EDEN CITY

Come to me Tarifa my slave; my love.


Tarifa’s head came up from the data pad she was reading, looking around the table at the others who sat with her. They had just completed a meeting with Administrator Coren, who was now walking around like a man who had won a great prize. He had cause to be happy, as he had gained approval from his company for what Tarifa and Selene had offered to them for the rebuilding of Earth, and even now, hundreds of ships were moving to Earth to begin the construction. As a side bonus for him, and to show him that whatever had happened in the past with elves, he would be treated fairly and more importantly first as far as Tarifa was concerned, and to prove that to him she had obtained Panos’s permission to use a STRIKER to transport Coren to Sparta for a two day stay in one of the more refined hotels Sparta had. Coren had stayed in much better facilities, but the gesture had the desired effect, and Coren was now very pleased with himself.

I have… I have been such a fool Tarifa.


Tarifa looked at Selene who was talking animatedly with Treblar and Senator Dilios who had come in for the official signings of the contracts. Selene detected her agitated state and looked up. 


“Tarifa… are you all right?” She asked.


Tarifa met her eyes. “Yes… I must be hearing things that’s all.”


Can you find it in your heart to forgive me?


Tarifa turned her head. Nya Istel?

“Tarifa… the Lycavorians are still requesting a meeting.” Selene spoke holding out the pad to her. “Do you want to schedule them for tomorrow? Tarifa…?” Selene turned her head again.


Can you forgive me for Dekton Tarifa? I do not wish… I do not want to lose you.


Nya Istel… I… I never blamed you for Dekton’s death! Why would you think such a thing? Is that… is that why you have been gone from me? Is that why you have stayed away?

I took the man you loved away from you Tarifa. Aihola’s voice spoke. I could see the joy in your… in your eyes… when you would run with him, when you would look at him. It broke my heart to know I took that from you.

Nya Istel… Nya Istel I have never blamed you for Dekton’s death. We loved him… you loved him and he loved us. With all that he was. What we shared was wonderful… but there is no blame to place here. He died protecting what he loved. He died protecting us. He would not want us apart Aihola. He knew we were strongest together.

He made you like him Tarifa.

And the half of you that is not vampire is now wolf because of him.  Nya Istel you are carrying something you should not carry. He… he was a Spartan Aihola. He would have given everything of himself to see us succeed. You know this as well as I.  

Selene turned and saw Tarifa sitting there at the table, as if lost in thought. She turned her eyes onto the large glass partition that separated them form the Command Center itself. Slowly, she let the smile wash across her face slowly and she held out her hand to cover Dilios’s rough palm. As he looked up at her he saw her eyes began to look out the conference room window, searching the command center through the massive glass partition. Then she saw her, blending into the shadows of the corner near the door.

I miss him Tarifa. And you are the one person in my life who understands and I have pushed you away. I don’t want this hole in my… in my heart when you are not with me. Aihola spoke.

Tarifa got to her feet slowly. Nya Istel… please… come back to me. I need you Aihola, just as much as you need me. We can not go on without each other. Dekton would not want us apart. 

“Tarifa...?” Selene spoke softly, seeing Tarifa’s head turn quickly to look at her. She motioned into the Command Center with her head and Tarifa followed her gaze through the large glass partition. Her sapphire eyes blossomed to bright orbs when she saw Aihola step fully from the shadows. 


“Mistress!” Tarifa gasped tossing aside the data pads in her hands and knocking her chair over to get out of the room.

That had been four hours ago, and now Tarifa lay in the arms she had so wanted to feel around her body. Her raven hair was splayed across Aihola’s chest, her head resting on her firm breasts, their bodies pressing together in all the right places. It had felt like eternity without Aihola beside her, her sweet cherry blossom scent filling her nostrils. They had barely made it back into their temporary apartment before they were disrobing each other. There would be no Mistress/Slave roles tonight, Aihola had told her. It was simply two souls who had been injured and needed to heal. They had made each other scream for hours, the combination of Tarifa’s wolf genes and Aihola’s vampire and wolf hybrid genes allowing them to recover faster and continue to enjoy each other.

Tarifa traced Aihola’s firm abdomen with her finger, smiling as she saw Aihola inhaled a gentle breath and shudder in desire at her touch. “There was nothing anyone could have done Nya Istel.” She spoke softly now. “You were near dead when I find you. What little blood you took from Dekton would not have mattered had we not gotten to you when we did.” Tarifa lifted her head and turned to look into Aihola’s amber eyes. Eyes she had wanted to see looking on her for over a month. “He took one of those blasts though his chest. It destroyed his heart. When… when he told you save yourself… there was hardly anything left within him to give you my love. What you took from him… it… it allowed you to live until I reached you.”


Aihola nodded. “I know… Hwia told me. I didn’t want to believe it… my mind was playing tricks on me.” She reached out and brushed some strands of raven hair from Tarifa’s face. “Perhaps he knew that Tarifa.” She spoke. “And that is why he did it. He knew… he knew it was enough to last until you came for me.”

“When I was running and you saw me smiling and happy… it was because I knew you were beside us Aihola.” Tarifa spoke. “I loved him Nya Istel… just as you did… and it was so very special… but… but we need to go on now. I will miss him… terribly… but I will have you to reach for and help me to heal.”

Aihola slid her body lower on the bed and took Tarifa’s hands in her face, tears rolling down her cheeks. “I know that now… I do. And I will have you as well… to help me. Will you forgive me for…?”


“There is nothing to forgive Mistress.” Tarifa spoke placing her finger to Aihola’s lips. 


Aihola shook her head, “No… not tonight my love. I just want it to be us, No roles… no games… just us. I just want to sleep and feel you in my arms when I roll over, and when I wake in the morning, I want us to go forward together. Dekton… Dekton would have wanted that I think. That is what I have so desired for weeks Tarifa; I just have not had the strength to face it until now.”


“You carried a blame you had no right to carry.” Tarifa spoke. “Dekton would have been very upset with you Mistress for being so… so stubbornly Drowish.”


Aihola laughed for the first time in weeks and as she did she could feel the guilt and pain begin to slowly ebb from her heart and her mind. This is what she had needed all this time, to lay in Tarifa’s arms and allow them to heal.

Together.


Tarifa’s smile was wide and beautiful and she snuggled her taller body against her Drow Mistress and pushed her face into the shimmering white hair nodding her head. “Don’t let go Nya Istel. Don’t ever let go of me again.”


As Aihola wrapped her arms around Tarifa’s shoulders she closed her eyes. “That is something I will never do. Never.”

APO PRIME

Martin leaned close to Aricia and nuzzled her neck gently, her lavender coco scent saturating his nostrils. She smelled so much sweeter the last few days, and he had feasted on her many times in that period. It was almost if she had an endless supply of sexual energy driving her. He gazed down the front of the pale blue gown that adorned her body, and felt a tug in his belly. 


The dress was identical in every way to what Anja and Dysea wore except for the color. Aricia’s was a pale blue that stood out in contrast to her deep tan and raven black hair. It also brought out the brightness in her eyes, not to mention the luscious soft red of her lips. The dress was cut in such a way that it wrapped around her throat and fastened in the back on her neck, sweeping under her arms and across her firm breasts. It then cut downward, leaving much of her abdomen bare before coming back together and sweeping to the floor. The coral red necklace she had made for all of them fell between the wrapped valleys of her breasts and made her that much more enticing to look at. He inhaled deeply of her scent, bent close to her ear and felt her smile and lean into him, fidgeting on the balls of her feet.


“What’s wrong Little Wolf? You seem anxious.” He spoke softly. “And you smell sweeter than you have the last few days.”

“I am.” She replied with a smile “Anxious to have you get me back to our room and take me.” Aricia replied with a seductive grin.


Martin’s eyes grew a little wider. “We had six hours last night Aricia.” He spoke.


“All we had was six hours my love,” She spoke. “Your stamina is sorely lacking wolf if that was enough for you.”


Martin looked at her as she said that his eyes confused. The ramp to the STRIKER AT lowered as they stood in the landing bay of the LEONIDAS I and he watched as Aricia started for it almost immediately. Anja came up next to him wearing an identical dress, only pure white in color. Martin noticed Seanna standing directly behind her with a dress of similar design and light green in color.


“Anja… have you… have you noticed anything strange about Aricia the last day or two?” Martin asked softly.


“You mean that all she wants to do is have sex?” Anja answered just as softly. “Yes I have noticed it. She almost bit my head off early last evening when I told her I was too tired and needed to get ready for today.”


Martin looked at her. “You’re kidding right?”


Anja shook her head. “Maybe she’s just excited and has nothing to do.” Anja spoke. “I mean we weren’t complaining for the whole trip when she got like this, and it was very fun.”


“I know… but her scent is a lot sweeter and much more pungent than any other time since I’ve known her, except for that first night with her in Eden City. I could smell it then too, but no where near as strong.” Martin spoke.


“Sire… we have to go.” Andreus’s voice spoke from behind them.

Anja looked at him and squeezed his hand. “We’ll figure it out later Martin, don’t worry.” She spoke leaning up to kiss him softly.


Martin nodded. “I guess.”


They headed for the ramp of the STRIKER AT.
TWO HOURS LATER

That conversation was now long forgotten. 

They had stood there on the military landing pad near the main spaceport and listened to the clapping and cheers for nearly an hour. It was very nearly overwhelming as close to four million people had crammed into the immediate area to catch a glimpse of the Covenslayer; the son of Leonidas, the grandson of Resumar.


Their King.


Martin had lost count of the number of humanoid and non-humanoid species he had shaken hands, paws, tails or whatever they had with. When they had finally reached the hover lift transport that would take them to the Apo Prime Senate Gardens Martin thought his arm was going to fall off.

Aricia sat across from Martin for that ride, as Gorgo had taken the seat to his right while Prime Minister Deia had sat on his left. Anja and Dysea were talking excitedly with Isabella about everyone they had met so far and were ignoring her. Martin had hardly said anything to her the whole time since leaving the ship above. The entire ride down had been in silence for her while he had sat next to Dysea and his mother, once more locked in conversation. Even though it was a very comfortable temperature outside, she had been warm the whole time while shaking hands with untold number of alien species, like a fire was simmering just below her skin. Once in the hover lift transport, she had quickly drank two glasses of water offered to her, while ignoring the occasional odd glances from Deia.


Now she stood on the balcony above the stunning garden below that stretched for hundreds of meters in every direction. She could see thousands of humanoid and non-humanoid species walking and chatting away, and she could not even pick out the scent of her mate because she couldn’t focus clearly enough to sort through the myriad of scents that were overwhelming her. Her body still burned… ached for Martin to have her, but no matter where she searched within the garden’s many walkways she couldn’t see him.


“It’s beautiful isn’t it?” The male voice spoke from behind her.


Aricia turned quickly a smile on her face thinking it was Martin. “Martin…” She spoke quickly before stopping her words upon seeing the tall, muscled and handsome man in front of her.

Joric stared at Aricia and felt his heart begin to pound even faster. She was even more beautiful than the holo image they had been provided and he smiled cruelly inside as he realized he would enjoy bedding this upaee, in every way possible. She was much further along then they had suspected, her scent strongly sweet and powerful, and he estimated no more than two days before she reached full phase. Joric couldn’t believe that no Lycavorian had approached her yet, and then his father’s words came to him. They have removed instinct from their lives, and they will not know what the scent is, and they will control their urges knowing who she is. Perhaps he would not have to wait so long after all to have this wench.

“I’m… I’m sorry what?” Aricia stammered.


“I said it is beautiful isn’t it?” Joric spoke again, smiling inward at her confused look. He could smell the sweetness of the Lunmai all over her and it was getting stronger by the hour.


“Who… who are you?” Aricia asked.


“My name is Joric.” He spoke bowing his head slightly and pulsing Aricia with his aura.

Aricia’s eyes grew wide as she felt the decidedly male aura sweep over her and fan the fire that was building. He was a powerful male too… with a strong scent. He was an Alpha and he would be a fine… Aricia shook her head quickly, pushing back his aura with her own and looking at him, her azure eyes narrowing.


“You are a… a Lycavorian male?” Aricia spoke stepping back from him.

“Yes… yes I am. My name is Joric as I said. I am from the Lycavorian People’s Republic.” He answered. “We are a small gathering of planets, two dozen perhaps, but very wealthy and powerful. I am here because we have petitioned to join the Union.”


 “You… you forget your place sir.” Aricia stammered, fighting the waves of desire that were sweeping through her. 


Joric allowed a small smile to play across his face. “Forgive me… your scent…”


“My scent what?” Aricia asked quickly, her nostrils flaring as the lingering effects of Joric’s powerful aura pulse tickled her senses.


“Forgive me again. I only thought… but my apologies.” He bowed his head. “So you are… Queen Aricia is it?”


Aricia nodded quickly, wanting to get away from this man who stirred her hormones so. “Yes… what of it?”


“I was curious Majesty… there has been quite a bit of information circulating throughout the capital here while you traveled from Earth.” Joric spoke. “Is it true… is it true your father was executed by the King himself for treason?”


Aricia’s azure blue eyes went wide at this. “Where did you hear such nonsense?” She gasped.


“It is being spoken of throughout Tuya Milady.” He replied casually.


“No… you are mistaken. That is not true!” Aricia snapped.


“I am certain I heard that.” Joric spoke casually once more, using as friendly a tone of voice as he knew how. “Perhaps I was mistaken.” 

Joric moved closer to her, watching her react awkwardly, backing up to get away from his scent and aura. She was fighting the Lunmai, fighting what her body was telling her… demanding her to do with his aura washing around her as it was. He would need to act quickly. He looked over the crowd and saw the traitor’s grandson just below them standing beside the red haired female. Another of his mates the information they had obtained said.
“Ah… there is the King.” Joric spoke. “And who is… who is the luscious looking female wolf beside him?”

Aricia turned slightly and saw Martin and Anja standing below her. Her heart and mind told her to go to them… run to them as quickly as she possibly could… but her body was saying something else entirely. “It… it is Anja.” She replied, the desire for her honey tasting female lover singing in her mind.

“He… he prefers her over you?” Joric questioned softly leaning close to her once more and hitting her again with his aura. “I would never do that Majesty.”

Aricia gripped the railing tightly in her hands and closed her eyes as his powerful aura caused her to shudder in lust and need. “No… no, he doesn’t.” She finally gasped. “We… we love each other. All… all of us!”

Joric smiled. “Then why are you not at his side as well?” He whispered into her ear, leaning close to her. “You should be beside him. You…”

“Aricia!” The female voice called.

Joric stepped back quickly and turned as the platinum blond haired female elf walked up to them. Joric had to admit… this grandson of the traitor had excellent taste in females. The female elf looked just as stunning as his target. Aricia turned quickly as well and saw her, relief sweeping her features.


“Dysea!” She pushed away from the railing and moved to her side in five steps as Dysea walked up looking oddly at Joric.

Dysea took Aricia’s hands in hers pulling her close against her.

“Ah… Lady Dysea, the elf Queen to our new King. It is truly an honor.” Joric spoke bowing deeply at the waist.

“And you are?” Dysea asked, smelling this wolf’s aura in the air.
“I am Joric, Lady Dysea.” He replied, burying his distaste deeply, “Of the Lycavorian People’s Republic.”

“Lycavorian People’s Republic… you are not part of the Union?” Dysea asked.

Joric shook his head. “Our petition is pending as we speak. It should be complete by tomorrow.”

Dysea stared at him for a long moment, almost making Joric begin to have worries that his intentions had been discovered with the intensity of her gaze. Dysea finally nodded her head. “I wish you well.” She spoke turning to Aricia. “Nauta Melme has asked that I find you. He wanted us to stand with him Little Wolf.” 

Aricia nodded eagerly and gripped Dysea’s hands tightly, her eyes going to Joric as Dysea led them away. Joric smiled and bowed his head to her. He moved to an isolated spot on the balcony and pulled the communicator from his jacket activating it and seeing his father’s image appear.

“Father?”

“Joric my son. How did your first contact go?” Chetak asked.

Joric smiled. “Much better than I had expected father. Our information was not accurate, she is much further along in the Lunmai than we expected father. She is teetering on the edge even with the serum.”
Chetak paused in the holo transmission. “It’s just as well. The Senate has apparently already confirmed him as King. The Acceptance Ceremony has been moved forward. It is now the day after tomorrow. You will have to act within a few hours Joric.”

Joric thought quickly. “I will introduce the serum into her tomorrow morning father. There is a gathering for new diplomats then, a breakfast of sorts. I can do it while I am entering, she is doing the greetings. By tomorrow evening I’ll have her riding me.”
“And no one is aware?” Chetak asked.

Joric shook his head. “You were right father. They have given over of themselves to choice and love so much that they wouldn’t detect what I was doing even if they saw me doing it. I pulsed her twice with my aura and she nearly lost all control. And I succeeded in putting the seeds of doubt in her mind as well.”

Chetak chuckled. “Excellent. Remain there for now, mingle and allow people to see you. That way it will not appear abnormal for you to arrive in the morning.”

Joric nodded. “Very well, I will see you this evening in the residence they have given us.”

Joric ended the transmission and allowed his eyes to sweep around the expanse of the garden feeling very pleased with himself.


“And you are certain?” Chetak asked as he poured his son a glass of old Lycavorian ale.


Joric nodded. “Yes father. As I said, I hit her with my aura twice and both times she reacted physically. I could smell the sweetness of the Lunmai wafting from her. The traitor’s grandson had to have noticed this.”


Chetak handed the ale to him and walked to the balcony of the suite they had been given when arriving. The lights of celebration still dotted the city as many were entertaining long into the night. He hadn’t realized how large Tuya was until just now.


“I’m sure he has noticed it.” Chetak spoke as Joric came up beside him. “Like the others however, he has no knowledge of the old ways. They have forgotten everything our instincts taught us. And it will be their ruination.” Chetak swept his hand over the expansive backdrop of the city. “Look at this Joric! Look at what they have built! Hundreds of cities like this across this planet alone.”


“They have grown decadent and weak.” Joric said in agreement. “They have forgotten the old ways.”


“If I had been King instead of that fool Resumar, the High Coven would never have destroyed our original home world.” Chetak spoke. “Those they call allies would be our slaves and it is we who would rule this universe. Not the High Coven.” Chetak waved his hand dismissively. “It is no matter… the seeds of doubt have already been laid within the Senate. Soon we will take his Queen… and the Union will fracture from within. When it does… it is we who will pick up the pieces.”

“I spoke with Rommna father.” Joric said. “He got there quicker than we thought as he was only a few systems over from where this planet is located.”

“And what does your younger brother say?” Chetak asked.


“Their meeting with the female elves was delayed until the morning where they are.” Joric spoke. “He has his instructions… about the negotiations and the woman. He wanted to know if you wish any of these Lycavorian females from earth. He says some of them are quite pleasing to the eyes, and all of them are ignorant of the old ways.”


Chetak was thoughtful for a moment. “That would be pleasing. I grow tired of Lepha. She is beginning to resist when I nubou her unnaturally. She complains it hurts too much.” 


Joric smiled. “Yes… I’m looking forward to that with the traitor’s upaee. So kill her father… and have Rommna bring you a young wench that you can train.”


Chetak nodded. “Contact him in the morning before you leave. You say the leaders of this planet are elf females?”


Joric shook his head. “Not completely.” He spoke.

Chetak looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“There are three of them it seems. The one who is considered senior is wolf.” Joric spoke. “It appears she was turned by a Pureblood. One is a full vampire with a vampire lover… and the other is half vampire and half wolf. A dark skinned elf, with white hair and odd colored eyes. There are many of those elves on this planet.”


“A dark skinned elf?” Chetak spoke. “That is interesting. Are they similar to the dark elves we capture on Rdooz every winter fest?”


Joric shook his head. “No father… their skin is like coal. Their eyes are amber points.”


Chetak smiled. “Really… they might make tantalizing house slaves. Have Rommna take several of them. Preferably female so that we can nubou them, as well as make them work. Not too many though… six or seven disappearances can be explained. Several dozen can not. And if they work out, perhaps it might be profitable to go back to this rock.”


Joric nodded. “I’ll let him know.”


“He leaves vampires in charge of a planet he frees, and he allows the High Coven Princess to escape because he shared a bed with her.” Chetak spoke with an evil smile. “Now that is very interesting.”


Joric grinned. “I thought you would find that interesting.”


“Indeed I do.” Chetak spoke. “Indeed I do.”


Joric finished the ale he held. “I am going to bed father. I will need all my strength so that I can take his Queen all night tomorrow, as many times as I am able.”


Chetak laughed and nodded his head. “I am proud of you son. And I will be even prouder tomorrow evening.”
She and Aihola had arrived late in the morning to the knowing glances of just about everyone who knew them. They all noticed the spring in Tarifa’s step and the glow of her face and eyes, not to mention the way she and Aihola clung tightly to each other. Selene and Lynwe were waiting for them and they enjoyed a brief coffee and Danish together, catching up on things that had happened while they waited for their first meeting. It had been the most peaceful rest either of them had gotten in nearly six weeks, but that had not kept them from enjoying each other when they awoke this morning.
“You are meeting with Lycavorians now?” Aihola asked, “From Martin’s Union?”

Tarifa shook her head. “No… they are different.” She answered. “They’ve been above us in the stars for several days now, calling every day to see when we could meet. This is the first time Selene and I could fit them in.”

Aihola looked at her. “Do you want me to come with you?”

Tarifa shook her head once more and kissed her softly. “Now that you are back I’m sure my father and Lynwe would much rather have you helping him. And you know how much you hate these boorish meetings. Remember the meetings in Mountain City?”

Aihola groaned and rolled her eyes, “All too well.” She spoke. “I will meet you here for lunch though.”

Tarifa smiled and got to her feet. “I know you will.” She said softly, squeezing her hand.

“Dos ph' ussta dro lu' xukuth Tarifa.” Aihola spoke to her. (You are my life and heart Tarifa.)
Tarifa’s sapphire eyes twinkled at her, “’Zil dos ph' usst Jabbress.” Tarifa answered softly. (As you are mine Mistress.)
Aihola watched her walk away with Selene, passing the data pads between them and speaking in whispers like school girls. Lynwe smiled from where she sat. “It is so very good to have you back my friend.” She spoke finally.

Aihola looked at her and smiled. “It is very good to be back Lynwe.”

“She loves you Aihola. More than you could possibly know.” Lynwe spoke.

“It appears Selene feels the same for you Lynwe. And that makes me very happy.” Aihola took her hand across the table. “Thank you for contacting Hwia Lynwe.”

“After what you and Tarifa did for me?” Lynwe spoke. “I would have been remiss in my duties as a friend if I had done nothing. Tareif is going to be very happy to see you.”

“How go defensives?”

Lynwe nodded. “Tareif can give you a full briefing, but Colonel Nestor is sweeping southwest with his division across the path the Alliance forces took to attack us. Any cloned vampires he finds, he kills them immediately. The King… he made the right choice in trusting him. Colonel Nestor and his men have become some of the most strident supporters of what we are rebuilding.”

Aihola nodded. “I have discovered that Martin is an excellent judge of character.” She looked at her friend. “What of these Lycavorians that are not within his Union?”

Lynwe’s amber eyes narrowed slightly. “I have not spoken with them long enough to form an opinion… they were very crude when here making their appointment with Dilios’s staff. And they looked at the King’s people as if they were…”

“As if they were what?” Aihola asked. 

“Beneath them is the best word I can use to describe it.” Lynwe spoke.

Aihola sat back in her chair slowly, her mind racing. “All the visitors must come in through the west entrance still correct?”

Lynwe nodded. “It is manned by Dragoons and Spartans. Everyone is also imaged when they enter and it’s fed to the security station. Why?”

Aihola looked at her. “I spent a week in Sparta recently, when I should have been beside the woman I love.”

Lynwe leaned forward now, her own instincts lighting off. Lynwe had learned that Tari and Aihola had an almost innate danger sensor, and they were almost never wrong. “And…?”

“The Lycavorians I saw in Sparta, regardless of whether they knew each other to not, were treated with the utmost of respect. You would think that would apply across the board.” Aihola spoke.

“Perhaps not.” Lynwe said.

Aihola nodded slowly. “Perhaps not, but why don’t we review the security tapes before meeting with Tareif.”

Lynwe nodded and got to her feet. “Come… I’ll take you there. We moved the location since the bombardment.”


Tarifa didn’t like them from the moment they walked into the room. And neither did Selene.
True… they had been waiting for three days to see her and Selene, calling at least three times a day to confirm their meeting, and each time she and Selene had been so overwhelmed they had to postpone the meeting. 


Their scent was not the calm, sincere smell of the majority of the Spartans she had met while in Sparta.


They were gruff and impolite to her Spartan Guards who showed them into the room, and actually gazing at the two Spartans with distaste and hatred. She felt Selene tense right away as the three of them took seats across the table from them, and apprised both of them as if they were pieces of meat. This got Tarifa’s wolf heckles to sounding an alarm right away. Something told her she did not want to deal with these men and to get rid of them right away.


The man in the middle was large and not in the least bit good looking. In fact, all of them were very large, but more bulk than actual muscle, nothing like the Lycavorian Spartans she knew.


“So gentlemen… what… what can we do for you?” Selene finally asked.


Tarifa held out her hand placed it over Selene’s. “Thank you for coming gentlemen, but something has come up and we must postpone this meeting once more. Forgive us.”


“I am Rommna of the Lycavorian People’s Republic! We had an appointment and we are here!” The man bellowed. “Let us discuss trade.”


Tarifa stood up slowly, Selene following her lead without question. “Yes… but now we have something else to do and must postpone this meeting. I’m sorry.”


“You are wolf she-elf.” Rommna spoke. “I can smell you. A pureblood turned you, yet you are unmated? Why is that?”


“I am mated thank very much.” Tarifa spoke as she gathered up her data pads. “We must go really.”


“We are interested in the resource you call coal. To us it is called Talracian Ore.” Rommna spoke getting to his feet. “Our scans indicate you have quite an abundance of it here. We wish to purchase three hundred thousand metric tons of this Ore.” He tossed the pad onto the table. “We will pay handsomely for it.”


Tarifa stopped and looked at him, picking up the pad he tossed across the table. Her sapphire eyes grew a little wider when she saw the figures. She looked back up to him, holding the pad so that Selene could see it. Her steel blue eyes narrowed when she did. “I have only been using your currency for a few weeks… Rommna… but even I know this is an exorbitant amount for what you want. We may be elves… but we are not fools. What do you want the coal for?”


“That is our business.” Rommna spoke quickly.


“On the contrary… it is also our business.” Tarifa spoke looking at Selene who shook her head. “The answer is no… good day gentlemen… we won’t have any need to reschedule this appointment.”


Rommna stepped forward as Tarifa and Selene moved for the door. “Where is your mate she-elf?” He spoke. “A pureblood turned you… you should be under him… serving him.”


Tarifa stopped and looked at the man, her sapphire eyes changing to her wolf eyes in a heartbeat. “You are no longer welcome in this city, I suggest you leave immediately.”


“Are you threatening me She-wolf?” Rommna spoke, his eyes narrowing and his voice growing darker.


Tarifa shook her head. “Not at all Rommna, I’m just allowing you to leave without injury to you or your men.”


Rommna laughed heartily. “Are you going to injury me she-elf? You have been turned… I am a pureblood!”


“What you are is an odiferous buffoon Rommna.” Tarifa snapped. “Good day sir.”


Rommna moved closer. “You should have taken the deal She-wolf.” He growled. “It would have been less painful.”


Tarifa looked at Selene quickly and then back to Rommna. “You can’t possibly be as ignorant as you smell.” She spoke. “We are done with you fool! Return to your ship immediately and do not come back to the surface of this planet again. If you or any of your men are seen here or anywhere on earth you will be arrested and confined, your ship impounded and you will be charged. Am I making myself clear?”


Rommna began walking towards her but stopped remembering his father’s words. “Very well she-wolf. I will do as you say… for now.” He spoke.


“It had better be for good.” Tarifa spoke. “Now… good day gentlemen.”

APO PRIME

Martin smelled her long before she came out onto the balcony with him. The night sky was alive with the lights from the city, Anja and Dysea already passed out from exhaustion of the day. He lowered the pad he was holding as her incredibly aroused scent washed over him and he smiled.


“I didn’t think you were still awake Aricia.” He spoke.


Aricia walked up behind him, wrapping her arms tightly around his waist and pressing her heated body against his back. She smiled when he reacted to her touch and she could feel the burning ignite inside him as well. “I need you my love.” She spoke huskily. “My blood burns for your touch.”

Martin smiled. “Aricia I need to get this speech thing ready for tomorrow.” He spoke pulling her around in front of him, feeling her aroused aura wash over him, coursing through him powerfully. Aricia nuzzled his bare chest, licking his skin, and pulling open her thin robe to press her flesh against his.


“Do you want me my love?” She spoke seductively. “Does not your blood burn for me as mine burns for you?”


Martin nuzzled the top of her head, fighting back the raging hormones that she was igniting within him. Her lavender coco scent was as sweet as he had ever smelled, and he felt his blood begin to burn just like hers. “Yes.” He gasped.


Aricia smiled as she dropped her hand lower; sliding it inside the loose pants he wore. “Then take me now! Take me! I am your mate!”


Martin groaned loudly as the seething hot skin of her hand gripped his cock and it immediately surged to instant hardness, almost painfully so. He took a deep breath, clenching his teeth and gathered all of his will power behind him, taking her hand gently and pulling it from his pants with great reluctance.


“Aricia… I can’t!” He hissed, holding back his own aura which was threatening to burst out around her and send them both into a raging lust.


Aricia looked at him, her azure blue eyes narrowed in anger. “Would you prefer Anja then Martin; or perhaps Dysea? Would you prefer one of your other Queens?” She snapped viciously.

Martin’s eyes grew a little wider at her outburst. “Aricia what is wrong?” he asked, trying to keep his voice controlled, the passion still surging through him.


“Nothing is wrong!” Aricia almost shouted. “I want my mate! And he is refusing me!”


“I am not refusing you Little Wolf! I need to…”


“Don’t call me that!” Aricia snapped her face twisting into a snarl. “I am not a child and you will not treat me as one!”


Martin stepped back from her two steps and looked at her, gaining complete control of his raging hormones now. “Ok… I’m confused. I’ve never treated you as a child, what is going on Aricia?”


Aricia glared at him, the fire in her blood almost beyond control. She glanced quickly at the coral red pendant she had given him and it flashed in the recesses of her dazed mind that he had not removed it since that day. Not even when he was training or sleeping. He had always worn it. “Martin… how did my father die?” She asked.


Martin did a double take, shaking his head quickly at the sudden change in tact and direction. “What?”


“My father? How did he die?”


“I… I don’t know.” He stammered. 


Azure blue eyes flared in real anger. “You are King! You expect me to believe you don’t know what happened to my father?”


“Aricia… why… why does it matter now? It’s been so long.” Martin asked. “You… you hated your father.”


“Did you order my father’s execution Martin?” Aricia snapped out the question. “Did you order his execution so that you could take me?”


“What?” Martin gasped totally and irreparably confused. “Where the hell is this coming from?”


Aricia’s eyes went wide as lust borne false realization blossomed in her eyes. “You did!” She gasped. “You ordered him executed didn’t you? So he wouldn’t challenge you when you took me!”

Martin’s eyes narrowed in anger now. “I did no such thing!” He shouted. “And I resent that you would even suggest that!”


“You are a liar!” Aricia screamed. “I can smell you lying to me!” She spoke the words even though his mint scent gave no such indication.


“We are done here!” Martin snapped turning to go into the large main room of the apartment. They were not scheduled to move into the Royal palace until it had been fully completed and that would take two more days.

“Yes! Go and play with Anja and Dysea!” Aricia barked. “You seem to prefer those who are not even pureblood!”


Aricia turned away quickly, the tears pouring from her eyes. 
What had she just done? She needed him and she had forced him away. Her blood burned like she had never known in her life and it was driving her mad. She needed her mate and he was not there for her. Something was wrong with her and it frightened her so. So many lustful thoughts… she wanted to lose herself in the power of his aura and his manhood. She wanted to feel him stretching her as only he could. It was all she could think about lately, and it frightened her terribly.


What was happening to her?


Aricia didn’t see Anja and Dysea standing inside the room, holding the sheets over their bodies, looks of astonishment on their faces, as Martin marched past them in a rage. He didn’t even pause to look at them.

“You are looking rather tired this morning Majesty.” The voice spoke through the fog.


Aricia looked up and saw him. She vaguely remembered him from yesterday. A male. An Alpha male.


It had been a horrible night. Martin had clamped his psychic shields down tighter than she had ever known him too, and even when she tried to nudge Anja into just soothing her, just holding her, she had been rejected. Dysea would not speak with her and both of them had pushed her out of their minds, erecting very strong barriers. 

She felt so alone and unwanted.


Aricia looked at Joric, the fever burning in her veins almost unbearable. Her azure colored eyes were red with lack of sleep.


“You… you are…”


“Joric… yes Milady.” He answered. “We met yesterday.” 
He had waited for the right time, standing off to the side watching her. She looked distraught, her face drawn and beads of sweat were pooling on the tops of her lips. He smiled to himself, knowing the signs well from the Lycavorian woman on his planet when they first came of age. They turned into mindless females wanting only to mate for hours to chase away the burning in their veins of their Coming of Age. 

Now it was his time as the line had slowed considerably, everyone rushing into the function on time, hoping to catch a glimpse of the new King. He saw the elf Queen and Hadarian Queen at the other entrances not paying attention. Joric held out his hand and without thinking Aricia took it for the welcome she had been mindlessly doing for the last hour. She felt the prick in the palm of her hand, barely noticeable as his strong hand gripped hers. Joric smiled as he held her hand, seeing the reaction as the serum Tablina had made acted almost instantly upon entering Aricia’s blood stream.
Aricia’s eyes flared as the fever raged out of control overwhelming everything else in her mind. What little control she had been clinging to was instantly shattered, and her body became a heated maelstrom of passion and lust. Joric smiled as her hand gripped his tightly, her entire body shuddering. It was amazing, without the serum she would have been able to maintain some semblance of control no matter how bad the fever burned. The moment the enhancing serum mingled with her blood, those lone strands of control and ability to resist what her body demanded were torn asunder.

Joric took a breath and hit her with every ounce of his full aura, lust, desire and passion, all of it directed at her completely. Aricia’s eyes closed in clouded, devastated passion, relishing in the sensations screaming in her body. Her azure eyes opened as the hand pulled away from her, and she saw the Alpha walking away quickly, his aura calling to her. Aricia dropped the cards she had been holding and tore after the alpha wolf who was calling to her in an almost dreamlike state, ignoring all else. Several visitors arriving late watched as she moved quickly down the stairs of the center, following only what she could smell. The burning fever was increasing… surging out of control through her body. Her nipples were lava hot nubs, as hard as steel, her breasts swollen almost painfully. The burning in her pussy was to the point she could not stand it anymore, her juices leaking from her to drip lazily down her thighs. 
Aricia followed that brown haired Alpha, her body calling to him as he called to hers. She was growing frustrated as he kept moving, not turning to claim her. Her body was beyond her control now, instinctively releasing her sweet nectar, calling to the wolf.

She followed him on the hunt, his aura strong and clear. Directly back to the suite he was staying at. Her azure blue eyes locked on him as he entered the elevator, and she nearly sprinted to reach him, just as the doors closed.

Joric grinned savagely and leaned next to her ear.” Do you want me she-wolf?” He asked her in a cruel voice.

Aricia clenched her fists together as the last remnants of her love for Martin surfaced at that instant. “I…”

Joric hit her again with his aura, nuzzling her neck. Aricia gasped in undisguised delight, her eyes fluttering. “Tell me you want me she-wolf.”

The doors opened on Joric’s floor and he snatched her hand form her side dragging her down the corridor to his door. He slammed his passcard in and waited impatiently for the two second delay as the door opened. He turned back to her.

“If you want me she-wolf, if you want me to ease the burning in your blood, step into this room of your own choice and become my mate.” Joric growled loudly, his voice carrying as if making a show.

Aricia stood there in the hallway shaking uncontrollably. “I… I…”

Joric hit her again, and whatever was left inside her that said this was so very wrong crumbled and Aricia stepped through the door. Joric snatched her hand and spun her around as the door slid shut.

“Kiss me!” Aricia screamed reaching out with her arms. “Kiss me I beg you!”
Joric looked at her and laughed as he reached up and shredded her dress in one powerful downward rip, pulling her further into the main room of the suite. Aricia almost screamed in joy as her burning body was exposed to the air. Joric grabbed her raven black hair in his fist and yanked her head back almost savagely, licking her throat like a dog. “I’ll kiss you upaee!” He growled. 

Aricia screamed out again as he turned her around quickly and pushed her over the back of the couch, the sensual line of her back and ass now facing Joric as he struggled with his pants. “Please… please… now!” Aricia wept… her knuckles white on the back of the couch and digging into the expensive fabric as she thrust her exposed hips back at him.
Joric gazed hungrily at the curves and supple flesh in front of him as he got his pants down, exposing his blood engorged cock, the flared head burning in his own need now. He grabbed Aricia’s ass cheeks squeezing them hard and hearing her whimper in pain and fever induced pleasure. He leaned over her exposed back, dragging his slobbering tongue up her skin until his lips were behind her ear.

“Do you want me to be your mate she-wolf?” He growled in her ear. “Tell me you choose me as your mate! Tell me you choose me and I will conquer the burning of your blood.”

“Yes… yes…” Aricia’s voice was a whimper, barely discernable, her head buried in the top of the couch.

Joric reached out and pulled her back by her lustrous mane of black hair, her neck bulging at the strain, her face lifting up to look at him. “Louder Aricia! Tell me you choose me as your mate Aricia. Isn’t that what you want more than anything! More than the King! Tell me you want me more than your precious King Aricia!”

The fever had control now, and Aricia’s azure blue eyes were wide in defeat. There was nothing she could do… she needed it now.
“YES!” She screamed. “YES! I choose you! Claim me! Take me as your mate!”

Joric wasted no time and grabbed her hips. “You are mine now Aricia! And I intend to have you in every way possible! Scream for me bitch!”

Joric thrust his hips forward driving his entire cock into Aricia’s burning velvet warmth and her mouth opened in a breathless scream as the pleasure surged to white light and she surrender completely.

ENURRUA

Tablina looked up at Arzoal as she saw the female Elder One lurch gently, her flame colored eyes widening ever so slightly before closing as if in great pain.


Oh she fought so. Never have I seen such power in one so young. She didn’t want to surrender... no. Arzoal’s head dropped low to the floor until it rested on Tablina’s shoulder. Oh Tablina, what have we done? To… to have fallen so far…


Tablina lowered her head as tears dropped to the stone under her. We… we had to do it Arzoal. With what… with what we have done this night… we have given our people… yours and mine a means to survive.


Arzoal opened her eyes once more and moved around in front of her Lycavorian friend. Have we my friend? Or have we doomed ourselves for all time. 

“I don’t give a rat fuck what you have to do!” Martin growled at the Lycavorian guards that had been searching the area surrounding the center all day and night. “I want her found! Tear down the fucking city for all I care! She’s been gone all fucking night! Fuck I should have never refused her! I didn’t want to… but this fucking speech…”


No one had changed from the previous day. It was discovered Aricia was missing mid way through the speech that Martin was giving. Anja, Dysea, Seanna and Isabella had searched frantically for two hours before calling to Martin within their connection. He had stopped in mid sentence and immediately left the podium. Hundreds of Lycavorian Spartans had spread out immediately in search of their lost Queen. Martin had spent the entire night out searching with Andreus, getting lost half a dozen times, both of them in a fit of rage by the time they found their way back to the center. They had been led into this large conference room where Martin was not acting out.


Now they stood watching as he ripped off the military jacket his mother and Isabella had fashion for him, colorful ribbons flying in every direction. Anja and Dysea were sitting at the table side-by-side, dried tears in their eyes, their dresses stained with a full night and half day of searching through streets and buildings.


Gorgo reached out for her son. “Martin you must calm down.” She spoke in as soothing a voice as she could muster at the moment.


Martin snatched his arm away from her grasp. “I will not settle down! Not till I have my mate back! Not till I have our mate back!”


Martin watched as a Lycavorian Guard rushed into the room and went straight to where Riall stood. He whispered in his Admiral’s ear and Martin saw Riall’s eyes go wide.


“Here?” He gasped. 


Martin looked at him, moving forward. “What is it?” He asked. “Did they find Aricia?”


Riall looked at Martin, his eyes wide in shock. “Yes… yes Milord.”


Anja and Dysea came to their feet at this. “Where?” Anja almost shouted. “Where is she?”


“She… she is in… she is in the anteroom sire.” Riall spoke softly. He turned quickly as Martin and the other’s bolted from the room. “Gorgo… quickly call for more security! Do it now! Hurry!”


“Riall what is happening?” Gorgo asked as fear gripped her heart and she moved to her mate.


“Gorgo… another… another Alpha has claimed Aricia as his mate!” Riall gasped to her.


Gorgo’s dark eyes flew open and she burst into a sprint after her son. The trail was easy to follow as pieces of corridor decoration dotted the way. When she rushed into the room Andreus and Atropos were holding their King back in a rage. Gorgo’s eyes grew even wider when she saw Chetak and his oldest son beside him. And standing with her arms loosely around Joric’s waste was Aricia, her azure blue eyes looking glassy. She wore a rather skimpy one piece wrap that left little to the imagination. Gorgo stopped when she saw the Union Senator just behind Chetak, looking extremely unhappy.

“Ah… Lady Gorgo!” Chetak spoke. “We finally meet! I have heard quite a bit about you I must say!”


“What is going on here?” Gorgo gasped. “Who are you? And remove your hands from my son’s Queen!”


Chetak shook his head. “No… I’m afraid that I will not do that!”


Seanna looked at Aricia carefully, seeing the glassy look in her eyes and the sweat still beading on her forehead and lips. Her dark green eyes went wide.


“Tell that sorry looking motherfucker to get his hands off her!” Martin screamed struggling mightily against his two Spartans and they were having trouble holding him back. “Aricia!”


Aricia’s eyes looked up at her name from the voice. It sounded so familiar, but the fever was fully in phase now, and the only thing that mattered to her was having her mate take her again and again.


Prime Minister Deia ran into the room now, Riall on her hands. She spied Chetak and the heckles on the back of her neck began screaming. “Chetak!” She snapped. 


“Ah… everyone is here… excellent.” Chetak spoke.


“What is this man doing here?” Deia demanded the anger in her voice very real as she glared at him. “Who allowed him into this building?”


“I was under the impression that the recognized leader of a member of the Lycavorian Union was allowed to come here, whenever they pleased.” Chetak spoke calmly. 

 
“You are NOT a member of this Union Chetak!” Deia barked. “You and your people will never be welcome here!”

“I beg to differ Prime Minister. Perhaps Senator Olalla can explain better than I.” Chetak spoke motioning to the obviously very frightened Lycavorian politician.


Deia looked at the man. “Olalla… explain what is happening here!”


“Deia… I did not know this was going to happen! You must believe me!” The man spoke.


Chetak looked at the man disgust on his face. “Coward.” He spat. He turned quickly back to Deia. “The Lycavorian People’s Republic became a member of the Union only twelve hours ago when our petition was approved by majority vote in your Senate.”


“Impossible!” Deia snapped. “I have to approve all petitions by hand signature. I would not have approved yours Chetak!”


“I know… that is why I had Olalla bury it in the small print of the Lycavorian Union Defense Appropriations bill you signed only yesterday morning.” Chetak spoke calmly. “So you see… we are very much a member of this Union… and therefore your new King can not break his own laws.”


“What are you talking about?” Gorgo barked moving up next to her. “Deia what is this fool talking about? Who is he?”


Deia didn’t take her glaring eyes from Chetak. “His name is Chetak… and he is the leader of the Lycavorian People’s Republic.” She spoke. “The branch of our people that stayed true to our old ways when Resumar brought us out of the darkness.”

“The Old Ways,” Chetak growled. “They are the law woman!”


“They were the law you fool!” Deia yelled. “And they were killing our people from within! That is why Resumar brought us out of the darkness! So we didn’t destroy ourselves!”


“Resumar was a fool!” Chetak shouted. He took a deep breath to calm his growing anger. “But that is not what we are all here about is it?” He reached into his jacket only to stop when six Spartans lifted their arms and their Shi Viskas flared to life, all of them leveled at him.


Chetak laughed at this show. “The Union and their toys.” He spoke moving his hand slowly to bring out the holo imager. “I have come here to fulfill my Blood Oath against Resumar.” He tossed the imager onto the table in front of him. “As Resumar took my mate… I now take the mate of your new King for my son.”


“What?” Martin screamed so loudly the room vibrated. “I’ll kill you right here old man if you so much as lay a finger on Aricia!” He resumed his struggles against Andreus and Atropos. “Let me go god damn it!”


Gorgo stepped forward. “What lies are these!” Gorgo spat. “Resumar took no one’s mate! He hid her from others until she came of age and then he took her. He and Eliana loved each other.”


Chetak looked at Deia with this news. “Is that what you teach in your schools Deia?” He asked. “You teach lies!”


“They are not lies!” Gorgo snarled.


“They are lies!” Chetak matched her voice causing her eyes to go wide. He looked at Deia once more. “You never told anyone the truth did you Deia?”

“Your version of the truth is wrong Chetak!” Deia snapped.


“He stole my mate from me!” Chetak roared. “She was my mate! Mine! And Resumar stole her from me!”


“She loved Resumar and not you fool!” Deia roared right back. “You took her even after she told you not too!”


“We followed the old ways!” Chetak snapped. “I got to her first! I took her and she was mine! Resumar stole her from me using deceit and trickery! Don’t you remember how he did it Deia?”


Deia’s eyes flared and she looked at Aricia her hand going to her throat. “No!” She gasped.


Chetak smiled. “Yes!”


“The Lunmai!” Seanna spoke softly, causing Anja and Dysea to look at her. 


“Seanna… what is he talking about?” Anja gasped. “Little Wolf would never choose that… that man over Martin! Never!”


Seanna looked at her. “She would… she would if she was in the grips of the Lunmai!”


Chetak laughed. “This is wonderful! The Hadarian witch knows more of our people then the fools in this room. Yes… the Lunmai! The Coming of Age.”


Gorgo’s eyes darted to Martin. “You took her before she came of age?” She asked angrily.


“No Lady Gorgo!” Chetak spoke. “The Lunmai is the Second Coming of Age. It occurs in one of only five hundred billion of our females. Within the first year of her actual coming of age, a second, even more powerful fever burns in her. The Second Coming of Age. The Lunmai.” Chetak looked at Martin, who now wore an expression of horror on his face. “You must have detected the change in her scent. The sweetness as she got closer to this time?”

“This is bullshit!” Anja snapped stepping forward. “She would never do this! She loves Martin more than her own life!”


“Love has nothing to do with it Lady Anja.” Chetak spoke. “This is all about instinct… something Resumar bred out of our people.”


“She would not choose this!” Dysea shouted.


“Oh… but I’m afraid she did.” Chetak leaned forward and activated the holo imager.

“Do you want me to be your mate she-wolf?” He growled in her ear. “Tell me you choose me as your mate! Tell me you choose me and I will conquer the burning of your blood.”

“Yes… yes…” Aricia’s voice was a whimper, barely discernable, her head buried in the top of the couch.

Joric reached out and pulled her back by her lustrous mane of black hair, her neck bulging at the strain, her face lifting up to look at him. “Louder Aricia! Tell me you choose me as your mate Aricia. Isn’t that what you want more than anything! More than the King! Tell me you want me more than your precious King Aricia!”

The fever had control now, and Aricia’s azure blue eyes were wide in defeat. There was nothing she could do… she needed it now.

“YES!” She screamed. “YES! I choose you! Claim me! Take me as your mate!”

Joric wasted no time and grabbed her hips. “You are mine now Aricia! And I intend to have you in every way possible! Scream for me bitch!”


“NO!” Anja screamed.

Chetak laughed as he let the imager continue to play. The grunts of Joric and the cries of Aricia could be clearly heard. The slapping of flesh, her cries of delightful abandon, and each sound seared through Martin’s soul. Each sound ripped a piece out of his heart.


“She is really quite talented.” Joric spoke leaning over to nuzzle Aricia’s neck, her azure eyes closing in fever induced sensual delight. “I must thank you for breaking her in so well sire.
She rode me for hours begging for more. And she has such a talented mouth. She…”


“MOTHERFUCKER!”


It happened in the blink of an eye. Two silver/white flashes of light and the huge black wolf was leaping at Joric, both his eyes and Chetak’s eyes horrified at the size of the monster coming across the table. The smaller black wolf intervened before Martin reached Joric, lashing out viciously with her front paw and raking her claws across the large wolf’s chest deeply. Martin yelped in agonizing pain, losing his balance and slamming into the wall, all three hundred pounds of him crashing to the floor.


Two flashes of silver/white light and Aricia was standing in front of Joric, her eyes changed and her fangs fully extended protecting him. Martin could only stare at her in disbelief, the pain ripping through his chest as blood soaked through the white shirt not even close to the pain that was shattering his soul.


Chetak quickly got himself under control. “As… as you can see King Leonidas… a female… a female in the grips of the Lunmai will savagely protect the one she has chosen as her mate.” 


Anja and Dysea were next to him in a moment, tears streaking their eyes. Only Isabella remained where she was, her eyes now fully changed to vampire cobalt blue and anger unlike anything she had ever felt surging through her.


Gorgo stood unbelieving her hands over her mouth. “Deia!”


Deia stepped forward. “Leave Chetak!” Deia almost screamed. “Leave while you still can!”

“Do not threaten me wench!” Chetak growled. “My Blood Oath is fulfilled! I warn you though, if any action is taken against my Republic or the seat we now hold on the Senate, I will release all the information I have obtained on our new King and his vampire allies! Most especially, I am quite sure the Senate would like to know he fathered a child with the High Coven Princess Yuri! And why he let her escape after he killed her brother.”


Deia glared at Chetak with murder in her dark eyes. “I will only tell one more time you foul excuse for a Lycavorian! Take her and go! Never set foot on this Planet again Chetak, for if you do I will spill your blood myself!”


“He can’t take her!” Anja screamed standing back up. “I won’t allow it!”


“Nor will I!” Dysea snapped from where she knelt next to Martin holding pieces of her torn dress over the four ragged slashes across his chest, which was still bleeding profusely.


“You must!” Deia snapped at them. “Aricia has made her decision! She chose Joric!”


“She did not! She’s sick! Can’t you see that?” Anja screamed. “Aricia would never have done this freely! Never!”


“It is what Resumar first broke our people apart for!” Deia spoke. “The right of our females to choose! Aricia has chosen Joric!”


“NO!” Anja spoke moving forward.


Atropos grabbed Anja now, pulling her back even though every pore in his body was telling him to begin ripping flesh from bone and not stop until they were all dead.


“ARICIA!”


Her azure blue eyes turned to Anja then. “He… he killed my father!” Aricia screamed now.


Atropos glared at his sister with hatred in his eyes. “No sister… I killed our father!” He spat at her seeing her turn to him. “The King had no knowledge of this! It is I who killed our father… for the King would have let him live because of his love for you. I could not allow that! Not after what he had done!” Atropos pulled Anja back further, struggling to hold her in his arms. “He has a place of honor in Sparta Aricia, because of Martin. All his sins have been forgiven! But you sister… your sins will never be forgiven.”

“Take her Chetak!” Deia shouted. “Take her now, before I have the lot of you killed for what you have done this day! Riall?”


A thoroughly shocked and baffled Riall stepped forward slowly. “Prime Minister?”


“You will see to it that these people are escorted to their ship and then given an escort off our planet and out of our system. Please do so now before I truly lose what little control I am holding on to.”


Riall nodded slowly as Chetak made his way around the table quickly. Joric followed him, pulling Aricia along by her arm. Her azure blue eyes looked focused for a few seconds and filled with horror, and then it was gone.


The howl from Martin’s throat that followed Aricia’s exit from the room sent an ominous chill through everyone in the room, piercing their very souls in its woeful intensity and mournful sound. 
A howl that none of them would ever forget.

