CHAPTER SEVEN
ENURRUA
DAY EIGHT


She ached badly.


Her whole body ached like it had never ached before; like she had fallen down the side of a very tall mountain, rolling the entire way, gaining bruises and bumps as she went. The insides of her thighs felt raw and battered the most, and her sensitive ass stung badly. 
What was wrong with her? 
She reached out with her mind in search of the warmth and the staggering aura of the one she so loved. He could always sooth her just by embracing her with his aura. Aricia could always feel his aura behind those psychic shields, so utterly powerful, yearning to be released. She had always wondered what it would feel like to be hit with the full force of his aura and love. Her mother had told her just before Coming of Age that when a wolf loved her, truly cherished her, he would hold nothing back, that she would experience the most heavenly understanding she had ever felt. When her mate wrapped the full power of his aura around her, nothing else would matter to her except to love him back just as utterly.  
Aricia had felt it with Martin the moment she had met him. The inconceivable power lying hidden, just beneath the surface, wavering against the shields he held in place by force of will alone. She always wondered what it be like if he had hit her with that full power, to be submerged in his very essence. The fever no longer burned in her blood and she smiled dreamily as she realized he must have had her over and over again and that was why she was so sore. That’s why the fever was gone from her, no longer causing her blood to burn for him.

She reached out to her love, calling to him and Aricia’s azure blue eyes snapped open when she felt nothing.


Aricia felt nothing but an empty void.


An infinite black wall unlike anything she had experienced before. It was seamless and never ending. She reached out to her beautiful Persian red haired lover Anja, the closest to her heart, next to the wolf that had claimed her soul. Anja was always open to her due to the pleasures and closeness they had shared in the last year together. Many nights of blissful enjoyment they had shared, when her beloved was so far away from them. Again she found nothing except that empty black void. 
Dysea… gone. 
Isabella… gone.

All she felt from anyone was an infinite black void.

Aricia sat up quickly in the bed, groaning in soreness, the rough sheets under her skin causing her to look down. She wore a skimpy light tan dress that barely covered her body and then she saw the many bruises dotting her legs and thighs. Her arms held many of the same bruises, like the grip from strong hands holding her. Her azure blue eyes darted further up and she took in her dreary surroundings. The room was large with an open patio door that led out to a balcony. The colors were dark, not bright like the palace on Apo Prime. There were several pieces of furniture that looked neither comfortable nor inviting. Even the bed she lay on was simple and definitely not built for comfort.


Where was she?


Aricia slid off the bed slowly, clenching her teeth together, suppressing the groan that threatened to escape her lips due to the soreness between her thighs. What had her beloved done to her to make her so sore? Martin was large… so very large. She, Anja and Dysea had measured him once while he had slept, joking like school girls as he snored away while they stroked him to full hardness with feathered caresses. A full half inch past a dozen he was, and Aricia had been amazed she had taken him entirely into her body. Amazed and so very happily fulfilled. When she told her mother this news, after Dasha came to stay with them in the villa in Sparta, her mother didn’t believe her at first, until Anja and Dysea had finally relented with knowing smiles and confirmed it. Dasha had said then it was a gift for a gifted man who needed to take care of her daughter.

Martin had been her first. Aricia was only eighteen months past the Coming of Age at a hundred and eleven years old. Martin had been her first, and they had claimed each other under the Centennial of the moon that wonderful night in Eden City. He had done so many things to her that night, and many nights after, that caused even her wildest imaginations to pale in comparison.


Yet for all his enormous size, and the consecutive hours they had spent continuously making love, her beloved had never left her this sore. Throbbing with desire and the delightful aches of the utterly fulfilled yes, but never painfully sore as she was now. It was almost as if he didn’t care about her needs and simply pounded her into the bed. Almost as if he was a callous brute and unconcerned about her, something she knew he was not. Something he could never be. Aricia moved slowly, biting her bottom lip once more against the soreness, and went to the doorway, feeling the cool breeze caress her. She inhaled deeply, a myriad of scents she didn’t recognize floating to her. The air smelled of ocean, and Aricia could see the dark rocky beach far below her, and then the whitecaps of the ocean in the distance. The palace was not near an ocean, of that she was sure.


She turned and made her way back into the bedroom, going to the simple looking door. She passed her hand over the panel to unlock it, but it didn’t move. She did it again and still nothing. Aricia turned once more, allowing her eyes to take in more of the room. As at first glance it was dreary and not at all designed for comfort in any way, not even remotely. There were no computer consoles, no dispensers for food, and just the two simple couches.


That was when Aricia noticed the scent. 


It was definitely male; a musky bitter scent that crinkled her nose and it permeated her entire body somehow. Concern began to creep into her senses and she looked around the room further, desperately trying to find something that would tell her where she was and why she could not touch her beloved’s thoughts to ease her concern.

She spied the lone dresser on the far wall and moved to it. It was an ancient piece of furniture and ornately carved with dragon heads like from the books she had seen as a child. There were several drawers in the long dresser and she began opening them hurriedly, finding nothing more than the simple thing she was wearing now.


Fear began to creep through her now, a fear that was starting in her belly and slowly moving outward. Her azure eyes were growing wider and she scanned the room once more seeing the small table by the rough bed she had awaken on. She had climbed off the other side of the bed and missed it before. She saw the simple looking holoimager on the table and moved back to the bed quickly picking up the imager. She drew her legs underneath her on the bed and activated it, her eyes going even wider.


“Hello sweet Aricia.” Joric’s image and voice filled her head and the fear that had been growing inside her belly suddenly became overpowering. “I’d like to welcome you to your new home my newest mate. I thought I would give you a day or so to grow accustom to your new station, serving me. Serving me in any way I chose you to serve me as my new mate. What you have on is all you will need to wear so don’t look for anything else. Our females wear as little as possible. And you will not be able to use that wonderful weapon branded to your arm Aricia. The entire room has power inhibiters in it and you won’t be able to call it no matter how hard you try. You are wondering perhaps why you can not Mindvoice your pathetic old mate; that is because he is a fool who did not know what you going through. It is called the Lunmai, and it is the Second Coming of Age Aricia. Remember the fever sweet Aricia, the burning in your blood to mate? I satisfied that for you Aricia. I cured the fever in you, and I had a wonderful time doing it. You were so receptive to my advances sweet Aricia. I must have had you a dozen times in the first three hours alone, oh yes; and easily another thirty or more on the return trip to your new home.”

Aricia’s hands were shaking brutally now, barely able to hold the imager in her fingers. She shook her head slowly back and forth. “No!” She spoke softly. “No.”


“You are probably saying to yourself that I am lying to you.” Joric’s smug voice continued. “Allow me to show you sweet Aricia.”


Aricia’s azure blue eyes went as wide, as the image changed to her bent over some sort of chair almost completely naked, Joric behind her gripping her hips. She watched as he leaned over her naked body and pulled back on her long lustrous hair.

 “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!”

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


Aricia dropped the holoimager on the bed as if it was a hot plasma iron as she saw Joric grunt and thrust himself inside her body in the image. A pain unlike anything she had ever imagined could exist ripped through her as the full color pictures flashed on the holoimager now sitting on the bed. Joric’s foul body grunting and groaning, him taking her in every conceivable position, and she was squirming underneath him whimpering in delight like some common street whore. The images flashed back and forth across her eyes, each picture driving the knife deeper into her chest, her hand going to between her breasts, pulling the skimpy dress tighter and tighter, trying to shield her from some imagined pain. 

Then the image changed and she saw Martin, her beloved Martin, her beautiful wolf and soulmate. His eyes were wide in horror; Anja and Dysea with looks of unbelievable pain on their faces as they stood within a room in the palace. She didn’t hear the words the strange man was speaking but she saw herself pressed up against Joric far too intimately, and then she heard Martin scream out his rage and change before he leaped at Joric. 


And then the knife punctured her heart, as she saw herself instantly change into her wolf form; she saw her very own claws slash deeply across the chest of the wolf who had stolen her soul as she protected the man who had raped her.


As Aricia watched herself being led away, the sound of the mournful wolf howl shred her heart and what remained of her soul into pieces and Aricia screamed. 
Aricia screamed in hideous pain of the heart and spirit, a scream that carried out the window and across the landscape of the oceans and land below her, piercing everyone who heard it and making them turn towards the large mansion. It was a shriek many of them knew, and after a moment they simply lowered their heads in disgrace and continued what they were doing.

Joric stood in the main antechamber beneath the room where her wail of shame and unfaithfulness echoed through the walls and he smiled maliciously as he drank the ale.

Mother! Come quickly! It is Tablina! Something is wrong! Terribly wrong!

Isheeni’s cry of alarm surged through Arzoal and she raced through the tunnels of their mountain home, scattering rocks and brushing past others of her kind in her maddened dash to her daughter and friend. She burst into the smaller cavern and saw Tablina withering on the stone floor clutching her head in some unseen agony. Her daughter’s azure scaled face turned to her panic stricken.
It began moments ago mother! I don’t know what it is? I tried… I tried to enter her mind but I was smashed aside but some unseen force! She is in such pain mother! Such horrible pain!

Be still Isheeni! Arzoal spoke as calmly as she could and moving forward quickly. I will help her.

Arzoal calmed herself and reached out with her mind. She and Tablina had a unique connection and she grabbed onto that and allowed Tablina to pull her in. Arzoal’s flame colored eyes went wide and her huge wings sprang outward from her shoulders and back as the most indescribable pain Arzoal ever felt ruptured into thoughts. She saw wolves, two black wolves; she saw blood and suffering, and the wrenching betrayal that ripped through her being. It was the child… and her agony over what had happened was a hundred fold what she and Tablina thought it would be. Arzoal shuddered in agony herself now, reaching past the pain to reach for the thread of thought that was Tablina. She found her, Tablina’s mind awash in the same agony but without the strength to even partially shield it as Arzoal was. With a deep outward breath Arzoal grabbed on to that thread of Tablina and began pulling her back. She saw a forest, towering pine trees and bright sunlight. She saw the face of the child now, so amazingly beautiful, her azure colored eyes changed to wolf eyes, her long wolf fangs out. She saw the face of the handsome man, his yellow/gold orbs points of light unlike anything Arzoal had ever seen His fangs were out as well, both of their lips stained with blood, each other’s blood.
Never with anyone else Aricia. This… this only we will share.

I love you Martin Leonidas. With all that I am. I will never betray you, never hurt you. Nothing will ever come between us as long as I have your love.


She saw them together again, the downward slash of the child Queen’s claws against the monstrous black wolf’s chest, four streaks of red erupting from the black fur. She saw the child Queen standing in front of the butcher’s son Joric, protecting him in some fashion. The sorrowful howl of the huge black wolf staggered Arzoal almost to the point she lost her connection to Tablina. She needed to leave this pain quickly before it overwhelmed even her in its intensity.

Arzoal gave a last heave with her powerful mind and pulled her friend with her, slamming her psychic shields back down before she had to experience more of the agony. She staggered back as Tablina gasped for breath, the sound a cry of relief in the cave.
Mother! Tablina! Isheeni’s voice filled Arzoal’s thoughts, allowing her to refocus.


Arzoal leaned her head over, taking a deep breath with a swell of her large chest, her wings slowly folding back onto themselves slowly as she calmed. I… I am fine Isheeni. It… it was the child Queen. It was a pain… a pain unlike any I have felt in all my long years of life daughter.

Isheeni’s azure eyes grew wide. The child Queen? How… how is that possible mother?


Tablina groaned loudly as she struggled to sit up. “Arzoal?” Her voice was soft and barely discernable.

Be at peace Tablina. I have enhanced your mental shields my friend. You are safe now. Arzoal told her.

“Oh Arzoal, what have we done?” Tablina gasped out.


Tablina what… what do you mean? We did what… we did what we had to.


Tablina’s eyes looked up at her wide in shock and amazement. “They… they have shared blood!” She gasped. “By the gods what have we done?”


Tablina what are you saying? Arzoal demanded. What do you mean?


Tablina slumped to the cave floor unconscious.

SPARTA

DAY TEN

“Damn you Aihola shut up and calm down for a moment!” Dysea’s voice snapped in the transmission, causing Aihola’s amber eyes to close.

She had regained consciousness to find Tarifa missing from Sparta and right now there was a planet wide search underway. Aihola was incensed at the moment. Not that they were caught unaware, she knew they could never plan for everything. She was incensed because she had seen the Lycavorian who had taken her Tarifa. He had been in Eden City days ago, and Tarifa and Selene had told him and his cohorts to leave Earth and never return.


Aihola took a deep breath and opened her eyes slowly. “Forgive me my Queen.” She spoke softly.

“And don’t call me that!” Dysea barked. “I may be a Queen… but after what we shared I am always your friend first.”

Aihola nodded her head. “Thank you Dysea. That means a great deal to me.”


“Bella and I are on our way to earth now. We will arrive in two weeks. What has there happened Aihola? And hold nothing back from me!” Dysea spoke.


“They took my beloved Dysea.” Aihola spoke. “They took my Tarifa. And if they harm her in any way, I will skin the flesh from their bones and laugh as I do it.”


“Who took her?” Isabella demanded as she moved into the transmission next to Dysea.


“Martin’s people took her.” Aihola spoke. “They said something about a ship.”

“Nauta Melme’s people? Aihola… you know as well as I that Lycavorians would never do something like this.” Dysea spoke. “It is not in their nature.”


“They were Lycavorians Dysea. I saw them with my own eyes; the same ones who came here to trade almost two weeks ago. Tarifa and Selene turned down their offer for whatever reason and told them to leave.” Aihola continued. 


“Turned them down why?” Dysea asked.


“She said… she said she felt something evil from them.” Aihola spoke. “She is full wolf now Dysea and her senses are more acute than mine in that regard. Because of my vampire genes I am only half wolf thanks to Dekton.” Aihola saw Isabella whisper something to Dysea in the transmission. “Dysea… what is going on? Where is Martin?”


“Aihola… what of the Oracle? What of Helen?”


Aihola looked at Walter who was sitting across from her but out of the transmission. Dysea picked up on this right away.


“Who is there with you Aihola?” Dysea demanded.


Walter moved around to Aihola’s side of the table and squatted next to her. “It is I my Queen.” He spoke.


“Walter… Holy One… what is wrong with Helen?” Dysea demanded once more, forcefully this time.


“She is gravely injured my Queen.” Walter answered. “Dilios is with her now. It was another bomb my Queen. This time targeted only on her. She caught the full blast of it. She is clinging to life, and the doctors from the fleet above do not have much hope for her I’m afraid.” He spoke his voice grave. “They say if she makes it through the next day or so… she may survive. They do not want to predict.”


Dysea closed her eyes within the transmission and shook her head. Isabella leaned closer, “Senior Polemarch Dymas do you know who I am?”


Walter nodded. “I do Lady Isabella.” He replied.


“Will you take my orders?”


“Without question Milady; you are to be the fourth Queen to my King. That is not in question.” Walter told her.


“Have you locked Sparta down Senior Polemarch?” Isabella asked.


“Tighter than we did when the bomb almost claimed the King and Queen Dysea.” He answered.


“Keep it that way Senior Polemarch.” Isabella spoke. “I don’t care what you have to do, but know this. The assassin you are searching for is undoubtedly Lycavorian, and posing as a Spartan that you trust.” She saw his eyes grow larger. “I know it is hard for you to believe, but it is true. There have been events here…” Aihola and Walter saw her pause as well. Aihola leaned forward.

“Dysea… what is going on?” Aihola spoke.


Dysea looked up once more. “There is a group of Lycavorians outside the Union a large group Aihola. No where near as strong as the Union, but it appears they are considerably more ruthless. They have… they have succeeded in taking Aricia from Nauta Melme in the most hideous of ways.” Dysea saw Walter’s eyes widen. 
“Taken her how?” Walter demanded.

“She had a condition called Lunmai. It is… it is basically a second Coming of Age. It is exceptionally rare in your females Holy One. She goes into lust again… the need to mate becomes overwhelming… and these… these vile men used that against her to betray Nauta Melme and allow another male to claim her as his mate. It was all done very deviously but well within the Union law it appears.”


“NOT SPARTAN LAW!” Walter bellowed coming to his feet. “NOT OUR LAW!”


Dysea nodded slowly. “I know… unfortunately… Earth is now part of the Union and we must adhere to the law. They have… they have also discovered that Martin fathered a child with the High Coven Princess Yuri, before he became aware of whom he was, before the Great Fire.”


“Blood and thunder,” Walter spoke.


Dysea nodded. “Yes… it is quite shocking I know. This different sect of Lycavorians has threatened to release the information if Nauta Melme attempts anything in regards to Aricia. Another group within the Union’s own government… the elves…” Dysea spat contemptuously. “They have made a similar threat if this Ambassador L’tian’s daughter is not returned to him.

“Yuriko as well Dysea?” Walter asked.


Dysea nodded. “They know of her as well.” She replied. “Whatever happened before the Great Fire, before Nauta Melme discovered his true ancestry, his true calling, we do not hold this against him. We love him too much. And he has never lied to any of us Walter, least of all to the three of us. He had no idea this was the case until only a few weeks ago, you know that as well as I. It is a very long story that I will relay to you when I arrive.”

“Has he gone after Aricia?” Walter asked. Dysea was silent as she stared at him in the image. “Dysea… has he gone after Aricia?”


Walter and Aihola watched Dysea break into tears and leave the transmission. This was difficult for Walter as he had never seen Dysea cry in all of her lifetime. Isabella watched her for a long moment before turning back to the screen. “Senior Polemarch… they… this fever, this Lunmai… they recorded it. They showed it to all of us, to Martin. It… it shows her screaming for this other male, while he was taking her from behind, begging him to take her as his mate.” Isabella lowered her head and looked at the deck where she was. “We… we watched her beg this pig of a man to fuck her and make her his mate!” Isabella screamed looking back up. “When… when Martin flew into a rage, Aricia attacked him while protecting this vile man who had claimed her. She injured him deeply.”

Aihola’s amber eyes were wide, “A jal nindel udos mir orthae nau!” (By all that we hold sacred no!)


Isabella took a deep breath and nodded. “Indeed Aihola of the Drow.” She spoke softly. “Martin… he… he has withdrawn. He will not allow us to penetrate his Mindvoice shields and none of us is anywhere near powerful enough to force our way in. Of us all, only Aricia could have done that. And while the physical wounds she inflicted on him have healed, I don’t believe the emotionally wound will. I fear… you know how he holds his emotions in. He is a Spartan. I fear he will destroy himself, especially now that he can not turn to the Oracle. I fear for what he will do to himself in his grief.”


“Isabella… what… what can we do?” Walter asked.


“Is there an officer from the Lycavorian fleet with you?” Isabella asked. 


“Just outside,” Walter replied. “My father has gone to Eden City to sit beside Selene as she negotiates the last of the contracts Earth has received.”

“Please have him come in, he will know what I will tell him.” Isabella told him, looking at Aihola while Walter moved. “Aihola of the Drow… you said a ship?”

Aihola nodded. “I heard them say they needed to get back to their ship. I’m sure of it.”


Isabella nodded. “Then more than likely they are not even on Earth any longer.” She spoke.


“No!” Aihola gasped.


Isabella met her eyes. “They will not kill her Aihola.” She spoke quickly. “Your lover Tarifa is far too beautiful for them to just kill her. I have studied your species of elves while I have been gone Aihola of the Drow. Walter… he created the Drow to be the most like Spartans in every way did he not?”

Aihola nodded slowly. “So he has told me and others.”

“Martin has told me of the strength of this woman who is your lover… this Tarifa.” Isabella spoke. “Your people… the Drow… it is instinct for you to chose the strongest of mates is it not. Like the Spartans.”

“It is?” Aihola spoke.

“Your Tarifa… is she a strong woman?”


“She is stronger than I, as she has proved many times.” Aihola replied instantly.


“Can she… can she survive being taken against her will Aihola?” Isabella asked. 


“She has been raped and taken against her will before and only grown stronger for it.” Aihola answered immediately. “That is why I love her so.”


Isabella nodded. “Then she will survive Aihola of the Drow. And you must remain strong so you can help us get her back.”


Walter returned with the young Lycavorian Captain then and he looked at the monitor. “Lady Isabella?” He spoke. “Command me.”


“Queen Dysea and I will arrive in two weeks, if not faster Captain. I am sending you a transmission now that is unique to this clan of Lycavorians. They use a Phased Flux Converter in their fusion cores. Realign your sensors to scan for this signature. Track it… by any means. Have one of our Frigates follow it Shrouded if you have too. I don’t care.”


The Captain nodded, “As you order Lady Isabella. And when you arrive?”


Isabella looked at him and they saw her eyes change to vampire cobalt blue. “When we arrive Spartan… Dysea and I are going to find this assassin. When we do… he or she will die a very painful death. And whether we have to intern the Oracle, or she will recover, we’re going to load every Spartan Centurion in your city Walter.  Then we are going to go after Tarifa, no matter where those dogs have taken her, and show them that it is very unwise and unhealthy to injure or attack friends of Martin Leonidas. That is what we are going to do.”

LYCAVORIAN PEOPLE’S REPUBLIC CRUISER

“Open your eyes she-elf wolf.” The male voice spoke to her. “I know you are awake.”


Tarifa allowed her eyes to open slowly so she could focus. When she did, she found herself staring into incredible violet orbs that were gazing back at her intently, violet colored eyes that held no malice, no lust, no hostility, just intense interest.


The face of the blond haired man focused even more, and she saw the strong solid jaw, the thick eyebrows and thin lips, and the neatly trimmed blond mustache and beard. The face was deeply tanned and weathered, but it was extremely handsome. The dirty blond hair fell to his shoulders, which Tarifa saw were very broad, but it was clean and she detected the soft wild aroma of the deep timber that she remembered from her childhood.

“Do not try to move too quickly.” He spoke to her again. “My brutish brother hit you rather hard and you took quite a knock on the head.” He reached up with a large hand towards her face and Tarifa moved quickly to get away, only to feel a wave of nausea sweep over her and she froze, closing her sapphire eyes once more to fight it. She heard him chuckled softly. “I told you not to move too quickly Tarifa.”


Her eyes opened again and she looked at him. “You…”


“Yes I know who you are.” He told her before touching the side of her head and probing with gentle fingers. “Does this hurt?” Tarifa shook her head slowly. “Good… that means he didn’t crack your head, which is decidedly thick from what I can see.”


“Where… where am I?” Tarifa asked.


“You are on board a Lycavorian People’s Republic cruiser.” He answered her question. “You are safe… though I wouldn’t recommend going out for a stroll among the masses any time soon.”


“You… you have kidnapped me?” She snapped.


The man, a young man if Tarifa was correct, shook his head. “No. My brother Rommna kidnapped you, against my advice. But then he was never very smart.”


“Your brother? That… that pig is…” Tarifa hissed now.


He nodded. “Yes he is my older brother.”


Tarifa’s eyes went wide and she struggled to sit up. “Nya Istel?” She gasped, the last thing she remembered was Aihola falling to a similar crushing blow from a P190.


The young man got up and moved to the small sink and mirror where he started to disrobe. Fear gripped Tarifa as she saw him pull the shirt off his very broad shoulders, revealing three long red gouges in his back and shoulder. Tarifa couldn’t help herself as she watched the very well defined muscles of his back and shoulders flex as he moved, in obvious pain, but holding in the sound.

“If you are referring to your Drow elf lover, she is very much alive, and decidedly quite angry at the moment. With good reason no doubt.” He spoke turning around. Tarifa winced when she saw the jagged gouges across the front of his steel hard abdomen and powerful chest. They were even deeper than those on his back. Tarifa watched him as he moved to a cabinet and began looking for something.


“With good reason?” Tarifa asked, keeping the relief in her voice hidden.


He turned those violet eyes on her again and nodded. “Oh yes, with very good reason.” He said. “My brother took you from her, something I would be extremely upset with as well were I her.” He obviously found what he was looking for as he pulled down the small can. “She is different your lover; very beautiful in her own right, but different. I can see the attraction she has to you though.”

“She is a Drow elf, and she will come for me.” Tarifa spoke confidently, “As will my friends, including the King.”


He looked at her smiling “That is why I told my fool brother not to attempt anything with you.” He said. 


“Who are you?” Tarifa asked sitting up on the bed and suddenly realizing she was naked beneath the sheet. She gasped and clutched it tighter to her chest.


“Forgive me!” His voice spoke as he rushed to another cabinet and removed a similar uniform to what he had been wearing. He placed it on the bed near her feet and quickly averted his gaze. “You… you were not appropriately dressed when he brought you on board. I brought you here, cleaned you and put you to bed. I forgot you were without clothes, my apologies.”


Tarifa watched him turn back around quickly. “You… you cleaned me?” She asked her voice holding contempt in it. “Was that before or after you raped me?”


He whirled around and she saw a flash of anger in those violet eyes before it was quickly gone and he took a deep breath. He turned back to the small mirror quickly. “I washed you because, as you so astutely put it in the meeting you had with him some time ago, my brother is an odoriferous buffoon and you reeked of him. You did not need to wake to his stench, not to mention you had blood on you.”


“Blood?” Tarifa asked, checking herself for injuries.


“Aside from the dent in your wolf thick head, you are not injured Tarifa.” He spoke with some humor. “It was my blood.”


Tarifa looked at him, “Your blood?” She spoke arrogantly. “Did you tangle with a Spartan as you were kidnapping me? Is that where you got those wounds?”


“No.” He answered. “Thankfully we did not have to contend with the Spartans you speak of. I am not stupid, and I have no desire to meet death at the hands of a Shi Viska. And I was not a member of the party that foolishly kidnapped you. I saw you for the first time when Rommna brought you on board.”


“Then where did you get those wounds?” Tarifa asked. “They look like wolf injuries. Did you win me in some sort of fight to see who gets to rape me first?”


“If you think these are bad, you should see my brother Rommna.” He spoke as he was spraying whatever it was he held in his hand on his chest and abdomen. “No… the injuries on my back are from Rommna. He and his cohorts were attempting to decide who gets you first, as you say. We fought… he lost… I’m much larger than he is in wolf form, and he is fat and slow. He got lucky… but only once.”

“Why… why would you fight over me?” Tarifa asked sarcastically, “Why not all of you rape me and get it over with?”


She saw that flash of anger in those eyes, but just as quickly it was gone again. His scent was prickling her nose now, teasing her senses as he walked over to the bed and sat down. Tarifa inched over as far as she could before banging against the cold bulkhead of the ship.


“We fought because my brother and his friends were going to rape you Tarifa.” He spoke matter of factly. “If I had not stepped in, they would more than likely be using you still.”


“I would have fought them!” Tarifa hissed. “I’ve been raped before and I’m not weak!” She didn’t understand the small smile that played across his face.


“Yes… I’m sure you would have fought them.” He said calmly, his voice holding respect that Tarifa didn’t believe she was hearing. “You are a strong she-elf and wolf. However… you would not have survived what my brother and his animal friends are capable of, and I would much prefer to see you returned to your… Drow… lover unharmed.” 


“Why?” Tarifa asked quickly.


“Unlike my brother and his friends… indeed unlike my entire male family… I do not force myself on women of any race, but doing it to a female of my own species, turned or Pureblood is particularly distasteful to me. I have never done it and I will never do it. It is something my mother taught me.” 
“Maybe she should have taught you to not do these things in the first place.” Tarifa snapped.

“She probably would have… if my father had not killed her for not submitting to him one night.” He spoke softly, and there was no doubt to Tarifa that the pain in his eyes was not faked. Dekton had taught her and Aihola many things in their short time together; one of the first was how to detect the scent of a lie from their own species very quickly. Tarifa smelled no lie. She saw him gazing at her intently. “Your former mate taught you well Tarifa, I am impressed. He must have been a great man to have you and your Drow as mates. I would have liked to meet him. Like him I find forcing myself on a female to be a vile thing. I’ve been around when it has happened yes, even in the same room. If I had tried to interfere, I would have been killed on the spot. I would prefer to live and try to bring my people out of the barbaric grip of my father, for all the good that has done me in the last five hundred years.” Tarifa looked surprised and it showed on her face. He smiled. “Yes… I’m five hundred and seven years old. A small child in the life span of my people, but you already know that since you will now live almost as long as me. At least until someone kills me.” He got back up and returned to the front of the small mirror.


Tarifa stared at his back as he once more sprayed the ointment or something on his skin. “How did you stop them?” She asked softly, “If… if they would have killed you for interfering, how did you stop them from raping me? Why would you even attempt to?”


“The why of it is easy?” He replied. “You are exceptionally beautiful, and you have the most incredible eyes I have ever seen. Eyes I would like to look into for the duration of your stay with us. At least until I get you to my planet and into safer hands.” He turned back around and looked at her, the wounds on his abdomen starting to fade somewhat. “The how of it, well that is a little more difficult to explain.”

“Why?”

“I am the youngest of my father’s ten sons Tarifa, really no more than an afterthought. I did the only thing I could think of at the time that would make them stop and have to listen to me for a change. Rommna didn’t want to honor it… but after I chewed off his ear he changed his tune.”
“What did you do?” Tarifa asked.

“I claimed you as my mate Tarifa.” He replied. “The wounds on my back are from my brother during our fight. The slashes on my stomach here, which were much worse mind you, came from you. In the haze from Rommna hitting your thick head you changed into a wolf as I was carrying you to my quarters here. You attacked me before you passed out. Gave everyone a good laugh too I might add. You really should trim your nails, they’re quite long.”

Tarifa lay there in shock as he went to the same cabinet and drew out the dark blankets, which he promptly stretched out on the floor. He plucked a duffel bag of some sort from the nearby chair and tossed it down before stretching out on the blanket.

“You are quite safe Tarifa. No one will harm you, and when we return to Enurrua, I will place you in someone’s charge that will help you to make your way back to your friends. I suggest getting some sleep now, as that blow to your head took quite a bit out of you.” He leaned back on the duffel bag and closed his violet eyes. “My name is Isra by the way, and it’s very nice to meet you.”
HIGH COVEN DARKBROOD-CLASS FRIGATE

YURI’S TEMPORARY FLAGSHIP

THREE HOURS AFTER LEAVING LAXNIS II

“They came out of no where!” The Coven tech screamed. “They’re everywhere! There’re hundreds of them!”


Yuri stood on the bridge of her frigate, Moran beside her. “Calm down you fool!” Yuri snapped. “Who came out of no where?”


“That… that new dosib Lycavorian King!” The Coven tech screamed. (Fucking) “His ships just appeared inside our defensive perimeter! No warning! No dosib warning and they launched missiles! They had our Shroud generators on all their ships! Over a hundred ships! They destroyed all the defensive platforms in the first wave! Wiped them out completely! At least fifty STRIKER ATs have landed and there are Spartans all over the base!”


“They are after the elf STRIKER pilot!” Yuri screamed. “Kill her now!”


“No contact with the lower levels Princess! The Immortals responded but were wiped out within minutes! I’m sending you the feed! Something went through them like they weren’t even there! I think… I think there were five… three Spartans for sure… all with silver Shi Viskas! They blitzed right through the Immortals; all fifty of them!”


Yuri looked at the junior vampire officer. “Are you mad? Three Spartans do not defeat fifty Immortals!”


“Watch it yourself you bitch!” The tech screamed in a total panic.


Yuri’s eyes went to cobalt blue and she lifted her hand to send a paralyzing Mindvoice surge back at the insubordinate coward when a shadow flashed behind him. Yuri flinched even from a full light year away when the bloody spear head of the Spartan Nehtes burst through the officer’s chest, splattering blood on the monitor as well as bits of flesh. Blood erupted from between his lips as his body fell out of sight. Yuri blinked and then he was there.


The yellow/gold eyes blazed like she had never seen before, his face splattered with blood.


“Martin.” She gasped.


“Hello Yuri. Long time no see.”


Yuri got control of herself when she felt Robert’s hand grip hers out of sight of the screen. “Martin… you are looking positively feral. More like your sick species every day that goes by.”


She saw him smile and expose the gleaming white fangs. “You got old Robbie there holding your hand Yuri.” He spoke. “Yuri… do you remember Yuriko? Do you remember Lisisa?”


Yuri’s eyes went wide and Moran felt her squeeze his hand tighter.

Martin’s smile was evil in nature. “Yes Yuri… you do remember. Good I’m glad. I’ve found Yuriko now. Yuri when I find her and I will find her first; she’ll be where she belongs. She’ll be among her kind. Remember I said to tell your father to start looking over his shoulder Yuri. I’ve changed my mind. She changed my mind. Start looking over your shoulder Yuri, because I’m not hunting for the old man first anymore. I’m hunting for you. Then we’ll see just how high a tolerance for pain you have for what you’ve done Yuri. Before I do the same thing to you that I did to Xerxes.” Martin smiled again. “I’m going to go get my pilot now Yuri. You should know better by now Yuri, don’t fuck with people I care about. I’ll always come get them.”


Yuri blinked twice when he reached up and shattered the monitor on his end with the silver Shi Viska on his arm.


“Captain I want an immediate LSD jump out of this system right now!” Yuri snapped.

The Coven Captain came out of his chair. “I concur Princess! Power the LSD drive now! Immediate jump prep! You have thirty seconds!”


Yuri looked at Robert. “Something has happened on Apo Prime.” She spoke. “He’s different, crueler somehow, like he doesn’t care if he lives or dies. To attack Laxnis II like this, with such overwhelming force, inside our space, that is not like him.” Yuri took a deep breath. “Have Cha’talla use his contacts to try and discover what is happening. I have to talk to my father Robert, and then I have some things to tell you husband.”

LAXNIS II


Yuriko couldn’t help but stare in unabashed glee as she watched her adopted father in front of the monitor. Part of her had fought against what her genes told her. She was a vampire, he was wolf. Yet for all that, he had never blinked once when embracing her on the ship outside the brig that day. He had been the only one to show her kindness as a child. Yuri certainly did not, using her only as a tool to keep her false cover in place. Yuriko’s vampire genes had fought against telling him, going to him. She was after all a vampire, and he was the son of Leonidas, the purest of purebloods, and he was who they were taught to fear the most. 

Once those arms had closed around her, all her doubts had been washed away. And then words he had just spoken now filled her with emotions she had never felt before. And it was good.


“…You should know better by now Yuri, don’t fuck with people I care about. I’ll always come get them.”

Martin lifted his left arm and drove his Shi Viska into the monitor, smashing it into pieces. Yuriko felt like shouting for joy at the words she had just heard him say. It only confirmed she had made the right decision so many years ago.


Martin turned to look at her standing between Anuk and Nayeca. Danny and Andreus stood holding the door of the smoking control room, their P190s leveled down opposite corridors. He looked right at Yuriko, his yellow/gold eyes gleaming. “Think she got the point?” He asked.


Yuriko nodded her head quickly. “Oh I believe so.” 


“Good… just want to make sure I’m understood.” Martin spoke moving up to her and the others. His hand gripped her shoulder tightly, and Yuriko closed her eyes at the sensation.

“No offense Skipper.” Dan spoke. “You don’t know what this elf chick smells like do you?” Danny asked his dark eyes alertly angled down the corridor. “Nothing major mind you, but I’m picking up a whole lot of elf scents in this stink pile. And a whole lot of scents I don’t really want to see what they belong to.”


Andreus couldn’t help but snort in the affirmative as the only means of communicating. Like his King, he was not truly in the mood for much more than killing any vampire he could find.


Martin lifted his Shi Viska and Dan saw something in Martin’s eyes he hadn’t seen in nearly a decade. A killing lust.


“Let’s go this way. This place ain’t that big, and we’ll run into her eventually.” Martin spoke leaving the control room and moving down the corridor.


Dan looked quickly at Anuk and then to Andreus. “What’s wrong Andreus?” He asked. “Something is eating at him.”


Andreus met Danny’s eyes and nodded. “Now… now is not the time.” He replied. “I will tell you when we have returned to the LEONIDAS I. If we return.”


Dan’s eyes were wide as Andreus turned and followed his King. 


Arzoal where are you? For’mya shouted with her mind.


For’mya you are unshielded! Her reply was instant.


Arzoal something is happening! They brought me here three hours ago! I’m in a cell Arzoal. They were… they were about to start… Arzoal… someone is attacking the planet! I can hear the missiles hitting points across the city here! Screaming and weapons fire! Arzoal who would attack this planet! It’s suicide!


For’mya… something terrible has happened. I can not explain right now.  Arzoal spoke. You must be strong and help him child.


Arzoal what are you talking about? Help who?


The man who will be the father to your children For’mya, many years from now. Your King. He is coming for you and he is in pain unlike any you can imagine For’mya. I beg you… after what I have shown you. Do not turn him away.


Arzoal what do you mean?


I am being called child. Be strong. I will contact you when I am able.


Dan could do nothing but follow behind and make sure none got behind them. Whatever gripped his brother was not a killing lust. 

It was a bloodlust. Anything that crossed their paths, it died. He, Anuk, Nayeca and Yuriko could only move along behind them and protect the flanks.
Martin and Andreus moved like one person, their Shi Viskas and Nehtes bringing down a Coven Immortal or trooper with every launch or swipe. They moved with one mind and one purpose, and they didn’t care what was in front of them. Bodies fell beside them and they didn’t pause. 

Arms.

Legs

Heads

Blood splattered almost every portion of their armor, occasionally a lucky shot from a weapon slamming into their armor, staggering them, but not knocking them down. Andreus had long forgotten his P190 as he followed his King. It was almost as if they didn’t care anymore.

Betrayal


Martin thrust forward with his Nehtes stabbing it through the neck of an Immortal, ripping sideways, and tearing it free of the flesh with barely a pause.


I love you Martin Leonidas


He spun, launching his Shi Viska down the corridor, the razors extending as the shield almost whistled with glee as it flew straight and decapitated a Coven trooper who had come out of the room.


I will never betray you


The Nehtes ripped free and splashed more blood on his face, Martin spinning it with grace and power before plunging it through the metal door next to him and hearing the scream of a mortal wound.


I will never hurt you


Once more the Shi Viska took flight, sailing over Andreus as he spun to cover his King’s rear. Martin felt the two small caliber rounds slam into his body armor in the back above his shoulder. He ignored the pain as his shoulder screamed in protest. It couldn’t come close to the pain he felt already.


I will never betray you.


Andreus ducked under Martin’s wild swing, impaling the Immortal stupid enough to charge into the hallway. His King struck out with his head, the black metal of his crested helmet smashing into the face of the Immortal and crushing his already flat nose, blood spurting all over both of them.


I will never hurt you


He ripped the Nehtes from the metal door and turned down the corridor, his yellow/gold eyes blazing in the smoky corridor. He felt no pain, no remorse, and no guilt. Only betrayal and that betrayal fueled his rage.

His rage was powerful.


Martin turned the corner and saw the two injured Immortals holding the golden haired female elf between them. He felt Andreus take up position on his right, Nehtes prepared. The one Immortal held a weapon to For’mya’s head, her bruised body barely able to stand on her own. This fueled his rage more and he felt the power swell within him.


“You have something that belongs to me Immortals!” He growled his voice sounding like a call beckoning from hell. “I want it back.”


“I will kill her Lycavorian dog!” The Immortal with the weapon screamed. 


“That is not the answer I wanted!” Martin spoke coldly.


The power swelled and surged and Martin lifted his hands, the rage in his mind fresh and pure. Fueling him beyond anything he had ever known.

Betrayal.


I love you Martin Leonidas.


I will never betray you.


Martin released it.


The two pulses of psychic energy had solid form when they left his fingertips, silver in color and shaped like diamonds. For’mya, Danny, Anuk, all of them could only stare in awe as those diamonds ripped through the space between Martin and the two Immortals in two eye blinks, smashing into their chests. There was a loud, wet thumping sound and both of their bodies were blown backwards, two fist sized holes completely penetrating their bodies, leaving gaping holes you could actually look through, and blood saturating the wall they were behind.


For’mya dropped without the support of the two vampires, unable to control her legs, but strong hands caught her before she crashed onto the deck. They lifted her easily into powerful arms and she brought her head up slowly to look into the stunning yellow/gold eyes that gazed on her intently.


“Star Commander For’mya I presume.” The voice spoke, so strong and calm in the midst of so much death and destruction.


For’mya managed a slight nod, “My… my King.” She spoke between dry swollen lips.


Martin nodded to himself and began walking back the way they had come, directly past where Daniel and the others stood. Andreus met his eyes as he passed him, following his King like the shadow he had become. Danny moved to the two bodies of the Immortals and looked at the massive wounds in their chests. The holes were perfectly shaped like someone had rammed a pipe through them. He looked at Anuk as she settled beside him, his eyes wide.


“He’s… he’s never done this before.” Dan spoke.


Anuk took his arm. “We must go Daniel.” She spoke. 

Martin didn’t speak as he walked; the echo of his booted feet in the corridor tapping in rhythm with the betrayal that still echoed in his mind. For the moment at least it had eased. He had done something right, and the satisfaction in that had driven the betrayal back, cooling his burning blood and aching heart.


At least for now.

ENURRUA
DAY TWELVE

Tablina sipped the cup of water slowly as she regained control of her trembling emotions.
 The pain she had felt was unlike anything she had known for some time, and it had caught her completely by surprise dropping her to the cave floor in agony as Aricia had screamed out not only physically, but with her mind as well.


Tablina? Arzoal’s voice broke into her thoughts and she looked up into her flame colored eyes. I… I did as you asked Tablina. I scanned the young King. He rescued the elf female For’mya from Laxnis II. He left no one living Tablina. You have been sleeping for two days now, but if I am to understand… he ordered a bombardment that shattered the planetary crust of this world. It has rendered it uninhabitable.

“It has begun.” Tablina spoke softly. “What did you find Arzoal?” Tablina asked her voice carrying some hope that things were not as bad as she thought. Arzoal’s next words shattered that into pieces.


Blackness. I was able to sense surface thoughts before Tablina, but now nothing. It is the most powerful Mindvoice Shield I have ever seen erected Tablina. I could be next to him and not breach the shields he has up. There have never been Mindvoice shields I could not breach. Why?


Tablina looked at her. “They… they have shared blood Arzoal.”


You… you said that before Tablina. Isheeni spoke now, moving closer. What do you mean? Shared blood? Like vampires?


Tablina shook her head slowly. “Arzoal I have spoken to you before of the Ceremony of the Centennial of the Moon. Vada Assirina Cormunn in the ancient Lycavorian language, our most sacred rite? Blessed and started by the very first Oracle, soon after Resumar and Eliana began to bring our people out of the abyss twelve thousand years ago.”

Arzoal nodded her massive head. It is sacred to your people and has been for over ten thousand years, instinctual and eternally binding in every way; much like the oath that my kind swears to our mates. It is why I have never taken another mate in my lifetime. Her flame colored eyes grew wider. The King and the child Queen Aricia…
Tablina nodded slowly. “He claimed Aricia, and she claimed him, under the Centennial of the Moon, the Vada Assirina Cormunn. I saw this in the midst of the pain of betrayal in her mind. We were curious and shocked that she could be so powerful and still be so young, and now we know why. When they sang their love for each other under that moon they became tied together for eternity, and Aricia became tied to the line of Resumar and Leonidas, therefore slowly able to draw her power from him, her eternal soulmate, until she was his equal in every way. This was increased a hundred fold when they shared blood.”
What does that mean? Isheeni asked.

“When they shared each other’s blood at the peak of their coupling, what we saw through the pain of Aricia’s despair Arzoal, when they did that, what they swore under the Vada Assirina Cormunn was consecrated in blood.” Tablina spoke softly, “Much more so because it was done instinctually and not rehearsed or guided by an Oracle.” 

Arzoal’s eyes grew a little wider as realization filtered to her. If her power was drawing from him than she… she could have fought it and won, she could have resisted the Lunmai. She was resisting the Lunmai because of her love for the King! What they shared!
Tablina nodded. “We did not foresee Chetak’s cruel sadistic purpose in all this. We thought he would only take her and return to Enurrua fulfilling his Blood Oath. Instead… we gave him the means to not only increase the Lunmai to the point that even Aricia could not fight it, but he then hideously flaunted that in front of the King. Chetak forced him to watch the most beloved and precious of his Queens beg another male to take her and make her his mate. It was the ultimate act of betrayal she could have committed in her mind as well as his.”
That is why her scream reached you so deeply in Mindvoice. We did not realize how powerful she was and when… when she realized what she had done, what we forced upon her, it… it broke her heart.

Tablina nodded tears in her eyes. “That is why you sense nothing but blackness from the King. There is nothing but blackness remaining in his life. He may love his other Queens, but when we helped Chetak take Aricia from him, we… we robbed him of his soul. He… he will do the only thing he knows how to do now.”

What do you mean?

Tablina looked at him. “He is the son of Leonidas Arzoal, a Lycavorian and a Spartan. Aricia was his soulmate. He will not take another Queen of Lycavorian blood after having a soulmate. Without Aricia at his side… when Martin Leonidas dies… the line of Resumar will die with him. The child Queen Aricia will never submit to Joric again, his aura will make her want to laugh when compared to the King’s.”

Arzoal’s head came up quickly. He will kill her. Or she will take her own life.
Tablina nodded. “Yes… he will. The King will feel her die, even behind the shields he has erected and then he will no longer care about anything but having death take him as well.”

Tablina… can we fix this? Can we undo what we have done? It has already started. What you speak of Tablina. I can sense it from For’mya. He is already starting to let the rage consume him.
“Arzoal my friend… do we dare try?” Tablina spoke, the pain very evident in her voice. “The damage we have already unwittingly done is beyond even my worse nightmares. We did not even stop to think of the connection they may have had. Our only concern was to use this poor child to our own means. I would not know even where to begin.”
We must bring her here. Let her see everything as we have seen it. We must go beyond what we had originally intended and somehow make her understand! Arzoal spoke.

“Unless Chetak thinks she is dead, Joric will hunt her endlessly. Hunt us endlessly.” Tablina spoke.

Then we must make Chetak think her dead.
Arzoal spun quickly for a dragon of her massive size and bolted from the chamber.

LYCAVORIAN PEOPLE’S REPUBLIC CRUISER

He was upset, that much was very obvious. That he was not able to hide it very well surprised Tarifa even more. 

Martin, Dekton, all of those who she now knew were Lycavorian had always contained their emotions, held them in. Isra on the other hand was not like that. He had not touched her, hurt her or questioned her in the two days she had been in his quarters. He slept on the floor, brought her food, which was actually quite good and she had eaten voraciously, and he even left the room when she wanted to bath. Though his uniforms were the only clothes he had, she had made do, the dark green top more than enough to cover most of her body, and she had tied it tightly with strips she had torn from the bed. He had looked at her in an amused fashion when he saw that but simply shrugged and went about his business. He said she wasn’t a prisoner, but she could not go out into the corridors of the ship either. It wasn’t safe.

Tarifa decided to see if she could get more information out of him as he sat staring at the small computer console.

“Want to talk about it?” She blurted.

He didn’t turn around. “Talk about what?”

“Whatever it is that seems to have you so upset.” Tarifa asked.

“Why would you care?” Isra asked.

“You haven’t hurt me.” Tarifa spoke. “The only thing you won’t let me do is go outside this room.”

He turned in the chair. “There is a good reason for that.” He told her.

“I can handle myself.” Tarifa spoke.

Isra shook his head. “Not out there you can’t.” He said softly.

“I’m a wolf now too you know!” Tarifa snapped. “I can fight! I got you pretty good!”
His violet eyes measured her and then he got up and moved to sit on the edge of the bed. “Do you want to know what is out in the corridors of this ship Tarifa?” He asked.

Tarifa nodded. “Yes.”

Isra looked at her intently then, and Tarifa’s eyes flew open wide when she felt the burning sweep through her body. Her nipples became instantly erect, hard nubs of flesh pressing against the fabric of the shirt she wore. Her blood surged hotly, and she felt herself become moist between her thighs. She felt the need to…

Then it was gone and she let out the loud gasp of air that had been in her lungs. She glared at him and pushed back against the bulkhead in fear, her sapphire eyes wide. “What did you just do to me?” She hissed.

Isra didn’t flinch at the vehemence of her words. “That is what Tarifa, is out there.” He spoke, “In the corridors of this ship.”

“What… what was that? What did you do?”

“You are wolf now… so your mate must have told you about his aura.” Isra said. “He was a powerful pureblood if the scent of him that still lingers on you is any indication. Surely you must have felt his aura.”

“Yes… yes… but nothing like what you just did to me!” Tarifa snapped.

Isra nodded. “And that is the difference between my people and those that follow the King.” He spoke softly. “The King’s grandfather, King Resumar, he broke the majority of our people away from the violence and instinctual nature of our past. He and the others that followed him, ruling in his stead until his descendant returned, they have schooled and guided their children to not surrender to the basic instinct that my people have always embraced. What you just felt was my complete unshielded aura, for all of three seconds. If I had allowed it to envelope you anymore, you would have been helpless before me. Not as completely as a full wolf for you have been turned, but enough that you would not have resisted me. I could have taken you now, or at any point since you have been here Tarifa, and you would have welcomed it.”
“Liar!” Tarifa snapped.

“I am not lying to you Tarifa. It is instinct in you now.” Isra spoke. “Your mate, Dekton I believe you have told me his name was; he was able to direct his aura, control it and allow it to caress you in ways my people can not do. You can do the same thing in a much smaller way, to attract males. My people are violent and unbending. The majority of the males of my people, Lycavorian though we may be, they use their auras against female wolves as a weapon, even turned ones, such as yourself. They do not know what it is to be tender and caring, nor do they treat our women with respect. My father did not treat my mother in this way.” Isra lowered his head. “If you go out there, without me to protect you, your scent will attract every male on this ship, and they will use that aura against you. And Tarifa… you have a most delicious scent.”

“Why haven’t you done this?” Tarifa spoke.

He looked at her with those violet eyes. “I am not like them.” He spoke coldly.

“You seem to be able to control it.” Tarifa asked. “Why can’t they?”

“Because unlike them… I have been inside the Union, primarily on Apo Prime, their home world. I have seen what they are, what they do. How they treat their women.” Isra spoke. “There is a small group of my people on Enurrua, my planet that feels as I do. We have been slowly working towards this same goal, and to bring all of our people together finally after ten thousand years. These people on my world and those I interacted with on Apo Prime, they taught me to shield my aura, direct it. No where near as controlled as some one like King Leonidas, but enough.”
“Martin… Martin has this aura?” Tarifa asked.

Isra looked at her. “Tarifa… if the King hit you with his full, unshielded aura, especially if he is as strong as they say he is, you would be nothing but a babbling fool before him, even as strong as you are. He is of the line of Resumar, and his blood is purest of all of us. He is closest to our instinctual nature, and that is his power. I have seen images of his Queens and…” He stopped speaking and got up quickly.

“What…” Tarifa asked moving closer to him.

“My father and brother have done something particularly immoral Tarifa. That is why I am upset and you can sense my anger. They have violated even the laws that my people follow. They have taken one of his Queens, the Queen of Lycavorian blood. Taken her in the most vile and contemptible way. They…”
Tarifa scrambled to her knees. “Aricia! They have taken Aricia from him! How?”

Isra looked at her wide eyed. “You know her?” He asked.

Tarifa nodded quickly. “We are friends. Close friends.” She replied. “What have they done Isra?”

His violet eyes grew wider. “They will discover what connection you have to her… and to the King. My father may be a vile disgusting man, Joric even more so but they are not stupid as stupid as Rommna. They will discover your connection to the King and to his Queen and they will kill you the moment you set foot on my planet. And then they will kill me as well. I must make arrangements to keep you safe.”

Tarifa leaned back. “Why?”

Isra looked at her. “What do you mean why? They will kill you that is why.”

“No… why do you want to keep me safe?” Tarifa asked.

His violet eyes descended on her and Tarifa felt a rush of blood through her once more. This was very natural though, not induced by his aura, but by the way those eyes looked at her. Eyes that looked at her hungrily… filled with desire and heat.

Isra shook his head. “You should get some sleep.” He spoke quickly, turning to go back to his computer console.

Tarifa wouldn’t sleep this night. Her dreams were filled with violet and amber colored eyes and what that meant for her future she didn’t know.

ENURRUA


Joric waited for the door to slide closed before fully entering the bed chamber and turning. He caught the full force of the broken couch leg in his jaw, and pain ripped through him as he staggered to the side.


“YOU NUBOU!” Aricia screamed lifting the leg of the couch she had destroyed and bringing it smashing down on Joric’s shoulder with all of her strength. “I will nubou kill you now for what you have done!” As Joric lifted his head to look at her he saw blazing azure blue orbs with murder in them, “Pen gur fecla terit gai!” (I will rip out your heart)


 Aricia smashed the couch leg across his face and saw blood blossom from his broken and shattered nose. Joric staggered away flailing his arms in front of him to protect himself. She was strong to begin with he knew that, but her rage made her insane. And she was speaking the ancient language. How could she know the ancient language?


Aricia stepped into her next blow, her azure eyes alive with a killing fever. She smiled wickedly as she felt and heard his shoulder pop, and he howled in pain. She lifted the leg once more, advancing on Joric as he staggered towards the balcony.

Joric did the only thing he could think of and he unleashed his unshielded aura at her, his eyes going wide when he saw it had no effect on her in the least. Aricia laughed insanely.


“You could not hope to come close to the power of the aura that the man who claimed me has Joric you fool!” Aricia growled. She swung again, feeling the leg smash into flesh, break bone. “Did you truly believe I would submit to you after I have tasted him?”


Aricia brought the splintering leg down again, crushing it across his face, splinters embedding in his flesh, blood soaking the end of the wooden weapon.


“I am not your mate! I will never be your mate! He does not need a fever in my blood to claim me!” Aricia was out of control now. “Martin Leonidas is the fever in my blood! He does not need to claim me! I am already his!”


Tears streaked her eyes as the betrayal of what she had done, been forced to do, hit harder than ever before. Just speaking his name wrenched at her heart, but it gave her strength, and with that strength she would beat this man to death for stealing from her the one thing most precious of all.


Her grief also made her careless and she did not smell or detect Chetak come barreling into the room. Her legs buckled as he smashed his fist into the back of her head, and she staggered to the side, the couch leg falling from her grasp.

“Upaee!” Chetak shouted as he hit her again as she turned drunkenly.


The blow split her lips and sent her flying across the floor, landing through the open doors of the balcony and into the night air. Chetak’s eyes flew open as he grabbed his son, “The power inhibiters Joric! There are none on the balcony! She can use her weapon! Get up!”


Aricia staggered to her feet, her azure eyes glazed over as she lifted her left arm, the flash of silver/white evident on the balcony as her Shi Viska appeared. She laughed once more, an insane laugh, her lips bloody.


Chetak and Joric were no longer looking at her however. They were staring in horror at something above her. Aricia turned and her eyes grew wide as she saw the gaping maw of the flying monstrosity as it came right at her. She saw powerful wings, azure blue scales rippling in the moonlight. She saw flashing razor sharp teeth, glaring azure blue eyes like her own, and then the mouth became full of flame, and the flame reached out for her. Something slammed brutally into the balcony she stood on, launching her into the air as the flame engulfed her.

And Aricia screamed.

