HADARIA

DAY TWENTY-SEVEN

Seanna sat to one side of the room in the palace and watched as Anja practiced calling for the healing pulses within her. She was practicing on the broken pieces of fruit and repairing the cellular damage made by knives and dropping the separate fruits onto the floor. She had a habit of lifting the pieces of fruit off the floor with her Mindvoice talents, frustrating her instructors who were telling her to focus on the healing pulses and try not to use both gifts she possessed. Seanna smiled as she realized Anja was ignoring them on purpose. 


“She is advancing at a rate that far exceeds any of our hopes isn’t she Seanna.” The low voice spoke.


Seanna turned and saw Fuleos standing beside her as she got to her feet. He was a frail looking man, due in part to his age, as he was among the oldest of their people. Yet there was something within him that was injured, had been injured long ago. He above all the Healers among the Hadarian people had seen more combat with their comrades the Lycavorians and elves than any other. It was as if those battles had taken something from him. 

Something that Seanna could see returning to him more and more as each day passed now that Anja had returned. They had spent every moment together, when she wasn’t training with her instructors or Seanna, deep in conversation and enjoying the bond of family that they had rediscovered.

Seanna nodded turning her dark green eyes back to Anja, “Unbelievably so sir.” She said softly. “She no longer needs to pull from me. It’s almost as if she is pulling from the residual metaphysical radiation in the atmosphere and directing it, shaping it to her will. She is doing things now that even five year students should not be able to do.”
“I saw this in her mother as well.” Fuleos nodded slowly, his dark eyes going to where Anja knelt on the training floor.

When word had reached him that his great granddaughter still lived, that a grandchild of his blood had survived the purges, Fuleos had felt like a weight of a thousand years had lifted from him. To learn she had become mate to the King and part wolf only made it that much sweeter as far as he was concerned. He had listened to the Old Ones blather about her connection to the King and these other two females and how their secret would be at risk. Fuleos had not believed a word of it.

When he looked at Anja he saw his grandson’s wife. She, like Anja, had been of stunning and sensuous beauty. Her eyes could draw you in like children’s candy, and though she was of the same build and hair color, Anja was incredibly more physically defined and her hair was much longer. Fuleos doubted if there was an ounce of fat on her, and the curves and shape of her body had male heads turning from every direction whenever they walked among the city streets.

“Her Mindvoice powers increase as well as her healing gifts.” Fuleos said.

Seanna looked at him. “I did not think anyone else noticed.” She said.

“She is tied to the King quite strongly Mage Warrior, do not discount that.” Fuleos said.

“But the King… in his grief, he has blocked all communication with Anja and Dysea.” Seanna spoke.

Fuleos nodded, “Perhaps and perhaps not. If he is as powerful as rumors are making him out to be… it would not surprise me if she was still drawing some small fraction of her Mindvoice powers from him. Or he is allowing her to. He may have actively closed their connection for whatever reason, but he is a Lycavorian male, and he will always touch them in some manner. It is their way… the way they protect those they love.”

“Do you believe he is as powerful as they say sir?” Seanna asked.

Fuleos smiled. “I will tell you my opinion, from what I have seen and read and from what my granddaughter has told me of him. He is a man of deep conviction and morals, like his grandfather. He is also closer to the instinctual nature of his people, closer than anyone has been in thousands of years, much like his father. My granddaughter has told me of the wildness he keeps trapped inside, trapped behind shields that no one will ever breach. For all his power, he is still just a man, and that is what makes him so powerful. He knows this and he has never wanted what is thrust upon him, much like Resumar did not. And that is why her connection to him is so pure, much like his elf Queen.”

Seanna looked at him. “Their connection does run very deep sir.” She spoke. 

“I’m sure it does.” Fuleos said. “Far deeper then many would like it to run, of that I’m quite sure.”

“Are they still belaboring that point sir?” Seanna hissed turning to him. “She has already told them she will never sever her ties with Martin. She would not allow it, and nor would the others, nor would he. Why will they push her on this?”

“Because for all their words and posturing Seanna, they are still politicians,” Fuleos said with a grin. “They will push her until she pushes back, and then it will stop. Probably quite abruptly if what I see in her is accurate.”

“I have seen her angry.” Seanna spoke with a smile. “It is not pretty to witness.”

Fuleos chuckled. “I have no doubts of that.” Fuleos looked at her intently. “You care for her Seanna.”

“She is my Queen, sir.” Seanna replied softly, her eyes going back to where Anja knelt. “How could I not?”

“You care for her in a way a Hadarian Mage Warrior should not care for her Queen Seanna.” Fuleos spoke.

Seanna met his eyes without fear or surprise. “I do sir. There is something about her that calls to me in a way I have never felt before. Being here… learning of us, of her people, it has helped her more than you know. She still has a heavy heart, she hides it well, but it is still there. She shared something special with Aricia… something that she misses and does not know if she can replace.”

“Then show her she can, if that is what you and she desire.” Fuleos spoke softly.

“I don’t believe she wants to replace it sir.” Seanna spoke.

“My granddaughter and I have shared many hours together since she has returned Seanna, you know this. And she has spoken to me of many things that others will not know. Surprisingly I have become her confidant. She does not care for her aunt and uncle, not that I blame her; they are judgmental people who resent that she has returned to us half wolf and very much having her own mind. They don’t like that they can not influence her or control her. I have been blessed that she has confided so much in me, in the little time we have had together.” Fuleos looked at Seanna. “It is a relationship that will make me live a few more years so that I can see it grow and become stronger.”
Seanna chuckled. “That would be very good sir. I believe… I believe Anja would like that.” She spoke.

“Remember Seanna… she is also part wolf.” Fuleos spoke. “The Lycavorian people, by their very nature, they require physical contact, a touch or caress, whether it be for pleasure or for comfort or for friendship.” He told her. “She finds you “yummy” I believe the word was that she used to describe you, and whether you know it or not, your very presence for her these last weeks have been what she needed.” He smiled when he saw Seanna’s eyes go a little wider. “Her vocabulary will take some getting used to I know, but I am assuming “yummy” is a very good thing in relation to you. She may not wish to replace what she had with Aricia, that is true, but the wolf in her craves attention from someone who cares for her just as strongly as the King does.”

Seanna looked at him. “You… you do not seem to care that I desire my Queen in this way sir.” She said.

“She is my granddaughter Seanna.” Fuleos spoke with a gentle smile. “I lost her once… and I will not lose her again. If you are what makes her happy Seanna, and it is your wish as well… so be it. The stronger she is, the stronger our King will be, and in the end, the stronger our Union will be.” 

ENURRUA

Tablina moved to the entrance of Arzoal’s huge cavern home, holding the light wrap around her shoulders against the morning chill. The entrance opened up into a wide expanse of ledge that overlooked the valley four thousand meters below. The sun was just rising in the distance, and it cast a glow of life across the tree tops and dewy land as far as the eye could see.

What troubles you Tablina? Arzoal asked softly as she settled her huge twenty-five foot long, three thousand kilo body next to her on the open ledge.


I am still trying to figure out how Chetak discovered Aricia is still alive. Tablina spoke turning to look at her. We were so careful. And then he has me followed me to our rendezvous that same night? It is too much of a coincidence.


The better question is what he intended if you had not lost the men who were following you that night. Arzoal spoke. You said he was upset because Aricia did not conceive?


Tablina nodded. I’m beginning to wonder if they had the serum examined somehow, and detected what we did.

That is impossible Tablina. Very few have the knowledge or equipment to detect what I added to the serum to prevent that from happening. Chetak is not one of them, nor are any of those he employs.


Then why does he suspect Arzoal? Tablina asked. Those who help me have told me my home in Atlatus is being watched all the time now. He is waiting for me to return. He knows.


Whatever he knows… he will not find her. Isheeni and Torma have taken her somewhere they will never think to look. She is safe. Arzoal replied. And you will now remain here with us to keep you safe.


Have you spoken with her? Tablina asked.


Arzoal shook her massive head. Isheeni is strong willed and stubborn Tablina, you know this. It is why Torma is so devoted to her. Isheeni has bound herself to Aricia and Torma to the King. In his place he will serve Aricia now. 


She won’t speak with you directly?


Her time with Aricia has made her resentful of what we did. Arzoal spoke. I sense it in Torma as well. They are angry we… angry we have resorted to the same tactics that the people we hate have used. Torma told me that.


Isheeni knew what we intended by our actions Arzoal. Tablina spoke. I am not trying to make excuses, but…


Tablina… my daughter is young. She has touched Aricia’s mind in a way I believe only the King has. What she saw in there… the love and happiness… she is angry that we took that away from her.


Even for the greater good Arzoal? Tablina asked.

Arzoal sighed heavily. That is why we did it Tablina my friend. That does not make it right.


Tablina nodded quickly. I’m not trying to justify it Arzoal, truly. 


I know… but we must whatever attempt we can to…


Elder Mother! The excited male voice exclaimed outward in their minds.


Arzoal turned as Tablina leaned over the edge further, gazing down at the land before them. It always amazed her at how high they truly were, and she scanned the side of the huge mountain. Her sharp eyes detected something reflecting off the morning sun and she leaned further out.


What is it Alon? Arzoal turned to look at the much smaller dragon burst out onto the ledge. He was only a hundred years old, his yellow scales just starting to change the brownish red of his Heavyhorn mother and father.

Elder Mother one of our southern hunting parties has been attacked by Chetak’s men in the next valley! They were caught attempting to bring down a stag. Kremal is injured and attempting to carry his mate Ramala back to safety! She caught the blast from a rail weapon in her side!


Ramala is carrying eggs! Arzoal barked. Why was she hunting? Tablina I must go!

Arzoal! Tablina snapped turning from the ledge.


Tablina I must go to Ramala! I can not let her die and lose her eggs!


Arzoal… I know why Chetak suspects Aricia is alive!


What? How!


Isheeni said she launched her Shi Viska at Joric as she was falling!


Tablina please I must go!


Isheeni said this correct! Tablina snapped.


Yes! Torma said he caught a glimpse of it embedding in the wall! Why?


You’d better look for yourself! Tablina spoke motioning with her head over the edge.


Arzoal grunted in frustration and moved next to her, leaning her head over the edge, extending her neck out. What am I looking for Tablina!

Arzoal heard the cracking and snap of breaking rock and the noise of slivers of dirt and stone falling. She saw the flash of silver in the climbing sun, and then her flame colored eyes went wide as the Shi Viska shield blazed past her heading south. Arzoal’s head snapped back up and she looked at Tablina. By the gods!

Tablina nodded slowly. “That is what you were looking for Arzoal. That is how Chetak knows she still lives. And now it’s conveniently on its way south where your dragons are being chased.”


She… she called it from half a planet away? Arzoal gasped in shock. Tablina… the power to do this is…


Tablina nodded. “Yes I know.” Tablina turned to the south. “I believe Chetak’s men are not going to like the welcome she is going to give them.”

It was unlike anything she had ever experienced.


Her strong legs were squeezing tightly to the base of Isheeni’s powerful neck, her hands clamped tightly to the curved eight inch long spikes on her shoulders. It had been Isheeni’s idea to actually let Aricia ride on her back between her wings so that she could bath in the cool stream below their cave. It had happened almost naturally, as they were flying back to the waterfall cave, that Aricia had grasped the curved spikes on Isheeni’s shoulders and squeezed her thighs tightly to the smooth scales beneath her.

Show me your world Isheeni. Aricia had spoken softly within her mind.


Isheeni had turned her head slightly as her powerful wings beat rhythmically and she climbed for altitude to return to the cave. You are not afraid? She had asked surprised. I can fly very high.

What is there to be afraid of? Aricia had answered. If I fall and die, it will be no different than if I fall in battle.

Isheeni had turned to look at Torma, who flew gracefully next to her. In the dragon version of a shrug he beat his wings harder and reached for more height. Isheeni quickly followed, and it had started what they had continued now for the last three days. 
Aricia would more often ride Isheeni as she was slimmer around the neck, but she had ridden Torma several times as well. Isheeni was far faster, as she was a natural flyer, built for power and speed, while Torma was larger physically by a good margin and took longer to make the breakneck turns that Isheeni could execute in the blink of an eye. At first Aricia thought she would fall off easily, but experimentation allowed her to train herself in hours. She would keep her long legs tight to Isheeni’s muscular neck where the joint and muscles connecting her wings provided a natural air brake, while gripping the two naturally curved spikes that made excellent hand holds. Aricia had ridden horses as a child in Sparta, and the practice was similar, though riding a dragon that could turn upside down and do full twists, while plunging towards the earth like a speeding Shi Viska in a heartbeat, was considerably more dangerous.

Isheeni quickly took notice that it was when they were flying that Aricia let herself go, and on the second day as they dove for the surface at nearly three hundred kilometers per hour, the wind whipping into Aricia’s face pulling at her skin, Isheeni felt Aricia smile. Perhaps it was a smile of release; or the pleasure of flying so high and so fast, for Isheeni it was a sign that perhaps the child Queen she had bound herself too was not completely dead inside.

They were hunting this early in the morning, bringing Aricia so that she could scout the terrain all around them. Isheeni had blocked herself to all but Aricia and Torma, not allowing the voices of her mother or others of her people cloud her thoughts. Torma however, allowed the link to remain open and he heard the call for help.


Isheeni’s head snapped around as she banked toward where Torma flew half a kilometer away, Aricia sensing her sudden worry as her mate’s emotions spiked.


Torma what is it husband? Isheeni called.


Aricia followed Isheeni’s head, their connection always open.


Isheeni… Kremal and Ramala have been attacked by Chetak’s men. Ramala is badly injured and Kremal is wounded and can barely carry her!


Ramala carries eggs! Isheeni exclaimed, swooping lower to come up next to her husband. Why is she out hunting?


They are only two kilometers south of us! Torma exclaimed. We must go to their aide!

Torma we have Aricia with us! Isheeni exclaimed. She has no weapons!


Ramala carried eggs Isheeni! Kremal’s children. Torma snapped at her. To someone who could not Mindvoice it appeared as if he had tried to bite her. We can not let them kill her!

Aricia had listened to the exchange and suddenly sat up on Isheeni’s back when she heard the name Chetak mentioned. She smiled a grim smile and closed her eyes. She held up her left arm and willed her shield to her. It took only ten seconds for the Shi Viska to cover the five kilometers to the one master alone who could control it. Aricia opened her eyes when the Shi Viska settled like a feather to her arm and then in a silver/white flash it was gone.

Now I have a weapon. She spoke matter of factly. She turned her head to Torma. How far Torma?

Kremal is flying in our direction! Low to the ground! Chetak’s men are chasing him in a Runecutter. Torma spoke, his dragon eyesight easily reaching out to see his people. The Gray colored male was carrying the smaller tan colored dragon in his forelimbs as he beat his wings madly. Torma could see the blood on the female dragon, as well as the blood that was showering the ground and trees below Kremal.

Isheeni… get behind the vehicle! Stay very low and when I tell you, roll completely over! Aricia spoke. Torma… help your friend. Go Isheeni! Go!
Isheeni didn’t hesitate and dove for the surface. 

There were four of them in the open backed Runecutter, two of them carrying the massive rail gun weapons. The driver was whisking them madly along the ground following the huge trail of blood the male dragon was leaving as he skimmed the tree tops.


“He’s bleeding like a stuck gostin!” One man in the rear exclaimed. “We’ll be upon him in minutes! Two dragons’ heads today boys! And the toveni is carrying eggs! We’ll be rich this day!” (Boar, female)
“You’ll be dead this day!” The female voice spoke from above them.
All four men looked straight up, their eyes going wide in unabashed astonishment. Above them was a blue scaled Firespitter flying upside down, and riding between her inverted shoulders was a female Lycavorian with hair like night and burning azure blue eyes.

Aricia was not a military officer, and she would now never be a queen, but her beloved had taught her more than enough to deal with these disgusting fools. She lifted her arm and the Shi Viska flared into existence, the men’s eyes going even wider. With a single thought the shield launched straight down between the men and sliced through the metal of the Runecutter’s floor as if it was paper. The effects were instantaneous and devastating. 

The severed rear of the Runecutter came to an abrupt and smashing halt as it dug into the ground beneath them, the four men being propelled into the air as the vehicle they were riding in was cut cleanly in half. The front of the vehicle continued forward, the driver fighting madly for control as he plowed through the trees. His face had an instant of relief as he sprang into a clearing, relief that was quickly washed away when he saw the two dragons they had been hunting now on the ground, and the much larger obsidian Heavyhorn that turned to face his speeding, out of control vehicle. 

Torma was the one who acted first, spinning his body around at an incredible speed for his size, his tail whipping around behind him and crashing into the front section of the Runecutter, tossing the vehicle filling through the sky as if he hit a children’s toy. Torma was not a full Firespitter, but in that regard he was not helpless. He opened his maw and with an immense roar of anger and power he released his own version of fire spitting. The shot of superheated air was over three thousand degrees in temperature, and the moment it came into contact with the wildly spinning front half of the Runecutter, his molten breath melted the vehicle into slag, and the Lycavorian driver screaming the entire way until his body joined the melted heap on the ground, now nothing but ash and crisp flesh.
He turned back to his fellow dragon. Kremal?
She lives Torma my friend. Thank you. She is injured badly but she will survive. She is a stubborn female. The gray Heavyhorn replied, nudging the tan female lying on the ground.
Aren’t they all stubborn my friend? You are injured. I will carry Ramala, and we must go help Isheeni.

Torma she faces four Lycavorians alone! She is mad!

Torma shook his dragon head as he gently lifted Ramala into his forelimbs. She is not alone my friend.


The instant the vehicle was cut in half Isheeni righted herself and flared her wings, slowing instantly from matching the Runecutter’s speed to gliding along easily, and then she cut sharply back. Aricia leaped from between her shoulders and tucked her body into a neat roll as she hit the surface of the ground ten meters below. 


The short flying lesson hadn’t hurt the four Lycavorians that bad, only scraps and lacerations from flying meters through the air into the small tress and unyielding ground all around them, but it had scattered their weapons into the wind. The first soldier saw Isheeni settle to the ground not twenty meters from him, feeling the vibration as her two thousand kilos of weight came to rest and he screamed as she cut loose with a full power breath of flame. The Lycavorian soldier screamed insanely as he was cooked alive, his flesh and heavy clothes curling and melting upon his skin, until no sound came from his lipless face.


His lungs were no more than cinders.


Aricia strode along the ground like an avenging angel just as Torma and Kremal burst through the trees. Her Shi Viska was humming on her arm, and she released it immediately upon her azure blue eyes seeing the second Lycavorian scrambling to pull his weapon from his belt.


I will kill you Joric!

The silver Shi Viska reached the Lycavorian in the time it took him to blink and his head flopped to the earth, rolling a few meters before coming to a stop eyes open in death, his body still sitting upright, blood spurting from his neck stump.

Aricia was upon the third Lycavorian before he could even scream in alarm. Aricia raised her right hand as if to throw a punch and the psychic knife appeared in front of her knuckles, shimmering in its silver colored solid form. Aricia didn’t hesitate in her crazed state and she drove her fist forward, driving the psychic knife deeply into the Lycavorian’s forehead. It cut deeply like a blade, yet no blood came spilling out, Aricia staring at it in stunned awe at what she had just done. She withdrew her hand quickly, staring at the shimmering psychic knife of energy extending from her knuckles and then at the tea cup size hole it had left completely through the Lycavorian’s brain. 

I will kill you Joric!
Aricia lifted her eyes to the now terrified Lycavorian that remained. He was struggling to get to his feet, not to fight, but to run. Aricia leaped at him, her azure blue wolf eyes now easily discernible and her fangs extending out completely. She covered the twenty meters in a single heartbeat and two short leaps, her boots crashing down on the man and driving him into the ground with a loud grunt and whoosh of air. He was a large man and he rolled over quickly, swinging his beefy hand in front of him intending to strike the she demon attacking him. The air rushed from his lungs and he screamed as his arm came in contact with the still humming Shi Viska shield and was instantly severed from his body. Aricia kicked him savagely in the side, silencing his scream and hearing ribs snap like dry kindling. He continued to roll blindly, agony lancing through him as he tucked his severed arm against his body and pieces of his shattered ribs stabbed into his muscle and flesh.

The massive Heavyhorn tail smashing to the earth stop his rolling and he froze, flipping over to see the black haired angel of death walking towards him, the psychic knife shimmering in her right hand, the Shi Viska shield twitching on her left forearm.
Aricia stepped up to the man and rammed her foot down on his chest, listening to him howl in pain for several seconds before she pointed the Shi Viska at is head.

“Do not worry little man; you will live this day unlike your friends.” Aricia spoke coldly.

“I’m… I’m sorry! Don’t kill me… please! It was their idea!” He pleaded lifting his good arm to protect himself, his eyes riveted on her blue eyes with undisguised fear.

“I need you to deliver a message for me butcher!” Aricia snapped. “Tell Joric… tell Joric I’m coming for him! Tell Joric when I find him; he will feel pain for hours before he dies in the most hideous of ways!” Aricia slammed her right hand down into the man’s shoulder, his eyes going wide in agony. Aricia’s azure blue wolf eyes were wide as she leaned close to the whimpering Lycavorian troop. “Feel the burn of the dragon lives you have taken in your foul life man.” She growled twisting her fist sideways. The man’s eyes were wide in silent agonizing pain and a silent tortured scream. “And know that for every dragon you kill beyond this day, I will come for you and remove another portion of your sickening body, until there is only your head, which I will mount on a pole outside Chetak’s home, next to his son’s head.” His eyes closed quickly as she yanked back the psychic knife from his flesh, his upper body beginning to burn with fever unlike anything he had ever felt. Aricia drew back her right foot and kicked him savagely in the mouth, teeth flying across the ground as she dropped him mercifully into unconsciousness.

“Now it has begun Joric.” She spoke in a low voice filled with malice and death. “And I will have your head and the head of your father before I leave this life.”

EARTH
SPARTA

“We must have missed something.” Dysea spoke softly as she rubbed her temples. “I can not believe that we are unable to find anything. Not with what is available to us.”

The Royal villa was being used as a command post for all involved. Spartan Royals Guards covered every square meter of the villa, the wall of sensors that Panos had had installed constantly monitored and watched. Spartans in wolf form patrolled the grounds of the villas, as well as those in human form. An AUTUMN MOON-Class Frigate was in low orbit using its station keeping thrusters to remain directly above the villa at a hundred and fifty thousand meters in altitude. No one was going to take chances with the lives of Dysea or Isabella.


They were dressed casually for the most part with the exception of the two Lycavorian officers from the fleet orbiting Earth. Selene and Lynwe occupied one couch, while Aihola and Isabella sat on the same couch as Dysea. Walter sat on one of the kitchen stools and Dilios stood with Panos near the sliding glass door that opened onto the wide patio beyond.


“Everyone must make themselves known when they enter Sparta my Queen. “Dilios spoke. “We may not have a wall per say, but we do have a fine security apparatus in place. I’ve had my people reviewing all visitors to Sparta in the last eighteen months. With very few exceptions, all of them are citizens who have been here at least five decades. The exceptions we did find were mainly travelers from Athens or other parts of Europe that came for trading and we were able to trace them back to their original starting points. None of them were from North America, and none came anywhere close to the High Coven spaceport that we all now know is on that island.”


Isabella turned to the Admiral by the patio door. “Admiral you are positive that this assassin is a Lycavorian?” She asked.

The Admiral nodded quickly, “Undoubtedly Lady Isabella. You have seen our security arrangements on Apo Prime for yourself. Non-Lycavorians… even those in the Union Fleet are not allowed near the explosive bunkers, where these trigger devices would have been kept. Prime Minister Deia has certainly brought enough trouble on herself for that obviously prejudice action, but that is the way it’s been for centuries and it usually goes away quickly.”


“How is the Oracle my Queen?” Dilios asked. “Several Senators made inquiries of me today in regards to her condition.”

Dysea nodded. “Her condition is stable, but the doctors are keeping her in this coma to continue healing. We still can not tell if she will fully recover her abilities or if she will even wake up on her own. Her physical wounds are going to take longer to heal without shifting, but the doctors can’t allow her to use her mind to shift for fear of damaging her brain.” Her voice was stressed and worn out and Isabella reached over taking her hand within hers and squeezed.

Aihola turned her amber eyes to the Lycavorian officer. “Admiral Jamerl could there be a connection between the men who took Tarifa and the assassin?”


“It is a possibility Chief Administrator.” He spoke. “I continue to get daily reports from Fleet Headquarters on Apo Prime, and there appears to be some sort of push to usurp Deia that is being led by the Senator from this Lycavorian Republic. As I have told you earlier, there are many of our people who are smugglers and mercenaries, but this People’s Republic is large, and they are followers of the old ways that King Resumar brought our people out of. Many of the old ways from ten thousand years ago and beyond are very violent and brutal, especially to females of our species.”


Aihola looked at him, worry on her face blossoming, “Tarifa?” She gasped.


Jamerl looked at her. “I do not believe they will injure your mate Chief Administrator. She may have been turned by a Pureblood and now is fully wolf, but she is also a beautiful young woman who is also part elf. Whoever these people are, they will not want to anger my people and the elves. While the elves of the Union are much more stoic and not nearly as open as the elves created by the Guardian of the Line here on earth, but they are proud and strong warriors, and if it is discovered that Tarifa is being held by these same people, they will provide any assistance we ask. And Tarifa is very strong from what I have seen in my dealings with her.”


“Admiral what is Talracian Ore used for?” Selene asked now leaning forward.

He looked at her, his dark eyes surprised. “Excuse me… what did you say?”


“Talracian Ore? What is it used for?”


“Chief Secretary… may I ask where you heard that term?” The Admiral asked.


Selene held up the data pad. “This is the transcript of the meeting Tarifa and I had with those Lycavorian buffoons the day before she and Aihola came here to Sparta.” She smiled. “No offence intended my friends.”


All of them laughed lightly at her words and the Admiral’s eyes scanned the pad quickly after he took it from her hand, “Three hundred thousand metric tons?”

Selene nodded. “That is what they said they wanted… and from the way they spoke… they were very serious about wanting it.” She spoke.

Dysea looked at the man from her seat. “Admiral what is wrong?” The Lycavorian Admiral looked at her for a long moment, long enough for the wolf heckles on the back of Dysea’s neck to start tingling. “Admiral Jamerl… I asked if there was something wrong.”


“Milady… Talracian Ore is a relatively new discovery.” He spoke slowly. “It has not even come out of the research phase to my knowledge.”


“Research phase for what purpose Jamerl?” Isabella asked.


“It is said that with the correct forging and mixture of alloys in Talracian Ore, we could develop very lightweight but extremely durable armor for our ships that could be deployed upon order before a battle. A much more advanced form of ablative armor basically.” Jamerl spoke.


“How much more advanced?” Dysea asked.


“I was never involved with the engineering and design team… they reported directly to Prime Minister Deia, but it was my understanding that this new armor would allow our ships to withstand multiple direct hits from even the most powerful Coven weapons without draining or damaging the shield grid.” Jamerl replied. 


“This is significant?” Dysea asked.


Isabella sat back in her chair. “The High Coven ships have always had longer ranged missiles Dysea.” She spoke. “The only reason why my father’s fleets have been unable to completely overpower the Union is that our ships are built to withstand more punishment, so they could close with the Coven fleets and engage them at close range. With armor like this on our ships… the Union could turn to developing more and better long range weapons and put them on a more even footing with High Coven fleets.”

Jamerl nodded. “Talracian Ore is the main component of this new armor.”


“Yet these Lycavorians knew of it?” Selene asked. “Isn’t that odd?”


Jamerl nodded, “Very odd.” He replied, “And not at all to my liking. As much as I did not want to believe it before, this information can only lead me to one conclusion.” He looked at Dysea.


Dysea nodded. “Yes I’m beginning to agree.” She answered. “However it still does not explain why they would kidnap Tarifa. They must have known that we would not allow that action to stand. Nauta Melme considers her a sister.”


Jamerl looked at her. “Perhaps they thought what has happened in the last month would negate whatever the King might try to do.”


“Could these men have been simple mercenaries?” Panos asked moving forward. “We have discovered that several young females from Sparta have been declared missing in the last few days.”

Aihola nodded, “And three Drow from the outlying settlements as well.” She echoed. “And you do not take a Drow willingly anywhere they do not want to go.”


Jamerl looked at them. “Why was I not told this?” He asked.


“It was an internal matter Admiral. It is not the first time men or women have gone missing from Sparta over the centuries.” Panos spoke. “Even some of our own Centurions have disappeared over the years. Some have returned… with no knowledge of what occurred, some have not. Aihola… I believe Dekton was one of these. He was missing for three years before staggering back into the surrounding mountains.”


Aihola looked at him. “Tarifa and I did not know that.” She spoke quickly.


Panos nodded. “It was many years ago. We finally decided he must have struck his head while on a mission patrol, perhaps a misstep somewhere and hit his head hard enough to not remember anything of his life. It has happened before in medical terms.”


Walter nodded. “I have seen it myself in my study of medicine.”


Jamerl nodded. “Well I would say they are not mercenaries for two reasons, they wore uniforms when they met with Administrator Selene and Tarifa, and with Lady Isabella’s help we have confirmed their ship’s Plasma Fusion Generating Core matches the known PFGC for the People’s Republic ships.”

“So it was the same people who took Aricia.” Dysea asked.


“The cruiser bore no open markings Lady Dysea… so we could not say positively one way or the other. However I would have to say the chances are very good.” Jamerl told her.


“Admiral… how fast can we get an AUTUMN MOON-Class Frigate to this Lycavorian People’s Republic home world?” Dysea asked, “Undetected and unannounced.”


Jamerl looked at her. “That would be a violation of Union law Queen Dysea… I can not technically be part of this conversation as a member of the Union Defense Forces, as this is technically an official meeting. We are not allowed to spy on member worlds.”


“Admiral… I…” Dysea started to speak but stopped when she saw him removing his uniform jacket and draping it over the back of the chair neatly. 


Jamerl turned back around and very casually pulled out the chair and sat down. “I would like to thank you for inviting me to this fine causal gathering of men and women Milady.” He spoke with a smile. “It has been some time since I enjoyed the company of friends. We were talking hypothetical situations were we not? I believe given two extra LSD coils and a bold enough captain… the answer to your question would be six days, if they cut through just a little bit of High Coven territory.”


Dysea didn’t take her eyes from the man as she smiled. “Senior Polemarch, please prepare a Mora of Spartan Centurions, with Lander commanding them. I want them ready to leave six hours ago.” She spoke. 


“Dysea…” Aihola began.


“Aihola… select a dozen of the best Drow troops you have left here on Earth to act as scouts for Lander’s Mora. You will command them.” Dysea continued while still holding Jamerl’s gaze. Aihola smiled and came to her feet. “Hypothetically I want them to go to this People’s Republic Home World and poke around to discover is Tarifa is there.” 


“And hypothetically if she is indeed there?” Aihola spoke.

Dysea turned to meet her amber eyes. “The hypothetically I’m sure you could devise a plan or two to get her back.”


Aihola nodded her head. “If you’ll excuse me… I would like to return to my quarters and lament my Tarifa being taken from me. I may be unresponsive for several days.”


Dysea nodded. “I will understand completely.”


Jamerl couldn’t help but smile at this. He was beginning to truly enjoy what these people were made of. He got to his feet and went to Panos. “Governor… would it be possible for you to provide me as much information as you can on those that have been taken from Sparta over the years?”

Panos looked at Dilios and then back to him. “I can show you their records if you like.” He spoke. “We keep them all in the same computer storage disc.”


Jamerl nodded. “That would be fine.”

ENURRUA

DAY TWENTY-NINE

Tarifa was tired. Bone tired.

They had been traveling for a week now, through some of the toughest terrain she had ever seen, mountains and timber higher than anything she’d seen on Earth. The days were hot, the nights cool. They hadn’t seen a signal one of Chetak’s men after the third day, not a single person outside of the seven in their group. Two other men had joined them as they left the city, hulking men with bulging muscles that did not speak much at all. They traveled in wolf form during the day for the most part, and changed to human for just after dusk moving for another few hours before stopping for the night. 


Tarifa lifted her sapphire colored eyes to where Isra was squatting next to the small fire waiting for the meat that was being cooked by one of the new men to finish. Isra had taught her more about being in wolf form and what she was capable of in seven days, than Dekton had taught her in the entire time after changing her completely, and that stuck in the back of her mind for some reason. With the exception of the few times he had ranged ahead with Boreal and one of the other men, he had never been far from her side. His deep timber smell was so much more potent in wolf form, and every time she caught it on the wind, she felt her wolf blood surge with passion and desire. At night when they stopped she would curl into his arms and nudge him with her aura until he reciprocated and surrounded her with his male aura, wrapping it around her before sleep claimed her. He was so unlike Dekton in every conceivable way, and the more time she spent around him, the more time she found herself comparing him to Dekton.

They both had bodies sculpted with muscle, yet Isra’s was without a doubt more defined. The scars on his body, which she had willingly explored with her delicate fingers that night, were jagged and savage, attesting to his hard life growing up among his people, while Dekton’s were fewer and the result of fighting with any number of vampires or other enemies. He was larger in wolf form than Dekton, more feral and instinctive. She had watched him drag down a large boar with Boreal their third night into their journey, and though it had been a savage thing, Tarifa had been mesmerized by his power and utter control. His emotions were an open book for her to see, never hidden from her behind psychic shields she could not penetrate. They had established a connection for just the two of them, and his voice in her head was like a soothing balm across her mind.

Tarifa watched him cut a piece of meat from the carcass and move back towards her. He settled into a squatting position behind her, leaning over and nuzzling the back of her neck and her elfin ears. Whether he had discovered it by accident or somehow knew it before hand, he never ceased to nuzzle her sensitive ears whenever he had the chance. And to be honest, Tarifa hoped he never did. The nuzzle this night was as it always was, a firm caress with his nose that traced the back ridge of her elf ear from bottom to top, and if nothing else, it told her just how much she meant to him. He had done that so many times while buried deep within her that night, and as she did then, she did now, her eyes closing with a soft smile as she leaned back into his caress. He was larger than Lynwe by several inches, yet after growing accustom to his enormous size, Tarifa had dropped into a world of blissful pleasure that she had never visited. And she found herself aching for that feeling more and more.


He reached around and offered her the small plate and fork. “It will be a little tough to chew, but it will replace the nutrients in your body that you have been using, so eat.” He told her.


Tarifa smiled as she snuggled back against him and picked up the fork, “How much further?” She asked.


Isra swallowed what he had in his mouth before answering. “We will break into the southern mountain range within an hour of starting again in the morning. This part of our planet is under the control of a family that follows my father, but they are much smaller in size. We should not have any trouble reaching the mountain range we seek by two days from now.”


Tarifa swallowed the piece of meat, finding it a little tough as he had said, but not bad tasting. “I hope they have someplace I can take a bath where we are going.” She spoke with a smile. “I must smell terrible.”


Isra leaned over her shoulder and smiled, “Never to me.” He whispered in her ear.


“Well you are biased in your opinion sir.” She spoke playfully.


“The rebels are not large… but they will have more modern amenities.” He told her. “They have built an intricate network of caves and tunnels in the mountains. They might even have a transmitter that would allow you to contact your Nya Istel. Let her know you are safe.”


Tarifa turned slightly and looked into his violet eyes. “Isra…”


He shook his head slowly and placed a finger on her lips. “I told you Tarifa… no words or explanations are needed. I meant that. I know where your heart lies.” He told her. “I would like however, one complete night to explore every delicious portion of your body, from your toes to your ears and taste you in every way possible. I have no doubts you taste as good as you smell.”

Tarifa’s eyes lit up at his words and she pressed closer. “That sounds very promising.” She spoke.


“It will be.” He said leaning over to kiss her softly.


Tarifa accepted his kiss without question and she felt the surge of his aura through her blood once more, causing her to deepen the kiss and pull his face closer to hers.

Alliuame settled next to her mother and handed the plate to her as Gallais watched them kissing in the dim light of the fire. “Mother you don’t have to gawk at them.” She spoke with a smile.


Gallais smiled and stabbed a piece of meat. “I have never seen him so happy Alliuame, so committed.” Gallais spoke softly. “This she-elf is changing him before my very eyes, and it makes me so very happy.”

“She has been mated before you know?” Alliuame spoke seeing her mother look at her. “The Pureblood that turned her… she was his mate. He was a Spartan on this planet Earth she is from.”


“No Pureblood turned this she-elf.” Gallais spoke softly.


Alliuame nodded. “That is what she says.”


“Alliuame I have been around enough years and seen enough Purebloods to know that Tarifa was not turned by a Pureblood wolf.” Gallais spoke. “You see how she reacts to Isra’s aura… how completely she accepts him, leans into him when he nuzzles her, how her skin flushes and her eyes fill with desire? How quickly the attraction grows between them? The pull of a Pureblood male is too strong… too potent for her to have accepted Isra as her mate like this so soon after the death of her first. And she has accepted him Alliuame… make no mistake about that… for every time he is near, her scent peaks and it becomes pure and strong, calling to him, and she does not even know that. That is another strong sign she was not turned by a Pureblood, for he would have taught her these things.” Gallais shook her head. “None of what Tarifa displays are the usual signs of a female who has lost a Pureblood mate in the last year. No…” Gallais shook her head slowly. “No Pureblood wolf turned or claimed Tarifa, of that I am sure. The only Pureblood who has ever claimed Tarifa is my son. And if my five thousand year old nose is right, and it has never been wrong mind you, each day that passes, that claim on each other grows stronger and stronger for both of them.”
HADARIA

Anja stepped from the pulsing hot shower feeling fresher and relaxed as she reached for the towel on the rack. It had been a long yesterday and she was still a little sore from her training with Seanna in the gym after training in the healing arts all day.

It was a miraculous thing this gift of healing that was within her body, and that was something Anja did not doubt for an instant. To be able to heal with a touch of her hand, the very thought of it still stunned her, even after almost a month of being here and learning all that she could do. Even during medical school on Earth, she found herself drawn to medicine much more so then her fellow classmates, and the need to heal drove her to join the Navy, and then the SEALs. To discover all she had in the last year was mind boggling to say the least, but to feel it come so naturally, the adjusting to this new life, it only made it that much more easily to believe. 

She was a werewolf, in love with a werewolf. The moment Martin had changed her she had become his for all time. It did not matter that he loved Aricia just that little bit more than he loved her and Dysea, and the growing love he felt for Isabella and the elf pilot who had become his concubine. No… the only thing that mattered to Anja was that when she was with him, he loved her more than any man ever had in her life, and that was what mattered. The events with Aricia had shocked her right down to her toes, but Anja refused to believe that Aricia would choose any man over Martin, no matter what anyone said. The pain of losing her was fading slowly, her time here on her home world helping her to fill the empty moments when she would think of Aricia. She loved her… still loved her… and would always love her in her heart. They had shared something Anja never thought she could share with another woman. The physical attraction between them was overpowering and they had spent many nights pleasuring each other in ways only they could, sharing secrets and girl talk. Anja didn’t know what it would be called on her world, but she was pretty sure that she was the first Bi-sexual Queen in Hadarian history. Anja smiled to herself at that… just before her thoughts turned to Seanna.

Seanna had started it on the ship, allowing her to draw from her own healing power to practice on small injuries and cuts from everyday life on a starship. They had grown close, and Anja could feel a definite attraction there. She and Aricia had commented on how tasty Seanna looked, and they had hoped to introduce themselves to her in this way at some point soon. Now all that was gone… but Seanna remained. And no matter how much Anja wanted to fight it, the attraction was growing and the wolf in her needed attention. She wasn’t ready to let go of her feelings for Aricia… or if she ever would… but there was no denying Seanna was causing her wolf blood to burn. 
Seanna had a sweet light coconut scent and it wafted around her all the time now. Her body was perfection in its curves and build, and the more Anja saw of her, and spent time with her, the more Anja wanted to explore and taste that flesh in every way. Her dark green eyes could send ripples of delight through Anja with barely any effort, just as Aricia’s eyes had been able to do.

Anja chuckled to herself as she toweled off and pulled the thin robe on over her petite frame. She had not really determined how open minded her people were, but walking around naked in her home like she did in Sparta was not something she wanted to do unless she knew it was ok.

“I have turned into such a slut.” She spoke to herself with a grin.

Anja turned and moved into the bedroom portion of the master suite that was her sanctuary and the first thing she detected was Seanna’s scent, very strong and close by. She looked around the large room and saw the floor length curtains flapping in the breeze and began moving towards them.

“Seanna,” She called out. “What are you doing here this late?”

Anja stopped when Seanna stepped into view, her jade green eyes going a little wider, and her wolf blood beginning a slow simmer at what she saw. Seanna wore a very thin, almost transparent robe that was white in color, and it did absolutely nothing to hide the swell of her firm breasts, the inviting valley between those globes, or the hard nipples that pressed against the transparent fabric. It did absolutely nothing to hide her long legs, the curve of her hips, or the thin line of dark brown almost black hair that rested just above her center. Her face was perfect in every way, her lips quivering in the dimly lit room, her dark green eyes ablaze with a fire Anja longed to grab onto.

Seanna for her part could barely keep her heart from racing out of control. The desire she felt sweeping through her was unlike anything she had experienced before. No man had ever touched her; it was against the strict rules of her people for a Mage Warrior to have relations with a man. The moment Seanna had seen her Queen, the impossibly luscious body and the long Persian red hair, the desire and begun building in her belly… begun building slowly until now, after speaking with Fuleos, she had gained the courage to see if her desire could be fulfilled or if she would be turned away.
“My… my Queen… I…”

Anja walked up to Seanna slowly, her coconut scent spilling from her and laced with desire and need, a scent that was causing Anja to no longer fight her own rising wants and desires.

Anja stopped in front of her, looking up into her dark green eyes. Seanna was at least five inches taller than her, but than Anja had met few people she was taller than.

“Seanna… does anyone know you are here?” Anja asked.

Seanna shook her head quickly. “No… I came in through the hidden path that I showed you after…”

“That’s good.” Anja spoke huskily.

Seanna’s eyes exploded open as she felt her Queen press her lush body tightly against her and lean up to cover her lips with her own. She felt Anja’s hands snake around her waist and gently grasp her firm ass cheeks, pulling her even closer as she teased her lips and teeth with her incredible four inch long tongue. The desire was overwhelming… the heat now more than she could bear and she surrendered to what she wanted so badly.

It was Anja’s turn to be surprised as Seanna’s arms went around her, pulled her tight and eagerly plunged her own four inch long tongue between Anja’s lips to do battle with her own. The kiss was a signal of things to come, teasing, tasting and so filled with desire. It lasted for only a few moments before Anja pulled away quickly, her blood now totally heated and burning for this woman. Seanna looked at her, suddenly ashamed at what she had done.

“My Queen… I’m sorry… I…”

Anja looked at her with those smoldering jade green eyes while pulling her towards the large bed without words. It took only seconds before she was flat out on her back and Anja was kneeling above her on all fours, her deliciously hot, long tongue causing Seanna to gasp in delight as it dragged gloriously through the valley of her firm breasts and up the inside curve to tease across her erect nipple. Anja’s warm hands expertly slid the robe from her body, her long fingers dancing across her abdomen delicately until they found their way into the softness of the line of hair above her center.
“My Queen!” Seanna gasped, her hands gripping Anja’s hand as it began to move lower, the tip of her finger pressing gently to her painfully erect clit.

Anja looked up slowly, her jade green eyes now transformed to her wolf persona, the fangs extended as her lips grazed Seanna’s flesh and her body moved lower. “Seanna… I have… I have wanted to do this for so long.” Anja gasped.

Seanna pushed herself up on her elbows as her Queen descended even lower, moving between her tanned satiny thighs. “My Queen… you… I…”

“Do you want me to do this Seanna?” Anja asked softly, planting a fluttering kiss on the inside of her thigh, the aroma of her fully aroused pussy so close and inviting and filling Anja’s senses.

Seanna’s eyes were wide, her belly clenched tightly. “I… I want you… my Queen.” She gasped out, her fingers curling, pulling at the sheets as her teeth clenched in pleasure as Anja brushed her soft lips across her opening.

“There will plenty of time for that.” Anja spoke from between her thighs. “And after tonight… I sincerely hope you will stop calling me my Queen.”

Anja’s face lowered, and Seanna’s body fell back on the bed, her back arching away from the coolness of the sheets as her Queen’s four inch long tongue plunged forward, parting her velvet folds and sending her over the abyss into an entirely new world. Anja’s soft lips covered her entire burning pussy, her tongue reaching places that sent shooting colors through her eyes, her body stretched wonderfully as pleasure surged through her limbs. It was a world of happiness and delight that Seanna embraced completely when she reached down, curled her fingers in Anja’s soft damp hair, held on for dear life against her Queen’s plundering tongue, and screamed her pleasure to the night sky, never wanting it to end.
And it didn’t end. Not for several hours at least.


Seanna stared into her Queen’s beautiful bright jade eyes, reaching up to brush her wild, tangled hair from her face, before tracing the curve of her cheek and jaw.


They sat alongside the edge of the calm inside swimming area that was lined with trees and sweet smelling orchids. Neither of them wore any clothes, their robes tossed to the ground beside the pool, and after last night, it seemed silly to hide from each other.


The memories came rushing back to Seanna, and they made her body swell with new found pleasure. They sat facing each other, their legs draped seductively over each others, their breasts touching teasingly as they laughed and giggled. Her Queen… Anja… she had made her senses and body dance to delights Seanna had never imagined, showing her the pleasures a woman could have with another woman. Pleasures Seanna had eagerly learned and practiced for nearly five hours last night on Anja. Her body was a tight combination of power and curves, her breasts much larger than her own and her nipples enticingly perk. Seanna had spent quite a bit of time exploring every crevice of Anja’s body, marveling and tasting all the way. And Anja had returned the pleasure to her without question and without shame.


Anja looked at her, smiling as she took a bite out of the fruit they had stolen from the kitchen before coming here to let their passions cool with a swim and simple caring caresses.


“Seanna… you are not Aricia.” Anja spoke, seeing that question in her eyes. “Don’t think that. Don’t ever think that.”


“I would… I would understand.” Seanna spoke softly. “You… you and she had something special Anja.”


“Yes we did…” Anja nodded. “And part of me still hopes that we will have that again.” She said smiling shyly. “We… we had hoped we could entice you together.”

Seanna looked at her surprised. “Aricia…”

Anja chuckled. “We both wanted you.” She said. “We were trying to devise a plan to see if you might be interested in that when everything happened. That in no way indicates how I feel about you Seanna.” Anja took her hand within hers. “You have been here for me since this trip all started, and I have desired you that whole time Seanna. Not because of Aricia… but because of you.”

“Did the two of you seduce many women?” Seanna asked playfully.

Anja laughed. “You were the only one hot enough to get us both interested!”

Seanna looked confused. “Hot enough?”

“Yummy enough?” Anja spoke.

Seanna laughed then, understanding what she was saying. “There was something about you from the moment I first saw you.” Seanna said softly, “Something that pulled at me. Now I know what it was.” 
“I will never stop loving Martin Seanna.” Anja spoke looking at her. “He will always have me… whenever he or I desires. But I do so much want to explore what we have discovered. You know that right?”
Seanna nodded quickly. “I would expect no less.” She said. “The connection between you and the King is very deep, and nothing could come between that I know. I would hope though that I get to have you when he does not, for I want to explore what we share as well. You are yummy yourself you know!”

Anja laughed once more and it felt good to her, her voice echoing across the swimming area. “I think we can arrange that!” She said leaning over to steal a kiss.


Zaniai moved along the corridor of the palace the next morning early. He had a meeting of some Ministers and he wanted to speak with the Queen before that meeting. The palace was, for the most part; open for senior Hadarian officials like himself to just enter, as all of them had offices nearby. The Queen’s private residence was the only one guarded and secure from entry. No one was in the palace this early in the morning, though he knew that the Queen liked to be out and running in her wolf form by now.


The soft feminine laughter brought him up short, his eyes lifting from the pad. The voices were coming from the inside swimming area and he made his way there slowly. He didn’t notice that the slight breeze was blowing against him, enabling him to get this close to begin with. He stopped, his eyes getting larger when he saw them by the edge of the swimming area.

They were both naked, and currently sharing quite a passionate kiss, their bodies entangled. Zaniai stepped back quickly and shook his head, ashamed at what he had just seen of his Queen that he should not have seen, ashamed that he had seen the Mage Warrior who was her handmaiden and body guard as he had. He took a deep breath and pushed off the wall moving back to the main palace. He burst back into the main corridor and stopped, taking deep breaths.


“What will you do now my friend?” The voice spoke from the side. Zaniai turned and saw Fuleos walk up to him slowly. “What will you do now Zaniai, after seeing what you have seen?”


“You knew this Fuleos?” Zaniai asked.


“I discovered last night when I returned to pick up something I had forgotten.” Fuleos replied. “She is part wolf now Zaniai, no matter how much you and the others wish it wasn’t so. She has been craving attention since she arrived. Attention that she could not get from the man she loves because of what is happening to them and the distance between them. When she discovered someone who craved the same attention it was a natural thing.”


“Seanna?” Zaniai spoke softly.


“She is a beautiful young woman Zaniai, and I told you when you and the others made her a Mage Warrior that you would not change who she was at her core.” Fuleos spoke.


Zaniai nodded. “Yes you did.”


“She is more powerful than we first thought Zaniai, my granddaughter.” Fuleos spoke. “She draws instinctively from the residual nebula radiation in the atmosphere to use her power, and she doesn’t even know she does. She has learned in less than a month what it takes five years for us to teach Healers. She will become more powerful a healer than her mother, if only you and the others will allow her to grow into who she is supposed to be, and not who you want her to be.”


“She is Queen Fuleos.” Zaniai spoke.


Fuleos nodded. “Yes she is. And I can tell you with all certainty that if you make her choose between being Queen of our people and Martin Leonidas, we will lose. If you force her to choose between being Queen and now Seanna, we will lose again. She is part wolf Zaniai, and she will never relinquish what she has found willingly with these men and women.”


“You speak of changing the way things have been for millennia my friend.” Zaniai spoke.


Fuleos nodded. “We all must go through our growing pains Zaniai. Even now we see our Lycavorian brothers realizing they have forsaken some very important elements of their very nature and instinct. Something Resumar never intended when he started them on this path. Martin Leonidas brings that back to them… and it frightens them. They will change… they adapt much better than others in our Union. The question is old friend… do we get left behind when that change happens… or do we change with them. They have been and always will be brothers and friends to us… what do you think we should do?”


Zaniai was about to respond when the small communicator on his belt chimed. He reached under his outer robe and retrieved it. “Yes.” He spoke as the holo image of the much older women shimmered into focus in his palm, “Divine Healer!” He gasped.

“Prefect Zaniai... how are you today?”

“I… I am well Divine One.” He answered. “What… how may I serve you this day?”


“The blood sample you had delivered to the Old Ones a few weeks ago, where do you obtain it?” The woman asked.


“It was given to me by Mage Warrior Seanna Divine One, the Queen’s handmaiden.”


“It is a sample of a female Lycavorian’s blood Zaniai.” She spoke.


“I was aware of this Divine One yes. She asked that the Old ones review it for any abnormalities that she might not have detected.” Zaniai answered not understanding where this was going. “Is… is there some problem Divine One.”


“Where did Mage Warrior Seanna obtain this blood sample Zaniai?” She asked.


Zaniai looked at Fuleos briefly before looking at the image of the woman again. “Forgive me Divine One; she removed it from Prime Minister Deia’s office just before departing to bring the Queen here.”


“She stole it?” The woman asked.


“It… it would appear so Divine One.” Zaniai spoke. “Divine One is there some issue I should be made aware of?”


“Zaniai… gather this Seanna and come to see me right away please.” The woman spoke. “Do not delay Zaniai. Cancel whatever you have scheduled and come to see me with Seanna. Is that understood?”


“Perfectly Divine One, I will be there in two hours.”


The image of the woman nodded and then it was gone. 


“What was that about?” Fuleos spoke.


Zaniai shook his head. “I don’t know… but you can be assured whatever it is, if the Divine One is calling me… it isn’t good.”

