CHAPTER TWO
THREE DAYS LATER
SPARTA

“It is truly beautiful here Martin.” Tarifa spoke softly.

They walked along the garden path within the walls of Martin’s villa above Sparta. The day was warm but a cool breeze blowing through the mountains from the east was lazily blowing across the land. Tarifa wore a loose fitting ankle length gown of light blue with a seductive cut down the middle of her abdomen that highlighted her tanned skin and firm breasts. Walter had created the elves here on Earth to not be shy about their sexuality, especially the female elves, and it showed in their dress and their actions. Many of them tended to be very open about their desires and wants, and they were not afraid of trying new things. However, when they fell in love and married, they were very much like the Lycavorian people and they stayed with that person for the rest of their lives, no matter how long that was.


She had come to Sparta for the first time two days ago to begin a round of meetings and conferences with the leaders of almost every elf clan across the planet, as well as the vast majority of the human settlements that had not been cowed by the High Coven while they were in power. When she wasn’t meeting with different leaders, she was touring the city with Martin or Kmyla, the elf mate of Martin’s Captain. She had gone with Martin to pay her respects and honor to Julie’s family and then to the small service they held for her. Sparta was not as she had imagined it to be. It was larger than she thought, and much more slowly paced than Eden City or the settlements in North America. Of course Sparta had been spared during the Battle for Earth as it was now referred to by many, while Eden City had been nearly destroyed despite their best attempts to the contrary. Tarifa had to admit though; things were rapidly coming together as more of the smaller elf clans from across the globe were asking to be moved lock, stock and barrel to Eden City or one of the closer High Elf cities. Governor Kadeem in Salina was happily reporting his population had nearly doubled with the influx of elves and men, and construction there was ramping up nicely.


Since their first times together she and Martin had drifted apart in a sexual way and grown far closer in another way. Tarifa was the oldest of her parent’s six children, and Martin was now the big brother she had never had. Tarifa knew he would never refuse to see her, never deny her advice, and no matter what, if she called him for help he would come.

“Did you love him Tarifa?” Martin asked softly as they walked.


Tarifa looked at him as she stopped by the large patch of yellow and white lilies. “Yes.” She answered without hesitation.


“But?” Martin said.


“Not as much as I love Nya Istel.” Tarifa told him. “Does that make me a bad person Martin?”


“No… it makes you an honest person.” Martin replied. “Do you think he didn’t know that? Do you think that mattered to him?”


“I’m sure he suspected.” Tarifa answered. “Nessia and Narcissa were overjoyed to see me, and they told me they wished Nya Istel had come as well. Nessia said we would always be welcome in their home.”

“And you will be.” Martin said. “Tarifa… Dekton was not a stupid man. He knew full well that he would never be able to separate you and Aihola. Hell… everyone knew that within the first two months of you being together. He didn’t want to do that. He loved you both equally but he knew you loved each other more. That is not something to be ashamed of.”


“If only I can convince Nya Istel of that.” Tarifa spoke. “She still believes she is responsible for his death.”


“I saw the report from the field medic.” Martin spoke surprising Tarifa. “Anja confirmed it only two days later.”


“How did he die Martin?” 


“He was hit by five of those plasma bolts.” Martin said. “All of them center mass of his body. One severed his spine and fused the wound open. It nicked his heart so badly that he was bleeding out inside. There was nothing anyone could have done for him. The medic said Aihola got less than a pint of blood from him based on the condition of her wounds when they got her to the hospital. There was no more blood left in his body for her to take. She didn’t kill him Tarifa.”

“I knew that Martin.” Tarifa spoke waving her hand dismissively. “How do I get her to realize that and let it go? She has nightmares, terrible nightmares. And she pulls away from my embraces now. She thinks I hate her for taking Dekton from us. I could never hate her. I could do nothing but love her more.”


“I would talk to her for you but I think that may only do more damage than good.” He said.


Tarifa nodded. “Thank you for that, but I think this is something she needs to work out on her own. I… I don’t want to lose her Martin. I couldn’t live without her in my life.”


Martin pulled her into his embrace and she hugged him tightly; a sister hugging her big brother. “Give her time Tarifa. Give her time and love. She will come around. You have to believe in her love for you.” He felt Tarifa nod her head against his chest and then she pulled back and looked at him.


“I haven’t seen Aricia, or Anja or Dysea. Why aren’t they here with you?” She asked.


Martin forced a smile as his own problems came to him. “This thing with Yuri has them all very upset with me.” He said. 


“Martin… what she did? It is really no different than rape.” Tarifa spoke. “She used you! Lied to you and misled you. Would they prefer she had killed you and then it would not be an issue?”


Martin chuckled. “I don’t think they want that. They are upset because I have a child out there somewhere, and it is not a child of theirs. I think it bothers Aricia most of all.”


“You did not know what you were Martin.” Tarifa said. “I have spoken to others at length about your time on EDEN with Yuri; Admiral Wallace most of all. She did nothing out of the ordinary, nothing that would have given you a hint as to your true nature.”

“I can’t really use the “she raped me” defense.” Martin said with a smile. “That probably wouldn’t fly.”


“You know what I mean.” Tarifa spoke poking him in the ribs.


“I think it will work out.” He said finally. “I’m flying back in the morning. I’ll pull them aside one at a time and try to explain myself. I’m not going to abandon a child of mine. I don’t care if she is half of the woman I most want to string up by her entrails. They will either understand it or they won’t.”


Tarifa laughed now herself. “String her up by her entrails?”


Martin shrugged. “First thing that came to mind.”


Tarifa smiled feeling emotionally better than she had since the end of the war. Her time here had been so soothing and peaceful. And Martin could always put her at ease with his manner. “The ships start arriving tomorrow.” She spoke. “Ambassador Legsim has offered to take me up in a STRIKER so that I can watch. It will truly be awe inspiring.”


“I’m sure it will.” He said.


“When do you leave for your new home?” Tarifa asked the question she had avoided until now.


“About a week, but I want you to know this Tarifa. Sparta is my home.” Martin said. “It will always be my home. As will Eden City. That will not change no matter what I am. If there are people who don’t like that they can line up and kiss my ass!”


Tarifa burst out the first real laughter she had experienced in the days since Dekton’s death. “Will you walk me to my STRIKER?” Tarifa asked with a smile. “I sort of like having one of those machines all to myself.”

Martin laughed and they began walking again, her arm around his waist and his arm over her shoulders. 


Brother and sister.


Martin waved at the STRIKER as it lifted into the blue sky and he waited until it was gone before he turned to head back to the villa. Walter’s father Panos had taken it upon himself to have a landing pad built just outside the villa’s main defensive wall for ease of use and the comings and goings of the King and Queens. Outside the main defensive wall that surrounded the villa’s estate was a huge ring of ground sensors that were constantly monitored by a Spartan Royal Guard from the new single story building that sat adjacent to the guest quarters south of the main building. The sensors swept around the villa for a mile in every direction as Panos knew of the propensity for his King and Queens to get out and run in the early morning hours in their wolf forms. Since their victory, the Spartan Senate led by Dilios had been very active in their doings, almost immediately naming Panos as the Governor of Sparta. Their second motion had been to grant honorary Senate seats to Tarifa, Aihola and even Selene for their times here during meetings and gatherings. It was a first in Sparta’s history, non-Spartan individuals sitting on the Senate, but it was the biggest indication to Martin that old prejudices, while still felt and burning under the surface, those prejudices were slowly being removed.

Twenty thousand elves and humans had come to Sparta at the end of the war to help protect and shape it. Panos had sent nearly fifty thousand Spartan Centurions out across what used to be Europe and Middle Asia to help elves and humans to throw off the remnants of the High Cover rule, destroying the small vampire outposts that dotted the lands.


Martin had remained on the LEONIDAS I in orbit that first night, mainly because he knew his Queens wanted nothing to do with him after hearing he had a child, especially a half vampire child with the witch Yuri. He walked along the corridors of the ship marveling in its power and size, talking with dozens of crewmen, asking dozens of questions, and absorbing everything he could about the ship that bore his father’s name. He didn’t know that his mother had remained and given them a somewhat abbreviated course in Lycavorian history. He had kept his psychic shields locked down very tightly, denying even their gentlest of tapping against his shields since then. And they were tapping constantly. More than anything he had felt hurt that they would treat him in such a way. He knew and understood how angry they had to be, but to act as they had when they knew he could not have known any of the information they had heard that day hurt him.

They are young and very powerful Alpha females, His mother had told him that night on the ship. They acted possessively and as any female wolf would act when confronted with the same situation. Give them time my son, like you this is all very new to them as well. Even Aricia who has been wolf all of her life. 


How much time, Martin mused as he walked. He had not been near them in three days and he was beginning to show the signs of that. His blood burned to be with them, especially Aricia, and he wanted to lose himself within their auras and their scents. It was almost maddening.


Martin’s keen eyes caught the movement in the timber to his right and he stopped walking and turned. It was a flash really, a flash of hind quarters with dark fur. The wind was blowing into the timber, carrying his smell into the trees away from him so he could not detect any type of scent from whatever it was. But he had seen it.


There! Deeper into the timber this time, and it was definitely a wolf with black fur, and much closer than he first thought. Martin knew there was no way just any wolf could stroll onto the villa’s estate and move around without a hundred Spartans descending upon them, and even though he could not smell her, given the color of her coat it could only be one person. Martin squatted on the path looked into the timber and lowered his shields to her alone.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Why are you skulking about the timber Aricia? Are you waiting for a good spot to attack me?


[Mindvoice Shielded] I could never attack you my love. You would not answer us when we called. We could not stand it anymore and we came here.

Martin closed his eyes when her soft voice filled his head and he felt the surge of desire for her sweep through him. When he opened them again they had changed to the yellow/gold color of the wolf within him. 

 
[Mindvoice Shielded] I was under the impression you did not want my company.

Martin saw her clearly then, the muzzle of her snout poking out from behind the wide tree. Her black fur was every bit as dark as his own, and it rustled softly in the wind. Her azure blue eyes were two glowing points of light that pierced his soul.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I will always want your company. We will always want your company. You are our mate. Come to me Martin Leonidas.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia… this…

Martin saw her turn her body slightly and flip her luscious tail up in his direction making her intentions known in the universal wolf language and then she broke for the trees.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Anja and Dysea knew they did not have the experience and skill to get this close to you in wolf form. They asked me to find you. Come to me Martin my love. I burn for you.

In a flash of silver/white light Martin had changed. His fur was raven black, the muscles tightly bunched like cords of steel rippling along his back and haunches and chest. He was almost four feet tall at the shoulders and only five pounds shy of three hundred when in his wolf form. Yet for his massive size, the largest wolf to have lived since his father, Martin was blindingly fast. His huge paws, equipped with black razor like claws dug into the earth of the path and he exploded towards the timber as if shot from a gun.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Catch me if you can! Aricia’s musical voice sounded in his head with a laugh.


Martin growled in his chest and dug his paws harder into the ground, propelling his body forward and quickly reaching the treeline. He could smell her now, where she had stood, and it caused a swell of desire to shudder through him as he continued to run. He had forgotten the joys of running in his wolf form, the scents that swarmed around him. It was something he had discovered when he was still very young, and there were times when he wished he could remain a wolf forever. He darted quickly through the trees, a blur of motion, using his tail to make blinding cuts and turns, his huge paws kicking up leaves and dirt as he planted them into the soft earth. His chest rumbled like a finely tuned engine as he moved, sensing the terrain all around him, the scents of several small animals scurrying to get away from the black monster that moved with such speed and agility. Martin could smell their fear in the air, but he ignored them. There was only one scent he wanted now. Aricia appeared to be following the small stream that ran through the villa’s estate toward the ten foot high waterfall that sat in a shallow depression and Martin cut sharply east to try and beat her to where he knew she was going. He breathed evenly, and could feel her probing his mind trying to find out where he was and what he was doing.


[Mindvoice Shielded] That’s cheating. He told her with a laugh, her scent still filling his flared nostrils and making happiness course through him.


[Mindvoice Shielded] No fair! She exclaimed though Martin could hear her playfulness in her words.


Martin realized she had stopped moving and must have lost his scent when he changed direction. He slowed to a stop and lifted his large head sniffing the air and her lavender coco scent washed over him like a blanket. There was something else too, faint and sweet, but barely there on the edge of his perception. He stepped around the large boulder and saw the natural waterfall to his right, the clear mountain water pouring over the edge ten feet above him. He saw her by the tree, crouched low to the clean mossy ground, her paws gathered under her ready to pounce at a moments notice. Her own corded muscles rose and fell beneath her black fur, and her flanks looked especially delicious since she had started using a Spartan training regime several months ago. There was not an ounce of fat remaining on her lithe body, all of it was firm lush flesh, and that made her leaner and more beautiful in her wolf form as well.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Where are you my love? Have you lost interest in me so soon?


Martin stepped up behind her silently and allowed his eyes to wander over her body and he felt the familiar urge tug in his belly and loins. [Mindvoice Shielded] Not lost interest. He told her. Found my prey.

Aricia’s body tensed at his words and she spun around quickly, her azure blue eyes going wide as she saw how close he was. She shifted quickly, the silver/white light shimmering quickly and then disappearing, leaving her back in her human form and gloriously naked. Martin stood there somewhat in shock and surprise, but also because he loved the view.

Her skin was perfect in every way, tanned to a light bronze color. Her legs were long and muscular, ending in the most perfectly shaped ass Martin had ever seen. Her raven black hair hung down to the middle of those gorgeous ass cheeks, surrounding her beautiful face and eyes. Her breasts were full and firm, and to his decidedly male estimation at least a 34B in size, topped by small but delicious nipples and quarter sized areolas. His eyes drifted down to her center and he saw the thin strip of black hair above her obviously excited opening and he could smell her arousal as it hung in the air heavily.

Aricia had grown more confident and sure of herself these last months and she looked at him with lust in her eyes. He was the largest wolf she had ever seen in her hundred and eleven years of life, as black as night and so powerful. Looking at him, even in his wolf form caused her body to become heated with desire. He had possessed her that night so long ago, made her feel things she had never thought possible, making her his for eternity. He could be gentle and caring or he could be dominating and powerful, and that is what she so loved about him.

Not to mention that he was simply gorgeous and could make her body sing to the moon with his size and stamina. [Mindvoice Shielded] Is my mate going to change so that he can have me? Or will you simply stare and leave me to shiver in the chill?


Aricia smiled when the silver/white flash signified his change and then he was there in front of her equally naked and so very aroused. She gazed at him hungrily; his engorged cock the largest she had ever seen, though he was the only one she had ever seen. The only one she ever wanted to see now. Desire and need flamed her body even more than normal. She had been more aroused than usual their last time together, and had prodded him for more even after they had been together twice. He had been more than willing to fulfill her needs as Anja and Dysea had lain there utterly exhausted in their bed.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I like staring at you. He told her.


Aricia couldn’t contain herself any longer and she stepped up to him and crushed her lips upon his. They had been such fools to think he would deceive them. His thoughts were always open for them to explore, something she, Anja and Dysea had done on many occasions as they lay in their bed together. They knew each other’s thoughts and desires and even their deepest secrets. They held nothing back from each other, yet they had allowed instinct to overrule their minds as Gorgo had said. When he had shut them from his mind for these last three days and nights, it had been the loneliest and most empty feeling any of them had experienced, and even lying wrapped together in their bed without him had not eased the ache.


Aricia groaned in passion when his arms crushed her too him and they were suddenly rolling on the soft mossy ground at their feet. His hands wandered her body, igniting small fires wherever they touched, increasing the burning desire for him to a fevered level. She needed him, and Aricia was not about to be denied.


She shifted her hips on top of him, feeling his enormous thickness between her thighs and she gasped when his hands grasped her firm ass cheeks and lifted her quickly. Aricia tore her lips from his and cried out in delight when she realized his need for her matched her own for him, and he lifted her hips, shifted under her and impaled her completely in a single powerful stroke that sent her over the edge. Her head fell to the crook of his shoulder as her orgasm erupted throughout her heated body and every wonderfully thick portion of his twelve inch cock throbbed deeply within her belly. Aricia gasped again when he rolled over on top of her and looked into her gorgeous eyes. She only smiled with passion clouded eyes as he poised to possess her, her arms going around his broad shoulders, her long legs curling up along his hips, her fangs extended in passion.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Take me my love! Take me now! She shouted into his mind.

 
Aricia tilted her head back and screamed as he began to plunge into her with dominating power and overwhelming need. Her orgasms came fast and furious and so very powerfully. Her belly clenched as each wave hit, her muscles threatening to rip through her skin, his mint scent filling her nostrils, enveloping her. 

He had never taken her like this before, and it was sending her into a world of breath stealing bliss she never wanted to leave. Her hands clutched at his powerful back as he stroked deeply into her, reaching places as yet untouched, her azure blue eyes open wide in wondrous sensations, her mouth open and fangs fully extended in breathless gasps. She could feel every throbbing vein on his cock, pulsing within her with burning heat, stretching her in a way only he could with his size. The muscles of his shoulders and back flexed and released in exertion, possessing her very essence. Her hands went to his clenching ass, gripping his cheeks tightly, urging him onward. And Martin answered her urgings with steady, unrelenting power. A power of love and passion and desire unlike anything he had yet shown her, his aura flowing out through every pore of his body and flowing into her.


She gasped when he rolled over again and sat up quickly, causing her to sink even further on his thick shaft. When she felt his throbbing balls press against her pussy lips, searing her with their heat and fullness and anchoring her to him Aricia howled in lustful abandon. She pulled his head to her firm sweaty breasts, her cried increasing when he took her painfully hard nipple within his soft mouth, his tongue teasing the bud madly. Overcome by the lust and desire Aricia did something she had never done before; never even thought about before, but it was almost as if her very soul guided her in her actions.

She bent her head and sank her wolf fangs deeply into his shoulder.


Martin’s yellow/gold eyes burst open in an exquisite combination of pain and unyielding pleasure and quite instinctively like Aricia, as if some hidden force was guiding him, he bit down as well, his fangs piercing Aricia’s firm supple breast just as deeply as hers bit into him. The moment they tasted each other’s blood, it was as if the volcano within each of them erupted violently. 


Martin grew impossibly huge inside her and their bodies went almost painfully rigid. Aricia felt his essence rushing through the length of his deeply buried cock, her pussy muscles clamping down on his shaft as her orgasm hit her like a meteor striking the surface of the planet. Their heads came away from each other, their lips stained with each other’s blood and they howled to the clouds above as his essence exploded into her depths, and her sweet liquids flooded from her like a bursting dam. Four times he convulsed… five… six times he erupted into her, each time more powerful than the last, until finally he was spent and he pulled her back to the soft earth on top of him their hearts hammering so loudly they could hear them even without their wolf acute senses.

They dropped all their psychic shields then, and they felt the heated auras of both Anja and Dysea wash over them like a warm blanket chasing the chill away. Anja’s musical voice entered their minds and they smiled.


God you two… what are you doing to each other? She spoke, the thick passion in her voice obvious to both of them. Dysea and I are going crazy here! Bring him back quickly Little Wolf! He still has two mates who need him just as badly.


Aricia chuckled and lifted her head from his chest, staring into Martin’s face. I will Anja. He still has much to do tonight, to all of us.


Nauta Melme… we burn for you. Dysea’s soft passion filled voice spoke now.


Martin opened his eyes and looked into Aricia’s face. He growled within their minds, a hungry passionate growl. I am going to nibble your elf ears until you are screaming Melda Min.


They felt Anja and Dysea pulse their auras to them strongly, reaching for them.


Hurry! We want both of you! Anja exclaimed.


Martin looked at Aricia and sat back up easily, even with her perched on his chest as she was. He traced the now healing puncture holes from his teeth on her perfect breast and licked the remaining blood from his fingertip.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Never with anyone else Aricia. This… this only we will share.

Aricia took his face in her hands. [Mindvoice Shielded] I love you Martin Leonidas. With all that I am. I will never betray you, never hurt you. Nothing will ever come between us as long as I have your love.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You will always have my love Aricia. Nothing could ever change that.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Our mates wait for us my love. She said feeling Anja’s aura tugging at her insistently. She and Anja had a very special relationship and it grew deeper as more time past and they shared each other with blissful abandon. And I for one will enjoy the flavor of Anja’s essence tonight as excited as she is.

 
[Mindvoice Shielded] You’ll have to beat me there.

Martin gently moved her off his hips and slid her to the ground and in a silver/white flash of light he was racing through timber towards the villa.


[Mindvoice Shielded] That is not fair! Aricia exclaimed as she too shifted and began sprinting after him.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Don’t worry Little Wolf. I intend to have you again tonight, many times if you’ll allow me.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I’ll always allow you. Aricia spoke happily as she raced after his huge black wolf form. But I want Anja first my love.


Aricia heard Martin chuckle in her head as he cut through the timber with graceful ease, slowing his loping gallop to allow her to catch up and run beside him. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] And you shall have her first. I have a taste for platinum colored elf ears right now and the flavor of wildflowers.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You are so good to us my love.


Martin nipped at her flank playfully as they ran, his yellow/gold eyes glittering with delight and passion. [Mindvoice Shielded] You will always be first Aricia.

Aricia yipped back in a wolf voice as she cut for the villa wall. [Mindvoice Shielded] I know my love. But Anja and Dysea are in our blood as well. And I will beat you to them both this night.

Martin chuckled. [Mindvoice Shielded] I’m faster than you Aricia.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Perhaps Martin, She announced cheerfully. But you are also not watching where you are going either my love.


Martin turned his head quickly, slamming his paws into the dirt as the briar bush reared up in front of him. His yellow/gold eyes flared in surprise.

Too late he knew.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh shit… this is going to hurt.

Aricia laughed hysterically as she leaped the villa’s six foot wall easily, hearing the crashing sounds of a large body into the briar bush, and Martin’s cussing reached her ears. 

“I had forgotten how beautiful Sparta was.” Gorgo said softly as she walked beside Riall towards the villa’s entrance. She held his hand tightly and felt him squeeze her fingers gently, passing his love and warmth to her with a small portion of his aura. Gorgo looked at him with smiling dark eyes and gripped his hand tighter.


“We will make it a point to return here often if that is what you wish.” Riall said. “This was the place of your birth Gorgo, and many years of happiness. Hopefully our victory here has washed away the pain of what you lost here.”


Gorgo smiled. “It has Riall, of that I am sure. And I would love to come back with you and the children. They should know where I came from, and if they come here perhaps they will have a better understanding of who I am.”


“You are their mother, and that is all that matters to them Gorgo.” Riall spoke.


Gorgo squeezed his hand even tighter and leaned over to nuzzle her mate. She had once thought she would never find love again, yet he had been there from the beginning right in front of her. When she had finally discovered that, Gorgo had embraced it and never looked back. Their six children only reinforced that love to her.


Riall nuzzled her back showing his mate his love as any Alpha male would. He looked up and saw that they were approaching the main door, Andreus leading them by several meters. He stopped and turned to the others that accompanied them this day gazing, on them as they continued up to where he stood. There were six of them, the four men and two women. Three of the men and one of the women were the representatives of the four building corporations that had left Apo Prime to come here. They were dressed meticulously and very formally to greet their new King, and Riall had no doubt they were in for a large shock. None of them were Lycavorian and therefore could not Mindvoice. Two of the men were Acamarian political appointees to their respective Corporations. Coren was an senior executive for Acamarian Engineering, the second Acamarian was also a senior executive for Dynamic Systems, an Acamarian held company. The third man was a Terraijiin, and the President of the largest ship building corporation in the Union, Nodon Engineering Systems. The woman was the senior Haulta officer of the small but powerful Haulta Resource Management Corporation that dabbled in ship building but was mainly interested in resource gathering. 
The Acamarian were the seventh species to join the Union in the beginning. They were a rodent species with long snouts and very small eyes that could be any multitude of colors. Physically they were not very impressive in size; really no larger than the average elf, but they were extremely agile and able to move their bodies into many impossible positions. This made them ideal for crawling around the bowels of most ship’s engines. 
The Terraijiin were a bulbous purple skinned race, many of the senior government officials were extremely obese, while the lower caste was similar to the man in front of them. They had been building the Union’s starships for almost two thousand years, each class of warship better then the last, and the latest ship was only months away from coming out of their massive shipyards. They had joined the Union very early on, and like the Acamarian people, had built a better life for their people. While Riall hated all types of political theatrics and posturing, the Terraijiin were one of the few races he actually trusted enough to believe. The woman was the only other race that Riall trusted enough when the going got terrible at different times throughout the Union’s life. 
The Haulta were a bird like species, humanoid in nature, but covered in fine white feathers. They were extremely respected politicians and organizers and their Haulta Resource Management Division was second to none when it came to discovering valuable planetary resources and helping the governments get to the point where they could use them and sell them. 

Riall had dealt with Coren before and detested the man. He was a pompous arrogant rat as far as the Admiral was concerned. He had never met the other two men, but he knew the Haulta female Sette as level headed and intelligent. The fourth man and the second female were Hadarian and had left with the second group of ships to depart Apo Prime after the Home Guard Fleet. The man he knew was one of the representatives to the Union Senate in the capital, the female he had never met before. She was young for a Hadarian, perhaps four hundred years old; the royal blue dress she wore wrapped around her lithe frame fit her with elegance and grace. She looked leaner and more muscular than most of the young Hadarian females she had seen, her dark brown almost black hair falling past her shoulders framing a tanned angular face with soft thin lips and stunning dark green eyes. 
The Hadarians were one of the four founding members of the Union, and fifth in terms of population behind the Lycavorians, Elves, Terraijiin and the Algolians. They were the healers of the Union, almost all the doctors and nurses and medics Hadarian by birth. The metaphysical radiation that bombarded their planet every six months gave them amazing healing properties just by their very touch. The Battle for Hadaria still stood as the most violent of the war with the Coven. The retaking of the elf home world had cost the Union three hundred ships and close to six million lives, but that had been a picnic compared to the Hadarian home world. The planet was half rocky terrain and half lush green forests and oceans, and the Coven had used this to their advantage, forcing the Union to land huge amounts of troops and equipment in the open rocky terrain. Riall was a junior officer of a Spartan ground unit then, and he had seen first hand the incredible violence and bloodshed that had been spilled over those four months. The Hadarians had fought shoulder to shoulder with the Lycavorians and Elves. Because of their medical abilities, the Coven wanted to retain control of Hadaria and its people at all costs. 

The cost had been high in the end. Forty million Lycavorian, Elf and Hadarian dead, a quarter of their new fleet decimated. But they had won, and now the Hadarians were like brothers to the elves, Lycavorians and Algolians. 
They were four founding members of the Lycavorian Union.   

Since none of the others were able to Mindvoice Riall and Gorgo did not bother to shield their conversation.


Who is she? Riall asked Gorgo.


When the Hadarians discovered the daughter to their King and Queen still survived and was now a mate to my son, they immediately dispatched one of their Mage Warriors. 


Riall looked at her. Mage Warriors?

Gorgo nodded. It is a small group within their Mages that has mastered the healing arts at a young age and then they are trained as soldiers. They have Lycavorian Spartans as instructors and I understand they are quite skilled. I have never met one before now, as their numbers are small and they are very secretive. She will apparently become Anja’s Handmaiden. She will begin to teach her the arts so she is prepared for when she returns to Hadaria for her Ascension Ceremony, and she will protect her as well.


Riall looked at his mate. She looks very young don’t you think?


Gorgo nudged him with a smile. You are just old Riall. 

I’ll show you old tonight woman. He growled into her mind.

I’ll look forward to that.  I was surprised by her age yes, as she is considered still very young among the Hadarians. She is only a few years younger than Anja if I am correct. Gorgo looked at them as they approached. Why did the administrators come with you? They are supposed to be meeting with Tarifa and Selene in Eden City.

I told them that. He answered shaking his head. They insisted they needed to discuss arrangements with the King. At least Coren did.

He will not be happy about that. Tarifa and the other two are who he has appointed to govern Earth and it is them who these fools should be meeting with.


Riall nodded. I tried to explain that to them. Tarifa laughed and suggested I let them do what they wished. She would prepare a meeting with them for this afternoon after “Martin showed them their place” is how she put it.


Gorgo laughed. She is a strong one that new female elf-wolf. The more I speak with her and Selene the more I see my son’s wisdom in leaving them in charge.


Riall nodded. As do I.

Riall held her gaze for several more seconds before turning as the others came up to him. He took a deep breath. “I want to advise you on two things I have learned of our King and Queens since we have been here.” He told them. “They are not what you will expect, and they do not play favorites.”

“Admiral… we have all met many times with government officials.” One of the men spoke. “I believe we do know how to act.”


Riall looked at Gorgo quickly and saw her roll her dark eyes. He turned back to them and nodded. “Very well Administrator Coren. I will say no more.”


Andreus opened the door for them and stepped to the side exchanging knowing glances with Gorgo and Riall. Gorgo smiled as Helen walked up to greet them, wiping her hands on the towel. 


They had not seen each other in thousands of years until only a few days ago, and Helen was afraid Gorgo might harbor some anger for her due to her actions and the advice she had given that sent Leonidas to his death. Gorgo had in fact been overjoyed to see her, thanking her profusely for safeguarding her son, and being the reason they had reunited. 

“Dustha…” Gorgo spoke as they embraced.


“Lady Gorgo.” Helen answered. “And please… I go by Helen now. I have had to change my name so many times over the years it feels good to finally be able to stick with just one.”


Gorgo laughed softly and nodded, “Of course Helen.” She said looking at the older woman. “You are the Oracle of our people, the only one that still lives. Why do you remain here doing this?” She asked softly.

Helen smiled. “I have spent many years doing this very thing waiting for your son to come back to us. I have grown to like it. And it allows me to be near Martin and his Queens and provide them council whenever they need an objective view. He is very inspiring to be around Gorgo, so much like Leonidas, but so different.”


Gorgo nodded with a smile. “I… we… have you to thank for that.” She stepped closer.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Did they work out their differences? She asked.


Helen nodded with a grin. [Mindvoice Shielded] Kept us up half the night they did, working out those differences. Her head turned and Helen looked at the larger group of men and women than she had expected. “Martin was not aware of this many guests.” She spoke.


Riall stepped up to her and Gorgo as the others filtered into the large main room of the villa, their eyes taking everything in. “They are the senior Administrators of the four largest Engineering Corporations and they insisted.” He spoke.


Helen looked at him. “Aren’t they supposed to be meeting with Tarifa and Selene in Eden City?” Helen knew almost everything that was happening everywhere, and what she didn’t know, Martin told her without hesitation.

Riall nodded. “Yes.” He answered softly.


Helen looked at Gorgo and then back to Riall. “They wish to flex their clout do they?” She spoke with a knowing smile. “This should be amusing to watch. I have prepared coffee and some Danishes. Anja and Aricia will be out shortly. Martin and Dysea are out running but they should return shortly.”

“He is not here?” Coren spoke turning to look at Riall where he stood with Gorgo and Helen.


Helen stepped away from them and looked at the man. “The King was not expecting this many guests.” She spoke. “He did not change his normal routine for the mornings. He and Queen Dysea go running in the mornings, but they should be returning shortly.”

“We shall surprise him then. He won’t be disappointed.” Coren spoke arrogantly. “We would like tea and biscuits; warm biscuits so hurry along.”


Helen looked at Riall and Gorgo her smile even wider now. “Oh yes… this should be very amusing.” She spoke before moving towards the kitchen.


“Do you often come into the home of your King and begin ordering around those who the King regards as family Administrator?” The voice spoke from behind them.


The six of them turned and saw Aricia and Anja step fully into the main room, their hands and fingers clasped together. They wore identical floor length white robes and no shoes, their bare feet padding on the floor as they walked up to where Gorgo stood. The robes did little to hide their tanned skin and figures, but they usually wore even less in the morning, only putting on the robes when the scents of so many people they didn’t know reached them in their bedroom.

Gorgo smiled and greeted each of them with a hug and kiss on the cheek. [Mindvoice Shielded] I take it that things are back to normal.

Aricia and Anja smiled at her slightly embarrassed. [Mindvoice Shielded] We acted stupidly. Anja spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You acted like the alpha females you are. Judging by your appearances I would say things went well.


They both smiled brilliantly at that. [Mindvoice Shielded] Oh they went very well. Anja said as Aricia nodded quickly and leaned up against her. 
[Mindvoice Shielded] Very well indeed. Aricia spoke.
I need coffee. Anja exclaimed.


“Have coffee with us?” Aricia said openly as Anja pulled her towards the table that Helen had set everything on.


The Hadarian female was silent as she let her eyes gaze on the Persian red haired female who was now her Queen. 

Her name was Seanna and she had been pulled quickly from her training to leave Hadaria and come here when word came to them that the daughter of their long dead King and Queen still lived. She was four hundred and sixteen years old, still considered very young by Hadarian and Lycavorian standards, but she had shown exceptional ability in the healing arts at a very young age and was quickly accepted into the Hadarian Academy where she mastered the arts in half the time that normal students did. She had been chosen for the Mage Warriors a decade ago, and had spent the last ten years studying under the Spartan instructor and absorbing all the fighting skills she could master. She had not yet finished her training and had been surprised that she had been chosen for such an important position. 
Of course she wished she knew what that mission was.

The Queen was shorter than Seanna expected, barely over five feet tall, but she had an exceptionally well defined body and musculature. Her Persian red hair fell well below her shoulders and framed tanned skin and full lips. Her eyes were an amazing shade of Jade green and Seanna could sense the enormous potential in her. She had read what little information they had been able to obtain from disseminated memories of the King given to them by the Prime Minister. Though she was very young herself, it appeared she had far more experience than Seanna. The Hadarian King and Queen had been assassinated by the Coven nearly six hundred years ago, Anja pulled from her mother’s womb before she died and spirited away to what they thought was safety here on Earth. The Hadarian Old Ones had hoped she would somehow find her way to the son of Leonidas here on earth, but Seanna doubted they could foresee how she would actually turn out. She was already considered the finest physician on this world and in the recent battle to free this world, it was reported that she saved over a hundred lives herself. The elf and human doctors she had trained saving thousands more. Seanna noticed something different about her that she could not place, it was something familiar but she couldn’t get her fingers around it just yet.
Anja sipped her coffee, brewed just as she liked and flavored perfectly. She held the mug with both hands and turned to the six men and women. Her jade eyes took in their mannerisms and body language and she suppressed the urge to snort in disgust.

“Administrator Coren… you did not answer Anja’s question.” Aricia spoke now, moving up behind Anja and nuzzling the back of her neck. She saw her lover’s eyes close briefly in delight and push back against her own body, and then she continued around to stand beside her.

“I did not realize asking your paid servants for something to eat and drink was wrong Milady.” Coren spoke.

“Helen is no servant!” Anja hissed not liking the man immediately. “And you would do well to remember that Administrator, or the Lycavorian Oracle might begin to take offense at your arrogant words.”

All of them looked at where Helen stood smiling in the kitchen, the aroma of sizzling steaks cooking on the stove and filling the room. She stepped back from the stove and looked at them. “What did you expect me to look like?” She quipped. “Wrapped in the ancient purple robes and waddling around with ten pounds of headdress like in the old times?”

“Forgive… forgive me Oracle.” Coren spoke quickly bowing his head.

“Ah… I’m not the one you should be begging forgiveness from.” Helen spoke.

“Please…” Aricia spoke now. “Sit down all of you.” She motioned them to the couches and chairs in the main room and waited for them to pick and choose seats before settling on the couch next to where Anja had moved. “I was under the impression that the four of you were meeting with Tarifa in Eden City this morning.” Aricia spoke. “Why have you come here?”
“We thought it would be prudent to meet the King ourselves and give him our proposals for the work here on earth.” Coren spoke quickly. 

“Martin has named Tarifa, Aihola and Selene as the Triad of Governors for Earth.” Anja spoke again, her left hand reaching out to absently stroke Aricia’s calf as she pulled her legs up under her. “They are who you should be dealing with.”

“Yes I know… however we felt it more important to present them to the King first.” Coren continued. 

“Tarifa and Martin are like brother and sister,” Aricia said evenly, “Aihola and Selene among his closest friends. It is they who will govern Earth.”

“We assumed since this is the King’s planet he would have the final say in the matter.” Coren spoke and both Anja and Aricia detected the arrogance in his words.

“In simpler terms you do not trust Tarifa to deal with you fairly.” Anja said. “Isn’t that correct Administrator?”

“Your distrust of elves reeks from your pores Administrator Coren.” Aricia spoke, her own voice carrying dislike. “A pity really.”
“I have my reasons Milady, which I will not go into at this time.” Coren spoke. “And why would it be a pity?”

“You do not know who will sit with us as Queen do you?” Anja asked.

“I was dispatched here rather quickly Milady Anja. I did not have the time to review all the information given to me in regards to the events that have occurred.” Coren replied.

“Yes… only the information on how you could profit from the resources Earth has I’m sure.” Anja spoke.

“May… may I ask where the King is?” Coren asked.

Anja looked at Aricia quickly. They could see that the other Administrators were not at all comfortable with how Coren was proceeding, and none of the other three were Lycavorian either and therefore did not have the ability to detect the differences in Coren’s scent as he talked and postured.

I do not like this man. Anja said. 
Nor do I. Aricia said.

Coren and Regarl are political appointees Milady. Riall broke in. Arrogant and pompous he may be, but he and the others are very powerful within the technological field and earth will benefit from them.

Aricia smelled them first and she allowed the smile to flow across her face. “The King is just arriving.” Aricia spoke softly motioning with her head.

They all turned to look out the clear double doors that led onto the patio and none of them could contain the gasps of shock at what they saw. Regarl and Sette came to their feet quickly, as did Seanna who sat closest to the doors, a look of astonishment and even fear on her beautiful face. They watched as the enormous raven black wolf strolled in front of the doors almost casually, the platinum blond wolf, clearly half his size beside him. With two silver/white flashes Martin and Dysea changed back to human form and stepped slowly into the pool of clear running mountain water that was constantly in motion. They appeared to be talking quietly, Dysea laughing at something Martin said as she stepped out of the pool first after ducking beneath the cool water and they watched her pull on the light blue robe similar to Anja and Aricia. She fastened it tightly around her waist, the water making it cling to her tanned skin in some places. Anja saw Coren flinch when Dysea reached up and used her fingers to curl her platinum hair behind her elfin ears and squat next to the pool waiting for Martin to come out. 

Seanna was impressed with the she-elf. Not only was she very beautiful as all elves were, she carried herself with a regal air and looked to be extremely fit and capable. She guessed that a large part of that was due to the fact she was now Lycavorian as well. Seanna’s dark green eyes grew wider as she watched the Lycavorian King climb from the pool of water and step into the open. Dysea’s body blocked most of him from view, but Seanna took in the thick muscles and the rippled shoulders and back, as well as the strange flame tattoos that decorated his body. She watched him take the loose black pants from Dysea and pull them on. Seanna quickly averted her eyes when he bent over to put his feet through the legs and exposing much more than she had ever seen on a man. And that was not even a clear view.

Her reaction did not go unnoticed and Anja and Aricia looked at one another knowingly as they appraised her.

[Mindvoice Shielded] She is very delicious looking my love. Aricia spoke.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes she is, but I have you Little Wolf. 

Aricia sent a small pulse of her aura through their connection to Anja. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes… and I have you. Something that makes me giddy with happiness. That does not mean we can’t admire someone that we both want to nibble on.

Anja chuckled within their conversation. [Mindvoice Shielded] Little Wolf… you are becoming a little vixen. Not that I mind.

Aricia smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t know what it is Anja. She spoke. Lately I have been so full of lustful thoughts and desires. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Well I’m not going to complain! And I don’t think Martin will either.

Aricia matched her laughter. [Mindvoice Shielded] He had better not. 

Martin pulled his hair back shaking his head like a shaggy wolf and Dysea scrambled away from him with a cry of joyful surprise as water drops splashed all around her. She spoke something to him before ducking through the doors first and coming to an abrupt halt when she saw everyone in the main room. That quickly passed as her eyes saw Gorgo and a smile returned as she headed for her. 
Martin came in next his eyes going to the Administrators. Anja and Aricia both saw the fresh scrapes on his neck and shoulder and they chuckled.

Martin did you tangle with the briar bush again. Anja asked an amused tone in her voice.

Martin noticed immediately that she did not shield her thoughts and that meant that those in the room couldn’t Mindvoice. 

Briar bush? Gorgo questioned.

We need to have those damn things cut down. Martin said. They’re overgrown and they are all over the place.

Perhaps if you weren’t chasing my tail Nauta Melme, you would not have hit the bush. Dysea said with a great deal of feigned seriousness.
I can’t help it. Martin said smiling. It’s such a nice tail Melda Min.

Helen dropped the pan she was holding as she laughed, and Riall almost spit out the coffee in his mouth as he fought down the laughter. Dysea smiled as she walked back to him and placed her hand on his chest kissing his shoulder before moving into the kitchen to get a mug of tea. Helen walked out of the kitchen passing a knowing look to Dysea as they passed and she handed Martin the mug of steaming hot coffee, smiling at him as she did.

I’ll have someone get right on removing those bushes sire. She told him with a chortle.

Martin grinned and walked quickly to where Gorgo stood, embracing his mother with one arm. [Mindvoice Shielded] You were right mother.
[Mindvoice shielded] I know.
Martin kissed her cheek lightly and looked at Riall. “Admiral… I didn’t know you were bringing guests.”

“Sire please allow me to introduce…” Riall started forward.

“King Leonidas… I am Administrator Coren of Acamarian Engineering and we are the premier Engineering Corporation within the Union.” Coren spoke cutting off Riall without even an apology. “My colleagues and I wanted to meet with you to…”

“To discuss Earth’s future,” Martin spoke as he moved around and sat on the couch between Anja and Aricia. They immediately shifted their positions to move closer to him, touching his skin. “Yes… I figured that much out all by myself.”
“Sire… Earth is your planet and I only thought to…”

Martin lifted his hand silencing him. “Why are you here Administrator? You are supposed to be meeting with Tarifa and Selene right now.”

“I thought it best to come directly to you sire.” Coren spoke. “My proposals and those of my colleagues should be reviewed by you personally so that we may obtain your approval to begin work.”

“Administrator… why don’t you like elves?” Martin asked suddenly.

Coren was taken aback and his face showed it. He stammered for a moment, his beady reddish brown eyes darting back and forth. “Excuse me sire?”

“You come to my home unannounced,” Martin spoke leaning forward. “I was supposed to be meeting with my mother and Admiral Riall and our two Hadarian guests for breakfast you see… and we didn’t make enough food. You come to my home unannounced… you insult someone who I consider a dear sister, who just happens to be an elf. Then you insult the Oracle of my people… and by your very nature you insult my elf Queen. What exactly am I suppose to deduce from your actions?”
Dysea chose that time to walk back into the room and move up behind Martin where she perched on the back of the low couch and dropped her hand to his shoulder. Everyone saw Aricia and Anja place their hands on her.
“Sire it was not my intent to…”
“Let me be very clear… and then my Captain will escort you to the landing pad and you can go to Eden City and meet with Tarifa. Or you can return to your ship, either way I don’t particularly care. When it comes to Earth, and anything having to do with Earth, Tarifa speaks with my voice. I appointed her, Aihola and Selene to govern this planet. That is who you will deal with in regards to everything.” Martin stood back up. “Andreus will escort you back to the landing pad now, and you’ll have to excuse me.”

Sette got to her feet quickly, her feathers ruffled. “King Leonidas… forgive our actions.” She spoke quickly. “We… not all of us were in complete agreement about conducting ourselves in this manner.” She bowed her head slightly. “Please accept my sincere apologies.”
Martin glanced at her and nodded before turning and heading for the kitchen. Gorgo was beaming as she followed her son into the kitchen. It was no secret she hated any type of pompous display, much like her son’s Queens, and to see her son react in such a way to Coren and the others had made her quite proud.
The two Hadarians got up and began making their way towards the large kitchen as well. Seanna stopped and looked at Coren.

“Congratulations Administrator Coren,” She spoke softly. “He has been King for what… two weeks now? And you have not only managed to insult the Oracle of our King’s people, but his Queen as well. I’d quit while I was ahead if I were you.”

Seanna turned when the older Hadarian took her arm and drew her away from Coren. He leaned close as they walked toward the kitchen.

“That was uncalled for Seanna, and completely not within your realm to do.” He spoke.

Seanna pulled her arm away quickly, glaring at the older man. “Do not touch me again Tezu!” She hissed quietly at him. “It is forbidden… you know that!”
“Why you were chosen for this mission is beyond me.” He argued right back in a low voice.

“I would like to know that as well since I have not even finished my training.” Seanna spoke. “Would you care to enlighten me?”

Tezu looked at her. “No! And per your orders you will do exactly as I tell you when I tell you.” He spoke. “There can be no mistakes here.”

“What do you mean?” Seanna asked. 

“If you had been paying attention Seanna, you would have noticed that Queen Anja is now wolf.” Tezu spoke seeing her dark green eyes go a little wider. “This makes our mission infinitely harder, and much more dangerous.”
“How do you know this?” Seanna asked.

Tezu looked at her and slowed his gait considerably. “Listen to me carefully. Did you notice how her eyes closed and her expression changed when the Queen Aricia nuzzled her?”

Seanna shook her head. “No… does this mean something?”

“You need to be more observant Seanna. Do they teach you nothing in those schools you attended?” Tezu spoke. “In Lycavorian society only those who are mated can produce this type of reaction from another, whether it is female or male.”

Seanna’s eyes grew wide. “Are you saying… she shares a bed with her?”

Tezu nodded “Yes… and most likely with the female elf as well as the King, or so it appears.” He replied softly. “I will have to speak with the Old Ones in regards to this, but there has never been a Hybrid Queen. Not once in our history of association with the Lycavorian people. This may… this may cause problems.”

“Why?” Seanna asked. “She is still the daughter of King Yelu.”
Tezu looked at her. “Yes she is… and your mission is simple. Teach her the basic arts, no more. And protect and watch over her until we tell you.” He smiled as he began entering the kitchen. “That is all you need to know now.” 

Seanna looked at him for another moment as they entered the kitchen, then she turned to greet everyone.
HIGH COVEN DARKBROOD-CLASS FRIGATE

EDGE OF HIGH COVEN SPACE 

She was cold, so very cold.


She huddled against the wall of the cell, her naked flesh marked with dozens of bruises from where they had beaten her. Her arms were crossed over her chest trying to draw what warmth that she could, as well as hide the hardness of her nipples because of the cold. Two weeks she estimated that she had been their prisoner.


For’mya had woken in this cell, stripped naked, her jaw and head aching. She remembered the vampire leader Moran speaking to the Coven Princess about her and then his large fist slamming into her face breaking her jaw. She was barely conscious when he smashed her head in to the unyielding deck plates of the craft they were on, and that was all she remembered until waking up in this cell, naked and in pain. Her natural elfin healing factor had taken care of her inner wounds, healing her broken bones and cuts. They had beaten her daily, breaking more bones and causing large welts and cuts. They mocked her endlessly, calling her cow and pig, elf whore; those were some of the most popular. They mocked her body as they beat her, roughly pawing her breasts, squeezing or twisting them so hard that she would cry out in pain. They called her thin, and laughed at the size of her breasts. They pawed her privates, their vile fingers violating her, probing her openings, inflicting more pain. When it became too much she would mercilessly pass out.

The vilest act was when they would feed on her like a pack of animals. At one time she had five of the dogs drinking her blood down until she was near dead. She could feel her life leaving her, and each time they stopped before they finished her. There were bite marks all over her once flawless skin. They would heal eventually, but it would take a long time, and right now the teeth marks made her look like a Dapciar addict. The most addictive drug in the universe was injected into the body with an instrument that looked very much like vampire fangs. The Coven Princess bitch and her bastard husband had fed on her as well, many more times, usually either just before or just after they had sex in their quarters. 

For’mya closed her dark brown eyes and let her mind wander. Her Spartan instructors had attempted to make their training as realistic as possible in case she or any of her pilots were shot down and not destroyed with their STRIKERs. She hadn’t understood it at the time, but she had endured the training, intent on being the very best STRIKER AT pilot in the Union.


She had decided at the relatively young age of three hundred and six that she would enter the Union Fleet Academy. Her father had forbidden her to do this, having lost all of her older brothers and sisters to the continuing war with the High Coven. He had a male elf picked out for her to settle down with, marry and have children. For’mya shunned this, angering her father to the point he had disowned her for nearly a hundred years. For’mya had no intention of allowing a man to have her unless it was her choice. She had taken half a dozen lovers in her life, none for more than a few pleasant times, but nothing that would cause her to want to take them as a mate certainly. It had not deterred her training or her desire. Her father had come around and finally accepted her for who she was. She was an Elfin Warrior and nothing he did was going to change that. 

For’mya was the last in the bloodline of the elf King killed by the Coven High Lord. This blood in her veins had given her somewhat of an arrogant and superior attitude towards others. Most just dismissed this as her personality, but it was obvious the Princess and others knew what she was, and the significance it carried among the elf people. 
When the Elfin King was butchered by the Coven, the remaining elf leaders chose the Lycavorian King Resumar as their leader. He alone had been willing to help them in whatever way was possible. Even though both their peoples were slaves to the Coven, they had allowed Resumar to live and control his people due to their wild nature. The remaining elf leaders decided to cement this pact with a concubine of royal blood given to the King. Resumar had refused saying it was not necessary for them to relinquish their honor and dignity in such a way, and he loved only his Mate Eliana. The elf leaders had insisted and for nearly six thousand years Resumar always had an elf concubine. She was killed along with Resumar and Eliana but not before the three of three together had slaughtered nearly a hundred vampires during the assassination attempt. 

For’mya knew now that the grandson of Resumar had surfaced and would become King, she would be forced to become his concubine. That was not something that sat well with her in the least. 

Almost seven hundred years she had served, thousands of missions she had taken part in, working her way up to her current rank and status, and never once had she been shot down or captured. Never once had she set foot on the surface of a planet in the midst of a bloody battle as she had on that rock Earth. She cursed the flame haired female elf who could fly a STRIKER almost as well as her, she cursed the Lycavorian King who had returned, and she cursed herself most of all for ever volunteering to go on the advance mission. 
Elves were very resilient to a vampire’s bite, and only a Pureblood could change her. These dogs were not purebloods of that she was almost certain. That Princess however was a Pureblood, and if she drained her completely, the next thing For’mya would recall is waking up a vampire scum. That was something she did not want to happen. 

For’mya closed her eyes once more and focused on the image of the elf Queen that had circulated through the fleet as they headed for Earth, an image of long platinum blond hair, stunning emerald eyes. Her image alone had smitten hundreds of elf pilots, many of them carrying pictures of her into their cockpits. It was said that the son of Leonidas had turned her into a wolf, and that her beauty had doubled after that. She had seen his fleeting image, black hair and incredible brown eyes. He looked so much like the pictures of his father and grandfather in the Academy halls. He looked…

For’mya heard the cell’s force field come down and she looked up into the face of three Vampire guards. All of them had scowls on their faces, and cruel glints in their cobalt eyes.

“It’s time again she-elf!” The senior guard spoke. He had beaten her more than the others. And he fed on her like a slobbering fool, “Time for pain.”

The guard used his vampire speed, blurring in motion until he was next to her. For’mya never felt the blow to her head that split her scalp and knocked her out cold in one fell swoop. When she woke up she would be happy that she didn’t feel what they did to her.

“Her resistance is impressive.” The Coven senior doctor spoke standing next to Yuri and Moran and watching the three guards use batons on the unconscious elf pilot raining blow after blow on her arms and legs. “I have heard rumors of the Lycavorian Spartan training for pilots Princess. How they inflict as much pain as possible without actually injuring the candidate. They go through almost a year of simulated prisoner treatment from beatings to mind assaults. It appears those rumors are true.”


“I did not expect this to be easy.” Yuri spoke calmly.


“She has strong mental shields for an elf, some of them just recently put in place. My skills are limited so I did not probe deeply, but there are traps within her mind that I would not recommend attempting to bypass without a senior Mage to support you Princess, if only to be safer for you.” The doctor spoke.


Yuri looked at him. “They were put there recently you say?” She asked.


The doctor nodded. “I tried to probe but came upon a gray wall of nothing. I skirted along the edges but it was seamless and unbroken. I sensed the lingering presence of someone who helped her to improve her own psychic shields. Someone very powerful, someone who knew exactly what they were doing when they added to her defenses.”


“Was it Leonidas?” Yuri asked.


The doctor shook his head. “If the reports I have read are accurate…”


“They’re accurate doctor.” Yuri snapped.


“Then no it wasn’t him. He is strong enough to do this… but it wasn’t him. The imprint he would have left would not have dissipated this quickly. Whoever it was, they were nearly as strong as him. I would say a female, one of the whores he calls Queen perhaps?”


Yuri shook her head. “No. This had to have been done after we left the system, and they are not that powerful. The Lycavorian wench may get there someday… but she is not at that level just yet. If I had to guess I would say he got the Oracle to touch her.”


The doctor looked at her surprised. “A Lycavorian Oracle? I thought they were all dead.”
 
Yuri nodded. “Yes so did I. However based on how quickly events happened, only an Oracle would have known how to contact the Union and get them to respond so quickly.”

“That would explain this.” The doctor spoke. “An Oracle would be strong enough to do this easily.”


“There will be a senior Mage at Laxnis II.” Yuri spoke. “It is our most secure prison at the moment. It is deep enough into our space that the Union will not attempt a rescue, and close enough to the border of The Wilds to be relatively safe.”

The doctor nodded. “Laxnis II also has a contingent of Immortals there Princess.” He spoke. “I understand they have a taste for female elves.”


Yuri grinned savagely. “Good. If she does not break before we reach Laxnis II, I will give her to them for a few hours. We’ll see how long she lasts when they are raping every orifice she has before she breaks and gives me what I want.”


“Let’s make sure we get that STRIKER information before they kill her though.” Moran spoke. “We could do quite a bit with that intelligence.”


“Oh they won’t kill her.” The doctor spoke, shaking his head and looking at this hybrid vampire. He had seen him often in the last two weeks, usually with the Immortal Cha’talla either in the ship’s training rooms or in the small archives they had. He was not a normal vampire soldier, the doctor was certain of that. His strength was far greater than a normal Coven soldier, and his mind was like a steel trap. And the doctor had learned long ago, if one walked in the company of Immortals as this man did, then you could be assured he was something very different and very important. “As prime an elf female as she is, they’ll turn her into their play thing. When her mind is destroyed they’ll use her for entertainment until they tire of her.”


“Good.” Yuri spoke. “Once the fools in there are done, have her brought to my quarters. I have a taste for her blood again.”


“I would recommend we not allow them to feed on her anymore.” The doctor spoke. “The combination of them beating her into unconsciousness and then feeding on her blood could very well kill her before we arrive at Laxnis II. Five of them fed on her at the same time four days ago and it almost killed her. Beat her if you will… but limit those who feed on her blood to only you and Commander Moran here.”


“Very well, I don’t wish her to die just yet as I said.” Yuri spoke. “We should arrive on Laxnis II in two weeks. By that time my entire fleet will have joined with us and we can return to Usu’Ozeib.”


“Then I’ll meet your father?” Moran asked.


Yuri looked at him. “Yes.”


Moran nodded. “I’m looking forward to that.”

EDEN CITY

“Take it Lynwe.” Selene told her, holding out the solid colored glass as she stood beside the small couch in Selene’s apartment. “You need it my love.”

Their building had been one of only a handful that had sustained minor damage during the Coven bombardment, mainly because it was tucked into a secluded corner of the city. Selene had first chosen it for that purpose so that others would not have to see her after returning from the base EDEN on the moon and her self torture. The demeaning years spent under the whim of Deval, having to hide her half elf heritage, and the rape she had to endure at Graham’s order. All of it had been too much for her and she fell into a cycle of self pity and torture, allowing men to debase her at their leisure and enduring it stoically.


That was until Lynwe had come into her life. 


The tall, muscular Drow warrior was herself a product of the High Coven’s cruel and sadistic experiments and tortures, and like Selene, Lynwe had responded in a similar fashion. She had allowed her hatred of the Coven to rule her actions, never allowing her true self to come out. It was Tarifa and Aihola who had saved Lynwe, showing her that she could still love and be loved, even after what they had made her into. The Coven experiments on Lynwe; done more for perverse pleasure than scientific research had turned her into something more than a woman. She looked female, and in that regards a very beautiful female with her long shimmering white hair, her dazzling amber colored eyes, and her soft chocolate colored skin. Her five foot eleven height was all lean muscle, her very large breasts extremely firm and proudly displayed. What made Lynwe so very different was the decidedly male organ that she carried between her legs. The rage at what they had done to her in this way caused Lynwe to treat others as inferior, and even the few lovers she had over the years soon moved on due to her anger and the pain she could cause them with the size of the tool the Coven had given her. She had been unable to show any type of affection or caring, her mind always taking over and screaming at her to grip her anger tightly and work for revenge. Until Tarifa and Aihola showed her that if she continued on her path, she would ultimately destroy herself.


Lynwe had shared Tarifa’s and Aihola’s lives and bed for close to three months, rediscovering her true self, and allowing the anger to slowly drift from her until it no longer controlled what she did or how she thought. When she had gotten to the point of being able to let her anger pass from her, Lynwe had discovered Selene. The auburn haired half elf thanked the heavens every day for bringing Lynwe into her life. Without this Drow woman in her life, Selene would never have survived the events that threatened to overtake her life, or her transformation into a full blooded vampire. That inbred Drow strength that she possessed was what allowed Lynwe to survive her own transformation into a full vampire because of Selene, and to never look back again.

“I don’t like doing it!” Lynwe spoke looking at her lover’s steel blue eyes.


“I don’t either… but we need to every month. You know this Lynwe.” Selene spoke. “And you need to do this to fully complete your healing.”


“I am completely healed.” Lynwe protested.


Selene smiled seductively and took the data pad Lynwe had been reading from her hand before slowly straddling her hips on the couch. “Then why is it you are no longer able to take me more than twice in a single night Mistress?” She asked in a soft voice. “I remember when my Mistress could make me scream her name and have me many times, for hours on end without tiring.”


“Selene…” Lynwe spoke shyly.

Selene lifted her finger and placed it on Lynwe’s soft pink lips, lips that had given her just as much joyful pleasure as her other gift, and lips Selene found she could not live without. “Lynwe… the Grizz beast hurt you badly. Your wounds were grievous my love. You are still weak at times, and though we may be fully vampires now, wounds like yours still need time to heal. Anja has said we only need to take this cloned blood monthly. She even was able to chemically flavor it. I don’t like it any more than you do, but it is what we must do. We are not invulnerable.”

Lynwe took the glass from her hands and lifted it to her lips. Selene had been right, and it no longer tasted like the processed clone blood with a coppery flavor. It tasted sweet like fruit juice and she drank the entire glass down, feeling her vampire genes soak up the nutrients. She looked at Selene when she finished. “You were right.” She spoke feigning defeat. 

Selene smiled and leaned over to kiss her softly. “I will always take care of you Mistress. In every way you desire.” She said.


“Selene… I have told you…”


“I know… you are not my Mistress, I am not your slave,” Selene spoke. “But what if it is I who enjoys that role? Tarifa finds it most pleasing with Aihola, even more so when you shared their bed.”


Lynwe looked shocked. “She… she told you that?”


Selene laughed. “We have grown close these last weeks; remember while you and Vengal and Aihola and the others fought, we ran this city. And we did a fine job of it until the Coven scum came. We have talked of many things. She enjoyed it immensely when she served both you and Aihola. Part of it was because you are Drow, and we both know of your culture and dominance, but mostly she said it was because you never attempted to carry that role outside of your bed. And there was always trust and respect even in the midst of your passion. That is what I so love about you. And that is why I like playing that role for you.”


Lynwe shook her head slowly and leaned forward to press her head to Selene’s breasts as her arms drew her tight. “When I found you Selene, it was I who was blessed.” She could almost feel Selene smile at her words and pull her head tighter to her chest. “Wait… how did your meeting with Administrators go today?”

Selene let out a small laugh as Lynwe sat back, and she shifted her slim hips slightly becoming more comfortable in Lynwe’s lap, her ebony hands resting on her hips possessively.

“To say it was interesting would be a huge understatement.” She spoke. “Even as a child I never believed in life off this world, though working for the Coven as I did, the signs were all there. It is strange really, none of us… we don’t act as I thought we would. Seeing them today, two looked like overgrown rats, one had purple skin and a tube running from his neck and the woman was covered in white feathers. Yet still… neither Tarifa nor I batted an eye at this. It was almost as if it was commonplace to see it.”


Lynwe nodded slowly. “I spoke with the Holy One today. He was helping Daniel to prepare some sort of ship for a special mission. I asked him this very thing and he told me that perhaps it was due to the way he created us in the beginning. He said the knowledge was within him somehow, and that knowledge had to have been put there in some way. Once he and the King discovered what they really were he said it came to him. There are trillions of elves off this planet, and they interact with these different species all the time. It would be in their nature to not think differently about it. When the knowledge to create us was passed to him, he believes this was ingrained in that knowledge.”


Selene nodded. “That does seem very possible.” She spoke. “Perhaps I will speak with him at length about it.” She shook her head. “Anyway… the one rat man did not like us. I believe he has a distrust of elves. The others seemed more open and all of them are very intelligent, the bird woman especially so. She is interested in only the resources she can obtain from Earth.”


“What do they offer in return?” Lynwe asked.


“The elf Ambassador Legsim has been a godsend to us for that.” Selene spoke excitedly. “These people can make Earth strong again Lynwe. We will never have to cow to anyone. He says the resources we have here are very rare in many parts of the universe and they will bring a tidy sum of credits… well Riyal now since we are changing to the Union form of money. We can build defense platforms to protect us, and cities. They can help us clean and recover the land in the Wastes. It is incredible. And Legsim has told us Martin is permanently assigning almost four hundred of those huge space warships to Earth. They will expand the base on the moon; Admiral Wallace will be in command there. It is all so overwhelming at times. We are meeting with them again tomorrow, and I have heard that there is a representative from a different sect of Martin’s people coming to Earth as well to meet with us.”

“A different sect how?” Lynwe asked.

“Apparently they follow different laws and rules than the Lycavorian Union, and they don’t get along from what Ambassador Legsim tells us.” Selene answered. “It has something to do with an event from thousands of years ago. We asked him if we should consult with Martin before agreeing to meet them, but he told us even the King can not deny free trade. Tarifa is shrewd however, and she is no fool. She will always get Martin’s council if she feels she needs it. And they know that she and Martin are very close, and they are treading carefully after having the Administrators already displeased him this morning by showing up at his home in Sparta unannounced.”

Lynwe laughed. “I heard about that from Vengal and Tareif. They thought it hysterical.” She said.


Selene nodded. “Well… I think they are already learning that Martin will not play games. Legsim tells me he has already angered some by appointing the three of us to govern Earth and not choose one of those that were sent here for that purpose.” She told her. “He told us that we will have to go to this Apo Prime, their home world, at the start of their new Senate next year and be officially sworn in. That will be amazing.”


“You have not mentioned Aihola very much Selene. Why is that?” Lynwe asked.


Selene looked at her and sighed heavily. “She has not attended many meetings since she recovered.” She answered. “Something is wrong and I think she is in great pain Lynwe. Great pain inside.”

“What do you mean?” Lynwe asked, sitting up straighter on the couch.


“Tarifa has not spoken of it, hardly at all really, but you can see the strain on her face at times.” Selene explained. 


“Do you think she mourns Dekton that much?” Lynwe asked.


Selene shook her head quickly. “No… I don’t believe it is that. She loved Dekton… as did Tarifa… but there is something more to it. I know she does not meet Tarifa for lunch anymore, and it was almost impossible to not find them together at this time before Dekton died.”


“You don’t think she blames Tarifa for his death do you?” Lynwe asked.


Selene shook her head. “I believe it is the opposite.” She spoke.


“Opposite?” Lynwe asked confused.


“Dekton told her to feed on his blood before he died Lynwe, to heal her own wounds.” Selene spoke. “I discovered that from Anja. I think Aihola blames herself for his death, and I think she believes Tarifa blames her as well.”


“Tarifa would never choose Dekton over Aihola, and she would never blame her for Dekton dying.” Lynwe spoke firmly. “She may have loved him in a different fashion, but Aihola was her soul. I saw it… so many others saw it. Dekton knew that. He loved them both… but he knew he could never separate them. He accepted that and even encouraged them to spend more time together. He wanted both of them because they are like one.” 


Selene nodded. “I know… but that is what I think.”


“Maybe I should speak with her.” Lynwe said.


Selene shook her head. “No… aside from Tarifa, she trusts no one as completely as she trusts Martin. He offered Tarifa the same thing but he thought it would do more harm than good. She needs to work through this on her own with Tarifa.”

“You seem to know quite a bit more than most when it comes to the King.” Lynwe asked teasingly. “Is it because you find Queen Anja so attractive?”


“Lynwe stop.” Selene said with a smile. “She is beautiful yes… and I would not mind sharing her with you in our bed… but that will never happen. She is very intelligent… and very friendly, and genuinely concerned for all those she considers friend.”


Lynwe chuckled and kissed her neck. “I was only teasing you Selene.” She spoke.


“I will never need more than you Mistress.” Selene spoke seductively, squirming her hips on top of Lynwe and feeling her thick cock spring to life.


Lynwe gasped as she felt herself become aroused and begin to grow in length and thickness. “Selene… you… you told me I needed to rest.” Lynwe spoke.


Selene only grinned as she slid off Lynwe’s lap to the side and drew apart the folds of the robe she wore, exposing her powerful dark skinned thighs and Lynwe’s huge gift that she had grown to desire so much. Her eyes changed to cobalt blue as her own desire increased quickly. “Who said anything about you having to exert yourself Mistress?” Selene spoke as her small hand wrapped around the now very hard thirteen inch ebony cock.


“Selene…” Lynwe gasped as her own eyes changed to vampire cobalt blue and her hips shifted on the couch, pleasure building low in her belly.


“I’m going to worship you this night Mistress, in more ways than one.” Selene spoke softly as she stroked Lynwe’s maddeningly hard and powerful tool. “And you won’t have to do a thing.”


Lynwe gasped as Selene lowered her head and her soft lips encased the large ebony head of her Drow cock.


Selene was right… Lynwe had to do nothing.


And worship Selene did. In spades.
LEONIDAS I

Isabella stood in the medium sized officer’s lounge, her hazel/green eyes gazing at the ships all around them, as well as the blue/green planet below. In her seventeen hundred years of life, Isabella never imagined she would be at this point, admitting to herself that she fit in with these people far more than her own kind.

When her father had killed her mother in a fit of rage at her helping Isabella to escape the putrid man she was given to, Isabella swore she would kill him. The pig, the man her father forced her to wed, he had treated her like a possession. He had not been handsome or kind in any way, and just remembering what it felt like being under that slob as he grunted and groaned made her shudder in revulsion. She had not intended to find her way to the Lycavorian Union, for the simple fact that they were her hated enemies. 


At least that is what her father and others had always told her. They were no better than animals in the street, and they needed to be exterminated. As Isabella had learned over the years in their company, exterminating the Union was turning out to be harder and harder to do.


They had captured her that first day, and she saw the first hint of the bravery she would witness throughout her thousand years fighting by their side. She had watched an entire company of these Lycavorian Spartans throw themselves against a fortified position that was killing their comrades by the dozens as it attempted to defend the High Lord from harm. 

Six out of a hundred and twenty had survived.


Their purpose that day had been the same as hers. Kill her father.

They were braver than she was, for when they came across her huddled in a corner trying to heal the wounds her father had inflicted on her they didn’t kill her outright. They didn’t mistreat her, as so many reports she had seen from her father had seemed to suggest. They had in fact healed her wounds when they got her back to their ship. They knew of what she was doing, word had spread quickly that the daughter of Veldruk was out for his blood, and they made her an offer. Fight with them and perhaps she might get her opportunity. Isabella had taken the offer without a second thought.


As Isabella stood on the LEONIDAS I and stared out at the stars and ships around her, she found herself thanking the gods she prayed to she had accepted the offer. Over the next thousand years these men and women had not only accepted her, but millions more of her people that rebelled against her father’s tyrannical rule, and they considered her a valuable asset and friend. Twice in the last five hundred years Isabella had gone off on her own in an attempt to kill her father. Twice they had come for her when she failed, hundreds of Lycavorians and Elves dying in the process of rescuing her. First it had been Riall, and then Ceneu. When she recovered after the second time, Isabella vowed never to do it again. These people had risked everything twice to save her without question, and she realized her anger was destroying her from the inside. 

She remained aloof for reasons she couldn’t explain, but she was always there to help and fight with them whenever they asked, and even when they did not. 


Isabella looked down as she lifted her arm and pulled up the sleeve of the leather jacket she wore, exposing the bridle of the Shi Viska on her left arm. The night this had been branded to her everything had changed. It was as if a light of understanding had gone off in her head. As much as she rebelled against the thought, Isabella realized this is why she had come here. She and Gorgo had talked for hours during the trip to this planet, and she was now one of only three people that Isabella wanted to share everything with.


Gorgo had told Isabella her son had not chose her, she had chosen her son. Isabella had laughed at that saying she would never chose to share a bed with a Lycavorian no matter how much she considered them friends. Her blood and her mind rebelled against that very thought when Gorgo had first told her that.


Now Isabella was not so sure.


He was without a doubt far more handsome than most of the Lycavorian males who had shown an interest in the vampire Princess, and he definitely surpassed any vampire male that she had ever known in just physical proportions alone. Yet there was something about this man that sent the entire Lycavorian Union into an uproar of activity, that sent them hurtling across the stars using untried methods of travel, and sent them into battle with a superior force without even a single blink of their eyes. Spartans, Elves, Hadarian, Algolian, every race within the Union had responded. Isabella had not understood it. Until that day two weeks ago on that plain below when he had stood unbowed and unafraid; facing almost forty thousand of her father’s Immortals. The wave of emotion that swept through the Spartans that day even Isabella had felt and been swept up in. Seeing him bloody and his armor dented while he killed her brother Xerxes, not for himself, but for his people, for his mother and for his father, Isabella knew then why she had come.

This man, who up until recently had not even known what he was, he had fought without question or regard for freedom and the right of the elves and humans on this planet to live free and in peace. He had brought them hope, and that was before they knew what he was. When it was discovered who and what he was, the resolve had only grown.


He appeared unflappable, shocked to discover he had a half breed daughter with Yuri, but quickly putting that aside to discover where she was and bring her back to him. He had worried over his decision to let Yuri escape because it allowed her to take For’mya, one of the most important elves within the Union military prisoner. He had worried for all of twenty minutes, before he began making plans to find and rescue her. His adaptability astounded Isabella, not to mention that being in the same room with him had caused butterflies to flutter in her stomach.


She wanted him.


This knowledge was almost too much for Isabella to absorb. She actually wanted this man… this King. A man not even of her own blood, and she wanted him to have her in ways she had only dreamed of.


And then there was the She-elf Dysea. She was one of his mates, one of his Queens along with the Lycavorian female Aricia and the Hadarian female Anja. It hadn’t shocked her to learn that not only did they share a bed with him, but also with each other. Such relationships were not uncommon in the Union. What had shocked her, right down to her booted feet was the fact that they wanted her as well. He wanted her. An exiled Pureblood Vampire Princess and they wanted her. The she-elf almost as bad as he did and Isabella didn’t know what to make of the way that made her feel.
Isabella had never entertained the thought of sharing a bed with another woman. Yet when Dysea had said those things to her just before they had gone into battle side-by-side, it had ignited a small burning within her that she had never felt before. And she did not know how to respond to it.
[Mindvoice Shielded] What are you thinking Bella? The soft musical female voice entered her thoughts easily.

Dysea.

Isabella turned and saw her standing behind her. It was unusual for anyone to get this close to her, even a Lycavorian, yet Dysea had done it with ease. She wore the standard Lycavorian uniform with body armor and the crimson cape that brushed the floor of the deck under her feet. Her platinum hair was shiny and pulled to one side of her face and then draped over one shoulder, tied in four places with crimson silk ribbon. Isabella found herself gazing at this She-elf in earnest. She was only an inch shorter than herself, and her lush elfin body was outlined quite nicely under the armor. Isabella wondered what it would be like to taste her blood in the height of passion, this thought surprising her and causing her to turn back to the window, her pale cheeks flushing at the thought.
“Do you always invade on another’s thoughts She-elf?” Isabella finally asked.

She felt Dysea walk up behind her. “I don’t need to touch your mind to see that you are deep in thought Bella. That is easily discernible from your body language.” She came up next to her. “And I will never invade on your thoughts, or anyone else’s. That is a vow all of us have made.”

Isabella looked at her. “You mean the King and your co-Queens?”

Dysea met her gaze with her emerald eyes and Isabella felt a clenching in her stomach. “Yes… I mean Nauta Melme, Anja and Aricia.”

“I’ve heard you call him that before. It means Bounded Love doesn’t it?” Isabella asked. 

Dysea’s emerald eyes glittered in delight. “You speak the elfin language Bella. I am very pleased about that.”

“I felt I should learn all the languages of my allies and my enemies. I speak twenty-four languages fluently and another eleven enough to get by if needed.” Isabella spoke.

“I wonder which one I am.” Dysea asked gently, “An enemy or an ally; though I would much prefer the term lover myself.”

“You persist in your attempts to entice me into something I have no desire for.” Isabella spoke. “I have never shared a bed with a woman, and I don’t intend to start regardless of what I may...” Isabella stopped when she realized that she was going to say regardless of what she may desire. 
Dysea smiled almost shyly. She turned and looked out at the stars and ships. “I am very persistent Bella. Ask Nauta Melme.”

Isabella needed to change the subject and quickly. “Why do you call him Bounded Love?”

“I am bound to him, and he to me.” Dysea answered, “In more ways than one.”

“And it does not bother you that you are only one of three that share his bed?” Isabella asked.

Dysea chuckled. “Trust me there is more than enough of Martin to go around. And we have room for one more as well.” She spoke with a twinkle in her eye, “Perhaps more in the future, who can tell, but you have sensed it just as I have. One can never predict emotions of the heart can we?”

“What do you mean?” Isabella spoke. “Sensed what?”

“A conversation for another time perhaps?” Dysea said, not understanding it very much herself. “Why do you remain on this ship when you could be on the surface?”

“I abhor politics in every form.” Isabella replied. “And I think my being on the planet makes some of Martin’s friends uneasy.”

“Not uneasy Bella.” Dysea spoke. “Confused perhaps, but not uneasy.”
“Why are you here?” Isabella asked.

“I may have been a Queen of elves, and now so much more, but Nauta Melme knows that like you… I much prefer action to words. I was never very good at politics. It is what I had so many advisors for, as my mother told me so often.”

“Does she still live? Your mother I mean?” Isabella asked softly.

Dysea nodded. “Yes. She will remain here when we leave. She does not want to leave the world of her birth.” Dysea smiled waving her hand. “Anyway… Nauta Melme asked that I come up here to this wondrous ship and begin to learn as much as I can about it and others. I’m meeting with Admiral Riall in a short while, but I detected your scent first and thought I would say hello. And invite you to dinner.”

“You detected my scent? Dysea… my kind… vampires… we don’t have scents that you can follow.” Isabella said. 
Dysea looked at her with a smile. “Oh but you do Bella. And it is the sweetest scent… like the flower… like lilacs. It smells almost as good as Nauta Melme. That is what you smell like Bella. And it makes my blood boil.”

Isabella again found herself wondering what it was about this She-elf that was having this affect on her. “Where… where are your other lovers?” Isabella asked, more harshly than she had intended for some reason.

Dysea smiled as the unintentional tone of the question bounced off her. “Anja and Aricia have a special bond that I do not share. You will most often find them together. I believe they are still in Sparta finishing up a list of personnel that will leave with us.”

“And the King?” Isabella asked.

“Nauta Melme is meeting with General Vistr, General Vengal and War Master Tareif in Eden City to best determine how to use the several Spartan divisions that came with the second wave of Lycavorian forces.” Dysea replied. She stepped closer to Isabella. “We could always skip dinner and enjoy each other?”

“Do you never give up She-elf?” Isabella asked surprised at the sensations having her so close sent coursing through her.

Dysea smiled. “No. It’s what Nauta Melme loves so much about me.” She said.

“I have never seen an elf female that is so… so forward.” Isabella spoke honestly.

Dysea smiled gently once more and stepped further back, sensing her discomfort. “I knew someone like you once Bella. Not truly knowing where she fit in, afraid to look beyond what she knew and could feel and taste. It was a very lonely existence to say the least.” Dysea looked into Isabella’s eyes. “My meeting with Admiral Riall will last a few hours, and I would like very much to spend some time with you.”

“To what end?” Isabella asked softly.

Dysea shrugged. “To learn more about the woman I wish to wrap myself around for starters.” She said matter of factly. “You forget Bella… I am wolf and I can smell your desire for me, and for Nauta Melme. You can fight it all you want but if you expect me or Martin to deny what we feel you will be disappointed. Nauta Melme may not pressure you… that is not his way… but I certainly will, at least until I win you over, or you tell me in much more forceful terms to never bother you again. I must go now Bella. I truly hope to see you again.”

Isabella watched her turn and began to walk away confidently and with a sense of command and grace about her.

“She-elf?” Isabella asked loudly causing Dysea to stop and look at her. “That person you knew… what happen to her?”

Dysea chuckled. “She met and fell in love with a werewolf Bella. And she has not looked back since.”

Isabella’s eyes grew a little wider as Dysea continued walking and turned the corner disappearing from sight.


“We will build twenty of these P12 Planetary Defensive Platforms circling Earth at two hundred kilometers standard orbit. Another twenty will be positioned at choke points in this system, all of them connected back to your Command Center here. Each platform will have a crew of sixty technicians and military personnel.” Coren spoke. “They are the newest PDPs and we are replacing the older ones around Apo Prime with them as well.”


“And what is the cost?” Selene asked.


The Administrators had returned for this round of talks and they appeared ready to begin serious negotiations. Coren especially was docile this morning, but that could be due to the fact that Lynwe sat between her and Tarifa and had stared at Coren for the better part of the last hour during his presentation. Tareif had sent her here as his military representative and her presence alone seemed to intimidate the Administrators. Since they had never seen a Drow elf before, Lynwe was using it to her advantage.


“Four billion Riyal each to build the platforms and an additional two billion Riyal each year to maintain.” Coren spoke. “The standard maintenance contract is for ten years in length for a total contract of nine hundred and sixty billion Riyal; half payable in advance.” Coren returned to his chair and set his data pads down.


Tarifa lowered the pad she held and looked at him. “Your company charges Apo Prime one billion each year for maintenance.” She said evenly, “Why the difference?”


“There are considerably more P12 PDPs surrounding Apo Prime Lady Tarifa.” Coren spoke. “And our technicians only have to go back and forth from the surface. For Earth we would need to transport the technicians back and forth when work needs to be done. That would mean paying them to stay on a ship for three weeks in order to get here, and then fix the issue, and then another three weeks to return.”

“Ambassador Legsim has told me that you have no contracts this far out.” Tarifa spoke. “And since this entire system will fall under our jurisdiction, then whatever minerals exist in this system technically belong to us correct?”


Coren nodded not knowing where she was going on this. “Yes Milady. Since Earth is the only habitable planet in the system, the other planets therefore will fall under your domain and control.”


“We reached an agreement with Administrator Rozilet of Dynamic Systems for the exact same thing at half the cost,” Tarifa spoke. “We will no longer need those things.”

Coren looked surprised and angry and he got to his feet quickly. “Then our business here is done!” He snapped.


“Administrator Coren wait!” Tarifa barked stopping him in his movements. She got to her feet and moved over in front of him. “I understand that you have a dislike for my species Administrator…” Tarifa held up her hand to stop his retort. “I don’t care about what has happened in your past with elves. My only concern right now is the elves on this planet. That will probably change in the future as we grow more modern and hopefully more people come here, but that is my focus now.”


Coren looked at her, his anger slowly ebbing away. “You have already chosen to go with Dynamic Systems for the PDPs Milady. I’m not sure what other services you might need.” He spoke evenly.


“I have a proposition for you.” Tarifa said, “If you would like to hear it.”


Coren nodded noncommittally. “Very well I’m listening.”


“We no longer need the defense platforms because of Administrator Rozilet; however we do need something else.” Tarifa spoke. “Ambassador Legsim has told me your company has recently completed a major rebuilding project on the planet Nu-Feja 8 I believe it is?”


Coren nodded slowly. “Yes. We assisted in remodeling their capital and building their newest buildings.”


Tarifa nodded and picked up the data pad. “Your company in fact modernized their entire city, tearing down and rebuilding, it says here five thousand structures. And you did it in two years.”


“That is true. It is a new division of our company and we are trying to expand into other areas.” Coren spoke suddenly very interested. “What are you suggesting?”


“Selene, Aihola and I would like your company to rebuild Earth Administrator.” Tarifa spoke. “Starting with Eden City,” She held out the data pad for him. “This is what we want.”


Coren’s beady eyes grew wide as he began to read, his two hearts slamming into his chest. He looked at her after a long moment. “This… you do realize what you are asking? The cost would be astronomical just in labor alone!”


Tarifa nodded. “We have millions of men and elves who are willing to work Administrator. All you would need to do is train them. We will provide your labor force, your facilities to train them, whatever accommodations you need. All you need do is provide those employees an average wage comparable to your normal employees. We would even accept that you be allowed to work the wages upward on a scale equal to what your other employees earn as our workers gain experience.”

“Milady… that still would not cover the cost of what you are suggesting.” Coren spoke. “As enticing as it sounds.”


Selene got up and moved around the table. “Then perhaps this will.” She spoke giving him the pad. “Administrators Rozilet and Sette have told us that Uranus in this system has an abundance of the minerals you need to forge the metal that you use across the universe, more so than any other of your mining sites by a factor of twenty. We are willing to offer your company a ten year lease on that planet, and exclusive mining rights to be used at your discretion once the work on earth is complete. We will not regulate your mining, as Rozilet tells us you have a very strict policy in place now that protects your workers in every way. We will offer your crews and ships docking rights and accommodations at a reduced price once they begin arriving, and since the Jump Gate will be in our system and under our control, unlimited use of the Gate for the duration of the contract. All we want in return is for you to rebuild our planet Administrator.”


Coren looked at them wide eyed. “You are serious?” He asked.


Tarifa smiled at his expression. “Administrator… our first priority is to the people of this planet. We are going to make a substantial profit in Riyal from the deal we have signed with Administrator Sette, very substantial in fact. We are not greedy, and we want to show you that whatever may have happened in the past, we were not part of it. All of us will walk away from our talks very happy. Whether you choose to agree to this is up to you.”


“I… I will need to get my Senior Administrator’s approval for… for something this large.” He stammered.


Tarifa nodded. “You are not scheduled to return for a few more days. We do have interstellar communications now. You are free to use our system to contact who you wish. May I suggest we meet again tomorrow afternoon for lunch? You can give us your answer then.”


Coren nodded quickly. “Yes… yes that is more than enough time.” He spoke.


“Good.” Tarifa spoke. “Then I believe that concludes everything that we needed to cover.”


They waited as the four of them were escorted out and then Lynwe got to her feet walking around towards them. “That was brilliant!” She exclaimed as Tarifa and Selene embraced tightly.


Lynwe hugged her tightly and then took Selene into her arms. “We have taken the first steps.” Lynwe said.


Tarifa nodded and squeezed their hands. “Yes we have. The first steps into Earth’s future; our future my friends.” The only thing that would make this day perfect would be to fall into the arms of her Mistress, Tarifa thought.


“I would be able to travel easily with the papers I have, but I don’t have a ship. I was using regular transports from the spaceport before.” Yuriko spoke as they sat at the table in the restored and rebuilt hanger on Eden City’s airfield. The sounds of Raptors and STRIKER ATs landing and taking off were constant and they had tuned them out by now.


“How did you manage that?” Vengal asked.


“General… I am a woman. It is easy enough to use my skills to coerce a decadent guard or some other fool who has not had the company of female companionship for some time.” Yuriko replied. Yuriko saw Martin wince at this knowledge and she looked at him quickly. “She is my sister father.”


“Yuriko you need to stop calling me that.” Martin spoke. 


“I will not.” Yuriko spoke firmly. “You are the only father I have ever known regardless of how long it lasted. Simply because I have grown up does not change that fact.”


“She’s got a point Marty.” Dan spoke from his chair.


Martin shot him a nasty glare which bounced off his thick Spartan hide.


“We’ll have the spaceport cleaned out and operational in two days. Our larger ships can land then. But we discovered something that might help you in this plan.” Vistr spoke. He slid the data pad over to her on the table.

Yuriko activated it and her dark eyes grew wide, “A Coven Long Range Runner!” She gasped.

Vistr nodded with a smile. “We discovered it in one of the secure hangers. It had been damaged in our assault the next day, but our engineers have repaired it completely.”


“This is perfect!” Yuriko spoke. “Its own LSD drive… capable shields and it is extremely maneuverable and fast at sublight speeds.”


“I thought you might like that.” Vistr said with a smile.


Yuriko looked at Martin once more. “This is truly a godsend.” She said. “I can go practically anywhere in Coven space with this ship.”


“You’re going to have company.” Martin told her.


Yuriko’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t trust me?”


Martin shook his head quickly. “You I trust. The Coven I don’t. I’m guessing your friend Filrian will go with you. I want you to take three others.”


“Who do you intend to send with me?”


“That would be us.” Daniel spoke sitting between Anuk and Nayeca.


“You are sending the man you consider to be your brother.” Yuriko spoke. “So then you don’t trust me.”


Martin leaned forward in his chair. “Can everyone give us a minute please?” He spoke. Martin and Yuriko waited until the others had gotten up and moved out of the hanger. Martin looked at her. “Yuriko… if I didn’t trust you completely would I send someone I consider my brother?”


Her dark eyes regarded him for a long moment and she shook her head. “No.” She said softly.

“You will be in charge.” Martin spoke. “This is all new to them Yuriko, they will need to rely on you. But they are very skilled in their own right as I’m sure you know.”


“It… it would be helpful in a way to have his mates with us. They are elves… and…” Yuriko looked at him. “When will you allow me to continue looking for Lisisa?”


Martin took the small chip from his pocket and held it out to her. “My mother tells me I have access to an account that is outside the normal channels. Very few people have knowledge of it, and it is run by someone in The Wilds I believe it is called. It is my understanding that this area, this Wilds is made up of black marketers and pirates and all sorts of unsavory and crooked individuals.”


Yuriko nodded. “That is true.” She said. “I have been there on many occasions to try and obtain information on her. I never had the funds to do so.”


Martin placed the chip in her hand. “Now you do.”


Yuriko looked at the chip activating it and seeing the numbers flash across the small screen. Her eyes went back to his face. “This… this is…”


Martin nodded. “I’m guessing it’s a lot of money, or whatever it’s called huh?”


Yuriko shook her head. “It is… it is a fortune. I could buy three planets with this amount! How did they…?”


Martin shook his head. “I don’t know and I didn’t ask. She told me funds are put into that account on a monthly basis by some unknown person. They’ve been doing it for close to two thousand years now. She doesn’t know who or why… only that they send her a new chip every year with the correct access codes. The codes on that one are good for another six months. I don’t care if you have to spend every penny. Use it to find where they have taken For’mya, and use it to find where my daughter is.”


“And if I discover this information?” Yuriko asked. “I have a good idea on where they will take the female Commander but it will mean a trip to The Wilds to confirm it, at least three months time. You will be back on Apo Prime by then preparing for the Acceptance Ceremony. You will not be able to leave.”


“If you find out where either of them are Yuriko, you contact me and I promise you I will come.” Martin spoke.


“And if I find the Commander first which is more than likely?” Yuriko spoke. “Will you let me continue to look for Lisisa after you have rescued this female elf? Will you give me the same assets as you do now? I can find her father… with what you have given me now I can find her.”


“She is my daughter Yuriko.” Martin spoke softly. “I will not abandon her regardless of what anyone says. You have been out there before. You know where to go… where to look. I can’t think of anyone more qualified for the job than you. Our goal is the same in that regard. Never doubt that.”


Yuriko nodded. “Then I will find your Commander for you.” She said. “And then I will find Lisisa.”
ENURRUA

“Tell me Unta.” Tablina spoke softly as the man settled onto the chair across from her. “Tell me everything.”


“Whoever his sources are… they were correct.” The Lycavorian man replied. “I had our contact double check everything Tablina. Chetak’s people even had her undergo a medical examination under the auspice of making sure the diseases that were prevalent off Earth did not affect her. It was all very well crafted and put together. She is showing the first outward signs of Lunmai.”

Tablina felt her heart sink. She had hoped they were wrong and that what they were trying to do would not work, “What else? She asked finally.

Unta looked at his data pad. “She is supposedly quite skilled for one so young, and she fought beside the King in the Battle for Earth. Aside from that information is very hard to obtain.”


“Do we know who Chetak’s people are?”


Unta shook his head. “Not as of yet, but to get this type of information they would have to be as highly placed as ours. Our contact is still searching, but he is being extra cautious. Martin Leonidas is a very private man it appears, and he guards that privacy jealously. We do know that Chetak also went to another Mage to ask about the possibility of the serum.”


“Who else did Chetak go to?” Tablina asked.

“Sumarka,” Unta answered.


Tablina didn’t hide her look of disgust, “That petty witch!”


Unta nodded. “Unfortunately she does have the necessary skill and tools to create the serum Tablina. And it is possible he may attempt to get it from her as well.”


“Then remove her.” Tablina spoke without hesitation. “And destroy whatever it is she may be using.”

“If only it were that easy.” Unta spoke. “She is very isolated and…”


We will deal with her. The voice spoke as the click of talons on the floor made them both turn.


Unta didn’t bat an eye at the appearance of the creature. It would put your kind at greater risk Isheeni. He spoke. As it does speaking openly like this and you coming here even at this hour.

Isheeni’s azure scales rippled in the light. No one is near that can Mindvoice on our level. And I have been here many times at this hour. I am not afraid. Tablina is correct… we may not be able to stop him from doing what he plans… but we can certainly keep this child Aricia from enduring more than necessary. You know of course what he has planned for her when she returns here with Joric.

Tablina nodded slowly. Yes.

I consulted our Elder One when I left you last Tablina. Isheeni spoke. She has agreed to make the serum and it will be ready in a few days, exactly as we discussed. She knows why we do this and she agrees. She will authorize any assistance we can provide.


Tablina looked at her surprised. Why? She has never done that before.

She asks that I bring you to her so that she may talk with you when we are finished here. Isheeni said. Within a few days Sumarka will be dead and Chetak will have no choice but to use what we give him, even though he does not trust you completely.


He will when the serum works. Tablina spoke. And when Joric returns with her we must make arrangements to contact her somehow. Once the Lunmai passes and she realizes what has happened she will be devastated.


You know of course she will hate us for what we have done. Isheeni spoke softly. 

We will have saved her life. Unta spoke.


You do not understand Unta… for you are a man. We will have helped our enemy to coerce her into her betrayal of the man she loves. Isheeni spoke. Regardless of what our intent was, she will hate us for helping Chetak in any way. And that hate may very well destroy us all.


How do we make her see that we did it to save her? To save ourselves. Unta asked. We did not put Chetak on this path; King Resumar did by his own actions!

Tablina’s head came up quickly. Do not speak of what you do not know Unta! She snapped. You were not even born when Resumar did what he did!

After what we have endured all these centuries I do not care why he did it! We have an opportunity to change it now. Chetak’s Blood Oath will ultimately lead our people and Isheeni’s kind to freedom. If we have to do this… regardless of how vile it is… she will have to endure. 
That is easy for you to say Unta. You are not the one who has to endure.

Six thousand years of our daughters being forced against their will! Six thousand years of Isheeni’s kind being hunted and killed until there are barely a few hundred left. She will live… and she will not have to bear Joric’s child. That is far more than I can say for many of our daughters. The King will find a new mate of Pureblood. She will be alive and we will finally be free.

Will we? Tablina replied softly. Or will we have become exactly what we have reviled all these years?
