him her official
consort. Though she attended official functions and events with her pure blood husband, who she hated, it was
well known that she spent more time with her consort. Her father’s only condition was that she must bear her
husband a pureblood child to seal that bond of support. Yuri was still trying to find a way around that, but her
thoughts became jumbled when Robert’s fingers dug painfully into her hips and he sped up his thrusting.

Yuri groaned as the fires within her began to rapidly burn out of control. She felt his large balls slap
against her firm ass cheeks over and over now, and a smile split her lips as she knew he was going to fill her
with his come. Yuri felt him reach forward, his large hands filling with her firm breasts and he pulled her up
towards him. She practically screamed out her pleasure as his thick cock hit the most sensitive g-spot within her
tight pussy and her eyes opened wide, now fully change to vampire cobalt blue. She felt his cock swell inside
her, and just as his come began erupting into her depths, his long fangs pierced her neck and he fed on her
blood. Yuri reached back and grabbed his head, holding his lips and fangs tightly in place as rapture ripped



through her from his feeding and her own orgasm. She could feel his hot come filling her deeply, and he pushed
her forward onto the bed, his weight collapsing on top of her as he fed on her warm blood and she shivered in
orgasmic delight.

Yuri’s eyes closed lazily as he withdrew his fangs slowly, drawing out the pleasure and the pain for as
long as he could, and then he tenderly licked the two puncture wounds and covered them with a soft kiss as the
last of his come leaked into her clenching pussy. These were the moments she craved most of all. He knew just
when to be tender and when not to be. They hadn’t seen each other in just over a week and it was not a moment
for fast and furious sex. He took his time spreading kisses across her shoulders and the back of her neck,
holding himself tightly within her until she had absorbed all he had. When she felt him roll to the side of her on
the bed and she immediately turned and dropped her head to his softening cock, easily wrapping his juice
coated cock within the warmth of her lips and taking him as deep as she could, which after a year of practice
was all of him. She heard him gasp and his hands filled with her silky black hair as she licked and nibbled,
thoroughly cleaning him with her tongue and getting every last drop of his come and her own off his length.
This was something she had never done before Robert had walked into her life, pleasing a man with her mouth,
but she enjoyed it now almost as much as he did. She lavished his lower abdomen with long licks as she made
her way back up his rippled body and spread herself out on top of him.

“You missed me I take it.” She spoke finally as she stared into his handsome face.

Moran smiled. “You have no idea.”

“You should go away more often if this is what I have to look forward to when you return.” Yuri said
with a grin.

Moran chuckled and pushed himself up, sliding back on the bed until his back was against the wall. As
Yuri’s consort, his quarters were large and comfortable, and he had done some decorating, but left most of it up
to her. She spent more time here than at her own home anyway.

“Cha’talla thought it would be a good experience for me to see how the real fleet worked.” Moran
spoke. “We’ve been here now over a year and up until last week I have done nothing but go to school and
retrain myself.”

“And done quite well for yourself based on what my father’s advisors have told him.” Yuri said as she
leaned over to the bedside table and poured two glasses of blood for them. She sat up then, handing the glasses
to him while she reached for his shirt and pulled it on, not bothering to button it closed. He gave one of the
glasses back and they both sipped the warm blood.

“He’s keeping tabs on me huh?” Moran said finally.

Yuri looked at him. “Not for any nefarious purposes Robert.” She spoke quickly. “My father is not the
type to sneak around in that regard. If he thought you were not loyal to me, or inferior in some way, you would
already be dead.”

Moran chuckled. “Well that’s nice to know.”

Yuri grabbed the fingers on his hand and shook her head as she squeezed his hand tightly. “Don’t
misunderstand my words Robert.” She said quickly. “I would not let that happen... you know that. He watches
you because no matter what you do, you continue to impress him. You continue to impress me, and in the
process make me so very happy I have fallen in love with you.”

Moran smiled. “Well... I ain’t unhappy about that arrangement either.” He said. “Though I don’t like
having to share you with pretty boy.”

Yuri leaned forward and kissed him. “It is only twice a month Robert and other than that he knows
where his place is, and it isn’t in my bed.”

“That’s twice a month I don’t get you.” Moran spoke.

“Robert... you told me you would...”

“I know what I told you Yuri.” He said quickly. “That doesn’t mean I have to like it. I want to slit his
throat every time I see him touch you in public. He treats you like a trophy and it drives me nuts.”

Yuri smiled. “I like it when you are possessive of me Robert.” She said.

“Well it ain’t gonna change, so get used to it.” Moran spoke. “Your father is going to expect you to have
a child by him soon Yuri.”

“The only child that I will carry inside me is yours Robert.” She spoke softly. “Do not question that. I
am working on the details... but I have to be careful. My father must not find out about that.”



“I know.” Moran said softly. “Your father made you carry Leonidas’s child... I’'m just hoping he doesn’t
pay as much attention when you get pregnant again.”

“My father and I agreed on that course of action. He allowed me to make the decision on that.” Yuri told
him. “The chance to study a child with the blood of both vampire and Lycavorian was too good an opportunity
to pass up and we both knew it. Especially considering it should never have happened in the first place.
Apparently the pureness of our blood was able to get past the obvious differences.”

“Is that why you got people out looking for her now?” He asked.

Yuri nodded. “If not for that vermin child Yuriko, the abomination that I carried would still be a lab
experiment. We could have made clones with the strengths of both our species, and none our weaknesses. The
natural brute strength and cunning of an animal combined with the skill and intelligence of a vampire? That
would be incredible.”

“Can you still get the information from her now?”” Moran asked.

“Oh yes... but we need to find her first.” Yuri replied leaning up against him as his arm pulled her close.
“The Hadarian witch that delivered her to the last of her known owners has been found. She has been running
all over the Wilds for the past ten months. Apparently there are some individuals after her.”

“Leonidas’s men?” Moran asked.

Yuri nodded. “More than likely. I dispatched some troops to detain and interrogate her. When they have
the information they will kill her.”

“How did that happen anyway? How did she get away form you?”

“Yuriko was still young when she took her. She was not wise to the way of things, and she smuggled
both of them onto the first transport leaving Earth. You know how the Wilds are, Cha’talla has told you. The
moment she set foot on that first planet they both became targets. Yuriko escaped. Lisisa did not. Whoever has
her knows what she is and is keeping it very quiet for fear of us discovering them. There have been a few
sightings of her over the years, and I understand she has grown into an exceptionally beautiful young woman.
Unfortunately for her, once she is back in our control, she will not live for very long.”

“When was the last sighting?” Moran asked.

“Two decades ago.” Yuri answered immediately.

“Jesus Yuri... do we even know if she is still alive?” Moran asked her.

“We have spies everywhere within the Wilds.” Yuri answered. “If she was to turn up dead somewhere, it
would have gotten back to us by now. She was purchased as a pleasure slave at an auction twenty years ago and
this Hadarian smuggler is the one who delivered her to the new owner.”

“You sent skilled troops I hope.” Moran said.

Yuri nodded. “They are from our Venorik Elghinn Division.” Yuri answered. (Silent Death) “I sent eight
of them. No Hadarian smuggler is a match for even one of them, let alone eight. They will get the information.”
She looked at him. “Where did you go? I inquired of Fleet Operations, but they only told me you headed into
Sector Nine.”

“A place called Imigoso.” Moran replied seeing Yuri’s eyes go a little wider. “You know it?”

“I know of it yes.” She replied now very interested. “You went there with Cha’talla?”

Moran nodded. “Yeabh... nice place if you don’t mind the three meter long dosib bugs that can carry you
away and eat you.” (Fucking)

“What... what did you do?” Yuri asked tentatively.

Moran shrugged. “Nothing really... went to a few ceremonies, went on a hunt. We ran some fleet
exercises. There are a lot of Cha’talla’s people there.”

Yuri nodded slowly. “Yes there are.”

“Why are you looking at me like that?”” He asked.

“Robert... Imigoso is a sacred planet to Cha’talla’s people. Only my father has ever been invited there.”
Yuri spoke.

“Really? Cha’talla didn’t say anything to me about that.” Moran said.

Yuri shook her head. “And he won’t. Don’t tell him I told you either.” She said quickly. “It is an honor
that he took you there, and it may be something we can use for our future.”

Moran nodded slowly. “Ok.” He set the glass of blood down on the table. “Can you stay the rest of the
night? I haven’t tasted you in over a week.”



Yuri smiled. “I will if you wish me too. And you know how much I enjoy when you do that.” She said.
“Besides... [ haven’t slept in your arms for a week... and I have missed that feeling.”

Moran took her glass from her hand and set that on the table as well. “Well I wish it.” He said,
enveloping her in his arms and pulling her tightly to him. “There’s a fleet training exercise that starts tomorrow,
and we might not get the chance again for a few days.”

Yuri settled to the bed pressed tightly against him, her mind carefully plotting the path of the future she
intended. If she lived long enough to see it fulfilled was another story altogether.

EARTH
EDEN CITY

Tarifa stood on the balcony of hers and Aihola’s home on the outskirts of Eden City. It was a full moon
tonight, and it cast a beautiful glow over the now practically rebuilt city that was capital of Earth. She sipped the
mug of tea as she tucked her raven black hair behind one four inch long elfin ear. An entire year had gone by
now, and Eden City had grown even larger than before, the engineers and builders working every day to rebuild
not only Eden City, but to modernize many of the settlements that surrounded the capital. Tarifa smiled as she
realized she could no longer call them settlements. Many of them were almost as large as Eden City had
become.

After the events of a year ago, she and Aihola had done what Martin had asked them to do. They had
returned here to Earth, said their final goodbyes to the man they both had loved after learning that he truly had
been the hero he died as, and they had gone on.

They threw themselves into the rebuilding of Earth, establishing new trade agreements and even the
more mundane aspects of being the leaders of an entire planet. Along with Selene they entertained visiting alien
species, some of them so bizarre that they could not help but laugh and joke when they were alone together.
They were the recognized leaders of the newest member of the United Lycavorian Union of Planets, and that
alone brought a small amount of fame. The events of a year ago brought Tarifa and Aihola even more fame, and
the fact that all three of them had been hand picked by the King to lead Earth afforded them an extra amount of
political clout that they were using wisely.

The King of the Lycavorian Union.

At one point in her life they had been lovers, she and Martin, and now they were as close as any blood
brother or sister could be even though they were from two very different species. Tarifa, Aihola and Selene had
been in Sparta when Martin’s son was born, and they had celebrated with the entire city of Sparta for three days
and three nights. He trusted them completely and without question. He did not second guess what they did, or
how they ruled, even though Earth was more his planet than theirs. After hundreds of years of vampire High
Coven rule, Earth was now free, and no one wanted for anything. Many of the old High Coven cities were now
teeming centers of commerce and peace. Humans and elves walked the streets freely, and while many were still
trying to come to grips with being together, there had not been a hate related incident in over six months, and
that all by itself told Tarifa things were changing.

Tarifa’s mother Palina and Dysea’s mother Normya were in charge of the education system for all
children on the planet, and no part of human or elf history was left out. They had few laws... but they were
strictly enforced and acted upon equally among all races. Earth was now a very heavily fortified world as well,
with two entire Lycavorian Union Fleet Groups that called it home, a teeming base on the moon under the
command of Admiral Wallace, and huge shipyards in orbit. The most advanced defensive platforms built now
surrounded their planet, protecting her along with the roughly four hundred ships. Many of the people who had
begun the journey with Martin when they first returned to Earth remained and they were building lives together.
Leland and his human wife Cathy were working on their second child already, many of Aihola’s people having
taken wives and husbands.

Tarifa felt warmth course through her when she thought of her Drow Mistress and lover. They had been
together for two full years now, and Tarifa knew without question they would be together always. They were so
synonymous with each other, that most people knew whatever answer they got from one, the other would parrot
almost certainly. They had been through so much together and only come out stronger for it in every way. They



had thrown themselves into their work and into each other upon their return a year ago, building the foundation
and strength of their relationship more than even they had thought was possible. They could speak with each
other using what Martin and the others referred to as Mindvoicing, giving them an advantage many did not
know they possessed. They could make love to each other for hours due to Tarifa’s Lycavorian werewolf genes
and Aihola’s hybrid vampire/wolf genes, and this they did on many occasions. They were not shy about their
love for each other and it was not uncommon to see them walking the streets or in the parks holding hands or
sharing loving kisses. They never went anywhere without a detachment of Dragoon and Spartan guards, but
they had grown accustom to this now, and did not think anything of it.

Tarifa and Aihola both knew that they only missed one thing in their lives, and it was something neither
of them had expected to feel so strongly or so deeply. They had spent many nights in the arms of Selene and
Lynwe, but no matter how large her Drow cock was, or how well she made love to them with it, neither of them
could shake what began in Tarifa’s blood and now raced through both of them unchecked.

Isra.

The violet eyed Lycavorian that had protected Tarifa, guarded her, and then claimed her as his mate in
order to save her. The man who Tarifa had willingly surrendered all she was too, and the man who had loved
her more intensely than Dekton ever had. Dekton had changed her completely with his bite, but it was Isra who
burned in Tarifa’s wolf blood now. It had taken her many months to come to terms with that, feeling she
betrayed Dekton in some way by her desire to be wrapped within Isra’s aura once more. It wasn’t until after her
time in Sparta, when Helen had been there as well for the birth of Androcles that Tarifa truly came to
understand why she felt like she did. And it was Helen who told her it was the natural order of life among
Lycavorians and Spartans. It was not something she should feel bad for, or feel like she betrayed Dekton in
some manner. Because of what they now knew happened to Dekton, it was natural for Isra’s pure Lycavorian
wolf blood to burn within her so.

It was also Helen who had told her how Isra was, and what he was doing. He was a member of Mjolnir’s
Hand now Tarifa knew. The unit of Spartans and dragons that had been formed by Martin. He was also a leader
of that unit, his bond with Aelnala his dragon among the strongest there was. He had become a full Spartan
many months ago, earning his Shi Viska. Tarifa had asked Helen to give him her best and to have him contact
her, but she and Aihola had heard nothing from him in the five months since Helen had left.

Due to their deep Mindvoice and emotional connection, Aihola had come to see and feel exactly what
Tarifa did for Isra, even though she had never shared his bed. Their bond did not allow them to hold back from
each other, and everything Tarifa felt for him Aihola felt for him now. They had accepted their bond a long time
ago, and the more Tarifa’s thoughts fell on Isra, the more Aihola fell in love with him as well. They checked
their transmissions every day, hoping to hear from him, something from him to let them know they were still in
his thoughts. No matter what she did, Tarifa could not stop thinking about him. Had he found a new mate, had
he forgotten her and Aihola? She had contacted Admiral Riall on two different occasions attempting to get
information about him, but his response was the same both times. He was not privy to what Mjolnir’s Hand did
or where they went, only that some of them were on Apo Prime, and the rest were scattered throughout the
Union. The only thing that kept coming into her head was Martin’s words to them a year ago.

If you do nothing you will lose him.

If you do nothing you will lose him.

That was something Tarifa did not want to contemplate.

She turned slightly as Aihola came out dressed in the thin robe and holding her own mug of tea. Aihola
came up next to her and kissed her shoulder softly.

“You are thinking of him again?” She said softly.

Tarifa smiled and nodded. “I can’t help it Nya Istel.” She said.

Aihola nodded as she sipped her tea. “I know my love. I feel it too.”

“I’'m sorry Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke.

Aihola shook her head quickly and stepped closer to her. “There is nothing to be sorry for Tarifa.” She
said. “I have seen him in your thoughts remember. I have felt what you felt my love. Seen what you shared with
him. I can feel his pull on you as surely as if it was me, which it now is.”

“Have we lost him Nya Istel?” Tarifa asked softly. “Did we wait too long to realize what he meant to
me? To us?”



“I don’t know... but I do know that Aelnala told us if it was meant to be that our paths would cross
again.” Aihola spoke. “That is what I cling to now. For you... for me. As surely as it burns in your blood my
love it burns too in mine.” Aihola took her hand. “Come to bed Tarifa. Lynwe wanted us to meet with her
tomorrow very early.”

Tarifa looked at her. “What for?”

Aihola shrugged. “She didn’t say. Only that it was important.” She pulled Tarifa closer to her, pressing
her near naked body up against Tarifa’s own. “Come to bed my slave. I need to feel your lips upon me tonight.”
Tarifa grinned. “You need to feel my lips upon you every night Mistress.” She spoke seductively.

“Perhaps it is because you do it so well.” Aihola spoke, dropping her hands to cup Tarifa’s firm ass and
leaning forward to nuzzle her throat and her sensitive elf ear. She took Tarifa’s tea from her hands and put both
their cups on the small table before pulling her back into their bedroom. Aihola unfastened her robe and let it
drop to the floor exposing her dark ebony colored skin as she settled to the bed and faced Tarifa. She gazed at
Tarifa with her amber eyes and slowly spread her thighs apart exposing her already moist center, and her fully
engorged and erect clit. “I think you should assume your place slave.” Aihola spoke in a low commanding voice
as she traced her fingertips along the inside of her thigh.

Dekton’s bite upon her had made her partially wolf in some manner, with a wolf’s keen sense of smell
and sight and hearing, augmenting her vampire genes even more. They would never be as strong as Tarifa’s or a
pure blooded Lycavorian, but they were skills she had used and mastered in the last year. One of those skills
was a much less powerful aura that she was able to project. It would not work on anyone who was not at least
partly wolf, but it worked very well on her lover and she projected her need and desire directly at Tarifa. She
grinned when Tarifa stiffened ever so slightly, her nipples becoming hard points pressing against the thin robe,
and her sapphire eyes going just a tad bit wider as the smile spread across her beautiful elfin features. And she
felt Tarifa project her own aura back, much stronger and focused, Aihola’s body instantly becoming aroused
fully, her own nipples erect and begging for attention.

Tarifa moved slowly up to the bed and looked down at her Drow Mistress for only a few seconds before
dropping to her knees in between Aihola’s thighs. Her hands came up and rested on the dark colored skin of her
lover’s inner thighs and she smiled seductively.

“As you order me Mistress.” She whispered before lowering her lips to Aihola’s stiff clit and enveloping
the bud completely.

Aihola’s head flew back on the bed and her cries of blissful passion filled the moon lit night skies, and
would soon be joined by Tarifa’s as they pleasured each other in ways only they could.

APO PRIME
SECURE MILITARY SPACEPORT
THREE KILOMETERS OUTSIDE TUYA

“Told them tomorrow afternoon sire.” Deia spoke as she walked down the ramp of the STRIKER DT
beside Martin.

Martin nodded as Torma walked just behind him. “As long as it doesn’t conflict with the Defense
meeting with Riall.” He told her. “I’ve avoided that for three months and I need to start going back to them.”

Deia smiled. “I will make sure [ have them at the palace early enough sire.” She turned as Dysea and
Isabella walked down the ramp behind her. “Bella... have you finished moving everything to the palace?”

Isabella turned, holding Dysea’s hand while the gray/brown dragon waited for them a short distance
away. “I finished moving last month Deia.” She said with a smile. “There is no sense in maintaining an
apartment in Tuya when we always stay at the palace anyway.”

Deia smiled. “Of course.” She said turning back to Martin. “They have grown close sire.”

Martin nodded. “They have quite a bit in common.” He spoke. “They return to Elear next week don’t
they? The Hundred Year Ceremony?”

“Milord you impress me.” Deia spoke with a laugh. “I have never been able to remember exactly when
that ceremony is!”



Martin laughed with her. “It’s kind of hard to forget when she and Isabella remind me every week.” He
replied.

Aricia was already on Isheeni’s back and she turned to look at him. Hurry Beloved... Androcles calls for
us! And 1 still have soot in my ears that you must clean off!

For’mya sat in front of her on Isheeni’s back and she nodded. 4s do 1. It is everywhere. Three showers
and I am still trying to get it off of me.

Aricia leaned forward and nuzzled For’mya’s elfin ear and bit the tip of it ever so gently. Do not worry
Concubine, I intend to clean you For’mya, with nothing but my tongue. She growled seductively. I will insure
you are immaculate.

For’'mya smiled and leaned into Aricia’s nuzzle. It was a game they played with each other, and fourteen
months ago For’'mya would never have imagined herself in this role.

For’mya was the Bound Elf Concubine to the Lycavorian King and by default the Bound Concubine to
the Queen as well. She had seen a part of Martin Leonidas that even his Queens had never seen, never would
see. He had rescued her from a fate far worse than death in For’mya’s opinion, as imprisonment and sexual
torment and enslavement to High Coven Immortals had broken more female elves that anything in the universe.
She had accepted his proposition to become concubine, at first as a political means to nullify a political threat,
but as time passed, For’'mya had fallen in love with him, just as her ancestor had fallen in love with King
Resumar. And just as her ancestor had discovered, For’'mya discovered that in loving him, she also loved his
pureblood Lycavorian Queen without question.

For’mya had shared a relationship with another woman many years ago, a female elf pilot like herself. It
had begun by accident really, and it had burned brightly for several weeks, but no where near what she felt for
Aricia. They were always together it seemed, whether here on Apo Prime or on MJOLNIR’S HAND. They
shared everything with each other, and upon returning to Apo Prime after the events on Enurrua a year ago, it
had taken only two weeks for For’'mya to move completely into the palace with her and Martin. She slept in the
same bed as they did, shared them sexually, as they shared her when it was just the three of them, and those
moments were some of the most intensely pleasurable experiences of For’mya’s life. She shared in their lives
more closely than anyone outside of Dysea, Anja and Isabella, and now after more than a year of this life,
For’mya wondered sometimes how she had ever lived without it. They had not changed her, in large part
because they loved her for whom she was, and to make her wolf might change that in some way. Her Mindvoice
abilities were on a par with Anja and Dysea, though she had told them she did not want a dragon bonded to her,
and they honored her wishes. She had flown on Isheeni and Torma enough times to know and feel what it was
like, but being bonded to a dragon as closely as Martin and Aricia were, frightened her in a fashion.

For’mya pressed back against Aricia with a sigh. Whenever Aricia called her that in a formal and
demanding tone as she had just used, it caused her pleasure receptors to charge up because she knew pleasure
was what she would receive. [ believe I shall enjoy that immensely my Queen, but only if I can clean you as
well.

Martin smiled at their antics. Go you two... I will be along shortly.

Isheeni go! Aricia spoke immediately. She turned in the saddle as Isheeni sprang into the air. Do not be
too long my Beloved. You have three you need to please this night. And Anja returns in the morning. You need
to eat and rest!

Martin sent a pulse of his aura at her, and he felt Aricia shudder through their connection. 7 will have you
first my Little Wolf.

Aricia’s musical laughter sounded in his head as Isheeni quickly propelled them out of sight heading
toward the palace. He turned and looked at Dysea, feeling her aura trembling gently for him and her emerald
eyes smoldering.

“Bella... are you going to ride with Melda Min?” He asked turning to look at her.

Isabella shook her head quickly and patted Iriral’s muscular side. “No.” She spoke quickly. “I trust Iriral
completely, as does Dysea, but I do not trust myself when it comes to tearing over the landscape at five hundred
kilometers an hour with only two small pieces of armor holding me in place.” Isabella spoke. “I will ride with
Deia to the main estate and then take the Lake Lifter to the island.” She leaned close to Dysea and kissed her
passionately for a long moment before stepping back. “Come Deia... we should let these crazy fools get going.
They are itching to get into the air and tempt fate.”



Martin took her hand quickly and leaned in to kiss her softly on the cheek. “We’ll see you on the island
Bella.” He said softly.

Isabella’s hazel/green eyes sparkled and she nodded with a small smile. There was no denying the
growing attraction she felt for this Lycavorian King, but he had been true to his word that she would not be
pressured by him in any way. They were fated to be together, Isabella had long ago accepted that, and the more
time she spent in Dysea’s arms, the more she realized that her life had indeed changed. The platinum haired elf
Queen had introduced her to a whole new world, and Isabella found herself surrendering to things she would
never have considered not so long ago. Among them was the incredible passion she and Dysea shared together.

“I will bring some supplies for the morning and we can have breakfast together.” Isabella spoke with a
sly smile. “If they don’t wear you out that is.”

Dysea chuckled as she took Martin’s arm. “We won’t wear him out completely Bella.” She said pressing
close to him and looking up into his face. “We will try our best though!”

Torma! Martin nearly shouted. Time to go brother!

Dysea laughed as she turned quickly and climbed onto Iriral’s back, squeezing Isabella’s hand one last
time as Martin scampered to Torma’s obsidian body.

I will race you Torma! Iriral spoke now, spreading her wings in preparation of taking off.

Torma’s golden eyes flared as he spread his much larger wings and tensed his muscular legs. You must
be kidding!

Isheeni says you are big and fat and that even I could outrun you!

Then catch me Iriral. If you can!

Deia watched as first Torma and then Iriral leaped into the air and with powerful sweeps of their wings
they rapidly pulled away. She shook her head as her dark eyes fell to Isabella and she smiled. “How much
longer will you deny it Isabella?”” She asked gently.

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

Deia laughed softly and she took her hand as they headed for the Lifter that would take them into Tuya.
“You may not have any wolf in you Isabella... but your body calls for him as surely as any of the Queens. And
it’s obvious in the way he looks at you as well.”

“I have... I have only just discovered what Dysea and I share Deia.” Isabella spoke. “I wish to explore
that more deeply before allowing myself to feel Martin’s embrace. It has... it has been so long since I have been
able to actually feel emotions Deia... and part of me still holds back. It is getter better... Dysea has helped me
more than you know. I...”

Deia squeezed her hand. “You do not need to explain to me Isabella. You are different... and everyone
sees it. Now let’s get you back to the estate so you can join those you love.”

CHAPTER TWO
NONUS 1V

“...should not have contacted me Sangria.” Cyngi spoke.

“I need a job or something.” Sangria spoke urgently. She was using one of the public transmission
terminals so that her own personal set would not be traced. The sun was going down on Nonus IV, lights
coming on all over the resort, the sounds of gambling and music heavy in the air. “I’m almost out of funds
Cyngi.”

“The Star’s Ghost is being watched girl!” The Unsaur barked. “Since you left I have had Spartans and
High Coven agents in here asking questions. A lot of questions. All about you.”

“High Coven?” Sangria gasped. “Why would they be looking for me?”’

Cyngi shook his head. “I do not know. The stinking Coven started coming in here about two weeks ago.
That is what started all this. Somehow they are linking you to me, and I don’t like the attention. They are asking
about my dealings with Chetak and his son, not to mention the fact that I used to sell dragon products. It’s bad
for my business.”

“Cyngi... I don’t know what they want... I swear to you!”



“So you have said for the last ten months, yet the same group that found you here first, they still pursue
you Sangria. Why is that?”

“I don’t know damn it!”” She snapped. “And I lost them over a month ago!”

“You’ve lost them several times in the past months and they always seem to find you again Sangria. It
appears you are losing your touch at remaining hidden.” Cyngi spoke. “I warned you they had your scent girl. I
made some inquires of my own Sangria... do you know who you have chasing you?”

“I never stopped long enough to ask them their names!” Sangria popped. “What difference does it
make?”

“The black skinned Spartan is considered by many to be a brother to the new Lycavorian King Sangria.”
Cyngi spoke his voice holding no emotion in it. “His name is Daniel Simpson. The red haired female elf is his
mate... and the vampire female appears to be the King’s adopted daughter! Sangria you are being chased by
some exceptionally powerful people who represent the new Lycavorian King. Based on how he handled Chetak
and his Republic... he is most definitely not someone I want making inquires about my activities.”

“Cyngi I...”

“No girl... now you will listen to me.” He snapped. “You have become a liability to me and many others
that have done business with you in the past Sangria. It has been decided by the Five Overseers to terminate
your contracts and employment.”

“You’re cutting me loose?” She almost shouted, looking around quickly to see if she had been heard.
“Now... when I need you the most?”

“What you need to do girl, is start looking over your shoulder.” Cyngi’s voice was now tinged with
hardness to it. “I did not favor this action but I was outvoted.”

“What are you saying Cyngi?” Sangria felt a cold pit begin forming in her stomach.

“A contract has been taken out on you Sangria.” Cyngi spoke calmly. “Terminate with extreme
prejudice and it has been given a high priority. I suggest you remember all I taught you girl, for you will need it
now.”

“Cyngi this is all...”

The Unsaur shook his head. “The time for explanations is long over Sangria. If you have anywhere left
to go, I suggest you do so quickly.”

“You support this?” She asked astonished. “After what... after all I have done for you?”

“This is business Sangria.” Cyngi told her. “You have put all of us at risk with whatever it is you have
done to anger the new Lycavorian King, and you know far more than any of us are comfortable with. I did not
vote for it but I supported the decision yes, I'm sorry. This new King is far too unpredictable to risk all we have
built in protecting you, and this involves him in some manner or the ones chasing you would not be so involved.
I have my interests to think about Sangria.”

“I helped you build those interests!” She barked.

“And now you will help to protect them with your death.” Cyngi spoke evenly unfazed by her attempts
at pleading and pointing out she helped him to build what he had. “I’m sorry Sangria but you knew this is the
type of business we were in when you entered it.”

“You bastard! You’re just abandoning me then?”” She exclaimed.

“I have transferred ten thousand credits into your personal account.” He spoke. “It is the only act of
mercy you will receive Sangria.”

“Ten thousand credits won’t do me any good out here on my own!” She spat. “And you can trace
wherever [ am through that account!”

“I know you have others, I taught you better than that. Transfer the funds out... but that is all you will
receive and that is only because of the friendship we once had.” Cyngi spoke. “This conversation is over.” He
moved to end the transmission but stopped and looked at her. “One warning Sangria... the contract goes into
effect today, but no one will pick it up for at least another day or so due to your reputation, but the amount that
is being offered for your head is quite large and not easily dismissed. A High Coven ship is now in orbit of
Nonus IV and they are there for you. I’'m sorry... that is all I can do for you. Goodbye Sangria.”

“No Cyngi wait!” Sangria shouted as she reached for the transmitter, but it was too late and the signal
was cut from the other end. Sangria cussed under her breath and looked around the terminal. Only two others
were using the public terminals and both men appeared to be deep in conversation and had not heard anything.



They were abandoning her. Hanging her out to dry and that pissed her off. She had worked long and
heard to gather the reputation she had and now it was all going down the tubes for something she had no idea
she did. Cyngi said that there was a High Coven ship in orbit and that they were there for her. She had no desire
to be taken captive by the High Coven for any reason. Most people who disappeared in their custody were never
heard from again. She needed to get back to her room and gather her gear and then get off this planet quickly.

Filrian turned from the terminal he was at as Sangria moved away quickly. He watched casually for a
moment, his eyes detecting the three individuals who fell in behind her from different directions and he lifted
his wrist, activating his COM.

“Yuriko?”

“Go ahead.” The response was immediate, telling him they must already be on the planet.

“Yuriko she’s heading back to her room.” He spoke softly. “It appears her business partners have taken
out a contract on her. They do not like the attention they are getting from both us and now the High Coven it
appears.”

“That makes sense.” Yuriko answered. “It stands to reason they will want to protect whatever assets they
have built.”

“It appears she was held in rather high regard and that is why it has taken the decision this long to come
about. They did not want to liquidate her.” Filrian spoke. “Yuriko I have detected three men following her.
Definitely High Coven vampires. Killers too if I had to guess. Most likely from their Venorik Elghinn
Division.”

“We saw their ship arrive, though I am surprised it took Yuri and the Coven this long to finally begin to
move.” Yuriko replied.

“We have been searching for Lisisa far longer Yuriko.” Filrian spoke. “We have established contacts
and clues as to her location. It took the vampire Princess longer to establish these when she got back to her
planet.”

“Yes... but now they are on the same trail we are, which tells me their sources are much better.” Yuriko
spoke. “We will need to be extra careful from now on.”

“I agree. What about this Sangria?”

“Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca are waiting for her in her room. I just got finished installing the remote
system for our ship and I am moving to meet them.” Yuriko answered.

“There could be more than three.” Filrian spoke. “I will make my way to her room as well. Better we all
stand together than get caught singly. The Venorik Elghinn Division and anyone associated with them is not
something to simply dismiss, and they undoubtedly have more than just the three I saw already on the surface.”

“I agree Filrian... but we have never had Daniel and Anuk with us either.” Yuriko spoke calmly. “They
would be difficult to defeat as a pair, and that is without Nayeca backing them up.”

“Perhaps... but better to be safe than sorry. I didn’t think we were going to risk Nayeca coming to the
surface of any planet we were on?”” He asked.

“Daniel and I both are tired of chasing this Sangria, and if what you say is true, and her own cohorts are
targeting her, if she eludes us again, she will go so far underground we may never find her again.” Yuriko
spoke. “She is very good at disappearing and that is not a risk I wish to take. And neither does Daniel.”

“I’m just saying we should be cautious.” Filrian spoke. “We are not the only ones searching for her it
appears, and we could get caught in the middle.”

He could hear Yuriko chuckle. “Indeed my friend. I will meet you near the elevator lift to her floor.”

Filrian nodded. “I’m moving now.”

EARTH
EDEN CITY MEDICAL CENTER

Tarifa and Aihola greeted Lynwe, Selene and her father with hugs and soft kisses, both of them feeling
refreshed and charged after their evening together. It had been one of their most intense nights alone together
since returning to Earth, and they had enjoyed it until early in the morning hours. Their times with Selene and



Lynwe were also extremely pleasurable, but what they had felt last night was between only them and they
cherished that.

They stood outside in the corridor and both knew right away when they saw Tareif there something was
wrong.

Tarifa was the first to speak. “Ok... now will you tell us why we had to sneak into the medical center the
back way, and come down here to the morgue?”

“What’s going on Lynwe?” Aihola asked.

“One of Colonel Nestor’s scout teams discovered this three days ago while they were patrolling the
beach along New Miami.” Lynwe explained. “It was flown here and Olyne just finished his autopsy last night.
We felt you and Aihola should be made aware of it.”

“Aware of what?”” Aihola asked not liking the tone of voice Lynwe was using.

“It could very well be an isolated incident.” Selene spoke now. “But after speaking with your father...
we thought it best to advise you both.”

Tarifa looked at them. “If you are looking to pique our interest you have. Now what is it we are talking
about?”

Lynwe passed her hand over the panel on the wall and the door to the morgue opened. “This way.” She
said.

Tarifa looked at Aihola quickly and they followed her into the small viewing room. It was encased in
pressurized glass all around and the lights from the actual body holding room were bright and blazing. Tarifa
and Aihola stopped in front of the glass their eyes on the body of the male elf stretched out on the table just on
the other side of the glass partition. They could see the Doctor Olyne standing in the room wearing a clean suit.
Tarifa looked at Lynwe quickly.

“Why is he wearing a Clean Suit?” She asked quickly.

“Oh forgive me.” Olyne’s voice sounded through the intercom. They watched as he removed the
rubberized helmet portion of the suit. “There is no danger of contamination... I just forgot to remove the
helmet.”

“Selene... what is going on?” Aihola asked.

“Olyne... would you remove the sheet.” Selene spoke.

Tarifa and Aihola watched as the elf doctor did as Selene instructed and both of them winced slightly at
the mass of swollen and puffy welts that were all over the man’s body. That he had been submerged in water for
a long period of time was obvious, as was the cause of death. The left portion of his chest was burst outward as
if from some sharp knife.

“This is not exactly the way I wanted to start my day.” Tarifa said. “Why exactly are we here?”

“The cause of death was a Nehtes thrust through his back, exiting out just below his left nipple.” Olyne
spoke from inside the room.

“A Nehtes?” Aihola gasped. “Are you sure?”

“Positive.” Olyne replied. “We confirmed it with Admiral Jamerl. Death would have been instantly as
the thrust severed the spinal column completely as if passed through his body, cutting the heart in two and
tearing apart the lungs. The Admiral said it was a precise thrust, very accurate and done with extreme strength.”

“Was he killed during the war?” Tarifa asked.

“He’s been dead for just under a week.” Lynwe answered. “Whoever killed him dumped him in the
ocean.”

“The welts you see are from jelly fish.” Olyne spoke. “Specifically a Portuguese Man-of-War which are
common in the waters around New Miami at this time of the year.”

“I’m still not seeing the reason we are here.” Aihola spoke. “This was obviously a murder committed by
a Spartan. Why aren’t the normal authorities handling it?”

“They are investigating but there is something else. Olyne?” Selene spoke.

“Yes... of course.” Olyne spoke. Tarifa and Aihola watched him lift the body off the table exposing his
back and the words carved into the now dead flesh were obvious extending from the base of his neck to the
small of his back.

Death to Tarifa and her Drow whore

Tarifa looked at her father. “Who is this man?” She asked.



Tareif shrugged. “No one special.” He answered. “Not in terms of political statements. He was an elf
collaborator in New Miami before your attack with FAEs during the war. He ran one of the more popular slave
centers. No family that we know of. He’s been running a small fruit stand on the outskirts of the city while they
have been rebuilding it.”

“Papa... it does not surprise me that Nya Istel and I... that we are not well liked by some.” Tarifa spoke.
“Especially after what I did to New Miami. Why show me this? Why show us this? It is not going to change
how we live our lives.”

“I have been hated before Tareif.” Aihola spoke looking at him.

Tareif nodded slowly. He had been stunned to learn of the relationship his oldest daughter had with the
Queen of the Drow, but now, after two years of them being together and seeing what his daughter meant to
Aihola, the fact she was a woman did not even cause him to blink. And she was a masterful warrior as well.

“As have we all Aihola.” Tareif spoke. “This is different however. This act of violence directly mentions
you and Tarifa. That does not give me happy thoughts.”

“What do the local authorities say?” Tarifa asked.

“They seem to think that this man cheated a Spartan in some way. Enough to make him angry and kill
him in this fashion. The carving of the words was done after the man was already dead, and may well not even
have been done by whoever killed him.” Olyne spoke.

“And again | ask as Tarifa did... why show this to us?” Aihola asked now. “This body came from
thousands of miles away. And you have no proof of anything directly related against us besides some words.
We will not change our lives for this.”

“Let the local authorities handle it.” Tarifa spoke. “And tell Olyne to dispose of the body if no one has
claimed it.” Lynwe nodded and moved to open the adjoining door to step into the morgue room itself. She
started speaking with Olyne immediately. “If the local authorities need assistance, have Admiral Jamerl give
them a Spartan as an advisor. We have a meeting with Dilios and Arete in an hour and I want to eat breakfast
before we see them.” She stopped next to Selene and took her hand. “Are we still on for dinner this evening? It
is Lynwe’s birthing day.”

Selene’s steel blue eyes twinkled at her. “Of course.” She answered with a smile. “I’ve made her
favorite. She thinks everyone has forgotten.”

Tarifa glanced at Aihola quickly and smiled as her Mistress’s own eyes glittered in anticipation. They
waited as Tareif exited the room into the outer corridor, and then Tarifa looked at Selene. “What shall we bring
for desert?” She asked.

Selene grinned. “Tarifa... you and Aihola are desert silly.” She said confidently.

Tarifa let out a small laugh and hugged Selene quickly. “Well I look forward to that.” She spoke taking
Aihola’s hand.

“As do I.” Aihola said.

“Lynwe and I are looking forward to it as well.” Selene answered.

Selene watched as they walked out after her father. She and Lynwe truly enjoyed their nights with Tarifa
and Aihola. They were the only two who could actually keep up with them because of their genes, and like
Tarifa, Selene thought it exceptionally erotic and intensely pleasurable to serve her Drow Mistress Lynwe. And
when there were two of them, the pleasure for Tarifa and herself doubled.

She turned as the two meter tall female Drow came back out of the morgue and looked at her. “I told
you and Tareif they would not care.” Selene said softly as she took Lynwe’s hand. “They have become far
stronger Lynwe, in both body and mind. And far closer.”

“I know... but it was worth a shot.” Lynwe spoke. “They are still coming tonight yes?”

Selene nodded. “Oh yes.” She answered. “We should enjoy them as much as we can in the time we have
left Mistress.”

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

“You may let Tareif know I have done this... but I did it late last night and did not have a chance to tell
him.” Selene spoke. “I contacted Martin before I left the office. They were just arriving in orbit from a
diplomatic trip to the elf home world so I left a message. I asked Martin to send one of his Mjolnir’s Hand here
to investigate this. I asked Martin in the message to send him, the one they both so desire and so need. His name
is Isra I believe.”



Lynwe laughed softly. “I did the same thing early this morning.” She said pulling her half elf lover close
to her.

Lynwe was a Drow... Selene half elf and half human... and both were now full vampires because of
events that propelled them forward during the war. They had found each other over a year ago, in the midst of
the chaos of that war, and they had not looked back since. They were as close as two lovers could be, almost as
synonymous with one another as Tarifa and Aihola were. It had been Tarifa and Aihola that had shown Lynwe
she could feel love and be loved after the High Coven experiments had made her into something she thought
less of. Lynwe was better endowed than most men in that department, a curse from the High Coven
experiments, and until Tarifa and Aihola and then Selene had come into her life, she regarded it as a curse. The
three of them were the ones who taught her it was a gift. It was a gift that kept Selene from even looking at
other men, though there were dozens who would do anything to get one of Eden City’s Chief Administrator’s in
bed, especially because Selene was also drop dead beautiful. Selene paid them no mind in the least because she
had the best of both worlds in her opinion.

“We should probably speak to one another more often my love. We’ll drive Martin crazy with all these
separate requests of ours.” Lynwe spoke. “If he gets our messages today, [ would think he will dispatch this Isra
immediately. You know how he views the both of them. He will not delay. Perhaps a week for this Isra to get
here.”

“I hope he has not...” Selene asked quickly.

Lynwe shook her head just as fast. “When I spoke with Martin last month and asked about this man,
Martin told me he does not even go out with the others of his unit. And there have been several females
interested in him. I understand his eyes are quite fantastic.” She said. “He trains day in and day out with his
dragon, many times with Martin and Aricia together. This Isra and Andreus have been to the palace often, and
not just because they are the section leaders of Mjolnir’s Hand.”

“It will be good to see them happy once more. They deserve it most after all they have been through.”
Selene said softly. “After tonight we should start looking for someone who can help me please you Mistress.”
Selene said snuggling her body close to Lynwe.

“I do not need someone else Selene. I am quite content and extremely happy with only you.” Lynwe
spoke.

“And I with you Mistress.” Selene spoke submissively. “But an extra set of soft lips is always welcome.
You are wonderfully gifted you know. Perhaps Layna from my office?”

Lynwe looked at her with those beautiful amber eyes and shook her head. “You are so bad my slave.”
She said with a smile.

“But you love me don’t you?”

Lynwe nodded. “That I do. With all my heart.” She bent over and kissed her tenderly. “Now tell me...
who is this Layna? You have mentioned her several times.”

Selene laughed and took her hand. “She is a Lycavorian Spartan that Prime Minister Deia assigned to
me as sort of a liaison slash protector. She is not interested in men in the least, which makes her just like us. Of
course she doesn’t know about your special gift.” Selene squeezed Lynwe’s waist and seductively ran a delicate
hand down the front of her pants. “And she does not know of the Drow disposition of dominance.”

“And what makes you think she would even be interested?”” Lynwe spoke with a grin.

“Because | have heard her say you could feed on her anytime you wanted.” Selene answered with a glint
in her eyes. “And she already made it obvious to me that she finds me attractive.”

Lynwe shook her head and they began walking out of the small room. “Only Tarifa and Aihola have
shared our bed for a reason Selene. They know us... and we trust them. They have been through everything
with us. Bringing another into our bed...”

Selene smiled. “It is only a thought Lynwe. I am quite content having you all to myself. Never doubt
that. Think about it later my love; it is not important right now. For now let us join Tarifa and Aihola for
breakfast, and then we will have them for desert tonight. You can inform Tareif when you return to the airfield.”

Sangria was stuffing items into her two bags, silently running over the options in her head as she moved
between rooms in her suite. There was really only one place she could run. A place that the Coven wouldn’t



come looking for her and the Union wouldn’t think to search. She could blend in there due to the large number
of her people on the planet. The only problem would be getting there. The border patrols had increased
significantly over the last year, and almost every ship was now checked. She entered the bedroom area of the
suite and went to the bed, reaching for her spare hand blaster from the bed where she had left it before leaving
this morning and she froze.

It was gone.

“Looking for this?” The female voice asked from the shadow by the window.

Sangria’s eyes snapped up and she saw the rust colored hair of the female elf from the Star’s Ghost, her
cerulean blue eyes outlined in black, and the tips of her fangs extending from below her full lips. Sangria was a
blinding draw when it came to getting her weapon out. It was mainly instincts anyway, and the moment Anuk
moved to take her third step Sangria’s hand was dropping to her thigh holster. Her hand froze as it closed
around the hilt of her custom made H24 Hand blaster, and she saw the red haired female smile wider, revealing
almost completely her long set of wolf fangs. Sangria had never met an elf female that had been changed by a
Lycavorian, but this female seemed to fit the mold perfectly, whatever that may be. She was of medium height
and had curves on top of curves, all of them lean muscle. Sangria had stopped her motion when she felt the steel
of the blade touch her cheek and her peripheral vision told her the blade of a Nehtes spear head was touching
her skin.

“That would not be the most intelligent decision you’ve made in the last year.” Dan’s voice filled the
room.

Sangria’s sea green eyes closed slowly, knowing her luck had run out. She lifted her hands slowly, and
Anuk moved forward, her Nehtes in her hand and ready. She quickly disarmed Sangria of her weapon while
Daniel reached forward to pat her down. Sangria looked at Anuk as Dan’s hand ran over her body in a very
intimate fashion. He obviously knew what he was doing as he pulled an additional two blades from the collar of
her shirt and from her right boot top. A thought flashed into her mind.

“You know... I could take care of you much better than this elf if you let me go.” Sangria spoke. “You
can have me anyway you want.”

Danny rolled his eyes causing Anuk to grin. She pulled the Shakur fighting knife from her belt and held
it up so Sangria could see it. She stepped up to Sangria and gently prodded her under her jaw with the point.
Sangria’s eyes went wide when the Shakur slashed down in an instant and sliced open the shirt she was
wearing, exposing the support she wore and bare skin.

“Hold still.” Anuk spoke softly. “If you move... I might accidentally cut you.” She said before slicing
through the support and exposing Sangria’s firm breasts to the cool dusk air. “Then no one will want you.”

Sangria sucked in her breath when Danny’s hand passed between her thighs, purposely brushing tightly
against her crotch, checking for weapons or unusual bumps. His hand stopped at the front of her pants and
Sangria turned her head slightly. “Don’t...!” She growled. “If you do... I’ll kill you!”

Dan nodded. “Sure.” He moved his hand back up and plunged it down the front of her pants taking hold
of the small metal hand laser. He yanked it back out and tossed it onto the bed before looking at her. “I’1l give
you one chance to tell me the truth.” He spoke, his voice hard. “Do you have any weapons stashed in more
private areas? I can have Anuk check, but I will give you the benefit of the doubt since all we want to do is ask
some questions.”

“If I lie.” Sangria asked.

“You die very painfully... after we get the information we want.” Dan replied. “Tell me the truth and
you will be set free after we have asked our questions.”

“Who are you people?” Sangria asked quickly.

“My question first lady.” Dan spoke. “Does Anuk have to bend you over and search you? She wouldn’t
like that you know.”

Sangria met his dark eyes for a long moment before shaking her head. “No.” She said.

Anuk chuckled. “A pity Daniel... she does smell good.”

Dan grinned. “Yeah... sort of like a perfume I used to like. What was it called? Oh... man what it was...
Rose Musk! That was it! Good stuff... expensive too.”



“Tie your shirt together.” Anuk spoke returning her Shakur to its sheath. “Do not attempt to run, you can
not outrun us... do not attempt to fight us... for while you may get one of us... by some slim margin both of
us... you will not get the third.”

Sangria looked at her. “Third?” She spoke. “I only see two of you.”

“Then you are not looking very well.” Anuk spoke.

Sangria’s eyes went wide when the shadow by the glass door onto her patio moved and took shape.
Nayeca slipped into full view, the K12 clutched in her fist, her shimmering white hair and amber eyes very
evident.

“By all that is...”

Nayeca smiled and lowered her K12. “We truly mean you no harm.” She spoke softly. “We only wish to
ask some questions. You’ve led us on quite the chase for ten months, and now we will have our answers.”

“What is this all about?” Sangria barked. “I haven’t been in the Lycavorian Union in over a decade! I
haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Daniel?” Yuriko’s voice filled the room over Danny’s COM channel.

“Go!”

“Do you have her?” Yuriko asked.

“We have her.” Dan replied detecting the change in her voice. “What’s wrong?”’

“There are at least three Vampire High Coven agents moving on her room right now.” Yuriko spoke.
“We will not get there in time to intercept them. It is as we discussed this morning Daniel. They will interrogate
her and then kill her.”

Dan looked at Sangria’s sea green eyes as they grew wider. They reminded him of another pair of eyes
and he couldn’t quite place them. As a matter of fact she looked very familiar in some way and that gnawed at
his brain as it had this morning. “Yeah I’m thinking maybe she is seeing that now.” He spoke finally. “Will they
blow the door?”

“Doubtful.” Yuriko answered. “They apparently are trying to keep this as low profile as we are.”

Dan nodded. “So we dance. Works for me.” He pushed Sangria toward Nayeca who caught her arm and
stuck the barrel of the K12 into her ribcage. “Stay with her and don’t make a sound. She is what is called a
Drow elf... and they ain’t known for their forgiving nature if you know what I mean. Don’t do anything
stupid.” He looked at Anuk. “Shall we baby?”

Anuk grinned. “By all means.”

The edges of the door into Sangria’s suite sparked for a few seconds and then the door slid open, four
High Coven vampires bursting into the room in a very professional manner, their hand weapons covering every
portion of the room sweeping left to right. As the first two entered they ignored the sides by the door, moving
straight into the suite for four meters. As the last two entered and split left and right they ran into Daniel and
Anuk.

Danny impaled one onto his Nehtes, the vampire’s eyes going wide as the spearhead sliced completely
through his spine and exited between his shoulder blades. His weapon dropped from suddenly limp fingers just
as Dan was spinning away from him, his Shi Viska flashing into existence as Dan brought his left arm around.
The blades extended instantly and the full shield collided with the first vampire to enter the suite just below his
right ear. Dan ripped his Nehtes free as he completed the spin, the first vampire’s head landing on the floor at
his feet.

Anuk swept her Nehtes under the fourth vampire to enter the room, taking out his legs. As he lifted into
the air, his weapon flying from his hands, Anuk stepped into a forward thrust. The second vampire watched
with wide eyes as the spearhead of the Nehtes burst from his chest in a spray of blood as his heart was shredded
instantly. Anuk turned back as the last vampire landed hard on his back. She whirled and brought her Shi Viska
down onto the chest of the vampire on the ground, the blades also extended on her shield. The air left his lungs
and blood flew from his lips as her shield nearly cleaved his body in half.

Danny dragged the last vampire completely into the room and pounded the door panel, watching as it
slid closed quickly. Nayeca dragged Sangria into the main room now, and her eyes flew open at the carnage.
Blood was quickly pooling on the floor and she nearly lost her breakfast.



“Yuriko... I do believe it’s time we left.” Dan spoke touching his COM.

“I do believe you are right.” Yuriko spoke in reply. “We are twenty seconds from you. We’ll gather and
then move to our ship. Our guest?”

Dan looked at Sangria. “Looking a little green... but very much alive.”

“We must move quickly Daniel.” Yuriko spoke. “When the Coven team does not report in, they will
descend on her room in greater numbers.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you people!” Sangria screamed her eyes wide. Death was not something
she was unaccustomed too, she had just never seen it so up close and personal. She could almost smell the blood
in the air and she felt bile rising in her throat.

Nayeca took action immediately and brought her K12 down on Sangria’s head sharply. Her sea green
eyes rolled up into her head and she fell to the floor in a heap. She holstered the K12 and un-slung the P190
from her back. “Daniel... if you would be so kind.” She spoke.

Dan couldn’t help but grin as he hauled Sangria to his shoulder just as Yuriko and Filrian entered the
room. Yuriko’s eyes swept the room quickly and saw them ready to leave. “You didn’t hurt her too badly did
you?”” She asked.

Nayeca shook her head. “Not at all. She’s lucky considering the year we have spent chasing her.”

Yuriko knelt next to one of the bodies and nodded. “Just as Filrian and I feared. They are assassins from
the Vampire’s Silent Death Division. Very well trained.”

“They don’t know how to clear a room.” Anuk spoke.

Yuriko nodded. “Yes well... most of their skills reside in torture and interrogation.” She spoke getting to
her feet.

Filrian nodded. “Quickly... let’s get back to the ship and depart as fast as we are able.” He spoke.
“When the Coven discovers this, they will be all over us.”

“So let’s not stand here and talk about it.” Dan spoke. “Let’s get gone.”

APO PRIME

Anja couldn’t help but smile at what she saw on the bed in front of her. She had arrived on the SPIRIT
OF HADARIA only an hour before, taken her STRIKER DT to the private landing field and then she and Seanna
had flown on Miath to the palace.

She had not wanted to be bonded to a dragon at first, but on her last trip to Elear with Dysea the green
scaled male dragon had caught her eye immediately. He was young, only a few years younger than Isheeni, and
he was a hybrid like Torma. He was larger than Isheeni but not by very much, but what caught her eye was his
brashness. He strutted around like he owned the island that many of the dragons now called home. Anja had
watched an older dragon put him in his place twice in the same visit but he kept coming back for more. Arzoal
told Anja it was because he was fearless and foolish and young. She had warned against choosing him, but true
to her rebellious nature, Anja fearlessly walked right up to him. In the first five minutes Anja knew he was the
one.

They had spent the last six weeks together, learning about each other while they learned to fly. Their
natures, both rebellious and restless, had tempered when they came together in the Mindvoice connection, and it
seemed to calm them both. This had surprised Arzoal and she had been working furiously with them the last
few weeks to get them to share everything, and not hold back. It was working... and the first thing that Arzoal
noticed is that they had become very protective of each other. When they came to the palace here on Apo Prime,
Miath spent most of the time with Torma... learning all he could about flying and fighting so that he could
better protect his Queen. Miath had never expected to be chosen to serve any in Mjolnir’s Hand, he knew he
was arrogant and brash, but when the red haired Queen choose him from the hundreds of others, he had vowed
to himself never to let her down. He knew that Torma and Isheeni were the first and most powerful of the
Bonded Pairs as they were now called, and he spent hours with Torma and Isheeni both, Iriral among them,
learning to temper his brash nature and put Anja above all others. It wasn’t easy due to his age, but having the
confidence and strength of Torma and Isheeni and by default Martin and Aricia, Miath was learning well.



Anja had been the busiest of Martin’s Queens in the last year, visiting more planets than even Martin.
She had returned to Hadaria a month before her Ascension to complete her training and learn more of her
people and her abilities. This had pleased Eurin greatly, and when it came time for her Ascension, Martin had
been there on Hadaria. In a move that surprised even Zaniai, Martin had kissed Anja deeply and told her he
needed to honor what his grandfather had begun. Anja had tears in her eyes at his words, for he sounded wiser
and more confident than at any other time since she had known him, and at that moment she loved him even
more than she already did. Anja had wanted him there to experience it all with her, but she understood his
decision and nodded her head in agreement as pride swept through her.

Eurin and Zaniai had been touched by Martin’s gesture and his words, that gesture telling Eurin all she
really needed to know about the young King who now led the Union. Eurin had stepped up to him and took his
arm with a smile. Anja remembered her words like it had happened yesterday.

“Many have said you remind them of your grandfather King Leonidas. I can not make that comparison
since I did not know King Resumar. I can say that what I have seen over these last months leads me to believe
that if there is one person outside of our people who can keep this most sacred secret of our people, it is you. I
would be honored if you and Queen Aricia would stand beside me as Anja Ascends.”

Anja shook her head. An entire year experiencing things and seeing places that her imagination could
not begin to invent. She was a Queen of not only her own species, but of hundreds of species. One of four
Queens that all loved the same man, a man who loved them all back in return, though Aricia would always be
closest to him and his most favored. Anja didn’t care... nor did Dysea or Isabella. Surprisingly there was no
competition between them in the least, as all of them knew their roles and their places in the greater scheme of
things. And when they were all together, there was nothing but love for each other between them.

Anja’s jade green eyes fell on the figures in the bed and she felt desire and passion flame her body.
Martin had made her what she was now, part wolf, and the wolf in her would always crave attention. The wolf
in her would always crave attention from those she loved.

Aricia, Dysea, and For’mya lay on the bed, the large sheet barely covering them. For’'mya was
sandwiched between the other two women, her face peaceful as she slept with her golden blond head against
Aricia’s chest. Dysea was spooned against her from behind, also deep in sleep, her face buried in For’mya’s
neck. Anja stepped closer, quietly setting down her gear and leaning over Aricia. Her azure blue eyes opened
dreamily and she smiled, turning her head slightly.

You are late. She spoke softly within Mindvoice.

Anja smiled and kissed her softly. I'm sorry. Where is he?

He’s such a beast. Aricia said with a loving smile. He’s waiting for you Anja.

Anja kissed her again. I’ll see you in the morning.

Seanna?

She’s in her room. Anja answered.

Aricia turned her head more and looked at her. She does not have to sleep alone Anja.

Anja nodded with a smile. We are still discovering each other Little Wolf. She said her jade green eyes
sparkling. Perhaps one day she will know she is welcome to share our warmth if not our love.

Go on. Aricia said her arms pulling For’mya tighter. He has worn us out.

Anja kissed her once more and headed out onto the balcony of the island palace. She could see the large
estate three kilometers in the distance across the glass like lake. That was meant to originally be their home, but
once Torma and Isheeni became part of their lives, Martin and Aricia had moved the entire private section and
all sleeping quarters to this island.

It was originally intended as only a vacation home really, but once Martin had made his decision, and
they all agreed with him, within a week it had become what it was now. It still retained its modest appearance
from the outside, unlike the palace on the main estate which was more opulent than any of them were used too.
That had been turned into a place to have gatherings and where many of the staff now worked and stayed. Helen
lived with them here on the estate in a small apartment when she was not on Earth in Sparta. The island itself
was larger than it looked from the mainland, nearly twenty square kilometers in size, and they had everything
they could want here.



Here Isheeni and Torma and their hatchlings had free reign to fly as they pleased, and it also provided all
of them considerable privacy since no Lifter was allowed within the defensive perimeter of the palace itself, and
flying over the palace was a sure way to get shot down. The only way to the private quarters was by Hover
Lifter across the lake or by Dragon. Martin had destroyed the long pier that led to the main estate almost
immediately after moving here. Very few people were allowed to come and go as they pleased, Gorgo
obviously, and Aricia’s mother occupied a permanent apartment within the palace to look after Androcles and
the hatchlings when they were away. Deia came and went when she needed, but she very rarely bothered them
once they came to the island. All of Mjolnir’s Hand was allowed to come and go, but like Deia, unless it was
necessary they kept to the estate on the mainland.

Because of this Anja had no qualms about stripping out of her uniform as she walked, dropping clothes
along the way as she moved along the patio. She hadn’t seen any of them in nearly six weeks, and right now she
wanted to feel only one wrapped around her body. She was about to reach for the hand rail taking her up to the
roof of the palace when her feet left the ground and she shot skyward with a yelp of surprise. She was almost
completely naked and moving through the night air entirely under someone else’s control, and she crossed her
arms over her breasts when she saw him lying on the thick blanket on the roof staring at the moon.

Are you having fun? She demanded.

Martin used his telekinetic power to slowly bring Anja until she was suspended over the top of him. All
she had left on were her white cotton panties and a very stern look on her face.

Yes actually I am. Martin answered. You 're late.

I am not late. I'm never late. I'm exactly on time. I... Anja’s jade eyes closed in bliss when Martin hit
her with his aura while holding her over the top of him and slowly lowering her closer towards him.

Martin couldn’t unleash his full aura on anyone except Aricia. Due to the pureness of her blood, she was
the only one who could actually still function when enveloped within that aura. Martin knew just how much of
his aura to use to excite all of his Queens and to show them how much he desired and loved them. Aricia could
take the full unshielded radiance of his aura, while Dysea needed very little nudging before she was melting into
his arms. Anja was somewhere in the middle, and because of her Hadarian genes it varied how much she could
take depending on how long it had been since she had been to her home world.

I missed you. And you won’t need these. He Mindvoice while an invisible hand caressed her taut thighs
pulling her very moist panties from her body while she was suspended in mid air.

You... you are so bad. Who do you think you are that you can just undress me whenever you like? Anja
gasped as he lowered her even more, keeping her suspended above him by only inches as he reached up and
caressed her large firm breasts, tracing small circles around her nipples watching as they grew harder.

Your mate. The wolf who loves you.

God... god Marty please don’t fucking tease me! I've wanted you for days!

Martin sat up slowly, moving her body with him as he did, positioning her above him, as she extended
her satiny legs to either side on his body. He could smell her pungent honey scent pouring from her in her
excitement. /¢’s so much fun though.

You bas...

Martin covered her lips with his own, kissing her hard as he kept her suspended above him, his raging
cock now at full mast. Anja groaned against his lips, reaching up to wrap her arms around his shoulders as he
lowered her onto him, his powerful arms wrapping around her small waist. She tore her lips from his as he
entered her and she screamed out her long denied pleasure as he speared her completely, dropping her onto him
in one breath stealing twelve inch plunge.

Isheeni circled above the island at twenty thousand feet, her keen eyes scanning the moon lit night for
her mate.

Where are you husband? Why do you tease me? Do you grow tired of me?

Isheeni and Torma were not unaffected by the passions racing through their bond mates. The connection
between the four of them was so deep that they could feel Martin and Aricia’s passion as surely as if it was their
own because they too were mated. The night for them had been filled with much the same as Martin and Aricia.
Their hatchlings were sleeping soundly, and they had taken to the air to satisfy their own needs. Four times



Isheeni had ascended to this height, and four times Torma had found her by her scent and they had plunged
towards the ground in a frantic mating session.

Aricia had long since exhausted herself, but Isheeni had enjoyed the sensations her pleasure had given
her as Torma took her in their aerial plunges. Martin could last much longer, and this usually meant Torma
could as well, adding to Isheeni’s delight. She could feel her King on the roof with Queen Anja, and she could
sense her husband nearby.

Husband you disappoint me. Isheeni spoke playfully. The King continues still. Perhaps you do need to
take lessons from him.

I need no lessons to desire you. Torma’s voice filled her head. And I already know what makes my mate
sing my name.

Isheeni felt the minor turbulence in the air above her and immediately rolled onto her back. Her azure
blue eyes were wide with delight as she saw the plunging obsidian body block out the moonlight. Torma was
holding nothing back and he barreled into her quickly, his claws pulling her body to his as his wings held both
of them up as he glided along. Isheeni felt him probing urgently, and she threw back her dragon head and
trumpeted her pleasure to the stars as he found her moistness and plunged his huge organ deeply into her. She
wrapped her talons around him as he folded his wings around her and they began their plummet to the ground
below, Torma’s immense size driving into her with power and need, sending her to heights of pleasure that only
he could.

And their trumpeting roars filled the night sky once more.

Anja’s screams filled the night air as well, as Martin sped up his strokes into her and she simply held
onto him for dear life. He thrust upward with power, filling her with his dominating cock, stretching her as only
he ever could. His lips were wrapped around her nipple, his hands never stopping, always gripping her, always
moving against her tone tanned skin. Her pussy gripped him tightly, milking him for everything he had to offer
her. She wanted it all and she let him know that by beginning to meet his powerful thrusts into her with strong
downwards lunges of her hips. He smiled and rolled over quickly on the thick blanket, Anja still wrapped
around him and he began to thrust into her with heart stopping, pile driving twelve inch strokes. Strokes that
were quickly causing her to see stars and dig her nails into his shoulders. The pleasure ripped through her in
waves, reaching every part of her body. She tried to hold back, but it had been too long since he had taken her
last, and Anja’s need was burning.

Martin for his part was rapidly losing all pretense of the controlled seduction he wanted to give Anja.
When it came to his Queens, only Aricia brought out the true wildness in him. There were no boundaries
between them in their bed, and they had even got For’mya to become less reserved and more vocal. Dysea he
preferred to seduce and take his time with, driving her crazy by nuzzling her ears and throat. Anja, because of
her Hadarian genes and the healing properties of her body, and the exquisite physical shape she was in, he
enjoyed teasing her until he broke her considerable self control. Tonight it hadn’t taken much, and now they
both were just reaching for the pinnacle of pleasure.

He felt his lower stomach clench in preparation and he thrust into her one final time and his own head
tossed back as he roared into the night sky. Anja’s cries peaked as she felt his huge cock swell in size within her
and erupt. A kaleidoscope of colors flashed in her mind as Martin’s jet like blasts of come smashed into her
womb and increased her own orgasm three fold in intensity. The veins on her neck bulged out and her fangs
burst through her gums and she joined his voice.

And their cries joined the trumpets of two others in the sky.

Inside their bedroom Aricia smiled as she felt their pleasure within her mind. They were finally all
together, albeit for only a short time, but they had reaffirmed their love for each other. Soon it would be just her
and For’mya again, sleeping beside him, and that thought made her pull For’mya tighter as sleep finally took
her into its embrace.

NONUS 1V



They were just stepping through the entrance into the resort’s maintenance area when alarms began to
go off all around them. It caused them to duck into the small storage room, and Danny to drop Sangria to the
floor. The moment he did, she snapped up, kicking out with a vicious side kick to his head.

Sangria was a skilled fighter, the years of slavery and being raped and beaten forcing her to hone her
skills as much as she was able. Yet Sangria had never faced off against a truly well trained individual however,
and her eyes went wide as Danny caught her slim ankle in an iron like grip just before her foot connected with
his jaw. She stood there for what seemed like an eternity, her left leg held high up in the air, until Yuriko kicked
out her right leg and sent her crashing to the ground beneath her. Anuk and Nayeca simply smiled as their eyes
kept watch on the door. Yuriko snatched Sangria by her thick head of reddish black hair, her eyes changing to
cobalt blue and her fangs fully extending.

“Let me advise you of something quickly.” Yuriko spoke. “You have two choices. You either come with
us willingly and you live, for we have no desire to kill you. Or we throw you out into the hallway here and you
attempt to escape the High Coven assassins that are right now scouring this resort for you. When they find you,
and they will find you, they will rape you with Immortal cock until you are begging them for death. Then they
will kill you.” Yuriko brought her face close to Sangria’s. “Tell me wench... which do you prefer?”

Sangria glared at the vampire female, the pain of her pulling on her hair fresh in her mind and making
her senses alive. “Who are you people?” Sangria finally hissed out. “And what have I done to you to make you
hunt me for so long?”

Yuriko laughed. “Hunt?” She said. “’We are not hunting you woman! If we were hunting you, make no
mistake you would be dead already. We have saved your life three times already in your ten month long jaunt
through the Wilds running from us. On Ruwo who do you think stopped the Kochab Bounty Hunters from
taking your ship? On Decimus we are the ones that eliminated the clan of Myiej Hunters that you so brazenly
angered with your words. They took up an Oath of Retribution in case you didn’t know. And just last month on
Tertius we were the ones that stopped that pirate vessel from blasting you out of the stars! You are no good to
us dead!”

“What do you want?” Sangria demanded.

“A name.” Yuriko answered as she pulled the data pad from her belt. She activated it and held it up for
Sangria to see. “The name and location of the bastard who bought this girl! We know Hunal was the one who
sold her. We know you delivered her to the buyer. What we do not know is the buyer’s name and location.”

“Hunal? You killed Hunal!” Sangria said.

“Yes, well he was being less than cooperative, and he made the mistake of trying to force himself on
Nayeca there. My Spartan friend is very fond and very possessive of his mates, and he took exception to
Hunal’s actions.” Yuriko explained. “All Hunal would tell us is that you delivered her to the buyer. I want that
information.”

“Who is she?” Sangria asked.

“Who she is does not matter to you.” Yuriko spoke.

“It does if you want to find her.” Sangria retorted.

Danny knelt down next to her quickly. “Listen bitch!” Danny snapped. “We’ve spent the last ten months
chasing you around from planet to planet, keeping you alive in some cases. Your buddies all want you dead.
They’ve taken a hit out on you, and between the High Coven and them, you go out there, you’re dead in an
hour!”

“You’ve destroyed my life over a slave whore and I want to know...” Sangria’s head rocked back as
Yuriko slapped her viciously.

“Lisisa is no slave whore!” She barked savagely, baring her fangs as if she was going to tear Sangria’s
throat out.

“You call smuggling slaves a life?”” Anuk spoke from the door where she stood. “I was a slave once, and
in my opinion that makes you no better than those who traffic in slaves.”

“I have done what I needed to do to stay alive!” Sangria spat. “Who the hell are you to judge me?”

Filrian shook his head. “We don’t have time for this.” He hissed. He moved up next to Sangria and his
hand was filled with an injector which he stabbed into her neck. She felt the bite of pain and pulled away
quickly, reaching for her neck and glaring at him.



“What did you do?” She screamed.

“That was a single dose of Nonlor Venom.” Filrian told her seeing her eyes go wide. “We have the
antidote on our ship. You have perhaps an hour before the venom seizes your nervous system. You will then
bite through your tongue during the ensuing convulsions, more than likely break a few bones as well, and when
the venom reaches your heart you will die an excruciatingly painful death. We will continue our search, and no
one will have the information you hold in your head.”

Sangria’s eyes were wide and she looked at Yuriko and Daniel as if they were insane. “You’re crazy!
All of you!”

“You have a decision to make.” Dan said calmly. “Come with us and live. Tell us what we want to know
and we’ll put you down wherever you want to go with enough credits to live out your years.”

Yuriko looked at him. “Daniel no!”

Dan held up his hand silencing anymore words from her. “Or don’t tell us, and either the poison kills
you or the bloodsuckers kill you. Your choice. Decide now! We’re leaving.” He got to his feet and headed for
the door.

It was really quite simple for Sangria. She was a survivor and she had no desire to die. “Wait!” She
snapped getting to her feet rubbing her neck and glaring at Filrian. “Anywhere I want to go?”

Daniel nodded. “That’s what I said.”

“I need to get to my ship.” She spoke. “There are some things I need there.”

Yuriko shook her head. “Not possible.”

“Look! You gave me this poison and I have no desire to die! I need some things from my ship! Nav
charts, LSD routes!”

“We have all that!” Yuriko snapped.

“Not these you don’t!” Sangria barked.

“Her ship is only two pads down from ours.” Filrian spoke. “If we move quickly we can be back to the
Runner before the Coven finishes their search here.”

“Will the docking authorities let us leave with the lock down?” Anuk asked.

Yuriko smiled. “I have something that will convince them.”

APO PRIME

It’s a mission! A real mission! Aelnala announced through their Mindvoice connection as she tore
through the air towards the palace as fast as her wings would carry her and her Bond Mate.

Isra laughed within their minds and hunkered lowered in the saddle as they sped across the cityscape
below them from the main Mjolnir’s Hand barracks. His dirty blond hair was shorter now, just above his
shoulders, his skin more weathered and deeply tanned, but his violet eyes were even brighter than they had been
a year ago, and it was due to the new life he had found.

The moment Aelnala had come into his life it had changed.

The female Heavyhorn dragon and he had stood side-by-side defending dragon eggs that did not belong
to either of them, and in doing so Isra had entered into a world quite unlike anything he had ever dreamt of.

His father was long dead, killed by a strip mining transport as it was landing on Enurrua, a passing that
Isra did not even blink twice at. His brother Rommna had died by his hand and his brother Joric had died under
Spartan law for what he had done to Queen Aricia. Joric had died at the King’s hand. None of that mattered to
Isra then, or now. All that mattered was that he was now what he had only dreamed of as a boy. He was a
Spartan. His Shi Viska branded to his arm, his Nehtes strapped to his right leg. And he was not just any
Spartan... he was a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. The elite Spartans that rode dragons into combat. There were
only three hundred of them, never one less, never one more. He was a section leader of Mjolnir’s Hand, the
bond he had with Aelnala stronger than any except for the King and Queens with their dragons and that of his
fellow section leader Andreus.

His mother and sister were here on Apo Prime, and finally living the life that was denied them, his sister
with three Lycavorian males chasing after her scent while she studied at the University. His mother had opened
a vendor stand in the main merchant square of Tuya and discovered that her old way of cooking became an



instant hit, so much so that she had to purchase a small shop and turn it into an eatery to cope with the hundreds
who were visiting her every day for true Lycavorian dishes from the old days. Among her many and most
frequent customers were most of Mjolnir’s Hand as well as the King whenever he was on the planet.

Isra could not complain about his life now. He was stronger, faster and wiser after a year with Aelnala.
They could do things that only the King and Torma would even attempt, though it was well known that Queen
Aricia and Isheeni were a little wild on occasion when flying over the city. Their Mindvoice bond had grown to
the point that they were one mind in almost everything they did. Their Psychokinesis powers when together
made them one of the strongest of the Bonded Pairs, and even when they were apart it still set them far above
others. There was only one thing that Isra lacked that would make his life complete, two things actually. One
had eyes of sapphire, the other eyes of amber. He felt a momentary lapse of sadness when he thought of them.
He hadn’t seen or talked to them in a year, most of his time filled with his training and Aelnala. However... the
nights were filled with thoughts of them, his moments of pleasure with Tarifa while she was in his arms, and the
moments he could have had with the Drow Queen Aihola. Isra had no interest in courting or dating, though
many young Lycavorian females had expressed interest in him over the months. He wanted only two; they were
all his blood and heart called for. There were times when he wondered if they had found another to replace
them. He had inquired of Admiral Jamerl about them, found out that they too had gone on with their lives and
now appeared happy. A part of Isra was saddened by that, yet a larger part was happy that they had found
someone else to give them the happiness they deserved.

Stop thinking like that! Aelnala’s voice interrupted his deeper thoughts. You do not know that Isra! You
do not know what they feel.

Aelnala they are both beautiful and refined and accomplished. Everything [ am not. Isra answered. It
does not surprise me that they have found someone who fills their hearts.

You are beautiful to me. Aelnala spoke cheerfully. And you become more refined and accomplished
every day! We have a mission now Isra! You should be happy!

We do not know what it is Aelnala. Why do you assume it is a mission?

It came from the King’s office, the summons did. What else could it be?

Isra saw the palace loom in the distance and he grinned. They will be at the estate on the island this
early! Let us find out what it is my Bond Mate. Go!

Aelnala let out a roar of approval and increased her speed as she dove for the ground far below.

Aclnala flared her wings over the wide expanse behind the private palace that was now the dragon
landing zone and she saw Torma and Isheeni coming out to greet them as they landed on the soft, packed earth.

Isra jumped off Aelnala’s back and looked at Torma and Isheeni. He bowed his head slightly out of
respect for their positions as Bond Mates to the King and Queen.

Torma. Isheeni. It’s very good to see you again.

Isheeni moved up next to Aelnala and they nudged each other in greeting as Torma moved his massive
body up to Torma. You are looking well Isra. He spoke. What brings you here?

We received a summons from the King’s office. Aelnala interjected quickly before Isra could answer the
excitement in her voice very noticeable.

Isra looked at her with a smile. We are hoping it is a mission. He said. We...

Look out below! The child’s voice, no more than four or five years old, sounded in their heads. None of
them moved, Isra and Aelnala having experienced it before. There was a radical disturbance in the wind above
them and then the small bluish black dragon Hatchling plowed into Aelnala’s muscular side followed by the
sound of rushing air from lungs.

Jeth! Isheeni’s voice exclaimed.

Isra smiled as he leaned over and gently scooped up the forty-five pound dragon hatchling by his belly.
All of them had begun to learn to fly, but only Jeth ventured out of the dragon cavern.

Jeth I have told you about diving from the top of the palace at guests! Torma’s stern voice sounded out.

Isra laughed and looked at the blue eyes of the male dragon hatchling. He was the middle of Isheeni’s
eggs to have hatched and it appeared he was also the most fearless. You are getting better Jeth. Isra spoke.



The young dragon snapped his wings out, even now an impressive meter and a half long. King Martin
says I will be as big as my father someday!

Isra nodded. Perhaps little one. However diving from the top of the palace into full grown dragons like
Aelnala will stunt your growth.

It will? The hatchling blinked rapidly.

Isra nodded. Try it from the balcony instead. You won't fall as far.

Isra! Isheeni and Aelnala both echoed at once in indignation. Aelnala swung her tail forward and tapped
her Bond Mate on the back gently, giving him a little shove forward while Torma’s laughter echoed in their
minds.

Come Aelnala. Isheeni said. Aurith and Elynth are much better behaved than their brother. I will leave
you to discipline your son Torma.

Of course my mate.

Huh uh.

Isra and Torma laughed as the two female dragons turned and headed for the specially built facility that
was their home. The dragon cavern as it was called. The domed building was enormous, built with steel and
concrete and looked like any other facility from the outside with the exception of the massive hole in the ceiling
that opened to the sky, but inside it was exactly as Arzoal’s massive cavern had been on Enurrua. The cavern
both Isheeni and Torma had grown up in. It was large enough for even Torma to fly in circles on the inside.

Torma looked at his son. Climb up on my back boy! And Isra is right! Start small and then go big! Now
trumpet Isra and Aelnala’s arrival boy and make it loud!

Torma felt Isheeni gently admonish him in their private connection, but she did it with love. Neither of
them would deny their hatchlings anything and they both knew it. And secretly Isheeni adored that Jeth was so
personable and fearless. And hearing her hatchling squeak out the terribly irritating noise at the direction of his
father caused even Aelnala to chuckle.

Martin cringed as he walked down the winding staircase from the bedrooms, the mug of coffee in one
hand, the data pad in the other. He wore only his usual loose fitting black pants and no shirt, the flame tattoos
spreading out from his abdomen and looping up his chest under his armpits and up the back of his shoulders.
Jeth’s attempt at trumpeting the call was hideous but it caused him to smile as he cringed regardless. The
hatchling was fearless, and Martin had no doubts he would match or exceed his father in size, something Arzoal
agreed with him on. As he reached the bottom of the stairs he saw Torma walking in through the back entrance
with Jeth perched happily on his back and Isra walking beside him.

We have company. Torma spoke.

“Isra!” Martin spoke, shifting the data pad into his other hand where he balanced the mug of coffee and
he grasped Isra’s forearm tightly, as Isra did the same. It was something that Andreus started, a symbol of the
bond uniting them all, and now it came naturally to all the members of Mjolnir’s Hand. “How are you? I
haven’t...”

“Martin Leonidas!” The female voice bellowed from above. It was Aricia’s voice and it caused Martin
to cringe once again.

Martin looked up slowly and saw Aricia looking down at him with an angry expression, her hands on
her hips. He wore the guiltiest expression on his face that Isra had ever seen from the King and he glanced at
Torma quickly. Torma’s gold eyes blinked and his humorous voice spoke within a private connection.

Watch this. He always gets caught doing this. It’s almost as if Aricia Blue Eyes sees through walls.

“I’m so busted.” Martin muttered and he looked up fully and forced a smile as he looked at Aricia. “I
didn’t do it.” He exclaimed.

“Martin... where is our son?”” Aricia demanded. “Where is Androcles?”

“Ummm...”

Aricia shook her head. “Give me our son Martin.” She spoke holding out her hands. “You have to stop
doing that.”

Isra forced himself to keep from laughing as the five month old Androcles lowered from far up towards
the top of the cathedral type foyer, cooing happily as his arms and legs kicked back and forth almost as if he



was flying. With exacting control Martin lowered his son into his mother’s arms while she watched carefully,
prepared to reach out and snatch him if Martin dropped him. Aricia knew that would never happen, but she was
a mother after all, and she would always be protective of her children now. Once Aricia had full control of her
son, who cooed ever more happily in his mother’s arms, she glared at him as For’mya walked behind her and
headed down the stairs.

“He likes it.” Martin said with a shrug.

“He is still a baby Beloved.” Aricia spoke. “You can’t do this every morning. It makes me crazy when [
wake and he is gone from his bed! Promise me!”

“Ok. Ok.” Martin said sheepishly. “I won’t do it anymore.”

“Liar! I will punish you if you do it again!” Aricia snapped turning to head back to the bedrooms.

Promise! Martin called out to her in Mindvoice.

He didn’t see Aricia smile as she walked, and he didn’t see Androcles lift into the air next to her
shoulder as Aricia used her own power and heard her son giggle in happiness.

Martin glanced at For’'mya as she reached the bottom of the stairs clad only in the long floor length robe
and she leaned up to kiss him, her hand slapping his washboard hard abdomen.

“She’s always going to catch you Martin Leonidas, you do know that don’t you?”” She spoke with a
smile.

Martin grinned. “You could help me run interference you know.”

For’mya laughed. “And risk losing her attentions to me? You must be joking!” She spoke with a laugh
as she headed into the large room where they always ate. There was a massive table in the room that could seat
twelve, and another portion of the room near the front windows held four long comfortable couches and chairs
with several shin high tables.

“Ok... I think she’s done yelling at me.” He said with a smile as he turned back to Isra. He looked at
Jeth. Excellent work Jeth. A little deeper next time.

Torma’s son bounced on his father’s back, his chest swelling out as he flapped his wings. Thank you
King Martin.

Martin chuckled and looked at Isra. “You got the summons I take it?”

Isra nodded. “Yes sire, first thing this morning. Aelnala is very excited. She is hoping it is a mission.”

Martin held out the data pad. “It is.” He said. “Walk with me.”

Isra began reading as he fell in beside his King, and the more he read the more his heart began to race.
He tried to keep his pulse rate even so Aelnala wouldn’t come running to him, but just thinking about them
caused that to happen. He looked up at Martin finally and found they were on the rear patio balcony
overlooking the lake and the main estate in the distance.

“Milord... I... am I the right member of Mjolnir’s Hand for this mission?”” He asked finally.

Martin looked at him. “You tell me.” Martin said as he sipped his coffee.

“I can still smell her sometimes on calm nights.” Isra spoke softly.

“She’s in your blood Isra, and by virtue of that so is Aihola.” Martin told him. “You know there is not
one without the other.”

Isra nodded. “I do.” He said.

“Selene requested you personally.” Martin spoke. “Of the three of them, Selene is the more reflective
Isra. Tarifa and Aihola are the two most head strong and obstinate woman I have ever come across. With the
exception of two of my Queens.” He added with a smile thinking of Anja and Aricia. “But for Selene to request
this... and then Lynwe... that tells me two things. Selene and Lynwe are full vampires now, and if they think it
is important, I will usually listen to them without question. That they both requested you specifically also tells
me that Tarifa and Aihola have not gone on with their lives. That won’t happen until you are with them.”

“But why?” Isra asked. “They are both beautiful beyond measure. They could have any man they
wanted.”

Martin nodded. “Yep! But there are very few who could tame them as you have.” He said with a smile.
“I did some checking this morning on my own before you came. Together they have nineteen invitations to
dinner or lunch or some other event. They’ve turned them all down. You got an ally already Isra... and you
don’t know it.”

Isra’s eyes narrowed. “An ally?”



Martin nodded. “Tarifa’s mother and I have grown very close. We talk to each other once a month when
my schedule permits. Tarifa doesn’t know that, so don’t let it slip out. She asked me why her daughter still
seemed distant and unhappy even after all this time. I told her about you. They inquired of you when Helen was
in Sparta for the birth of Androcles. It was our decision not to tell you for fear you might abandon your training
before it was complete. Before you truly found your calling. Which you now have. I apologize for that.”

Isra shook his head after a moment. “It was the right thing to do sire. I probably would have gone to
them at that point.”

“You and Aelnala, Andreus and Doranthe, you are the strongest behind Aricia and 1. That is why you
are the section leaders of Mjolnir’s Hand. Helen knew that almost immediately and so did Arzoal. I saw it after
the battle on Enurrua.” Martin finished downing his coffee. “That is why we have had the two of you here so
often to train with us. That is why only the two of you come and go here in our home freely. Earth will always
be home to us, Tarifa and Aihola, Selene, Lynwe, they are all my extended family. I will not tolerate any threat
to them or the existence of such a threat. You love them Isra... I can still smell that in your blood. That is why
you are perfect for this mission. Like Dekton... you can love them and still protect them without question.”

“Sire... I am not like Dekton.” Isra spoke quickly. “He was... he was so much more than...”

Martin shook his head. “Dekton was a Spartan first! They don’t love you because you are a Spartan
Isra... Tarifa didn’t fall in love with a Spartan; she fell in love with the wildness in you. The part of our people
that only me, you, and a few others still allow to roam free inside our hearts. Our people are getting that back,
but to us it was always natural. That is what she fell in love with Isra, and Aihola as well because of what she
and Tarifa share.” Martin smiled. “That is why the bonds we share with our dragons are so strong Isra. That
wildness in us, it is naturally tempered by our Bond Mates and their benevolent nature, but as they temper our
wildness, they take part of it as well. You have felt it with Aelnala, just as I have with Torma, as Aricia has with
Isheeni. The sense of being one completely.”

Isra nodded quickly. “She senses my emotions... as I sense hers.”

Martin nodded. “I’m sending Mjolnir’s Hand out all over beginning today.” He said. “It is time we
started letting people know we really do exist Isra. You will actually be the only one so far that has a definitive
mission. Andreus will remain here on Apo Prime to coordinate. Kmyla is pregnant again if you can believe it,
so he doesn’t want to leave.”

Isra nodded with a laugh. “He told me.” He said. “He is working fast sire. Kmyla is strong and his son
was strong t0o.”

Martin nodded. “Coordinate with him. Have your pilot load up your DT with whatever you think you
will need, but I want you leaving before nightfall.”

Isra took a deep breath and they both turned as Aelnala’s bulk moved around the corner with a burst of
speed. She had felt Isra’s exuberance and pride and knew that they had been given a mission. She dug her talons
into the earth to stop when she saw Martin and walked over to them more sedately.

Milord. She spoke bowing her head, which was something considering her neck was so long.

Martin smiled and scratched her scales. Take care of him Aelnala.

I will sire.

“Isra... send me weekly reports until you find out what is happening and deal with it. If you need
anything... you have my personal channel.” Martin said.

“As you order Milord.” Isra answered. All of Mjolnir’s Hand had a personal and direct communications
link to the King.

Martin nodded. “I get to go meet with the Folcani ambassador now.” He said with a smile. “Joy... joy.
They grasped forearms and then Isra watched him walk back into the private palace.

1 told you! Aelnala spoke. I told you!

Isra stepped closer to her and put his hand on her head. Yes you did.

We will go to Earth. We will find out what is happening. And you will fill the hole in your heart that only
they can fill. Aelnala said. Then we will be complete my Bond Mate.

Isra moved around and climbed onto her back. Then let’s get started.
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CHAPTER THREE



HIGH COVEN RUNNER
ONE LIGHT YEAR FROM NONUS IV

“I believe we have lost them.” Yuriko spoke as she sat back in the pilot’s chair of the Runner. The
cockpit was one of the smallest spaces in the Runner, and one of the few that had not been refitted in any way
for extended comfort. Yuriko was used to the controls and set up of the cockpit, so the only things that were
changed were the computer data cores and having a food dispenser added to the cockpit.

“You engaged the Shroud?” Dan asked sitting back as well.

Yuriko nodded. “Yes... but I did not expect them to be able to lock onto us as they did when we left
orbit. Their ship tracked us almost immediately after lifting off, before we engaged the Shroud.”

Dan nodded, “Which tells me they knew she was onboard.” He spoke.

Yuriko looked at him. “A transmitter or beacon of some sort?”

Dan nodded. “More than likely. And we need to find it and deep six it before we finish the jump. If it is
still active it won’t matter a wit that they can’t see us. They’ll just lock onto the transmitter.” He said getting to
his feet.

Yuriko got to her feet as well as she followed him. “None of the Coven touched her on the surface
Daniel! How could they put a tracker on her?”

“Not the Coven. I’'m betting it was her mercenary buddies.” Dan said as they moved down the short
corridor. “They want her dead bad... and if this Cyngi guy was able to tag her from the beginning, all he had to
do was give the information to the Coven. Or she brought something over from her ship and doesn’t know it.
Either way we need to find it and fast.”

They entered the main area of the Runner to see Sangria sitting in one of the couches, holding the two
bags she had managed to throw together from her ship. She got to her feet slowly as she saw the looks on the
Spartan and vampire female’s faces. And it wasn’t friendly in the least.

Yuriko drew her hand blaster far faster than Sangria could have ever managed and the barrel was
immediately pointed at her head. “Remove your clothes now!” She demanded.

“What! What the hell for!”” Sangria demanded. “I came with you damn it! What more do you want?”

“You are either wearing a tracking beacon or one is in your body somewhere.” Dan spoke. “We need to
find it before we alter course in our jump. Do as she asks you, or I will force you!”

“There is no way...”

Danny’s Shi Viska appeared in a flash of silver/white light and he lifted his arm to level it at her wide
eyes. Sangria had heard of Shi Viskas before, seen them in action earlier with this very man and his elf mate.
That was before he had it leveled at her head. His dark eyes and face told her he was in no mood for any
arguments from her.

“I am in no mood for you to play word games with us lady.” Dan growled softly. “It’s been a long day,
and having to fight bloodsuckers is not my favorite past time. Take off your clothes or I will have Anuk and
Nayeca do it for you, and they won’t be gentle.”

Sangria glanced over to where the two elf females sat on the opposite couch and they both just looked at
her with evil grins, Nayeca’s chin resting on Anuk’s shoulder.

“All of you are crazy!” She retorted. “I am not bugged!”

Yuriko stepped forward and snatched the bags from her hands tossing them to Filrian. “We shall see.”
She spoke tossing the bags to him. “Scan it all.”

Filrian began emptying the bags onto the table while Sangria began to pull off her clothes. Her sea green
eyes glared at Danny as she did. “Getting your thrills I see.” She snarled at him as she striped off her jacket and
then began unzipping the jumpsuit she wore.

Dan’s dark eyes didn’t change and he only shook his head. “Sister... you don’t begin to compare to
what I have.” He spoke coldly. “Don’t flatter yourself.” He reached forward and jerked the jacket from her
hands and tossed it back to Filrian. “All of it!”” He growled.

Sangria wore nothing under the jumpsuit and soon she was standing there naked, as Yuriko took the
jumpsuit from her and holstered her hand blaster. She moved to the table as well and began inspecting the
clothes by hand for any obvious transmitter while Filrian ran the portable hand scanner over the equipment she



had stuffed into the two bags. Sangria brought her arms over her chest as Danny turned to the table and watched
them. Anuk acted next, going to a locker and pulling out a thick blanket and carrying it over to her.

“We are not your enemy.” Anuk spoke softly. “No matter what you may think.”

Sangria took the blanket and quickly wrapped herself in it ignoring the comment as Anuk settled back
onto the couch next to Nayeca. “Who are you people?” She demanded. “You aren’t mercenaries! They couldn’t
afford to be in a High Coven Runner. And they wouldn’t have this high tech equipment either. You aren’t
Coven if you killed those vampire troops back there, so you are either Lycavorian Union or some other free
lance outfit!”

Filrian held the portable scanner up over the data pad in his hand. “Here is something.” He spoke
quickly. “It’s sending out a low frequency tracking beam.”

Yuriko tore the zipper from Sangria’s jumpsuit and held it up. “Here is something else.” She looked at
Daniel. “I have seen this before. It is a standard Coven data tracker. It sees and hears everything.”

“Nubou!” Dan swore in the ancient Lycavorian language. “That means whoever was receiving the signal
heard everything we were talking about! That ain’t good.”

Yuriko nodded. “Undoubtedly.” She looked at Sangria. “Where did you get this jumpsuit?”’

“It was a present.” Sangria answered.

“From who?”

“What does it matter?”

Yuriko shook her head. “Whoever gave this to you is working for the Coven directly or indirectly. Now
who gave it to you?”

“Cyngi.” Sangria replied her eyes wide.

Dan looked at her. “Your big dinosaur lizard looking pal?”

Sangria nodded. “Yeah. What’s a dinosaur?”

“How long ago?” Yuriko asked.

“I don’t know. A couple of years ago maybe.” She answered. “Why?”

Yuriko looked at Daniel quickly. “Have you been close to where you took Lisisa since you got this?”
She asked getting to her feet.

“What? Who is Lisisa? Will someone care to tell me what is going on?”” Sangria asked. “Why are you
after me? Why is the Coven after me? And why has the man who helped raise me suddenly put a contract on my
head?”

“Answer my question!” Yuriko snapped.

Sangria shook her head. “No damn it! I haven’t been anywhere near that place! It’s not even in the
Wilds!”

Filrian set the scanner aside and flipped the data pad over, picking up the tool. He began to unfasten the
back of the data pad but froze when Danny touched his arm. Dan canted his head further, the extremely faint
whining noise barely audible over the sound of the Runner’s engines.

“Toss it now!” Danny said.

“What?”

“Something inside that pad just activated. Toss it now!” Dan almost shouted.

Filrian didn’t hesitate and moved quickly to the side of the Runner, stuffing the data pad into the
garbage disposal hatch. He slammed his hand down on the control panel and there was a hiss of air as the
garbage in the tank was expelled into space. Five seconds later they felt the shock wave of the small explosion
and Filrian turned to look at him.

“That was too close.” He spoke softly.

“Toss it all!” Dan spoke. “We can’t risk it!”

“No!” Sangria barked moving forward to the table and trying to put items back into her bags. “It’s mine!
It’s all I have left!”

Filrian spotted something that looked familiar and he picked it up from the table. The small, flat crystal
was dark green in color and no thicker than a tree leaf really. He held it in his fingers and looked at Sangria.
“Where did you get this?”” He asked her.

Sangria went to grab it out of his hand and he drew it away from her. “It’s mine!” She barked at him.

",



“This is a Hadarian slave data card.” Filrian spoke. “Why would you have a slave data card? You own
no slaves!”

Sangria again attempted to grab it from him, but he stepped away from the table this time. “Give it to me
or [ will kill you!” She snarled at him.

“Where did you get it?” Filrian demanded once more, more forcefully.

“Why? It’s mine! Give it to me?”” Sangria shouted.

Yuriko looked at Filrian oddly, never having seen him so incited before. “Filrian what is wrong?”

He looked at her. “This is a Hadarian slave data card!” He barked. “This is what the owners of slaves
carried over five centuries ago! The cards were colored by species. Green was for Hadarian!” He looked back to
Sangria. “Now where did you get it?”

“It’s mine you bastard!” She screamed. “Ok! It’s mine! I was a slave! I...” Sangria’s eyes rolled into the
back of her head and she collapsed onto the deck of the Runner, her body beginning to go into convulsions.

“Filrian!” Yuriko shouted as she dropped to the deck next to her.

Filrian snatched the injector from the table and was next to her in four steps stabbing it into her neck
once more and depressing the trigger. “The venom!” He gasped. “Forgive me I forgot.”

Yuriko looked at him. “Is she?”

“She will be fine now.” Filrian spoke shaking his head. “I suggest we go through her things thoroughly
and discard anything that we can not even remotely decide its purpose. To include her clothes.”

Yuriko nodded quickly. “You...”

Filrian nodded slowly. “She is of my people. I will care for her Yuriko.”

Yuriko stood back up and looked at Daniel. “I know some maneuvers that will throw off any ships that
might be following us. You and Anuk finish going through her things and discard everything we can’t identify.”

Dan nodded. “Done!” He spoke.

Yuriko looked at Nayeca. “Nayeca will you assist me? I need a good set of eyes for what I intend.”

Nayeca was up and following her into the cockpit without a second’s pause.

USU’OZEIB 7

“...not sure how they made it off the planet Princess.” The High Coven officer spoke within the
transmission channel in Yuri’s office. “We had our net spread pretty wide however, and she had at least two
Spartans and a vampire female helping her.”

“It was that wench Yuriko.” She spoke in a low voice. “It has to be.”

“T agree.” Veldruk spoke from the chair he occupied across from her desk.

“The data miner and tracking beacon have been destroyed, but I’'m having my agents go through the last
three years of recorded conversations in regards to this Sangria. She has an extensive history and background,
and I believe you will find this information very interesting.” He could be seen working the controls on his
console and the data pad on Yuri’s desk beeped. “We don’t have the equipment to make a final determination,
but I thought it interesting enough to bring to your attention. Their jump course put them on a heading back
towards Union space, and I have signaled the fleet you assigned to me to take up blocking positions along the
entire front of the Runner’s effective range.”

“Assume the Runner has been highly modified with the best the Union capabilities allow Commander,”
Yuri spoke as she pulled the data pad from the desktop. “Engine power, shields, range, everything. Adjust your
positioning and deploy the fleet accordingly.”

“As you order Princess.” The man spoke.

Yuri’s dark eyes grew wider as she read the pad and after a long moment she looked up. “Is this
accurate?” She demanded.

“Our transport is not equipped with more advanced medical facilities to determine that Princess. It was
separate from where our men were killed. Several drops were on the bed and a larger stain on the pillows as if a
face had been pushed into it.” The officer replied. “I only thought it interesting enough to inform you.”

Yuri handed the data pad to her father as she nodded. “Well done Commander.” She spoke.

“My apologies for not detaining her when we had the opportunity Princess.”



Yuri looked at the man and shook her head. “She had the help of two Spartans and a vampire. This
information was not known and therefore you did the best with the intelligence you had. Do not make the same
mistake again however. I will not be so forgiving next time.”

The man nodded quickly. “I will not fail Princess.”

“I want to be contacted the moment the Runner is sighted or tracked.” Yuri spoke.

“It will be done.”

Yuri ended the transmission and looked at her father as she went to table and poured them two long
stemmed crystal glass of blood. She turned and held one out for her father and then moved to the chair not
behind her desk, but next to him.

Veldruk looked at her and took the glass as she sat down. “I would have killed the man for his failure.”
He spoke.

Yuri smiled and nodded her head. “I know father but I have learned much being away from here so long.
Robert is the one who taught me not to overreact to an initial failure, only warn against future ones. Fear of
what I will do is a much better motivator. If he fails again then I will kill him, and if they know I will not kill
them for a mistake, there will be less of them from stupidity.”

Veldruk met her eyes. “Yes... I’ve noticed that from the High Guard just in the last year since you have
returned.” He held up the data pad. “This is interesting and I will have our own scientists determine if it could
be accurate, however after what happened last year I do not wish to do anything quickly. What he did to Chetak
was not something I predicted he would do, however it could be something we could exploit in the future.”

“You never told me the First Oracle was imprisoned on Ukwav father.” Yuri spoke.

Veldruk shook his head. “I told no one.” He answered. “Three times they tried to take that planet and
three times we smashed them. And they had no idea what it held. It matters not now. Canth has passed on that
knowledge to this Helen and she is now the First Oracle they have lacked for so long. Unless we have very clear
and completely accurate data, we will try nothing against her Yuri. She would sense it immediately.”

Yuri nodded. “I will make sure of it.”

“What have we learned of these dragons Yuri?” Veldruk asked. “For me not to have sensed this
potential says quite a bit of the potential.”

“We sent in teams to scour Enurrua after Leonidas left.” Yuri spoke. “He was true to his word. He left
nothing standing. We found many traces of bones and old eggs and brought them back for examination, but
nothing close to any live dragons. The scans we have done of the eggs and bones indicate many uses for
dragons and dragon parts. He has moved the majority of them to Elear, the elfin home world. They reside now
on an island approximately fifteen million kilometers in size near the southern continent. The ones that live off
of Elear reside mainly on Apo Prime. They are this Mjolnir’s Hand. Three hundred of them, not including
Leonidas and his child queen.”

Veldruk laughed at her expression. “You don’t approve of his choices for Queens?”

Yuri snorted back at him. “She is barely over a hundred years old, while he is technically over three
thousand years old. All of his Queens are young. Yet they wield a power that took me three thousand years to
obtain and control. It angers me. Especially this Aricia.”

“Well... she has given him a son, and if the reports are correct, she and the elf pilot that he rescued are
never far from his side. The elf and Hadarian Queens move about freely, albeit under heavy security, but this
Aricia remains near him all the time.” Veldruk spoke.

Yuri looked at him. “Do you think he doesn’t trust her?”

“I believe it might be worth testing the limits of that relationship.” Veldruk said. “At the very least it
will cause friction between them.”

“I’m not so sure.” Yuri spoke. “Since Deia purged most of our deep agents from within their capital and
many areas of their government, we have had to rely on smaller sources of intelligence. They have not indicated
there is anything to signal a trust issue between them.”

“Test it anyway.” Veldruk spoke firmly. “She strayed once. Perhaps he will stray this time. We have
many Lycavorian females who are considered beautiful in our employ. Use one.”

Yuri nodded slowly. “I will make the arrangements. As for these dragons, it appears they are able to
enhance the Mindvoice powers of whoever rides them. It is my understanding he intends to use them as a
special unit of some sort.”



Veldruk nodded. “Yes... similar in fashion to our Silent Death Division. Interesting.” He looked at her.
“What are the possibilities of obtaining either a dragon itself or eggs from Elear?”

“Since they have been on Elear, the security there has doubled.” Yuri spoke. “Our contacts within the elf
government are maintaining a low profile due to the incidents of a year ago, and the talk that there might be an
uprising of some sort brewing.”

“Really?” Veldruk said. “That is interesting indeed.”

“I’m trying to learn more, but since the dragons arrived on Elear, we must tread very carefully in out
attempts to gather intelligence.” Yuri spoke. “Apparently he has given them a seat on the Union Senate due to
their intelligence and sentient status.”

“They are animals!” Veldruk popped. “What fool gives them sentient status?”

“Leonidas did.” Yuri spoke.

“If it is possible... find me one of these dragons. Alive if possible Yuri.” Veldruk spoke. “I wish to see
what they can do.”

Yuri nodded. “I’ll make inquires father, but no guarantees.”

“The clones?” Veldruk asked nodding his head at her words.

Yuri smiled. “They are progressing amazingly well.” She replied. “Our scientists here have augmented
them even further in some respects, making them less dependant on blood on the battlefield, slightly stronger
and faster, but the core is essentially the same.”

“When can we field the first units?” Veldruk asked.

“Without the DNA of the abomination, I have been told two years for the first million.” Yuri spoke. “If
we were able to obtain her DNA, half that time. It is why I have been searching for her so diligently since my
return.”

Veldruk looked at her. “I will not apologize to you for making you carry that creature Yuri.”

Yuri looked at him surprised. “I don’t expect you too father. That is a decision we made together. I
agreed with you did I not? We both determined carrying her to full term naturally was the best way to insure no
mistakes or errors were made. [ agreed with that decision remember.”

“You want to kill this child don’t you?” Veldruk asked.

Yuri nodded slowly. “Not only is she an abomination, but when she is dead, all ties that link me to that
savage Leonidas will finally be severed. And when I kill him it will be that much sweeter.”

Veldruk laughed as he got to his feet, setting his glass down untouched. Yuri noticed it and looked at
him questioningly. “You did not touch your blood father.” She spoke. “It has been aged perfectly, just as you
always liked.”

“Yes I noticed.” He spoke.

Yuri met his eyes briefly before stepping over and picking up his glass, downing half of it before
looking at him again. “Father... I am not Xerxes. If [ was going to attempt to assassinate you, do you honestly
believe I would do it this way?”

Veldruk met her eyes for a long moment and then took the glass from her. He downed the remaining
blood in one gulp. “Old habits daughter.” He spoke.

“I have so much I still want to learn from you,” She spoke softly. “And you did not raise me to be
foolish father. Assassinating you would remove from Vonis and I the one source that will teach us everything.
And I would not take you from the daughter you have only known for two months either.”

“It is the way of our people Yuri.” He spoke.

Yuri nodded. “Perhaps... but it is not your way... and it is not mine. I do not wish to kill you father. I
never have. It is the reason I never held back anything from you while I was on Earth. It is also the reason you
never killed Xerxes and you know you should have.”

Veldruk nodded slowly. “You may be right. He was a fool... but he was my son. But you... I have
forced you to marry a pureblood you hate.” Veldruk spoke. “Demanded that you have his child to seal the bond
between our families for political reasons. I have done this knowing that your heart belongs to someone else.
You should hate me.”

“And I have told you I will endure this for the good of us all.” Yuri spoke. “Having a child with that fool
seals their support for all time, but that does not mean I will ever desire his touch on me. He is vile and
disgusting... no different that Xerxes in my opinion. And he can’t get it up more than half the time! You are



right that my heart belongs to someone else, and Robert understands I must do this. I do not hate you father. I
do not agree with what you wish at times, but assassinating you? We may be vampires father, but we are still
family.”

“Some would say that attitude is dangerous.” Veldruk spoke. “But you are right.”

Yuri smiled. “I did not endure all that I have to do something as stupid as trying to assassinate you. You
taught me better. You have never done anything to hurt me. I will never do anything to hurt you. Not that I ever
could.”

“And this Moran?”

“He loves me. He will never do anything that harms me.”

“Your consort continues to impress me Yuri.” Veldruk said softly. “Yet you have asked nothing for him.
Why?”

“He wants to show you he is capable without my help.” Yuri said with a smile. “And he is father. You
will see this in due time, and until you do, he will continue to impress you.”

“We shall see.” Veldruk spoke. “We shall see. I must return to the palace. I have a meeting with the
Zaleisian Ambassador.”

Yuri’s eyes grew a little wider. “Really? Why?”

“He says he has a proposition for me that I won’t be able to refuse.” Veldruk spoke.

Yuri looked thoughtful. “To have them as an ally, so close to the Union border as they are?”

Veldruk nodded. “My thoughts exactly.” He held up the data pad. “I will deliver this to our scientists
and have them contact you directly if they believe it to be accurate.”

“And if it is?”

“Then we will decide what to do with that information.” Veldruk spoke. “You have meetings to attend
as well?”

Yuri nodded. “Yes I do.”

“Then I suggest we get to it.” Veldruk said.

He squeezed her hand and then headed out of her office, Cha’talla appearing from the shadows and
falling in behind him as he walked. Veldruk waited until he was out of ear shot and then glanced at Cha’talla.

“I value your opinion over most Cha’talla.” Veldruk spoke as he walked. “Is this man... this Moran... is
he worthy of my daughter even though he is not pureblood?”

“Give him a fleet and let him show you Milord. You want to know if he is capable Milord. Give him a
fleet and send him to Pontal. Give him what he needs and he will defeat Pontal.” Cha’talla answered. “Then you
can make that determination for yourself.”

“You speak highly of him.” Veldruk said. “No High Coven Commander has ever defeated Pontal.”

Cha’talla nodded. “I do Milord. And if you give Robert Moran what he needs to do the job, he will
defeat Pontal.”

Veldruk nodded. “Would you die beside him in battle Cha’talla?”

Cha’talla nodded quickly. “As I would die beside you Milord. Yes.”

“Then I have my answer.” He spoke. He looked at the Immortal. “Does she know?”

Cha’talla shook his head. “Unlikely Milord. If she did... she would be different towards you.”

Veldruk nodded. “Good. She must never discover that it was I who told Xerxes to rape her like he did.
Now that the fool is dead, only you and I know this, and it must stay that way. She is a fine Commander and
will make an excellent High Lord one day, but she must never discover that.”

“And she never will discover it Milord.” Cha’talla spoke.

HIGH COVEN RUNNER

Filrian left Sangria lying on the one medical bed they had and headed out into the main area of their
ship. Daniel had carried her here after she had collapsed and he had run a detailed medical scan on her while she
slept, as well as reviewing all of the data on the history card. He found Danny and Yuriko sitting with Nayeca
as Anuk slept on the couch. He moved to the dispenser and took a mug of Hadarian tea to the small table.
Yuriko watched him the entire time and she leaned forward when he sat down.



“You look like you have something to say.” She spoke calmly. They had been together long enough for
her to know that he wanted to speak. “Speak your mind Filrian.”

“I gave our guest a complete medical scan while she was unconscious. Did some basic tests that I have
perfected over the years. Some of the things I discovered... well...” Filrian spoke. He held up the dark green
slave card. “This card is indeed hers.” He said. “She calls herself Sangria, but her real name... her given name
is Sivana, at least according to this card. Based on the samples I have taken, she’s five hundred and twelve years
old, in excellent physical condition, no abnormalities that I can find. The card’s history begins when she is
seven, and continues for roughly a hundred and twenty-five years.”

“Jesus!” Danny muttered.

Nayeca placed her hand over the top of his. “Lisisa has been a slave for much longer Daniel.” She said
softly.

Dan nodded. “T know... but I thought slavery... I'm still not used to slavery being accepted.” He stated.
“It turns my stomach.”

Yuriko nodded. “As it does many Daniel.” She said. “What else have you discovered Filrian?”’

“The exam revealed old injuries. Fractures. Scars. Lacerations. Some of it appears self inflicted.” Filrian
said. “Definite signs of sexual abuse in the past... and what we would no doubt consider sexual abuse now I
suppose, but there are no defensive wounds on her, so I can only assume she didn’t fight it for whatever
reason.”

“Wait... you mean she was with someone on Nonus [V?” Dan asked.

Filrian nodded. “Long enough to have sex with her a few times. Whoever it was, they weren’t gentle.
Fresh bite marks and scratches on the backs of her shoulders and her neck. Bruises on her buttocks. No more
than twelve hours old, I’d say. I can’t get a definitive time because her power has already started healing her.”

“A slave and smuggler.” Yuriko spoke softly shaking her head. “Not easy lives to lead in the best of
circumstances.” Yuriko looked at him. “Wait... her power?” She said. “She is a smuggler, a former slave. How
could her power be active if she has never returned to Hadaria and Ascended?”

Filrian shook his head. “I don’t know. She appears to be drawing miniscule portions of life from all
around her. It’s very weak, but it is active, and it gives Sangria the uncanny ability to store and use the power
when needed.” He shook his head. “I tried to make an inquiry of the Hadarian Ministry in regards to this
phenomenon, but they basically told me to go away. I ran a detailed scan of her blood and DNA, but without the
proper comparisons, I can’t be sure.”

“Sure of what?” Yuriko looked at Daniel than backed to Filrian.

Filrian turned to Danny. “You must have sensed it even just a little. In her scent perhaps? Lycavorians
can detect family relations among scents. You would be able to tell Daniel.”

Danny met his eyes. “She’s familiar somehow yes. A little detail in her scent, but more the way she
carries herself. I’ve been racking my brains but I can’t place it.”

Filrian tapped the control panel on the table. “Maybe this will help.” The screen below the center of the
table changed to a Union database of pictures and profiles. It was speeding along computing faster than the eye
could follow. “T uploaded her blood and DNA into the Union database and asked the computer to search for
possible matches. I got a match it seems... but this is what I get.” The screen froze beneath them, blinking red
and black letters...

ACCESS DENIED
RESTRICTED DATABASE FILE
SPARTAN LEVEL NINE CLEARANCE REQUIRED

“That is what I’m getting.” Filrian spoke. “Daniel... you are like a brother to the King. Do you have this
Level Nine clearance it is asking for? Yuriko and I have been granted only Level Six. I did not know Level
Nine even existed.”

Yuriko looked at him. “Neither did I.” She said softly.

Dan met his eyes for only a moment before Nayeca squeezed his hand and nodded her head. Dan leaned
forward quickly and began typing a code into the computer terminal on the table.



ACCESS GRANTED
SIMPSON, STAR COLONEL DANIEL A.
ENTER VOICE AUTHORIZATION

“Simpson, Star Colonel Daniel A. Spartan Four One. Anuk activate all.” Danny spoke evenly. “Nayeca
Execute all.”

FULL ACCESS GRANTED
THANK YOU COLONEL SIMPSON

The screen went blank for a few seconds and then the picture appeared, as well as several pages of
information, but all any of them were interested in was the picture of the persian red haired female.

“You have got to be fucking kidding me.” Dan muttered.

Filrian sat back in his chair. “That does explain a few things.” He spoke softly. “While the Ministry may
not hold me in high regard, I do have the respect of fellow Healers, including the Mage Warrior Seanna. The
Queen’s Handmaiden. She told me Queen Anja was showing signs of this same skill before we left Apo Prime
to begin this journey. It did not come back to me until just now. She used it on Enurrua to heal Queen Aricia’s
Dragon. She had not yet ascended at that point. The age is identical, even some of the facial features. Their eyes
are very close, build and such.”

Dan got to his feet quickly. “Are you telling me we’ve come all this way to find the Skipper’s daughter
and we find Anja’s sister instead!”

“Not just her sister,” Filrian spoke. “If this data is correct... her twin. Her fraternal twin to be more
precise.”

Dan looked at him. “Wait... how is that possible? She was taken at birth wasn’t she? When the Coven
began the assassinations of her family? How could they miss Sangria here?”

Filrian looked at him. “There is usually anywhere from fifteen minutes to almost an hour between the
birth of twins. Queen Anja came out first yes... but her mother was obviously still in labor with Sivana when
Anja was taken away. That is one of the reasons I wanted to speak with someone in the Ministry; to find out
how long her mother was alive after she gave birth to Anja.”

Yuriko looked at him. “Regardless of whether she is the Queen’s sister, she still knows where Lisisa is
Daniel.”

“Oh man, Anja is going to flip!” Dan spoke turning around and moving to the bulkhead wall. “Marty is
going to flip!” He looked at Filrian. “The Hadarian Ministry wouldn’t talk to you?”

Filrian shook his head. “I tried Prefect Zaniai, and he refused to speak with me. A number of other
Ministers also. I even... I even tried the Divine One. It is very possible they know nothing of her existence
Daniel. I do not have the most stellar reputation on Hadaria, for any number of reasons, and it would not be
uncommon for them to refuse to speak with me.”

Dan turned back around and looked at Yuriko. “How far are we from the border?” He asked.

“Four days to the safest border crossing.” She answered immediately. “The Coven knows we will head
to where we feel safe. They will deploy as many ships as they can between us and the border. Pirate ships
mostly, mercenaries in their employ.”

“We can’t sneak by them with the Shroud?”” Danny asked.

Yuriko adjusted the star map. “There is only one safe border crossing in this sector and that is here, on
the edges of this gas nebula. The nebula will bring down the Shroud immediately, that is why the Union put the
crossing there. The rest of the border is saturated with minefields and defensive platforms that I specifically
asked be left out of our databanks in case we were captured or our ship taken. We do not have the maps or
codes to traverse them. One slip by us, one hit on us by a plasma cannon, one explosion off our hull by a mine,
and whoever is in the area will see us when the Shroud drops.”

“Can’t we get them? The codes and maps?”’ Nayeca asked. “Surely we have secured enough
communications to receive this information?”’

Yuriko nodded. “Without a doubt. But that will also send a signal to whoever is watching that what we
have is very important. Important enough for them to transmit codes and maps over secured military channels.”



Yuriko spoke. She shook her head. “Father would not want us to compromise our security or our anonymity for
this, no matter who we carried. The only reason we have been able to survive this long is because of that
anonymity. That is the way he wanted it.”

Nayeca met her eyes. “You think there are still Coven spies within the Union don’t you Yuriko?”

Yuriko nodded. “Prime Minister Deia may have put a very large dent in their intelligence network with
her sweeps, but they are still there.”

Danny nodded. “You’re right about the COMs though. That’s not something you can just send out on a
whim.” He spoke. “What other options do we have?”

Yuriko pointed to another point on the star chart. “The Gellen Asteroid Belt.” She said. “Filrian and I
have been through it before. It is a haven for smugglers, but it is on the very edge of the Union border, and since
the Gellen Belt stretches into Union territory, they could not pursue us. We go to Gellen Station and wait for
father to send us a ship that can take us through the minefields and defensive platforms.”

“You said it was a haven for smugglers.” Dan spoke.

Yuriko nodded. “It is... but neither of us will have an advantage.” Yuriko spoke. “Gellen Station is
considered protected territory. No smuggler or mercenary will break the no fire zone imposed here. If they do,
they will be marked forever.”

“How long before Marty could get someone there from Apo Prime?” Danny asked.

“Three days maximum at top speed.” Filrian answered.

“How fast can we get there?”

“Eighteen hours.” Yuriko spoke.

Dan nodded quickly. “Do it!”” He spoke. He turned to look at Filrian. “We got some of the best COM
gear in the universe on this crate. Let’s you and me start making some waves on Hadaria. I want to be sure of
what we’re talking about before we tell Anja.” Danny looked at Nayeca. “Watch our guest closely Nubian, she
may not be in the best of moods when she wakes up.”

Nayeca smiled and got to her feet. Daniel called her his Nubian Princess or Nubian for short, in a show
of affection and devotion to her. It was no different than Anuk calling her Mistress, or Daniel calling Anuk his
Snow White. They were terms that reflected what the three of them shared with each other.

“I will watch her.” She said.

Yuriko looked at Daniel. “I do not want to stop searching for Lisisa Daniel.” She spoke softly.

Danny moved up to her and took her hand. “We’re not going too.” He said. “We’ve been out here too
long, been through too much to stop looking now. We’ll get what information we need from this Sangria and
then Anja can take her back and we’ll keep looking. We’ve never been this close and I have no intentions of
quitting now. We’ll find her Yuriko. I promise you we’ll find her.”

Yuriko nodded at his words and smiled. “Yes we will.” She spoke. She turned and headed for the
cockpit. “I will adjust our course.”

HADARIA

Zaniai looked up when the door to his office slid aside and his eyes flew open when he saw Eurin strode
in, anger written all over her face. Since the events on Enurrua, The Divine One had taken a much more active
role in the government of Hadaria. She left most of the normal decisions to the Ministers, having no real
political power, but she now voiced her opinion on many of the larger decisions. And almost always her voice
echoed that of the young Queen she had taken under her wing.

When Queen Anja was on Hadaria, Eurin was most always with her. Zaniai had never seen her spend so
much time with anyone of the royal family. Not even the Queen’s parents had her attention as much as Anja
did. Always at their side was Seanna, the dark haired Mage Warrior who was not only the Queen’s shadow
along with her Spartan Captain, but she was also the Queen’s lover. And since Anja had chosen a dragon to
become bonded with, Eurin was always at the royal residence and no where else. Zaniai had never seen her
angry or disturbed before, and her expression and body language told him that was exactly what she was.

Eurin looked at the two Ministers in Zaniai’s office. “Leave us now!” She barked out.



The two men scrambled to comply with her directive having no desire to incur the wraith of the Divine
One. As they hurried from the room Zaniai came to his feet. “Eurin... what is wrong?”

Eurin held out the data pad. “I received this transmission this morning.”

Zaniai took the pad and activated it.

“...whatever else I may be, I have never strayed from the path of Healer Divine One. And I have never
relinquished our secret. No one will even take my transmissions so that I may ask a question that could very
well be related to the Queen. I...”

Zaniai nodded. “I received a message from him this morning as well. His name is Filrian. He was
captured by the High Coven many years ago and then rescued by this vampire child that the King considers a
daughter. He refused to return to Hadaria for retraining and he was exiled.”

“Retraining? You mean he refused to return and allow us to roam around inside his head to make sure he
did in fact keep the secret of the Ascension Ceremony.” Eurin spoke.

Zaniai looked at her and cringed a little. “Yes.” He said. “He has managed on several occasions to return
here anyway and Ascend once more, keeping his abilities active. How he is able to remain away for so long and
still use his powers is a mystery. We...”

“Have we ever stopped being so paranoid long enough to ask him?” Eurin spoke.

Zaniai looked at her sheepishly. “Apparently not.” He spoke.

“Perhaps we should.” Eurin said. “It is obviously something that could help us to operate better Zaniai.”

“Eurin he wanted information on Queen Anja’s ability to draw her gift from the life around her.” Zaniai
spoke. “That is not information we want just handed out to anyone. The King may trust him enough to give him
and the vampire child Level Six Clearance, but obviously not enough to give him Level Nine.”

Eurin moved to the monitor in Zaniai’s office and touched the panel. “The transmission on secure hold,
transfer it to Prefect Zaniai’s office now.”

“Yes Divine One.” The voice answered.

Eurin looked at him sternly. “I took the transmission because it came with the encrypted command code
of Colonel Simpson. Something you and the other Ministers failed to see.”

Zaniai looked at her. “The man who...”

Eurin nodded. “The man who is about as close to the King as many will ever get. And one of only
twenty-two people out of the trillions in the Union that hold a Level Nine Security Clearance. If this Filrian
travels with Colonel Simpson, I believe it is safe to assume it is important enough to speak with him.” She
turned to the holo projection disc on Zaniai’s desk and the image shimmered to life. They saw Daniel pacing in
the background and the picture of Filrian sitting calmly at the table. “Daniel... I apologize for the delay.”

Dan shook his head and moved closer to the table. “Eurin we need some answers.” He spoke quickly.
“Is Anja there?”

“Queen Anja is on Apo Prime with the King.” Zaniai spoke. “She returned two days ago. They are
having a Union Dinner tomorrow evening and Queen Aricia wanted her and Seanna to attend.”

Danny nodded. “That’s just as well. Better you find out before she does.”

Eurin moved closer to the desk. “Find out what?”

“This is Filrian,” Danny spoke. “He is the...”

“Yes we are aware who he is Daniel.” Eurin spoke.

“It is... it is an honor to speak with you Divine One.” Filrian broke in.

Eurin smiled and nodded her head. “What is this all about Daniel?”” She asked.

“Divine One we need to know about the night Queen Anja was born and taken to Earth.” Filrian spoke.
“Specifically we need to know if the Queen’s mother was carrying twins.”

Eurin and Zaniai both settled into the chairs quickly. “Twins?” Eurin asked. “No... not that I am aware
of. Zaniai and I both were rushed to secure bunkers when the attack began. We did not see the King and
Queen... we did not come out until after Admiral Riall arrived the next day with a Fleet Group. What have you
discovered Filrian?”

“As you know we are currently in the Wilds trying to track down the King’s daughter Lisisa. The hybrid
child with the High Coven Princess Yuri.” Filrian began.



Eurin nodded. “Yes... Zaniai and I are aware of this.”

“We have been tracking a Hadarian smuggler for the last ten months. We know she was the one
contracted to deliver the King’s daughter to her last known location.” Filrian spoke. “She’s led us on a very
wide ranging chase, but yesterday we were able to catch up with her. We have her now here on our ship. I gave
her a full medical exam and ran some tests... the results of which were astounding.”

“Go on.”

“Divine One this female has a ninety-nine point six percent DNA match ratio to Queen Anja.” Filrian
spoke. “She shows all the same signs as Queen Anja in being able to draw from the life around her to heal.
Divine One we have the Queen’s sister, her fraternal twin, on our ship right now.”

“Impossible!” Zaniai exclaimed. “She has no brothers or sisters!”

“Would you like to check my figures and data Prefect?” Filrian asked with a heated voice.

Eurin reached out and touched Zaniai’s arm. “Filrian... are you sure?” She asked.

“Positive.” Filrian spoke. “I re-ran my calculations and data four times Divine One. Once Daniel
allowed me to access Level Nine Security Protocols, it matched every time with Queen Anja.”

“And this Hadarian... she isn’t a clone of some kind?”’ Eurin asked.

Daniel shook his head now. “I had him run all the tests we are using now to eliminate that possibility.
She’s no clone Eurin.”

“Filrian... do you have remote access capability on your ship?” Eurin asked.

Filrian nodded. “The Runner we are using has been heavily modified Divine One. It is state-of-the-art
now.”

Eurin looked at Zaniai. “Zaniai can we...?”

Zaniai nodded quickly. “A remote hook up? Yes.” He spoke. “Filrian can you compress all your data
into a single stream?”’

“I already have Prefect.” He replied. “It is highly encrypted and ready.”

Zaniai looked at the transmission briefly before nodding. He moved to his computer terminal, his hands
playing across the panel. “Send it now.”

Eurin watched Filrian touched two buttons on the table he sat at, and she heard Zaniai’s computer
acknowledge the stream. “I’m sending it on an old, unused pirate channel Prefect. You should be receiving it
now. It will look like a Pirate data core breach but it is not.”

“I have it... adjusting the...” Zaniai looked up. “Where... where did you learn this level of encryption?”

Filrian smiled. “I’'m a smuggler and a mercenary Prefect... you pick things up here and there.”

Zaniai looked back to the screen as it beeped. “Eurin... Eurin... look at this.” He gasped.

Eurin moved to the screen and her own eyes grew wide. “The... the enzymes and Endochromes are
within point zero three. That indicates...”

Filrian nodded. “Fraternal twins.” He spoke.

Eurin touched Zaniai’s arm. “Find Fuleos.” She said quickly. “If anyone knows how this has happened it
will be him.”

“We need to find out how and quickly. We’re heading for Gellen Station right now, but the Coven are
after her, as well as all the really bad people she used to work for, all of whom want her dead. The Coven had a
data tracker on her up until we destroyed it, but there is a possibility they know what we know. If they do...”
Dan spoke.

Eurin nodded. Yes... life for you will get very busy.” Eurin directed her gaze to Filrian. “Where is she
now?”

“She’s in the small medical bay we have on board. I gave her a sedative to help her sleep, something it
appears she does not do very well.” Filrian answered.

“Can you keep her sedated Filrian? Safely?”

Filrian nodded. “Daniel has already made that decision Divine One. She was not happy that we found
her, and she is very edgy and unpredictable. Daniel thought it best to avoid any unpleasantness.”

“Zaniai has gone to find Anja’s great grandfather Daniel. He was with them for part of that night.” Eurin
spoke.



Danny nodded. “We have about nine hours before we get to Gellen Station. Yuriko knows where we can
hide out there. We’ll need a ship to meet us and guide us through the Border Defensives however. And then
someone needs to tell Anja and Marty.”

APO PRIME

“Don’t know what these rumors or reports indicate Melda Min, so you need to be careful.” Martin was
speaking as they walked hand in hand towards the STRIKER DT on the private Royal landing pad.

They walked five abreast, Aricia on his right holding hands with Anja, Dysea on his left Isabella
gripping her hand. They were not together very often the five of them, and when they were it was unspoken that
they would be touching in some manner, if only to show how they felt. For’'mya and Seanna stayed with the
Hover Lifter, and both of them were playing with Androcles, who was ecstatic with the attention he was getting,
his little arms and legs kicking and waving in joy.

“Nauta Melme I have learned much working with Deia and from your mother, and they are only
rumors.” Dysea said with a smile. “Alocgeid thought it might be good for me to return and spend some
additional time on Elear anyway. There is much Bella and I have not explored there.”

Isabella nodded. “That is very true.” She spoke. “I understand some of the ruins date back twenty
thousand years.”

Martin nodded. “Just stay in touch.” He told her. “Aricia and I always have our COMs open.”

“Jeez Marty... you’re such an old worry wart.” Anja spoke with a smile.

Dysea laughed. “He is that Melyanna.” She spoke as they stopped walking next to the ramp of the
STRIKER DT. Iriral was already inside and securing herself into the harness for lift off. Dysea looked at him
and caressed his face. “I will be fine.”

Martin grinned. “Ok... ok.”

[Mindvoice Shielded] You were very good to me last night Nauta Melme. Dysea spoke pressing against
him.

[Mindvoice Shielded] / had this strong craving for this particular female elf that smells like wildflowers.
Go figure that one just happen to be in my bed already. And she was unoccupied at the time, which was equally
amazing. He answered.

Dysea laughed softly within their connection. [Mindvoice Shielded] Nauta Melme... you don't...

Martin shook his head as Anja and Aricia began to say goodbye to Isabella. [Mindvoice Shielded] She
makes you happy Melda Min. And you make her very happy. I will never deny that happiness to you. I know you
love me. I know Bella loves me.

[Mindvoice Shielded] She will come around soon Nauta Melme. She still fears you in some ways.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I know. I don’t intend to rush anything with her. She is already a Queen to me and
others, regardless of what she thinks. She looked to be having a good time with Anja and Aricia last night.

Dysea’s musical laugh filled their connection again. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes she did. They didn’t seem
too unhappy about the situation either.

[Mindvoice Shielded] No they didn’t. He answered with a laugh.

Martin hugged her tightly and Dysea closed her eyes in bliss as his arms wrapped around her. She loved
Isabella, of that she had little doubt, and what they shared together she never wanted to change, but it was
Martin who could make her blood burn brighter than any sun.

“Be mindful of everything around you Melda Min.” Martin spoke.

Dysea nodded. “We will be.”

Martin turned and looked at Isabella as Dysea went to hug Anja and Aricia. He took her hands and
surprised her by leaning over and kissing her tenderly on the lips. Isabella didn’t pull away as she had done in
the past and actually squeezed his hands tighter and let the sensations flow through her now. She knew Martin
wanted her, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to fight her own desires for him. He had not pressured
her in any way, and until right now was content to simply show his affection by kissing her cheeks or hugging
her.



Now... Isabella felt desire sweep through her from his kiss and she knew their time together was coming
soon.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Watch yourselves Bella. He spoke in a private connection to her alone. / have a
feeling all is not as it seems there.

Isabella gazed at him with her hazel/green eyes intently. [Mindvoice Shielded] 7 will protect her Martin.

Martin shook his head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Watch out for each other Bella. You mean just as much to
me as she does. And you have a better sense of your surroundings because of your experience.

Isabella nodded slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] You fear something?

Martin shrugged. [Mindvoice Shielded] Just a feeling really. An instinct. I've come to trust them more
this last year.

[Mindvoice Shielded] 4s you should. She reached up and touched his face. I am not good with... with
words Martin.

Martin drew her tightly to him and covered her lips with his. Isabella whimpered softly as she
surrendered once more, her arms going around his shoulders and responding to his kiss with as much passion as
she now did with Dysea. It was a brief kiss, but it was a taste of things to come Isabella knew, and as they drew
away she smiled.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I look forward to the day I share your bed Martin Leonidas. I didn’t before... it
frightened me... but now... now I can’t wait for it to happen. She spoke.

Martin released her from his embrace and brought her fingers to his lips. [Mindvoice Shielded] So do 1
Bella.

He turned quickly. “Ok... enough with the mushy stuff! You two need to get going... and the three of us
need to get ready for tomorrow night’s grand event.”

Anja stepped close to Aricia. “Oh... you mean that State Dinner that you intend to display us at?”

“Yes Beloved. I think we need to discuss that.” Aricia spoke now. “Have you seen the dresses we are
expected to wear? They are... they...”

“They aren’t there. There’s nothing to them!” Anja said.

“Yes! We may as well go without clothes!” Aricia agreed.

Martin grinned evilly. “Ok I’'m not seeing a problem with that. It’s less for me to take off when we get
back home.” He replied.

Dysea and Isabella laughed as they watched Anja and Aricia begin to chase him back to the Hover
Lifter.

EARTH
EDEN CITY

Aihola fell in beside Lynwe as she walked down the corridor of the Eden City Central Command.

“So how does it feel to be another year older?” Aihola asked sweetly, her hands behind her back as she
walked.

Lynwe looked at her Queen and her closest friend, taking her amber eyes from the report she was
reading and narrowing her eyelids. “The three of you planned that.” Lynwe hissed.

Aihola laughed. “Of course we planned it Lynwe.” She said. “We wanted to surprise you. Have you
fully recovered now? Selene said you took yesterday off.”

Lynwe narrowed her eyes even more. “You and Tarifa used me for nine hours Aihola!” She spoke with
a sly grin. “Tarifa was especially wild. When you left... then Selene assaulted me!”

Aihola bumped into Lynwe with her shoulder affectionately. “I didn’t exactly hear you complaining
when you were filling us with your gift.” She said with her own grin. “Tarifa is wolf now; it is the time when
she becomes the most fertile. It also increases her sexual drive quite a bit. It passes in another day or so, but for
the time it is upon her it is especially fun. Tell me you didn’t enjoy two slaves servicing your gift at the same
time?”’

Lynwe couldn’t help the smile that crossed her soft lips. Watching as both Tarifa and Selene knelt
before her, watching as her huge Drow cock was swallowed completely by one and then the other over and over



until the ebony shaft was slick with salvia had driven her insane. “Well... it was even better when you lowered
yourself onto my face so I couldn’t scream and wake the neighbors.”

Aihola laughed and took her arm squeezing it affectionately. “Lynwe... I am so happy we have become
so close. You are a true friend in every sense of the word, to both Tarifa and 1.” Aihola said. “We can not thank
you enough.”

Lynwe smiled. “It is I who should be thanking the two of you. I would not be here without the two of
you and what you showed me. I would not have found Selene if not for the life you gave to me. She is my world
now Aihola.”

“And you are hers.” Aihola spoke. “We should get together again soon.”

Lynwe looked at her quickly, knowing that she and Selene had already plotted to bring back into their
lives what both of them so desired. She nodded. “I will talk with Selene. I have no doubts she would be very
interested.” Lynwe lied. Selene and she both knew that once Isra returned to Earth, their trysts with Aihola and
Tarifa would be over. The love they felt for the violet eyed Spartan was almost a palpable thing that could be
felt by everyone around them even though they would not openly admit it to anyone.

At least not yet.

“Why are you here?” Lynwe asked finally. “Don’t you and Tareif have to go to Mountain City for the
Dragoon graduation?”

Aihola nodded. “We are leaving in an hour, and then we will meet Tarifa in Sparta for the new class of
Spartans who are graduating the day after tomorrow. I felt I should touch base with you as Chief of Earth
Security before I left.”

Lynwe looked at her, amber eyes wide. “What?”’

Aihola smiled and handed her the data pad. “We became preoccupied with your gift and forgot to tell
you of your promotion.”

Lynwe looked at the pad, reading the orders. “Aihola... you and Tarifa mustn’t do this. Selene and I are
lovers, mates, and everyone knows we are close to you. This will look like...”

“It will look like an order from the King of the United Lycavorian Union.” Aihola spoke. “Which it was.
Look who signed the order Lynwe.”

Lynwe paged down to the bottom. “Aricia?”

Aihola nodded. “We all know that they are never apart now. She, Anja, Dysea, all of them are involved
in almost every decision he makes concerning Earth. He asked for and received recommendations from Dilios,
from Panos, from Admiral Jamerl, and from Admiral Riall. He already knew what Tarifa and I would say. They
all agreed that you are best suited for the position.”

“But Admiral Wallace?”

“Admiral Wallace recommended you.” Aihola said. “He is perfectly happy commanding EDEN, and
with Anisa carrying their second child, he does not want the added responsibility.”

Lynwe had stopped walking and was looking at her now. “This... this is a great honor Aihola.”

“It’s also a great responsibility Lynwe.” Aihola spoke. “If you feel for any reason that you are not up to
the task, we will chose a temporary replacement until you feel you are. Jamerl has already volunteered to be
your advisor on fleet operations, and he will assign you a Spartan officer as your liaison.”

“This is...” Lynwe was doing her best to not let the tears fall and Aihola gripped her hand tightly.

“Martin knows what you are capable of Lynwe. He would not have made the decision if he didn’t think
you were ready.” Aihola said. “And Aricia would not have signed the order. This will be their home for part of
every year... and they know their security will be in no better hands than yours.”

“Does Selene know?” Lynwe asked.

Aihola nodded. “T asked her to let me tell you.” She said softly. “It is another step for the Drow Lynwe.
For our people. We are as accepted now on Earth as any other elf clan or tribe. They do not question our skill,
our skin color... they only see that we want the same things as everyone else.” Aihola leaned close to her.
“They trust us Lynwe. And that is due in large part to you and no one else.” Aihola smiled. “Of course... it does
help having two of the Chief Administrators as our slaves doesn’t it?”

Lynwe burst out laughing and hugged Aihola tightly. “I will not fail in my duties my Queen. My
friend.”



Aihola squeezed her back. “I know you won’t Lynwe.” She leaned up and kissed her softly on the lips.
“I need to go and get ready to leave. We will see you when we get back from Sparta.”

Lynwe nodded and watched as she turned and headed back down the corridor. She smiled to herself.
“We will see you my Queen.” She said softly. “But I’'m guessing you will only see one other.”

“General Lynwe?” The voice interrupted her thoughts and she turned to look at the Dragoon.

“Yes Captain?”

The elf Dragoon Captain held out the transmission pad. “General... another body has been found with a
similar message to the last one.”

Lynwe’s eyes sobered quickly. “Where?”” She gasped.

“Same location as the last one General. The beach front of New Miami.”

“Is Kenneth or Pablo back from Sparta?” Lynwe asked.

The Dragoon nodded. “Kenneth returned yesterday morning. He is quite pleased with the upgraded
RAPTORSs and their capabilities.”

Lynwe nodded. “Good. Call him... tell him to kiss his mate goodbye and prep a new RAPTOR for
immediate departure. I’'m going to New Miami myself.”

The Dragoon nodded and moved off quickly while Lynwe turned and made a direct line for Selene’s
office on this floor. She blew past the human assistant, which didn’t faze the young woman as Lynwe was
always coming and going as she pleased. She passed her hand over the panel on the wall and was reading the
pad as she walked in. Selene looked up from behind her desk, Treblar and two other Ministers turning in the
chairs they occupied. Lynwe glanced at the female Spartan standing along the wall and did a double take.

This must have been the Layna that Selene had been talking about. Lynwe had to admit... this Spartan
from Apo Prime looked very stern and business like, but she definitely filled out her uniform with ample curves.
Her long blond hair was pulled into a braided pony tail, her sky blue eyes alert and intelligent. She had regal
cheekbones and the fullest and softest lips Lynwe had seen for some time.

Selene knew that look and she stood up. “Lynwe... what is it?”

Lynwe held out the pad to her as she came forward. “I’m going to New Miami. They’ve discovered
another body. Same condition as the last one. I wanted to let you know I was leaving.”

[Mindvoice Shielded] Be careful Mistress. Selene spoke using their Mindvoice connection.

Lynwe nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] I shall be, don’t worry. I will return as soon as I can.

Lynwe turned when the female Spartan stepped away form the wall. “If you don’t mind General Lynwe,
I would like to accompany you. I have some experience in investigations of this nature.”

Lynwe met her blue eyes for a moment before looking at Selene. Her lover nodded. “I’ve seen her
record.” She said. “She is right my love. She helped to discover a large black market smuggling ring on Apo
Prime several years ago.”

[Mindvoice Shielded] This is the Layna you were speaking of?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes... but she is a competent Spartan Lynwe. You know that would not interfere
in our duties Mistress.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You are right. Forgive me.

Selene took her hands and kissed her. “Travel safely my love.”

Lynwe nodded. “I will call you tonight at home.” She looked at the young woman. “I have a RAPTOR
prepping for take off now. Gather what you need for a few days and meet me at the airfield.”

The young blond Spartan nodded and darted away. Lynwe turned back to Selene and kissed her again.
“I’ll call you tonight.”

Selene nodded and watched as she turned and headed out of her office. Selene turned back to the three
Ministers. “Alright gentlemen... where were we?”

APO PRIME

The fire reached out for him and he threw himself to the ground, his Shi Viska flaring to life. The
explosion to his right caused the ground to shudder and he was lifted off the earth and tossed through the air,



directly into the path of the fire. He felt the pain and the heat and opened his mouth to scream, inhaling the
flames deep into his lungs searing them shut.

Martin jerked upright in bed, sweat beading on his forehead. He looked around quickly seeing For’mya
next to him, but snuggled up against Aricia and Anja. Seanna had finally become trusting enough to at least
sleep in their room with them, and though she wore a light shirt while the rest of them were naked, at least she
was finally opening up to all of them now. Martin knew she loved Anja, and was not ready to broaden that
relationship, and Martin had told Anja to not push her. He had no desire to sleep with more women that he
already did he told her, and while Seanna was breathtaking, she was someone that Anja should not share with
anyone. Martin shook his head and pulled back the thin sheet, slowly sliding his legs out of the bed. He grabbed
his pants and pulled them on before moving out onto the balcony and into the night air.

Aricia’s azure blue eyes opened, as she was already awake and she watched him as he walked outside.
With deliberate ease she extracted herself from For’'mya’s embrace and eased out of the bed. She grabbed the
thin robe and pulled it on before following him out onto the balcony. He was no longer there on the balcony and
Aricia looked down to see his pants on the ground near where the timber came close to the palace estate. Aricia
smiled and spread her hands out, while closing her eyes. She lifted herself telepathically and lowered her body
the twenty meters to the ground below with perfect control and concentration. She striped off the robe and
shifted immediately into her wolf form and darted after Martin into the timber.

Aricia was a large female in wolf form, easily a hundred and forty pounds of muscle and teeth. She had
worked hard to develop her body and her mind over the past year and her reward was the time her Beloved
spent worshiping her body. Her raven black coat of hair matched his in color and feel, making both of them
shadows in the night when they wanted to be. They had hunted together on this island in their wolf forms,
honing their wilder instincts as well as their skills in wolf form. As she bounded through the timber, her wolf
eyes saw everything in a grayish/blue color, allowing her to move as if it was daytime. Martin’s scent was
burned into her very soul and she had no trouble following him. There were times when she marveled at him in
wolf form. He stood easily over a meter tall at his shoulders, and was three hundred pounds of raw muscle and
bone, but for his size he moved with a speed and grace that defied imagination. And he reeked of the aura of an
Alpha male. Not just any Alpha male, but her Alpha male. He had made that very clear to her during the three
days on Enurrua when he had reclaimed her as his. Aricia had told him he never lost her, that she had always
been his mate, no matter what had occurred. Martin had shown her over that three day period just exactly what
she meant to him.

Aricia was his first Queen, his pureblood Lycavorian Queen, and the Queen he would always turn to
first. The pureness of their blood had brought them together, and the Centennial of the Moon Ceremony had
sealed them together forever. He loved Anja, Dysea and Isabella equally, he loved For’mya just as intensely, yet
Aricia held sway over him like none of the others. She may have been the youngest of them all, but he loved her
that little bit more, and even though she never thought in those terms; never treated Anja, For’mya, Dysea or
Isabella in any other way except with love, a small part of her reveled in the fact that she had a part of Martin
Leonidas that no one else did. That only she could sooth his restless spirit in a way none of them could.

Aricia ran now, feeling free and happy. She knew where he was going, and she bounded after him
easily, turning quickly with her tail and feeling the power of the muscles rippling under her black coat. His mint
scent was a beacon for her to follow in the depth of the timber and she didn’t hesitate in the least, plunging
ahead and quickly pulling away from the palace grounds. Her wolf ears could just barely pick up his massive
paws hitting the earth beneath him, and she knew he was letting her catch up to him as he ran. It took her only
another twenty seconds and then she was beside him, her azure eyes gazing with love and desire upon his
massive black wolf shape as they ran. Her eyes wandered over the steel bands of muscle that rippled beneath his
black coat, his paws barely touching as they sprinted along at perhaps twenty kilometers an hour. His
yellow/gold eyes were like a beacon and when they gazed at her, she felt nothing but warmth and love and
desire that threatened to overwhelm her. She yelped softly in the night air and butted her head into his side as
they ran, and he yipped happily in reply as they neared their destination.

As they broke into the clearing he slowed considerably allowing Aricia to move in front of him. She
shuddered in anticipation and let him know she was ready by lifting her tail and unleashing her full female aura



directly at him. Instantly she shifted back to human form, hearing the growl of approval and in an identical flash
of silver/white light he was upon her.

Aricia whined in enchantment as his powerful arms wrapped around her and he crushed her lips with his
own, unleashing his own aura, completely unshielded and entirely focused on her. Aricia became immediately
wet and ready as his aura swarmed around her like a thick cloud. Her body sang out for him and her mind elated
as he lowered her slowly to the soft mossy ground his lips never leaving hers. His tongue plundered and
explored, her tongue dancing with his, her arms wrapped around his shoulders tightly. She could feel his
engorged cock pressing against her soft thigh, but he continued to kiss her, his fingers dancing over her supple
flesh like the touches of a butterfly, igniting small fires wherever they landed. His lips pulled from her mouth
and descended to her throat nibbling and biting gently while her chest heaved in fervor and need. Her large,
firm breasts, still slightly swollen from having Androcles only a few months before, were mashed against his
powerful chest, her nipples burning hard points pressed into his skin.

“Take... take me Beloved!” She gasped out as his hands and lips danced nonstop over her body.

Martin didn’t disappoint her and she felt him gently open her thighs and he pressed the wide head of his
huge cock at her slick opening and he pushed. Aricia cried out her rapture for the entire twelve inch thrust into
her, and when she felt his large balls press against her ass cheeks she erupted in an orgasm so severe it caused
white spots to skip across her vision, and the veins along her neck to bulge out in exertion. Her whole body
went rigid, the muscles threatening to rip through her skin as her sweet juices burst from her like a dam, coating
his pulsing hot cock as he remained still within her.

When Martin began to move within her, the world around Aricia disappeared and all the mattered was
the rapidly building pressure in her lower stomach as another climax began its climb out of her. Martin held
nothing back from her now, not since Enurrua. They were both wolves and only Aricia could take the full force
of his aura and his driving power. When he made love to her now, he held nothing back, pouring all of his love
and heart and soul into his actions. He pummeled her tight body with powerful twelve inch strokes, her pussy
wrapped around him so tightly, he could feel every glorious, velvety clasp of her pussy and she could feel every
thick pulsing centimeter of his cock. There was pain because of his size and power, but the throb of pain was
almost sweet and it was quickly dulled by the rising swell of pleasure in her belly. He didn’t make love to her
like this often; both of them preferring to explore and take their time, but they both needed this now.

Aricia dropped her hands down his powerful back and grasped his clenching ass cheeks, curling her legs
around the backs of his thighs, meeting his dominating strokes with small upwards thrusts of her hips. She felt
the shift of his pulse, heard the rapid increase of his heart and then his cock was swelling in size within her.
Aricia’s fangs burst from her gums and she bit down into his shoulder at almost the exact same time as he sank
his fangs into her breast. Her azure eyes rolled into the back of her head as she felt his molten hot come blasting
into her depths and the volcano like eruption of her own orgasm raged through her.

Martin lifted his blood stained lips to the night air and he howled out his pleasure, joined a second later
by Aricia as they sang to the stars in unison. And echoing across the tops of the timber were the trumpets of two
others.

After a moment he dropped his head to the crook of her neck and shoulder, his arms pulling her closer to
him if that was possible, making no move to pull his cock from within her. Aricia licked his blood from her soft
lips and reached up with shaking hands to clasp his head.

You... you had the dream again didn’t you Beloved. She gasped out in Mindvoice.

The only possible exception being Torma and Isheeni, no one could Mindvoice on their level together,
and they felt no need to shield their conversations, at least not from their bonded dragon mates.

Martin nodded slowly as her fingers stroked his damp black hair. Clearer this time. Like I was there. 1
could almost taste the fire and smoke.

What does it mean?

Martin lifted his head and looked into her beautiful face. I don’t know.

Talk with the Oracle Beloved. If anyone will know what our dreams mean, Helen will. Aricia spoke.

You are having them too? He asked.

Aricia nodded. It is why [ joined you so quickly tonight. I don’t know if what I have seen is fleeting
images carried over from you, or whether they are my own dreams. I see fire and explosions as well, but tonight
I saw people too. Two women and a man. They looked no older than me.



Martin nodded. She returns from Etlon Five tomorrow. I will speak with her after the dinner tomorrow
evening.

Aricia caressed his tanned weathered face and smiled. We want more children my love. She spoke.

Martin grinned. Well so do 1.

All of us Martin. Anja and Dysea have fully changed now. Anja comes into cycle in three weeks, it must
be because of her Hadarian genes. Dysea in two months. [ know you have smelled it on Anja. For’'mya wants
children as well. Aricia spoke.

1... I wanted to have another with you first Little Wolf. He said honestly seeing the glimmer in her eyes
at his words.

You don’t need to continue to prove your love for me Martin Leonidas. Aricia spoke softly relishing in
his use of her private name. I knew what you felt for me the moment Androcles was conceived in my womb. You
show me every day where I am in your heart and soul. Every time you kiss me, or hold me tight. You have other
Queens who love you, which you love in return. A concubine who loves you and that you love in return.

Aricia you will always be first in...

Aricia placed a finger to his lips. It has been over a year now Martin. When Androcles was born, we
were bound together for all time. That is the biggest sign to me of where you hold me in your life. I am first in
your heart and soul. [ know this Beloved. Now show your other Queens and your concubine that they also have
a place in your life, and in your heart. I alone will have your soul. We will have many more children you and 1
Martin Leonidas. And [ want all of our children together, always. We have talked when you have not heard us
Beloved. Anja, Dysea, For’'mya, and even Isabella... we will raise all of our children together, here in this
palace we call home and in Sparta. A communal home so to speak. All of them will be born in Sparta, all of
them... we have already agreed on that because of the significance it holds for you. We...

Martin chuckled. You guys got this all worked out don’t you?

Aricia laughed and squeezed him. They know that you listen to me and if you don’t, I do not let you have
my ass.

Hey... that’s not fair! You started that not me. You told them? Martin looked at her stunned.

Of course I told them silly wolf! Aricia exclaimed. We share everything Martin Leonidas. I thought you
knew that.

Yeah... well... I didn’t think... He looked at her. I can’t help it if I like it!

Anja might be interested... but she said you would have to do a lot of worshiping. Aricia said.

I can’t believe you told them. He said stilled stunned.

Aricia kissed him hard, chuckling as she did. Are you listening to me silly wolf?

Yes I'm listening to you. He spoke to her his voice soft and silky as he nuzzled the hollow of her throat.

Martin we all love each other. Aricia spoke. We don’t understand it... and all of us have stopped trying
to understand it. Even you. It just is. We all love each other and that will not change. They are as much a part of
your life as they are mine. Show them that you love them like I know you do, and stop trying to show me that I
am first in your heart. I already know that. I knew that the moment I saw you perched upon Torma’s back on
Enurrua poised to go to war over me.

Martin brought a hand up and brushed some raven strands of hair from her face. I guess I have my work
cut out for me huh?

Well first you must finish with me tonight. Aricia spoke. The sun does not come up for another six hours.
1 believe five hours of worshiping me is appropriate.

Martin grinned now. How bout I cram ten hours into that five.

Aricia’s eyes narrowed and grew seductive. Well if you can do that Beloved, I just might need to be
extra nice to you tomorrow night.

You asked for it woman.

Martin’s lips came down on hers and stole her breath away.

And he was certainly up to the challenge, as he did cram ten hours of worship into five. Quite effectively
in fact.

CHAPTER FOUR



APO PRIME
UNITED LYCAVORIAN UNION
FOLCANI DELEGATION PETITION ACCEPTANCE DINNER

“Man I’ve always hated uniforms!” Martin spoke as he stood in the receiving line outside the main
Senate Dining Hall, greeting visitors. He ran his finger along the inside of the collar of his crimson jacket.

Aricia, Anja and Gorgo all stood between him and Riall, who also wore the standard Lycavorian Union
Fleet Forces formal dress uniform, or LUFF for short. The black pants were trimmed in crimson, the crimson
jacket outlined in black. While Riall’s shoulder boards were silver, Martin’s were gold and topped with five
silver colored star clusters on each shoulder board. The buttons were black, and the cuffs of the arms were
wrapped in five thick gold stripes. The left side of his chest was dotted with nine rows of vertical colored
ribbons, while Riall’s bore fourteen rows. Martin had refused to wear anything that he had not earned by action,
and it was only Deia’s and Gorgo’s prompting and finally Aricia who got him to wear the nine rows of ribbons
which were equivalent to what he had worn as a Navy SEAL on Earth.

Aricia looked up at him now with a dazzling smile and hunger in her eyes. “You look very handsome
Beloved.” She said.

Martin looked at her with that same hunger and desire in his eyes that he had whenever he gazed at her
or any of the women in his life.

Aricia, Anja and For’'mya wore matching colored dresses, or what “passed for clothing” according to
Anja. They were the only three with dresses like they were wearing. Each dress was a deep Crimson red in
color, which actually highlighted Aricia’s and For’mya’s hair color enormously. Anja’s Persian red hair was
tied back into a long, braided and pinned pony tail, the act of putting in the stunning white and pink orchids in
her hair done by Seanna. Aricia’s raven colored hair she wore down, as she almost always did now, cascading
elegantly around her face and past her shoulders, ending just above her buttocks. For’mya had also opted to
keep her hair down and the golden blond color of her hair caressed her face and fell just past her shoulders. The
bronzed tans on all of them made their skin almost glisten in the light of the hall. The dress’s v-neck plunged
widely down the front of their chests, exposing more deep cleavage than they would normally have shown; the
neckline fastening just underneath their breasts on their upper abdomens with a glittering gold leaf cluster. The
dress was bare in the back, dropping all the way to their lower backs and only half wrapping around the front,
exposing one side of their abdomens, including their belly buttons, and then becoming tube like as it drifted
down over their hips and legs until the slit on their left legs began at their upper thigh and went to the bottom of
the frilly dress.

The three of you look positively delicious. Martin mindvoiced to Aricia and Anja next to him and
reaching out to For’mya, who stood at the second entrance with Deia and her father.

Down big boy. Anja spoke looking at him with a seductive smile and a hunger similar to Aricia’s in her
jade green eyes. It will take a lot more than sweet words and a nice smile to get us out of these dresses tonight.
1t took too long to get into them.

I was thinking perhaps a hot, luxuriating bath and a massage with scented oils given by the man we all
so adore. For’mya spoke from across the room.

Damn... now that’s a woman who knows what she wants! Anja exclaimed. We want to be pampered and
taken care of tonight Martin. Especially after having to wear our underwear in front of all these people!

They heard For’mya burst out with a short laugh at Anja’s words and they turned to see L’tian and Deia
look at her oddly. For’'mya lowered her eyes quickly, attempting to hide the smile on her face.

Martin smiled as well. [ think I can handle that. He spoke confidently.

Anja looked at him. Ok... sure. Do you even know what scented oils we like? And no asking Isheeni
either! She and Aricia are bonded and she would know by virtue of that alone. You want us tonight oh mighty
King... you figure it out for yourself. Now is that a challenge you are up for?

I’'m game. Martin said confidently.

Aricia leaned closer to Anja. [Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t want to make it too hard for him Anja.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Nor do I. For’mya spoke from across the room. He was very good to us this
morning.



Anja smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] Trust me ladies... if he wants us tonight, Martin will find a way.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t think wanting us is a problem. Aricia said with a grin. His aura has been
leaking ever since he saw us in these dresses.

Anja grinned. [Mindvoice Shielded] 7 know... and I'm so hot for him right now I’d jump him in the
closest if there were any around to use.

Aricia laughed again within their private connection with For’mya and squeezed her hand tightly.
[Mindvoice Shielded] 7 think we all would.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh yes... there is no doubt about that. For’mya chimed in.

Both their heads turned when they heard the female voice gushing with seductive tones. “King
Leonidas... it is a distinct honor and a wonderful privilege to meet you sire.”

Aricia and Anja looked at the young, blond Lycavorian woman who stood beside the older distinguished
looking man. She wore a pink gown that plunged to the bottom of her abdomen in the front and to the top of her
buttocks in the back, leaving two very thin strips of cloth to cover the nipples of her large and very firm breasts.
Breasts which she was purposely jutting out at Martin. Her strawberry blond hair fell elegantly past her
shoulders to the middle of her back, her pale blue eyes focused on his face, her soft full lips coated with crimson
lipstick and slightly parted.

“Sire...” The man spoke. “Allow me to introduce my daughter Sadi. Forgive her obvious exuberance,
but she has wanted to meet you since you first arrived on Apo Prime last year.”

Martin smiled and nodded looking into the pale blue eyes of the woman. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”
He spoke evenly, shaking the man’s hand and then looking at him, taking his eyes from the young woman. “I’m
still not good with names and faces yet, I’'m sorry. You are...?”

“Governor Vorilas of the Menkla District.” The man replied.

Martin’s eyes went wider. “Ah... Governor Vorilas... you just opened that new factory in your province
that makes our TEMPEST Interceptor.”

Vorilas smiled and nodded, pleased that his King recalled him now out of the hundreds he had seen
already this night. He had worked hard to get that contract brought into his province, as it meant an influx of
Riyal into the area of Apo Prime that was still growing and developing. “Yes Milord.”

Martin shook the man’s hand. “That was an impressive bid you presented Governor, very impressive.
How is the construction coming?”

Vorilas nodded. “We are ahead of schedule Milord. The factory is almost complete and we should be
bale to start turning out fighters in three months.”

Martin smiled genuinely happy with that news. “You impress me again.” He said with a smile.
“Governor, perhaps you would like to join us at our table? We have the room don’t we Aricia?”

Aricia nodded quickly with a small smile. “Yes we do.”

“Milord... we would be most honored.” Vorilas said.

Martin smiled. “Good. We can talk more once this party gets rolling. Admiral Riall and I would like to
hear about your ideas and how you got the factory up so quickly.”

The older man nodded. “It would be my honor to tell you sire.”

“Good... well... it’s a pleasure to meet you and your daughter Governor. You and... I’'m sorry... Sadi is
it?”

The blond woman bowed her head slightly. “It is Milord... and I am overwhelmed at your invitation.”
She said submissively as she hit Martin with her female aura, letting him know she was available and willing.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Little Wolf... Anja said her eyes wide. Tell me she isn’t actually hitting our man
with her aura in front of us.

Aricia’s eye remained fixed on the young woman. [Mindvoice Shielded] That is exactly what she is
doing Anja. She is an Alpha female after all.

[Mindvoice Shielded] With us standing here?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Apparently she believes her aura is superior to ours, regardless of our station.
She is a strong Alpha female but you and I are shielding most of our auras Anja, and it is something we do
without thinking, so she does not know she is making a fool of herself.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Would it be appropriate to rip her face off right now? Anja asked with a hint of
savage anger in her tone.



[Mindvoice Shielded] Look at Martin’s face Anja.

Anja did and saw that Martin was doing a very good impression of impersonating a tree stump as the
young woman amped up the strength of her aura, obviously not believing that Anja or Aricia were strong
enough to detect it, given that her Alpha female aura was stronger than theirs from what she could tell. It was
having absolutely no affect on Martin in the least as he continued to talk with the woman’s father. Anja couldn’t
help but smile and she gripped Aricia’s hand by their legs.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Ok... for that display, I’ll forgo the scented oils. But I still want the massage.

Aricia also smiled as she looked at her. It was true that she and Anja were shielding much of their auras’
strength. Gorgo had told them they and Dysea were the three strongest Alpha females she had ever felt, and
given Gorgo’s experience and age, this young woman flaunting herself in Martin’s face did not even compare.
It was something she and Anja did out of habit after being on Earth for so long, and there were times when they
forgot they were Queens and did not have to shield the power of their auras. If there was any display of total
and complete commitment and love a male wolf could make to the females who were his mates, it was to
completely ignore the advances of a female that was not his mate. Martin had not only ignored this Sadi hitting
him with her aura, he had basically thrown her to the floor and stomped her by not even batting an eye at the
advances she was making, advances so obvious that even Martin’s mother had turned to look at her. Aricia and
Anja were all smiles as Vorilas bowed and shook their hands, and Sadi merely glared at them with those blue
eyes while having a false smile plastered onto her face the whole time until she was drawn away by her father.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I agree. Aricia said. She will try again however. Now that Martin has invited them
to our table, she will take it as a sign he is interested in her.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You re kidding right? Anja said. After he just shot her down so badly.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I saw this when [ was growing up in Sparta. Aricia told her. There was a female
who wanted Andreus badly, but he was only interested in Kmyla. She blasted him with her aura the entire night
at a gathering until finally he had to verbally tell her he was not interested in the least. She just didn’t get it. It
was a very humorous show really.

[Mindvoice Shielded] On second thought... [ need a good laugh. Let her keep doing what she is doing.
For’mya do you agree? Anja spoke.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I do not possess the ability to detect this aura you speak of... but it was quite
obvious from here what she was trying to do. For’'mya spoke. Yes... I say let her make a fool of herself. I may be
an elf... and only the King’s concubine...

[Mindvoice Shielded] For’mya... you are far more than a concubine to Martin and 1. To all of us. You
know that. Aricia told her immediately. Do not speak of yourself in such a way. Martin won't allow it and
neither will we.

For’mya smiled brilliantly at them from across the room. [Mindvoice Shielded] He belongs to us and I
will fight for what belongs to us. For’'mya spoke firmly.

[Mindvoice Shielded] If we get a good show I’ll forgo everything and he can have me before I even take
the dress off. Anja spoke with a chuckle.

Aricia laughed. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then be prepared Anja... I think we will have a good show.

GELLEN STATION

Sivana looked around the small she occupied with the others. Yuriko sat in the room’s only chair her
arms crossed over her chest, her eyes closed in a restive pose. Daniel sat on the floor with Anuk between his
legs, and leaning back against him as she manipulated the spoon and ration can of fruit she was both eating
herself and feeding to Danny. She sat on the only bed in the run down room, wearing a standard LU dark gray
fleet jumpsuit and jacket. She had awoken only two hours before on the small Coven Runner to find them
docking at the largest smuggler and pirate haven on this side of the Wilds.

Sivana knew right away the Hadarian had given her a sedative for she woke feeling refreshed and rested;
something she hadn’t felt in the last ten months. The bruises and bite marks from her tryst with the Kochab
Bounty Hunter were long healed now, though she was still somewhat sore from his battering of her pussy.
Though humanoid in form and shape, Kochab were still a lizard like species with rough scaly skin, and unless



she was extremely wet, the friction rapidly turned to pain as they were humping into her frantically. It was a
pain she welcomed in her life, since all she had ever known was pain. Pain told her she was still alive, still able
to feel. She still did not completely know why these men and women had kidnapped her, why they had chased
her across half the known Wilds, but for the moment they were the least of her concerns.

Cyngi had betrayed her.

Her mentor had tossed her to the wolves so to speak. He had taken out a contract on her, and that all by
itself told Sivana that he was far more than he had led her to believe all these years. He had given her the flight
suit that had been tampered with. He had given her the majority of her equipment, and now she knew why. It
gave him access to all that she had ever done for the most part. Where she had been, who she had seen. The
criminal element within the Wilds was broken down by Overseers, and there were thought to be only five,
however Cyngi’s actions now made it clear he was a sixth Overseer, or at the very least one of the five. No one
who had ever had a contract taken out on them by the Overseers still lived. They were hunted until they were
dead. Without remorse, without question.

Then again... none of them had ever had Spartan and Vampire protection.

Sivana looked at Danny sitting with his back against the wall facing the only door. At over two meters
tall, he was one of the largest men Sivana had ever seen, Unsaur not withstanding of course. From what she
could tell by just a casual glance she knew he was thickly muscled, and if the Spartans she had seen over the
years were any indication, he must have been very well defined. His bald head was shiny in the dim light of the
room, but his dark eyes were always alert and held an intelligence she had not seen often in the killers here in
the Wilds. The female elf with the rust colored hair was obviously his mate from the way they acted together,
and not his only one so it seemed. Anuk was her name Sivana had learned, and she was also now a wolf with a
Shi Viska to boot. Her five foot eight frame was packed with muscle of its own, with long lean legs and an ass
that her dark gray fatigues hugged tightly. She had an ample chest Sivana noticed, her rust colored hair falling
well past her shoulders and her blue eyes bright and alert. Sivana was no stranger to Lycavorian men from the
Union, as she had seen and met many of the smugglers and mercenaries that had been thrown out of the Spartan
ranks for some reason. None of them treated any female as she saw this hulking black skinned Spartan treat the
diminutive elf female. It was easy enough for Sivana to determine that they were speaking within mindvoice, as
they would look at one another and smile, but no words would escape their lips. The dark skinned elf female
with the unique eyes was not in the room with them, but he acted the same with her as well, and the two elf
females acted as if they too had a relationship going.

The vampire female Sivana had no desire to speak with or get to know. She hated vampires, even those
who traveled the Wilds and were not part of the Coven. All of them were mindless killers of innocents, and
Sivana had seen far too many victims of vampire feedings than she cared to recall.

She turned her eyes back to Daniel. “I can’t believe you brought me here!” Sivana spoke shaking her
head as she sat on the bed. “Whose bright idea was it to come to one of the largest gathering points of pirates
and Bounty Hunters? All looking for me.”

Yuriko’s eyes opened slowly and she gazed at Sivana. “It was my idea.” She said softly. “You don’t
approve I take it?”

“Did it occur to you that half the people on this station know who I am?” Sivana snapped.

“Yes the thought did cross my mind.” Yuriko spoke.

“And it didn’t occur to you that bringing me here would be a singularly stupid thing to do?” Sivana
spoke.

“It is a tactically sound decision.” Yuriko replied calmly. “It is only a quarter of a parsec from the actual
LU border, which the belt itself extends into. Half a parsec beyond that begins the LU Minefield and Platform
Strip. The nearby nebula renders all shroud capable vessels visible, and basically puts us all on even footing.”

“Even footing?” Sivana exclaimed. “There are probably hundreds of Bounty Hunters out there right now
waiting to take a shot at me!”

“You and I both know that no Bounty Hunter, pirate or mercenary will violate the neutrality of this
station.” Yuriko spoke. “I am not a fool Hadarian. We did not chase you for ten months just to bring you here
and have you killed by some scum of a Bounty Hunter. I imagine there is already a ship on its way here now
that will escort us into Lycavorian Union space and then on to Apo Prime.”



“Wait a minute! Apo Prime! I have no desire to go anywhere near Apo Prime!” Sivana snapped. “You
said I was going to help you find some girl!”

Yuriko nodded. “And you will. We must stop on Apo Prime first.”

“Why?”

“You will discover that in due time.” Yuriko spoke. “No one saw us bring you in here. No one knows
you are here.”

“It’s bound to have gotten out that a vampire female and a big Lycavorian lug like him took me off of
Nonus IV!” Sivana said. “And the Overseers know what all of you look like! They may be pirates and
mercenaries, but some of them do have brains.”

“Tell me...” Anuk spoke now as she leaned against Danny’s chest and looked at her. “Do you like being
alive?”

Sivana looked at her. “What kind of question is that?”

Anuk shrugged. “Do you like the life you lead as a smuggler and transporter of slaves and other items?”’

“I only did that once and I didn’t know what the cargo really was until after it was done!” Sivana
snapped.

“So you enjoy the life you lead?” Anuk asked again.

“It has its moments!” Sivana answered. “It’s exciting and makes my blood begin to pump, especially if
there is a good looking man involved! I like...” She stopped and looked at Anuk. “Why are you asking me
this?”

Anuk shrugged. “It’s simple really. Without us you would be dead and you would no longer be able to
enjoy these things you claim to enjoy.” She said evenly. “If you like... we can have Filrian give you some
drugs, we will discover the information we want, and then we can turn you loose in the corridor outside. You
will have plenty of reason for your blood to pump then, and then you can watch as it pumps out of your body
onto the deck beneath you. I grow tired of listening to you rant... so please... keep your disparaging remarks
about me and my comrades to yourself. We have a great deal of patience, however it is not unlimited.”

“I’m not afraid of you elf bitch! Any of you!” Sivana snapped.

“We have given you no reason to be afraid of us.” Anuk continued. “Would you like one?”

“You... you people ruined my life when you came into the Star’s Ghost!” Sivana barked. “I had it good!
I was the best at what I do!”

“So you hate us for taking you away from a life that would eventually lead you to what undoubtedly,
would be a painful and lonely death?” Anuk asked. “What we offer you in return you could not...”

“Anuk...” Yuriko spoke softly, quickly shaking her head when Anuk looked at her.

Anuk sighed and shook her head, snuggling back tighter against Daniel and feeling his arms encircle her
waist. “It is a shame really.” She spoke. “My Mistress said this as well.”

“You condemn me for transporting slaves, but you yourself speak like a slave!” Sivana spoke.

Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes looked at her and she shook her head slowly. “You are wrong Sivana.” She
spoke. “I am Daniel’s mate, his wife. And a Spartan. Nayeca is a female Drow elf, also Daniel’s mate, and I
will not bore you with the traditions and culture of the Drow since it appears you would not care. I call Nayeca
my Mistress because I choose to. In our bed, in Daniel’s bed, I willingly do whatever she desires of me, as does
Daniel, because it is what we choose. And she does whatever we desire of her because it is what she chooses. I
have been a slave... just like you Sivana. And while it was not for as long as you, slavery is the same no matter
what form it takes.” Anuk took a breath. “We search for the King’s daughter. Our friend’s daughter. You have
information we require. We have helped you stay alive these last months, rescued you from a High Coven
killing squad, and now you have the nerve to tell us we have ruined your life?”

“This would not have happened if you hadn’t started looking for me!” Sivana said.

“You are a bigger fool than you appear to be if you believe that.” Anuk spoke. “If we had not started
looking for you, the Coven would have already found you Sivana. And right now you would be either dead; or
the plaything for dozens of Immortals as they raped you endlessly in some prison.” Anuk turned within Daniel’s
arms, positioning her body so that she could rest her cheek against his chest. “If you are so eager for death...
then go. We will find Lisisa without you, but I have no desire to listen to your moans of complaint any longer.”

Danny smiled and pulled her tighter, closing his eyes and putting his cheek against her hair. Sivana
looked at Yuriko, who merely crossed her arms over her chest in the chair and closed her eyes once more.



Sivana leaned back against the wall of the bed in a huff, knowing she had no where to go if she wanted
to live. She vowed that once she was out of immediate danger she would find a good ship and just disappear.
No matter what that took.

EARTH
NEW MIAMI

Lynwe squatted in the moist sand as the waves from the Atlantic Ocean splashed lazily onto the beach.
Lynwe was a beautiful woman by any standard, her shimmering white hair falling well past her shoulders,
though it was now pulled into a long pony tail and braided as Selene liked to do with her hair. She was very tall,
almost two meters in height, and a hundred and forty pounds of lean muscled ebony body. She had large
breasts, though they were unbelievably firm and topped with small pert nipples, her waist thin and her legs long
and powerful. Selene had always complimented Lynwe on her legs and the sleek powerful curves of her ass.
There had been countless times when Selene and been squirming beneath her, clutching those powerful ass
cheeks as her Mistress drove that thirteen inch Drow cock into her belly, urging her on. Her ebony skin shone in
the bright sunlight with healthy tones, her soft pink lips full and moist. Lynwe’s amber eyes gazed across the
ocean’s surface and she thought briefly of the weeks she had spent here in New Miami, before Tari had led
them to freedom from the Coven, when she still clutched her intense hatred close to her heart at what they had
made her.

It had been one of hundreds of sexually deviant experiments the Coven scientists had conducted, not for
research, but for fun. Upon awaking from the surgery and seeing the log that now sprouted from between her
thighs, Lynwe had gone a little insane right there. It had taken the defeat of the Coven, the deaths of friends and
those she consider family, the kind and sensual touch of two woman, it had taken all this to finally show Lynwe
that she was still a beautiful woman inside as well as out. They told her to think of herself as gifted not cursed,
and when Selene had come into her life, all the pieces had come together.

Lynwe was a Drow yes, and their history of dominance and subjugation was well known and
documented. Yet it was Aihola and Lynwe who had begun to pull their people from that ancient custom,
bringing them forward into a new world of freedom, choice and love. Selene was the very center of Lynwe’s
universe, the most important and precious item in her life. The love they shared was almost fated to have been,
considering the way they had come together. They were both now fully vampires, but due to the pureness of the
blood of the vampire who had turned Selene, and by virtue Lynwe, both of them were able to tolerate long
hours in the sunlight, attributing to Selene’s luscious tan. There were very few who knew of Lynwe’s gift,
Tarifa and Aihola because they had often shared that gift, and only three others outside of them to include the
King and Queen Anja. Lynwe had shared many passionate nights with Tarifa and Aihola, but Selene was truly
the only woman who she desired, and Lynwe was all Selene desired, as she so often showed Lynwe in her
actions out of their bed as well as in it.

What lay before her now however, in Lynwe’s opinion, was just as much a threat to her Selene as it was
to Tarifa and Aihola.

The female’s body was an elf, the three inch pointed ears the most recognizable feature she had left
really. Her face, at one time most likely quite beautiful, had been ripped away. Her body was swollen by time in
the ocean water, but the large piercing wound above her left breast was obvious, as were the words carved into
her chest and abdomen.

Tarifa must die!
Death to the Drow whore!

The letters were similar in size to the previous body, and what they originally thought may have been an
isolated incident had now become so much more.

Lynwe’s amber eyes cut to the left as the lithe figure of the Spartan Layna came into view and squatted
next to the body’s feet. Lynwe took stock of the Spartan female that had caught Selene’s eye.



Layna was not tall, only a tad over a meter and a half in height, but she had long legs for her height, and
they ended in a firm and delightfully tantalizing ass that was second only to Selene’s as far as Lynwe was
concerned. Her breasts were not overly large, the same size as her Selene’s wonderful globes, but they were
firm and pushed against her dark gray fatigues and the body armor she wore. Her golden blond hair, the color of
fresh wheat in the fields, glistened in the sunlight, highlighting her deep tan. What set her apart as far as Lynwe
was concerned, and what probably caught her slave’s eye first were Layna’s eyes. What Lynwe thought were
blue in the dim light of the command center turned out to be a dazzling shade of light green flecked with gold,
and that made her eyes cast a brilliance all their own. Layna wore her long blond hair similar to Lynwe’s in a
long pony tail, but she moved with the confident grace of a skilled warrior. Lynwe had read the bio provided by
Admiral Jamerl and it was impressive. Layna was actually eight hundred and twenty-four years old, and the
single mother of a four year old daughter. Her Lycavorian mate had been killed in a transport accident on Apo
Prime three months after their child had been born, and Layna had never shown interest in taking another mate.
They had apparently had problems when they were together, her mate cheating on her among them, which was
very uncommon among Lycavorians once they took a mate. When she wasn’t at home, Layna’s mother stayed
with her daughter, and they had both moved into a modest three bedroom home within Eden City when she had
been assigned here. Her parents had accompanied her to Earth and now had a house not far from her.

Surprisingly almost the same thoughts were going through Layna’s mind as she inspected the body of
the dead and mutilated elf female in front of her.

She had been born and raised on Apo Prime, the only daughter to parents with five sons already.
Between her father and her brothers she had led a sheltered and protected life, so much so, that it forced her to
become rebellious and go against her parent’s wishes and become a Spartan Centurion. She discovered she
excelled at it, and was now considered an exceptionally skilled Spartan with both her Nehtes and her Shi Viska.
She had chosen not to advance her Mindvoice abilities much past the third tier because she did not feel the need
for them. She had met a handsome Lycavorian man, fallen in love and become his mate. Unfortunately for her,
it turned out to be the worse thing she had ever done. Even the child she bore him was not enough to keep him
home and keep him from cheating on her. They were not living together when he had been killed, and no matter
how hard she tried, Layna could not bring herself to feel sorry for him or miss him in any way. After his death
she shied away from men, many of whom had no desire to take on the child of another wolf, and had turned to
women. She had two relationships with female Spartans, both of them intense and passionate, but not
relationships that had lasted. Layna had requested a transfer for her and her daughter Teala, and Earth had been
the logical choice. It was far enough away for her to make a new start, and when her parents jumped at the
chance to come with her, the decision was made. They secured homes within the city limits, her parent’s home
only three houses away from where she and Teala lived, and Layna had thrown herself into her new position as
advisor and protector of one of Earth’s Chief Administrators, the vampire half elf female Selene.

Layna had learned all she could of Earth and its new leaders, all of them having been chosen by King
Leonidas himself, which to Layna was impressive indeed. She had never met the King personally, but he was
said to be a dominating presence that radiated confidence and power. She found Selene to be exceptionally
intelligent, very methodic in almost everything she did, analyzing every angle before making a decision about
something. She was extremely friendly, and always had a smile on her face, no matter the time of day. The
longer she worked with Selene and heard people talk, the more she heard that this tall Drow was the reason
behind that infectious smile she always wore. The first time Layna had seen her, she had almost been
overwhelmed. Lynwe’s presence was dominating to say the least, as tall and as powerfully built as she was, and
her amber colored eyes never ceased to amaze Layna. It was also very obvious, even to the casual observer that
she had no eyes for anyone but Selene. Layna learned they had been together for almost eighteen months now,
enduring the Battle for Earth together, Lynwe being horribly wounded. She learned that Lynwe had saved
Selene’s life, which had led to both of them becoming full vampires. She didn’t know the full story, and both of
them were notorious for being tight lipped about their past. They were both very friendly with Tarifa and
Aihola, the other female elf administrators of Earth, and it was said the four of them had shared a bed on many
occasions, especially in the last year.

Layna found herself very attracted to the towering Drow female, more so than she had first suspected,
considering she found Selene to be absolutely delicious. Layna knew in part it was because they were elves, and
the elves of Earth were gaining a reputation of being much more open in regards to their sexuality than their



brothers and sisters from Elear. They were not loose by any means Layna had discovered, but the elves here on
earth did not hesitate when they were attracted to someone, be it man or woman, and there were hundreds of
such relationships on Earth that Layna herself had seen.

Layna now inspected the wounds on the elf female’s body, Lynwe squatting beside her. Layna could
smell the rich spicy scent of General Lynwe so close to her, her scent laced with the delicate flowery scent of
Selene. That was surprising to Layna, as the scents of two women should not be so intertwined as they were.
Even with their vampire genes their scents were prominent and noticeable.

“The killing thrust was definitely made by a Nehtes.” Layna finally spoke. “The carving of the words
was done with something smaller, but very sharp to have left such clean edges.”

Lynwe nodded slowly. “It is the same as the male body we saw.” She spoke. “The words were carved
into her flesh after she was dead.”

“Based on her scent and the condition of the body, I’d say she’s been dead for at least three days, and in
the water most of that time.” Layna spoke.

Lynwe motioned to the welts on her entire body. “And in the same location as the man that was found.
Those are the stings of a Portuguese Man of War jellyfish.”

Layna looked at her. “A what?”

“It is a creature that lives in Earth’s oceans. A jelly like bulbous top and hundreds of tentacles that
extend for sometimes great distances under the surface of the water. They are barbed stingers and can kill
quickly or paralyze prey. They are common in these waters at this time of year.” Lynwe replied.

“You... you know this from memory?” Layna asked surprised.

Lynwe looked at her with those amber eyes and laughed. “I learned that from Doctor Olyne when we
discovered the first body.” She exclaimed. “I stay as far away from water as I can.”

“You don’t swim?”

Lynwe shook her head. “I swim fine. The water I don’t fear... the creatures under the water, now that is
another story. I much prefer ponds or lakes where the animals you can’t see won’t look at you like a meal.”

Layna chuckled. “Yes... I see your point.”

Lynwe motioned at the surface of the ocean in front of them. “There are many creatures in Earth’s
oceans that would consider you and me a tasty snack.” Lynwe said. “None of which I have the desire to see face
to face.”

Lynwe got back to her feet stretching to her full height and turned to the Spartan and elf soldiers that
were off to the side. “Have the body wrapped and transported back to Doctor Olyne for autopsy. Have you
questioned those in the immediate area?”

The Spartan nodded. “No one saw anything or heard anything until the body was discovered.”

“Why isn’t that surprising?” Layna spoke. “This is the city that Administrator Tarifa ordered destroyed
during the Battle for Earth correct?”

Lynwe nodded slowly. “Two FAEs were dropped. One in the northern part of the city, one in the
southern.”

“How many did it kill General?”

“Just over two million.” Lynwe replied softly.

“Well whoever has killed these two elves, they are definitely a Spartan and Lycavorian. The power of
the thrusts, the precise area of contact, only a Spartan can do that.” Layna spoke.

“Someone like yourself?”” Lynwe said looking at her.

Surprisingly Layna nodded. “Yes... but it is more than likely a male. Based on the angle I’d say a large
male, two meters tall at least, and exceptionally powerful considering the strength needed to sever the spinal
column in mid thrust. A thrust from me would only skip off the bone, it would be just as fatal, but I don’t have
the natural strength to drive the spear head through the bone of the spine and both back and front rib cages as
was done here.”

“Why would a Lycavorian want to kill elves?” Lynwe asked. “And why target Tarifa and Aihola in this
way?”

“I would imagine whoever is doing this is leaving the bodies here in New Miami for a reason.” Layna
spoke. “To make a statement of some sort.”



Lynwe looked at her. “Yes they are, and we need to discover what statement they are making, and then
we need to find out who it is.”

LEONIDAS II-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER
NORMYA’S LIGHT
THREE DAYS FROM ELEAR

Dysea stepped from the shower stall drying off her long platinum hair with the thick towel. She walked
into the bedroom area of hers and Isabella’s quarters and stopped when she detected the faint lilac scent of her
vampire lover’s excitement.

It had taken Dysea only a week to finally have the time with Isabella that she so desired. After the events
on Enurrua, as things began to return to normal, she and Isabella had slipped away for three days when they
returned to Apo Prime and began an exploration that had not yet ended. An exploration both of them hoped
never would. Their first night together had lasted hours as both of them had spent more moments exploring than
anything else. They kissed, they nibbled, and they licked, all very slowly and quite erotically. They were in no
rush as they both knew Martin would make sure they were not disturbed.

It was quickly determined that Isabella was the more dominant of them, the more demanding, and Dysea
happily allowed her to take what she wanted. She couldn’t remember how many hours she had spent between
Bella’s long legs, lapping away at her sweet bald pussy, tickling her pierced clit until Isabella was gripping her
head in passion as her juices ran from her like a river. A river that Dysea had drunk from non-stop since that
first night.

Isabella knew that Dysea had been with Aricia and Anja both in the last year, and with the exception of
this last time in the palace, Bella had never joined them in the huge bed they shared. Dysea had never pressured
her, never pushed her. Isabella knew she needed to share herself with Martin and the others, the wolf in her
craved their attention, but every night not spent in that bed, Dysea spent in their bed, wrapped in her arms. This
last time on Apo Prime, Isabella had finally opened enough of herself to join them, and she couldn’t deny the
pleasure that she had encountered as Aricia, Anja and even For’mya explored her for hours as if they had found
a new toy, right next to where Martin and Dysea were howling out their own pleasure. Isabella also knew that
the next time they were together she would surrender to the desire for Martin that grew stronger every time they
saw each other. Now Isabella was quite content to immerse herself in the pleasures that Dysea gave her so
willingly and that surprisingly, even to herself, she returned every bit as equally.

NORMYA'’S LIGHT was their ship since Isabella had refused a flagship of her own, and Dysea had made
sure it was as much Bella’s home away from home as it was hers. Their quarters were massive, two complete
staterooms combined together. They were not lavishly furnished, as this was a warship, and neither of them
wanted to forget that fact, but they had added comfortable furniture and decorations that were pleasing to both
of them, spending hours on Apo Prime and Elear picking out items to put into their quarters. Their crew was
one of the finest in the LU Fleet, most of them handpicked by Admiral Ceneu himself. The Commander of
NORMYA’S LIGHT Martin had chosen, and he was a Lycavorian Admiral that knew his business and took
every chance to teach them everything he could. Dysea and Isabella both spent as much time as possible with
him, learning from him all that he wanted to share. As with Tarifa and Aihola, Dysea and Isabella had become
almost synonymous with each other and with Martin. They spoke with one voice and no one had ever seen them
disagree on anything so far.

Isabella’s time with Dysea had brought light into a world she thought would be dark forever, and she
had begun climbing out of that darkness, Dysea beside her every step of the way. Only Dysea now knew
everything there was to know of her, only Dysea shared her most intimate secrets and nightmares, and only
Dysea knew what her desires and passions for the future were.

Isabella wore a simple robe with nothing underneath it and she used her vampire speed to blur from the
side of the room, scooping Dysea into her arms as she passed her and carrying them both to the bed in the blink
of an eye. Dysea laughed happily as Isabella settled on top of her naked form on the sheets and gazed at her
with those hazel/green orbs she came to adore almost as much as Martin’s eyes.



“Bella... you should know by now, that all you need do is ask me and I will jump into bed with you at
any time.” Dysea spoke with a smile of passion and desire.

Isabella smiled at her words and lowered her lips to Dysea’s throat, stretching out her tongue to trace the
hollow of her delicious tanned skin.

“I like you when you are fresh from the shower.” She said huskily. “And I have waited all day to do
this!”

Isabella brought her full lips up and covered Dysea’s with them, kissing her deeply, plunging her warm
tongue into Dysea’s mouth to do battle with her tongue. It was a battle Dysea quickly lost, as her blood began to
heat up and her arms wrapped around her vampire lover tightly. She felt Isabella press her knee between her
thighs and Dysea spread her legs quickly, feeling Isabella’s dripping center come to rest on her thigh as her
knee press gently against Dysea’s now extremely wet pussy. Dysea’s eyes closed dreamily as Isabella’s lips and
tongue danced across her throat and shoulders.

“Ohhhh... don’t tease me vampire witch!” Dysea hissed.

Isabella chuckled. “Your blood is sweeter when I tease you ussta she-elf!” Isabella gasped out, dropping
her fingers to tease Dysea’s taut tattooed flesh. She had been stunned their first time together to see the intricate
tattoos adorning Dysea’s body, and the emerald piercing that glimmered on her erect clit, but her shock quickly
gave way to unadulterated passion as she traced every tattoo with her tongue, and teased Dysea’s pierced clit for
hours, keeping her she-elf lover on the verge of climax almost cruelly before allowing her release to come.
Isabella had drunk that flowing essence like it was the sweetest blood she had ever tasted. At the same time she
had bit down gently with her fangs, sinking them into the smooth flesh above Dysea’s raging clit and as her
come filled her lips and parched throat, so did Dysea’s blood. It was the first time she had tasted her she-elf
lover’s blood, and it had not been the last. Dysea’s blood was like the finest wine, sweet and pure, and almost as
if knowing instinctively that Isabella would only take enough to prolong their pleasure until that last exquisite
moment, Dysea held her head in place.

Isabella would never hurt her, and when she fed on Dysea’s blood, it was only enough to seal them
together and make their pleasure last those few seconds longer, and make it that little bit more pleasurable.

Dysea would not be denied however, as she desired Isabella as much as Isabella desired her. She gripped
the thin robe in her hands and tore it away with one powerful pull, twisting Isabella’s body on top of hers until
the prize she sought was directly over her face. She gazed longingly at Bella’s pierced clit, now adorned with a
sparkling emerald identical to her own. It was Dysea’s way of marking her, making Isabella’s hers. Her pussy
lips were swollen with passion, already dripping her sweet nectar and Dysea wasted no time. She grabbed
Bella’s strong firm ass cheeks in her hands and brought that beautiful pussy down to her lips to suck on that
engorged bud.

Isabella’s head came up, her dark brown, almost black hair flying wildly over her shoulders and back,
her hands curled under Dysea’s ass cheeks. “Siyo ussta she-elf! Cal uns'aa! Ssrigg'tul uns'aa! Siyo!” Isabella
cried out in the ancient vampire tongue, grinding her burning hot pussy down on Dysea’s face. (Yes my she-elf!
Eat me! Pleasure me! Yes!)

Dysea did not disappoint her as she flicked her strong tongue madly across Bella’s clit, each stab of her
warm tongue sending ripples of agonizing pleasure shooting through Isabella’s entire body. Never had she
known such pleasure as what Dysea gave to her so eagerly, and it had taken Isabella only moments to lower her
head and return that pleasure. Dysea’s ass cheeks clenched tightly, and she heard a muffled cry of delight when
she encased Dysea’s own clit between her warm lips and suckled hard. Their breasts were crushed against each
other’s abdomens, their flat bellies heaving in building pleasure, but Isabella did not want to wait.

There were two places she would bit her elf lover, just above her engorged clit, her teeth marks hidden
in the soft silky platinum line of hair and at the very bottom of her slick tunnel near her puckered anus. Both
bite locations were position in such a way so that she could feed on Dysea’s blood and still manipulate her clit
with her tongue, something she did now.

Dysea’s come covered lips tore away from Bella’s pussy as she felt her sink her fangs into her flesh. Her
emerald eyes flew open as colors flashed in her eyes and pleasure seared her veins.

“Bella... Bella... ahhhhhhh... no... not... fair!” Dysea’s neck muscles strained and her eyes grew even
wider. “Bella... I’'m cumming!”



Isabella rejoiced as both her lover’s blood and her come flooded into her mouth at almost the same time,
and she drank the combined juices down liked a starved kitten. Dysea’s body went rigid as her orgasm seared
through her body, her strong hands gripping Isabella’s ass cheeks. Then it was Isabella’s turn, as her eyes grew
wide in sensual delight and her lips came away from Dysea’s still spurting pussy as her elf lover pulled her ass
down, plunging two fingers into Isabella’s tight asshole while stabbing her tongue as far up her pussy as she
could. Isabella screamed out her own passion now. Dysea’s tongue may not have reached as far into her tight
pussy as Anja’s had the other night, but it was plenty far enough combined with the two fingers in her ass to
send Isabella careening over the edge of the pleasure abyss. Her pussy convulsed on Dysea’s tongue and she
rewarded her she-elf’s attention by flooding her mouth with come. As her body was racked with its own waves
of pleasure she lowered her head back down to continue feasting on the platinum blond pussy of the woman
who now held her essence in the palm of her hands.

Isabella settled back onto the bed holding the two glasses in her hands as she adjusted her position next
to Dysea. They had enjoyed a long hot shower after their passionate tryst and were now going over what little
information they had concerning the rumors of a dark conspiracy of elves on Elear. They both wore small shirts
to ward off the chill of the air in their quarters that always seemed to accompany space travel no matter how
high they adjusted the heat.

Isabella held out the glass for her. “Dysea?”

Those emerald eyes turned to look at her. “Bella... I don’t like it, it tastes bitter.” She said pouting her
lips.

Isabella grinned. “I know... but it is the only fruit juice that will replenish what I took from you
completely ussta she-elf. Now drink it; I will kiss you afterwards to chase away the bitterness.”

Dysea took the glass from her and downed the bitter tasting fruit juice in a single gulp and then turned to
accept the kiss that followed immediately after. It was a soft, tender kiss of feeling and love.

Isabella smiled as they pulled apart. “Now you can finish your tea.” She said with a grin. Isabella no
longer was ashamed that she was a vampire and she was no longer ashamed that she did need to feed on blood
every few months, at least not in front of Dysea. She sipped the chilled blood that was always in the dispenser
in their quarters, and silently thanked Anja that she had been able to develop a cloned blood that tasted like
cherries and provided the same exact nutrients to her system as normal blood did.

Dysea handed her the data pad. “All this information provides is unsubstantiated rumor and innuendo.”
She spoke reaching for the hot tea on the table next to their bed.

Isabella took the pad and scanned it slowly. “There must be some truth to it or High Minister Alocgeid
would not have brought it to your attention.”

Dysea nodded. “That is the only reason I put any weight into it.” She spoke. “That and because when we
thought all of the Drow elves on Earth had been destroyed, we were proven wrong.”

We should move carefully Dysea. Iriral spoke from her lair in the landing bay. There are still some on
Elear who resent that you are now Queen.

Dysea and Isabella smiled when Iriral interrupted their thoughts.

Dysea’s bond with Iriral was growing stronger as the days went by, and because of that it was also
growing stronger with Isabella. She was large enough to carry both of them now, but only Dysea had the true
Mindvoice ability to allow them to fully achieve what they could truly do together. Iriral’s light gray scales
were smooth and she was stocky and powerful, able to sustain a direct flame for nearly thirty minutes now,
which was average for Firespitter Dragons. Iriral knew of their relationship, and while it was something she was
not used to in the very beginning, she rapidly found the vampire Princess to be intelligent and extremely
protective of Dysea. And also very much in love with her and King Leonidas. Because of this bond between the
three of them, Iriral had also learned very quickly how to communicate in the ancient vampire language and it
gave them an added advantage since very few individuals outside of Coven space could speak the language.

We will Iriral. Dysea answered. I can not hold it against some who do not approve of me being Queen or
wolf. I am however, and they will need to find a way to deal with it. We need to find a starting point first
however.



1 suggest this city on the northern continent. Isabella said. Anything close to the capital or remotely near
where Arzoal and her kind have settled would not be conducive to establishing a secret society of elves.
Arzoal’s Mindvoice abilities would pick it up almost immediately.

Dysea nodded. It is also where the elfin scrolls were stolen from the temple. And you are probably right
Bella, none of these events have occurred near Dragon Land as it is now called.

We should meet with the High Minister when we arrive and question him thoroughly. Iriral spoke.

You and I will do that Iriral. Dysea spoke. Bella... you have more experience in this type of operation,
will you arrange whatever equipment we might need to travel this distance.

Isabella nodded. We may need to move outside the city into the mountains as well, so I will secure
transportation and supplies. How many Spartans should we take?

Just the three of us and Lexi I think. And we will take Miai as well. It will be good experience for her
and her organizational skills may come in handy. Dysea replied. I do not want to raise too many alarms by
descending on the city with an entire Mora of Spartans. If we find ourselves in a situation where we will need
help we can contact Arzoal for assistance.

Isabella nodded. I do think we should follow Martin’s advice and be cautious.

Dysea nodded. I have never not listened to Nauta Melme’s instincts and I will not do so now, so yes we
will be cautious. However, if there is any truth to these rumors, then we must stop it now, in its infancy, before it
becomes a larger issue.

1 suggest you two forgo what you both are thinking and get some rest. Iriral said sternly as a motherly
figure would. We will arrive in three days and you will be useless to everyone if you have tired yourselves out
by then.

Dysea and Isabella both laughed within their connection. Do not worry Iriral. Dysea spoke. We won'’t
tire each other out too much.

APO PRIME

The king’s table for dinner was extravagantly set with the finest pieces of cutlery and crystal place
settings available on Apo Prime. Over the last year the men and women who were employed with the Senate
Dining Hall and the main Palace Estate had grown to love cooking and working for Martin and his Queens. It
was discovered they were perhaps the most realistic individuals on Apo Prime, as far as the workers were
concerned. The new King and Queens gave these men and women chances to develop new methods of cooking
and many of them had gone to Earth at the King’s expense and learned of the thousands of dishes Earth offered
for many species. The men and women who tended the gardens and flower beds on the main Palace estate had
at first been stunned when the King and Queens would actually stop and talk with them early in the mornings
after arriving from their island. Six months after being among them, just before departing for Sparta and the
birth of their son, Martin had thrown a party of sorts just for the staff of the two buildings. He wanted those
around him to know that he valued their work and their time, and he showed it to them almost every day. Queen
Dysea was especially liked when she was on Apo Prime, for she would come into the flower beds with the men
and women who tended them and work side by side, caring for the thousands of species of flowers within the
garden. On many mornings after feeding Prince Androcles, Aricia would join them. It was a pleasure working
for and around their new King and Queens, and none of them would trade that experience for anything.

Whenever a State Dinner like this was held, everything was perfect, and they saw to it that nothing was
out of place and insured nothing would go wrong. The meal had been prepared easily with the staff, the meals
cooked and readied to each species’ liking. It was something that Dysea had suggested many months ago, and
even though the work involved doubled for the staff, they were happy to conduct themselves like this.

The Folcani ambassador sat between Deia and Helen, who had returned from her own trip in time for the
State Dinner. Governor Vorilas sat between Gorgo and Riall and the two men had been animatedly involved in
conversations for most of the evening. Gorgo had busied herself talking with For’mya’s father L’tian and her
mother Far’nyel, who was now playing a major part in her daughter’s life, and they were rediscovering each
other as mother and daughter once more. Sadi sat between Gorgo and For’mya, and it was obvious to all the
women at the table she was not at all happy about that arrangement. Martin sat at the head of the table, Aricia



next to him on the right, Anja immediately to his left. They had originally intended for both ends of the table to
be used, but Martin had nixed that idea quickly. He didn’t care if it was a State function, his mates and Queens
sat beside him period. For’'mya sat to Aricia’s immediate right, once more throwing out millennia old tradition,
as the Bound Elf Concubine to the King was never meant to sit at the same table as the King. It had been a point
of contention for Deia in the very beginning, until Martin had refused to go to a State dinner, and tossed the data
pad with proper protocols she had been waving in front of him into Torma’s gaping mouth, which he had
promptly melted into slag.

Deia never mentioned it again.

Two chairs for Dysea and Isabella on Anja’s left were unoccupied, though the plates and glasses were
full. It was Aricia’s way of telling everyone they were missing Dysea and Isabella, and she had done it on
several occasions when Anja had been unable to attend a State function.

It was not that Sadi didn’t care for elves; it was the fact that she, a strong Alpha female, had to sit next to
the King’s concubine instead of next to him or one of his Queens as protocol dictated. Queens which did not
rival her in any regard when it came to the power of her aura. She was a beautiful young woman who had many
suitors, and she had lobbied with her father hard to be able to accompany him tonight in the hopes of perhaps
winning the King’s affection. It was not turning out the way she had hoped it would turn out and making an
impression on the King as she wanted was quickly falling to the wayside. Carrying on small talk with L’tian and
the King’s mother was not the way to get close to him as she wanted. Sadi decided a new tact was needed. She
turned to For’mya as the elf female lifted the goblet of wine to her lips.

“Tell me Star Commander... what was it like being a prisoner of the Coven?” Sadi asked looking at her
and using a level of voice that reached just above everyone else’s conversations.

All conversation at the table ceased and Vorilas leaned forward, a look of horror on his face. “Sadi! That
is not a question to ask!”

Sadi looked at her father, innocence written all over her face. “I’m sorry; I didn’t... forgive me I didn’t
know it was a sensitive subject.” She gasped out turning back to For’mya, who was calmly returning her goblet
to the table. “It’s just it has been talked about quite a bit in the circles of my friends.”

For’mya turned her dark brown eyes to Sadi and forced a smile onto her face. “It is alright.” She replied
quickly but softly. “I have left that portion of my life behind me Sadi. It was not pleasant I assure you.” She
answered softly. “At least until King Leonidas rescued me.”

“Is that why you decided to accept the position of concubine?”” Sadi asked still acting very innocent. “To
thank him in some way? It was well known that you never wanted the position.”

“Sadi how dare you?” Vorilas asked even more aghast.

“Father it is not uncommon knowledge.” Sadi spoke quickly. “And I did not realize it was not to be
spoken of in casual conversation.”

“Casual conversation perhaps.” Gorgo practically growled at her. “Certainly not here at a State function
among men and women you have only just met child and certainly do not deserve to be among. Have you no
sense of protocol young lady?”

“Forgive me Lady Gorgo, but protocol would dictate I sit next to the King as a guest, or at the very least
one of his Queens.” Sadi said evenly.

Vorilas came to his feet. “Milord I beg a thousand pardons for my daughter’s actions!”” He stated
quickly. “I...”

Martin had sat back in his chair, his face and eyes unreadable. He lifted his hand quickly. “No... let her
finish.”

Sadi looked at him. “That is what protocol states sire, I did check before we came.” She spoke. “As
guests at your table, my father should sit to your right and as his daughter and as a superior, available Alpha
female I should sit to your left.”

Aricia looked at her while lifting her own wine glass. “Superior to whom?” She asked casually.

“With all respects Milady, my aura is stronger than both you and Queen Anja.” Sadi spoke confidently.

Helen nearly spit out a mouthful of wine and she coughed loudly at Sadi’s words, trying to keep from
laughing. She gathered her cloth napkin and dabbed at her lips while looking at Sadi.

“This is all about your station?”” Helen asked incredulous. “Child... you disrespect everyone at this table
with your words. Your father stands there beside himself at your actions, and your only thought is your station?



Your aura is stronger than the Queens?” Helen laughed. “Aricia... Anja... would you be so kind as to show this
young upstart how very wrong she is.”

Aricia and Anja immediately dropped any pretense of psychic shielding of their auras. The effect was
instantaneous on Sadi as her eyes went wide when she felt the staggering power of Aricia’s pureblood aura
alone. Aricia’s aura dwarfed hers by a huge margin, and when added to the intensity of Anja’s, Sadie suddenly
felt herself become very small in stature. Minuscule in fact.

Helen laughed once more as she leaned across the table. “Child... Aricia and Anja, as well as Queen
Dysea have an inbred habit of shielding their auras. It is a trait they picked up from their time on earth when it
was necessary because we were fighting a war. We have been trying to get them to break this habit... but as you
can see, it has not worked. As you can no doubt feel... you are very far from Queen Anja in stature young
lady... and not even in the same category as Queen Aricia.” Helen smiled as she sipped her wine casually again
before setting it down.

“You must hold yourself in very high regard to think you can come here and present yourself to King
Leonidas in such a way. He has been deliberately swatting aside your pathetic aura all night to keep from
becoming angry. Something you have achieved now in another way by insulting his beloved concubine.”

Martin got to his feet and everyone watched him as he walked slowly around to stand behind For’mya.
The music continued in the background, and many people were already dancing. Martin leaned over quickly
and firmly nuzzled the back of For’mya’s elfin ear, sending jolts of seething delightful pleasure shooting
through her. She reached up to grasp his head as his arms snaked around her slim body and he began to pull her
from her chair. For’mya looked at Sadi... her dark brown eyes awash in enchantment.

“To answer... to answer your question... no that is not why I accepted the position of concubine to the
King.” For’mya gasped out as Martin leaned over to the other side of her head and firmly nuzzled her opposite
ear, sending more jolts of electric pleasure surging through her. “This... this is why I accepted... accepted the
position of concubine.” She gasped again. “This... this is something... something you will never experience...
the King’s... the King’s touch upon you... upaee!” For’'mya swore in the ancient Lycavorian language.

For’mya’s words caused Aricia and Anja to burst out laughing, while For’'mya’s mother Far’nyel
grabbed L’tian’s arm and squeezed it for all she was worth as she too could not contain her laughter. L’tian and
Riall simply sat there stupefied while Gorgo and Helen had huge smiles on their faces.

Martin pressed his body tightly up against For’'mya’s back and nibbled the silky skin on her neck.
“Would you care to dance my beautiful elf concubine For’'mya?” He growled into her ear in a husky voice.

For’mya’s smile of passion and happiness swept across her face and she nodded. “Oh... I would be most
honored to dance with you, my handsome and so very well endowed King of my heart.” She answered.

Helen and Gorgo could no longer contain their laughter and they too burst out at the look of pure horror
and shame that filled Sadi’s face at For’'mya’s words. Martin smiled and began to walk towards the center of the
hall, For’mya grasping tightly to his arm. He stopped and looked at Vorilas.

“Governor... I in no way hold you responsible for these events, and I would be honored if you joined me
at the main palace estate for breakfast one morning soon, so that we can discuss other matters.” Martin spoke.

Vorilas looked at the young King with astonishment in his eyes. He nodded quickly. “Of course sire.”

Martin nodded. “Good... now if you’ll forgive me... I’'m going to dance a song or two with my
concubine here, and then I’'m going to take her back to my bed and ravage her body.”

Aricia looked at Anja and they both smiled at each other. Ok... he gets all of us with no conditions
tonight and for however long he wants. Anja said quickly.

I agree. Aricia spoke.

None of them saw the dark haired young Spartan enter the Senate Dining Hall, Seanna close on his
heels.

Belen.

The youngest son of Atropos and Lilika and second in command of Queen Anja’s Spartan Security
Detachment. He was tall and muscular like his father, but his dashing good looks he got from his mother. Belen
was an Alpha wolf, but even though he was four hundred and fourteen years old, he had not taken a mate yet.
There were five females in Sparta who were actively letting him know they were very available and three more



here on Apo Prime, but Belen had committed his life to Sparta and now the security of the Queen his father so
willingly served.

Atropos had returned to Earth to be with Lilika his mate as she brought their first daughter into the
world. Belen and his older brother Banyt had truly wanted to be there for the birth of their sister, but both knew
they had duties to perform as well. Their father and mother had spent enough years apart already, and they were
still discovering the joys of being able to openly call themselves mates, after hiding their love for so long. Belen
had agreed to assume command while his father was gone, and now he was having second thoughts as he led
Seanna quickly through the mass of dancing bodies towards where his King and For’mya were dancing in the
center of the floor. Aricia and Anja stood to the side of the mass of bodies all around them, both of them with
smiles on their faces as they watched Martin spin For’'mya around gracefully.

Belen was different from his older brother, in that he tended to rely more on his instincts and was wilder
in many respects than his older brother, closer to the feral nature of their people much like his father. This fact
was sensed by the female wolves and it attracted them to him in droves.

Belen did not hesitate in the least and stepped right up to Martin while Seanna moved towards Anja.
There were very few who would just walk up to Martin and grab him, Belen was among those few due to his
position and the respect that he and his father had earned over the last year in protecting Anja. Martin had made
it very clear to those Spartans of the Royal Guard they were not to hesitate when it came to their duties, and if it
meant they had to grab or manhandle Martin or any of his Queens and concubine they were to do just that.
Martin stopped dancing instantly and looked at Belen.

“Sire something has come up that needs your attention immediately.” Belen spoke quickly.

Martin held For’'mya with one arm and saw Seanna leading Anja and Aricia up to them. “What’s going
on Belen?” He asked.

“I’ve routed a transmission from the Hadarian Divine One to the conference room here in the Senate
Dining Hall.” Belen spoke looking at Anja. “It is something you both need to hear.”

Martin didn’t hesitate. “Anja, Aricia go with him and Seanna.” He spoke waiting for Belen to nod and
head in another direction with them right behind him. He turned to For’'mya. “For’mya if you would please give
my regrets to everyone at our table and have Helen, my mother, Riall and Deia join us in the conference room.”

For’'mya nodded and gazed at him. “Thank you Martin Leonidas.” She spoke softly reaching up to
caress his face.

Martin smiled warmly and kissed her hard, not caring about the wide eyes that watched them. “Bring
everyone to the conference room quickly. Belen would not have interrupted us here unless it was important.”

For’'mya nodded and squeezed his hand before heading for his table. Martin turned to follow the others.

“Is this some sort of joke?” Aricia demanded.

Anja sat between her and Seanna at the table, tightly holding their hands as her heart was racing almost
out of control.

“It is no joke I assure you.” Eurin replied within the secure transmission from Hadaria. “My people here
have checked and rechecked Filrian’s findings, and they come out exactly as he discovered.”

“How... how is that possible?” Deia spoke from her chair.

“Apparently Anja’s mother was carrying twins.” Fuleos spoke now leaning into the transmission.
“When the assassination attempt began, [ was with them for Anja’s birth, but I left with the Handmaidens that
rushed Anja to the ship that brought her to earth. By the time I returned, it was already too late. Anja... your
Aunt was there for the birth of your sister, she was born twenty-seven minutes after you were. We have already
confirmed this with her. They were the ones who took her before the assassins reached your parents. She was
given to a husband and wife in your Aunt’s employ and told to keep the child safe. Your mother told her sister
to never say anything until she knew it was safe for a child of the Royal family to be exposed again. They
stayed in contact with this couple, sending them funds whenever they needed, but seven years after they left
Hadaria they were attacked and killed by pirates. Your Aunt was distraught thinking Sivana had died as well.”

Anja looked up quickly. “Sivana...?”



Fuleos nodded slowly. “That was the name your mother gave to her. It is also the reason your Aunt and
Uncle have been so distant from you child. They felt responsible for the death of your sister, and they could not
bring themselves to tell you or anyone why.”

“Where... where are they?”” Anja asked.

“Your aunt is sedated Milady.” Zaniai replied. “She broke down when Fuleos demanded to know what
she knew. Your Uncle is... he sits by her bed quietly saying nothing. They... they feel responsible for what has
happened to her.”

“Where has this Sivana been?”” Martin asked. He stood near the end of the table but moved slowly to
stand behind Anja’s chair and place his hand on her shoulder. Anja tilted her head quickly, closing her eyes as
the skin of her cheek touched his knuckles.

“She... she has...” Fuleos started to speak but became choked up in the transmission.

Eurin took it up again once more. “She has led a very difficult life sire.” Eurin said. “It appears she was
sold into slavery for the first part of her life. If what Filrian and Daniel have told me, it was... it was very harsh.
She has been a smuggler and pirate for the last three centuries or so, living in the Wilds. She has earned quite
the reputation, but once it was discovered she was the key to finding your daughter and that Daniel and his team
were tracking her, the business partners she worked with decided to eliminate her. Daniel says the High Coven
also knows who she is now, and he said to tell you things have become “sticky”, using his words. He said you
would understand and that I was to tell you that exactly as he said.”

Martin nodded quickly at the use of their old SEAL team phrase to mean that they were in a very tight
spot and needed back up in the worst way.

“Where are they?” Martin asked.

“Gellen Station sire.” Zaniai replied. “It is a neutral location for the scum of the Wilds to gather and not
kill each other as is so often their life. I doubt however, that the pirates and scum working with the Coven will
adhere to this unwritten rule very long.”

“Nor will the Coven when they discover what Sivana holds in her head.” Eurin spoke.

“And that is?”” Martin asked.

“Sire... your daughter... Lisisa... she is the product of a Lycavorian and a Vampire. If Yuri’s blood is
anywhere near as pure as yours is, the combination of those two bloodlines could prove a turning point in this
war.” Eurin explained.

“How s0?”

“I ran some simulations in regards to your daughter when Filrian first told us about finding Sivana.”
Eurin spoke evenly and looking directly at him. “It is conceivable that she would be equal to you in Mindvoice
abilities sire, if not more powerful. The pureness of your Lycavorian blood is beyond even that of your
grandfather Milord. Many of our scholars have met discretely and it is our conclusion that you and Aricia have
yet to reach your full potential. The way you have bonded so deeply with your dragons is the first and most
telling sign. It is also our conclusion that Queen Anja and Queen Dysea will begin to discover new abilities as
time passes, because it was you who turned them, and your blood now runs freely in their veins. It is all very
technical Milord, I can have everything sent to Anja and Seanna, and they can put it into more manageable
terms if you wish.”

“Why are you meeting about my son without...?” Gorgo began to speak.

“Mother it’s alright.” Martin said quickly. “They are researchers and it is what they do. Eurin why
would this have anything to do with my daughter?”

“If the Coven were to obtain your daughter Milord, it is very conceivable that they could somehow use
her DNA to enhance their cloned soldiers to a point that would make them nearly impossible to kill without a
great deal of effort.” Eurin spoke.

“You’re kidding me right?”” Martin asked.

“She’s right sire.” Deia spoke now. “We have always held the advantage when it came to ground forces.
It is the primary reason we have lasted this long. If the Coven is somehow able to enhance their soldiers to a
point that they can match us Spartan for Spartan, their numbers would eventually overwhelm us no matter what
we did.”

“Oh this is just nubous beautiful!” Martin snapped. “Why the hell didn’t someone tell me this before?”



“I don’t think... I don’t think any of us realized that finding your daughter was that big of a possibility
Martin.” Deia spoke softly.

Martin looked at her and sighed heavily. She almost never called him Martin, and that she did so now
told him she felt shame at not believing. “Eurin... I want you and Zaniai here on Apo Prime... no... you give
Deia a list of men and women you think might be able to help you and I’'ll send them to you. I want a worst case
scenario on what it means if the Coven finds Lisisa before we do.”

“I’m going after my sister!” Anja spoke suddenly coming to her feet.

“My Queen you can’t!” Deia barked.

“She is my sister!” Anja nearly screamed. “My blood! Grandfather...”

Fuleos looked at her in the transmission. “I will not tell you to not go after her Anja.” He spoke. “She is
our blood in that you are correct.”

“Fuleos this does not help!” Eurin barked.

The older man looked at her. “Sivana is my granddaughter! Anja’s sister! Don’t you dare tell me to side
with you and not go after her?”

“I’ll take the SPIRIT OF HADARIA and go get her!” Anja spoke firmly. “I’ll bring her back!”

“No!” Martin snapped silencing everyone in the room.

Anja whirled on him, anger flashing in her eyes. “Martin... don’t tell me not to go after her! [ won’t...”

Martin stepped up to her quickly, taking her face in his hands and gazing into her green eyes. “Do you
honestly think I would tell you that?”

“No.” Anja said quickly.

“You can’t take the SPIRIT.” He said. “It would look suspicious if both the SPIRIT and MJOLNIR’S
HAND left orbit within hours of each other.”

Anja’s eyes narrowed. “What are you suggesting?”

“Take Aricia’s and my STRIKER DT.” He said. “Take Miath with you, Belen and a small strike force.
Meet Danny and the others and get back across the border.”

Anja smiled and hugged him tightly. “Count on it.”

For’mya stood up. “Our DT comes and goes on a regular basis from the surface and it will not draw
attention.” For’'mya spoke. “I will contact Endith and Tina and we will meet you at the island pad.” She was
moving out of the room before anyone could stop her. She and Endith loved their DT and no one flew it but
them.

“I will meet you with MJOLNIR’S HAND on the other side of the defensive border in two days. No
heroics, nothing stupid Firecracker. In and out!” Martin said.

Anja nodded. “I promise.”

Martin kissed her softly, their eyes closing as they did and then he pulled away. “Go! I’ll have Komirri
transmit the fastest route via secure COM.”

Anja didn’t hesitate and headed out the door. Martin stopped Seanna by taking her arm. “Watch her
Seanna.”

Seanna smiled her dark green eyes alive and bright. “That will never be an issue Martin Leonidas. I love
her just as much as you and Aricia do.”

Martin nodded and leaned over to kiss her cheek. “Go! And if it is a threat to her or her sister, kill it! No
hesitation.”

Seanna’s smile was vicious for one so beautiful. “As Anja has said sire, you can count on that as well.”

CHAPTER FIVE
EARTH

Isra watched as they approached the blue green planet quickly, his heart beginning to pound in his chest
the closer he got to the world. Down there somewhere was the sapphire eyed female she-elf wolf, the one who
had stolen all he was. And because she was so deeply bonded with the amber eyed Drow, all that he was now
included her. The trip had been long and arduous for him, each day bringing him closer to what he had gained



in one moment and lost in the next. He had claimed her that day on the ship, claimed her as his mate, and by
virtue of that he had claimed the Drow who also ruled her heart. The weeks they had spent together had been
the most perilous of his life, and the most joyous. She smelled so sweet and pure, her very essence filling his
being, bringing him the peace he had sought for so long. Their times together had been his first with a woman,
and Tarifa had fit him like the proverbial glove. Her body was perfection, at least in his eyes, and he had taken
the time to explore and discover every portion of it in intimate detail. Isra knew he was large in that department,
but Tarifa had accepted all of him into her, and if her cries of passion were anything to go by, Isra had done
pretty good.

He had known that her Drow lover and she were of one mind really, and after the initial shock of
discovering she was also part vampire, Isra had looked beyond that and discovered an equally intriguing and
beautiful woman who also had wolf in her blood. He had not spent as much time with her as he should have,
and for that he berated himself. But they were also plagued with a lingering love for a man long dead, a man
who they could not put to rest. Given what else Isra had discovered in those last weeks on his planet, that
lingering love for a dead man would keep them from ever being fully his as he so desired. Unlike his father and
brothers, Isra didn’t want them just for sex, he also wanted their hearts.

The moment Aelnala had come into his life, everything had changed. The moment he had climbed onto
her back, the moment their minds became one that first day, that first hour, his path was laid out in front of him.
He had discovered where he belonged, he discovered who he truly could be and the answers he had always
sought had come to him. He had felt no fear that day on Enurrua, no remorse against those he had grown up
with. He felt nothing but rage when he had struck down his brother for trying to kill the women he loved. The
King had made a decision that day, a decision that had altered the course of Isra’s life and finally given him a
future.

A future he had embraced with open arms.

He and Aelnala were one of the five strongest Bonded Pairs now. Only King Leonidas and Queen Aricia
surpassed what he and Andreus could do, and the gap between them and Queen Dysea was rapidly being closed
by Dysea and Iriral as they progressed in skill. He was a Section Leader of Mjolnir’s Hand. Three hundred
Bonded Pairs as they were now referred to as. A Spartan and a Dragon. Two minds trained to fight and fly and
bring peace as one. His Spartan training had gone much easier than he had expected, perhaps because of the
skills being bonded with Aelnala brought to him, but he earned his Shi Viska in only three months time, when
most took an entire year. Of course it helped that the King’s Captain had taken him under his wing as well.

The day after having his Shi Viska branded to him, it was then he had thrown himself into his training
with Aelnala. Under the tutelage of the First Oracle and the Dragon Elder Mother, he and Aelnala had leaped
forward in bounds in their training and the bonding of their minds. To be bonded in such a way with another
mind had taken some getting used too, but it came naturally to them both. They were both outcasts in a way
which went further than anything else in bonding them as it had.

Isra’s aura was wild and untamed, much like his King. He relied on his instincts and his nature more
times than actual science or investigation, though he had blended those skills together very well into his
persona. He was the youngest son of the man who had kidnapped Queen Aricia, and then watched as his son
raped her. Isra had watched the King exact his vengeance on both of them, and he had felt the surge of pride and
power when he flew into battle next to the man he now called friend. Aelnala was also an outcast, not by any
action of hers, but by an action of men who followed Isra’s father. She had sustained an injury many years ago
that robbed her of the ability to carry eggs, and for that reason no Dragon male would choose her as his mate.
The desire to breed and have hatchlings was stronger in dragons that it was even in Lycavorians, and Aelnala
could not fulfill this desire with a male. Like soulmates among his people, Dragons mated for life, and Aelnala
would forever be alone because of men like him.

Not like you my Bonded Isra. Aelnala’s soft voice interrupted his thoughts. You are not like those men,
and you never were. What happened was also partly my fault as well. I was young and stupid at the time. Never
think for an instant you are at fault.

Isra smiled and turned to look at her honey colored eyes. Aelnala was a Heavyhorn Dragon, and though
no where near as large as Torma, she was above average for her breed. Her dirty yellow scales were smooth and
could be very soft as Isra had found on many nights sleeping propped up against her side. She was perhaps a
shade over six meters in length and four meters tall at her highest. She weighed in excess of two metric tons, but



with constant training and practice with Isheeni over the King’s Island, she had become one of the most
maneuverable dragons of Mjolnir’s Hand, and one of the strongest physically. Her body was thickly muscled,
the bone spikes on her large head sharp and solid. The two hand hold spikes on her shoulders were like giant
anchors, her wing span twelve meters across from tip to tip. In Isra’s eyes she was the most beautiful dragon he
had ever seen.

Thank you Bonded One. Aelnala said with a dragon smile, a bearing of her vicious looking fangs and a
gentle nudge of his shoulder with her snout. You worry that they will not desire you Isra. That they have found
someone else?

Isra looked at the female elf that was their pilot and then back out to look at Earth as it got closer. Yes.

She still burns in your blood?

They both do Aelnala. He answered. There is not one without the other.

The King told you that he kept them from contacting you Isra. That should tell you what you want to
know. Aelnala spoke.

That was five months ago Aelnala. A lot can happen in five months.

You think too little of what you meant to Tarifa Isra. What you meant to Tarifa and by default to Aihola.
Acelnala spoke softly. You are in her blood as deeply as she is in yours. If it was meant to be Isra, it will be. Do
not try to change something that is out of your realm to change. You are a Spartan now, and we are a Bonded
Pair of Mjolnir’s Hand. We are the word and the hand of King Leonidas.

We are. Isra nodded.

He is wise for someone so young in terms of years Isra. Trust in his judgment now. He would not have
sent you here if he knew that those he considers sisters did not still carry love in their hearts for you. Aelnala
spoke. They are threatened and he knows that only someone who loves them can protect them. He has trusted
their care and their hearts to you.

Isra turned and looked at her. And if he is wrong?

Then they are fools and there are seven females on Apo Prime who would be happy to have you claim
them. Aelnala spoke quickly and with a little bit of arrogance.

Isra laughed inwardly. You have counted them? He asked.

You are my Bond Mate. Of course I counted them. Aelnala replied. Three are worthy of your
attentions... the others only want to play with you because of your status within Mjolnir’s Hand.

Isra reached up and scratched her under her mouthful of razor like teeth. 7 have no worries with you
looking out for me do I?

What affects you affects me. Who you love, I will love. Aelnala spoke. I much prefer Tarifa and Aihola,
as do you. They are... worthy of you. Aelnala’s words were spoken with a heavy bias she knew, but she also
knew she was right.

“We have a communication coming in from Sparta Commander.” Their elf pilot looked up from her
controls as she addressed Isra by his rank. “It’s from a Senator Dilios.”

Her name was Lohana, and she had been chosen as their pilot for two reasons. She was very
experienced, and she had a wild streak in her that fit with the natures of Isra and Aelnala, but also tempered
them to a point.

Isra nodded. “Put it through Lohana.” He said.

Isra turned slightly and watched the holo image of Dilios appear on the console in front of him. He
smiled and nodded his head. “Senator Dilios... King Leonidas sends his regards and well wishes.”

The man in the image smiled brightly. “He contacted me yesterday to inform me of your arrival
Commander. I must say this is an honored event. The first visit by a member of Mjolnir’s Hand.”

“I’m looking forward to see Earth during my mission here Senator.” Isra spoke.

“I have a request if I may.” Dilios asked.

“Of course.”

“We are graduating a class of Spartans today at Thermopylae Commander.” Dilios spoke. “Many have
heard of Mjolnir’s Hand, but even still some still doubt that dragons exist. There are many here who think it is
nothing more than a child’s story.”

Isra looked oddly at the transmission. “The King and Queen were here for three months Senator, for the
birth of Androcles. Torma and Isheeni were with them.”



Dilios nodded. “Yes... but they only flew at night with Torma and Isheeni, and for the most part they
stayed within the grounds of the villa. King Leonidas thought it might be too much for others to see.”

“I see. What can I do for you Senator?” Isra asked.

“I would like... I would like for you to put on a display of sorts to the class of Spartans and those that
will be gathered.” Dilios replied. “I want our Spartans to know there is much they can aspire too, and that you
are the perfect example of that. You and Aelnala.”

Isra turned to look at Aelnala. What do you think?

1 think I want to fly so bad I am ready to rip open the back of this DT at any moment. Of course we will
do this. She replied eagerly.

Isra chuckled and turned back to Dilios’s image. “Send me the coordinates of where you would like us
Senator. I believe we are ready to depart this ship after six days in space. Lohana will continue on ahead to
Sparta. There are quarters for her yes?”

Dilios smiled and nodded. “Yes... I have arranged everything. There are quarters already set aside for
both of you here and in Eden City. I’'m sending you the information on that now Commander. I look forward to
greeting you on the ground.”

Isra nodded. “T look forward to meeting you sir.” He spoke as Dilios’s image faded.

Lohana nodded. “I have the coordinates.” Lohana spoke. She turned to Isra. “You want to execute a Mid
Air Launch I take it?”

Isra nodded. “He wanted a show. We’ll give him a show.”

Lohana nodded. “Fly safe Commander.”

Isra squeezed her shoulder as he got up from the seat next to her. “And you Lohana. We’ll see you in
Sparta.”

THERMOPYLAE

Tarifa and Aihola had broad smiles on their faces as they clapped and cheered at the incredible display
before them. A full Mora of newly christened Spartans stood before the crowd of four hundred family and
friends and even some of Earth’s new trading partners, alien species mixed in with the human, elf and
Lycavorian men and women in the comfortable bleachers overlooking the field before them. The monument to
King Leonidas was the backdrop for the Spartans in perfect ranks of forty across. Several had spoken over the
course of the last three hours, and there had been several displays of Nehtes skill and Shi Viskas in use. It was
the first such event that Tarifa and Aihola had been to and they were enthralled with the skill and poise of the
Spartans.

Tarifa and Aihola sat in the front row, and as two of the three Chief Administrators of Earth, they were
treated like visiting royalty. Tareif sat to Aihola’s left, while Panos sat to Tarifa’s right. They were almost
regular figures in Sparta now, always welcome and most often staying at the King’s villa in the mountains
above Sparta. They always had several young Spartans at their beck and call, all Alpha males and all single.
Their beauty was renowned in Sparta and they always attracted unmated Alpha wolves, Tarifa especially. All of
these males were falling over themselves for a chance to feel the female auras of Tarifa, or the much more
sedate aura of Aihola announcing they were available. To the surprise of many, this never came about. Though
Tarifa was completely wolf now, and Aihola half wolf, neither of them had even batted an eye at any male that
attempted to court them. One of the wiser Alphas remarked how he had detected a unique scent of an Alpha
male permeating Tarifa’s blood. It was faint, barely discernable, but he had remarked to Panos that for the scent
to still linger, the male must be a powerful Alpha.

Panos had done some investigating and finally discovered what had occurred on Enurrua from Tarifa’s
mother. Over the last year he had come to think of Tarifa and Aihola as adopted daughters because of the time
they spent in Sparta, and his mate had remarked how they never returned any look or flash of an aura. She had
told him whoever had stolen their hearts must be strong indeed. Panos had gone so far as to speak with Andreus
his nephew on Apo Prime, discovering much about the young Alpha whose scent still drifted in Tarifa’s blood,
and now even in Aihola’s blood. He sat with a smile on his face as Dilios got to his feet and moved for the
podium that had been set up. He shifted his eyes upward and could just detect the dark spot far above them.



They had refused additional protection, even after Selene had informed them of the second body being
discovered, and would not change their schedules for anyone or anything. Panos smiled. Perhaps they would
change their tune when they saw who was about to drop out of the clear blue sky.

Dilios looked out over the assembled Spartans, pride always filling him at this moment and he smiled
widely.

“You have been through much Spartans!” He spoke into the microphone his deep voice carrying across
the large parade field. “’You stand here this day because you have passed your Agoge and finally achieved what
it is all of you coveted. The title of Spartan. It has been a little more than a year since all of us discovered who
and what we were. And now under the superb leadership of three women, Earth is once more on the road to
recovery. I would like to recognize two of them who are present today for this honored ceremony. Chief
Administrator Tarifa and Chief Administrator Aihola.” Dilios turned to look at them and bowed his head. Tarifa
and Aihola, clearly embarrassed returned the head bow and Dilios turned back to the podium. “You hold the
title of Spartan now, yet some of you have not reached the pinnacle of what you could become. Many rumors
have spread across Earth and the Lycavorian Union in regards to this mystery unit that King Leonidas is said to
have formed. This Mjolnir’s Hand.” Dilios let his eyes wandered over the assembled Spartans. “A unit of
Spartans and Dragons bonded together so deeply that they fight with one mind. Think with one mind. Many of
you say that dragons do not exist! It is a myth we tell our children. You say that the King himself was here with
Queen Aricia for the birth of his son and dragons were never seen. Everyone says it is just a rumor. A story of
fiction.” Dilios smiled. “It is true Spartans and honored guests. It is all very true. There are two who sit with us
today that can confirm that for they have seen it with their own eyes.” He motioned back to Tarifa and Aihola.
“Still you say it is impossible. Well I tell you now it is not! We have been honored today Spartans and guests!
Honored with the presence of one of the hammers of Mjolnir’s Hand! Reach your eyes skyward Spartans and
guests and allow me to introduce the Bonded Pair and Section leaders of Mjolnir’s Hand, Commander Isra and
his dragon Aelnala!”

Tarifa and Aihola had come to their feet as if shot out of a gun, both of them grabbing at each other as
they looked up. A thousand pairs of eyes found the small black dot in the sky above them, obviously a ship.
Then they saw the smaller black dot separate from the larger one and plummet towards the earth at an incredible
speed. As it took shape they could detect the dirty yellow color of the shape and the almost indiscernible figure
hunched low. The murmurs grew louder as the smaller black dot grew and took shape. Took the shape that none
of them had ever seen before, and as their eyes grew wide, none were wider than the sapphire and amber eyes of
the two female elves in the front row.

A thousand pairs of eyes watched as suddenly not a hundred meters from smashing into the earth a
massive set of wings snapped out to the sides of the plummeting object, and with a flick of the huge tail, the
amazing dive was ended and that huge object was barreling at them only sixty meters off the ground. With a
deafening, deep throated trumpet that she unleashed, Aelnala and Isra ripped over the top of the field at nearly
two hundred kilometers an hour, causing screams of excitement and terror followed by a riotous scream of
approval from the eight hundred graduating Spartans that drowned out all else.

Aelnala banked hard to her right and felt Isra sit a little higher in the saddle as they turned.

Now that was fun! Do you think any of them wet their pants?

Isra laughed feeling the surge of power between them as he always did when they flew. The plummet
from eight thousand feet had charged them both, happy to finally be free of the confines of their STRIKER DT.
His legs were firmly seated under the Dragon armor of the saddle, and Isra hardly ever used the twin shoulder
spikes as hand holds anymore. He wore his full armor, the helmet covering all of his head except for his eyes
and part of his mouth and lips. Many of Mjolnir’s Hand had decorated their helmets in different styles with
crimson colored paint, and Isra’s helmet bore crimson flame reaching back from his eyes to circle his helmet.

Why don’t we find out? Isra spoke. He placed the barrels as we asked. Shall we?

Oh yes we shall! Aelnala barked. She let out another trumpeting roar before tipping her wings once more
and diving back towards the parade ground.




Tarifa gripped Aihola’s arms tightly, both of them visibly shaking as they watched Aelnala bank back
towards the parade ground.

Nya Istel... can you... Tarifa spoke to her within their Mindvoice connection. Her voice quivered in
anticipation, desire and passion all woven into one. It had started the first time Aihola had taken Tarifa’s blood
to heal wounds suffered during the battle for Mountain City. That action had formed the bond they now shared,
a bond that had grown more powerful as the months went by, and a bond that was now the reason the two of
them were consider one.

1 feel it my love. Aihola replied quickly, her voice also quivering, but still held back with Aihola’s Drow
like emotional control.

He... he is here Mistress! Tarifa exclaimed her sapphire eyes wide.

They watched Aelnala sweep in low over the parade ground once more, her huge wings flaring as they
neared the ground.

Dilios had placed several empty barrels all along the parade grounds and with gasps of disbelief, those
barrels now launched into the air straight at Isra and Aelnala thanks to her very strong telekinesis powers.
Everyone saw Isra’s Shi Viska burst into existence with a flash of golden light, and they watched in awe as he
lifted his arm and launched it while extending his Nehtes in his right hand.

It was a standard battle drill for them, one of the first they had learned, yet to those who had never seen
such a display, it was spectacular. Isra looked as if he had forgotten his Shi Viska was zipping through the air as
Aclnala turned sharply to the left, and hundreds of pairs of eyes watched in awe as the Shi Viska struck the first
two barrels and severed them completely in half. The four pieces fell harmlessly to the earth, guided by
Aclnala’s command of her own power.

This is when they felt the most alive, the most together. Their bond allowed their Mindvoice powers to
mingle and become one, Aelnala able to draw from Isra’s power the ability to maintain their psychic shield
when they flew, and to use her newfound telekinetic powers with barely any effort. Isra provided the defense to
them, able to use both his Shi Viska and Nehtes in ways that only the King and Aricia had perfected. Their
minds were aware of everything around them, every wind current or shift in a breeze, every bird that was in the
area, and everything that could be construed as a threat. When they were together their Mindvoice abilities
tripled in strength, and even if separated by half a planet, they could still draw form each other easily. Their
psychic shield was only needed when they flew and were within sight of each other on the ground, beyond that
it was too taxing to leave it up and still use their other abilities. And while they had trained using their
Mindvoice talents, they had also trained on the ground fighting. Aelnala was a pure Heavyhorn and could not
spit fire or molten breath, but she was still a devastating force on the battle field with her teeth, her talons and
her lethal tail. With a mace like bony protrusion on the tip of her tail she could whip and snap her muscled
appendage in almost any direction at lightning like speed and do extreme amounts of damage.

Isra threw his Nehtes with all his strength impaling the third barrel cleanly through the middle, the
Nehtes carrying the barrel to the ground and stabbing deeply to the earth. He reached out with his control of
telekinesis, TK as the Bonded Pairs called it and grasped the last barrel with his grip, flinging it directly at him
and Aelnala as she turned. He heard the squeals of delight from the gathered crowd and Aelnala roared again,
whipping her tail around with blinding speed and smashing the barrel away with a resounding thump. It
disappeared quickly over the top of the monument and into the timber beyond.

Land in front of the monument show off! Isra called to her.

Acelnala laughed within their connection as she rolled over a full 360 degrees in her turn, bringing even
more gasps of awe from the crowd. She flared her massive wings and easily came to rest on the soft ground
before the statue of Martin Leonidas’s father, the Spartan King. Isra gazed at the monument for a long moment,
taking in the bronze figure of the spear wielding man. Aelnala moved closer, each step as if she was on holy
ground.

This... this is the King’s father? She asked softly.



Isra nodded slowly. I have seen pictures of it. I never thought I would actually see it in person. Isra lifted
his hand and called his Nehtes to him. Eyes went wide as the spear wrenched from the ground nearly a hundred
meters away and flew back to him in an instant.

Isra then climbed slowly from the saddle, settling next to the ground beside Aelnala, and in a show of
fealty and honor he dropped to one knee. Aelnala lowered her body to the ground as well, bowing her head as
the cheering in the background continued.

We will serve your son well sire. Isra spoke softly. I swear this to you on my blood as a Lycavorian and
a Spartan.

The strong breeze picked up momentarily and whipped over the top of the monument swirling around
Isra and Aelnala for only a split second, but it was seen by everyone gathered and it was all the answer Isra
needed.

The wind is his blessing to us my Bonded Brother. Aelnala’s voice echoed softly. Let his gaze guide our
actions for all time.

The wind shifted again and Isra’s head came up instantly at the two scents he detected. The pure,
unmistakable scent of peaches and the fresh, clean scent of cherry blossoms in full bloom. He stood up quickly
and turned to look at the bleachers beyond where the Mora of Spartans stood.

Aelnala they are here! He exclaimed.

Tarifa! Aihola! Are you sure?

Positive! I can smell them as easily as I smell you next to me! Isra answered.

This is not the place to rush to them Isra! Aelnala counseled. They are here in an official capacity and
we must recognize that and not embarrass them or ourselves.

Isra looked at her with his violet eyes and gave her a crooked grin. You have taught me a little of
protocol Aelnala! He spoke almost indignantly.

I have taught you much of protocol, all of which you continuously dismiss. She told him sternly.

Are you referring to the incident with the Veltronian officer? He asked as they began to walk towards
the bleachers.

He was an officer of their fleet. Aelnala said.

He was an officer stealing from an elfin family their very livelihood when he removed those crystals
from their shop. They needed those crystals to power their ovens and stoves. Isra said.

You should not have struck him so hard. Aelnala spoke.

The King would have done worse. Isra spoke confidently. He got what was coming to him for his
actions. I was merely the instrument.

Aclnala laughed. It does not hurt that we gained free food for the rest of our lifetimes with our actions
does it.

Isra chuckled. 7 like elfin food.

As do 1. I would think between them and your mother’s tavern, we will never have to cook a meal again.
Aclnala spoke. She leaned over and butted her head into his shoulder gently as they walked. Your cooking
leaves much to be desired my Bonded Brother.

Isra looked at her. It was never my strong point.

No one approached them as they walked among the ranks of Spartans towards the bleachers. Aelnala
looked large when flying, but to men and women who had never seen a dragon before, on the ground she was
enormous and no one wanted to be the first to get close to her. And now that the rumors and stories had indeed
been proven true, Isra was looked at as something of mythical warrior.

They are afraid of me. Aelnala spoke.

That will change as soon as they learn all they need do is toss a thick slab of beef in front of you and
they make a friend forever. Isra spoke.

I can not help it if I like to eat. Aelnala said as they stopped in front of the bleachers, the eyes and faces
of hundred showing their disbelief at what stood before the. Isra reached up and removed his Spartan helmet
slowly, his violet eyes staring directly at where Tarifa and Aihola stood staring back at him. He fought down his
desire to scoop them both up within his TK power and pull them to him and ravage them in front of everyone,
announcing his claim to them to the four winds and all who would listen. He took a deep breath and finally tore
his gaze away from them and looked at Dilios.



Dilios motioned for them to come up to the podium that had been erected.

Go my Bonded Brother. Aelnala spoke. They can only hear your words and we speak with one voice.

And what will you be doing? Isra asked.

Aclnala laughed heartily. [ said you should not rush to them in greeting. I never said I could not!

Isra watched wide eyed as Aelnala maneuvered her huge frame deftly past him with a burst of speed and
headed directly for where Tarifa and Aihola stood. Many people scrambled back from Tarifa and Aihola as the
massive dirty yellow dragon walked right up to them and lowered its head. Tareif’s eyes were wide as were
Panos’s, but they remained in their places as Aelnala brought her face within centimeters of Tarifa and Aihola.

You are just as beautiful as I remember you both from that field of battle. She spoke to them.

Tarifa and Aihola reached up with no fear and placed their hands on her huge head. Her honey colored
eyes closed and her mouth opened in what amounted to a smile for a dragon.

“Aelnala.” Tarifa said softly, small tears coming to her eyes as well as Aihola’s.

1 told you that day if it was meant to be, our paths would cross once more. Aelnala said as she opened
her eyes again. It seems destiny and fate has spoken. I sense you are both free of the demons that clouded your
minds back then. I am so very happy for you. You are strong enough to Mindvoice; please... allow me to hear
your thoughts in my mind.

Aelnala... we... we tried to contact you so many times. Tarifa spoke quickly.

We thought he had... we thought he had forgotten us. Aihola said.

Forgotten you? Aelnala laughed softly. Not a day has gone by that you have not filled our thoughts
Tarifa and Aihola of the Drow. Filled his thoughts. Your messages were received by the King, as all messages
to Mjolnir’s Hand pass to him first. He did not tell Isra because he knew Isra would have dropped everything to
come here to you. To be with you. He has grown so much... we have grown so much.

You did not come here for this ceremony did you? Tarifa spoke.

Aclnala shook her massive head, her honey colored eyes sparkling. No. As I said... destiny and fate have
spoken. We have come for you. Both of you.

“Senator Dilios... honored guests... I bring greetings on behalf of Mjolnir’s Hand and King Leonidas!”
Isra’s voice boomed over the loudspeaker system and both Tarifa and Aihola closed their eyes as that sound
drifted through them. So closely bonded together as they were, Aihola felt everything Tarifa felt, and vice versa.
The touch of his hands upon her, the feel of him buried deep within her, Aihola now felt all these things as well.
And as with Tarifa, these sensations swept through her with a force unlike any she had ever felt with Dekton,
and she opened herself to them completely.

“To my fellow Spartans! I too have just recently passed my training. I am not good with words but I will
leave you with the immortal words spoken by our King’s father... written on the very monument that we so
honor with our presence this day. Mon Labe!”

The roar that followed caused many to cringe and Isra basked in the feelings of pride and honor he felt
on this field. Dilios stepped up to him and pounded him on the back, grasping his arm and pulling him back
towards where Aelnala stood with Tarifa and Aihola. Dilios hid the smile when he felt Isra’s heart begin to
pound in his chest, and his breathing became shallow. He could smell the wildness in this young Spartan, and
the power, and foremost among that was the desire bubbling from him for the two women which Dilios knew he
wanted. Isra was shielding it well, but no doubt his bond with his dragon was keeping it from leaking more than
it was or he had no doubts Tarifa and Aihola would already be within his embrace. Panos had told him of this
young violet eyed Spartan and what had happened between him and Tarifa and Dilios felt some pride at the
control Isra was using to keep from doing what his blood no doubt was craving him to do.

Dilios stopped in front of Aihola, Tarifa and her father, tightly gripping Isra’s arm to provide him even
more support.

“Commander Isra... I’'m sure you are already familiar with Chief Administrator Tarifa and Chief
Administrator Aihola.” Dilios spoke.

Isra took a deep breath. “Yes Senator... I am.” Isra bowed his head to them. “It is a pleasure to see you
both again.” He spoke with a quivering tone that only Dilios and Panos understood. “I am... I am very happy to
see you well.” He reached out slowly with a shaking hand.

Tarifa and Aihola were having a harder time maintaining their emotions, but they both bowed their
heads slightly and Tarifa reached out tentatively and slipped her hand into his. She fought down the surge of



emotion that threatened to sweep her and Aihola away at the touch of his skin on hers and quickly pulled her
hand back, a response that Isra did not expect and it sent a shudder of fear through his chest.

“You... you are looking well Isr... Commander Isra.” Tarifa managed to stammer out formally. “We...
we welcome you to Sparta and to Earth.” Tarifa, drawing from her own strength and that of Aihola managed to
bring her politicians’ face down into place and she took a deep breath. “Allow me to present Governor Panos
and my father, War Master Tareif.”

Isra looked at Panos and nodded. “Governor... I have heard great things about you from Andreus. He...
he wanted me to send his regards to you.”

Panos smiled and reached out to squeeze Isra’s shoulders. “And he has spoken well of you as well
Commander. Welcome to Earth.”

Isra turned to Tarifa’s father and bowed his head a little deeper in a show of respect for him. He had not
realized Tarifa’s father would be here, and looking at the elf General Isra could not help but be impressed. He
now knew where Tarifa got her stubbornness and sense of purpose as he looked at the stern face of Tareif.

“There are not many who have not heard the name War Master Tareif sir. Your name is spoken even on
Apo Prime with honor and respect because of your actions during the Battle for Earth and your stand beside the
Guardian of the Line.” Isra spoke as calmly as he could. “It is truly an honor to meet you.”

Tareif was taken aback. Palina had told him some of what had occurred between his daughter and this
Spartan. While he tried very hard, he could not get past the part where this man had practically forced himself
on his daughter. Perhaps it saved her life, but it was wrong no matter how Tareif looked at it. He had thought
highly of Dekton, and respected the man and Spartan he was. It was Dekton who had come to him and asked
that he be allowed to take Tarifa as his mate in the elfin tradition. It was very hard to let go of that, and no
matter what his daughter felt for this man, Tareif could not bring himself to forgive this man for putting his
Tarifa through such torment so soon after the death of her husband.

Tareif nodded his head stiffly. “Commander.” He spoke.

Isra was no fool and he detected the restrained way that Tareif spoke to him. He turned quickly to
Dilios. “Senator... we have had a long trip and Aelnala and I would like to stretch our wings so to speak.
Lohana has taken our STRIKER DT on to Sparta, and she will fly us to Eden City tomorrow. Right now... I
think it best if we just get the kinks out. We’ll fly to Sparta from here.”

“Of course Commander.” Dilios began. “I’m sure...”

“Lohana?” Tarifa and Aihola spoke together, causing Isra’s violet eyes to turn to them.

“She is the pilot of our STRIKER DT.” He answered.

“An elf?” Aihola asked quickly.

Isra nodded. “The majority of STRIKER pilots are female elves.” He replied confused by the question.
“They make the finest pilots, and all Mjolnir’s Hand pilots are female elves.”

Dilios stepped in quickly sensing the tension in the air. “We will meet you back in Sparta Commander.’
He said.

“Why are you here Commander?” Tareif asked the question moving closer behind his daughter.

Isra looked surprised. “I... I thought you all knew.” He said. “The King sent me here to assist in
investigating these murders of elves, and to find out who is threatening Tarifa and Aihola.”

“That is Chief Administrator Tarifa and Chief Administrator Aihola to you Commander.” Tareif spoke
in a low angry voice. “Whatever history you think you may have with my daughter and Aihola... it certainly
does not extend to now. And while others may consider you a Spartan, you do not deserve to hold that title in
my opinion!”

“Papa!” Tarifa snapped angrily, turning to look at him. “This is not the place!”

Isra’s eyes cut to Aelnala, her own honey eyes wide in surprise.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Tarifa... Aihola... what is wrong? Aelnala asked quickly looking back to where
Tarifa stood.

Tarifa looked at her as Aelnala kept the shielding up and not allowing Isra to hear. [Mindvoice Shielded]
My father loved Dekton like a son Aelnala. She spoke softly. He... he does not feel the same for Isra. He... he
still believes Isra forced himself on me, no matter that he was protecting me from harm.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You have allowed your father to cultivate this ideal within his mind when you
know it is not true Tarifa? Aelnala asked. Why?
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[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala... we... we never thought we would see Isra again. He did not answer any
inquiries from us of his well being. He sent us no messages. It has been over a year. Aihola spoke.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And this gives you the right to allow lies to be cultivated in the minds of others
when you know them to not be true. Aelnala said. She looked quickly to Isra, who was standing there stone
faced. He could sense her building anger, and from the reaction of her father Aelnala knew Isra had a pretty
good idea of what they were discussing. She shifted her body closer to him, tapping him with her tail gently in a
sign for him to climb onto her back. She watched as he did so and then turned back to Tarifa and Aihola.

Two hundred and twenty-seven messages he sent to you. Aelnala spoke openly now, so that Isra could
hear her. Two hundred and twenty-seven messages telling you what he was doing and how you were always in
his heart and thoughts. Both of you. This is how you repay that devotion, by allowing lies to remain when they
are not true? Perhaps fate has played a cruel joke on us for bringing us back here.

Isra stared at them with his violet eyes, and all Tarifa and Aihola saw was pain. No anger, no hate, just
pain. He turned to Dilios. “Senator I will meet with you in Sparta before traveling to Eden City. I wish to solve
this mystery of ours and then return to where I am more welcome.”

Acelnala snapped out a growl and then leaped for the sky before anyone could utter a word. They did not
see first Aihola and then Tarifa whirl on her father with venom in their eyes.

HIGH COVEN SPACE
TWENTY TWO LIGHT YEARS FROM USU’OZEIB 7
HIGH COVEN FLEET TRAINING AREA

Moran studied the star map intently, attempting to put together a plan that would save their bacon. He
had been given command of an entire Fleet Group of the best High Coven ships around and for the last two
days he had been getting his ass handed to him by the Vampire Admiral Pontal. The man was famous for never
having been defeated in a training exercise or actual combat. Every year each VHC Fleet had to take on the
members he had assembled as his aggressor force, and each year every one of them got their asses kicked. It
was a similar to the operation set up on Earth centuries in their past, for the ground forces of what was once
known as the United States. No matter what they did, the unit that went against them got their heads handed to
them by the OPFOR as they were known.

Moran stared at the chart now, wondering how he was going to pull himself out of this mess. He thought
he had been ready, Cha’talla thought he had been ready, and now he was just making a fool of himself. And in
the process making a fool of Yuri.

He turned as Cha’talla and the man who had befriended him came up to the small star chart. The
vampire Captain Luceler was two thousand years old and had been working with Moran since he had returned
with Yuri. They had grown in what you would call a friendship for vampires and Moran at least trusted him.

“What are you thinking Robert Moran?”” Cha’talla asked.

“I’m thinking that maybe I wasn’t as ready as I thought I was Cha’talla. As much as that burns me to
admit.” Moran answered honestly.

Cha’talla and Luceler smiled. “Then you would be the first to come here and admit they were not
ready.” Cha’talla spoke. “Admiral Pontal had been doing this for three centuries. You do not need to feel
humbled by this experience.”

“He’s using tactics I’ve never seen before.” Moran spoke. “Feints and pushes! No matter what I do, he
seems to predict my movements.”

“And you are using standard fleet doctrine correct?” Cha’talla asked.

“I thought that was the purpose of this?”” Moran spoke.

Cha’talla nodded. “It is. However I also know this is not how you fight. You do not use standard
doctrine to fight and win. That is not your way.”

Luceler looked at Moran. “Cha’talla was kind enough to allow me to view the tactics and strategies you
employed on Earth Commander.”

“We lost on Earth.” Moran spoke.



“Perhaps sir. But it was not because of your tactics. It was because of Prince Xerxes. True these fuel air
weapons decimated your ranks and were unknown, but even with the casualties you took, if the Union had not
landed an additional fifty thousand Spartans and the elves had not mobilized as they had, you would have won.”
Luceler spoke.

“Close only counts in hand grenades and horseshoes.” Moran spoke with a smile. He saw the confused
looks on their faces. “It’s an old Earth saying. It means you don’t get any points for second place.”

“So do not be second place now, Robert Moran.” Cha’talla spoke. “Fight this battle as you would fight
this battle. Not as some book tells you. You and I both know no books can predict war and battle.”

Moran stared into his dark eyes for a long moment and a smile began to spread across his face.
“Luceler... order all ships to stand too and engage their shrouds!”

“Even those that are damaged?” Luceler asked with a smile.

“Hell yes! This Admiral wants a battle... ’'m going to give him a battle. One he won’t forget!” Moran
snapped.

VHC REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT
ADMIRAL PONTAL’S FLAGSHIP

“Admiral!” The young Captain spoke from his station.

The ten thousand year old vampire looked up from the pad he was reading. Pontal was a vampire yes,
but he was a military officer above all else, and everything about him radiated confidence and experience. He
was unlike other senior officers in that he actually cared about the men and women under his command. There
were no rogue vampires in his command. They had slaves and they were allowed to feed, but there was no
butchery among his command, no blood drained corpses littering the decks of his ships or his base. He
maintained an iron hand of discipline and his men and women knew it.

“Speak Captain!” Pontal spoke. “Have they begun maneuvering again? I wish to put this hybrid vampire
in his place and return to the fine young slave I purchased last week. Her blood is very sweet and she squeals
delightfully when I am taking her.”

“Admiral... Commander Moran’s ships have dropped off the grid sir! They’ve engaged their shrouds!
All of them!”

Pontal came to his feet quickly, tossing the pad aside quickly. “He breaks the exercise rules.” Pontal
said. “Oh I like this hybrid. He has more balls than a pureblood! The ships that were deemed too damaged to
continue the exercise?”’

“Shrouded as well Admiral!”

A wide smile crossed Pontal’s face. “Captain... sound General Quarters and go to Shroud! We have a
battle on our hands!”

The three members of the High Coven Governing and Grading Council stepped forward quickly. They
were the men who would grade the exercise and determine who was dead and not. “Admiral... this hybrid
breaks the rules of the exercise! He must be disqualified immediately!”

Pontal looked at the three men disgust in his eyes. “Disqualified my ¢zarreth!” Pontal almost yelled.
(ass) “This hybrid vampire is smarter than the lot of officers that have come through here in the last century. He
knows he can not win using standard fleet doctrine and he is tossing that right out the window as he would do in
battle!”

“What is he going to do?”

Pontal laughed. “He’s is going to try and win!”

“Commander Moran Admiral Pontal’s fleet has shrouded!” Luceler barked out.
Robert nodded as he stood at the star chart, his fingers typing quickly on the pad. “Order the Second and
Third Wings to break off and move to 56792.2! Prepare to disengage shroud and engage! Move us to point five



seven, First Wing z minus twenty degrees! Fourth Wing z minus ten degrees! As soon as they de-shroud to
engage we do the same!”
Luceler looked at him. “How do you know he will attack the two Wings with his entire force?”
“Because ship for ship he can’t stand against our numbers! He’s been eating us up because he knows
where we have to go and how we will maneuver!” Moran snapped out. “Not this time! And be prepared for
evasive maneuvers on my mark! He knows we’re hunting him and he won’t hold anything back!”

“Two wings de-shrouding off our port side!” Pontal’s operations officer barked.

Pontal smiled. “Oh this one is smart! He’s baiting us!” He said. “Sensors!”

“No thermatronic waves detected Admiral!”

One of the graders stepped up to Pontal’s chair. “What is a thermatronic wave?” He asked.

“It is a very low frequency wave released by the Shroud when our ships move at an extremely slow
speed. Like a harmonic of sorts!” Pontal replied. “If used properly it can pin point the exact location of a
shrouded ship!”

“This is not known in the regular fleet!” The man gasped.

“Of course it is!” Pontal snapped. “Our commanders are just too stupid to use it properly, and they
usually end up giving themselves away!” Pontal came to his feet. “Give me a slow thermatronic passive sweep.
All corridors and blind spots as well. Maneuver as needed to execute.”

“He’s not taking the bait.” Cha’talla spoke from next to Moran.

“Neither would 1.” Moran spoke. “Better to lose part of your command than all of it.”

“We are at z minus twenty degrees!”

Moran nodded and looked at Luceler. “Use the belly array. A full thermatronic passive scan beneath us.
They’ll be moving just as slow as we will. Very slow and subtle. Get me outlines on all ships and then transmit
those target bearings to our ships.”

Luceler nodded. “Aye sir.”

Moran looked at Cha’talla with a predator’s smile. “Now the fun begins.”

“Fun?” Cha’talla asked.

Moran nodded. “You can damn well bet he’s doing the same thing, and it’s going to come down to who
hits first and hardest.”

“Admiral we are detecting at minimum two complete wings!” Pontal’s sensor operator declared.

“Where?”

“Z plus twenty degrees and z plus ten degrees!”

Pontal couldn’t help but laugh! “Oh but this hybrid is good! Target downward with his belly missiles
since they are the largest! Put his capital ships between his cruisers and frigates where they can provide fire
support and bring their heavier weapons to bear. Brilliant! He who shoots first is usually the winner.” Pontal
looked at the man. “Transmit firing solutions to all ships and stand by! All ships on our axis rotate one hundred
and sixty degrees and prepare to fire!”

“Ships rotating to position! We... Admiral they are de-shrouding! They are firing!”

“Damn he is good!” Pontal smiled as he said that and moved causally to his command chair and sat
down.

The undersides of seventy-seven cruisers and nineteen frigates lit up like a fireworks show as every
missile tube and plasma array fired off small electronic burst of energy. It was quite a light show as Pontal’s
ships began to de-shroud all around them, the bursts of energy causing the shrouds to de-sync and phase out.



And then the bursts of energy began to dance across the hulls of every one of Pontal’s ships as he roared his
approval from the bridge of his ship.

“Commander we are receiving a transmission from Admiral Pontal’s flagship!” Luceler spoke.

Moran turned to Cha’talla quickly before nodding. “Put it up.”

Pontal’s face appeared in the holo transmission and the smile was unmistakable. “I never thought I
would say this of a hybrid Commander, but I am impressed! So very impressed. Join me for dinner if you
would. You and all your command officers! You’ve earned it!”

Moran glanced at Cha’talla once more. “I violated the rules of the engagement Admiral.” Moran spoke.

“Yes you did.” Pontal nearly shouted. “And you won! You are the first officer to come here on my terms
and beat me in nearly three hundred years boy! Pureblood have not performed as you have! You recognized
what you needed to do and you did it! That deserves recognition!”

Moran smiled. “I would be honored Admiral!”

“Bah! Let us enjoy some good food, some good blood and then some fine female slaves!” Pontal
echoed. “I will see you on the surface of our moon Commander Moran, and rest assured, the High Lord Veldruk
will hear of your feats here this day!”

“Thank you sir!”

“I will see you at sundown Commander!” Pontal spoke before ending the transmission.

Moran turned to a beaming Cha’talla who only nodded his head in approval. As Luceler and Moran’s
other officers moved to congratulate him, Cha’talla knew he had found the man he was looking for. Yes... with
Moran on his side and by default Princess Yuri, perhaps what he had been plotting for nearly a millennia would
now be able to come to pass. Cha’talla smiled.

Yes... just maybe he could accomplish his goals now.

USU’OZEIB 7

“... definitely this Yuriko you described Princess.” The Coven officer spoke within the transmission.
“There is also a big black Spartan, two female elves and a Hadarian Healer. A male.”

“A male Hadarian Healer.” Yuri spoke. “That is interesting.”

“We were able to get a good solid lock on his face and it appears this Yuriko helped him to escape a
prison ship approximately two hundred and fifty years ago. It appears he’s been with her ever since.” The man
said.

“And they have done nothing for the entire time since arriving on the station?” Yuri asked.

“Aside from take regular shifts in the room no. She hasn’t come out at all. The room they are in is better
defensible than the Runner they arrived in and that is my guess why they are using the room as their base. One
way in and one way out. Yuriko and this Hadarian have obviously been here before. Right now she is with the
two elf females and the Hadarian in the room. Yuriko and the Spartan left a while ago. For a big bastard he
disappears pretty well.”

Yuri nodded. “Daniel Simpson.” She spoke looking at her father who sat across from her desk. “The two
elf females are his mates.”

“Is he dangerous?” Veldruk asked.

“All Spartans are dangerous father, but in answer to your question yes. Skill wise he is second only to
Leonidas. They consider each other brothers.” Yuri answered. “And if I understand correctly, the red haired elf
is also a trained Spartan. The Drow... well her skill speaks for itself. If she travels with him... then you can be
certain she is just as lethal as the rest of them.”

Veldruk shook his head. “Captain I want you to avoid a direct confrontation with him that includes any
of our troops.” He spoke. “Given the set up I have seen of this station, our vampire speed would be nullified by
the narrow corridors. Use our skills in the shadows and have the pirate scum in our employ attack them while



our troops can sneak in behind them and take the female. I want that female Hadarian in our hands, or dead.
Those are the only two options.”

“Milord... the Overseers here in the Wilds have taken a contract out on her.” The man reported. “Kill
upon sight. If I understand correctly, the contract is opened ended, and it states that no other contracts supercede
this one.”

Yuri looked at her father. “All of them have done business with her. She probably knows too much
father. They want her dead, even at the expense of business with us.”

Veldruk nodded. “They fear what she can reveal to us about their operations, yes I know.” He said.
“You have men in your employ Captain?”

“I do Milord. A dozen of the best Bounty Hunters in the Wilds, however Gellen Station is a neutral site
and everyone is forbidden to violate the inviolability of that.” The Captain said.

“Offer them double their rate!” Veldruk snapped.

The Captain paused. “Milord... we could offer them triple the rate and they would not accept the job.
Anyone who violates Gellen Station neutrality will immediately become hunted themselves. They will be able
to go no where in the Wilds without being hunted.”

“Then offer them a position within the Coven, and when the job is complete kill them!” Veldruk said.
“They are at that station for a reason, and the only reason that comes to mind is that they are waiting for
someone to come and collect them from inside the Union and guide them through the defensive perimeter.”

“If she gets across the border into Union space it will become next to impossible to target her then!”
Yuri echoed her father. “We need to take them while they are on that station! Captain if you fail this time... do
yourself a favor and take your own life! It will involve less pain than what I will show you.”

Yuri’s hand passed over the panel and the transmission ended. She sat back in her chair and looked at
her father. “We should have used our own ships and personnel.” She said.

Veldruk shook his head. “It would have raised too much suspicion.” He said. “Since the events on
Enurrua, Leonidas has established a very well funded and experienced Intelligence Network within the Wilds.
Much the same as we have. Within a few hours of a fleet of our ships entering the Wilds, the Union would
know about it and respond in kind. The Wilds serve a purpose to us, and to start a full scale war within its
borders is neither wise nor feasible right now. What were you able to obtain from the trackers that were placed
on her?”

“We tore apart her ship and were able to obtain the last thirty-seven locations she has been too in the
past five decades. I have people moving to each location now. There were two locations that we have been
unable to crack the encryption codes on, and my guess is one of them is where we will find Lisisa.” Yuri
answered.

“Do we know when this child was last sold?”” Veldruk spoke.

“The Bounty Hunter Hunal sold her thirty-eight years ago to an anonymous buyer.” Yuri replied.
“Sangria delivered her as I told you before.”

“Anonymous buyer? That is odd in slave purchases isn’t it?”” Veldruk spoke.

“There are many who wish to remain anonymous.” Yuri replied. “I would imagine the only reason to
encrypt a location however, is because it is somewhere she wasn’t supposed to be in the first place.”

“Inside the Union?” Veldruk said.

Yuri nodded. “The Union would be my first guess yes, or perhaps within the Kavala Empire. They have
been known to purchase slaves in the Wilds, and their activity appears to be increasing.”

Veldruk looked at her surprised. “What would the Kavala want with a hybrid child, even if they did
realize what she is?” He asked.

“I do not begin to understand the Kavalians father. They are shape shifters.” Yuri answered. “And they
are even more savage than the Lycavorians in my opinion.”

Veldruk nodded. “That may be so, but they are also the only species we were not able to conquer
completely Yuri, and they started the war with us. That by itself makes them a threat.”

“They have always hated their Lycavorian wolf cousins, ever since the Union smashed them down over
two millennia ago. Then they chose to go to war with us and we basically wiped them from existence.” Yuri
said meeting his gaze. “Do you think they have recovered enough to play a role in the greater scheme of things
so soon?”



“They were masters of subterfuge Yuri. You were on Earth when our conflict with them began, but they
were able to insinuate themselves into the Coven in many places. They are excellent shape shifters.” Veldruk
spoke. “And they were known in the past to kidnap young Lycavorian women to be used as pre-breeding slaves.
The Lycavorian women were the only ones who could survive the savageness of their mating frenzy before
Kavalians finally mated with another of their own race.”

“If it turns out she is in Kavalian space father, do we pursue her?”” Yuri asked.

Veldruk nodded. “Yes. She may be a mindless sex slave by now, but her blood will retain what we need
for our clones. If it is the Kavala, make sure it is an experienced Assassin Team Yuri. Our very best. Better
yet... send a team in now to scout the area. Have them remain very low profile and avoid all contact, but have
them chart planets and settlements.”

“What do you make of the reports of some sort of religious conspiracy on Elear?” Yuri asked.

“Religious conspiracies are nothing more than fanatics trying to make a stab at power.” Veldruk spoke. I
do not put much stock in their ability to be a hindrance.”

“Deia and the Elf High Minister thought enough of it to have the Elf Queen Dysea and Isabella head to
Elear to investigate it.” Yuri spoke.

Veldruk looked at her. “Isabella?” He spoke his face showing his shock. “She travels with this elf Queen
of Leonidas?”

Yuri nodded. “That is what I said as well father.” Yuri told him. “If the reports that we are receiving
from our lower placed agents are true, they have developed a...”

Veldruk looked at her. “Developed what?”” He snapped.

“They are lovers.” Yuri spoke looking at her father’s face with great satisfaction. She knew her father
hated any type of same sex relationships, and that is why he detested the elves so much.

Veldruk got to his feet in a huff. “I knew I should have killed that wench the moment she was born!” He
snapped. “Not only has she betrayed me, now she takes an elf into her bed and further disgraces me!”

Yuri smiled behind his back. “Mother did warn you about taking Isabella’s mother into your bed father.”
She said.

Veldruk waved his hand at her. “Don’t remind me Yuri!” He snapped shaking his head. “Will I never be
rid of that wretched creature?”

“I could issue a Kill Order on her father.” Yuri said without fear. “We have assets that can accomplish
the mission.”

Veldruk looked at her for a long moment. “Send your brother.” He spoke finally.

Yuri looked surprised. “Vonis? Why? He’s... he’s not...”

“He has to learn Yuri.” Veldruk spoke.

“Father I hate Isabella as much as you.” Yuri spoke. “But sending Vonis after her? And to Elear no less?
As much as it makes me want to vomit, I have to give her credit where it’s due. She... she would...”

“Say it Yuri?” Veldruk spoke.

“She would eat Vonis for lunch and not blink an eye. She was a capable warrior before she defected to
the Union.” Yuri spoke. “Now that she’s been fighting with them for a thousand years, her skills will have
doubled. Add to that the fact that she is the lover of Leonidas’s elf Queen.” Yuri shook her head. “Dysea may
be an elf, but she is also a wolf, and I may consider Leonidas a savage and a fool, but none of the whores who
share his bed are helpless. All of them, especially this Aricia now, they are all exceptional warriors. Vonis
would... he is not skilled enough.”

“There is only one way to gain that skill Yuri.” Veldruk said. “That is by doing. You know that.”

“Yes but...”

“Send a senior assassin with him then.” Veldruk spoke. “I will not coddle him because he is my only
son. If he lives he will have proven himself, if he dies, your mother and I will have to have another son.”

Yuri nodded slowly. “If that is what you wish father.” She spoke softly.

“You don’t approve do you?”

“You are the High Lord father. I will never question an order you give to me.” Yuri told him. “If you are
asking me as your daughter, no... I think it is a bad idea and could very well get him killed. In fact, I think there
is a good possibility of this. It is not because I am soft... it is because he is not ready. If he had the skills and



training I would send him in a heartbeat. He does not have these skills however. If this is what you wish... at
least allow me to send him with two senior assassins. It will improve his odds considerably.”

Veldruk nodded. “Very well.” He said. “Make it so then. I am returning to the palace. Contact me with
any word on this Hadarian wench and that operation.”

Yuri nodded. “As you wish father.”

Veldruk smiled. “Have faith Yuri. Vonis is not as weak as you might think.”

“Perhaps... but I don’t consider him weak. I consider him inexperienced.” Yuri spoke. “I will issue the
orders before I depart this evening.” Yuri got to her feet and held out the pad for him. “T have been meaning to
give this to you.”

“What is this?”” Veldruk asked taking the pad.

Yuri shrugged with a smile. “My “insurance policy” as that pig Leonidas likes to call them.”

Veldruk began reading and a smile spread across his face as he began to laugh. He looked at her and
shook his head. “Oh daughter... you can be so ruthless when you want to be.”

Yuri chuckled. “I learned from you father.” She said.

“Good.” Veldruk stepped over to her and kissed her forehead. “I will tell your mother you wish her well,
but you need to come over for a visit soon.”

“And you father.” Yuri spoke. “And you.”

EARTH
SPARTA

“Have you read the reports Andreus?” Isra asked.

He and Aelnala sat in the back of their STRIKER DT while Lohana had gone ahead to the meeting hall
that had been erected near the King’s villa on the edge of the city. It had been built with dragons in mind and
was large enough for even Torma to enter and exit easily.

Andreus looked at him in the image from Apo Prime. “Is this accurate?”

“It was compiled by General Lynwe.” Isra answered. “The Drow that King Leonidas speaks highly of.”

Andreus nodded. “Then you can be assured it is accurate. She is meticulous in her work. This is
definitely a Spartan, and judging by the entry wounds a large Spartan. Easily as large as Daniel.”

Isra sat back in the chair. “That big?”

Andreus nodded. “The downward angle of the thrust suggests someone well over two meters tall.” He
looked at Isra. “This was done out of rage Isra. It is a clean thrust, no jagged edges, which suggests great
strength. These two elves did not die immediately. It took perhaps a minute for both of them to pass based on
the damage and resilience of elves. I double checked this with Kmyla. Even though the spine was severed and
the heart and lungs destroyed, she said they would have lain there and bled out, but still been very much alive.”

“So whoever he was, he watched them die.” Isra spoke.

Andreus nodded. “It would appear so. Chief Mage Thr’won and the Oracle, I showed them these reports
as well. They believe Tarifa and Aihola are the ultimate targets and these others are just ways to instill fear and
doubt. Whoever this is, he carries great rage for Tarifa and Aihola for some reason.”

“They have done much to anger many if recent history is accurate.” Isra spoke. “But why leave the
bodies on the beaches of the city she destroyed and not in Eden City?”

“Thr’won is having someone at the main University here look over this information in the next day or
s0.” Andreus spoke. “A doctor of the mind. She is going to try and help figure this out. I gave her your COM
channel in case she wants to communicate directly with you.”

Isra nodded slowly. “Very well.”

Andreus leaned closer in the transmission. “How did the reunion go?”” He asked.

Isra looked at him. “Not well Andreus.” He answered softly. “Not as [ would have liked.”

“I’m truly sorry my friend.” Andreus said.

“I will travel to this New Miami tomorrow and meet with Lynwe before moving to Eden City.” Isra
spoke.

“Use whatever assets you need to.” Andreus told him.



Isra nodded. “I will contact you when I know something.” He ended the transmission and sat back in the
chair.

Acelnala moved up behind him, the inside of the DT giving her plenty of room to be able to move around
freely.

I am sorry as well Isra. She spoke softly, gently nudging his shoulder with her head.

Isra nodded slowly. I should have known it could never be. He said. Her father hates me doesn’t he?

Yes... but for false reasons... reasons that Tarifa and Aihola did nothing to refute. I don’t know why they
would do this. Aelnala spoke.

Isra turned in his chair and looked at her. /¢ does not matter. I am a Spartan now and a member of
Mjolnir’s Hand, regardless of what this Tareif thinks or says. I will do my duty... we will do our duty and then
continue on with this path we now walk.

Aclnala’s honey eyes sparkled. You have grown much my Bond Mate, and it does my heart proud.

We have grown Aelnala. Isra spoke. Now let’s get to this meeting before they overwhelm Lohana.

Lohana had been a pilot for going on six hundred of her nine hundred years, but she was also a female,
and she knew when she was being sized up. And sized up with unfriendly eyes. Lohana was beautiful by
anyone’s standard with long dark hair and light brown eyes. She had gone on ahead of Isra and Aelnala to the
meeting hall, and now she was regretting it.

“Where is he Commander?” Tareif demanded of her. “I thought Spartans were supposed to be prompt!”

Lohana looked at Tareif. “He was speaking to Captain Andreus when I left War Master. He will be
along shortly. Isra is very thorough.”

“How long have you been his personal pilot?” Tarifa asked from her chair at the table next to Aihola.
She attempted to keep her voice neutral, but the jealous nature and tone of the question leaked out.

Dilios and Panos rolled their eyes as Lohana smiled gently. “I was selected eight months ago to be their
pilot.” She answered Tarifa’s question. “We have been together ever since he completed his Spartan training
and was awarded his Shi Viska.”

“He is not needed here!” Tareif snapped out.

Lohana looked at him. “The King does not share your opinion War Master.”

“Why send him after what he has done.” Tareif barked.

“Papa!” Tarifa spoke scolding him. “T asked you to stop that!”

“King Leonidas considers the Chief Administrators to be like sisters to him War Master, you know
that.” Lohana spoke ignoring the obvious implied insult. “And as a Bonded Pair, Commander Isra and Aelnala
are considered second only to the King and Queen in terms of skill and power.” Lohana saw the looks of
surprise from both Tarifa and Aihola. “You didn’t know that did you?”

“No.” Aihola replied softly shaking her head and looking at Tarifa who met her eyes.

“I surmise there is much you don’t know.” Lohana spoke softly looking at them. “And much you will
now never learn.”

“What I know is that he is late!” Tareif barked. “And I for one...”

“I am not late.” Isra’s voice carried from the front of the room and they turned to see him walk into the
hall, Aelnala beside him. “Unless you consider two minutes after the hour this meeting began as late. In that
case then I suppose I am.”

“Commander Isra!” Dilios spoke, happy that they could begin the meeting and get it over with before a
fight between Isra’s pilot and Tarifa and Aihola began. The plot hatched between him, Panos and Selene was
not taking shape as they had wanted, and he could only hope it didn’t get worse. “I have the information you
requested.”

“What information?” Tarifa asked looking at Dilios.

“All data pertaining to Spartans who fell during the Battle for Earth.” Isra answered her question. “Their
histories and family names.”

“What? Why?”

“These killings were not random as you and Administrator Aihola deem them.” Isra spoke moving
closer to the table. “I have spoken with Andreus and Chief Mage Thr’won is also now involved. They believe,



as [ do, that the two of you are being targeted for some reason. The killer of these two elves is, without question,
a Lycavorian with Spartan training. Based on the wounds and the strength needed to inflict them in such a
manner, he is a very large Spartan. He is using the beaches of New Miami as a dumping ground, sending you a
message.”

“What message?” Tarifa demanded.

“That he is coming for you.” Isra answered. He turned to Dilios. “I will assume command of the
investigation Senator. I’ve already spoken with General Lynwe and Admiral Jamerl and they are in agreement.
Governor Panos if you will dispatch three Lochi to Eden City in the morning when the Administrators return.
They will now be blanketed with Spartan security until I have had time to meet the Dragoons that currently
provide security for them.”

“Those are my men!” Tareif bellowed. “You can’t just remove my men!”

“It is already done.” Isra spoke setting the data pad on the table. “I have reassigned your Dragoons to
external security until I have talked with all of them personally. Please see to it that this is expedited quickly or I
will do it myself. Whichever you prefer.”

“Isra... what are you doing?” Tarifa asked.

His violet eyes fell on her and they caused shivers to course through both her and Aihola in their
intensity. “I am doing what I was sent here to do.” He spoke.

“You think you can come here and just start ordering us about!” Tareif barked.

Isra turned to look at him. “Yes... actually I do.” He said firmly. “Regardless of what your personal
feelings toward me may be War Master Tareif, or the lies that may have been allowed to ferment in regards to
me, I am still a Spartan Commander in Mjolnir’s Hand. I speak with the King’s voice in all matters, and I act
with his will and blessing in those same matters. It is the reason he formed Mjolnir’s Hand, and it is the reason
we are now spreading out among the Union. You will do as I order you War Master, or I will relieve you of
your command until this is over.” Isra stepped closer to Tareif, staring into his angry eyes. “You may contact
the King if you wish; to confirm what I tell you. That is his personal channel. He is currently involved with
Queen Anja and Queen Aricia in retrieving some valuable information to the Union, but I’'m sure he would not
mind taking a transmission from you. He holds you in very high regard.” Isra held out the COM unit. “And then
you will follow my orders.”

Panos couldn’t help but grin at the forceful and commanding presence this young Spartan Commander
was displaying. “I will have the three Lochi moving first thing in the morning Commander.” He spoke.

Isra looked at him. “Thank you Governor.” He turned to look at Tarifa and Aihola. “Until we discover
what is going on, the two of you will travel in my STRIKER DT. It is much more advanced than the STRIKER
ATs now assigned to Earth. Lohana will take you where you need to go once she drops Aelnala and I in New
Miami tomorrow.”

“This is ridiculous!” Aihola spoke. “Everyone is overreacting!”

“Perhaps... but it is a necessary precaution.” Isra spoke. “There is not much else we can do until we
return to the North American continent. Senator Dilios, I thank you for the offer of the room at the King’s villa,
but under the circumstances, Aelnala and I will stay on our ship tonight.”

“The King’s villa is meant for members of Mjolnir’s Hand to stay at Commander Isra.” Dilios said.
“That is why the extra rooms were built.”

Isra nodded. “I know. It’s best however, if we stay on our ship. I’ve already arranged for my own
lodgings while in Eden City as well. Administrator Selene was going to have me take the upper suite of the
visiting dignitaries center so that Aelnala and I could come and go as we pleased. I’ve arranged for something
similar, though not as extravagant on the outskirts of the city.”

Dilios nodded. “I understand Commander.” He spoke.

“I understand there was a school full of children wanting to meet the yellow dragon.” Isra said with a
smile. “Could you point me in that direction? Aelnala likes the attention she receives from children, as they do
not make conclusions on only what they are told.”

Dilios smiled and motioned with his hand. “Right this way.”

Isra and Aelnala turned and started for the doorway following Dilios as Tarifa and Aihola looked at each
other and then got to their feet. Tarifa had an angry look on her face and she started to follow them just as her
father grabbed her arm. “Tarifa... let it go! I will talk to Martin and...”



Tarifa wrenched her arm free and moved quickly to the outside of the building where she saw Isra
climbing onto Aelnala’s back as Dilios pointed across the city. She moved quickly up to stand beside Aelnala
and looked up at him as Dilios moved away rapidly.

“Isra what... what are you doing?” She demanded.

Isra looked down at her. “As I said, I’'m doing what I was sent here to do. Protect you and Aihola.” He
answered.

“You know what I mean.” Tarifa snapped.

Isra looked at her with those violet eyes and she felt a shiver of delight wash through her as the flicker of
love and passion and desire caressed her for the briefest of moments. Then it was gone just as quickly.

“What I know Chief Administrator Tarifa...” Isra spoke, his words cold and unfeeling now. “What I
know is that whatever hopes I had clung to these last thirteen months, you have quickly shown me were a fool’s
hope. I will do my duty now, and then Aelnala and I will leave so that you and Aihola may continue on with
your lives, and whoever you are already sharing it with. If you will excuse us... we have some children we
would like to surround ourselves with right now. They are free of lies and untruths.”

“Isra I... we didn’t hear from you for so long! We thought... we thought you had gone on with your life.
Were... were we supposed to wait for you? You say you sent these messages... we never received them. Not
one!”

“So you have found someone else?”” He said.

“I didn’t say that!” Tarifa snapped. “But it appears you have found someone so the nights aren’t cold!
Do you expect us to believe Lohana is just your pilot? We are not fools Isra.”

Isra’s smile was sad. “No Tarifa... you are not. Neither of you are fools. You have figured it out Tarifa.
I applaud you. I should have expected I could not get that past you. You are too smart for that.”

Aclnala’s head turned. What are you doing Isra?

Making this easier for them. And me.

You have done nothing wrong Isra. Why would you make it appear as if you have? Aelnala asked.

I can never be what they need and deserve Aelnala. I know that now. It’s better this way really. Isra
spoke.

“Isra?” Tarifa spoke.

“Do not worry Tarifa. I will cause no problems for you and Aihola. When this threat to you is over I will
leave and you will have no worries. You and Aihola may return to your lives with whoever it is you have
chosen to live it with. Aelnala go!” Isra barked.

With a single leap Aelnala took to the sky and in three powerful flaps of her wings was gone just as
Aihola came up beside her.

“Tarifa?” She asked softly taking her hand.

Tarifa looked at Aihola her sapphire eyes moist. “I have this dark pit opening again in my heart Nya
Istel”

“I know my love... I feel it too.” Aihola said softly. “We... we should have told your father everything
Tarifa. Like we told your mother. This is our fault... and what we have wanted for so long is now on the verge
of being lost. These feelings coursing through you my love, I feel them just as strongly as you. I’ve come to
welcome them and cherish them as my own. They are my own now. We can not let this stand. We have to fix
this.”

“How? He thinks we allowed my father to think these things about him for a reason.” Tarifa spoke. “He
thinks there is someone else in our lives. And he is not telling us something.”

“Why?”

“Isra is not Dekton Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke. “I know you can sense that. He is wilder... so much more
passionate and free with his emotions. But he is also... he is also still a child with those emotions. We have hurt
him... and I don’t know how to fix that now.”

“We will Tarifa.” Aihola spoke. “We will.”

GELLEN STATION
COMMAND CENTER



“Never seen this type of ship signature before.” The tech spoke looking at his sensor screen. “It looks
like a Union STRIKER, but it’s too big for that, it’s wider and longer. I’m not reading anything unusual
however.”

“Did they have codes?” The second tech asked.

“Older codes, but that’s not surprising if they haven’t been here in a while and they’re coming out of
Union space.”

“Let them dock. Station rules apply to them as well. If they have codes, they’ll know that. It’s probably
a bunch of mercs hoping to collect the Bounty on that Hadarian wench. Everyone seems to think she’s here on
this station for some reason.” The man spoke. “Let them dock. More business for us.”

The first tech shrugged. “DT4938 you are cleared for entry into bay thirty-four. Standard rules apply.”

“Affirmative.” The female replied.

The tech looked at his partner. “Sounds like an elf.” He said.

“In the Wilds? Not a chance.”

For’mya turned in her chair and looked at where Anja sat in the second engineering chair next to Tina.
“We have received clearance Anja.” She spoke.

“Send a coded message to Danny’s COM. Have him meet us in the landing bay.” Anja spoke as she got
up and moved into the rear of the STRIKER DT. She strode past the dozen Spartans that sat with Belen, all of
them wearing civilian clothes, and went right to where Miath was secured in his harness.

Anja placed her hands on either side of his huge head as he lowered it down in front of her. 7 need you to
remain on the ship and protect For’mya and the others Miath. She said looking into his deep gray eyes.

I will do this Anja.

I will keep our link open and I have a feeling we’ll be returning quickly, so I need you to be prepared.
Anja said.

All will be ready.

Anja smiled as she gazed at him. [ am so very happy I found you Miath. She said.

Not as happy as I that you found me, my Bonded Queen. Miath spoke nudging her shoulder gently with
his snout. Remember what the King and Elder Mother have taught us.

Anja nodded. I will. Please don’t do anything reckless.

Me? Reckless?

Anja laughed. Yes you.

Miath chuckled within their connection. You are far more reckless than I will ever be Anja. He said
indignantly. I am the epitome of calm and reserved.

Youve been hanging around Isheeni too long. Anja joked.

Is it working?

No. Anja said. She leaned over and kissed his cool snout softly. Just be careful.

Miath nodded his huge head. And you.

Anja turned and moved over to where Seanna stood up and held out the P190 to her. “All is ready.”
Seanna spoke.

Anja stepped close to her, pressing her body tightly to Seanna’s firm, supple figure and not caring that
there were Spartans present. Seanna was only an inch taller than Anja, and their bodies touched in all the right
places as far as she was concerned. Miath watched with smiling gray eyes from his harness, while the others
simply ignored what was happening. Most of them had seen it all before. What had started as something small
after Aricia had been taken from them a year ago, had blossomed into what it was now, and that was a full
blown love affair that was not going to go anywhere soon.

Where Anja went, Seanna was with her. And Seanna was simply delighted by that.

Seanna had discovered herself completely when Anja had come into her life. The wild and sometimes
reckless, Persian red haired Queen had opened a door into a world that Seanna had never experienced before,
and it was a world she had no intention of leaving. Since their first night together, their love making had only
grown more intense and passionate as they discovered the little things that made each other tremble with desire
and passion. Seanna knew that Martin Leonidas would always have a place in Anja’s heart and her bed, and that



would never change. Seanna also knew that Anja would never deny Aricia or Dysea and now even Isabella
attention of any sort when they were all together, but she also knew that Anja was beginning to curtail those
liaisons and spending more and more time in their bed with her. Perhaps one day Seanna would willingly share
a bed with Anja and the King, but for now she was very content having Anja all to herself whenever the
opportunity arose.

Anja looked into Seanna’s dark green eyes. “And I am very happy I found you as well.” Anja
whispered.

Seanna smiled and leaned forward to kiss her softly. “Not as happy as I am that you found me.” She
said. “We should proceed with caution my love. Pirates and mercenary scum can be very unpredictable.”

Anja nodded. “We will.” She said. “If... if she truly is my sister, we will be very cautious. I have no
desire to lose her just when we have found her.”

“Anja... you do realize that she... she will be very different than what you might think.” Seanna said.
“She will not trust us... trust you. She will only be thinking of herself.”

Anja nodded. “T know. I'm ready for that. I know the life she has led has been a nightmare... but we
have to try and fix it. At least as much as we can.”

“And we will.” Seanna spoke. “Just so you are not disappointed if it does not happen as quickly as you
might like. We must be... we must be patient with her.”

“I will be.” Anja said with a nod. “I will be.”

CHAPTER SIX
GELLEN STATION

Sangria was going crazy, of that she had no doubts.

Almost three days trapped in this room with men and women who neither liked her nor wanted to be
around her. Of course, Sangria had made no effort to reach out to them either. She let her eyes wander over the
two female elves who sat facing her across the room, and the lone Hadarian male who occupied the chair by the
door. Since Anuk had told her two days ago to stop complaining, none of them had made much conversation
with her at all, unless it was necessary. Nayeca, the beautiful dark skinned elf had been the kindest, trying
several times to strike up a conversation, but Sangria hadn’t allowed it to progress much past the first few
questions. It was obvious to her from the way Anuk and Nayeca acted together that they were just as much in
love with each other as they were in love with the hulking black skinned Spartan who had left with the vampire
witch thirty minutes ago.

Sangria had no desire to go to Apo Prime with these people, no matter what or who they were looking
for. She remembered vividly the contract they were interested in, and Sangria had done her best over the last
nearly forty years to try and forget that particular job. The buyer and the men who he had surrounded himself
with were some of the most vicious looking and evil men she had ever seen. She also remembered vividly who
they were apparently after it seemed. Seanna could still see the dazzling light brown eyes with generous green
flecks in them, and the long raven black hair of the young woman who had been taken from her ship that day.
The sorrow and anger she had felt having to drop her in that place was not enough to override her own sense of
survival however, and Sangria had gotten away as fast as she was able. What Sangria couldn’t figure out was
why they wanted to get her to Apo Prime so quickly now. This was no longer just about that contract she had
taken, this had now become about her as well and she didn’t know why. Her last visit to Apo Prime had ended
with a harrowing escape nearly fifty years ago. An escape that had almost cost her not only her ship but her life
as well and she had no desire to go back to that planet any time soon.

Sangria had no doubts that Gellen Station was now full of Bounty Hunters just waiting for a chance to
collect on the contract that Cyngi and the other Overseers had taken out on her, and she had no illusions that it
was a minor one at that. The only advantage she had going for her now was that they apparently were not aware
that she was here on the station; or at least they weren’t completely sure. She had to admit, whoever these men
and women were, they were very professional and very careful. She was never alone, and as skilled as she was,
Sangria was smart enough to know that there was no way she could defeat even one of the elf females, let alone



both of them and the Hadarian male. She knew she would have to play along until she had the right opportunity
to escape, hijack whatever ship she could, and find a place to hide where no one would ever discover her.

The dark skinned Spartan and the female vampire had left a few minutes before to supposedly meet with
others who were here to help them get off the station, but if Sangria knew Cyngi as well as she thought she did,
that was not going to be as easy as they hoped.

Anja squeezed Danny around the waist in greeting, as he planted a soft kiss on top of her head, his hand
reaching out to squeeze Seanna’s hand in greeting as well as he hugged Anja back with the other arm.

“It’s good to see you Red.” He spoke softly as they stood just inside the landing bay door.

Anja smiled as she looked up at him. “I see Anuk and Nayeca are feeding you well enough.” She told
him with a grin. “I truly don’t know what you would do without those two looking out for you.”

Danny chuckled. “They feed me too good sometimes, and without them I wouldn’t be standing here
either. Pretty much the same situation if Marty didn’t have you, Aricia and Dysea watching out for his skinny
ass.” He replied and Anja stepped up to Yuriko and kissed her cheek in greeting.

“Martin’s ass may be many things, but it isn’t skinny!” Anja answered with a laugh. She looked at his
dark eyes. “Thank you Danny.” She said softly. “Thank you so very much.”

Dan smiled as he became serious and squeezed her again. They had shared something once long ago,
and while it was not meant to be as they both knew, it made them as close as any brother and sister could be.
“For you and Marty Red, anything. You know that.”

Anja smiled as she turned to Yuriko, stepping up to her. “Yuriko...” Anja said softly. “What you have
done for...”

Yuriko smiled and shook her head. “I am a firm believer in things happening for a reason Anja.” Yuriko
spoke with a nod this time. “Having this Sangria turn out to be your sister as well as our only connection to
Lisisa was meant to be.”

Danny looked at Belen and the other Spartans that were dressed in civilian clothes. “You’re Atropos’s
son?”” Dan asked.

Belen nodded quickly. “Yes sir.”

Danny grinned. “I ain’t no sir.” He spoke. “But I do have a feeling we’ll have to fight our way out of
here. I hope you’re ready?”

Belen grinned savagely. “I’'m always ready.” He spoke.

Danny turned back to Anja. “It’s gonna be a shootout.” He spoke. “They have a pretty good idea of
where we have her stashed. Yuriko and I believe that they’ll try and hit us the moment we move for the ship.”

“I thought this station was neutral ground?”” Seanna spoke moving up next to Anja. “A safe haven that
no one was allowed to violate?”

Yuriko nodded. “It is.” She spoke in reply. “Daniel and I have marked at least a dozen mercenaries who
seem to have a different agenda however, and we believe they are working for the Coven.” She said. “They are
undoubtedly looking for Sangria as well, and they will not care the station is neutral. They’ll pay whatever they
need to in order to get these men to either capture or kill her.”

Dan looked at Anja. “Marty is coming I hope.” He said.

Anja nodded. “He’ll meet us on the other side of the defensive perimeter.” She answered. “He can’t
bring MJOLNIR’S HAND across the border as it will violate treaties we have with other established
governments. For’mya and Endith are waiting with the STRIKER DT we came on. You’ll need to leave your
ship.”

Dan nodded. “We figured as much. That ship has seen about all the action it’s going to get now. It’s
almost as well known as we are. You bring your dragon?”

Anja looked at him with a grin. “What do you think? Miath is just as much my shadow as Seanna is.”

Dan shook his head. “I don’t know how you do it?”” He spoke. “Just being close to one of those dragons
is scary enough to me.”

Anja chuckled. “Danny... I didn’t know you were scared of anything.”

“Hell yes woman!” Dan spoke. “I keep telling people that’s why I have Anuk and Nayeca to protect me
at night.”



Yuriko chuckled as well. “We should get back to the room as soon as we can.” She spoke.

“Does she know who I am?” Anja asked.

Danny shook his head. “She’s got a serious attitude that one, and we haven’t really spoken to her a
whole lot. She pissed off Anuk the first day here.” He said.

Anja and Seanna looked surprised. “I though Anuk was the more level headed of your mates Daniel?”
Seanna asked finally.

“She is... which is saying a lot when it comes to our girl.” Dan replied.

“You didn’t adjust her attitude Danny?”” Anja asked. “That’s a little bit surprising for me to hear.”

“Believe me... Anuk came close a couple times.” Dan replied with a smile. “She’s got skill, but she’s
arrogant and has a serious chip on her shoulder. Sort of reminds me of you when you first showed up on
EDEN.”

Anja slugged him in the arm as hard as she could. “Bite your tongue!” She snapped.

Dan laughed. “Well... I'm sure it will be quite the bomb when you do drop it on her.” He said. “But
right now, let’s get off this station and into friendly territory first.”

Anja nodded. “T agree.” She said.

“We should return to the room in smaller groups.” Yuriko spoke. “Belen... can you drop off and follow
our scents two or three at a time?”

Belen nodded. “Easily.” He answered. “I’ll have my men make their way to your location over a period
of thirty minutes so as not to draw too much attention.”

Yuriko nodded. “Then we should head back now, and have the next group leave in fifteen minutes.”

Belen nodded. “T’ll see to it.”

“You never do anything the easy way do you Danny?”” Anja asked.

“Now where’s the fun in that?”” Danny answered with a grin.

Sangria didn’t know what to make of the diminutive woman who came into the room. She was familiar
to her somehow, as if she had seen her before. Her Persian red hair was tied and braided into a long pony tail,
and the civilian clothes she wore hugged an obviously very firm and physically fit body with large breasts and a
shapely set of legs and ass. She greeted the two elf females with embraces and soft kisses on their cheeks as if
they were old friends, while the Hadarian male was greeted with a causal handshake and a deep bow from the
man to her. Then those jade green eyes fell on her as the young woman came across the room to stand in front
of her. Sangria felt an odd sensation staring at the young woman, like she should know who this was, but
Sangria was excellent with faces and she was quite sure she’d never seen her before. She may have been short,
but that did not detract from the firmness of her body. Now that she was closer, Sangria could make out the lean
muscles hidden under her sleeves and her pants. This was no ordinary woman, and the fact that she was
Hadarian did not escape Sangria either.

Anja’s hands were shaking as she stared at Sangria and she reached out tentatively with one hand.
“I'm... I’'m Anja.” She spoke softly.

Sangria looked at her sternly. “And that means what to me?”” She snapped, keeping her rude demeanor
in full force and not taking the offered hand. She had no desire to become friendly with these men and women
after what they had done.

Anja’s eyes narrowed a little and she took a deep breath. She didn’t particularly care for arrogant and
rude people, and even though Danny had warned her, Anja was unprepared for the vehemence with which
Sangria’s words came out.

“I apologize for what has happened the last few days, and I will explain it to you more in detail when we
are off this station, I promise you. Right now however, we need to work together if we are to survive.” Anja
spoke.

“You apologize for destroying my life? Gee... that’s pleasant of you!” Sangria snapped.

“If I understand correctly, your life was that of a smuggler and pirate.” Anja spoke, still maintaining her
composure. “Not exactly the most respectful of occupations wouldn’t you say?”

“I was doing just fine until you and your friends showed up!” Sangria snapped. “And who the hell are
you to tell me what my life is like? You don’t know anything about me.”



Anja nodded. “That is true... however I was speaking in general terms.” Anja replied. “The life of a
smuggler and pirate does not strike me as the most benevolent occupation and certainly not the most rewarding,
considering that you are Hadarian and what you could become is so much more.”

“You mean become a Healer like him?”” Sangria snapped. “Like you?”

Anja’s eyes twinkled and she canted her head. “You can tell that from just a glance can you?” She said.
“That is certainly impressive, as that is a skill not many of our people have been able to master.”

“I am not your people!” She barked. “I don’t want to be your people! You suckered me into this with
threats and intimidation and now I don’t have any option but to go with you!”

“I find trouble believing anyone intimidated you, but would you prefer the option of falling into the
Coven’s hands?” Anja spoke calmly. “Or being killed by Bounty Hunters perhaps?”

“Those Bounty Hunters wouldn’t be coming after me if it wasn’t for you people!” Sangria said. “And
the Coven didn’t know I existed until you people showed up at the Star’s Ghost!”

“Do you really believe that?” Anja asked still maintaining her calm. “They eventually would have found
their way to you Sivana. We and the Coven... we are searching for the same thing.”

“My name is not Sivana!” Sangria snapped.

“That is your given name.” Anja spoke forcefully. She had never been known for having much patience,
and even though Sangria was the sister she had never known, she was rapidly beginning to rub Anja the wrong
way. “The name given to you at birth.”

“How would you know what was given to me at birth?” She almost screamed. “You weren’t there! My
name is Sangria... that has always been my name!”

“That is the smuggler’s name you gave to yourself.” Anja stated firmly, never losing eye contact with
her. “You are Hadarian by birth, and your given name is Sivana. That is not something you can escape. Nor is it
something I will allow you to escape!”

Sangria stepped closer to Anja, using the three inch height advantage her boots gave her to try and
impose herself as greater than she was. “Listen lady... I don’t know who you are, or what you think you are...
but you are not my friend, and I don’t want you as a friend! I’m also not stupid... and the only way for me to
stay alive now is to remain with you and your jerk friends that got me into this in the first place!”

Anja did not bat an eye as Sangria tried to intimidate her with the slight height advantage. “My friends
have saved your life three times to date, and they have been protecting you for the last week.” Anja stated. “You
could be a little more respectful towards them.”

“Why? Because you say so?” Sangria asked contemptuously. “You don’t look like much sister. Are you
telling me I should be scared of little old you?”

“No.” Anja spoke with a smile. “I don’t suppose I do. No... you shouldn’t be scared of me, I would
never do anything to harm you, but you should be respectful towards my friends because without them, you
would already be dead.” She stated very confidently.

“Yeah... as all of you keep reminding me.” Sangria barked.

“Perhaps because you need to be reminded of that fact occasionally. The truth does sometimes hurt.”
Anja said.

The sound of the door opening and three more individuals entering caused them both to turn and Anja
saw the look in Belen’s eye. She turned away from Sangria and faced him. She had come to know Atropos and
Belen well enough over the last few months as her primary Spartan guards to recognize when their faces held
alarm or danger in them.

Belen’s face and eyes told her of big problems.

“What is it Belen?”” She asked quickly.

“It appears our arrival has spurred these mercenary scums into action.” Belen spoke confidently and
calmly. “They are beginning to mass down the corridor, though they are trying to be discrete about it.
Ridiculously so.”

“How many?”” Danny asked.

Sangria looked at the Spartan soldier and couldn’t help but find him attractive. He was not your pretty
boy type handsome; he was ruggedly good looking in every sense of the word, with a deep tan, and a lean
muscular build under the civilian clothes that he wore. His dark hair was cut short, his face sporting a two or
three day old growth of whiskers that only added to his appeal in her eyes. And his dark eyes were bright and



alert. He moved with the confidence of a predator, and the hint of wildness in his eyes caught Sangria’s
attention more than anything else.

“At least a dozen, perhaps more.” Belen replied. “We should begin moving back to the ship now my
Queen.” He said stepping closer and looking at Anja intently. His father had taught him that Anja could be
extremely stubborn at times, and there were moments when you had to make your voice heard with her. “There
could be more massing in other locations and the more time we delay here, the more time they will have to lay
traps along the way.”

Sangria’s sea green eyes went a little wider when she heard him call Anja ‘Queen’ and her eyes darted
to Anja. She watched Anja nod quickly. “I agree Belen. I have no desire to remain here any longer than
necessary.” Anja spoke just as calmly.

Who were these people? Who was this woman that seemed so very familiar and was called Queen?
What exactly had she gotten herself into here? All these thoughts were zipping through Sangria’s head.

“The King should not be far from the rendezvous coordinates Milady.” Belen spoke. “He and my father
would not be happy if I allowed something to happen to you now when we are so close.”

Anja smiled and reached up to squeezed his thick arm. “Don’t worry. When it comes to situations like
this Belen, I will listen to your council without question.”

Belen smiled and nodded slowly. “Good. I did not want to have to resort to what my father told me I
might have to do.”

Anja laughed at him. “I don’t even want to know.” She replied. “Belen... I want you to stay with Siv...
Sangria.”

“Milady... my duty is to you.” Belen stated quickly.

Anja nodded once more and placed her hand on his arm above his Shi Viska. “I know... but I trust you
more than anyone to keep her safe Spartan. You know what she is to me Belen?” She spoke softly so that only
he could hear her words.

“Yes Milady I do.” Belen answered quickly. He glanced at Sangria and then back to Anja. “I will do as
you wish Anja.”

Anja touched his arm gently. “Thank you Belen.” She said softly.

Danny stepped up to the door. “Ok... Anuk, Nayeca and I will lead out. Yuriko, Anja and Filrian next,
Belen with Sangria and then the others fall in behind us as we move. We make no stops people. If they looked
threatening then they probably are, so take them down. This station is about to bust wide open, and we need to
get off quick.”

Danny saw heads nod in agreement and he looked at Anuk and Nayeca standing next to him. “Ok...
let’s do this!”

MJOLNIR’S HAND

Martin snapped awake this time, even the cool air of their quarters on MJOLNIR’S HAND not removing
the cold sweat that poured from his chest and forehead. His eyes were wide and fully changed; his fangs
extended to their full length. He could hear the alarm of the communications chime on the table next to their
bed but he ignored it completely as his senses reached out for Aricia.

“Beloved!” Aricia’s voice gasped from beside him and his head snapped around instantly at the tone of
her voice. She huddled on the bed, the sheets wrapped around her, the remnants of the cold sweat still in sight as
drops of sweat rolled down her face, and between the deep valley formed by her breasts. Her azure blue eyes
were also changed and her fangs fully extended.

Martin didn’t pause and shifted on the bed, pulling her into his arms and crushing her to him. Aricia let
out an almost contented sigh as she felt his arms envelope her, and she wrapped her own arms around his head,
pulling his face to her breasts as her legs stretched out alongside his waist and curled around his lower back. As
his aura wrapped around her Aricia began to regain control of her racing heart.

“Martin! It... it was so real!” She gasped out, her cheek pressed tightly against his black hair.

“I know...” He spoke softly, his arms tightening around her. “I felt the fire and heat! I felt it as it burned

2

me.



“Something is happening Beloved.” She spoke taking his face in her hands and pulling his head away
from her breasts to look into his eyes.

“I’ve never seen them before.” Martin spoke softly. “Most of them looked like children Aricia. I...”

Martin! Aricia Blue eyes! Isheeni’s frantic voice filled their minds.

Aricia’s head came up instantly. Isheeni what is it? What’s wrong?

You... you and Martin were screaming in our thoughts! Torma exclaimed. We saw fire and death and
pain!

You... you saw it too? Martin asked stunned.

As deeply as we have bonded my King, your thoughts and those of Aricia have become our thoughts,
especially when they are vivid and unshielded. Isheeni replied. We tried reaching out to you... but it was as if
something had a hold of you and would not let you go. Torma and I finally joined our thoughts and sent a
psychic pulse screaming through our bond.

Martin looked at Aricia in his arms. We should have spoken with Helen before we left. He said.

Aricia nodded. We must speak to her when we return. We can not let this go any longer beloved. The
four of us... if something was able to grip us like that... hold us... it speaks of great Mindvoice power.

Martin nodded slowly. As soon as we collect Anja and her sister we will return to Apo Prime and speak
with Helen. He finally noticed the annoying chime coming from the COM table and he leaned back to slap the
panel. “Go ahead!” He barked.

“Milord... are you and Queen Aricia alright?” Komirri’s voice echoed on the COM.

“We are fine Captain.” Martin spoke leaning his head forward to touch Aricia’s breasts as her hands
stroked his head. There was nothing sexual to their touch, not this time. As with Anja and Dysea and Isabella,
just the feel of each others flesh could sooth them in almost any circumstance, and with Aricia it was almost
instantly that Martin was able to regain his focus and calmness. The two of them were more deeply connected in
many ways, though that deep connection never got in the way of them showing their love for Anja, Dysea,
Isabella and most especially For’'mya. “How soon until we reach the rendezvous coordinates?”’

“I was actually calling to let you know Milord.” Komirri answered. “We are thirty minutes from the
edge of the Gellen Asteroid Field. We reactivated the Defensive perimeter as soon as we were across.”

“How long to Gellen Station?” Martin asked.

“We should arrive in just under forty minutes sire. Queen Anja and the others should be waiting for us
there.”

Martin nodded and looked up to gaze into Aricia’s eyes. “Captain we’ll meet you on the bridge in thirty
minutes.” He spoke. “Make sure we maintain Shroud until Anja contacts us directly.”

“Understood sire.” Komirri spoke.

Martin kissed her softly, a kiss of great feeling and emotion, and Aricia responded instantly by returning
the kiss. After a long moment they parted, and though both could feel the beginnings of sexual arousal flittering
in their bodies, they both knew they had more important things to take care of.

Did you hear the name they were calling Beloved? She asked.

Martin nodded. Lyca. He said softly.

What does it mean?

Martin looked at her. I don’t know... but we will find out; that I promise you.

EARTH
NEW MIAMI

“We will remain until Commander Isra arrives in the morning to review the site.” Lynwe spoke to the
monitor; Selene’s face was very clear and she was obviously at home in their quarters as darkness rose over the
beach. The RAPTOR II was still parked on the sand of the beach, the area where the body had been discovered
still roped off from prying eyes and over-interested individuals.

“Things did not go well in Sparta today my love.” Selene told her. “Our plan is falling apart around us.”

“What do you mean?”



Selene shrugged. “It appears that Tarifa and Aihola did not inform Tareif of the role Isra played in
saving Tarifa’s life, or the fact that she willingly accepted him as her mate.”

Lynwe looked at the screen, her amber eyes confused. “Why would they not tell her father?”” She asked
confused. “Her mother knows and Isra is what they have wanted all this time. It wafts from them openly; even
you and I as vampires can smell that. They have turned down every request for even drinks by any male who
has asked them since they returned.”

Selene nodded. “Yes I know, and there have been quite a few.” She spoke. “I was not able to get all the
details from Dilios, but Tareif made a scene initially upon meeting him, and it apparently went down hill from
there.” She said. “It got worse when Isra pulled all the Dragoon security off of Tarifa and Aihola and replaced it
with Spartan security until he has time to interview each Dragoon himself.”

“He does act with the King’s will Selene.” Lynwe said the military officer in her coming out now. “That
is one of the reasons why Martin formed Mjolnir’s Hand. They are to be an extension of his will, his purpose as
we go forward.”

Selene nodded as she brushed some of her auburn hair behind her elf ear. Though Selene had started this
life as the daughter of a human and elf, her ears, though still very elfin in nature, were not as large as most
elves, reaching to an elegant point after only two inches as opposed to the normal three to four inches on others.
“I know... and it appears this Commander Isra knows that as well. According to Dilios he threatened to relieve
Tareif if he did not comply with his orders.”

Lynwe chuckled. “Good... Tareif may be a masterful soldier, but at times he does lack tactful ways of
expressing what he feels. He needs to take more lessons from his wife and daughter in that regard.”

Selene smiled, her steel blue eyes gazing at Lynwe with devotion. “Were you and Layna able to
discover anything?”

Lynwe shook her head. “We must have interviewed a hundred men and women apiece, and none of
them saw or heard anything which is not surprising really. Layna is positive it is a male Spartan, but we can not
determine why a Spartan would be involved in a plot to kill Tarifa and Aihola.”

“I will send the results of Olyne’s autopsy to you in the morning Mistress.” Selene spoke. “Olyne says
the cause of death is identical to the first body, and the body was dropped in the same location as the female. He
ran some tests and he has pinpointed the area roughly six miles off the coast. The island of Key Biscayne. The
currents brought the bodies to where we found them on the beach.”

Lynwe looked at the screen quickly. “That location is close to where Martin destroyed the vampire
school with his nuclear weapon.”

Selene nodded. “Less than fifty miles.” She said.

“Perhaps we will fly there tomorrow and see what we can see. It will give Commander Isra another
location to search.” Lynwe spoke thoughtfully.

“So what do you think of her Mistress?” Selene asked shyly.

Lynwe looked at the monitor and smiled as she sat back. “This Spartan female stirs you doesn’t she
Selene?”

Selene couldn’t help but blush on the screen as she nodded. “She does my love. I can’t explain it... but
she is...”

“She is wild and untamed, just like us.” Lynwe finished her sentence. “Yes... I feel it too.”

Selene’s steel blue eyes looked at Lynwe sudden worry in them. “Mistress you do not think I would...”

Lynwe shook her head quickly. “No Selene... I do not think that. I would never think that. You and I
were meant to be together my love; I have no doubts of that. Like you, she stirs me in that way as well. Her eyes
are... they are incredible.”

“Lynwe... forget [ mentioned it.” Selene spoke quickly. “I love you... you are my Mistress, you are my
life. You are all I will ever want or need... and I am perfectly content to live out the remainder of my years in
your arms.”

Lynwe smiled as Selene’s heartfelt words warmed her deeply and she leaned forward in her chair. “Why
don’t we see where this thing with Layna takes us my slave?” Lynwe spoke softly. “Perhaps it could lead to
something... perhaps not... but we are secure in our love for each other and perhaps... perhaps it is time to
allow someone else to share in that love, as Tarifa and Aihola allowed us to share in theirs.”



Selene smiled in the transmission. “I will leave it to you my Mistress.” She said. “I so wish you were
here with me. [ am lonely when you are gone.”

“I will see you tomorrow evening my love.” Lynwe spoke seductively. “Then we will see how much
you missed me.”

Selene canted her heated alluringly to the side and pursed her lips. “I look forward to that my love.” She
said. “Be safe Mistress and I will see you tomorrow.”

“I love you Selene.” Lynwe spoke softly.

Selene smiled coyly. “And I love you Lynwe, so very much.”

Lynwe smiled as the transmission ended and she detected the heartbeat a millisecond later as Layna
walked into the Raptor. She turned in her chair and watched the stunningly beautiful Spartan female walk up the
ramp, the cut of her fatigues hugging her legs and firm, perfectly shaped ass. Her long blond hair was still
pulled into a tight wrap, but even in the man made light of the inside of the Raptor, the golden wheat color was
stunning.

Layna looked at her as she came into the main area of the Raptor. “The perimeter is secure.” She spoke.

Lynwe nodded. “We will close the ramp before we retire for the evening. No one will attempt to board
the ship.”

Layna nodded and moved to one of the webbed benches, her blue/green eyes looking at Lynwe as she
sat down.

“You look to have questions Layna.” Lynwe spoke.

Layna nodded. “I do.” She said.

Lynwe reached into her cargo pocket and pulled out the chocolate nutrition bar she always carried with
her. She had a weakness for chocolate that everyone knew about, and they knew Selene always made Lynwe
take an entire box of the nutrition bars with her wherever she went. “Ask your questions Layna.” Lynwe spoke.
“I will answer if I can.”

“I have read quite a bit on your culture since coming to Earth, General.” Layna said. “On the Drow elves
I mean. The... the relationship you have with Chief Administrator Selene is not... it is not like what is written
in the history scrolls that are in Eden City’s Archives.”

Lynwe shook her head as she finished chewing the piece of chocolate nutrition bar. She dug out another
and held it out to Layna. “Selene knows of my weakness for chocolate and she insists I take these bars with me
wherever I go.” She said with a smile. “They are quite good actually.”

Layna took the bar and tore open the wrapper as Lynwe sat back in the chair.

“Hwia, our Drow Elder and Aihola should be finished within several months of writing the revised
history of our people, and then that will replace what is in the archives.” Lynwe said finally.

“You’re changing your history?”” Layna asked surprised.

Lynwe shook her head. “Not at all. Everything you have read up until now will still remain in the
archives, what Hwia and Aihola are doing is finishing up the rebirth of our people. The Drow. How events led
us to what we are now. It began with Aihola and Tarifa really. The moment they met each other and fell in love
over those months together, it altered the history of every remaining Drow on the planet.”

“I’ve noticed that you in particular are very close to them.” Layna said.

Lynwe nodded. “If not for their love and the feeling they allowed me to share with them, I would most
likely be dead right now. I carried a deep abiding hatred for the Coven and what they had done to me while their
prisoner, more so then many of the others. Aihola and Tarifa helped me to see past that hate and showed me
that... they showed me I was still capable of emotion and feeling. When I met Selene... well when I met Selene
I knew my healing was complete.”

“What did... what did they do to you that made you hate them so?”” Layna asked.

Lynwe smiled as she looked at the Spartan. Selene was right, this Spartan female was delicious looking,
though no one would come close to Selene beauty-wise in Lynwe’s eyes, Layna was not that far behind, and for
a brief moment she wondered what it would be like to break this Spartan female.

Lynwe smiled. “That is not something I care to relate. Perhaps one day you will discover the answer to
that question, but not tonight I’m sorry.”

Layna changed tact quickly. She finally had gotten this beautiful Drow warrior to speak and she was not
going to pass up an opportunity to discover all that she could. “Chief Administrator Selene refers to you as



Mistress though. I have heard it slip out. And you call her slave. Is that not conducive with the old ways that
you and Administrator Aihola say you have left behind.”

Layna’s blue/green eyes went a little wider as she detected Lynwe blush even under her dark ebony skin.

“I have tried to get Selene to stop that, as Aihola has Tarifa.” Lynwe spoke softly with a small smile and
twinkle in her amber eyes. “For both of us, and for many among my people who still use the terms, they are
now more terms of endearment than anything else.”

“So then... you are not...” Layna blushed herself now even under her deep tan.

Lynwe chuckled. “Layna... you are no stranger to relationships like Selene and I have. Well... almost
like what we have.” She said with a smile. “You yourself have experienced two haven’t you?”

Layna looked at her surprised. “You... you know of that?”

“It is in your file.” Lynwe spoke. “As you no doubt have discovered since you have been here on Earth,
we are not as sheltered when it comes to displaying what we feel for someone, regardless of their race or sex.
And you should not be either.” She leaned back in her seat. “Yes... in our bed I am the more dominant... if that
is what you were trying to ask. As Aihola is with Tarifa, but that in no way reflects the relationship we or they
have, and you know that. I love Selene with all that [ am... and she loves me... and it is usually a game we
play. Though she is very good at playing the role.” Lynwe added with a smile and another glint in her eye. “You
were the dominant one in your relationships weren’t you?”

“How... how would you know that?” Layna asked.

“It is in your Spartan nature.” Lynwe stated evenly. “You are an exceptionally skilled warrior Layna.
And after your experiences, | would think you would want to be in control of everything in your life, especially
now that you have a child.”

“My mother says it is a flaw [ now have.” Layna said suddenly feeling very comfortable talking with
this Drow elf.

Lynwe shook her head. “That is not a flaw.” She stated. “It is strength. And it is something that you
instill in your daughter. Selene and I have both seen it. She is beautiful by the way... Teala. She looks just like
you.”

Layna nodded with a smile. “She’s the most important thing in my life right now.” She said.
“Everything else comes second.”

“Just do not forget that you have needs as well Layna.” Lynwe spoke. “And whatever they may be...
you are still wolf... and those needs are part of who you are.”

“You seem to know a lot of my people General.” Layna said.

“You forget... Tarifa is now full wolf... and one of our closest friends. I lived and fought beside Martin
Leonidas and many of those closest to him. I do know the signs.” Lynwe replied.

“I’m not interested in men at the moment.” Layna spoke honestly. “You... you and Selene have been
together far longer than any of my relationships with... with other women. Administrators Aihola and Tarifa
even longer. How do you do that?”

Lynwe laughed. “Well aside from the fact that we are the only full blooded vampires on Earth at the
moment, and outside of Aihola and Tarifa, not many can keep up with us sexually, there are reasons that are
private to only us.”

“Administrators Tarifa and Aihola know these reasons I take it?”” Layna asked.

Lynwe nodded as she opened the container of water. “Yes... there is not much we keep from them. They
are part of the reason Selene and I found each other. But they have a love for this Commander Isra who we will
meet tomorrow, and I believe that once they overcome the rough road ahead they will no longer be available to
play with so to speak.” Lynwe chuckled.

Layna looked at her quickly, her blue/green eyes now very direct. “I am Lycavorian.” Layna spoke.
“Your bite would have no effect on me.” She spoke quickly.

Lynwe looked at her, keeping the surprise from her face at Layna’s words. “Our bite?”

“I... I have asked around... discretely.” Layna added quickly. “Your bite... during... it increases the
pleasure you feel by several times. That... that is why you and Selene have the bite marks on your necks when
you come in on some mornings.” She said. “I have seen them on Tarifa and Aihola as well.”



And once more Layna saw Lynwe go through the motions of blushing even though the color of her skin
did not allow her skin to flush red. Lynwe smiled crookedly. “Yes... well sometimes we get carried away.” She
said.

“Administrator Selene goes out of her way to expose this General.” Layna spoke. “Almost as if she
wants everyone to know you have... that you have marked her so to speak.”

Lynwe nodded. “I know... and I scold her about it all the time as well. She can be very obstinate when
she wants to be.” Lynwe looked at her. “Why would you say our bite would have no effect on you
Commander?”

Now it was Layna’s turn to blush and once more Lynwe detected the rise in her body temperature and
even under her tan, the slight darkening of the skin on her cheeks. Layna finally looked up and met Lynwe’s
gaze. “Perhaps because I find both of you very attractive and I would not shy from sharing your bed, or
Selene’s.” She said finally.

Lynwe stared at her for a long moment before getting to her feet slowly. “I would not take another into
my bed without Selene participating Layna. Nor would she. We love each other too much for that.”

“That... that isn’t what I was suggesting General.” Layna said quickly getting to her feet as well. “I
know there is not one of you without the other. It is the same with Tarifa and Aihola. That does not frighten
me.”

“There is much you don’t know about us Layna.” Lynwe said softly. “Much that would surprise you and
much that you might find... repulsive.”

“Isn’t that something I should discover for myself Lynwe, and then I would make that decision?” Layna
asked.

“Perhaps.” Lynwe spoke softly. “But you should also know Layna... that Selene and I do not enter into
frivolous relationships. What we share with Aihola and Tarifa is much more than some might read into that
relationship. If we were to begin a relationship with you... or anyone for that matter... it would not be for the
purpose of strictly pleasure and physical enjoyment. We have that already with each other, enough to last our
lifetime together. If we were to... if we were to include someone else in our lives... that person would need to
be committed and opened minded as to what that would mean.”

Layna looked at her. “I don’t... I don’t think I follow.” She said. “Are you saying I would have to be
submissive to you in bed in some way? Submissive is not something I do well.”

Lynwe laughed softly. “Spoken like a true Spartan.” Lynwe spoke. She shook her head. “No...that is not
what I meant, but the thought of the challenge of breaking you in my bed is delightful.” She stepped closer to
Layna, looking down into her blue/green eyes. “Why don’t we move along slowly,” She said. “When we return
to Eden City why don’t you bring Teala and your parents to our home for dinner and conversation? At the very
least, it will allow us to develop friendships, and those are much harder to create and keep.”

Layna smiled and nodded her head. “You are right about that.” She said warmly. “And I think I would
like that very much.”

Lynwe nodded. “Good. I will secure the ramp and we can retire for the evening. I imagine this
Commander Isra will be on time in the morning, so we will need to be prepared.”

Layna nodded. “I agree.” Layna watched Lynwe move for the rear ramp controls and found her eyes
following the movements of her long legs and her firm ass, Lynwe’s powerful pine like scent filling her nostrils.
It was almost as pleasant as Selene’s softer but just as distinctive musky tulip scent. She also found herself filled
with a nearly overwhelming desire to be wrapped in the taller Drow elf’s arms, something she had not felt with
her two previous female lovers in their relationships.

Perhaps coming to Earth had been the best thing for her in more ways than one.

GELLEN STATION

The handsome young Spartan called Belen had saved her life twice in just the last two minutes alone.
The first time when he jerked her down just as weapons fire ripped down the corridor they were moving, the
second time when he jerked her back as she tried to see what was going on. The second time had him catching a
projectile weapon in the upper shoulder, which jerked his body back, but only served to piss him off. Four of



the Spartans in civilian clothes that had come with them were already down, the big black Spartan and his two
women laying down a murderous barrage of fire from their weapons while the new female called Anja sat
between the vampire woman and the Hadarian male behind some solid metal crates.

“We’re pinned down!” Danny screamed back to them as he lifted his P190 and let loose with another
sustained burst while Nayeca reloaded.

Sangria tried to scramble back the way they had come but Belen grabbed her by the seat of her pants and
yanked her back easily.

“Are you a fool woman?”” He screamed at her. “You have no body armor!”

“Let me go!” Sangria shouted trying to pound at his hand.

Belen jerked her around and snatched a handful of her hair in his large hand bringing her face close to
his. “My Queen has directed I protect you!” He barked. “If I have to knock you out to do that I will! Now stay
behind me!” He shoved her down as he lifted his P190 one handed and cut loose a six round burst down the
corridor. Projectiles ricocheted off the walls above them and Belen shoved her back as he turned instantly and
lifted his P190 to let loose a long burst back the way they had come.

“They’re behind us!” He screamed as two more Spartans turned back in the direction they had come and
began firing.

They could all hear alarms raging in the background now as at least two dozen Bounty Hunters and
mercenaries were now in the process of attacking them. Anja gripped her Nehtes in her hand, watching as
Yuriko and Filrian were firing from around the corners of their cover, and she was growing angrier by the
moment. Anja felt a tingle throughout her body as the psychic shield she shared with Miath suddenly engaged,
bathing her body in a light blue color.

“Nubou allon!” Anja barked as she flinched once more as projectiles slammed into the metal crates in
front of them. Miath!

I am almost there! Miath answered immediately.

What? How?

Why do you think the alarms are going off Anja! His voice carried.

Anja grinned as she got to her feet even with bullets zipping by her all over. Belen’s eyes widened as he
saw her stand and Sangria looked at her as if she was insane.

“My Queen! No!” Belen screamed starting to move towards her.

Anja lifted her hand and held him in place using a TK push and she lifted her left arm, her Shi Viska
flaring into existence with a silver/white flash of light. Sangria’s eyes were wide as she watched Anja launch
the shield down the corridor, bullets slamming into the psychic shield and falling harmlessly to the metal deck
beneath her.

There was a deafening roar that preceded the bodies of two mercenaries being psychically lifted and
tossed through the air as if they were nothing more than rag dolls. As Danny, Anuk and Nayeca watched in
fascination, a billowing wave of superheated air blasted down the corridor from which the mercenaries were
hiding and firing their weapons. Seven bodies were instantly incinerated where they stood, massive black
scorch marks appearing on the gray metal of the corridor walls and the sounds of weapons fire dropped off
nearly in half. Danny whipped his head around only to see Anja’s diminutive form in the middle of a dazzling
somersault, her Persian red pony tail flying this way and that as she landed in the middle of a group of five
mercenaries before they had time to blink. Two were suddenly decapitated as her Shi Viska appeared from
around the corner, easily lopping off their heads before going back to her arm. Her Nehtes impaled a third
mercenary through his sternum, perforating his chest cavity and bringing him to an abrupt halt in whatever
motion he had started. Seanna stepped up behind the last two mercenaries who were facing Anja, appearing like
a ghost out of the smoke. Her right hand came up, and with a flash of metal Seanna buried the knife into one
man’s misshapen skull up to the hilt. Her left hand grasp the second by his jaw and as she released her grip on
the knife with her right hand she brought it over to grasp the graying skin of the side of his head and she twisted
savagely. The mercenary’s neck snapped with an audible pop and he slumped to the floor.

The corridor suddenly became silent as all weapons fire stopped immediately. Belen scrambled to his
feet, dragging Sangria with him as he glared at Anja.

“That was foolish and ill-advised Anja!” He barked at her angrily.



Anja turned and met his gaze, seeing the look on his face. It was the same look his father wore whenever
she had managed to piss off Atropos, which was usually often. “It worked!”” Anja declared. “Go! Miath has
cleared us a path! Seanna and I will cover our flank! Go!”

Belen knew the command tone in her voice would brook no argument and he turned, pulling Sangria
along with him as they began to follow Yuriko and Filrian. Their injured comrades were gathered up quickly,
and no one hesitated as they followed Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca around the corner.

Cleared them a path was quite the understatement of the hour as Danny and the others soon discovered.
For’mya and Endith stood on the ramp of the DT; weapons out and at the ready as Miath came hurtling back
into the landing bay after his sprint to help his bonded mate. Behind him he had left scorched walls and melted
bulkheads, not to mention over two dozen piles of ash and crushed bodies of those who would have done his
bonded one harm. The moment he had felt her anger and fear at what was happening, Miath and turned to
For’'mya and told her within Mindvoice what was happening. She had not even hesitated and reached for her
weapon while he had left the ship and sprinted through the corridors towards Anja. He crushed six mercenaries
fool enough to step in front of him under his three thousand pounds of muscle and teeth, his tail whipping back
and forth while he tore others open with his talons or crushed them in his jaws. He had melted eight bulkhead
doors in his sprint to where Anja was, making the openings big enough for him to barrel though, setting off
decompression alarms over the entire station and sealing air tight doors. This action served only to help Anja
and the others as it blocked reinforcements from reaching those mercenaries engaged with her and Danny
already.

Though they had to avoid the still red hot metal of the melted portions of the doors, it was much easier
moving through the corridors that had already been cleared out by an angry three thousand pound dragon. Miath
waited by the landing bay entrance as first Daniel, and then the others began arriving in the bay. Daniel glanced
at him as he ushered Anuk and Nayeca towards the ramp of the STRIKER DT. Once they had taken up positions
on the ramp, For’'mya and Endith darted back for the cockpit.

Sangria really had no choice in which direction to go as Belen had a grip on her arm and was practically
dragging her along the corridors, sometimes physically picking her up and keeping her from stumbling at the
pace he was keeping. She was not a large woman, but she was muscular and lifting her with one arm didn’t
make Belen pause in the least as he wrestled with her. As he spun her around through the landing bay entrance
he brought her close to him, his face a mask of anger. Sangria couldn’t help but feel the hard muscles flexing
under his clothes, and despite the situation, she found herself strangely attracted to this stern and wild looking
Lycavorian.

“You have placed my Queen’s life in danger!” He growled at her, his eyes changing quickly and his
fangs bursting forth. “Your actions have put her safety and the safety of those with her in danger! I will deal
with you later Hadarian wench, and I do not care that you are her sister!”

Sangria’s eyes nearly flew from her head. “Sister?” She gasped.

“Why do you think you still stand here able to speak upaee?” Belen barked at her. “No one speaks to her
as you have and still has the ability to walk! I should just feed you to Miath! He is not in the least bit happy you
have placed his Bonded Mate in danger with your foolish attempts at escape!”

“I am not her sister!” Sangria barked. “That... that arrogant bitch is not my sister!”

Belen grabbed her face in a large hand and squeezed her jaw. “That arrogant bitch, as you call her is one
of three Queens of the United Lycavorian Union wench! She is also Queen of the Hadarian people... your
people! And she is worth more than a hundred of you!” Belen rumbled, tiny bits of spittle flying from his face
and landing on Sangria’s cheeks. “If harm comes to her because of you woman... you will rue the day we found
you before the Coven! They would have given you a quick death! Miath and I will not!”

Sangria heard the deep growl very close to her and she turned her head slightly to see the dark gray eyes
attached to the massive head and tooth filled maw glaring at her with murder in them.

“The winds... preserve me.” Sangria stammered as Miath lowered his head even closer and made a
show of exhaling through his large nostrils and blowing small puffs of smoke out.

“You will remain beside Miath!” Belen barked. “If you move so much as two meters away from him
you will die! Do you understand me?”’



Sangria’s head bobbed up and down quickly, her eyes never leaving the snout of the huge dragon in
front of her. Belen released Sangria’s jaw and turned back to see Danny grinning at him as they waited for Anja
to bring up the rear of their escape column.

“Nicely done.” Danny said. “I’ve wanted to do that for almost a week

'9’

Anja sent the two hundred kilo metal crate hurtling down the corridor with a powerful TK push and
watched as the six foot long container smashed into the bodies of three Bounty Hunters making their way
through the melted hatchway. Seanna stood shoulder to shoulder with her lover and Queen, the P190 dealing
out lethal projectiles and death every time she pulled the trigger. They moved back orderly, not panicking. They
had been together for over a year now, Seanna and Anja, and not just as lovers. They had trained together as a
pair under two of the toughest Spartan instructors either of them had ever met, and now they moved with a
single purpose and thought. They had a strong Mindvoice connection, something that Anja had established with
Seanna almost from the time they began sharing a bed together. That connection was stronger now, as they
practiced with that almost daily, and nearly as much as they trained now, both together and with Miath. As Iriral
had done with Isabella, Miath had worked hard to establish and maintain his connection with both his Bonded
Mate and Queen, and with Seanna. He knew, like Iriral knew with Dysea and Isabella, that Seanna and Anja
were a pair, and though he would always do his best to protect them both, Anja was his Bonded Mate and she
would always come first. He sensed Seanna knew that, and he could almost feel the peace that knowledge gave
to her should anything happen to her.

Anja stopped as they came to the intersection, her jade green eyes darting down the corridor. She could
see roughly half a dozen men moving through the parallel tunnel, rushing for the only door that was holding
back the tide of mercenaries after them. Anja didn’t hesitate and lifted her Shi Viska, launching it at the control
panel of the door. Just as the first mercenary reached it, the Shi Viska slammed into the control panel showering
the smoking corridor with white sparks. Anja turned and looked at Seanna, just as she expertly finished
dropping the only two mercenaries that were still trailing them down the corridor, with two well placed and
deadly accurate bursts of the 190.

“That won’t hold them for long!” Anja barked.

“The landing bay is not far!”” Seanna exclaimed taking her hand. “This way!”

Seanna led them in a mad sprint down the scorched corridor, skidding to a halt at another intersection a
hundred meters away. Anja turned back just as the mercenaries burned through the control panel at the far end
of the corridor they had just come out of. She was about to open her mouth to shout a warning when she was
lifted from her feet beside Seanna and both of them went hurtling down the shorter corridor to their left.

Miath! They both screamed out within Mindvoice as doors and crates whistled by beneath them. Within
seconds they were gently lowered to the floor just inside the landing bay entrance in front of the green scaled
dragon who glared at them with dark gray eyes.

1 should tell the King of both your foolish actions! Miath snapped.

Anja smiled as she straightened her clothes and looked at him with a mischievous twinkle in her jade
green eyes, Seanna matching that smile with her dark green orbs.

You won’t though! Anja said stepping up to him and placing her palm on his powerful neck. You had

Jjust as much fun as we did!

You are becoming just as reckless as King Leonidas and Queen Aricia! Miath scolded, but he was
unable to keep the humor out of his voice.

Where is...?

Miath moved sideways several feet and Anja’s eyes fell on Sangria who was huddled against the
bulkhead of the landing bay, her eyes wide in shock and fear. Anja’s head snapped back around when Danny
and Belen’s P190s announced they had company coming by burning half a magazine each down the corridor.

“Belen?”” She shouted.

“Three are down! The rest dove for cover! We have everyone and I’m closing the entrance!” Belen
yelled back stepping into the bay and slamming his hand down on the control panel for the large landing bay
doors.



Six pairs of eyes watched as the massive doors came down and sealed the bay. Danny withdrew his
Nehtes without question and plunged the spear into the wall panel, sending sparks and a small flicker of flame
spurting from the control panel.

“Time to go!” Danny announced ripping his Nehtes free.

Belen didn’t question this and turned immediately, reaching for Sangria’s arm without hesitation and
pulling her to her feet following Anja and Seanna as they sprinted across the bay. Miath and Danny covered
them the entire way, alertly sweeping the other entrances as they backed towards the edge of the ramp. Anuk
was standing by the controls and the moment Miath’s huge head cleared the edge of the ramp she slammed her
palm down on the button and the ramp began to rise. Belen pushed Sangria onto one of the long webbed
benches.

“We are not out of this yet!” He spoke firmly to her as he pulled the straps down over her shoulders and
set them in her lap. “Buckle yourself in and do not get in anyone’s way woman!”

“They’ll never open the bay doors to let us out!”” Sangria barked.

Nayeca plopped onto the bench next to her with a smile. “You have not seen For’'mya and Endith’s
negotiation skills.” She said as she rapidly buckled in.

Anuk chuckled as she settled on Sangria’s other side and buckled in as well. “Yes... they are very
persuasive.”

Anja moved into the cockpit and came up behind For’'mya’s right hand chair. Endith almost always flew
Spartan 01 now. She was the more instinctive pilot of the two of them, and they had developed their skills
accordingly. They had learned to trust each other completely in their cockpit, all three of them having a voice
and that is what made them such an amazing flight crew. Anja reached for the back of For’mya’s chair as
Endith lifted Spartan 01 off the deck two meters and began rotating the STRIKER DT to face the landing bay
doors. Anja leaned forward and nuzzled the back of For’mya’s elfin ear and she turned with a bright smile, the
gentle nuzzle not having the same effect on her as if it had been Martin or Aricia.

They had shared a bed with each other yes, and it had been pleasurable yes, but unless they were all
together, For’'mya much preferred Aricia’s arms and lips upon hers, just as Anja preferred Seanna’s arms and
lips upon her. That they preferred other women and the same man did not make them enemies in any way. It
made them closer to each other as friends and above all else as far as they were concerned, it made them family.

“They are demanding that we shut down our engines and prepare to be boarded!” Tina’s voice carried
from the engineer’s station.

Endith and For’mya chuckled from their pilot’s seats. “In a pig’s eye!” Endith muttered.

“They say they won’t release the lock on the landing bay doors!” Tina spoke with a rogue like smile.
“I’ve asked them twice. Nicely.”

For’'mya’s hands flew over her controls. “Let us hear it.” She stated simply.

“On speakers!” Tina declared as the angry male voice filled the cockpit.

“...Power down your engines and surrender yourself to station authorities!”” The man spoke. “You have
violated the neutrality of Gellen Station and have done extensive damage to its personal and property!”

“Gellen Station Control...” For’mya spoke calmly. “This is Spartan 01 of the United Lycavorian Union.
I will only make the request once more, please release the lock on the landing bays doors.”

“I don’t care if you are that bastard Union King himself!” The voice screamed. “You sound like a couple
of stuck up elf bitches and someone needs to pay for all the damages and then they need to answer for breaking
the neutrality of this station!”

Tina shook her head. “That wasn’t a very nice thing to say.” She spoke with a grin.

“Gellen Station is a recognized depot of scum and miscreants from every corner of the universe.”
For’mya spoke. “I have asked three times politely. I will not ask again. And my King is no bastard! Thank you
for clearance Gellen Control. I will now make my own door!” Her hands flew over her controls and she pulled
her helmet on as did Endith. “Missile pods one and two extended and locked. All D14 ECLIPSE missiles are
live and hot! Kinetic Cannon is charged!” For’mya looked at Endith. “Commander Endith... would you be so
kind, as one stuck up elf bitch to another, to express our displeasure at our woefully meager accommodations
here on Gellen Station.”

Endith couldn’t contain her laughter as her index finger mashed down on the firing button of her control
stick.



Four of the thirty-two, eight foot long missiles rippled off the two extended missile pods on either side
of Spartan 01. All of them could see technicians with wide eyes start to run down the adjoining corridors to
escape the destruction about to be wrought.

It wouldn’t save them.

EARTH
STRIKER DT SPARTAN 214
OVER THE ATLANTIC

Lohana settled them into a steady course over the Mediterranean Ocean, five thousand feet above the
water, at the sedate speed of three thousand kilometers per hour. This course would speed them along to North
America and directly into New Miami. She turned in her seat and looked at Tarifa, Aihola and Tareif.

“We should arrive in New Miami in roughly ninety minutes.” She spoke.

“It’s nearly 0900 hours!” Tareif spoke sternly to her. “Shouldn’t you be waking him up since it appears
he slept in?”

Lohana smiled. “When the bulkhead slides open you can move into the rear of the ship.” Lohana told
them. “His quarters and much of the living space for long flights are in the rear.”

“So why is he back there and we are up here?” Tareif snapped.

Lohana met his eyes. “You are up here War Master, because should anything happen while we are in
flight, the entire forward section of the STRIKER DT detaches into an escape pod. The rear does not. You are
safer up here.”

Tarifa looked at her. “What happens to them?”” She asked.

“If we are in an atmosphere they will attempt to escape out of the rear ramp.” Lohana spoke. “With their
psychic shielding they can survive against many different types of atmospheres for short periods of time. With
luck, long enough for a rescue team to get to them.”

“And if they aren’t lucky enough?” Aihola asked.

Lohana met her amber eyes. “Then they will die.” She answered almost matter of factly.

“If the main living quarters are back there, you share them with the Commander then?” Tareif spoke.

Lohana shook her head and motioned to the small door. “My quarters are through that door.” She said.
“Isra’s quarters are in the rear, though most nights he sleeps next to Aelnala in her pen. They enjoy each other’s
company.”

“Why don’t you share quarters?” Tareif asked.

“Papa!” Tarifa hissed angrily.

“He travels with a female elf and expects us to believe they do not share a bed!” Tareif snapped.

“Tareif that is inappropriate to ask!” Aihola snapped now.

Lohana only sat in her chair staring at Tareif, her dark eyes unreadable and most would say definitely
not friendly. “For a man who is spoken of in such high regard on Apo Prime and in particular among Mjolnir’s
Hand, War Master Tareif... you have to be the largest fool I have ever met.”

“So what I say is true?” Tareif demanded.

Lohana turned in her chair and pulled a small framed still photo from the corner of the consoles. She
held it out to Tarifa. Tarifa’s sapphire eyes went wide when she saw the photo of Aelnala and the two small elf
children on her back smiling widely. She saw Lohana in the picture kneeling next to Aelnala’s front forelimb
holding what appeared to be a new born child, while Isra stood next to the elf male who wore the flight engineer
suit. Both Isra and the elf male were holding large tankards of some liquid and looked quite intoxicated.

“That picture was taken four months ago on Apo Prime. It was my daughter Yolina’s Welcoming
Ceremony. My sons are on Aelnala’s back. They adore her really. As I’'m sure my daughter will grown to adore
her, though she’s only eleven months old right now. Isra is her Bonded Guardian should anything happen to me
or to my elf mate Tridin. That’s the man who happens to be standing next to Isra in the photo, both of them
looking rather intoxicated. You should have seen the two of them and my father falling down at the celebration
afterwards. It was among the most entertaining things anyone in my family has ever seen. Isra’s mother Gallais,



I believe you know her Administrator Tarifa, put together all the food, and it was a wonderful day. King
Leonidas and Queen Aricia came with Torma and Isheeni. It was a truly wonderful day.

Lohana looked at Tareif. “I have been with my elf mate for over three hundred years now War Master
Tareif, almost as long as you have been with your mate Lady Palina. And for you to insinuate that there is
something between us when there is not is insulting and disrespectful to me, to my mate and most especially to
Commander Isra.”

“He forced himself on...” Tareif began to speak. The sound of the bulkheads doors opening cut off his
words and they turned as the pressurized doors receded into their positions within the hull of the STRIKER DT
and the back of the ship opened up to them.

All of them came to their feet now as they saw Aelnala’s bulk in the far rear portion of the DT on the
right in her specialized pen. She was gnawing on a large bone of some sort, obviously filing her already razor
like teeth. Of all of them, she was the most protected should anything happen. Her pen could be sealed
completely with force fields and was completely independent of the ship’s life support. The rear of the
STRIKER was enormous so as to allow her the freedom to come and go as she pleased into the main portions of
the ship. There was a small star map chart table near one side of the main living area, surrounded by five chairs
and an enormous computer data bank along the wall. There were two couches and a large monitor against the
opposite wall, as well as a large table in the center that was used for eating and gathering. Past Aelnala’s pen
and the harness mechanism that kept her safe in turbulent air, was the large ramp and hatchway into the tail
section of the ship where they could drop the ramp to either take off or land if needed as they had done over the
parade grounds.

Most of the Bonded Dragon Pairs and their pilots had decorated the insides of their Dragon Transports
to suit their individual tastes, and Isra was no different. With Aelnala at his side he had picked out several
interesting pieces of art that he liked, as well as three holo collages that decorated the walls. Many of the holo
images were of his mother and sister, as well as moments on Apo Prime and training with the King and Queen.
Surprisingly it was not as barren as Tarifa and Aihola had expected. The rear of the DT was not stark battle
gray, but a soothing darker ivory color.

Isra stood near the map chart, his dirty blond hair tied back in a pony tail, the dark gray t-shirt fitting
him like a glove. The muscles in his arms and chest and shoulders were very evident, rippling under the thin
material of the shirt. It was not just a t-shirt, but an inner layer of added protection against the buffeting winds
they sometimes encountered when flying at very high altitudes or in cold climates. Aihola grasped Tarifa’s hand
this time, squeezing it as she let her amber eyes fall upon this Spartan that had stolen Tarifa’s heart, and by
virtue of the bond they shared, stolen hers as well. Her amber eyes turned to Tarifa’s sapphire ones.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Tarifa... he is...

Tarifa could not contain the small smile that escaped her lips. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes I know
Mistress.

[Mindvoice Shielded] But I am more vampire than wolf my love. Aihola spoke. I should not... I should
not be affected like this.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I am Nya Istel... and therefore you are. I have tasted his aura already, remember?
Tasted it and wanted more. Tarifa spoke turning back to look at him.

[Mindvoice Shielded] But as a wolf Tarifa... or as a woman?

Tarifa turned back to look at her. [Mindvoice Shielded] After seeing him again Mistress... [ want him as
both this time.

Aihola squeezed her hand even tighter. [Mindvoice Shielded] I do as well. The question remains... after
what we have done... does he want us?

“I spent the better part of the night with Senator Dilios and Governor Panos in the Senate chambers.”
Isra began speaking as they drew closer. “We have narrowed our list of potential suspects to nine Lycavorian
Spartans.” His fingers danced across the table top console and nine red spots appeared on the table chart. “All
but two are in North America. One is currently assigned to the moon base EDEN, the second is a Spartan
working with Senior Instructor Lander. These men are both much older and have been honored Spartans living
in Sparta for centuries. They are suspects only because of several off hand comments made in regards to
Administrator Tarifa during her stays in Sparta.”

“What comments?” Tareif asked quickly.



Isra looked at him. “They are not important.”

“They are to me boy.” Tareif demanded.

“They were discussing what Administrator Tarifa would be like in bed War Master, in comparison to
their own mates.” Isra told him with some exasperation in his voice. He was obviously still tired from little
sleep. “As I’m sure many young Elves have wondered over the years. And now that she is wolf, many young
Spartans will no doubt think these same thoughts.” Tarifa blushed and pressed tighter to Aihola who was
smiling. Isra turned back to the map chart. “Of the remaining seven, only three are of sufficient size to cause the
types of wounds on the two elves. Two are in Eden City... one resides in New Salem at the moment. We have
placed them under discrete surveillance. Two of these men lost brothers in the Battle for Earth; the third lost his
father and a brother.”

“So why come after me if they are Lycavorian?” Tarifa asked moving up next to the table. “I was only
in command of Eden City. Martin commanded the Spartans who came to assist us.”

Isra looked at her. “That is what we will need to find out.” He said. “Lohana will drop me and Aelnala in
New Miami and then continue on to Eden City. Lynwe may have a lead that we will follow once we join
together. Governor Panos has informed me the three Lochi have already arrived and are establishing new
security protocols that must be followed until this threat is dealt with.”

“How do we know it is a threat? What lead are you talking about? So far the only ones taking this
serious are you and Lynwe. Two murders with foul words carved into the bodies that vaguely mention Tarifa
and I, do not constitute a real threat to me.” Aihola asked in a neutral voice. “It could be the work of any
number of groups that have hated us since before the war even ended. Hated us for being lovers, hated me for
being Drow, hated Tarifa for being a High Elf. Why do you insist it is a Spartan and why do you insist on trying
to frighten us?”

Isra stood up straight and took the data pad from the table. He walked slowly around the table until he
stood in front of her, looking down into her amber colored eyes. Her cherry blossom scent was powerful and
sweet, and mingled in just as strongly with that was Tarifa’s pure and vibrant peach scent. Aihola met his violet
eyes, forcefully willing away the shudder of desire that swept through both her and Tarifa. He turned and
looked at Tarifa for a long moment, gazing into her sapphire eyes before turning back to Aihola.

“How many bodies will it take?” Isra asked.

“What?”

“How many bodies will it take to convince you this is a targeted campaign against the both of you?”” He
spoke evenly. He held up the data pad. “I will kill the Drow whore. I will feast upon Tarifa’s entrails. I will
gouge out her devil eyes. I will spread her body to the four winds.” Isra looked at her. “Two more bodies were
discovered overnight with those phrases carved into their dead flesh. Both found on the beaches of New Miami,
right under the noses of Lynwe and another Spartan not six kilometers away. I surmise that if Lynwe is as
skilled as King Leonidas boasts that she is, than whoever is doing this can only be one thing... and that is a
Spartan. He may have help in those that you speak of, but whoever this fool is, he will continue on the path he is
on until he kills the two of you. That is not something I will allow.”

Aihola took the data pad from his grip slowly, her finger tips brushing the skin of his hand, her eyes
never leaving his.

“I will protect you both with my dying breath if need be.” Isra spoke softly. “I...”

“Will stay away from my daughter and Aihola or face my wrath! My daughter and Aihola don’t need
your type around them.” Tareif spoke angrily, stepping over in front of Isra, placing himself between Tarifa and
Aihola and the wild looking Spartan.

Tareif was not a cowardly man, and he stood facing Isra with the same courage he had faced every threat
in his life, with his eyes wide open. Only he knew he did it for reasons that were not entirely true.

Isra’s face lost the softness it had a moment before, and the words that he had wanted to speak to both
Tarifa and Aihola died on his lips as he glared at Tareif.

“My type?” Isra asked.

Tareif nodded. “I’ve seen Spartans like you before boy! There are many who are not like the King. Like
Dekton! There are many Spartans who just wish to bed as many females as they can to add them to their
conquests. You are no Dekton!”

“Papa you will stop it right now!” Tarifa hissed.



“Tareif you are out of line now!” Aihola echoed.

“Am [?” Tareif snapped. “You told me he says he contacted you over two hundred times! Where are
these messages? I have never seen one! They don’t exist because he never sent them! Maybe in your twisted
mind you forced yourself on my daughter as a means to protect her, but I know better! I see right through you
Commander. I see what you are.”

“Tareif you will stop this immediately!” Aihola shouted. “’You do not know what you are saying!”

“Don’t I?” Tareif barked once more. “I’ve waited over a year to do this!”

Tareif was an elf after all, born and engineered with increased speed and reflexes. He was also large for
an elf, and stronger than most. His punch landed on Isra’s chin with lightning like speed, but the only reason it
connected was because Isra allowed it to connect. His head rocked back slightly, his bottom lip splitting open
slightly. Tareif was about to hit him again when he heard the roar and suddenly found himself staring into the
terrifying maw of Aelnala, her jaws open wide and her teeth razor points.

Tell your father to step back Tarifa or I will remove his arm from his body for striking my Bond Mate.
Aclnala’s voice held nothing but murderous contempt in it. / will not give a second warning.

Tarifa grabbed her father’s arm and yanked him back viciously, glaring at him. “Papa you fool!” She
shouted at him. “What have you done?”

“I did what should have been done long ago!” Tareif yelled back.

“You are a fool!” She barked at him. Tarifa turned away from him and both she and Aihola moved
closer to Isra, reaching for him. He held up his hand as Aelnala let out a low growl. Isra wiped the trickle of
blood from his lips, his violet eyes on Tarifa and Aihola.

“I... I did not realize you... you hated me that much for what happened.” He said softly, looking at
them.

“Isra... we... please...”

“Don’t apologize to him!” Tareif yelled.

Tarifa whirled on her father. “You will speak no more on this trip Papa, for if you do I will personally
see just how thick your head truly is.” She hissed at him, seeing his eyes go wide at her words. She turned
quickly back to look at Isra and reached out to try and touch his face. He drew back, Aelnala growling even
louder.

“I will contact the King when I reach Eden City and have him send another member of Mjolnir’s Hand
to complete this mission.” Isra spoke calmly. Far too calmly. “Then you will be rid of me and never have to
tolerate my presence again. Lohana... take them into the cockpit and let them remain there. I will not have
Aelnala exposed to such hate.”

“Isra wait...” Tarifa spoke quickly.

“No... now it is too late.” He spoke.

CHAPTER SEVEN
GELLEN ASTEROID FIELD

Endith threw Spartan 01 into a gut wrenching turn around the mass of the asteroid in their path, the belly
of the STRIKER DT barely a thousand meters from the surface of the moon sized chunk of rock.

“Still behind us!” For’mya called out.

“Shit... who they got flying those crates!” Endith shouted yanking them into a rolling turn.

“Those are High Coven Interceptors! They must have come from the cruisers!” For’mya declared in a
yell. “Five of them, bearing six four one nine mark three! Endith... bank right... now!”

Endith didn’t hesitate and Spartan 01 responded as if it was reading her mind. Though much larger than
the normal STRIKER AT ships, the DTs had been painstakingly designed to retain the superior maneuverability
and speed of their sister ships, and this was possible with the advent of the Dragon Armor. Lighter and able to
withstand a hundred times more punishment due to the new Dragon Armor, the DTs were able to carry a
Bonded Pair and a full squad of Spartans if necessary. Spartan 01 was even larger to accommodate Torma and



Isheeni at the same time, as well as being much more heavily armed and armored. Spartan 01 was also far from
being the normal transport as these High Coven fighters were about to find out.

“Locking!” Tina shouted. “Got them! I got them!”

“Firing!” Endith didn’t pause as she squeezed the thumb trigger on her control stick and ripple fired five
anti-air missiles.

“Climb Endith! We must clear the debris zone! Full power climb!” For’'mya shouted reaching forward
and shoving the engine throttles to max power.

“Hold on!” Endith yanked back on her control stick without question once more, as her hand covered
For’mya’s on the throttle control of Spartan 01, pushing her powerful engines to maximum power.

Anja could only sit behind the two pilots and watch in awe at the teamwork they showed. For’'mya was
the brain of Spartan 01, Tina the engines and the eyes and Endith was the heart and the muscles. They operated
in perfect unison regardless of the situation. There were no hurried words or excited moments; they knew
exactly what they were doing at any given moment.

Five anti-air missiles collided with three Coven fighters, forming bright blossoms of light within the
asteroid field and claiming the fourth ship in the massive explosion as it slammed into the smaller asteroid at
full speed. The fifth continued on, chasing the ship it had been following for close to thirty minutes now.

They had blasted their way clear of Gellen Station and dove headlong and recklessly into the heart of the
massive asteroid field. Six mercenary corvettes had followed, their multi-array plasma turrets blasting away
smaller asteroids as they tried to hit the STRIKER DT to no avail. Even with the computers targeting the ship,
not one mercenary corvette scored even a near miss. What they did get was twelve anti-ship missiles shoved
back at them, missiles that obliterated one corvette and set the other one adrift in the asteroid field with massive
structural damage. The four remaining corvettes had broke off at the orders from the three High Coven light
cruisers that were following Spartan 01, eradicating any asteroids within range, and filling space with deadly
shrapnel and debris. The commanders of these ships were taking a big chance in entering the field, as one
learned when he could not dodge the moon sized rock in time and plowed bow first into the much larger piece
of rock.

The asteroid field had lit up with the destruction of that cruiser, but now the last two were being more
cautious, and sending fighters after them as they moved slower.

“One million kilometers to the edge of the field!” Tina yelled out.

For’'mya and Endith eased back on the throttles of Spartan 01 and then For’mya dropped her head into
the scopes in front of her. “Endith... ease in close to the big one on the left.”

Endith chuckled. “For’mya... there are a lot of big ones on the left.”

For’mya looked up and smiled as well. She pointed out their cockpit window. “That one. Hurry!”

Endith’s hands were moving before the order finished leaving her lips and Spartan 01 dipped lower to
the massive brown rock off their starboard side. “You thinking hide now?”” Endith asked.

For’mya nodded. “They will be more cautious now as close to the edge of the border as we are. The
field may end in one million kilometers, but the ULU border begins before that. There will be a marker on one
of the asteroids. A beacon of sorts.”

“Can we detect it?” Tina asked.

“I’m adjusting scanners for it now.” For’'mya spoke. “Get us real close Endith. Close enough to kiss the
rock.”

“We get any closer and we’ll be the rock.” Endith answered.

For’mya looked up and her dark brown eyes flared as she saw that she could probably reach out and
touch the asteroid if she wanted. She grinned. “Oh this is cozy.” She spoke turning to look at Anja. “I can feel
Martin Anja.”

Anja nodded her head. “He’s waiting for us. He can’t reveal himself though! We’re still on the wrong
side of the border and if he hasn’t de-shrouded by now there is another reason.”

For’mya’s eyes widened. “More Coven ships?”

Anja nodded. “They are waiting for us on our side of the border, they have to be. Sneaky fuckers!” Anja
declared. “They probably can’t detect him, but he doesn’t know how many of them there are. And he won’t
communicate with us because of what happened at Leptan Three; no matter how powerful he knows we both
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For’'mya nodded. They were in a similar situation back then, Martin and Aricia on the surface, Anja in
orbit on the SPIRIT. The Coven had somehow moved an extremely powerful Mindvoicer into the area and
when Martin began to issue orders to the ships from the surface, the Coven Mindvoicer blocked them. It had
taken Martin, Aricia, Anja and For’'mya as the four most powerful Mindvoice capable people present within the
fleet almost three hours to discover what was wrong and then another two hours to hunt down and kill the
vampire Mindvoicer. Using Torma, Isheeni and Miath as conduits and focusers, they were able to centralize his
location and then all seven of them combined to shred his mind to nothing. It was the first time they had done
something like that, and Helen had told them to continue to practice the skill, for it may play a part in the future.

To attempt it now however was too great a risk.

Sangria sat in the back of the DT with a smile on her face. It had been the wildest ride she had ever been
on, and she had decided those female elf pilots didn’t look like much, but they could sure fly this ship. She let
her eyes glance at the others, Anuk and Nayeca sitting almost calmly on either side of her, while Daniel and
Filrian sat calmly but with their eyes closed. The vampire witch Yuriko also had a small smile on her face, and
Sangria decided she must be the pilot of the bunch. The Spartans were secured in their seats and her eyes fell on
the Spartan named Belen. He had threatened to kill her in an instant over that small female who claimed she
was her sister and Sangria had no doubts he probably would have. He had the same look as the black Spartan
everyone called Danny. He had the look of a seasoned killer who would just as soon break you in half as talk to
you. A man who had killed, a man who would kill again, and a man who was exceptionally good at it. Of
course, Sangria thought to herself, if what she had seen in the last few hours was worth anything, the
Lycavorian Spartans the Union was turning out now were decidedly more dangerous than the fools she had seen
within the Wilds.

His dark eyes were focused on her like small beams of light, clear and bright and while Sangria knew
she should feel fear at that gaze, she felt something entirely different. She felt desire. Her head snapped around
when the lights went dark in the cockpit and in the rear where they were sitting. She tried to gaze forward and
look into the cockpit, and her eyes grew wide when she saw how close they were sitting next to the asteroid.
She may have been Hadarian, but she wasn’t still alive by being slow. She had popped her straps and was
moving for the cockpit before the movement registered to anyone else. As Belen scrambled to follow her,
Sangria took the three steps up into the cockpit of Spartan 01 in a single bound.

“What are you doing?”’ Sangria gasped as Anja looked up surprised to see her.

“Get her out of here!” Tina snapped.

Sangria’s eyes were wide as she looked at the cockpit of Spartan 01 like she had just entered a store
with every piece of candy she had ever wanted. “Oh wow!” She gasped.

“Belen!” Anja hissed as she saw her Captain bounding up into the cockpit.

“No one move!” For’'mya barked. “Freeze!”

Her words froze everyone in their spots as For’'mya and Endith leaned towards the cockpit window
looking at something only they could see. For’'mya’s left hand rested on the throttle control, her right hand on
the launcher control for their countermeasures. Endith’s right hand rested on top of For’mya’s over the throttles,
while her left hand caressed the control like a feather.

“They can see us!” Sangria barked. “You have us too close to the asteroid!”

“Shut up fool!” For’'mya announced. “They are using a narrow motion sensor array to scan the rocks

“They’ll see us!” Sangria popped.

“Not if you don’t move!” For’mya growled. “Now shut up!”

“That’s a Coven Light Cruiser!” Sangria almost shouted now. “You can’t outrun it! You can’t outfight
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it!”

Endith didn’t turn her head as she watched the shadow grow closer. “You don’t know us very well.” She
muttered. “We got a surprise waiting.”

“Endith?” For’mya asked calmly.

“Stand by.” Endith’s voice was soft like a whisper. “Almost there!”

Sangria moved towards the back of Endith’s seat. “You’ll get us all killed!”

“Fuck! She blew us!” Endith swore. “They’re tracking!”

“Go! Go!” For’mya barked as they slammed the throttles forward and she began smashing her finger
down on the panel near her head.



Spartan 01 leaped from the surface of the asteroid directly under the High Coven light cruiser, rocketing
away from the rock so fast that the Coven gunners couldn’t track the ship. Anja and Belen moved at the same
instant, Belen wrapping his arms around Sangria and Anja snatching a handful of her hair. Belen’s movements
threw them into the seat next to Anja, and they both rapidly made to secure the straps around him and Sangria
both. The moment his arms had closed around her Sangria had rammed her head back against him. She didn’t
anticipate his height and the back of her head impacted his jaw harder than she had factored because of their
sudden movement and blackness washed over her before Belen had even fallen to the seat.

He looked at Anja as he held her tightly to him. “Forgive me my Queen.” He said quickly.

Anja looked at him with those bright jade green eyes and flashed him a smile. “Does she remind you of
me?” She asked almost playfully.

Belen couldn’t help but laugh at Anja’s expression. His father had told him once that she was wild and
reckless, at times more so than even Queen Aricia, but she was easily the most compassionate and precious
individual he had ever served, and Anja never got angry with the men who so willingly laid down their lives for
her.

“Yes she does my Queen.” Belen answered. “Only without the refinement.”

Anja smiled and turned to look at the back of Endith and For’'mya. “Ladies... I think Martin has had
enough time! Would you be so kind as to tell him we are coming home with some unwelcome guests right on
our asses!”

For’mya laughed at Endith. “Oh he won’t like that!” She echoed loudly. “He hates it when others look at
our asses.”

Endith matched the laughter and yanked her control stick over hard. “We be coming home boss man
She screamed.

The deep voice filled the internal COM.

“It’s about nubous time you stopped playing with these fools!” Martin’s voice spoke. “Bring it in Endy!
I got something special planned!”

“Oh I love his special plans!” Tina spoke from her station. “They usually mean some really bad fucking
things are going to happen to the bad guys!”

“Here we go!” Endith cranked Spartan 01 one over and headed right for the edge of the asteroid field
with every ounce of speed she could coax out of Spartan 01’s engines, which was considerable to say the least.

",

MJOLNIR’S HAND

“Weapons free!” Komirri shouted from his command chair, his reptilian features twisted into a vicious
snarl. “Execute plan Leonidas four one!”

Martin stood on the bridge next to the command chair with a savage smile on his face as well. He had
spent every moment he was able learning of ship combat with Komirri, Ceneu, and Riall which consisted of the
deployment of fleets, maneuvering, pretty much everything that cadets learned in the academy. Martin would
admit he would much rather be on the ground or fighting from Torma’s back given a choice, but after seeing
what his ships could do, standing on the bridge of MJOLNIR’S HAND now gave him a sense of power. Martin
knew he was not experienced enough to command even the small detachment that traveled with his flagship, so
whenever they were on the bridge together, Komirri gave the orders. The Algolian Captain had refused at first,
more out of respect towards his King, but he quickly learned that Martin Leonidas wasn’t afraid to admit he
couldn’t do something. He had told Komirri that he was Captain for a reason, and that was to command the
flagship, not be careful of injuring his King’s ego.

The display board on MJOLNIR’S HAND was the most advanced ever designed, and they watched as
the holo picture filtered into view on the screen in front of them. They could see Spartan 01 jinxing back and
forth, always narrowly dodging small and large asteroids, while avoiding the plasma beams that were lancing
out from the two light cruisers that were smashing through the field behind them trying to destroy the small
ship.

Komirri shook his head and looked at Martin. “I questioned the decision to put them together sire.”
Komirri spoke. “I thought their personalities would conflict so badly they wouldn’t be able to fly with each



other. I have to admit, I don’t believe I have ever seen half the maneuvers they have managed to pull of
together.”

Martin grinned. “I’ll let you look at my stomach next time I fly with them.” He spoke. “It takes me and
Torma hours to get our stomachs back into proper position.”

Komirri began to laugh but was interrupted by the blaring alarm.

“Captain! High Coven BLOODLETTER-Class Medium Cruiser de-shrouding close to port! Six
BLOODRUNNER-Class Heavy Frigates de-shrouding as well!”

Komirri looked at Martin. “Just as you suspected sire.” He said.

Martin nodded. “They want her as much as we do. It stands to reason they wouldn’t let something like a
border stand in their way.” He spoke. “Let’s spring the surprise.”

Komirri smiled and got to his feet. “Order the rest of the Wing to de-shroud! Execute Attack Plan
Komirri Three Five! Enemy suppression barrage on the field! Leave the Coven ships for our escorts! Engage!”

The High Coven BLOODLETTER-Class cruiser was one of their finest ships and it was heavily armed
and armored. As the BLOODLETTER turned to engage MJOLNIR’S HAND, the six Coven frigates were darting
towards the asteroid field. They did not expect more than one ULU ship to appear, knowing the border treaties
that the ULU were adamant about not breaking. They did not however, plan for a King who did not care for
borders when it concerned his friends and two of the women he loved dearly.

MJOLNIR’S HAND'’s entire Wing of escort ships de-shrouded within seconds of each other and tore into
the High Coven frigates like wolves in a feeding frenzy. Before many of the ships had even completely come
out of Shroud, anti-ship missiles and plasma beam arrays were sending out greetings of death, filling the stars
with destruction and chaos.

The LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers were the most advanced and powerful of any ULU ship, built
for the expressed purpose of going toe-to-toe with the High Coven REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts. The
much smaller BLOODLETTER-Class Medium Cruiser barely stood a chance.

The Coven cruiser was able to fire first, the side of the ship lighting up with missile launches and beam
weapons against the side of MJOLNIR’S HAND, and the distance should have guaranteed at least several hits to
the side of the immense Strike Cruiser. As the captain of the BLOODLETTER watched in horror, the entire side
of MJOLNIR’S HAND came alive with anti-missile turrets, the plasma based beams lancing out to first,
obliterate all the missiles he had launched, but then they began slamming into his cruiser as well. His shields
were quickly overwhelmed by the sheer volume of plasma based turrets targeted on him, and he could only
stand on his bridge as his ship came apart around him in little pieces.

The opposite side of MJOLNIR’S HAND was also alive with active turrets, but these were targeting the
asteroid field, and the level of concentrated plasma fire from the Strike Cruiser was so thick it appeared as if
you could walk on one beam to the next. The entire line of the Gellen Asteroid field came apart as if a great
wave of energy had smashed through it. Asteroids from the size of a man to the size of star cruisers were
targeted and blasted into oblivion. There was no hesitation, no missed shots, and through that massive wave of
destruction, Spartan 01 squirted out and made directly for the docking bay in the belly of MJOLNIR’S HAND.
The two Coven Light cruisers were not as lucky, as their shields were quickly overwhelmed by the enormous
amount of shattered rock slamming against them. One of the cruisers began to turn and try to run back the way
it had come, only to turn directly into the path of another moon sized asteroid that had just been blasted in half.
The two pieces of rock slammed the turning ship between them, instantly crushing the hull of the ship and
setting of internal explosions.

The second light cruiser was just reaching the end of the field, its captain angry and hurt but glad to be
alive. Alarms were blaring all over his ship from multiply hits they had taken, but they were alive. Until he
looked up at his monitor and saw the six huge missiles just fired directly at him from the bow of MJOLNIR’S
HAND.

His last action was to curse the Vampire High Lord and thank whatever gods he prayed to that he no
longer had to face Princess Yuri because he had failed.

Martin looked at Komirri. “Get us back across the border quickly Komirri.” He ordered. “No sense in
pissing off more people than we need to.”

Komirri nodded. “Understood sire.”



For’mya looked at Endith as she powered down the engines and Tina moved forward from her station to
kneel between their seats. They both smiled and took each other’s hand as Tina rested her own on top of theirs.
They brought their helmeted heads together.

“I'narr en gothrim glinuva nuin I'anor.” For’'mya spoke softly in elfin. (The bones of our foes will
gleam under the sun.)

“Lye nuquernuva sen e dagor.” Endith echoed. (We will defeat them in battle.)

“Lissenen ar' maska'lalaith tenna' lye omentuva.” (Sweet water and light laughter until next we meet.)
Tina spoke in fluent elfin, finishing the ritual they had begun many months ago at the end of each time they
flew. Endith and For’mya had schooled her hard, at her request, to learn their language, and Tina was now one
of a few hundred humans within the Union who could actually communicate in the elfin tongue with no
difficulty in the least.

Anja was helping Belen to release the straps that held him in the seat with Sangria in his lap. She was
conscious once more, her sea green eyes looking meekly at Anja. She knew she had almost gotten them killed,
and she knew they were not happy with her. Anja didn’t say anything at all, releasing the last clamp and then
moving into the rear of the STRIKER DT. Sangria froze when she felt Belen lean forward, his arms tightening
around her body and his hard chest pressing against her back. His lips moved up to her ear.

“Be thankful I am not my father.” He spoke in barely a whisper. “He usually commands Anja’s detail.
For the danger you put her this day, he would have killed you already.” Sangria listened intently, noting that
there was no anger in his words now. “We have taken... we have taken you from the world you knew, and you
are angry at this. [ understand your reactions. What you must now do is tread very carefully when you walk
Sangria. Try to think before you speak, and try to keep that moon sized chip on your shoulder from overruling
your brain. You have made no friends this day.”

“I don’t want any friends!” Sangria hissed back softly, turning her head slightly. “They are only friends
as long as they get something from you!”

Belen prodded her to stand up and then he followed her motion, turning her around to look at him. “She
is your sister.” He spoke. “You may deny it all you like, but you will soon see the proof of this. She risked
much coming after you. As did the King, and I guarantee you, the one person in the entire Union you do not
want angry at you is the King.”

“I’m not afraid of some man!” Sangria spat softly.

Belen smiled gently, which surprised her. “And that is why I have not already killed you.” He spoke
honestly. “You have a strength within you that is admirable; just remember that your strength is also your
greatest weakness right now.”

“I’m stronger than she will ever be!” Sangria snapped quietly. “I’m not afraid of you, or some fool
King! She probably wears the pants in their relationship anyway! I can deal with any man! Including you.”

Belen’s eyes narrowed. “Confidence is one thing woman. Stupidity is quite another matter. She has not
presumed to know the life you have led; I would suggest you do not presume to know what life she has led. You
might find that yours pales in comparison.” Belen made a show of looking her up and down. “As for handling
me...?”" He chuckled. “Do not flatter yourself.” He took her arm tightly. “Let us go now!”

For’mya waited until they had left the cockpit before looking at Endith as they began to climb from their
seats.

“I have a feeling she is in for a big surprise.” For’mya spoke.

Endith nodded as she stepped up to Tina, kissing her deeply, pressing her body up against Tina tightly.
After a moment they pulled away and Endith looked at For’mya. “The question is... will she be able to handle
it?”

For’mya nodded. “Yes. That is the question.”

Sangria walked down the ramp next to Belen into the cavernous landing bay that was larger than
anything she had ever seen in her life. She could see TEMPTEST Interceptors and DEVASTATOR Heavy



Fighters scattered about the bay, to include numerous STRIKER ATs. Hundreds of technicians and ground crew
were moving back and forth among the ships and doing whatever it was they did. Her eyes sought out and
found Anja embracing the raven haired young woman tightly, the enormous black dragon behind her, standing
beside the azure blue dragon. Anja’s green scaled monster walked up to the other two dragons and he butted
heads with the black one while the smaller bluish dragon looked on. Belen pulled her towards the group and
came up next to Seanna at the tail end of the conversation they were having.

“...very upset with you for being so reckless.” Aricia told Anja, still holding her hands tightly. “You and
Seanna. And then you got Miath involved?”

Anja let out a small laugh and to Sangria’s surprise kissed the raven haired woman full on the lips. A
kiss the woman didn’t draw away from, but actually seemed to relish. “It needed to be done! They had us
pinned down.” Anja said after pulling away slowly. “Marty would understand the tactic.”

“Understand, yes!” The deep voice boomed. “Approve of, no!”

Anja’s body suddenly shot upwards in the grip of some unseen force. Sangria’s eyes darted back and
forth for some attacker, her mind registering the fact that no one else was moving and they had smiles on their
faces. She noticed the golden haired female elf step up next to the raven haired Lycavorian woman and she
watched as they shared an even steamier kiss than Anja and the woman had.

“Marty put me down!” Anja’s voice carried to her from above. “You know I hate when you do this just
because you can!”

“Then you know I don’t like you taking foolish risks!”” The deep voice echoed.

“We needed a way to break out and Miath and I gave us one!” Anja snapped, crossing her arms over her
ample chest, a stern look on her face as she was suspended ten meters in the air. “You would have done the
same damn thing!”

Aricia laughed now. “She has a point Beloved.” She said loudly.

Sangria blinked quickly three times as she watched the large Lycavorian male break from the group of
technicians who had been surrounding him. His black hair was the color of night, and even from this distance
she could see the yellow/gold eyes and the brightness of them. He looked like he had been sculpted from rock;
his body muscled and ripped in a way Sangria had never seen. He walked up to the group and stopped only a
meter from her, his yellow/gold eyes never leaving Anja’s suspended figure above them. The dark gray and
black uniform, with added body armor covering every exposed portion of his skin except for the joints,
conformed to his body like a glove. He was over two meters tall, Sangria estimated, though not as tall as the
black Spartan Danny. The crimson cape that the raven haired female also wore billowed behind him in the
slight breeze from the air circulators.

Sangria watched as Anja lowered from above until she was directly in front of him. Her sea green eyes
grew wide when she saw Anja’s eyes change quickly, and wolf fangs burst from her gums and she glared at
him. No one could help but smile at the situation.

Martin stepped right up to Anja and stared into her eyes unafraid and un-intimidated by her glare as he
held her there.

Anja stared right back, but as always, she couldn’t stare into those yellow/gold eyes for very long
without feeling the love that pulsed from his aura for her, surrounding her with warmth and delicious
sensations. Her eyes changed back first, and then her fangs receded until finally she was staring at him with
love and desire in her jade green eyes.

“It’s nice to know I’'m so well thought of.” She spoke finally.

Martin smiled as he released his TK hold on her, but not before pulling her body close to his. Anja’s
arms went around his neck as he pulled her close.

“That was damn impressive.” He said softly.

Anja’s eyes twinkled. “I thought you might like that.” She said.

Sangria watched as the big Lycavorian male covered Anja’s lips with his and they shared an incredibly
passionate kiss right there on the flight deck with hundreds of men and women milling about. She had to admit
to herself, whoever this Lycavorian was, he was surely impressive. She watched as he nuzzled Anja’s throat
after breaking their kiss, and her eyes practically rolled up into her head as she sighed heavily in delight,
clutching tightly to his shoulders as he lowered her gently to the deck. She watched Anja take a couple of deep
breaths and then open her eyes again.



“Are we backing across the border Martin?”’ She asked quickly.

Martin nodded. “Already done.” He answered. “We’re on course for Apo Prime and should get there in
a couple of days.”

“No one...”

Martin shook his head. “We made a clean getaway.” He said. “Relax Firecracker, we’re good. You did a
heck of a job there. All of you did. Especially that big black bastard.”

Sangria heard the laughter from behind them and turned to see the Spartan Danny standing with his two
mates.

“Just make sure you remember that!”” Dan spoke up, causing Anuk and Nayeca both to elbow him in the
ribs.

Sangria watched as the raven haired female stepped up to the big Lycavorian, the elf pilot holding her
waist. His eyes had returned to their normal dark brown now, his fangs gone, and those eyes settled on her.

Anja had her arm around his waist as Belen moved forward a few steps and then suddenly Sangria was
right in front of him. “Martin... this is Sivana.” Anja spoke softly.

Martin stared at her for a long moment, so long that Sangria thought for sure he was undressing her right
down to her soul. “So this is the lady we’ve been chasing for almost a year huh?”

“My name... my name is Sangria.” She stammered.

Martin tilted his head slightly as he looked at her. “Belen?”

“Milord King?”

“Sangria is to be afforded every comfort. There is a guest stateroom waiting for her on deck twelve.”
Martin spoke. “The ship’s tailor can make her some new clothes if she prefers. Help her to get settled in and
then bring her to the forward lounge for dinner tonight.”

Belen nodded quickly. “As you order sire.”

“So I’m a prisoner again?” Sangria asked. “Just now I’'m your prisoner? The King’s prisoner? I feel so
special.”

Anja exhaled heavily and rolled her eyes.

Martin’s eyes narrowed and he stepped forward quickly, Aricia and Anja’s arms falling away from
around his waist. Sangria attempted to back up but Belen’s body stopped her and she had no choice but to look
up into those dark unreadable eyes.

“If you were anyone else, you would be dead for the danger you put my mates and my friends in.”
Martin growled. “I can arrange for a cell in the brig to be made available for you with no trouble, but I thought I
might try showing you that we are not your enemies.”

“You haven’t done a real convincing job so far.” Sangria stated flatly.

Martin chuckled. “I’ll give you this... you got guts. Anja?”

“Belen if you would please escort her to the Medical Bay. I’ll be along shortly to do a complete
examine.” Anja spoke.

“I don’t need an exam!” Sangria snapped.

“Perhaps... but you will get one regardless.” Anja stated calmly. “Whether you want one or not.”

Belen shook his head as he gripped Sangria’s arm tighter and began ushering her out of the landing bay
before she could say anything else.

Martin turned to look at Anja fully and she shook her head. “I’m sorry Martin.” She spoke softly.

“You have nothing to be sorry for Anja.” Aricia spoke quickly reaching out to take her hand. “Nothing.”

Martin moved up next to her and brought his hand up to caress her cheek. “Never apologize to me Anja.
For anything.” He said softly. “And Aricia is right. You have nothing to be sorry for.”

Anja met his eyes. “Ever since... ever since I found out I had a sister... the more information we got
about her, the more I felt responsible for her Martin. What if she had been born first and not me. She would
have met you... not me. I truly don’t know if I could have lived the life she has lived and survived.”

Martin shook his head slowly and took her face in his hands, drawing his thumbs across her cheeks.
“No... do not question yourself Anja, or the path that brought you to this point. I won’t let you. There are no
‘what ifs’ in our world now. Only the decisions we have made to this point. Do not second guess yourself or
what you have done. She is strong, but you are stronger, and now she will need you the most. Bite your tongue
if you have to Firecracker, I know you hate arrogant and rude people, but she is your sister.”



“And her attitude pisses me off!” Anja growled.

“She has known only one thing her entire life.” Aricia said gently. “To be taken out of that and thrust
into our world, where things are so different, it is a massive change.”

“But we need the information from her on how to find Lisisa.” Anja said looking at him.

Martin nodded. “Yes we do. She’ll give it to us... but I will not resort to measures that make us no better
than those who took Lisisa from me in the first place.”

“Nor will I.” Yuriko spoke coming forward to stand next to the man she considered her father. “She is
my sister... I love her Anja... but father is right. We can not become like those we fight. If we do... all will be
lost. I believe she wants to tell us everything we want to know, but I sense she is also very frightened right now.
The toughness may be partly an act to keep from allowing others too close. It is a condition I know well. She
needs time. She is the link we have sought for so long, and we have kept her from falling into Coven Hands.
That is the most important thing right now.”

Anja turned back to Martin and saw him smile. “Go on. Give her a medical exam and then bring her to
dinner if she chooses to come.”

Anja smiled and kissed him quickly before moving to follow Belen and Sangria out of the landing bay.

ELEAR
ELF HOME WORLD
CAPITAL CITY OF AETIA

The Royal Palace on Elear was not as extravagant or old as main palace on Apo Prime. It was more like
their island home really; comfortable and peaceful. A small stream ran through the property, the four story
structure filled with large hallways and rooms. Most of them were never used, as everyone knew whenever the
King, Dysea, or Aricia came to Elear, they all slept in the same room. Many people knew that there would soon
be more than just Androcles running through the halls as well. Those close to the King and Royal family knew
that Anja was only two weeks from full phase, and Dysea was only two months from phase herself. Many
among the palace staff were excited, hoping that soon their own Elfin Queen would be carrying a child.

Things were much slower paced on Elear, due mainly to the calm nature of the elves themselves. Dysea
only enhanced that nature when it was realized she was no different from them in any way. Dysea’s ancestors
may have been genetically created, but she was born from a mother and father, and the calm, cool nature of the
elves poured from her in waves, putting almost everyone she came across at ease immediately. Isabella had
become a welcome fixture at the palace, never far from Dysea’s side, and now Iriral occupied a small portion of
the palace all to herself. A special pen had been constructed for her on the top of the palace so that she could
come and go as she pleased, and it wasn’t uncommon to see her leap into the sky from the streets and markets
all around the palace grounds.

Dysea walked now among the flower gardens surrounding the palace, the Elf High Minister Alocgeid
and Delegation Leader L’tian on either side of her. Iriral watched them as they walked, never trusting anyone
but Isabella to be alone with her Bonded Mate without her watchful gaze. L’tian and Dysea had come a long
way from that day on Martin’s ship over a year ago. In L’tian, Dysea had found a voice of reason and great
intelligence, and a man she trusted completely, and who would also give her straight forward answers to any of
her questions. Alocgeid had taken some time to get used to Dysea’s easy going and benevolent persona, and at
the way she could, at the flip of a switch inside her, become the wolf that Martin Leonidas had turned her into
with his bite. A day that Dysea would cherish until she died.

“...So what have we learned about this secret elf society since I last spoke with you gentlemen?”” Dysea
asked. “And you both should know by now to hold nothing back from me.”

Dysea wore a simple white jumpsuit that caused her platinum colored hair to stand out even more. Her
skin was deeply tanned; her emerald green eyes the talk of many young male elves in the cafés and markets
around the palace. She and Isabella were the tallest of Martin’s Queens, both of them standing close to five foot
eight, with Bella being just slightly over that height. The jumpsuit also did little to hide the shapely and
muscular figure Dysea had. She had long legs, slim and firm, an incredibly shaped ass, a slim waist, and high
full breasts. She was not afraid to wear clothes that highlighted her figure, and even now many of the younger



elf females were discarding their own centuries old inhibitions and dressing more like the elves that lived on
Earth.

“It is still mainly rumors My Queen.” Alocgeid spoke.

“You seemed concerned because of the significance of these scrolls Alocgeid. And you would not have
brought it to my attention or requested my presence unless you thought it was important.” Dysea spoke looking
at him. “Bella tends to agree with you in that, why steal ancient scrolls unless they were to be used for
something? What was on these scrolls?”

“They were ancient incantations used by our people thousands of years ago.” L’tian answered. “They
are said to be able to raise the dead.”

Dysea looked at him. “Raise the dead?” She asked. “You are joking aren’t you?”

L’tian smiled. “No one believed them to be useful, but they were part of the ancient texts, so they were
committed into the temple with the other scrolls.”

“And none of the other scrolls were taken?” Dysea asked.

Alocgeid shook his head. “Just those three.” He answered. “That is what concerns me. Whoever initiated
the crime did so for a reason, and that was to build on these rumors of a secret society that claims to be founded
from the First Elfin King.”

Dysea looked at him. “The first Elfin King?”

Alocgeid nodded. “It is only a myth really. The first Elfin King, Artre, was said to have led our people to
a utopia of sorts. No war... no poverty... some people even believe he took them to immortal life on a far away
planet. This pilgrimage event supposedly took place dozens of millennia ago.”

“I thought our people have always lived on Elear.” Dysea said. “The only other place that elves truly call
home is Earth. At least that is what I was led to believe.”

L’tian nodded. “We have always lived on Elear... all of our scrolls and texts tell us this, but there are
some who believe this First Elfin King left this world in search of something better. It is all rumor and legend,
nothing substantial in the least Dysea. Yet there are those who believe this, primarily a small holy order that
denies taking the scrolls and lives in the southern region.”

“Have they been questioned?”” Dysea asked.

L’tian nodded. “As I said, they deny taking the scrolls, but one of the villages that has many of their
followers is within a hundred kilometers of the temple, and they do have their own militia so to speak.”

“Militia?” Dysea asked.

“They have soldiers among their number.” Alocgeid spoke now. “And those soldiers have trained
others.”

“The temple was on the northern continent, and this order is in the southern region?”” Dysea spoke.
“How large is this Order?” She asked finally.

“At last count several hundred strong.” L’tian replied. “Up until now... we have never felt the need to
bring any type of scrutiny on them. They have always been peaceful, and have never tried to force their views
on others.”

“They have started this now?” Dysea asked as she stopped walking and looked at them. “Have they
started this now?” She demanded again.

L’tian nodded. “In a manner of speaking.”

“L’tian what exactly does in a manner of speaking mean?”’ Dysea snapped. “Either they have or they
have not. Which is it?”

“There have been three confrontations in the past year at gatherings in Wainn. It is the largest city in the
south and many of our old customs are still practiced in some of the outlying villages.” Alocgeid answered.
“The followers of this Order have made accusations... comments in regards to you and your relationship with
Isabella and also the type of government the King presides over.”

“Type of government?” Dysea said. “It is the same government that has been in place for three thousand
years, and they are just now starting to complain about it? As for my relationship with Bella, that will not
change in the least no matter what some religious group thinks or says.”

“The members of this order supposedly preach peace and unity.” L’tian spoke. “The three confrontations
ended up with fourteen injured elves, none of them from this Order. All the civilian men and women, who were



at the gatherings, were there only to worship in their own way. As you know we do not have an established
religion. When they refused to listen to the representatives of this Order they were beaten.”

“So what you basically are telling me is we have a cult group in the south that is starting to make waves
about their so-called religion.” Dysea said.

Alocgeid nodded. “It would appear so... but the theft of the scrolls is somewhat more troubling since it
indicates a wider network. Something this order is not supposed to have.”

Realization hit Dysea then. “You believe an outside influence is injecting itself onto Elear?”

“I believe there is an outside chance.” Alocgeid answered. “That is why L’tian and I have maintained
that it is some sort of conspiracy or secret society. It tells the truth but also leaves open all of our options.”

“Why didn’t you bring this to Nauta Melme’s attention?” Dysea asked sternly, looking first to Alocgeid
and then to L’tian. “Either of you?”

“Bring what to his attention my Queen?”” Alocgeid asked. “We have nothing to present to him but rumor
and innuendo as you yourself have said.”

L’tian chuckled now. “And as For’mya and you have stated in the past, King Leonidas has a tendency to
be rather over protective at times, especially to those people and things he cares a great deal for. You are Queen
of the Elves, and we decided it was better if we brought this to you first. You and Isabella have a way of
keeping the King reigned in so to speak.”

Dysea smiled at his words and nodded her head in agreement. “I see your point in regards to that.” She
said. “But you must know that I will tell Nauta Melme everything you have told me.”

Alocgeid nodded. “Oh we know that Milady.” He said. “You however can keep him from coming here
with a division of Spartans and destroying this so-called religious order before we are able to learn anything. He
is still learning the intricacies of politics my Queen, and more often than not, he will react with his instinct
before anything else.”

Dysea smiled. “This is true.” She said. “Very well. Bella is finishing up purchasing what we need and
then we will go to the temple first. It has been closed since the theft correct?”

“Yes.”

Dysea nodded. “From there we will go to Wainn and see if we can determine what is happening.”

Alocgeid nodded. “L’tian and I will make the proper arrangements for a visit by the Queens so it does
not look out of place.”

“Iriral and I are going to visit Arzoal this afternoon and I will contact Nauta Melme tonight.” Dysea
spoke. “In the meantime whatever information you are able to gather on any member of this order, get it and
have it delivered here before day’s end.”

“We’ll get it to you by mid-day my Queen.” L’tian spoke.

Dysea nodded to them as they bowed and headed for the path that would take them out of the palace
grounds. She waited for a moment and then looked up to see Iriral’s light gray scales block out the sunlight for
an instant until she landed lightly beside her despite her enormous size.

What do you think?

1 think a conversation with the Elder Mother is better than sitting here. Iriral spoke in reply. With
respects to the High Minister and Ambassador L tian, she has had more experience in dealing with situations
like this having lived on Enurrua for so long.

Dysea nodded thoughtfully. 7 agree. We should take Miai with us since Lexi is with Bella.

Iriral nodded. Her memory skills are fascinating Dysea.

Dysea nodded as she stepped up to her and vaulted into the saddle easily. Her Nehtes was her only
weapon aside from her Shi Viska. When it came to unarmed combat skill, Dysea was widely considered second
to only Martin and Aricia now. Aricia had improved to the point of being able to hold her own against Martin
longer than anyone, and that was due to the deepness of the bond she now shared with him. Dysea and Anja
were not far behind them, and Isabella was considered in a class all her own because of her vampire blood and
being able to blend all of those skills together so fluidly. She had trained Dysea as much as she was able, but
being vampire allowed Bella to blend into the shadows like a phantom and simply disappear. That combined
with her speed and natural vampire strength made her an opponent that most did not want to test.

Dysea turned to yell for Miai and stopped when she saw the young Lycavorian aide waiting by the wide
double doors. Her strawberry blond hair had grown in the last year, and she looked far wiser than when she had



discovered the man she was sleeping with was actually a clone and an agent for the Coven. Dysea had taken her
on as the primary aide for both her and Isabella and the young girl was a godsend. Her photographic memory
alone was unequaled, as were her organizational skills. She was a beautiful young woman, with the type of full
bodied curves that would turn the heads of any male Spartan, but since that day a year ago, Miai had shown no
interest in having another relationship, especially not with a man. Four had shown an interest in her while she
finished her studies at the University, three of which Gorgo had quickly sent packing, as she too had taken the
young girl under her protective wing. The fourth had been more persistent, and it had taken a late night visit by
Isabella to convince him that Miai was not interested in him at the time and he should look in other directions.
He had wisely taken the advice. It wasn’t wise to disregard advice from Isabella, especially when she was now a
Queen.

“You have your pad Miai?” Dysea called.

“I always have my pad Milady.” She called back.

Dysea smiled. “Then come.”

Miai darted over to where Iriral waited and climbed into the saddle in front of Dysea with no fear. She
had flown on Iriral before, and she thought it was the most exciting thing she had ever done before.

“Iriral! Go!” Dysea barked out and with a powerful lunge of her hind legs Iriral reached into Elear’s
cloudless blue sky. Bella?

Yes ussta She-Elf? Isabella answered immediately.

We are going to speak with Arzoal Bella. I will fill you in on what we discussed when we return. I will
see you back at the palace for dinner Nya Féa. Dysea Mindvoiced to her. (My Soul)

We will be a few more hours, but I look forward to tonight. Isabella answered.

Of course you do Bella. You are desert!

Of course you do Bella. You are desert!

Isabella looked towards the palace with a smile and her vampire eyes could just make out Iriral taking
flight. Isabella felt warmth spread through her at Dysea’s words, and the almost musical tone of her voice sent
shivers rippling through her. And once more Isabella could not help but look back on the life she now had,
compared to a year ago. Dysea was the strongest and most compassionate woman Isabella had ever met. In
some ways Dysea reminded her of her own mother. She could be the most compassionate individual you ever
encountered, but cross her once and she would rip out your heart.

Once Isabella surrendered to the desire of wanting Dysea in her bed, she thought for sure the she-elf
would not be up to the task, but Dysea had surprised her time and again. Not only did her blood taste sweeter
than any she had ever tasted, Dysea could make Isabella squirm in unabashed delight just by using her fingers.
And when her lips and tongue descended to her flesh, Isabella knew then what rapture felt like. How many
times had Dysea left her shivering in post orgasmic bliss? The times were too numerous to count, and Isabella
had found herself craving a taste for not only Dysea’s blood, but her passion as well, as sweet and inviting as it
was. The pleasure they had shared was unequaled in Isabella’s eyes; all the relationships she had had before
Dysea were now nothing but very distant memories. Dysea had explored every centimeter of her body with
exquisite detail, and Isabella had happily done the same in return. Dysea was the only woman to have shared
her bed up until a week ago, and while that night with Anja and Aricia had been glorious, especially the length
of Anja’s incredible tongue, Dysea was still the only one who could stir the emotions within her that she did.

Isabella now looked forward to the night she knew was coming. The night where she would willingly
wrap her arms around Martin Leonidas and give herself to him completely. The night where she would truly
and completely become part of a family.

Isabella’s eyes dropped back to the street when she sensed it.

The days on Elear were cloudless and bright for the most part, and during the summer months, as it was
now, the heat could sometimes grow unbearable. Many of its citizens had taken to wearing long thin cloaks and
cowls to hide from the sun while they went about their business in the markets. Isabella and Lexi were no
different, and both wore the long tan cloaks. Isabella’s hood was up over her black hair, hiding her face. She
was well known now among the elves of Elear, known as the Queen’s lover and dearest friend and confidant.
Dysea made no attempt to hide her feelings for Isabella, even within the many markets, always holding her hand



and pressing close to her to share a kiss of affection. Isabella hadn’t been comfortable at first with these displays
of affection, but now she relished them.

Isabella swept her eyes over the crowds without moving her head, all of her combat senses triggering at
the same time. She was being watched by unfriendly eyes. Being the well trained Spartan that she was, Lexi
detected the tiniest change in Isabella’s heart, and she turned slowly, making a show of looking at the long
blankets she held in her arms. She didn’t even look at Isabella, passing her eyes over her as if she was looking at
something else, but that fraction of a moment told her all she needed to know.

“Bella.” Lexi spoke softly so that only Isabella could hear her as she turned and made a show of holding
out the blankets to Isabella.

“We are being watched.” Isabella answered just as softly as she began lifting the edges of the blankets
and inspecting them. “They are not friendly, and I believe them to be mercenaries of some sort.”

Lexi kept her face neutral and nodded as if Isabella asked her something. “Numbers?”’

“At least two, but there could be a vampire or two wrapped in the shadows directing them.” Bella
answered. “Are you trained enough to detect the beats of odd hearts Lexi?”

“Only within a few meters.” Lexi answered. “Once I became Dysea’s Captain, I did not pursue the
training further. I will correct that when we return to Apo Prime.”

Bella nodded. “I believe I will join you, for my skills in detection have diminished as well it seems. I
should have detected them the moment they entered the square, but I did not, which means they are either very
old or very well trained, or both.”

“Should I activate the beacon?”’ Lexi asked. “You and I can take two mercenary scums Bella.”

“You and I can yes, but I am more concerned for the innocents that may be hurt.” Isabella spoke. “And
if there are vampires wrapped in the shadows, they might intervene.”

Lexi flipped one of the blankets over to inspect the back side. “I truly hate that skill your people have.”
She spoke.

Isabella looked at her and couldn’t help the slight lifting of the corner of her lips at the humor Lexi was
trying to impose. It only served to show her just how accepted she truly was. “We should begin to move to the
edge of the market. Less innocents if we need to engage in a fight.”

“Do we call Dysea?” Lexi asked.

“She is on her way to see Arzoal.” Isabella answered. Her eyes narrowed and she nodded. “The two I
sense do indeed intend to attack. We should move quickly, and once near the edge of the market the elf security
will know how to handle any that may try to intercede on their friend’s behalf. I am going to wrap myself in the
shadows and see if I can detect any others. I will meet you in the market square Lexi. Stop for nothing and
remember; if there are purebloods in the market and they attack, they will be faster than you. Use you reflexes
and power to fight them.”

Lexi nodded. “Ready?”

Isabella nodded. “Indeed!”

Lexi broke away from Isabella in a heartbeat, and moved with wolf quickness through the crowd.
Isabella spun away from her at the same time, wrapping the shadows of the stand they were next to around her
like a blanket, and effectively disappearing from sight. It was a skill all vampires had, and the older and more
powerful they were, the better this skill was. It was almost as if they could bend the light within the shadows to
hide their bodies and make themselves appear like nothing more than wisps of black smoke. It was easy to
manipulate the vision of most races with quick movements and slight of hand, and though many had tried this
skill, only vampires could actually make it work to perfection. Isabella was nearly two thousand years old, and
of all her skills, this is the one she had used more than any other. As she stood against the wall of the stand, the
woman proprietor suddenly wondering where her customers were, Isabella let her cobalt blue eyes scan the area
around where she was.

The shadows were plentiful, considering the number of market stands and the small distances between
them, and Isabella detected the three vampires almost immediately due to the white veins against their black
bodies. They were standing between two stands across the large courtyard. The youngish looking vampire
standing between the two older ones who were obviously assassins. None of them were close to her age or skill
or they would have detected her by now, and Isabella simply watched them for a moment. The two older
assassins were stoic and very professional, the younger man between them looking confident yet still a little



frightened. She watched as they began to move to follow their hired thugs, and Isabella decided it was time to
join Lexi. She had the information she needed now, and she needed to help Lexi in case these three decided to
attack as well. Keeping the shadows wrapped around her, Isabella blurred in motion to follow Lexi.

Lexi reached the edge of the market center and slowed to a sedate walk as the crowds had thinned
considerably. She casually dropped her hand down and removed her Nehtes from her thigh and slowed even
more as she saw the two hunters who had followed her slow as well. She had never seen their species before,
but they moved confidently and with practiced ease, and they were heading right for her.

“Kochab Bounty Hunters.” Bella’s voice echoed from behind her. Lexi didn’t turn as Isabella appeared
next to her. She had gotten over the shock and surprise at her speed and ability to appear from anywhere long
ago. She had however on many occasions thanked the gods of Sparta that Isabella was on their side. “There are
three vampires following us as well, but I don’t believe they will expose themselves. They have wrapped the
shadows around them tightly. They are going to see if these Bounty Hunters can match us.”

Lexi nodded as her dark blue eyes followed the two lizard looking men. At least she thought they were
men. “Anything I should know about these two? I’ve never seen their kind before.”

Isabella stood next to her, casually sliding her dual knives out of her sleeves and into her palms. “They
are anatomically like humans. They have two hearts however, and if you use a chest thrust, make sure you hit
them twice. They are fast, but not as fast as you or I. Martin Leonidas has showed you how to use your ability to
shift as a tool of attack?”

Lexi nodded. “He showed all of us, to include Mjolnir’s Hand.” Lexi replied. It was a skill that Martin
had developed and was now being implemented throughout training across the Union. They would use their
ability to shift as a speed increaser, leaping at an enemy in wolf form, and shifting just before they struck, using
a small knife imbedded in the Shi Viska harnesses.

“I will take the one on the right. The one on the left I will leave to you.” Isabella spoke. “I have already
signaled Elfin Security and they have deployed, but these two we must take down. Just beneath their jaw line is
the thinnest portion of their skin Lexi. Aim there. Do not let them fire their weapons Lexi, as they are scatter
weapons and will injure many innocent civilians.”

Lexi nodded slowly as she replaced her Nehtes in the thigh holster. “I’m ready.”

“Now!” Isabella barked and she blurred in motion.

The Kochab Bounty Hunters were skilled and well trained, but neither of them had gone up against a
vampire of [sabella’s age and skill. As their weapons came up in defense, Isabella’s form flashed past the
Kochab Hunter on the right. There was a glint of metal and a gurgling sound and then a fountain of purplish
blood erupted from the Bounty Hunter’s throat as his hands dropped his rifle and reached for the gaping wound
in his thick neck that began just below his jaw.

The second Bounty Hunter saw the flash of yellow/gold light as Lexi shifted to wolf form and leaped at
him. His fanged grinned announced victory as he tracked her with his weapon, until three seconds later another
yellow/gold flash announced her returning to human form, her left arm already completing the lethal swipe. The
Bounty Hunter felt a moment of searing pain and then his blood began spitting from the now gaping wound in
his neck.

Lexi and Isabella stepped together back to back, her Shi Viska now flaring into life, and her hand
bringing the extended Nehtes up in a defensive posture as the screams of frightened civilians running for cover
spread across the market. Isabella held her twin knives, one blade folded back against her forearm and crossing
her chest, the other extended out and down low to her hip.

“Nicely done!” Isabella spoke quickly. “Excellent form!”

“The loose dirt threw me off at the last second.” Lexi replied, her eyes sweeping the area around them.
“Can you detect them?”

“No.” Isabella answered. “It was a test. My test.”

“What... what do you mean?” Lexi asked.

“They are hunting me.” Isabella answered calmly as the elfin security troops began arriving in the
square. “Someone within the High Coven has issued a Kill Order on me. And if they are hunting me, it stands to
reason they will be hunting Dysea. And that makes me very angry.”



“A Kill Order?” Lexi spoke. “That doesn’t sound like a good thing.”

Isabella lowered her knives as she looked around one last time. “If they were here they are gone now.”
She spoke turning to look at Lexi. “Contact the Admiral on NORMYA’S LIGHT Lexi. [ want extra security on
the palace and Ambassador L’tian as well as the High EIf Minister.”

“That’s it?” Lexi asked. “They tried to take us in broad daylight Bella?”

Isabella nodded. “Yes I know. I also know that once word of this attack gets out, Elf security will
become very tight around everything. Mention nothing of vampires Lexi. That is something we need to discuss
with Dysea and Martin first. Let us just say this is a random attack for now.”

Lexi looked at her. “Do we cancel our mission?”

Isabella shook her head. “On the contrary... if I know Dysea and Martin... this attack will only make
them want to continue it more. They hit us for a reason... and we need to find out why. Have Marci join us for
dinner tonight as well.”

Lexi smiled knowing why Isabella wanted that. She had trained with the vampire female for three
months now, and in Lexi’s eyes, she was even deadlier than Isabella.

EARTH
NEW MIAMI

Isra looked at the tall Drow General and could not help but be impressed. The sight of him and Aelnala
descending out of the sky only moments before had not startled her in the least, even as the blond Spartan
standing next to her had backpedaled quickly. Isra found himself liking her before she even began speaking and
he motioned to Aelnala to look around the area as he moved up next to her.

“General Lynwe... it is a distinct honor.” Isra spoke holding out his hand.

Lynwe smiled and gripped the offered handshake. “I must say the same.” She replied, her amber eyes
going to where Aelnala was moving slowly along the sand in the surf. “I... never in my wildest dreams did I
ever expect to see a real dragon.”

Isra laughed lightly. “We get that quite a bit.” He said.

Tell her I am honored to meet her Isra. Aelnala spoke looking up and settling her eyes on Lynwe.

“Her name is Aelnala... and she says she is honored to meet you.” Isra spoke. “Your exploits during the
Battle for Earth are well known. Your holding actions against the High Coven were... well according to King
Leonidas, and using his words, your actions saved his ass.”

Lynwe smiled and bowed her head slightly. “There were many others involved in that action, but
without him, Earth would not be free.” Lynwe turned and looked at the two covered bodies in the sand. “We left
them as they were discovered.”

Isra nodded and looked at the bodies. “Two males?”

Lynwe nodded and looked at Layna. “Layna has the details.”

Isra watched the young female Spartan step forward and bow her head. “It is an honor to meet a Section
Leader of Mjolnir’s Hand Commander.” She spoke still somewhat in awe of this violet eyed Spartan who flew
on a dragon.

Isra nodded. “T am still a Spartan like you Layna.” He spoke. “No more, no less. I just happen to ride a
dragon. We are of the same rank as well, so my name is Isra please.”

Layna glanced at Lynwe quickly and saw her amber eyes twinkle, and then she smiled and held out the
pad to Isra. “The wounds are identical to the first two victims. Precise thrusts through their chests, cleaving the
heart and lungs. The words were carved into their flesh after they bled out.”

“No blood?” Isra asked taking the pad.

Lynwe shook her head. “It appears they are being killed elsewhere and then dumped here.”

“Has anyone reported them missing?” Isra asked.

“All of them are single.” Lynwe spoke. “The census records for New Miami are still being complied,
and some are not rushing to be registered. Layna and I have been here for two days and two nights now, and it
appears there are many who survived the attacks that are not at all unhappy that Tarifa is being singled out.”

Isra looked at her. “How did they find out Tarifa was involved?”



“The bodies are discovered by civilians walking the beach Isra.” Layna spoke. “They have the
opportunity to see the phrases before security elements arrive.”

“Who has found the bodies?”

“A couple found the first body.” Lynwe answered. “A fisherman found the second, and then this
morning these bodies were found by someone out running their dog on the beach.”

“Elves or human?” Isra asked.

Lynwe met his eyes. “All of them were human.” She answered slowly.

“What is the ratio of human to elf in this area?” Isra asked.

“Before Tarifa destroyed most of the city, it was almost all human. The only elves here were slaves.”
Lynwe replied. “Now it is equally elf and human.”

Isra nodded. “T am no true investigator... but that seems to be rather convenient don’t you think? All the
victims are elves, and they were all found by humans.”

“Couldn’t it just as easily be the work of elves?”” Layna asked. “Playing devil’s advocate for a
moment... family and friends of those who lost their lives here when Tarifa did attack.”

Lynwe nodded. “That is very possible too.” She spoke not taking offense in the least. “Records before
the Battle for Earth will be spotty at best in regards to slaves they may have been in the city. We can trace some
through their surnames... but to discover who exactly was here before...” She shook her head. “That would be
impossible. I know from personal experience the Coven did not keep very good records on slaves within the
cities. It is why Selene’s father and mother were so successful in...” Lynwe stopped talking, her amber eyes
growing a little wider. “Of course!”

Layna looked at her. “General... what is it?”

“Selene’s parents, her father in particular. They kept meticulous records of requests for assistance in
regards to escaping elves. They very well could have a list of hundreds of names of elves that were here in the
city.”

Isra nodded. “See if you can obtain such a list.” Isra said. “Whoever the killer is... they are dumping the
bodies here on the beach of New Miami to make a statement in regards to that attack. So let’s take that option
away from them. Contact Eden City and Sparta and have them deploy enough Spartans to cover the entire beach
front twenty kilometers north and twenty kilometers south of New Miami. These two came ashore without the
bites of these jellyfish correct?”

Lynwe nodded. “They had to have been dumped into the ocean further north and then they washed
ashore when the tide came in.”

“Perhaps they decided to begin dumping the bodies further from their lair.” Isra spoke. “This place you
wanted to visit... you said it was an old vampire school?”

Lynwe nodded. “The King destroyed it with a clean suitcase nuclear weapon. I have had two flyovers
done, and they detected heat signatures, but no signs of movement. It is also less than fifty miles from where the
first two bodies were dumped, and they had to have known the currents for the area to know the bodies would
have come ashore where they did.”

“When my ship returns we will take it to this place.” Isra spoke. “We should...”

Isra? Aelnala’s voice interrupted him and he turned to look at where she was looking closely at the sand
twenty meters away.

What is it?

Isra... look at this.

Isra handed the pad back to Layna and moved toward Aelnala without hesitation. Her voice in his head
held surprise and suspicion, two things he had never heard from her in such a way. What is it Aelnala? What'’s
wrong?

Here Isra. What do you see?

Sand.

Beneath the sand my Dragon Brother.

Isra looked at where her snout was and he bent over close to her head, reaching into the sand. He felt
something scaly and soft just under the surface and wrapped his fingers around it, pulling it up from the under
the sand as Lynwe and Layna squatted next to him. They watched as his violet eyes looked at the hooked object
and then turn to look at his dragon.



Is this what I think it is? He asked.

Acelnala nodded her large head slowly. /¢ is.

“Commander... what are we looking at?”” Lynwe asked as her amber eyes gazed at the scaly hooked
object between his fingers.

Isra turned to her. “What we are looking at has just altered the very essence of this investigation.” He
answered. “This is the molted skin of a dragon’s talon Lynwe.”

A Firespitter it looks like. Aelnala spoke. Roughly the same size as me, if the molt shed is any indication.
A female by the scent and thickness of the talon. A very old female, well... old in relation to me.

How old?

Aclnala blinked her honey colored eyes. I’d say over three thousand years old at least, but it’s hard to
tell because of the decay of the shed.

Isra looked back at the molt in his hand, turning it over in his fingers. “How would the molted skin of a
female Firespitter get to Earth?”” He asked out loud.

“Are you saying... are you saying that a member of Mjolnir’s Hand is killing these people?”” Layna
asked stunned.

Isra shook his head. “That’s not possible. These murders began before King Leonidas ever released us to
leave Apo Prime. No... this is something else. And we don’t know if there is a rider associated with this dragon.
I must run some tests when my ship returns to be more certain. And then I must talk to the King.” Isra tapped
the built in COM on his armor. “Lochi Commander Pretus?”’

“I am here Commander Isra!” The male voice replied.

“Are you standing by at the airfield?” Isra asked.

“We are sir. Your ship is landing now.”

“The moment my ship lands, you will divide your Lochi and have a Demi-phyle board her and have the
Demiphylarch tell Commander Lohana to return to my location with everyone aboard without delay. Is that
understood?”’

“Clearly sir.”

EDEN CITY

Lohana powered down the engines of her DT, and removed her helmet, setting it on the console. She
reached over to a different console while turning her head to look back as Tareif got to his feet.

“My only intent was to protect my daughter!” He snapped.

Tarifa turned her sapphire eyes on him. The trip to Eden City had been quiet, neither Tarifa nor Aihola
speaking with Tareif after his actions. Lohana knew Tarifa and Aihola were Mindvoicing back and forth as they
had the same stony faces as Isra and Aelnala when they Mindvoiced.

“You had no right Papa!” Tarifa spoke, not getting out of her chair.

“I had every right!” Tareif barked. “What do you see in this man Tarifa? Aihola... he is nothing like
Dekton.”

Aihola looked at him, her own eyes unhappy. “No he is not like Dekton.” Aihola spoke. “And that is
why we are so drawn to him.”

“He forced himself on you Tarifa!” He snapped. “He... for all intents he raped you

Tarifa leaped to her feet, her beautiful face now drawn back in a snarl as her eyes changed and her wolf
fangs burst forth as she faced her father. “Isra saved my life!” She screamed at him. “He did not rape me... he
did not force me! I... if anything I forced him to take me!”

Tareif’s eyes went wide and he looked at her. “You expect me to believe that? Why are you protecting
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him?”

“Isra does not need protecting father!” Tarifa snapped. “Least of all from you! If he had not made me his
mate [ would be dead! Dead do you hear me! He gave me his clothes to wear! And he slept in another’s quarters
until the last night on that ship when I gave myself to him. Dekton was dead Papa! He was never coming back!
Dekton made me a full wolf papa, with the needs and desires of any female wolf! Isra... Isra is the most
powerful Alpha male that I have ever met next to Martin. He drew me to him like a magnet! I gave myself to



him because I wanted too! Because I wanted him just as much as he wanted me! And it was glorious! He left us
on Enurrua because he knew Nya Istel and I still struggled with our feelings over Dekton. We returned here
after Martin told us the truth. We buried Dekton finally once and for all as our mate. We started our lives again.
Isra is who we want! He is who we have always wanted, and if you have destroyed that for us I will never speak
to you again! Ever!”

Aihola got to her feet slowly and came up beside Tarifa. “Nor will L. It is our decision to make Tareif,
not yours. We loved Dekton too... but we have buried him and moved on. You have not. Do not force us to feel
as you do, because you will only hurt yourself. Isra is our future. We have left the past behind... and we want
our future to include Isra. We need our future to include him. I can only hope we can fix what you have so
callously torn asunder in your misguided actions.”

Tareif stood there wide eyed and opened his mouth to speak when they heard the side hatch of the DT
and not the ramp open. They watched as seven fully armed Spartans piled quickly into the ship, one of them
making directly for the cockpit.

The helmeted Spartan ignored Tareif and looked directly at Lohana. “We are to return immediately to
Commander Isra’s location.” He spoke.

“What?” Tareif bellowed.

The COM panel on Lohana’s console began to chime and she reached over quickly. “Go ahead
Commander.” She spoke.

“Lohana has the Demiphylarch reported to you?” Isra’s voice filled the intercom.

“He’s here now!” She answered. “What is wrong?”

“The situation has changed.” Isra spoke. “Return to my location with Tarifa and Aihola immediately.”

Lohana nodded. “We’ll be airborne in twenty seconds.”

“We will not!” Tareif bellowed. “I will not allow this! You will not take my daughter from me again!
We are getting off this ship right now!”

“Demiphylarch!” Isra snapped.

“Commander!”

“If War Master Tareif so much as makes a step toward removing Tarifa and Aihola from that ship, you
will personally shoot him in the chest!” Isra barked. “Is that understood?”

Tareif froze when he felt the barrel of the P190 press against his chest. “Perfectly sir!”

Tarifa and Aihola were shocked into silence, and they watched for a moment as Lohana returned to her
seat and began the pre-flight sequence.

“Isra?” Tarifa stammered finally. “Isra... what is going on? Why are you doing this?”

“This is kidnapping!” Tareif roared.

“I will explain when you return here.” Isra’s voice told them. “For now... let Lohana fly the ship please.
I must contact the King.”

Tarifa and Aihola returned quickly to their chairs and began to buckle into the seats.

CHAPTER EIGHT
MJOLNIR’S HAND

“A Firespitter? Are you sure Isra?” Martin asked from the chair in his large office off the bridge of
MJOLNIR’S HAND.

The stars filled the large view window, the desk against the wall with two couches across from it. The
small credenza was pushed up against the opposite wall with several holoimages of Androcles and Aricia, as
well as Anja, Dysea and Isabella resting on top of it. The wall was adorned with framed still pictures of Torma
and Isheeni, as well as Arzoal and two photos of their island palace on Apo Prime. Martin had left the
decorating to Aricia and his other Queens, having no desire to attempt something with which he had no taste.

Martin walked around the large, life sized holoimage of Isra and went to the dispenser where he entered
the code for a large mug of coffee.



“Aelnala is certain sire.” Isra replied. “Judging by the molt of skin, she estimates the age at nearly three
thousand years, and a size roughly as large, perhaps larger than her. Now that Lohana has returned with our D7,
I’m having her run additional tests, but I trust Aelnala completely.”

Martin nodded. “As do I.” He answered. “And you believe this Spartan is riding the dragon?”

“It would explain why there have not been any indications of the killer dropping the bodies.” Isra spoke.
“I have reviewed the sensor logs for the entire eastern seaboard, specifically the southern portion, and there is
no sign of any sort of water craft or aircraft approaching the areas we have determined where the first bodies
were dropped. I am having the locations further north checked for the second two bodies, but I expect to find
the same thing. We, as Bonded Pairs, do not show up on any type of sensor scan sire, you know this, especially
if we are under psychic shielding as we are when we fly.”

“And it would explain how the bodies were dumped without detection.” Martin said with a nod of
agreement.

Isra nodded as well. “Sire... [ have to ask... is it... is it possible that it is a member of Mjolnir’s Hand?”

Martin shook his head immediately. “Impossible. I didn’t authorize any of them to leave Apo Prime for
this entire past year while we were training. You and Andreus would have detected anyone who did not appear
for training. Arzoal, The Oracle and I thoroughly vetted those chosen Isra, you know that.”

Isra nodded. “I know sire but I had to ask. That question will most certainly come up from others here
on Earth.”

“We are sure there is a rider?” Martin asked.

“It is too much of a coincidence Milord. To discover this so close to where two of the bodies were
discovered? Aelnala agrees with me on that. We are going to move down the beach in the morning and search
the first two areas tomorrow, and then we are going to inspect the old vampire school you destroy.” Isra
answered.

“Tarifa and Aihola?”” Martin asked.

Isra paused for a moment. “I will keep them with me Milord.” He answered finally. “Their home in
Eden City is too exposed... and I... I feel better knowing they are closer to Aelnala and I, where we can protect
them.”

“And this request you submitted early this morning? I received it from Deia an hour ago? What do |
make of this?”” Martin asked.

Isra looked up quickly. “You may ignore it sire. I will not leave my duty unfulfilled now. I may not be
able to win their hearts back, but I will do what you sent me here to do. I am the only one... I am the only one
they will listen too, as crazy as that sounds.”

Martin nodded with a smile. “Let it play out my brother.” Martin spoke. “I told you they were two of the
most obstinate women I’ve ever met. And Tareif is a bear. He hits pretty hard for an elf doesn’t he?”

Isra smiled and rubbed his jaw line. “Yes... I'm finding that out.”

“You think there might be something worth investigating at this school? I thought the nuke destroyed all
the structures?” Martin asked.

“It is possible. Over flights have detected heat signatures, and that is why we will search it tomorrow.
There are some smaller structures that remain that were not near the epi-center of the blast you initiated. What I
can’t determine about this dragon and its rider, is why come to the beach where the bodies would eventually
land, once he had already dropped the bodies offshore for the currents and tide to take care of?” Isra said.

Martin leaned against the bulkhead of the ship, staring out at the stars. “One of two reasons.” He
answered. “Either he is mocking us by being so bold, or he does not yet know you and Aelnala are on Earth.”

“Word has already spread to North America that we have arrived.” Isra spoke shaking his head.

“Yes... but had it gone out by the time the bodies were dropped last night?”” Martin asked. “It would
have had to spread by word of mouth, since the graduation ceremonies are not allowed to be recorded or
transmitted. Have Jamerl check all outgoing transmissions from Sparta over the last two nights Isra. Record and
review all of them. It’s a violation of privacy I know, but at this moment it is needed.”

Isra nodded. “T will inform him. Tarifa and Aihola will not like it.”

“Tough!” Martin snapped. “You tell them to contact me if they have a problem with that. And tell
Lynwe to blanket Selene with security if she hasn’t already done so. I want triple the security on everyone of



importance, to include anyone in Tarifa’s family. Hwia is the closest to family that Aihola has now, so cover her
as well. Have Panos or Lander arrange it.”

Isra nodded. “I will arrange that first thing in the morning.”

“We’ll be returning to Apo Prime by tomorrow mid day.” Martin spoke. “I will contact Arzoal and have
her come to Apo Prime so that we can talk about this. Did you ever hear of your father or brothers ever getting a
Firespitter egg off Enurrua?”

Isra shook his head. “Not that was mentioned openly sire. The eggs were more valuable than the bones I
understand, and if they were able to obtain a Firespitter egg, they never told anyone. The other question... how
did a Spartan come to be riding this dragon? And how did this dragon get to Earth. Only someone highly skilled
with the Nehtes could inflict the damage we have seen on the elves. Commander Layna concurs with me on
that, the strikes are too precise and exact to be an amateur. And you know well the level of Mindvoice ability
required to bond with a dragon deeply enough to allow such interaction.”

Martin nodded. “I’ll have Vistr and Vengal begin searching through records of all Spartans who either
failed their last trial or were expelled near the end of their training. That would at least explain the level of
training required for the Nehtes.” Martin said. “Send me the names of the Spartans you have listed as potential
suspects, but keep your surveillance very discrete. If they are bonded to a dragon, they will be able to detect
anyone watching them if we are not careful.”

Isra nodded. “I have already pulled back the surveillance on those individuals to a wider area. Our
agents will not be detected; I have used the Drow after conferring with Lynwe and Hwia. She is...” Isra shook
his head trying to find the word. “I would not want this Lynwe for an enemy Milord.” He said finally.

Martin grinned. “Neither would I my friend, neither would I. You are learning quickly Isra, using the
Drow in that manner.” He said.

Isra smiled and he was silent for a moment before looking at his King in the transmission. “Martin...
I..”

“Does your blood still burn for them Isra?” Martin asked him.

“Brighter now than it did a year ago Milord.” Isra answered without hesitation.

“You are a Lycavorian Alpha male Isra and if you let Tareif get in your way, I will kick your mida when
I see you again, especially if you let him stand between you and them. Their blood still burns for you Isra,
which I’m pretty sure you can smell, don’t let Tareif come between what all of you desire. I’1l beat you silly if
you do, and that will be after Aricia, Anja and Dysea stomp on you for letting them get away.” Martin spoke.
“Do you want me to speak with Tareif?”

Isra looked at him, his violet eyes sparkling even in the transmission, and he smiled. “No Milord... he is
Tarifa’s father, and he has become a surrogate father to Aihola. I will do what I must to win over their father, as
is our way, but I have decided right now to not let him stop me from finding out if I am what they want. I will
contact you after we have searched the ruins of this school tomorrow.” He spoke.

“You and Aelnala stay alert for everything.” Martin spoke.

Isra nodded. “We will.”

Martin nodded as the transmission ended and he stood looking at the stars for a long moment before
setting his coffee down and moving for the door. He was hungry and everyone was waiting in the forward
lounge for him.

Sangria did not know what to make of everything so far, and the not knowing was driving her crazy
more than anything else. She sat on the large comfortable couch and looked around the stateroom she was in.
The Spartan Belen had escorted her here after leaving the medical center. Her ‘sister’ had definitely been
thorough, subjecting her to a dozen different tests and giving her four injections. Sangria had endured it,
allowing the injections because she knew they would do nothing to harm her if they wanted the information in
her head. Anja had been correct in that Sangria had the ability to detect the level of healing power within
Hadarians, and though she had run across a few in her travels in the Wild, Anja surpassed all of those few
combined together.

Anja had tried to draw her into conversation several times, but each time Sangria had grown quiet and
refused to be baited into talking. When the exam was finally over, Anja had looked disappointed and saddened,



and as she left the center she had glanced back over her shoulder to see Anja settle at the desk and drop her head
into her hands, almost in tears. Belen had led her to this stateroom and told her there were clothes that should fit
her and he would return in an hour to collect her to go to the lounge and eat. Once in the room alone, Sangria
had set about trying to detect any listening or recording devices set up, and after twenty minutes of searching
and discovering none, she gave up. Twice she had opened the door to her stateroom to see one guard, and each
time he had simply asked if she was ready to go to the lounge to eat. She had gone to the computer console in
the room and found that it was not locked out, and the only information she could not access was in regards to
weapons and defenses among other things of that nature. She quickly copied a schematic of the ship onto a
black pad and tucked that into her sleeve after studying the lay out of the landing bays and where they were. If
she could get her hands on one of those STRIKERs, she could go anywhere she wanted in the universe, or sell
the ship on the black market for a fortune. The STRIKERs were one of the most closely guarded secrets within
the Union, mainly because they were programmed to self destruct if their pilots were captured or killed. She had
no doubts she could bypass that little system and steal one easily.

Something nagged at her though. Something in the pit of her stomach told her these men and women
were not going to hurt her. They weren’t going to use her as everyone in her life had used her. Sangria had
stopped trusting so many years ago, she no longer remembered what it felt like to trust someone else. And
something told her that this Anja was her sister, and it screamed inside her chest for her to take that chance and
discover if perhaps all of this was true. Could she leave behind the only life she had ever known, regardless of
the pain it had caused her, and still caused her? Could she leave behind that...?

Pain.

Sangria lifted her right arm and looked at her hand. It didn’t shake anymore. She quickly rolled up the
sleeve of her shirt and the ugly eight inch scar that had glared back at her for more years than she could
remember, was now nothing more than a faint white line that almost disappeared against the tan of her skin. The
Kochab Bounty Hunter, who had given her that scar for not letting him stick his lizard cock in her ass, was now
dead, but his blade had cut deep, and damaged some nerves in her arm that caused her hand to vibrate ever so
slightly. That vibration was gone now, and she made a fist with her fingers, feeling the strength that had
returned with the repairing of the nerves.

Anja had done this... ever so discretely... ever so normally, so casually in fact, that Sangria had not
taken notice of it until now. The best doctors in the Wilds had told her she would always have that scar, and
now it was all but gone, blending into the skin of her arm almost perfectly.

The chime from the door startled her and she jumped from the couch, reaching for where she normally
wore her hand blaster. It was gone obviously, and this fact brought Sangria out of her moment of thoughtful
reflection. They had taken her weapon, which meant they considered her a threat, which meant that she was still
a prisoner no matter how they sugarcoated it.

She moved to the door and touched the panel, watching as it slid aside to reveal Belen. He was dressed
in a new uniform, without the added body armor she noted, and she could now see even more of his muscular
build. Yes... he was very pleasing to the eyes.

“I came to see if you would like to go to the lounge for dinner.” Belen spoke. “Everyone has gathered
and I was told to tell say you would be welcome.”

“Everyone?” Sangria asked confused.

“The King. The Queens. Some of the officers and crew who are not on duty.” Belen nodded.
“Everyone.”

“Wait... officers and crew?”

“You will find that King Leonidas does not stand for pompous displays of rank and power.” Belen said.
“He may be King, but he eats the same food as we do, his stateroom is larger, but no more comfortably
furnished than yours. MJOLNIR’S HAND is a warship after all. And when Queen Anja or Queen Dysea is with
him and Queen Aricia, they always eat together.”

“He has more than one Queen?” Sangria asked shocked.

Belen nodded. “He has four Queens and the elf pilot who flew the STRIKER DT we were in, is his
Bound EIf Concubine.”

“Wow... he must strut around like a big man then.” Sangria spoke thinking she was making a joke.
Belen’s eyes showed nothing but confusion.



“A big man? I don’t understand.”

“He gets to have five women whenever he wants.” Sangria stated. “Isn’t that a little arrogant in the
scheme of things?”

“You think the love he shares with them is arrogance?”” Belen stated.

“Love?” Sangria laughed. “How do you love five different women? They must hate each other.”

Belen’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Your time in the Wilds has blinded you to many things Sangria.” He
spoke.

“No... it’s just given me a hard dose of reality.” Sangria replied. “Something you people don’t seem to
have much of around here.”

Belen stared at her for a long moment before holding out the holster to her. “The King asked that I
return this to you.” He spoke seeing Sangria stare at the hand blaster with wide eyes. “Your old weapon’s power
cell was nearly depleted, not to mention it was an ancient design. This is one of the newest hand weapons our
Armorer has developed. It is called a K19 Pulse Laser. The King likes to name things. He says it keeps him
from becoming confused.” He finished with a small smile.

Sangria looked at him oddly. “I’m supposed to believe he’s letting me have a weapon?” She spoke.

“You will find everyone on this ship is armed in some fashion or the other.” Belen told her. “I have used
one of these myself and they are quite efficient.”

“Why don’t you carry one then?” She asked.

Belen held up his left arm, his loose sleeve falling back to expose the bridle of the Shi Viska. “Why do I
need too?”

Sangria took the weapon and looked at it briefly before buckling the holster around her waist and
positioning the small hand weapon high on her hip where she usually wore her weapon. It fit snuggly in just the
right spot and she drew it quickly, spinning it in her hand several times. She nodded in approval. “It’s weighted
perfectly.” She said looking at Belen. “Your Armorer must be very good to get that by just looking at me.”

Belen smiled. “I said our Armorer developed them. He didn’t make any modifications to that weapon. I
did.” He motioned down the corridor. “They are waiting in the forward lounge, or would you prefer to eat alone
in your quarters. It is your choice but I am hungry so please make it quickly.”

“You won’t eat with me?” Sangria asked quickly before she could stop herself.

Belen looked at her stunned but that look went away quickly. “You are the Queen’s sister. That would
not be appropriate, ’'m sorry.”

Sangria bit back the reply she wanted to make. “Where is this lounge?”

“One deck up and forward.” Belen answered.

“And the landing bays from here?” She asked.

Belen’s eyes narrowed again but he answered. “Deck eighteen. Seven decks down and aft of us.”

Sangria smiled. “So what’s on the menu?” She asked stepping into the corridor.

ELEAR
DRAGON ISLAND

“So you have detected nothing unusual these past months?” Dysea asked.

She sat in the mammoth cavern that was now Arzoal’s home, her emerald eyes watching with a smile as
dozens of dragon hatchlings attempted to fly in the training circles that older dragon trainers had them herded
into. Dysea could just make out Iriral attempting to help as much as she could.

I’'m sorry Dysea... but no. Arzoal’s voice replied and Dysea turned back to look at the largest dragon
known to exist right now.

Arzoal’s reddish scales were bright, her flame colored eyes alert and intelligent. She was over twenty
thousand years old, but no one knew exactly her age except her. Only three knew what had finally returned the
dragons to their home world of Elear, and only three knew the secret that must never be revealed. Dysea was
not one of them, and truth be told, she had no desire to know.

“Arzoal... you have far more years than 1.” Dysea asked. “Is there anything that exists that could bring
the dead back to life?”



The massive red scaled head tilted slightly and Arzoal lowered her bulk completely to the ground,
inching her head closer to the elf Queen who was not only beautiful, but incredibly intelligent and intuitive.

We have spoken many times over this last year Dysea. Arzoal said gently. Why do you choose now to not
be direct?

Dysea looked into those flame colored eyes. “I do not wish to ask you questions that you can not give
me the answers to Arzoal.”

That I can not answer, or that I may not answer. Arzoal spoke.

[Mindvoice Shielded] The answers I seek, I believe only you can provide. I hesitate to ask them because
they delve into a realm that only you, Nauta Melme and Alocgeid have ever discussed. A realm that I do not
know if I wish to be part of for many reasons.

[Mindvoice Shielded] So you have put together our secret have you?

Dysea shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Not all of it no. There is a place inside his mind that not
even Aricia can enter. It is guarded by shields I can not begin to describe. I have sensed this in Alocgeid as
well, though his shields have been placed there, they are not natural as with you and Nauta Melme.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You are the most intuitive of his Queens Dysea of the Earth elves, and you are a
fine Queen of our people.

Dysea looked at her, emerald green eyes going a little wider. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then what I suspect
is true?

Arzoal nodded slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] /¢ is. You... Alocgeid... all the elves... no matter where
they call home, you are all descended from my kind. From Dragons. It is why Martin knew to bring us home
here.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I will never breathe a word of this to anyone Arzoal.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It will become common knowledge in the future, and I am no longer afraid for us.
Martin has removed that fear I carried for so long. He removed it the day he came to Enurrua and freed my
kind. When we grow too large for Elear... my kind will go out among the stars. They do not fear the future
anymore, for they know they have a home to return too. That is what Martin Leonidas gave back to us. Our
past. Arzoal leaned closer and brushed her snout against Dysea’s shoulder. Now ask me your questions Dysea.

[Mindvoice Shielded] There is a group in the Southern Region. A religious group. They are beginning to
stir trouble among the places that our people go to worship. And there was a theft of Ancient Elfin Scrolls.
Scrolls that supposedly detailed how to bring someone back from the dead.

Arzoal chuckled. [Mindvoice Shielded] We are as mystic as the elves Dysea, but even we know that is
simply not possible.

[Mindvoice Shielded] They say they are following the teachings of the first Elfin King. An Artre. Dysea
saw Arzoal’s eyes go wide and her head drew back quickly. Arzoal what is wrong?

[Mindvoice Shielded] The name. You are sure it was Artre?

Dysea nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Alocgeid sounded rather certain, why? Do you know this name?

Arzoal nodded her massive head slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] First tell me what you have heard.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Alocgeid and L tian told me that this first Elfin King supposedly led a group of
elves to a utopia of sorts. Even to immortality. This group has never caused a problem before, so we do not
know what else they may believe, mainly because no one has looked into their organization.

[Mindvoice Shielded] That is why you have returned to Elear?

Dysea nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Alocgeid and L tian both thought it would be better if I came as
opposed to Nauta Melme. He is not known for his forgiving manner when it comes to danger to those he loves
and holds dear.

Arzoal nodded once more. [Mindvoice Shielded] And it is well known he holds my kind and the elves
very close to his heart.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes he does. Dysea agreed.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You must tread carefully Dysea. You and Isabella both.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Who is this Artre Arzoal?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Legend has it that he was among the first who evolved into elf form. It happened
on the far side of the planet from where I was, so I never saw any evidence for myself. Only whispered rumors
and such. He is said to have had a following of several hundred who also evolved.



[Mindvoice Shielded] So it is true?

[Mindvoice Shielded] He was never a King Dysea my child. Even as a dragon he was evil incarnate.
Cruel and abusive. Always seeking more than he could have. When it was revealed he had departed Elear with
those who followed him, his name was expunged from our mind records. Only the Elders retained that
knowledge. When [ became an Elder it passed to me, just before those of us who were still dragon were chased
from Elear and settled on Enurrua.

[Mindvoice Shielded] So you have no idea where he may have gone?

Arzoal shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] No... but he preached hate and violence. And if this group
is formed from those who worship him, they must be dealt with quickly.

Dysea got to her feet slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] May I contact you if I have any questions about what
we might discover?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Child... you should know you need not ask that question. You and Isabella are
powerful together Dysea. Your love for her dwarfs all but your love for the King. As does her love for you. Let
that be your strength, but do not rely on it completely. When the time comes, and you will know when it does,
reach out to your Nauta Melme. You are one of his Queens, and you should have no doubts about acting in his
stead.

Dysea smiled and nodded, reaching up to place her hand on Arzoal’s massive head. [Mindvoice
Shielded] 7 will do just that. She replied.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Contact me if you need me Dysea. Do not hesitate.

[Mindvoice Shielded] / won t... don’t worry.

Dysea smiled once more and turned to walk into the main cavern to call Iriral to her. Arzoal watched as
Iriral landed and then Dysea and Miai climbed onto her back and leaped into the sky. Once they were gone form
the cavern Arzoal turned to the smaller Heavyhorn.

Sorth fly to the other side of the island and ask Uldin and Palia to join me here for a meeting of the
Elders. Arzoal spoke.

The brown Heavyhorn was similar to an aide for Arzoal, now that she had obtained Senatorial rank
within the Union. Do you suspect something Elder Mother? They will ask why.

Arzoal looked at him. Tell them it is possible the followers of Artre have returned to our world. They
will know what I speak of and they will come.

Sorth nodded and moved for the cavern mouth, springing into the air quickly.

MJOLNIR’S HAND
PORTSIDE LANDING BAY

Sangria watched him from the shadows of the weapons crates as he walked casually along the rows of
fighters, the massive black dragon beside him.

Watching them eat and laugh and interact had been something she would never forget. Belen had been
right when he told her there was no pompous superiority within the lounge. There were an equal number of
normal crewmen as there were officers, and they were all mixed together at the tables, easily talking and joking
as they ate. The largest table was filled with people, Anja, Martin and the black Spartan among them. They did
not discuss missions, or weapons or the trappings of power as Sangria had expected. They spoke of childhood
mishaps and the laughter it brought forth was genuine and warm, especially when Danny spoke of growing up
with Martin. He teased him mercilessly, and the whole while, Anja, the raven haired female Aricia and the elf
female For’mya as she was called, hung on his every word.

Sangria stared at Anja through most of it, seeing the playfulness in her jade green eyes. Looking at her,
you would never know that she was capable of changing into a wolf. Her laughter was genuine with a slight
cackle when she laughed too hard. The clothes they wore were casual for the most part, and relatively revealing
by Sangria’s standards. She could detect the edges of the tattoos that obviously adorned Martin’s body, the
points of the flames poking out from under the collar of his shirt. The shirts worn by the other females, though
different in style, did not shy from exposing the deep valleys between breasts. Yuriko the vampire female was
even bolder, the shirt not even hiding her firm, muscular abdomen.



Sangria had stolen glances at Belen through most of the night as well, and almost every time his dark
eyes were on her in such a way that it made her tingle. Sangria knew interest when she saw it, and this young
Spartan was very interested in her. Perhaps she could use that in the future, but then again she did not intend to
be here any longer than necessary. He had escorted her back to her quarters after dinner, where Sangria had
slipped into more comfortable clothes and stuffed some of the newer things they had given to her into a
shoulder bag. She had studied the schematic for the ship extensively over the last two hours, and felt she could
easily make her way to the landing bay and steal one of those ships. Using the air ventilation system, she had
made her way down one deck without detection and then found a service lift that brought her to the proper deck.
No one challenged her in the least, and Sangria couldn’t believe how lax the security was, or that she had made
it this far.

She was halfway to the STRIKER when she saw him and the dragon walking towards her. He was
dressed now only in loose fitting black pants and no shirt, and Sangria did a double take at the definition of his
body. Every muscle stood out as if it had been carved from stone. The black flame tattoos covered his entire
chest and back, wrapping up his shoulders and arms. She saw the bridle of the Shi Viska, but he didn’t wear
anything else. Not even shoes on his feet against the cold deck of the landing bay. She ducked behind the crates
as he grew closer, closing her eyes and trying to empty her mind so that he would not detect her.

This was a habit for them whenever they were out on the ship. Martin and Torma would walk,
sometimes for hours, in great circles around the landing bay, talking of whatever came to their minds. Aricia
and Isheeni would simply move to the huge domed observation pod that had been constructed for them on the
deck above, which was where they were now with Anja and Miath. It was a way for them to deepen their bond
and their friendship, the only difference from Apo Prime is that they had an entire island to walk and fly, where
here they had to walk in circles.

This news from Isra is troubling sire. Torma spoke.

Martin nodded.  agree.

I have never heard of Chetak being able to steal a Firespitter egg, and nor has Isheeni. They managed
to take several dozen Heavyhorn eggs over the years, but the Elder Mother was always extra careful about
Firespitters and Hybrid eggs. Torma said his golden eyes looking down on Martin.

Even more troubling is if there is a rider. They would have had to learn everything instinctually as you
and 1 did. As Aricia and Isheeni did. Martin said. That fact by itself speaks of great abilities.

Isra has not seen this dragon yet sire. Perhaps they haven’t been able to bond as deeply as we think.
Torma spoke with humor in his voice, knowing his dragon mate could hear him. They never kept anything from
each other, as Martin never kept anything from his Queens or For’mya. Firespitters are notoriously stubborn;
all you have to do is look at Isheeni for proof of this.

I heard that my mate! Isheeni’s playfully stern voice echoed within their heads and Martin chuckled.

Perhaps. Martin said. I would prefer he did not have to do battle with some crazed Spartan and dragon
pair on his first trip out however.

Beloved... you have said so yourself... Isra and Aelnala are the strongest Bonded Pair within Mjolnir’s
Hand outside of the three of us and Dysea and Iriral. Aricia’s voice entered their thoughts.

Martin you’re concerned because we don’t know how this dragon got to Earth aren’t you? Anja spoke.

And we don’t know how long they have been there. Martin continued.

A female of that age would be easy for a male to scent out. Torma spoke. Since Aelnala is female I am
unsure of how else Aelnala could track her. Isheeni?

I have only just begun to molt, but I have heard my mother speak of it. When it is done, our scales gleam
with new life. And it does give off a unique scent that perhaps Isra could track if he was able to scent it. Isheeni
spoke.

I didn’t think we could track you that way? Martin asked.

Normally you couldn’t. Isheeni answered. Even with your people’s wondrous sense of smell our scent is
not unique enough. Unless we are molting. When you are speaking with Isra again tell him to linger and see if
he can detect a bitter scent in the wind or on the sand. That will be what he needs. Depending on what stage of
the molt she is in, that will determine how strong the smell. Torma is correct though, he could track me across
thousands of unknown kilometers just by my scent. Can we not send a male Bonded Pair Martin?

And a sweeter scent there is none. Torma spoke quickly.



Isheeni snorted within their connection. Pervert. She choked out as the soft laughter filled the
connection they all shared.

Well we don’t have time to send a male pair to Earth, so Isra will have to make do. Martin spoke
smiling. I’ll pass along your information Isheeni. We...

Martin and Torma both looked up and stopped walking.

Martin? Aricia called out, sensing his distraction.

I will walk with Torma back to the pens and then see you in our quarters. Martin told them quickly,
shutting off the connection. He looked at Torma. Do you smell her?

Torma nodded. /t is not hard, even for my nose.

Martin smiled. Go on... she will be no trouble. We will fly when we return to Apo Prime tomorrow.

Torma nodded and turned his huge body back to the pens at the end of the landing bay. Martin looked at
the stacks of weapons crates and smiled before leaping into the air.

Sangria looked around the corner of the crate and saw the dragon lumbering quickly down the landing
bay. She leaned out a little further to try and spot Martin.

“Looking for me?” Martin’s voice carried from above.

Sangria yelped in fear and surprise, scrambling away from the crates and bringing up the K19 Pulse
Laser and leveling it at Martin who was squatting on the top crate.

“Stay away!” She barked.

Martin looked at her, holding out his hands. “Are you going to shoot me now?” He asked calmly. “Or
just try and steal one of my ships? Which by the way, you would not be able to do.”

“Want to bet?” Sangria boasted as she kept the K19 leveled at him.

Martin chuckled. “You remind me so much of your sister.” He said as he lowered himself into a sitting
position on top of the crate.

“That... that woman is not my sister!” Sangria snarled out.

“No?” Martin asked. “So you don’t believe the mounds of evidence that say you are wrong? The DNA
and blood comparisons she did this afternoon right in front of you? You don’t believe any of those things.”

“All of that can be faked!” Sangria barked. “I am not a fool!”

“Sivana... if all we wanted was what you have in your head... we’d already have it.” Martin spoke.

“My name is not Sivana!” She screamed her eyes darting to where several ground crewmen were
running in their direction. “Tell them to stop!”

Martin held up his hand instantly and they stopped. “Your name is Sivana, not Sangria.” He said softly.
“And you are a Princess of the Hadarian people! If all I cared about was the information you have, I would have
taken it already and put you in a shuttle and launched you back into space.”

“I have stronger mental shields than you think mister big man King!” She barked.

Martin smiled. “Your overconfidence will be your undoing someday Sivana.” He spoke. She didn’t see
him move, so fast was the short leap and take down. One millisecond he was on top of the crate, the next he had
slapped the K19 out of her hand like a child and his thick arm was around her throat, dragging her down to the
deck on her butt. She gasped for air... her nails digging into his skin to no avail. She watched him bring his
right hand in front of her face and her sea green eyes bugged out of her head when she saw the glimmering
psychic knife burst into view from his knuckles as he clenched his hand into a fist.

And he stopped.

Martin brought his lips close to her ear. “I could have taken what I wanted the moment you set foot on
my ship.” He spoke in a low tone of voice, not angry and not friendly, but completely neutral. “And your feeble
mental shields would not have saved you Sivana. I am not however, the monster [ am made out to be by many.
The woman we are looking for is my daughter Sivana. She is half vampire and half werewolf. A hybrid. Her
mother is Yuri, Princess of the High Coven. She wants to kill her. I simply want my daughter back. You have
the location of the last person who saw her, and that is what I want. I will not take that information from you
Sivana, for I am not like the High Coven butchers. I would like you to give it too me freely. If you do not... you
will be allowed to leave Apo Prime with a new ship and enough credits to find yourself a nice cozy place to
hide for the rest of your life, because they will never stop hunting you. I will find my daughter; it just may take



me longer than I had hoped.” Martin pushed her away from him, watching her scamper a meter away staring at
him as she rubbed her throat. “Help me Sivana... help me and I promise you they will never hunt you again.
You will finally be free of them and that life. Anja is your sister, no matter how much you try and deny it. I do
not know the entire story of what happen that night, I don’t even know the entire story of my life, but she is
your sister. She is also my mate and my Queen... and if you hurt her in any way, the pain you have felt in your
life up until now will be a nubous picnic compared to what I will do to you. That is my deal Sivana. I will only
offer it to you once.”

“You can’t stop the Overseers!” Sivana snapped, tears coming to her eyes. “They are everywhere!
They’ll never remove the Bounty on my head! Never! No matter how many promises you make!”

Martin lifted his hand, showing her the psychic knife. “I can be very persuasive.” He said with a smile.
“You have an opportunity right now Sivana. The only one I will offer to you. Discover the sister you did not
know you had. Let her discover you. Take as long as you like. Just tell me what I want to know. Stay in the
Union for as long as you like. Get a taste of the life you could have. If you decide that is not what you want,
then I will strip a STRIKER AT of all its sensitive military equipment. I will leave the engines, weapons and
shroud. I will give you enough Riyal to go anywhere you want and build your own life. And I promise you there
will be no bounty on your head. All I ask is the location of whoever knows where my daughter is.” Martin tilted
his head slightly as he caught the scent of sweet orchids in the wind. He looked at Sivana and willed the psychic
knife away. “Think on it Sivana, and give me your answer in the morning.” He said with a smile. “I assume you
can find your way back to your quarters since you found your way down here.” Martin reached up and tapped
his nose. “Next time remember that your hosts can smell you coming from four decks up.” Martin got to his feet
and held out his hand for her to take.

Sivana stared at him for a long moment before taking that hand.

“Give me a chance Sivana.” Martin spoke. “Give Anja a chance. You might find the peace you have
sought for so long. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have suddenly developed a taste for orchids.”

Sangria watched him move quickly around the crates and begin to walk down the bay. She turned
around and saw the ground crewmen slowly going back to their work. She turned for the landing bay door and
stopped when she saw Belen standing there calmly, his hands folded behind his back. She walked up to him
slowly. “I’'m...” She started to say.

Belen motioned through the doors. “I’ll escort you back to your quarters.” He said cutting her off. “It
will be faster.”

For’mya adjusted the flow of the power conduit under the middle console and then cranked down the
seal before reaching her hand out into the open.

“Give me the plasma adjustor tool Endith.” She spoke. “I sealed the conduit and I want to increase the
flow now.”

For’mya laid there on the blanket she had stretched out on the deck in the cockpit with her hand open.
She glanced back down the side of her body into the open area of the STRIKER DTs cockpit but didn’t see any
feet or legs.

“Endith have you gone to get coffee again?” For’mya declared with exasperation. “Why do you drink
so...” Her voice stopped when she felt the very masculine hands touch her thighs and slide intimately down her
legs to grasp her ankles. For’mya smiled under the control console, knowing the feel of those hands anywhere,
and also knowing that no man except one would dare touch her in such a way. She let out a small scream as she
was yanked from under the console and then was staring into Martin’s dark brown eyes. Eyes that were filled
with desire and passion.

For her.

He was sitting on the floor of the cockpit, and a quick glance around told her Endith and Tina had left,
probably at a wordless command from Martin. For’'mya got to her feet and straightened out her shirt, looking
down at his smirking face.

“You have sent my flight crew away!” She demanded, trying to keep her voice stern.

Martin nodded slowly, reaching out with his hands to place them on her calves, his fingers caressing the
thin fabric. “Yes I did.” He said.



“We were working on our ship Martin Leonidas.” For’mya scolded him. “There was a...” She inhaled
sharply when his fingers moved up slowly along the back of her thighs. “We needed too adjust the...” Martin
leaned his head forward and nuzzled the front of her thighs now.

“You smell very good.” He spoke in a whisper.

“I... I smell like a plasma conduit and insulation!” For’mya hissed as his nose and lips grazed across the
front of her center, the thin fabric of her pants doing nothing to stem the tide of delicious shivers that coursed
through her.

“You have no undergarments on my concubine.” Martin spoke softly again, his fingers rising along the
back of her legs to caress her firm ass and ease under the waistband of her pants. “What exactly am I to
understand by this action?”

“Martin... Martin we are in our... our ship!” For’mya gasped out. “Others... others will see us! Take...
at least take me back to our quarters and have your way with me!”

“Let them watch, I want you now!” Martin growled as he yanked down her pants with one strong pull.

For’mya dropped the tool she was holding in her hand and grasped his shoulders quickly, the cool air
fanning her body, doing nothing to hold back the rising heat from her moist pussy, or the flash fires his fingers
ignited as they danced across the backs of her legs.

As with all elves not born on Earth, For’'mya was completely hairless except for her golden blond locks.
She had tried for centuries to get more than the smattering of peach fuzz between her thighs to grow, but finally
decided it was pointless and simply removed even that. Looking back now, it was the best thing she could have
done. She dug her nails into Martin’s shoulders, as he brought his face close to her center and inhaled deeply of
her aroma, his lips and the tip of his nose just lightly brushing her inflamed labia. For’mya was no different than
Aricia, Anja or Dysea, and whenever he did this to them, none of them could fight the sensations shuddering
through them for long, and she was even weaker in that regard. Aricia’s touch on her body ignited fires all over
her as well, her lips so very soft and inviting as they pleasured her. As they pleasured each other. They could
make each other scream in delight, and For’mya adored having Aricia’s sweet pussy spasming on her tongue,
her body rigid in ecstasy.

Yet it was Martin that could turn them all to putty.

As his powerful hands gripped her ass, For’'mya spread her legs to give him better access to what he
wanted. And what she wanted him to have. She no longer cared if anyone saw them either. For’mya had no
fears of falling in this awkward position, for she had seen Martin’s strength many time before. She quickly
draped one long, tanned leg over his shoulder as he extended his tongue as far as he could and dragged it
painfully slow across her opening, careful to press hard against her erect clit as he licked. For’'mya gasped and
saw stars flash in her eyes as she almost lost it right there, her hips hunching forward, pressing her now soaked
pussy tighter to his face. Her head dropped as her hands grasped his shoulders tightly, one hand curling behind
his head and her fingers entwining in his thick black hair. She gripped his hair tightly, holding his head in place,
more for her own support than anything else as the burning ache in her belly began to surge through her
quickly, building power as his lips and tongue continued to tease and taste her, dancing madly over her clit to a
tune only he could hear.

“Martin... my... my love... stop. Stop,” For’mya murmured. “I... I can’t hold... it’s so soon...”

Martin ignored her pleas and continued to tantalize and tease his beautiful elf concubine with his tongue,
driving it hard into her velvet tightness, relishing in the sweet orchid taste of her dripping passion, and the
shudders he felt in her belly and thighs. He held her easily in his hands, his fingers spread out across her firm
ass cheeks. For’mya was like holding a feather, even suspended off the cockpit floor as she was now. He felt
drops of sweat fall from her brow and strike his shoulders, and he smiled to himself, knowing she was so close.

For’mya’s dark brown eyes flew open as his powerful tongue smashed into her supersensitive clit one
last time, and the walls of her control shattered.

“Martin... ahhhhhhh!” For’mya screamed out as her body bucked in delight. She clenched her teeth as
her explosion careened through her, lances of pleasure streaking through her limbs as he drank her passion
juices like a starving puppy.

The strength left her body as the trembling eased somewhat and slowly he lowered her into his lap
where she felt his massive cock pulsing with life. She grabbed his face and kissed him then, tasting the lust and
desire for her. The love he had for her, and tasting herself on his lips and tongue as he kissed her back hard.



For’mya truly no longer cared who saw them and she reached between their bodies with one slender hand to
grip his thick, twelve inch cock. She placed the flared head against her already drenched opening and hissed in
gleeful pleasure as she sank herself down on him slowly. For’mya felt every impossibly thick inch of his cock
fill her as she lowered herself onto him, until finally, after what seemed like a gloriously longer than usual
plunge, she felt his large, searing hot balls press against her pussy lips. She felt his body tense as he held back,
his hands gripping her ass tightly, and she squirmed against him just enough to let him know he had all of her.

She lifted her head slowly, crushing her small but firm breasts to his rock hard chest, his own tanned
skin now slick with sweat, and met his beautiful brown eyes. Having him buried so completely inside her had
always amazed For’mya. Yet even that first time, she had felt only an indescribable pleasure and utter
fulfillment. Not even a twinge of pain had ever escaped her lips when he made love to her, only sensations and
cries of rapture. He had never made her feel like anything less than a Queen. The old rules and traditions for
concubines had been reinvented with Martin Leonidas. She slept in his bed always, and many times it resulted
in nights of pleasure with both him and Aricia. She shared in every aspect of his life, of Aricia’s life. She was
not a concubine to them, she was a Queen.

“I... I want to change you For’mya.” He told her, his voice trembling with desire and lust and love. “I
want you to feel all of me. I want you to feel what Aricia, and Anja and Dysea feel.”

For’'mya’s smile was heavy lidded and drunk with pleasure. “I... I already feel that.” She spoke, moving
her hips atop him ever so slightly.

“You... you know what I mean.” He hissed out the words at her actions.

For’mya traced her fingers along his jaw. “It... it will change so much Martin.” She spoke.

“It will change nothing. You are concubine in name and title only, and if not for some fool tradition and
law you would be a Queen as well.” Martin spoke softly. “Everyone knows that. Aricia, Anja, Dysea... even
Isabella, we all want that.”

For’mya stared into his eyes, seeing the love for her in them. She reached up and took his face in her
hands. “Then... then we will talk of this when we return to the palace.” She gasped. “Perhaps... perhaps it is
time. It... it is something I have thought of Martin Leonidas. Not here... not like this. Tonight just take me as
you always do... with everything you are. Our future we can discuss in more comfortable surroundings.”

Martin’s eyes narrowed with lust. “I’m going to make you howl my name For’'mya.” He groaned.

“I... I already do that.” She gasped in reply.

Martin took hold of her ass cheeks and began to stroke into her then, lifting her almost completely off
him and then pulling her back down. For’mya locked her fingers behind his neck and surrendered completely to
her King’s power, allowing him to have her in whatever way he desired. As she leaned back, his lips engulfed
one of her protruding nipples and he suckled hard, drawing a gasp of delight from her. Every powerful, twelve
inch downward plunge caused her to whimper out her pleasure as he stretched her, molded her to him in every
way. His movements became more urgent now, as he took her passionately. He was holding back his true power
because she was not wolf, yet the pleasure singing through her was unlike anything she had ever experienced
before. It was as if every nerve ending in her lithe frame had come alive at his words, and they were all
screaming out for her to accept what he offered her, and the pleasure it could bring. Aricia had told her once of
the mind twisting pleasure he gave her, and now as her body responded to him like it never had before,
For’mya’s mind told her that perhaps it was time.

“Mine For’'mya!” He gasped out his eyes open wide in agonizing pleasure. “I’m going to make you mine
one day!”

As his words filtered through her desire clouded mind, For’'mya felt his cock swell inside her and then
her orgasm erupted from her like the explosion of a star.

“ERU... Martin!” (Oh God) For’mya screamed as the first blast of his molten passion erupted deep in
her belly, and his powerful arms crushed her to him. His body slammed into her so hard, For’mya thought for
sure the entire ship moved. Her eyes rolled up into her head and all she could do was swim in the abyss of
pleasure as it rushed through her, claiming her and sealing the decision she had made unconsciously long ago.

EARTH
KEY WEST



DESTROYED VAMPIRE SCHOOL

Lohana’s hands flew over the console in front of her as she powered down the STRIKER DT'’s engines,
her keen eyes fixed on the terrain outside of her cockpit window. This was unknown territory, no one having
been here since the King had destroyed it over a year ago. Her radiation counter was silent, as it should be since
the King had used what was referred to as a ‘clean nuke’. Her eyes skimmed briefly over her scopes, seeing
nothing out of the ordinary, and she turned back into the rear of the DT.

“It appears clear Isra.” She spoke as she got to her feet and headed into the rear.

In the rear of the STRIKER, Isra came out of the small closest like structure, squeezing his hands into
fists as he flexed in the new body armor issued to all Mjolnir’s Hand. It was matte black, and appeared to be
fashioned from thick leather padding. It was actually two thin layers of the same impact resistant material the
old body armor was formed from, only between the two layers now was an equally thin layer of Dragon Armor.
It was the thinnest layer they could smelt the armor into, and it had taken them almost eight months to design a
machine that could press it into the body armor. It was also hideously expensive to smelt into body armor at the
moment because it had to be specially formed and fitted to each individual, so only Mjolnir’s Hand was issued
the first thousand sets. Each member was issued three sets of the new armor, Martin and the Queens each
getting three sets, For’mya getting three sets, the other eighty-two sets of the armor no one knows where Martin
sent it.

Isra looked at Lohana as she moved into the rear, Tareif, Tarifa and Aihola watching from the side, all of
them now wearing the standard Spartan armor Isra had on board the DT in case of emergencies. “Every time I
wear it, it feels looser.” He spoke.

Lohana nodded as she stepped up to him and adjusted a strap in the back. “The King said to break one
set in completely and wear the others sparingly to get the feel for them.” She spoke. “I will take a position on
top with the MK21 Cannon.”

Isra met her eyes and nodded. “Use Plasma ammunition until we know what we are dealing with.” He
spoke.

“Isra... that will kill anything it hits.” Lohana spoke.

“Given our circumstances, I’m not going to blink an eye at that.” He said nodding his head.

Lohana nodded and headed back towards the front of the DT while Lynwe and Layna appeared from
near Aelnala’s pen. Isra moved to the side of the ship and touched a panel, entering a code into the console and
watching as the panel slid up to reveal an assortment of weapons. He began pulling off P190s and turned back
as Lynwe and the others got close to him.

“We don’t know what we will face, if anything, out here.” He spoke turning to look directly at Tareif. “I
can tell you that the dragon is a Firespitter, and a very mature one. She will have the means to use her flame at
distances of a hundred meters at least. Her flame will burn at nearly 3500 degrees, so if she makes an
appearance, do not leave the safety of the DTs outer shield that Lohana has erected. You will not survive
outside that shield against her.” He looked at Tarifa and Aihola now. “I am not saying that to frighten you, I’'m
only telling you the truth.”

“What about you and Aelnala Isra?” Tarifa asked softly, stepping closer to him.

“The psychic shield that Aelnala and I project can protect us long enough to get back to the D7.” He
answered. He held out one of the 190s to Tarifa and one to Aihola. “These are loaded with special plasma
projectile rounds. They will kill anything they hit, so make sure what you shoot at is an enemy.” He took
another two 190s from the rack and held one out to Tareif. “I trust you will protect them.”

“Do not tell me how to protect my own daughter!” Tareif snapped. “I will...”

Isra stepped right up to him now, his fangs bursting forth in a snarl, his violet eyes taking on the persona
of his wolf form. “You will do exactly as I tell you War Master Tareif!” He snarled. “We operate in my realm
now, and no matter how much you may hate me, I will not allow what you feel towards me, however untrue it
may be, to put what I love most in this universe at risk!” Tarifa and Aihola’s eyes went wide at his words, and
they watched him stepped even closer to Tareif. “Do I make myself very clear War Master, or do I have to
repeat myself? And I hate to repeat myself.”

Tareif stared into Isra’s changed violet eyes for a long moment before he grudgingly nodded his head
slowly. “I will... I will speak to the King about this.” He stated.



Isra nodded his head. “Speak to whoever you like.” He replied. He turned to Lynwe and held out the
final 190 he held. “General... I would like you and Layna to cover the nose of the DT so that Lohana can
operate the sniper cannon on top.”

Lynwe couldn’t contain the smile on her face and she took the 190 with a nod. “I can take care of that.”
She said.

“We can take care of that.” Layna spoke stepping closer to her.

Isra nodded and moved into the rear by the ramp where Aelnala stood waiting for him. She dropped her
honey colored eyes onto him and gave him what amounted to a dragon grin.

You are going to fight for their affection Bonded Brother?

Isra met her eyes. I will not let her father take from me what I desire more than anything without a fight
Aelnala. I know you don’t approve, but I must do this. If nothing else, it will give me closure or what I truly
want.

On the contrary Isra, I have always approved of Tarifa and Aihola. As the King has said, they are
stubborn and obstinate, and perhaps they need to be shown that they do in fact love you in return.

Will you help me Aelnala? Isra asked.

That is not a question you need to ask my Bonded Brother. She replied quickly, lowering her head to
touch her snout lightly to Isra’s forehead. Now come... let us go search this vampire pit before the smell
overloads even my nose. And it is no where near as sensitive as yours.

Isra nodded and turned to look at the others as he stepped over to the ramp controls. “Do not stray from
the ship for any reason.” He said, his eyes focusing on Tarifa and Aihola. “No matter what it is.” Isra saw them
nod as the ramp began to lower, bathing the DT in the light of the Key West day.

Isra squatted in the middle of the cracked and gouged pavement and concrete of what used to be a main
thoroughfare or walkway it appeared. The rain clouds overhead were not very high off the ground, having
dumped a massive amount of rain on the area just before they arrived. The remaining clouds and the mist rising
from the heated earth gave off a very eerier and unnatural sensation. The destroyed remains of dozens of
buildings surrounded him on either side, the remains of palm trees torn from the ground because of the force of
the blast, and tossed through the air into the sides of buildings lay scattered all over. The ground layout of this
place certainly conformed to that of some sort of school, with buildings placed about in a pseudo circular
pattern. The portable hand sensor he carried was not registering any heat sources or life signs nearby, but the
hairs on the back of his neck were standing up, and he had learned long ago to trust his instincts more than
anything he saw or could smell.

Do you feel it Isra? Aelnala asked as she moved closer to him.

Isra looked up from the scanner and nodded. Yes.

Death. Aelnala spoke. It feels like death all around here.

The weapon the King used here, it killed nearly six thousand vampire clones in this one area alone. Isra
spoke. Yet there are no bodies. No skeletal remains.

The Drow General says no one has been here since the Battle for Earth, yet someone cleared them
away. Aelnala spoke as her large head also swept the area around them warily. I do not like this place Isra.
Something is not right here.

Isra got to his feet slowly. Nor do I Aelnala, but we must search it. The scans from RAPTOR over flights
and even from orbit detected heat signatures here.

Your instruments tell you nothing? Aelnala asked.

Isra shook his head. No... but my nose tells me there is heat nearby. It smells tangy, coppery. Like... Isra
looked at her.

Like what?

Like the smell and heat of fresh blood. Isra told her.

You did not have to tell me that. Aelnala said as her wings fluttered, itching to be in the air, where she
felt more comfortable.

Isra looked back to where the DT was lying silent. He could see Lohana on the top of the nose, secure in
the Dragon Armor extendable pod, her keen elfin eyes scouring the area for targets as she maneuvered the huge



MK?21 Sniper Cannon back and forth slowly. He could see Lynwe and Layna kneeling near the front of the DT,
and he could see Tarifa and Aihola squatting by the end of the ramp, Tareif between them, ready to jerk them
back into the DT if needed. He turned to face the one building that had not been destroyed by the blast. It was
two hundred meters from his current location and he lifted the portable sensor scanner to face it. The sensor
beeped faintly.

Very faint life signs. Nothing definitive. Isra spoke.

Human, elf or Lycavorian? Aelnala asked.

Isra shook his head. The signal is faint... but if I had to guess... it appears human, but [ can’t get an
accurate scan. This way. He spoke moving for the building in the distance.

Aelnala followed her Bonded Brother, doing exactly as she was trained to do in covering his back and
his sides. Ground combat skills were something that she and Isra excelled at, only Andreus and Doranthe and a
few other Pairs surpassing them, but their true skill was in the air. Through all of their training, only the King
could defeat them every time when they fought in the air. Part of that was due to the deepness of the bond he
shared with Torma and what it allowed the two of them to accomplish together; part was because Martin and
Torma were known to sometimes drive themselves to exhaustion in training. It was also in part because the
King spent so much time training with Isra and herself and Andreus and Doranthe, wanting his section leaders
to be the most skilled, so that they could lead from the front and pass on to others what they discovered training
with him.

“Isra.” Lohana’s soft voice carried only inches from the COM set built in his armor, but it was enough to
bring him up short fifty meters shy of the building.

“What is it Lohana?”

“Isra... I can’t... [ can’t be sure... but [ want to say I just detected movement between the two piles of
rubble to the right of your location. A hundred meters out moving left to right, getting closer to you.” Lohana
spoke softly. “My scope is clear now, but there are an awful lot of shadows and the infra red isn’t picking
anything up.”

Isra let his violet eyes scan the area in front of him that Lohana had pointed out, allowing his violet wolf
eyes to slowly sweep over that dark area. He reached out with his wolf hearing, filtering past the noise caused
by the small breeze, and anything that he could determine was a natural sound of this area. The bird sounds and
drops of water from the rain that had covered the ground only an hour ago he filtered out. The rain clouds still
hung low to the earth, but they had dropped enough moisture to change the color and texture of the dirt and
cracked pavement all around him and cause the steamy mist to continue to rise.

“Which means nothing really,” Isra spoke. “There are species that do not give off infra red signals
Lohana, you know this.”

“Yes... but the over flights and scans from our ships in orbit picked up heat signatures Isra.” Lohana
spoke. “Tarifa and Aihola do not strike me as careless. They would know what species were on their planet Isra,
and they are very active in everything that happens on their world. And if they did not know, then this
Administrator Selene or the Drow General would know.”

Lohana either didn’t know or didn’t care that they were speaking on a channel that everyone could hear
since all of them were now wearing the Spartan armor. She didn’t see Tarifa and Aihola look at each other
when she spoke the obvious compliment about them.

“I agree with you Lohana. Yet I’m also considering the fact that the planetary defensive grid is only half
complete, and regardless of the fact they are involved as they are, even with the ships in orbit and the base on
the moon, a shrouded ship could still manage to land if it wanted too.” Isra answered.

“So you believe the High Coven is involved Commander Isra?”” Lynwe’s voice joined the conversation
now through the COM unit in her armor.

“It is the only way to have gotten a dragon to earth without detection General.” Isra answered. “All ships
that enter into Earth orbit are thoroughly searched by yours and Tareif’s orders Lynwe. I find it hard to believe
the two of you would have missed one of your search teams reporting a dragon hidden on a ship somewhere.”

“Is the High Coven the only ones with access to these Shrouded ships?”” Lynwe asked.

“Outside of the Union stealing the technology for our uses, I am not aware of any others that have this
ability.” Isra replied. “However, it is not something we can dismiss.”

Isra... look. Aelnala spoke.



He turned his violet eyes and saw the movement from the shadows, his hand dropping to where his
Nehtes rested on his leg. There were two figures, one a pasty white color with what appeared to be only a loin
cloth hiding its private parts from sight. Its limbs were long and thin, its head totally bald, though its eyes were
large and a deep red color. The second figure was obviously human, and the man held a rifle that was leveled at
him and Aelnala.

“Are you a friend of Ferdron?”” The human man asked, his loud voice carrying over the distance.

Isra got to his feet very slowly, extending both his hands out to show he held no weapon. He felt several
probes against the psychic shields he and Aelnala always kept at high levels to dissuade anyone from attempting
to enter their minds. “Ferdron?” He asked. “Is he the rider of the dragon? Is he nearby?”

“Your ship is strange.” The man spoke. “Who are you?”

Isra... the... that thing is trying to probe us. Aelnala spoke. I can feel his attempts.

Yes so can I. He replied. We may need to make a fast exit my Bonded Sister.

I am ready.

“My name is Isra.” He answered stepping forward slowly. “I am a member of Mjolnir’s Hand! We
are...”

The long arm of the pasty white creature snapped up with blazing speed. “Deceiver!” The creature
barked. “He serves Black Hair! He serves Black Hair!”

The human didn’t hesitate and the rifle her held began spitting out death in the form of large caliber
bullets. Isra didn’t pause and allowed Aelnala to TK pull him back and toss him onto her back directly into the
saddle.

Ok... I guess that means we aren’t going to be friends. Isra declared calmly as his Shi Viska flared into
existence and he yanked his P190 from its spot on his back. The man’s bullets were deflecting off of their
psychic shield with little difficulty.

“ISRA!” Lohana’s voice erupted from the COM unit on his armor. “I have multiply targets appearing all
over! They are coming out of the ground!”

Isra’s violet eyes remained calm as Aelnala turned and they saw humans and more of the pasty white
creatures pulling themselves from manhole and sewer covers all around them. The humans also began
appearing from behind many of the destroyed buildings. He brought his 190 up and let loose with controlled
accurate bursts, bringing down four men and one of the white skinned creatures in six seconds.

“Lohana! Pull everyone back in and get airborne!” Isra ordered. “We will cover you until you are
airborne!”

“Affirmative!”

“Isra no!” Tarifa’s voice echoed on the COM now. His head snapped around when he heard weapons
fire coming from the direction of the DT. He could see Tarifa, Aihola and Tareif laying down a withering field
of fire as Lynwe and Layna were scrambling back towards the ramp.

“Do not argue with me woman!” Isra barked. “Once you are airborne we will take to the air ourselves!
Do not worry about me!”

His keen eyes saw Aihola grab her arm. “We do worry about you!” Aihola’s voice echoed now. “We
love you, you fool!”

“Then do as I ask now! I will meet you in the sky!”

Too late! Aelnala barked out. We must go now! Above us!

Isra’s head turned and he saw the flame leaping for them even before he felt the heat. Go Aelnala! Go!

Aelnala didn’t hesitate and leaped for the sky as the burst of flame from the brownish tan dragon
scorched the ground they had been occupying milliseconds before. As bullets crashed into their psychic shield
Isra turned in his saddle, looking down and watching as the ramp on the DT was just closing, its engines already
screaming in power as it began to lift off. Isra silently thanked Queen Dysea and Arzoal for choosing Lohana as
his pilot. She could get the STRIKER DT from a cold start to airborne in seconds, as she had just proven. He
watched as Lohana ignited her thrusters and rotated the DT around burning a dozen humans and several of the
white creatures into cinders as she engaged the DT"’s drive unit and accelerated away from the area.

Isra heard the trumpeting roar and turned his attention back to the more immediate problem. The
brownish dragon was larger than Aelnala and he had thought, and the huge figure on her back was obviously a



Lycavorian, but he wore armor that Isra had never seen before. Aelnala’s wings beat furiously as she executed a
steep climb, rapidly gaining the altitude they needed to survive.

She is larger than we thought! Isra declared.

And she is faster! She gains on me despite her size, even as I climb!

Isra ducked instinctively as the dragon unleashed another long stream of flame at them. Bank right! He
screamed as the line of flame shot over their heads, close enough for them to feel the intense heat.

Aclnala didn’t hesitate at the command, her wing snapping down into the sharp turn. We didn’t sense
them! She cried out. They blocked us somehow! That is not good Isra!

Isra turned back quickly in his saddle. No it is not! Perhaps we were not searching for the proper
tremors! We are more maneuverable! They are faster Aelnala, but we can turn tighter!

We must avoid a full shot of her flame Brother! Aelnala barked. And use our speed in turning to our
advantage!

TK her wings Aelnala! See if you can cause her to lose balance somehow!

Aclnala turned her head as she continued to climb and sent a blast of TK power back at the brown
dragon as she climbed towards them. The glimmering TK field impacted her wing and its effect was immediate
and telling as her right wing folded as if it had been hit with something and she careened out of control for a
few seconds. This act only seemed to incense the brown dragon more, and she trumpeted out her rage and began
climbing once more.

They have a shield like ours but it is not as powerful! Aelnala spoke. And they did not sense my attack!

Loop her!

Isra why?

Loop her and we will pass over the top of them, use your tail and I will hit him with my Nehtes! We are
moving too fast to use my Shield.

Acelnala quickly understood. Yes! He does not have the Dragon Armor holding him in his saddle! Knock
him off of her! Excellent! Hold on!

Aelnala lowered her tail and flared her wings for a brief second, sending herself into a short looping
climb. Her speed bled off quickly, allowing the unknown dragon and rider to close the distance rapidly, but it
was a maneuver that the brown dragon and rider did not expect. They were suddenly closing on each other at
impossible speeds and Isra extended his Nehtes at the last possible moment, swinging the unbreakable spear
like a club as the two dragons roared, preparing to slam into one another.

Aelnala turned slightly at the last possible second, bringing her weighted tail forward with barely any
effort, exposing her underside to harm. The maneuver had the effect they wanted, even as they exposed
themselves to enormous danger. Isra’s Nehtes connected with the huge Lycavorian riding the dragon squarely in
the chest, his own Nehtes preparing for a killing blow. Isra’s Nehtes was torn from his hands as the enemy rider
was smashed backwards from his saddle. Just as the brown Firespitter was about to lift her talons and rend
Aclnala’s exposed belly open, the weighted tip of her tail smashed into the brown dragon’s shoulder. The force
of the blow, combined with the speed they had been traveling at caused the brown dragon to howl in agony and
immediately drop towards the earth below, all feeling in her wing momentarily lost.

I will kill you! I will kill you! The strange female voice filled their minds as Aelnala righted them and
banked in a sharp turn, both of their eyes following the falling figures of the dragon and man.

The dragon recovered first, her wings spreading out quickly to curve around as she dove for the falling
man. Isra and Aelnala watched as she finally reached the falling figure, snatching him out of the sky with a
talon and tossing him onto her back. She didn’t pause in flight and they watched as she immediately began
climbing towards them again with anger and pain now fueling her normal strength. They had fallen perhaps five
thousand feet, but were now headed right back at them.

Climb Aelnala! Isra ordered. Their shield is not a great as ours. Climb and we will outlast them!

Aclnala didn’t hesitate and turned upwards and with powerful sweeps of her wings she began to climb.

“Is there nothing you can do?” Tarifa exclaimed as she settled into the chair next to Lohana in the
cockpit of the DT, Aihola right behind her.



Lohana looked at her as her gloved hands flew over the controls. “They are trained for this!” She
snapped out. “It is what they have done for the last year! And I have told you and Aihola both, they are second
in power only to the King and Queen! You must have faith!”

“Aelnala can not breathe fire!” Aihola barked.

“And this other dragon is bigger!” Tarifa complained.

Lohana looked at them, her dark eyes bright. “Is what you said true?”” She asked. “Do not think about it!
Answer the question now! Do you love him?”

“Yes!” Tarifa and Aihola responded simultaneously in one voice and without hesitation.

Lohana nodded. “Then know that the two of you are all that has occupied his thoughts for the last year
when he wasn’t training. I have been his pilot for nine months now... he has never gone out... never accepted
offers from other females, and there #ave been many.” Lohana spoke ignoring Tareif as he came into the
cockpit as well now. “His eyes alone draw females like flies. He has not even so much as scented them in any
way. The two of you are all he desires... all he has ever desired.” She reached over and took a data pad, tossing
it at Tareif. “Two hundred and twenty seven messages War Master. All of them sent here to Earth. All of them
received by one communications officer in Eden City Command. All of them destroyed by this man or woman
before Tarifa and Aihola ever saw them. Administrator Selene sent me that early this morning after I inquired
about them. They arrested this man, and I’'m sure Isra will want to have a long chat with him when we return.”

Tareif’s eyes were wide as he stared at the pad. Lohana turned back to her controls.

“He must take pain medication every day for the wounds he received defending you Tarifa.” Lohana
continued as she adjusted their course. “The wound in his leg... from the ship?”

Tarifa nodded slowly, vividly remembering the savage wound in his upper leg that she had seen in his
quarters. “Yes.”

“The wound knitted back together wrong when he shifted to stop the bleeding. He had to have two
operations on it before Queen Anja was able to fully correct the damage done. The pain will always be with him
now.” Lohana spoke. “He does not complain, never a word, and I have seen him when he refuses to take the
pain medicine for a few mornings. That pain only makes him love the two of you more.”

Lohana looked at them; saw the beginnings of tears in their eyes and she nodded. “You should be
ashamed of yourselves. Both of you. He thought himself beneath you both and he has spent the last thirteen
months being the finest Spartan and member of Mjolnir’s Hand for you! To prove to you he was worthy of your
love!” Lohana hissed out the words. She turned to look at Tareif. “And you! He spent three days and nights on
our trip here doing nothing but reading about you! Your history! Your victories! He hoped to impress you with
his knowledge and you treat him like he is dirt under your boot! If not for him, your daughter would be dead,
and you treat him like some common thug! Do you know how many elves on Apo Prime would carve out your
eyes for the way you have treated him?”” Lohana turned back, her eyes finding the two dragons once more in the
distance and she adjusted her course.

“He is a Section Leader of Mjolnir’s Hand not because he is friends with the King, or because he carries
a love for the both of you. He is who he is, because he has earned that title and role. And he is the epitome of a
Spartan in the mold of the King, more so than any I have known in my nine hundred years of life. We must trust
in his and Aelnala’s wisdom, and their skill together, for right now that is all we can do.”

Thirteen kilometers Isra! Aelnala called as they passed through thirteen thousand meters above the
ground.

Almost forty-five thousand feet.

Isra was leaning over close to her neck, his violet eyes locked on the brown dragon and rider below
them. They had once tested their psychic shield to almost sixty thousand feet on Apo Prime, and this altitude
was not oppressive to them in the least. Isra saw the rider’s arm twitch, even ten thousand feet beneath them,
and his head came up.

They ve stopped climbing! He called out.

Aelnala looked downward as she immediately leveled out, her dragon vision easily seeing the rider, frost
appearing on the dark armor he wore. He can 't withstand the cold at these altitudes without proper shielding.

1t is what we suspected. They are not as deeply bonded as you thought. Isra said.



Aclnala nodded her large head. She would know to have him peel her molted skin off so as not to give
them away.

1 believe we forced them to reveal themselves before they were ready. Isra said. Martin was right... they
did not expect us to be here.

Aclnala turned her head back to look at him quickly. We are stronger than most because we know our
limits Isra my Bonded Brother. We can not defeat them in open combat; she is bigger and faster than I, and our
psychic shielding will not hold forever against her flame.

We do have the advantage in experience and maneuverability Aelnala. Isra spoke thoughtfully. We must
use that to our advantage.

For what purpose?

We must discover who these humans are. These creatures I have seen somewhere before. And we must
stall this dragon and rider, and not engage them in open combat until the time is right. Ira spoke.

What time is right Isra? I fear only the King and Torma could defeat this pair. Aelnala spoke. And even
if they could leave today, they would not be here for days. And we know they are involved in and close to
finding and returning his daughter.

Isra nodded. Then we will discover what else is going on, and bring a stop to this plot against Tarifa and
Aihola. In doing that, we stall this dragon and rider until the King and Torma can come here and deal with
them.

How do we do that? Aelnala asked.

Isra smiled. We are a Bonded Pair Aelnala. We know what they will do remember. We simply take away
those opportunities.

Aclnala laughed within their connection. And here I thought I was the more devious of us.

Isra smiled as he touched the COM on his armor. “Lohana?”

“We are here Isra.”

“Tarifa, Aihola and the others?” He asked first.

“They are fine.” Lohana replied immediately. “We are reading the second dragon as falling off and
heading back towards Key West.”

“Now that they know they are no longer safe there, they will move.” Isra spoke. “Tell Tarifa and Aihola
I strongly recommend they order an attack on Key West immediately to eliminate any who may be there still.”

“I have already ordered it Isra.” Tarifa’s voice filled the COM. “Cathy is putting out a full strike alert as
we speak. Within an hour there will be nothing left of Key West but ash.”

“Lohana... move to the location I am sending you now. Prepare for an In-flight landing. We must return
to Eden City quickly and do some research. I believe the King may have run across these monsters before. They
said something about us serving Black Hair, but I do not believe they meant Tarifa.” Isra spoke.

“What about the humans we saw?” Lohana’s voice asked.

“Those humans I believe are more than likely survivors of Tarifa’s attack on New Miami, and they have
joined this group freely out of their hatred for her.” Isra said. “The Spartan... he is the mystery.”

“Dropping from above into the pipe.” Lohana spoke. “Do you have us?”

Isra looked above them and saw the DT slowly moving in front and above them. “Yes... I see you. Drop
to ten thousand feet and we will approach from behind you.”

“Are we sure that friend of yours is gone?”” Lohana asked trying to inject light humor into her words.

“Now that he knows they can not climb as high as us, they will not attempt to chase us.” Isra spoke. “It
would be pointless when you are far faster, and we can climb higher than they can.”

“Ramp coming down!” Lohana spoke.

“So are we!” Isra spoke. “We will be aboard in a few minutes.”

Tarifa and Aihola stood to one side of the interior of the STRIKER as they stared into the gaping hole in
the rear of the DT with wide eyes. Both of them were strapped to the side by five foot long tethers, the non skid
ramp now fully extended outward with no sides and no top over it. They could see Aelnala’s huge form as she
approached the rear of the DT with unerring confidence. Lohana held them as steady as a rock, her hands



caressing her controls like a skilled surgeon. Wind surged through the back of the STRIKER, whipping hair and
pieces of uniforms about.

Watching them in combat with another dragon had filled them both with terror, especially when they
had passed so close to the other dragon, knocking away the unknown rider and stunning the larger dragon.
Seeing Aelnala approach the rear of the DT now, she looked huge to Tareif Lynwe and Layna, but Tarifa and
Aihola alone knew that there were several dragons larger than her, to include Martin’s obsidian colored beast
Torma, and the Dragon Elder Mother Arzoal.

Aelnala flared her wings only a few meters from the back of the DT, Isra leaning low in the saddle. As
her talons came down on the non skid floor, she leaned forward into the wind immediately, bringing herself
lower than the rear of the DT. Lohana had been watching on the monitor in the cockpit, and the moment
Aelnala’s head dipped lower than the ceiling Lohana activated the ramp, bringing them forward even as she
moved gracefully into the back under her own power. Isra sat up slightly in the saddle as the sides and top of the
DT began to hum and close. He waited until the three pieces had fully sealed behind him before reaching up and
removing his helmet.

“Well... now that was an invigorating morning exercise!”” He exclaimed as he slowly slid from the
saddle, and moved under Aelnala’s thick muscular chest to rub her lower neck vigorously.

Acelnala’s wings twitched in delight and she let out a tiny roar of dragon laughter. It did get our blood
pumping did it not Bond Brother.

Isra touched his forehead to her chest and they watched as Aelnala lowered her snout and touched the
top of Isra’s head. It must have been some sort of ritual they performed, Tarifa thought to herself as she quickly
unhooked her tether, Aihola already unhooked and turning back to face Isra and Aelnala.

Tarifa’s head snapped around when she heard Aihola yelp in surprise, and she felt her heart sing as she
saw Isra scoop her lithe Drow body into his arms and cover her soft lips with his own. Tarifa couldn’t help the
tears then. She had always feared that he would not accept Aihola for what she was, that somehow her being
half vampire would dissuade him from loving Aihola as he loved her. She watched as Aihola whimpered in
response, her arms unsure of what to do for the first few seconds, and then she succumb to the physical
sensations that were coursing through her now. Sensations that up until this very moment she had only felt
through Tarifa.

Aihola’s felt fire unlike anything she had ever experienced race through her entire frame. This was not
merely the sensation of a memory as Tarifa had shared with her so often over the past months. These were the
real lips that belonged to those memories, and Aihola’s body was responding to them in a way she had never
responded before. Tarifa had been right, she could smell the wildness in him, feel it in his kiss, the passion and
desire unchained and barely held in check. And half vampire or not, at this moment Aihola’s blood burned as
hot as any female wolf. She suddenly felt empty when his lips left hers, and she stared into those violet eyes, so
very much like her own amber orbs, as he gazed at her with a passion that smoldered behind those eyes, a
passion that threatened to sweep her away. A passion she wanted to feel for real. He lowered her slowly to the
deck of the DT, his violet eyes lingering on her for a long moment before her hands squeezed his arms and
nudged him to turn.

The sapphire eyes he had seen that first moment so long ago were even brighter if that was possible and
then Tarifa was in his arms, tears striking down her cheeks as she kissed him with thirteen months of pent up
emotions. Months of emotions she had restrained, pushed away and then finally embraced. Emotions that
rippled through her now with a power that no one had ever elicited from her in the past. His fingers sank into
her silky black hair and he held her head tightly, kissing her hard, alternating between biting her lips softly and
teasing her tongue with his own. It had driven her mad with desire in their time together, and now it was even
stronger. When his fingers danced across the back of her elfin ear, she groaned and leaned into him heavily.
Finally it was too much for Isra and he simply lifted her into his right arm, his left arm reaching out to pull
Aihola close to him and he squeezed them tighter than either had been held before. His face dipped to the sides
of their necks, and he nuzzled Tarifa’s ear first, her hands grasping him tightly. He barely paused before turning
his head and nuzzling Aihola’s elfin ear just as hard, and she too melted against him even more. They knew
what he was doing, even if her father and the others did not. He was marking them, laying claim to them until
he was able to take them in his bed, and as he did this, Tarifa and Aihola looked at each other and both of them
hoped it happened sooner rather than later.



Isra finally set them both down on the deck slowly, drawing their scents into his lungs deeply, before
standing up straight and looking at them. I... I have dreamed of this day for so long. He spoke to them with
Mindvoice. /... I did not...

Tarifa shook her head quickly and reached up with long delicate fingers, placing them on his lips. No
Isra. No more. There has been too much confusion. Too many questions. We... we want you Isra. You and only
you.

Now more than ever. Aihola echoed.

And I want both of you. No doubts. No questions. No matter what the future brings. If... if you will have
me. He said as his heart leaped into his throat at the words he had waited for so long to hear.

They gave him his answer as they stepped without hesitation as one entity into his arms, each one
folding against a side of his body, their heads against his chest. This was not what they had felt for Dekton.
They loved him, of that they had no doubts. But Isra was not Dekton, and what they felt for this wild and
passionate Spartan surpassed anything they had felt towards Dekton. This was on a plane of emotion neither of
them had even been before, and it felt so wonderfully glorious.

Tareif stood back against the side of the chart map table watching events unfold; the pad Lohana had
given him in his hand. He needed to understand what was happening here, and he knew only one person could
give him those answers. He started making plans to contact that person as soon as they returned.

Isra looked up at the others, his arms still holding Tarifa and Aihola. “Lohana... we must get to Eden
City as quickly as possible. I need to speak with the King before he goes off the grid. And we must make
plans.”

“Plans?” Lynwe asked, her own amber eyes perking up.

Isra nodded. “They know Aelnala and I are here now. This will undoubtedly accelerate whatever plans
they may have. And we need to discover what those plans are. Quickly.”

CHAPTER NINE

USU’OZEIB 7
VAMPIRE HIGH COVEN
COVEN HIGH GUARD COMMANDER’S OFFICE

“I told you to not expose yourself Vonis!” Yuri barked at the image of her younger brother on the
monitor in her office.

“I didn’t Yuri.” The young man replied confidently.

Yuri nodded. “No you didn’t, but your actions also let Isabella know someone is after her.” Yuri stated
leaning back in her chair.

“You told me not to underestimate her and I didn’t. I contracted two Kochab Bounty Hunters to test
her.” Vonis spoke.

“They were slaughtered Vonis.” Yuri spoke.

“They served their purpose sister.” Vonis said respectfully. “You and father both have taught me the
value of putting fear into the hearts of your enemies. That is what I wanted to do.”

Yuri studied her younger brother for a long moment. She hadn’t known he even existed little more than
a year ago, but when she met him for the first time she found not a pompous fool, but a confident and cerebral
young man who measured everything. A young man who was methodic and precise in all that he did and a
younger brother who idolized her. It was not something Yuri was used too; the idolization part and it took her
three months to realize that he wanted her approval of all that he did more than anything. He had been working
for decades to show that he was not a clone of Xerxes, and learning all he could from his older sister was his
ticket to that knowledge.

Yuri couldn’t help but smile now. “She is on Elear Vonis, and you must take that into account. Bounty
Hunters and other scum know well the penalty for doing business on the elf homeworld if they are caught. They
would rather be killed before being taken captive by the elves. Do not overestimate what your actions have
done.”



Vonis nodded. “They did not come cheap, I’ll grant you that, but they did serve their purpose. I wanted
her to react as she did, so that I may judge her reaction to other things as well.”

“What can you tell me about her?” Yuri asked.

“She has not forgotten she is a vampire Yuri.” Vonis spoke. “She uses the shadows almost better than I
have seen you use them. And she is lethally fast, much more so than I had first thought.”

Yuri nodded. “Your actions will make her much more cautious now Vonis.” Yuri spoke as her mind
thoughtfully went over options in her own head. “The elf Queen Dysea was not with her?”

Vonis shook his head. “A Spartan guard only. If our information is correct, she is the Spartan Captain of
the elf Queen. She was skilled, but not radically so.” Vonis said. “Should I assume the elf Queen will be similar
Yuri?” He asked.

Yuri shook her head quickly. “No. You will prepare for Dysea to be better, because she will be. And
now that she has bonded with that dragon, even more so. [ will send you the file I complied on her while I was
on earth. She may not seem like a threat Vonis, but she is. Dysea is like an Ozeibian Rock Spider. You have
seen them here in the northern mountain range yes?”

Vonis nodded with a shudder. “Yes. I saw one take down a full grown Rettla. It was not pretty.”

An Ozeibian Rock Spider was considered one of the four deadliest creatures known to exist in the High
Coven Empire. No larger than a normal dinner plate, the venom within its body was so toxic that it could bring
down prey ten times its size with a single bite. Yuri had seen several vampire troops bitten by this spider during
training, and they were all dead within seconds of being bitten.

“Think of Dysea as this spider Vonis.” Yuri spoke.

“She is that skilled?”

Yuri met his gaze. “Personally I would consider her more dangerous than Isabella. Not for any glaring
physical skill, but because her mind is linked with not only Leonidas, but this dragon as well. She is much more
cunning than Isabella, and skill wise I would rank her second only to Leonidas, though we have not seen the
young Aricia in action yet since the events on Enurrua.”

“I have heard many of the elves and others here on Elear refer to our half sister as Queen Isabella Yuri.”
Vonis spoke.

Yuri nodded slowly. “There is rumor that she will accept the role Leonidas wants her to assume and
become his fourth Queen.” She stated. “That is not something we can allow to happen. It would undermine our
father in the most mocking of ways, and we don’t need to inflame our own internal situation any more than
necessary.”

“Then the talk I have heard among the troops is true?”” Vonis said softly. “We have dissidents within our
ranks?”

“Every Empire has dissidents Vonis, and that is something that will never change. It is something you
will come to learn as you grow in years and experience.” Yuri answered. “How you deal with them is what is
important. Right now that faction is miniscule. A few hundred at most, against billions and trillions who agree
with and support our father’s rule.”

“I sincerely hope we crush the life from them when we find them.” Vonis spoke.

Yuri laughed at his words and nodded. “We do brother, but that is why father agreed to the Kill Order on
Isabella now. If she were to assume a major role within the Lycavorian Union, a role as Queen for instance, it
would only spur further unrest and make those dissidents bolder. That is why she must die.”

“I have had Jonas make some discrete inquires of those we can trust here, and we have discovered they
are about to undertake an investigation of some sort of religious cult in the southern region.” Vonis said.

“Religious cult?” Yuri asked. “On Elear? That is odd.”

Vonis nodded. “They apparently deem them a threat of some sort, but their investigation is proceeding
very quietly right now.”

“Are you able to find out anything more on it? Who leads it? Numbers and such. It might give us a
means to nurture unrest within the Union.” Yuri asked keenly interested in this now.

Vonis nodded. “I have several inquires out right now with our contacts, but as you know ever since
Deia’s Intelligence purge, many of our major assets are no more. We have to rely on secondary contacts who
consider themselves more important than they actually are.”



Yuri smirked. “Yes... that is popping up all over.” She said in agreement. “The few deep agents we
have left in the Union are laying back and not making any moves or unusual requests to maintain their cover.
They will not be used until the time is right.”

“I will discover what I can Yuri.” Vonis spoke. “But since last year security has gone up across the
board here in the Union.”

“Do what you can, but remember your main mission is to eliminate Isabella.” Yuri said. “Your safe
house is secure?”

Vonis nodded with a smile. “Yes. I must say [ was surprised. I wasn’t aware we were so well established
within the Union Yuri.”

“Do not become overconfident Vonis.” Yuri scolded him. “Yes... we are well established inside the
Union, but it has taken us millennia to achieve that. You must be careful in whatever you do. Now that
Leonidas has established this new Intelligence unit, it will be their job to seek out and destroy our networks. We
must not do anything to give them pause.”

“I will not fail you and father Yuri.” Vonis spoke.

“Do not worry about failing us Vonis.” Yuri told him quickly. “You must worry about your mission and
remember to cover everything that you do. No matter how small it seems. The slightest mistake will bring
Leonidas and his people down on you, and that is something you do not want. It will also expose us and lead to
full scale war. That is not something we are prepared to risk right now while we are still building the clone
vampire troops. I may hate his very being, but father is correct, we must respect his skills and what he
commands. They are being far more cautious in their dealings, as you no doubt have noted, since that fool
Chetak made the mistake of taking his youngest Queen. He knows we were involved offthandedly in supporting
Chetak, but politically there is nothing he can do. Be mindful of all that you do Vonis, and cover your tracks
well as I have said.”

“What of the search for the half breed?”” Vonis asked.

Yuri shook her head. “The fools allowed the Hadarian wench to escape into Leonidas’s hands, but we
have been able to determine she is in fact this Anja’s sister. Her ship revealed logs and charts for the last fifty
years, with two locations that we have been unable to crack the encryption codes on.”

“Pirate codes?” Vonis asked curious now.

Yuri nodded. “It would appear so, though I’m surprised they have developed something so sophisticated
that we can not crack it.”

Vonis shook his head. “It is too simple.” He said with a smile.

Yuri looked at him. “What?”

“It was something I read while in the academy.” Vonis spoke evenly. “The pirates and mercenaries are
successful because they have developed a system of communication and encryption that is the opposite of what
we expect. It is not too advanced for us Yuri... it’s too simple for us.”

“Too simple?” Yuri asked incredulously.

Vonis nodded with a smile. “I thought it was outrageous too, when I first heard it Yuri.” He spoke.
“What you need to do is capture one of the Overseers. They will have the answers you seek.”

Yuri leaned back in her chair. “We do quite a bit of business with pirates and mercenaries Vonis, you
know that. To violate that arrangement could very well do us more harm than good, not to mention turn all of
the Wilds against us.”

“Then offer one something for him to break the code.” Vonis said calmly. “They are always looking for
ways to enrich themselves. To give themselves an advantage over the other Overseers. We know who the six
are yes?”

Yuri nodded. “We do.”

“Then pick the weakest and make him an offer to break the code. Credits, slaves, ships, weapons,
whatever it takes.” Vonis said.

“If it is discovered we did this, it would turn the others against us and we would no longer be able to do
business in the Wilds.” Yuri spoke. “All the assets we have there would be compromised.”

Vonis laughed. “If there is one thing I have learned sister, when father doesn’t want something to be
discovered, it usually isn’t.”



Yuri’s eyes narrowed slightly at his words. “You sound as if you speak from experience Vonis.” She
said. “That could be dangerous.”

“He is our father Yuri.” Vonis spoke.

Yuri nodded. “Yes he is. And he is also the High Lord of the Vampire Coven. Do not forget that. Xerxes
did... and he is now dead because he thought himself better than our father.”

“I do not think of myself as better than him Yuri. Quite the contrary in fact.” Vonis said. “I have learned
much from him, and there is much I still want to learn from him. And from you. But he has said himself... he
will not live forever... and we must be prepared to step into his shoes when that day comes.”

“Yes we must.” Yuri replied. “But I have no intention of allowing anyone to hasten that day in coming
Vonis.”

“Nor do I.” Vonis spoke in agreement.

“Good.” Yuri said. “I would hate to have to tell our father that I issued a Kill Order on you as well.”

“Don’t take my words for something they are not Yuri.” Vonis said quickly, seeing the look on Yuri’s
face. He had come to realize she was very protective of their father for some reason, but he knew that Yuri
could be just as utterly ruthless as she needed to be.

“Then be more careful of your words brother.” Yuri spoke to him. “Someone else might have mistaken
them for something they were not.”

Vonis bowed his head slightly. “My apologies.” He replied.

Yuri waved her hand. “Enough of that... you are still very young Vonis... and [ was also young and
headstrong like you. You are our father’s only son now, and I do not want to see you fall into the trap Xerxes
did. He thought himself a god, better than our father, more powerful than him and unfortunately for Xerxes,
Leonidas proved to him just how wrong he was. You must use your head first, be cunning, and be thoughtful in
all that you do. Leonidas does not use brute force unless he needs too. He is far more cunning and ruthless than
his father and grandfather ever were, and you must never underestimate those who follow him. They day you do
that; you will end up like Xerxes. I only tell you this because it is the truth Vonis. It is why we have not already
launched a full scale invasion. While it may not seem like Leonidas is preparing, rest assured he is. And he will
not hesitate to use any means, any tactic or any weapon to defeat us.”

“I will heed your words Yuri and I will take them to heart.” Vonis told her.

“And make sure no one associated with you takes any elf to feed on!” Yuri spoke sternly. “That fool
mistake has cost us more agents in the past than I can begin to tell you. Elves are far more resistant to us, and
that increases with each generation. Unless you drain them completely, you will leave them alive and still able
to identify you when they recover. If your supplies run low, as distasteful as it is, find an animal or two that will
not be missed and then destroy the carcass.”

Vonis nodded. “I will be careful.”

“Your idea about the Overseer does have merit Vonis and I will see what father thinks.” Yuri said. “He
has always been careful when it comes to operating freely within the Wilds, and this is a decision he must
make.” She looked at her younger brother with a smile. “But I will support it because no matter the risks, it is a
sound idea and I believe it is a risk we must take as well.”

Vonis’s face wanted to break into a smile, but he maintained his vampire composure and simply nodded.
“I will keep our regular contacts as scheduled unless something comes up that force us to change them.”

“I have another task for you while you are there Vonis, in addition to killing our half sister of course.”
Yuri spoke.

Vonis detected the change in her tone of voice and leaned closer. “Yes?”

“Find out how difficult it would be to steal one of these dragon eggs or a young dragon itself.” Yuri told
him. “You have seen them I take it?”

Vonis nodded once more. “Many times. They have free reign in the skies to go where they wish. They
are a common sight over the capital now. It is strange really; I have noticed an odd affinity between the elves
and dragons now that we are speaking of them.”

“Strange how?” Yuri asked.

Vonis shook his head. “I can’t really explain it. Just odd tremors within Mindvoice.” He replied. “I am
not as skilled in this area yet as you and father but I will try to be more attentive to this and give you a more
complete description when I am able. Stealing an egg is more than likely out of the question however. They are



guarded by three layers of security, to include elves and Spartans, and all of the females who carry eggs I have
learned rarely leave the main island that they call home now. Once the eggs hatch, most of them go to the main
caravan that the dragon leader uses.”

“How did you find all this out?”” Yuri asked.

Vonis smiled. “I purchased an information brochure.” He answered. “Apparently the dragon leader, they
call her The Elder Mother, has allowed very limited public access to their main island. Abducting one of the
smaller dragons might be possible. I will look into it and let you know.”

Yuri nodded. “Very well. Watch yourself Vonis, I do not wish to have to tell father you are dead
because you did something foolish. And continue your reports as usual.” Yuri said.

Vonis smiled. “That is not something I wish you to tell him either Yuri. I will be careful, have no doubts
of that. Always.”

“Your next scheduled report is for two days. Discover what you can about what we discussed and then
contact me. Robert and I will be at my mountain retreat then, but I will leave our personal transmission channel
open.”

Vonis nodded. “I will speak to you in a few days then.”

ELEAR
ELF HOMEWORLD
ROYAL PALACE

“You should have contacted me Bella!”” Dysea complained as she watched Isabella walk into the main
living area of the palace carrying two mugs of tea. “If they have issued this Kill Order on you as you suspect, it
was foolish to take them alone.”

They were both dressed very casually, having shared a full dinner already with Miai, and discussing the
events of the day with each other. Dysea didn’t blink when the female vampire stepped in off the patio entrance
from outside. She was dressed in a loose fitting dark tan shirt and pants, with a lighter tan jacket over that. Her
dark brown hair fell just past her shoulders, framing very stunning features and lightly tanned skin. Her dark
eyes glowed with intelligence and she almost glided across the room with controlled confidence and grace.

“I have to agree Lady Isabella.” The young woman replied.

Dysea looked at her and nodded. “See... even Marci agrees with me.”

Isabella laughed and handed the tea to Dysea before settling onto the couch next to her as Marci took the
smaller couch across from them.

Marci had the distinction of being one of only three pureblood vampires that were even more skilled
than Isabella, and not just in the fighting arts. She was still a relatively young nine hundred and forty years old,
but her ability to blend in and not be seen was unrivaled. Isabella had brought her and the three others, all male
vampires, to Martin’s attention just before the birth of Androcles. Marci alone had the distinction of getting
closer to Martin Leonidas without him sensing her than any other outside of Aricia. This skill he rapidly
recognized and was now using. Marci traveled with Isabella and Dysea wherever they went, free to roam
around at will and use her skills in however she deemed appropriate in order to gather intelligence and protect
Dysea and Isabella. Though Isabella had protested at first, Martin had been adamant that Marci and the three
males report only to him and take their instructions only from him. It took any semblance of responsibility for
actions he might order away from them, and kept them free of suspicion.

“I was not alone. I had Lexi with me, who I might add, I feel completely comfortable with.” Isabella
answered. “Once I determined the three vampires I saw were not going to intervene, I knew Lexi and I could
handle a pair of Kochab Bounty Hunters.”

“But to be able to afford them is another matter.” Marci spoke. “I believe it is safe to assume that your
father now deems you too dangerous to live. And by virtue of that, Dysea as well.”

Isabella nodded. “Oh I don’t doubt that.” She spoke. “Especially now that I have decided to officially
take on a more active role as Queen.”

Dysea looked at her, emerald eyes growing wide. “You have decided?” She gasped.



Isabella nodded with a smile. “Yes. Today’s events made me see that this is where I truly belong. With
you Dysea... with Martin. This is where destiny has brought me, and I intend to fully embrace that.”

Dysea leaned over quickly, oblivious to the fact that Marci was watching, and laid a searing kiss of
pleasures to come on Isabella right there on the couch. A kiss that Isabella did not hesitate to return to her with
equal feeling. Dysea gazed at her with passion filled eyes as they parted, and Isabella stroked her cheek
lovingly.

“First however, we need to deal with what we have discovered today from Arzoal, and determine the
best course of action.” Isabella spoke.

Dysea leaned back reluctantly but nodded. “Yes we do.”

They all heard the heavy thump outside, and then Iriral’s body was filling the doorway as she entered
the room from her pen atop the palace. The elves had enlarged the doors into the palace enough for Torma’s
bulk to enter when he was here, and Iriral was no where as large as he was. She walked in casually and settled
her bulk to the floor near the couch her intelligent green eyes waiting.

“Iriral and I talked of this development on the return flight from Dragon Island. And she was able to
share with me quite a bit of the history she learned from Arzoal as a child on this Artre.” Dysea said. “We
determined that if this is indeed a cult that worships him and they have returned to Elear, we must discover what
it is they intend and stop them. Among the foremost reasons why, is to keep the secret of the elves and dragons
for as long as we can. At least until Arzoal and Nauta Melme deem it no longer feasible to do. I can tell you he
will not be happy about this Kill Order.”

Isabella looked at the massive head of the dragon that she now considered a friend and confidant. “I
think Iriral will agree with me when I say that is secondary to this possible cult we have forming.”

Iriral nodded. 4s much as it pains me to say... yes. She answered. I believe that Isabella is in no real
danger when she is among us... and we can limit her exposure if need be, but the possibility of what this cult
could do is potentially more devastating.

Dysea nodded slowly, though i