CHAPTER FOUR
ENURRUA


The sea crashed into the rocky shores on the west side of his estate sending mountains of spray spilling over the huge boulders. The day had been exceptionally hot, a premonition of what was to come perhaps, but as the twin moons cast their glow on the horizon and began their climb into the star filled sky the coolness of the ocean breeze swept over him. His dark eyes gazed at the raging white caps of the ocean, and he thought back on the nearly eleven thousand years he had waited for this moment to come.

The events of that day so long ago were etched into Chetak’s memories as well as his body. As he fingered the long jagged scars under his velvet shirt he could still feel the tear of those black claws and the shredding of those white fangs. He could still see her billowing black hair and those deep dark eyes that had so captivated him as she was led away. She did not even look back on him as she held tightly to the arm of his attacker who was now her mate and the pain of that wound burned more than any of the physical ones. He could have offered her so much more; thousands of years of life and dozens of strong children with wealth beyond her dreams. She had taken that foolish concept of love over what he had offered her, and now she was reaping the awards of her decision. She was dead and buried with the wolf who had taken her from him in an act of betrayal of the old ways, their very culture and traditions. And she had allowed it.

That single event had caused the schism among their people, old versus new, future versus past, emotion versus instinct. Everything they had to endured, the hardships and pain, the deaths and the battles, everything had led them to this point. And now he would take his revenge. The grandson of his vilest enemy was returning to take his place as King of their people, and more than anything he wanted to inflict upon him the pain that he had felt all those years ago. He had grown rich and powerful beyond imagination using his families' skills and those of the nine families that had followed his father that day, to build what they had here. He had taken over the family nearly ten thousand years ago with the death of his father at the hands of the High Coven. He and those that followed him escaped the slave ships to wander the stars selling their skills to the highest bidder. He had avoided the Vampire Coven at times, and had even worked for them through the years to safeguard what they were building. Many of their people had died at his hand, or due to his actions and betrayal. That mattered not to him.

They had come to this planet and began rebuilding, once more snatching slaves from across the universe in daring raids to work their lands. They had grown powerful and rich, mainly due to the abundance of Dragons on this world. Creatures never known to exist before he and his people arrived and began hunting them and selling their bodies and bones and eggs. They began opening trade routes with dozens of worlds, and as they grew in power they began building their own Empire. 
It was an Empire which he now controlled with an iron grasp. 
It was no where near as vast as the Lycavorian Union that the traitors to their own kind had built. They had a dozen worlds, while the Union had reign over thousands. They had their own military, powerful ships they had purchased from any who would sell to them, yet it did not match the thousands of ships of the Lycavorian Union. They had thousands of slaves, while the Union abhorred slavery, and they had a Secret Police that was even more savage and brutal than the Vampire's High Guard. They had all this, and the revenge still burned in him brighter than any sun. 

He turned as he caught the scent and watched as his oldest son moved confidently along the pier towards him. He watched him walk purposefully, tall and proud. Standing nearly six feet three inches tall, his dark brown hair billowing in the wind, he was the mirror image of his father, and every ounce as cruel and brutal. He was a large wolf, almost as large as his father now and very powerfully built. He was the oldest of the nineteen children he had sired with four different females over the years, and he would follow his father to the ends of the universe if he asked him too. His son was their people's military commander and had seen almost as much death and agony as he had, and he had lived to go on. 

Their dark eyes met as his son stopped in front of him and gazed evenly at his father.

“All is ready father.” He spoke quickly yet confidently.

“Our Intelligence is accurate then Joric? There can be no mistakes in this plan.” He asked.

Joric nodded his head, “Completely father. His ship will arrive on Apo Prime within the week. Our people were able to bury this within some routine transmissions. She is showing more and more the signs of the Lunmai, and no one seems the wiser.” He spoke holding up the small data pad. “The other information was easy enough to confirm.”

“And they will not become any wiser because they have long forgotten the old ways and signs.” Chetak spoke. “I would be surprised if any were old enough that recognize what she is now going through. Let the grandson of Resumar enjoy it while he can, for when she reaches full phase she will become yours.”


“You are sure they will not protest this father?” Joric spoke.


Chetak shook his head. “They will do nothing. They have given choice to their females… and this wench will have chosen you Joric. Even they can not debate that with what they will see with their own eyes. Within two weeks you say?”

Joric nodded again. “If our contacts are correct she will come into full phase within two weeks of arriving on Apo Prime. He has been busy with the trappings of state attempting to learn all he can before arriving, and the fever burns in her now. Even her trysts with the Hadarian upaee Queen are not curbing the fever.” (Bitch)

“And it will not curb the fever because she needs a male of her species to do that.” Chetak spoke with a sadistic grin. “Tablina delivered the serum to you?”


Joric nodded. “She told me what to do and when; at the greeting of dignitaries two days before the Acceptance Ceremony. Within hours the fever will burn so badly she will take any male that mounts her. And I intend to be that male. The three days prior to that, I will be giving her tukanna lorev on a number of things that we have discovered about her loyal King and lover. All the while conveniently being where she is scheduled to be.”

“And it will be gone from her system in hours?” Chetak spoke. “So I can offer them a sample of her blood before we take her back with us as further proof of her “choice” of mates.”

Joric nodded, “Completely undetectable and untraceable. It will do what it's designed to do and be gone from her system within hours, Tablina assured me of that. I am ready father.” He spoke calmly. “And I am not afraid.”

“You should be son.” He spoke softly. “You are going into the heart of our enemies' lands and realm of control. Do not take this lightly; I have waited far too long for my revenge.”

“Have I ever failed you father?” Joric asked.

He looked at his son. “No you have not.”

“Then trust in me now.” Joric said.

He turned and they began to walk back along the pier towards their massive home. “What of our petition for entry into the Union? That will be your cover.”

“It is on schedule father. Our contact within the Union Senate assures us it will be reviewed and passed within the next day or so. Well before I arrive. There will be an official ceremony welcoming us to the Union with a dozen other worlds the day after the King’s Acceptance Ceremony. Here is where you would have been welcomed personally if we were still there.” Joric answered.

Chetak grinned. “They won’t be welcoming me after what we intend, but by then it will be too late. All of our assets in the Union are secured correct?” Chetak asked. “We can not afford to lose them when we are finished. We will need them in the months ahead. They provide a great deal of the wealth we have now, especially for the other families. Everything must be in order.”


“Our people have covered our tracks well father.” Joric spoke. “I know these things concern you, but we have handled it. Will you tell the other families what we are doing?”


Chetak shook his head. “They will know only that she came in to Lunmai, and chose you as her mate. How we helped that decision to come to pass is not their concern.”

“We must keep that from them.” Joric spoke nodding his head. “They might become restless if they discover we are violating the very laws we profess to follow.”

Chetak laughed and squeezed his son’s arm. “Good my son, you are learning what it takes to be a leader.” He said. “Contact our man within the Union Senate once more and insure everything is in place. I want no mistakes.”

“He assures us because of our petition we will be more than welcome father, but I will speak with him this night to confirm it to your satisfaction.” Joric replied. “An invitation will be waiting for me when I arrive. Do you think they will go through with it after what we do?”

“What choice do they have?” Chetak spoke. “They will lose face if it is not done soon after he returns. And once it is done, his hands will be further tied against any actions his revenge may push him towards, especially because we will be part of their precious Union, at least for a time. And with the other things we have learned… they will not risk that information getting out.”


“You do still intend to release it don’t you father?” Joric asked.


“Of course I do. I plan to insure that he is brought to his knees in every way.” Chetak spoke.


“And the ultimate prize will be when we announce I have impregnated his precious former Queen with my offspring.” 

“Excellent. You have done me proud my son. Make sure our ship is ready for departure the moment I see the look on his face and tell him we are taking his mate.” Chetak said. “I don’t want to spend anymore time on that foul planet than necessary.”

“There is one other thing father.” Joric spoke holding out the small holo imager. He activated it to reveal the image of the middle aged woman. “It has been confirmed she is alive and living on this planet Earth. Sparta… I believe the city is called. We already have a ship there. They arrived only two days ago to begin talks of trade and such. This world and system has a huge abundance of Talracian Ore. If we could somehow work a deal for this ore we can create near impervious armor for our ships with the forging method we have discovered. Rommna is handling the negotiations with the she-elfs the fool left in charge.”

Chetak nodded. “Now that is a find.” He spoke. “Make sure Rommna knows he is to acquire this ore no matter what. Pay what they ask… I don’t care. And if added persuasion is needed he is authorized to do so. Let us make our plans for the woman as well, but she can not be targeted until after our business on Apo Prime. Make that clear to Rommna as well.” He replied evenly. “Come… we will enjoy some entertainment before you have to depart to claim your new mate.”
LEONIDAS I

“TWO WEEKS!” Martin snapped throwing the data pad across the private officer’s lounge and letting it smash against the bulkhead, “Two nubou weeks! I feel like I’m back in the Naval War College! My eyeballs are starting to hurt from reading!”


“Oh I remember those days.” Anja spoke softly looking at Seanna who was sitting along the wall near the food dispenser. Seanna matched her smile.


“Martin Leonidas… you will watch your language!” Gorgo snapped sternly from across the table.


Martin looked at her as Anja and Riall sat there and grinned. “What? What did I say?”

Gorgo looked at him oddly. “That… that word you just used. You don’t know what it means?”


Martin looked confused. “What word?”


Gorgo looked at Riall quickly. “You… you just used a word from our language.” She spoke, “Our people’s language. It hasn’t been spoken regularly in nearly six thousand years. The only people who can speak it now are the scholars and professors at the universities on Apo Prime and assorted other worlds, perhaps a few hundred Lycavorians at most.”


Martin looked at her. “So? You obviously speak it mother.”


Gorgo rolled her eyes. “I am a teacher at the main university Martin, when I’m not chasing you across the stars.”


“I said what I thought.” Martin told her. “And my opinion still stands! I want a break… I want to walk around the ship… meet the crew… talk to the crew… anyone besides these damn data pads! And I’d like to have the energy to do more than flop on my bed between my Queens and pass out if you get my drift!”


Riall nearly dropped the mug of coffee he was holding and Anja turned a bright shade of red. Gorgo glared at her mate as she got to her feet and moved to where her son stood. She reached up to touch his face. 


“Martin this is all information you need to know.” She spoke.


“I realize that… but if my brain gets any more of this information I’m going to start walking around this ship singing twinkle twinkle little star.” Martin said.

Gorgo looked at him oddly. “What is that, a song of some kind?”


Martin opened his mouth to explain and then closed it, “Never mind.” He spoke. He moved back to the chair and slumped into it. 


“There is much more to being a King than killing the enemy.” Gorgo spoke calmly. “You must be diplomatic and confident in what you say and do. There are over nine hundred species within the Union, all of them with their own traditions, their own cultures…”


“Yeah I know.” Martin spoke picking up the data pad and looking at Anja; her honey scent in the room was driving him mad. “We have the Tehi species… they live primarily underwater, their diet consists of mostly large kelp plants and they need an oxygen/nitrogen mixture to breath on land. Then we have the Rodnali species… who actually look like the dinosaurs from Earth’s past except they walk on two legs, which is scary to say the least if you have seen some of the dinosaurs they discovered after you left mother. They walk around with heat lamps over their bodies most of the time. Then we have the amphibian species the Icthyo… who are basically a less evolved race of reptilians who carry small rodents in their pockets to munch on at meetings!” Martin looked at Gorgo who was wearing an extremely stern expression on her face, her arms folded across her chest. “And last but certainly not least…” He looked back to Anja. “We have the bird race called the Ick… ickta… ah fuck it… the bird people! They don’t have any eyes, and they speak through their damn noses!” Martin tossed the pad to the desk and looked at his mother. “How the hell do you talk to someone who speaks through their nose? You ever talk to someone who speaks through their nose mother, cause I sure as hell haven’t.”

Anja couldn’t help herself now and burst out into a roaring laughter that soon had everyone in the room, including the usually very stoic Seanna laughing uproariously. Gorgo tried to keep a straight face and found she could not and she had to sit down on the edge of the desk and join the laughter as Martin slumped back into the chair a pouty expression on his face.


It took several moments for Gorgo to bring her laughter under control and regain her composure. She looked at her son in the chair and couldn’t help but notice the similarities to his father.


“You are so much like your father.” She said softly.


“Did you badger him endlessly with this kind of stuff?” Martin asked.


Gorgo smiled and nodded her head, “Every day.” She replied.


Martin got up and moved to the large window and gazed at the passing stars. They had just completed the jump through the gate and were now moving at a leisurely speed of three times the speed of light towards the new Gate. 


Two weeks he had nothing to do but study diplomatic procedures and traditions; learning the financial status of the Union, the strength of their currency, treaties and alliances. The only times he had any interest were when he and Admiral Ceneu would go over the deployments of High Coven forces. They hadn’t tried to take any ground while the Union forces remained in their staging areas, and with only a few skirmishes along the borders and on several planets, their was no major combat going on. The Coven was probing, Ceneu had said.


Dysea spent almost all her time with Legsim and when she wasn’t with him, she was training with Isabella. Anja worked every day in the medical center with Seanna, normally reviewing medical files and new discoveries. Aricia was the only one who had relatively nothing to do, and even she was acting strange. All she wanted to do lately was jump his bones, and while Martin didn’t find that in any way wrong, it was becoming taxing. She was always prodding for more, even when she knew he had been knee deep in work throughout the day and part of the evening. He hadn’t been able to steal any time with any of them in the last week, usually not returning to their quarters until they were already asleep, and then leaving before they were up in the morning.

Martin felt his mother come up behind him and put her hand on his shoulder.


“Your father hated this as well Martin.” She said softly. “As did your grandfather if history is correct. That is what made them such good politicians.”


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


“Your father always said something to your brother when he was preparing him for his Agoge.” Gorgo spoke. “Fight with your head…”


“Lead with your heart.” Martin finished. Gorgo nodded and smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] I am terrified mother.

Gorgo glanced quickly at Anja. She immediately understood and got to her feet, motioning Riall and Seanna out of the room. Gorgo waited until the door closed behind them.


“What terrifies you Martin?” She asked.


“I’ve never been responsible for this many people.” He spoke, “So much balancing on my word, my actions. I’m not real sure I like that kind of power.”


“You have others who make decisions as well Martin. They will help you. Guide you.” Gorgo spoke.


Martin nodded quickly. “And they will look to me too correct?”


Gorgo nodded. “Yes.”


“You see.” He spoke moving away from the window. “I can adapt and change without thinking; I’ve done it all my life. But this… I don’t want this power. I don’t want the futures of so many people teetering on my words. It’s too much power for one man.”


Gorgo smiled gently and stepped up to him. She took his face in her hands and kissed his forehead, “And that my son… that is why you will make a wonderful King.”


Martin looked at her. “Is that supposed to make me feel better?”


Gorgo shook her head. “No. But it is the truth.” She took his hand in hers. “This is important my son, but I have badgered you endlessly for two weeks now. I apologize for that. Go… do what you want today… spend time with your Queens. We will continue tomorrow.”

Gorgo couldn’t help but chuckle at the look in his eye as he bolted for the door.


Anja laid on the bed, her naked flesh pressed against Martin’s, the sheet barely covering their cooling skin. Her Persian red hair was wildly askew, lying across her shoulder and part of his abdomen. The soft sheet covered only his waist and draped across her lower body halfway. She cold feel the weight of Dysea’s body pressed up against her back, sleeping blissfully, while Aricia’s sleeping form was spread across half of Martin’s legs, his left hand stroking the skin of her shoulder.

She looked up into his face as her fingers traced the numerous scars on his abdomen and chest, his eyes closed but the rise and fall of his broad chest indicating to her that he was very much awake. His face was more relaxed than she had seen it in the past two weeks and he knew he was relaxing in the aftermath of what they had experienced the last three hours. Anja smiled as she inhaled deeply, her wolf nose picking up the scents of all of them mingled in the room, and the smell of sex lay heavy in the air. And incredible sex it had been.


The moment he had called to them after escaping his mother, they had responded as if the hounds of hell were on their heels. Their mate was calling them, and while they had been doing other things, they needed him just as much as he needed them. The last two weeks had been hard on all of them, and the moment they felt his aura sweep over them with its warmth, love and desire, they responded in kind. It had been hot and furious the past three hours, a tangle of bodies, lips and tongues, kisses and hands. He had taken all of them more than once, and they had taken him as well as each other. Anja smiled as the memories caused slight swells of pleasure to course through her still heated body. She knew it was due to her Hadarian genes that she wasn’t passed out in blissful contentment like Aricia and Dysea around them. The Hadarian part of her allowed her to recover almost as fast as Martin from physical exertion, even the sexual kind.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What are you smiling at? His deep voice filled her thoughts as he spoke only to her so as not to wake Aricia and Dysea. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] I’m just thinking of how my life has turned out. Anja answered. Discovering all that we have discovered these past months, it’s kind of overwhelming. I do know what you are going through Marty. Feeling what I feel for you, for Aricia and Dysea. It drives me batty at times too, especially now with Seanna teaching me about what I can do?

[Mindvoice Shielded] She seems competent.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh she is… no doubt about that. She looks at me… she looks at me like I’m some sort of godly person though. Her Queen… ultimate healer… sometimes she makes me uncomfortable. Not in a bad way… just strange.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Can you ask for another of these Mage Warriors?

Anja shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Oh it’s not that Marty; she knows what she is about, don’t get me wrong. It’s just that… she’s almost childlike in her questions. How we met… what are you like… tell her about the battles on earth, stuff like that? 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Why does she want to know about me?

[Mindvoice Shielded] She wants to know about you because of me. I’m her Queen… and according to her she needs to know everything about me, and those I have around me.

Martin rolled his eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] A baby Andreus I take it, until he grew out of it.

Anja nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] A little yeah; I never had someone willing to die for me following me around everywhere I go until all of this happened. Now I have Seanna and Atropos.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you regret all of this Anja?

Anja shook her head quickly. [Mindvoice Shielded] I will never regret anything Martin, not one bit of anything that has happened. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] I’ve always thought that I would be fighting all of my life until someone got lucky and took me out. Now I find out all of this and realize that I have to act like what I so came to hate working in the Navy.


Anja nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Seanna is no politician really. And she has told me far more than that Hadarian Ambassador I’ll tell you that.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Anja… 


[Mindvoice Shielded] They want me to keep secrets from you and the others Martin. Something to do with following what your grandfather did. Apparently there has never been a Hadarian King or Queen who is part wolf. They don’t like the fact you and I are connected in that way.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Has Seanna done anything to…?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh it’s not her. Anja answered quickly. I get the sense from her she is only interested in serving me in any way. She’s never lied to me, that much I know… and…

[Mindvoice Shielded] What?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia and I find her deliciously tasty. She told him with a smile.

Martin looked at her his eyes going wide and then a smile played across his lips as well. [Mindvoice Shielded] Man I’ve turned you two into a couple of sex hounds.

Anja laughed within their connection and kissed his bare chest softly. [Mindvoice Shielded] Maybe… or maybe you just unlocked something that was inside us all along. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] Well… I’m not going to tell you how to go about that. That’s way too far out of my realm.


[Mindvoice Shielded] C’mon… tell me you don’t find her in the least bit attractive.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I didn’t say that. He spoke with a smile. She smells nice and I’d be lying if I didn’t say taking a bite out of her isn’t appealing, but that is something I’ll never do. I don’t need too. I have the three of you.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You’ll have Isabella too. I know Dysea has been spending a lot of time with her. She seems to be warming up to us.


Martin nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Something happened to her when she was still under her father’s influence I think. Part of me wants to know what…part of me doesn’t.


[Mindvoice Shielded] So you don’t have a problem if Little Wolf and I want to pursue Seanna in that way?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Why would I? You two are adults.

[Mindvoice Shielded] We just wanted to be sure and didn’t know how to approach you about that. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] I’d have a problem if you wanted to jump Tezu’s bones…


Anja pinched his left nipple hard and saw him wince. [Mindvoice Shielded] That’s not even funny. She spoke. None of us would ever do that Martin. We love you too much. And you are our mate. I don’t think we could.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I know… I was kidding.


[Mindvoice Shielded] It wasn’t funny. She told him sternly.


Martin looked at her. [Mindvoice Shielded] I’m sorry. He spoke kissing her head. Have you noticed anything different about her? Aricia I mean? 


[Mindvoice Shielded] You mean that she has been highly oversexed these last couple of weeks? Yeah… I noticed. Can’t say I minded though. Anja answered with a smile.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Her scent is different though. Martin spoke. It’s sweeter lately, stronger.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I noticed that too. She had a medical check up before we left.

Martin looked at her. [Mindvoice Shielded] Medical checkup… what do you mean?


Anja nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Someone from the ship here called down and wanted to give her an exam. I went with her; there was nothing unusual about it. Just a Standard exam


[Mindvoice Shielded] I didn’t know that.


[Mindvoice Shielded] It was standard stuff Marty, don’t worry. She’s fine.

Martin looked at her. [Mindvoice Shielded] Anja… they are your people. I will not tell you how to deal with them or treat them. If they ask you for something you are not comfortable doing… then don’t do it. I will never break an agreement made by my grandfather, regardless of what it was. It appears he was far more politically astute than I will ever be.

Anja nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] I’ll see what they say when I talk to Tezu on Apo Prime. She told him. I understand that elf female pilot’s father is rendezvousing with us tomorrow. For’mya is her name.

Martin nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yeah… I don’t know how well that’s going to go over. Dysea is going to be with me for that one. It ought to be interesting.

Anja’s hand slid lower over his abdomen. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then maybe we should make sure you are very relaxed.

What are you doing?



Oh… this and that.

Martin closed his eyes as her soft hand began to stroke his hardening cock. You have turned into a sex hound!


Anja gasped herself as she felt the warmth of lips caress the inside of her leg. She glanced down quickly and saw Dysea’s emerald green eyes gazing up at her from between her thighs with hunger in them.


Yes she has!


We all have! Aricia’s voice sounded as her hand joined Anja’s on Martin’s now very hard shaft, and her body pressed up against his other side. You do this to us!  

Three on one! That’s not fair odds! Martin protested.


You’ll survive. You will be spent… but you will survive Nauta Melme. Dysea spoke just before plunging her tongue into Anja’s depths and seeing Anja and Aricia wrap their lips around Martin’s cock.

Martin’s eyes flew open at the first touch of their lips on his pulsing shaft and his hands dropped to their heads entwining his fingers in their silky hair.


Dysea was right. He was spent when they were done… five hours later… but he did survive.

ASH FORK SETTLEMENT

EARTH

“I don’t know why you won’t take my transmissions Nya Istel.” Tarifa’s voice filled her ears. “It’s been almost three weeks since you left and I haven’t received one reply from you. When I call they tell me you are out in the field. What have I done Aihola? Something is wrong and you need to tell me. I miss you Mistress.” Aihola’s eyes closed as Tarifa said that and she took a deep breath to ease the ache in her heart. 
“We… we have begun the rebuilding projects my love. More and more new people arrive almost every day. Selene and I are meeting with Lycavorians today. Martin’s people… but they aren’t part of the Union. I wish you were here, you are better at reading people than I am. They seem friendly enough… but I…” Tarifa turned her head in the transmission and spoke to someone. She nodded and turned back. “I must go Nya Istel… please… if you care for me Aihola… please tell me what I have done wrong.”

Aihola clicked off the disc and sat back on the bed, “Nothing my Tarifa.” She whispered. “You have done nothing wrong.”

“Why are you here Aihola?” The voice spoke.


Aihola turned her amber eyes toward the open door of the small apartment and she saw Hwia standing in the doorway. It had taken her this long to get the Drow Elder to call her by her name when they were alone, and now it seemed the woman wouldn’t leave her alone.


“What do you mean?” Aihola asked as she tucked the transmission disc into her bag.


“What do I mean?” Hwia spoke as she entered the room. “You know very well what I mean.”

“This is where I belong Hwia.” Aihola spoke, “With my people.”


“Our people have always been called to challenge Aihola, and when the King offered them the opportunity for that in the stars, fully half our people took it. They saw him on that field that day and knew everything you had told us was true. Those of us that remain here are doing what we have always wanted to do. Live in peace and raise our children. There are almost no Drow warriors here; they are now in the stars above us in some distant place. You do not belong here child. You belong with her.” Hwia came fully into the room.

“I thought you didn’t approve of my relationship with Tarifa.” Aihola spoke getting to her feet.


“I didn’t… until I saw how much that woman loves you Aihola. Not as her Mistress… which you are, and she makes no bones about that… but as her soul mate. The two of you were meant to be together.” Hwia spoke. “What is holding you back from going to her? She needs you child; can you not hear it in her voice?”


“I hear it!” Aihola snapped. “And it rips my heart from me every time I hear her voice!”


“Then why?”


“Why?” Aihola said viciously. “I’ll tell you why. How do you tell the woman that you love more than your own life… your own breath that you took from her the man she loved?” Aihola screamed. “That you killed him! That you took the blood from his body that could have saved him. That I took it to save myself! So I would not… so I would not lose her!”


“You sound so sure that she loved this man Aihola.” Hwia spoke. “How do you know that?”


“He made her like him!” Aihola said. “He made her a wolf. I could see the joy in her eyes when she ran with him. The way she acted with him. I am not blind!”


“Then why does she send you two messages a day Aihola?” Hwia asked. “If she loved this man so… why are you the first thing she thinks of in the morning and the last thing she thinks of at night? I know that is when her transmissions to you come in, every day since you have been gone. And yet you do nothing.”


“I can’t face her!” Aihola said. “I can’t!”


“I have spoken with Lynwe in Eden City.” Hwia said. “I have also spoken with the senior medic under War Master Tareif.”


Aihola looked at her, “For what purpose?”


“You did not kill Dekton Aihola.” Hwia spoke.


“What do you know? You weren’t there!”


Hwia shook her head. “No I wasn’t. But I believe the reports filed by the medics that treated you and Tarifa, and the one that interned Dekton’s body. You took three pints of her blood Aihola, three. That’s how close to death you were. If she wasn’t an elf it’s very possible she would not have survived. When Dekton’s body was recovered it was discovered that one of the rounds that hit him took with it a large piece of his heart, and it fused open the wound so that his wolf healing system could not repair it. When you bit him Aihola, when he told you to take his blood, there was hardly any left in him for you to take.”

“That’s not true!” Aihola snapped.


Hwia held up the data pad. “Isn’t it? Here is the report, signed by Queen Anja herself. You know her better than I, would she have signed off on this if it was not the truth?” Aihola stood there silently. “Would she have?” Hwia snapped now.


“No!” Aihola answered. “Ok… no she wouldn’t have!”


Hwia held up the second data pad. “This is from Lynwe.” She said. “It is a request for me to talk with you and tell you that Tarifa isn’t eating, isn’t sleeping and is beginning to snap at people for no reason. The two of you are at your strongest when you are together child. You…”

“I am the Queen of the Drow!” Aihola snapped.


Hwia shook her head. “The Queen of the Drow would not act as you are acting. She would be strong and she would return to Eden City and claim what she knows is hers. She would not let this woman grieve to the point that it will kill her.” Hwia walked up to Aihola and took her hands. “Do you love this woman Aihola?”


Aihola nodded slowly her amber eyes moist. “Then act like the Queen you are and go to her. When you are together you are strongest, and that is what we need now. We need you, Tarifa and Selene at your very strongest so that we can rebuild this world how it was meant to be.” Hwia smiled to herself. “Never once in all my years would I have imagined the Drow would play such a large role in our future. Yet Selene is the submissive to Lynwe, and willingly so… not forced and without love, something that has been missing from our people for centuries, but willingly and with love. It is no different than Tarifa is with you child. She needs you Aihola, just as you need her.”


“Will… will she forgive me Hwia?”


“If there was anything to forgive Aihola… she would do this in a heartbeat. But you carry a guilt that is not yours to carry. Tarifa knows that… you just need to realize that for yourself, and the only way you will realize that is to go to her and let her show you.”  

“I will… I will need a Raptor.” Aihola spoke. “There… I sent mine back.”


Hwia smiled. “I know… that is why I recalled it.”


Aihola turned and saw Cathy appear in her doorway, beginning to show the first signs of her pregnancy, and looking radiant. Cathy smiled and waved, “One way service to Eden City sitting on the pad.” She spoke with a smile.


Aihola looked at Hwia. “You…”


“Go claim what is yours my Queen. Bring her back here… just the two of you so that you both can heal and we can move forward. Or better yet… go to Sparta. I understand it is beautiful there and you need time for just the two of you, if only a few days.” Hwia spoke. “All you need do; is follow what is in your heart.”

Aihola nodded. “I have been such a fool.”

“Three minutes after you say the word Aihola, we’ll be airborne!” Cathy spoke.


“Wait… you… you can still fly?” Aihola spoke looking at her.


Cathy laughed. “What… this?” She asked putting her hand on her slightly swollen belly. “If I stopped flying because of this I would drive Leland absolutely crazy at home; its twins by the way… boys. Leland practically fell out of his chair he was so happy. They will be the first children born in Eden City from an elf and a human. Endith and Tina have started helping Ben to get our air power back up training new pilots and he figured I could use the training time on Raptor since I’ve been flying transports for so long. Go figure.”


Aihola looked at Hwia. “Thank you Hwia.”

Hwia smiled. “Go! Go claim your mate Aihola, Queen of the Drow.” She spoke.

LEONIDAS I

“Do not bring up what role For’mya is fated to play in his life in the future.” Gorgo told L’tian.

L’tian looked at her, his dark eyes hard. 

He was the senior elfin ambassador and politician in the Union at nearly five thousand years old. He was a average height, his sandy blond hair cut short, the immaculately trimmed beard and mustache giving him a distinguished look. He was also very angry at the moment.

“He has a need to know!”


Gorgo looked at him quickly. “He does not need to know that right now!” She snapped. “He is struggling with trying to learn so much more that he will need to know as King, and that is a burden he does not need to bear now!”


“It is not a burden! It is something that was started by Resumar and the remaining elf leaders long before you ever returned to our people Gorgo and…”


Gorgo stepped forward quickly and was in his face in a moment. “Do not attempt to relate our history to me L’tian!” She barked angrily. “I spend days teaching our history to our children. Elf children as well… and I know it far better than you. It is well known your daughter has no desire to take the position you feel she must. It is you who pushes this forward, not her!”


“It is her station!” L’tian hissed.


“No! It is a station you are forcing her into. A station your people forced Resumar to take for some reason which I can not fathom.” Gorgo spat. “Resumar did not want it… but he accepted it because it was what your people wanted and it was a way for him to honor the Royal family that the Coven took from you. Now… now you use it as a means to garner favor among the Senate, using the position your daughter does not want to influence decisions and policy.”


“How dare you…”


“I dare because it is the truth!” Gorgo spoke.


Riall stepped forward quickly. “Gorgo perhaps this is not…”


“No Riall… this is exactly the time.” Gorgo spoke. “You insistence on this ridiculous position has turned your daughter into an arrogant spoiled child L’tian. She is the finest STRIKER AT pilot we have, of that there is no doubt, but she is pompous and has no care for others feelings or position.”

“You should speak with care of my daughter Gorgo.” L’tian spoke his voice low, and angry.


“I will speak of your daughter however I wish!” Gorgo spat, “Because it is the truth. Do you want to know of her actions in the Battle for Earth L’tian? We discovered another female elf pilot, an elf pilot that happened to teach herself how to fly one of the STRIKERs we left on Earth. And not just any pilot, but the pilot of the King. And she could not only fly it, but make it do things your daughter could not imagine. She watched the man she loved shot down in front of her very eyes. He was later recovered and found alive, but your daughter’s first action was not to console this fellow elf, but to berate her for flying her STRIKER better than her! That is what your ambitions have turned your daughter into!”


“And now she is a prisoner of the Coven for being forced to take part in a wild mission thought up by one of Isabella’s vampire soldiers! A mission that she should not have been involved in! She’s a pilot, not a ground soldier.” L’tian replied heatedly. “I came here to deliver a message from the elfin delegation, and I will deliver that message.”


“So let’s hear this message.” Martin’s voice echoed from behind them, causing all of them to turn quickly and see him standing there. Dysea stood beside him, her platinum blond hair shiny in the light and holding tightly to his hand.


L’tian did a double take when he saw Martin, not only because of his resemblance to King Resumar, but because of his sheer size. Dysea looked tiny compared to him. Gorgo stepped around him quickly.


“Martin this is something that…” She started.


“No mother.” Martin spoke slowly. “I want to hear what the ambassador has to say. He seems to be very passionate about it.” 


L’tian took a deep breath and glanced at Gorgo before speaking, ignoring her look of warning. “I have come here to advise you my King that that the elfin delegation to the Union will attend your Acceptance Ceremony with great pleasure and honor.”


“But?” Dysea spoke now, her anger visible.


L’tian ignored her as well, not taking his eyes from Martin. “However… we will not recognize the female elf you have made a wolf as Queen until my daughter is returned to the Union alive and unharmed. If she is killed… we will hold you responsible for this and further action will be taken in regards to that determination at a later time.”


Gorgo’s eyes were wide, as were Riall’s, “L’tian how dare you come here and threaten him in this way!” Gorgo gasped. “This is totally improper and uncalled for!”


L’tian looked at Gorgo. “Is it?” He snarled. “My daughter has been captured by the High Coven because she was on the ship that he let escape. He gave them permission to leave in fact! He let them leave because the High Coven Princess he once shared a bed with was on that ship!”


“That is not true!” Dysea snapped coming forward.


“How did you discover that?” Riall demanded coming forward as well.


“How I discovered it is of no matter.” L’tian replied. “That I have discovered it is what is important. You were going to keep this fact from everyone weren’t you? Hide the fact that our King once shared a bed with the Vampire High Lord’s oldest daughter Yuri? How do you think that will look?”

“I will have you arrested for…” Gorgo started.


“Thank you Ambassador!” Martin spoke firmly, his voice carrying over everyone.


“Nauta Melme he…”


L’tian looked at Dysea when she spoke and his eyes darted to Martin. “Bounded love?” He said turning to Gorgo. “She does not know either does she?”


“Know what?” Dysea spoke.


“You…”


Martin stepped up close to L’tian stopping him from speaking. “Ambassador… you have delivered your message. Thank you. I’m sure we’ll discover exactly what this is all about when you leave.”


“I wish to be here for that.” L’tian spoke.


“What you will do is leave now Ambassador L’tian.” Martin said. “I’m not giving you a choice.”

Dysea pulled on his arm. “Nauta Melme…”


“I’m fine Melda Min.” He replied his eyes never leaving L’tian. “Good day Ambassador L’tian. It’s been a pleasure to meet you.”


L’tian held his gaze with Martin for a moment longer and then bowed his head. “Very well sire. I will take my leave of you now. I will contact you when you arrived on Apo Prime.”


Martin took a deep breath as L’tian walked out of the room, calming his anger and feeling Dysea’s aura sweep over him soothing him as well. He opened his eyes as the door slid shut and he looked at his mother.


“Perhaps you had better explain to me what exactly is going on here mother.” Martin spoke. “That way… when I lose my temper… I’ll know whose ass to take a big old bite out of.”


Gorgo and Riall could both sense the simmering anger under the surface and the fact that Martin was keeping it very tightly controlled. Dysea however was not.

“Yes.” Dysea spoke now. “I would like to know what is going on as well and quickly… for my patience is much shorter than Nauta Melme’s.”


Gorgo looked at them and pointed into the conference room. “You had better sit down.”


“Why do I get the feeling we ain’t gonna like what you are going to tell us?” Martin spoke.

Gorgo met his eyes, “Because you won’t.”


[Mindvoice Shielded] For’mya child?

For’mya groaned on the small metal bench cot she was curled up on. Her entire body ached, and she was weak from loss of blood. Dried blood dotted her skin around her nostrils and the corners of her lips where they had broken her nose and she had bitten into her own lips to keep from crying out when she tried to move too soon after her body had healed itself.


This time it had been the Princess and her vampire lover. Moran had beaten her before, but this was different. With the Yuri watching, he had taken great joy in landing blow after blow to her bruised body. She still retained the bruises over her dark eyes because they wouldn’t let her fully heal before beating her again. Then they had both fed on her, their vile faces on either side of her slim neck, their fangs biting deep until For’mya was near death. They had rutted like two savages in front of her as she lay there on the floor so close to the edge. It felt like hours had passed, her body healing the broken bones and cuts inflicted on her by his large fists, but the bruising remained.

These last two weeks the only peace For’mya had gotten was talking with Arzoal. Twice the High Coven Princess had tried to delve into her mind and twice she was repulsed, the last time causing her to have a splitting headache for two days. For’mya had paid for that, but it did two things for her. It gave her satisfaction and it proved to her that Arzoal was indeed a friend and helping in however she could.


[Mindvoice Shielded] They… they beat me again Arzoal. I… I hurt all over.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Child… I am so sorry I could not do more for you.

For’mya groaned as she shifted on the metal cot. [Mindvoice Shielded] You are helping… helping to protect my mind.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I wish I could do more my child.

[Mindvoice Shielded] You… you are here with me now. Is… is he coming Arzoal?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I can not penetrate his psychic shields For’mya. They are far too powerful for me to do that. I can detect only his surface thoughts, and even those are closely guarded. I am sorry child… I can not reveal myself to him until the time is right, and that is many months from now. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t… I don’t know if I will be able to stand much more of this Arzoal. For’mya spoke. Soon my… my body will not be able to heal. They… they are taking me to Laxnis II Arzoal. I can’t remember. I think that is what I overheard them say.  

[Mindvoice Shielded] This is not good I take it.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It… it is a prison planet. High Coven Immortals run it Arzoal. Do you know... 

[Mindvoice Shielded] I know what the Immortals are child.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Arzoal… they will… they will rape me, over and over. It is how they… how they break female elf prisoners. Arzoal… I don’t think I can stand that. I am strong… but… but not that strong.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Those… those who follow him draw close For’mya. You must be strong child. He will not… he will not abandon you.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Arzoal… I don’t… I don’t want to be his plaything. He has… he has an elf Queen. He does… he does not need me.

[Mindvoice Shielded] But he does child. As will the two Queens that accompany him in finding you. One you have met… the second you will meet. You and they have drawn closer to where my physical body is child and I am not as strained when I reach out now. I may not be able to touch him, but I have touched others close to him and those who would be his Queens. Would you like to see the man whose destiny you will be a part of?

[Mindvoice Shielded] It… it won’t change my mind Arzoal.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Perhaps not… perhaps it will. It is something you should know however.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I’ll do anything to forget the pain Arzoal.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Let your mind be free For’mya. Let me show you the King as others see him.
“What kind of political fallout can we expect if the elf delegation does this Deia?” Gorgo asked.

They sat in the conference room, Anja, Aricia and Isabella now with them as well as Gorgo and Riall. Gorgo had contacted Deia to get some sort of feel for what was happening on Apo Prime.

Deia shook her head. “I truly don’t know.” She replied. “The elf delegation has never done something like this before. L’tian has them in an uproar. He played on their connection to the past, their sense of honor, and he did a damn fine job of it. If they do not recognize Dysea as Queen, people will want to know why… demand to know why… and then everything will come out.”
Aricia sat to Martin’s right, the place it appeared that all of them had decided she would sit whether consciously or unconsciously. Anja sat to her right while Dysea sat to Martin’s left and Isabella to her left. The picture of the four of them there like that struck Gorgo for some reason.
Aricia and Anja wore angry expressions, obviously because they were the two more emotional of her son’s mates, while Dysea and Isabella were gazing at the data pad that sat on the table between them. It was For’mya’s military background and history.

“I don’t understand why it matters?” Aricia asked the question. “Why should anything Martin did before he discovered who he truly was matter to anyone? It does not matter to us.”

“Respectively Lady Aricia… all of you… including Isabella would now be considered biased.” Deia answered. “There are many species within the Union… many powerful species that were very nearly wiped out by the Coven. Many that suffered horribly under their thumb. Those species are not as forgiving or understanding as those of us in this room. To be honest… all of us are entering uncharted waters here.”

Martin looked at her. “Why?”


“Sire… there has never been an elf Queen, or a Hadarian Queen… or for that matter … more than one Queen. You must remember… your grandfather King Resumar was the one and only official and recognized King of the Union. Eliana was his Queen and For’mya’s ancestor was the King’s concubine.”


“Is this a ploy by the elves to replace Dysea?” Riall spoke.


“That will never happen.” Martin growled, “Never! I don’t care what anyone says or does. They can all have a nubou gai lozen for all I care! ” (Fucking heart attack)

Deia’s eyes went wide as Martin got to his feet in anger, and Dysea felt a surge of love through her. Not from Martin himself, but from the feeling that his words caused in her.


“Sire… you can speak… Milord… please it was not my intent to…” Deia stammered along before Gorgo shook her head. 


“Deia… I will explain that later… but he is not angry with you.” She spoke. “This is all overwhelming for him.”


“Overwhelming?” Martin spoke calmly. “No… this isn’t overwhelming to me. It’s a big anse tegra rie daanth if you ask me.” (Damn waste of time)

“Milord…” Deia started.


“No… no one will dictate to me!” Martin spat. “I was going to find his daughter anyway. Preferably alive since I’m the one who got her there in the first place, but if I need to make sure she is eliminated to protect what secrets we have you can damn well bet that is what I will do! You can tell L’tian and the elfin delegation that! Let them suck on that for a while! With the exception of the people in this room with me now, and a very few others, everyone I have ever come across in my life has manipulated me in some fashion! It stops now! I don’t want or need a concubine, period.”


“Sire… it is written into our constitution. There will always be a female elf bound to the Lycavorian King in this manner.” Deia spoke softly. “You have no choice. To attempt to not honor this would be the most devastating loss of face and honor to the elves that our people could ever do. Not to mention the ripples it will cause across the Union.”


“Sibfla!” Martin swore again and turned to look out the observation window. “And I’m not even King yet.”


“That… that is not entirely true either sire,” Deia spoke as all eyes turned to her image. “I had nothing to do with this, and I was out voted, but the moment word was received that you killed Xerxes, the full Union Senate voted and unanimously swore you in as King in absentia of your presence on Apo Prime.” She told them. “The Acceptance Ceremony… while an official function that is required… is only a formality now sire.”

“Nauta Melme do you love me?” Dysea asked turning to look up at him.


“Dysea!” All the other women in the room gasped at once.


Martin turned and looked into her emerald eyes. “Don’t even go there.” Martin said. “I know that look and I won’t allow it.”


“Neither will I.” Aricia snapped.


“Nor will I.” Isabella spoke quickly.

Dysea smiled and got to her feet. “I was not going to say what you think.” She spoke with a smile. “I would never let that happen either.”


“Then what were you going to say?” Martin asked cautiously.


“When we reach Apo Prime…” She said, “After the Acceptance Ceremony. Allow Bella and I to join Yuriko in the search for For’mya.”

“Why?” Martin asked.


“As much as your heart yearns to go… you can not. Your duties will not permit it. I am not so limited however. The Recognition Ceremony for Queens is not for at least six months Prime Minister, is that not correct?”


Deia nodded slowly, surprised that she knew that. “Yes Milady.”


Dysea nodded. “Then we have the time we need. When we find her… we call you… we rescue her and the problem is solved.”

“The problem is not solved.” Martin spoke. “I don’t want a concubine! That’s a big problem.”


Dysea stepped closer to him, placing her hands on his chest while he looked around the room. [Mindvoice Shielded] Nauta Melme look at me.


Martin did and Dysea smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] There is something about this she-elf that draws at you, as it draws at me and Bella. We have talked of it between us. And it is not just because you feel responsible for her capture.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t know what it is. He spoke softly. It’s… it’s a feeling nothing more. Like something is floating on the edge of my shields, just out of reach.

[Mindvoice Shielded] The same feeling that Bella and I have Nauta Melme and we don’t know why. I am not afraid Nauta Melme. I have your love… we have your love. That is all the strength we need. I sense For’mya needs all the strength she has and more. We can give it to her.

Martin looked at Isabella and she nodded her head almost as if knowing what Dysea was talking with him about. [Mindvoice Shielded] We will do it your way for now Melda Min. But I will not guarantee anything. And I will allow no one to separate us. Aricia and Anja would never allow it and I don’t believe Bella would either.

Dysea nodded slowly and reached up to kiss his lips softly. “That is all we ask.”


“Would someone care to let us know what you two were just talking about?” Gorgo asked slightly stunned at the ease with which they were able to block even her strongest of probes. It was as if they just casually disregarded her. It was the case with all of them, and that now included Isabella. She had tried on dozens of occasions to see if she could breach the psychic shields they put up when they spoke privately among each other, if only to try and measure their power. None of her attempts had succeeded, and she could almost feel the humor they felt at her attempts now. That above all else surprised and frightened her.

“No.” Martin and Dysea spoke at the same time as Anja, Aricia and even Isabella rose and moved around them.


Martin looked at Deia. “Prime Minister, please continue with your preparations as normal. We will be arriving in three days. We will talk more then.”


Deia nodded, “As you wish sire.”


Isabella swept her finger across the small map chart on the wall in her quarters. “Yuriko reports they are two weeks from Uryias Two. She is limiting their LSD jumps so as not to draw attention to her that they do not need.”


Dysea nodded slowly. “How long will she need to be on the surface of this world before she knows something?”


Isabella shrugged gently. “With the amount of Riyal or Ducat she can spread around now, I would estimate a few hours at most before she has a solid lead. If that information leads to Laxnis II, which I believe it will, we can rendezvous easily within two days of her message along the border here. Then it would just a matter of crossing this small portion of the Wilds and three days in Coven territory to the planet.”


“Why this world?” Dysea asked. “It seems awful close to Lycavorian territory.”


“Three reasons actually. Laxnis II is one of the most secure prisons that the Coven has.” She replied. “Defensive platforms and a full legion of my father’s Immortals to provide security. That does not include the prison staff. It is also the oldest of their prisons… and if it were to fall… my father would not be overly upset. We have not taken it before now because the cost did not outweigh what we would get out of it.” Isabella looked at her. “It is also the closest prison that specializes in breaking elves, specifically female elf pilots that are captured during battles.”


Dysea met her eyes evenly. “So it is not a vacation spot then?” She spoke with a smile.


Isabella chuckled softly. “No… it is not.” She said.


Dysea stood up and looked around her quarters slowly. They were immaculate and well kept; several holo images of Apo Prime and another planet on the walls and small tables. “In the almost three weeks since we have been on this ship Bella… you have never invited me to your quarters.”

“I did not think that Martin would want what we are planning to be public knowledge.” Isabella spoke. “I have full access to map charts and intelligence. It is better if we plan this outside the normal channels.”


“Yes I know.” Dysea spoke looking at her. “I just like getting another view of you Bella, and your quarters offer that view.”


Isabella stood up fully now away from the table. “They are Spartan in nature.” She spoke.


“Actually… I was going to say cozy.” Dysea said.


“My home on Apo Prime I have furnished with many items I purchased at the markets.” Isabella offered quickly. Hopefully… she realized with a startling revelation.


“I would like to see them Bella.” Dysea spoke moving closer to her. “But you won’t need them. You will live with us.”


“Dysea…” Isabella spoke. “I…”


“Why do you resist what your heart tells you?” Dysea asked softly. “I know you want too Bella. I can smell it all over you, but you fight it with every ounce of your being. Why? Does the thought of being with me… with Martin… is that so repulsive to you?”


Isabella met her emerald green eyes and found they were bringing down the last of her fading resistance quite easily. This elf female had made Isabella feel things she had never wanted to feel before now. Dysea accepted her completely for who she was, with no distaste in her beautiful eyes, no revulsion, and certainly no distrust. They had spent every waking minute when she wasn’t with Martin together, whether it be training or just eating and talking. She had discovered much about Dysea… and even more about herself. What she found most shocking about all of it was that she no longer found the idea of having this elf female in her bed disgusting. In fact… the previous night she had even dreamed of them together and it had been the most incredibly erotic dream of her life, especially after Martin had joined them in that same bed. Isabella knew there was no way Dysea’s wolf aura could affect her as it did Martin and Aricia and Anja. She was a vampire and immune to the effects that they could produce in a chosen mate of the Lycavorian species, yet standing so close to Dysea now she had no doubts the she-elf was affecting her, in the desire that gripped her belly for this platinum blond beauty.

“Dysea I…”


Isabella’s eyes flew open when she felt Dysea’s soft lips close over her own. They grew even wider when she felt Dysea’s tongue probing against her teeth and she relented without thinking. The moment Dysea’s warm tongue touched her own, Isabella’s vampire Princess Façade melted away in a blink. Her hands gripped Dysea’s arms and pulled her tighter, kissing her back hungrily, desperately, and she deepened the kiss when she heard Dysea moan in delight and press her body closer.


Isabella drank in the taste of Dysea’s sweet lips, feeling the crush of her breasts against her own, the lithe firmness of her legs as they wrapped slowly around her hip. Sensations like she had never known surged through her, wrapped around her.

And then they were gone.


Dysea stepped back quickly, her face flushed and her heart racing, that much Isabella could hear, even without her vampire hearing. “Bella… Bella I’m so sorry.” She gasped. “I didn’t… I didn’t want to pressure you! Not… not this way!”


Isabella gripped the side of the chart table as she looked at Dysea with wide hazel/green eyes, fighting to bring the surging pleasure in her body under control. She saw Dysea curse under her breath and begin to turn to leave her quarters.


“Dy… Dysea… wait?” She spoke quickly, not wanting her to leave.


Dysea stopped and Isabella could see her exhale heavily. “I’m sorry Bella.” She said finally. “I let my desire for you overrule my brain. It was foolish of me. I will leave you now and not bother you again.”


Isabella blurred in motion, using her vampire speed to move around in front of Dysea, and taking her hand, stopping her from touching the panel by the door. Dysea looked at her and Isabella saw the small tears in her eyes.


“You… you are crying Dysea. Why?”


Dysea chuckled and wiped her eyes. “Nauta Melme told me not to rush how I feel with you. That you… that you needed time to weigh in your mind what I wanted from you… and what you were able to give.” Dysea looked at her. “I should have listened to him.”

“Martin… Martin told you that?” Isabella asked incredulously.


Dysea nodded. “You’d be surprised how philosophical he can be sometimes. But only when he is in a very serious mood.” She said with a smile.


“When… when did he tell you that?” Isabella asked.


“The day after you came into our lives,” Dysea replied immediately.


“Dysea… you had only… you had only known me for a day.” Isabella spoke.


“No… we’ve known you for far longer than that Bella.” Dysea answered softly. “Since the moment Nauta Melme discovered who he truly was we’ve known. All of us have.”


“Known what?”


“That you would be with us,” Dysea spoke, “That you would share our lives with us.”


“Dysea… I am a… I am a vampire.” Isabella said.


Dysea’s eyes narrowed in confusion. “What the hell does that have to do with anything?” She asked. “We can not explain what we feel for each other Bella. We have stopped trying. It just is. Nauta Melme loves all of us Bella… all of us… even you, though Little Wolf holds a part of him we can not because she is full wolf like him. That has not stopped her from loving us. It has not stopped Melyanna and I from loving her. You became part of that when you received this.” Dysea touched the Shi Viska bridle under the thick sleeve of the body armor she wore. “And I knew that I would be with you, just as Melyanna and Little wolf share something special together, I hoped so would we. I ruined that with my actions just now, and I am so very sorry.”

“Dysea… I don’t know if… I don’t know if I can open my heart like that.” Isabella spoke. “I have never… I have never allowed anyone into my heart. Not since… not since my father killed my mother in front of me.”


Dysea smiled and reached up to stroke her cheek. “I know Bella. I understand, truly I do.”


“Dysea… I don’t want you to go.” Isabella spoke the words that felt so right. “Stay with me. Let me show you… let me show you who I am, if only a little at a time.”


Dysea’s smile was bright as she took Isabella’s hand and brought it to her cheek. “Oh you don’t know how happy that makes me Bella.”


“I will… I will make us some tea.” Isabella spoke. “Then perhaps I can show you who I am. And we can go from there.”

