CHAPTER EIGHT
HADARIA
CAPITAL CITY OF UNOPA
DAY FOURTEEN

“It is truly a blessing to finally meet you my Queen.” The tall Hadarian spoke as he leaned over deeply at the waist.


Anja forced a small smile and nodded. “I… ok… I guess so.” Anja spoke.


Prefect Zaniai straightened up and looked at her.


This woman before him was the image of her mother in every way possible. The jade green eyes highlighted a deeply tanned skin tone, more so than the average Hadarian, but with her shimmering Persian red hair it fit very well. Anja was her mother’s height Zaniai saw, however unlike her mother, whose figure was very shapely in its own right; Anja’s figure was not only shapely but packed with muscle and exceptionally well defined even under the black and crimson Spartan armor she wore. She carried the helmet under her arm, the soft red hair of the crest moving in the slight breeze, and he saw her nose twitch every so slightly. Zaniai smiled inwardly at this. He had seen enough Lycavorians in new surroundings to know that she was sniffing the wind, attempting to categorize scents and file them to her memory. Zaniai had always found this skill amazing in his Lycavorian friends, how they were able to file away scents like they did and remember and detect those same scents even centuries later. Perhaps he would ask the Queen this when they got to know one another better.

Her jade green eyes never stopped moving as she took in everything around her. Hadaria was not Apo Prime with its towering cities and kilometers of hover lift traffic. Hadaria was much more sedate and slower paced. The city all around them was built from centuries old stone and marble and had stood completed for four thousand years. There were few hover lift lanes in Unopa, the capital of Hadaria, though some of the outlying cities had larger traffic lanes due to their trading centers. Unopa was considered their most religious site, and traffic was kept to either small personal hover discs, or the six person Liftdarts.


Zaniai studied Anja for a few seconds longer and then glanced at her Handmaiden Seanna quickly. “How was your trip Milady?” He asked finally.


Anja turned to look at him and nodded. “It was fine.” She replied, “A little long… but fine. I… didn’t realize Hadaria was so deep into Union territory.”

Zaniai nodded. “With the exception of the small Lycavorian Fleet corvettes you saw as you were arriving, we try to maintain calm scenery as much as possible. It allows those who come here to find some semblance of peace. We actually have four dedicated Fleets assigned to protecting Hadaria, but they maintain a discrete distance. You will find many of their crewmembers come here to relax when they have down time. I know the commanders of these fleets personally and will introduce you at some later time if you wish.” 


Anja nodded. “That would be fine. Where will I be staying?”


Zaniai motioned to the right in the distance, “The home of your parents if you choose Milady.” Anja followed his motion and her eyes went a little wider when she saw the huge cathedral like home.


Anja looked back at him. “You’re kidding right?”


Zaniai shook his head with a smile. “I realize the pageantry and opulence you see is overwhelming, especially on Apo Prime.”


Anja nodded, “Just a bit.” She said. “Martin and I… Dysea… Aricia… we…” She stopped talking for a moment and closed her eyes. 


Zaniai may not have been able to Mindvoice but he was a very good reader of emotions, and the wave of sadness and pain that swept from his Queen was staggering. He watched her take a deep breath and with a great deal of inner strength she opened her eyes again. “We aren’t used to it.” She said simply.

“Trust me Milady… you will not find a place of poverty or decline in the Union. While we are very wealthy, everyone gives back, even the largest of our corporations donate billions of Riyal to insure that no one wants for nothing. We have had too many years of slavery under the High Coven to neglect others.” Zaniai spoke.


Anja nodded. “That’s good to know.” She spoke. “I was told my… my grandfather was waiting?”


Zaniai nodded. “He is most pleased Milady. I have not seen Fuleos so animated in nearly eight hundred years.”


“How… how old is he?” Anja asked.


“Fuleos… he is almost six thousand years old, one of the oldest of our people.” Zaniai spoke. “We live long full lives… but not nearly as long as you will now live Milady, thanks to the Lycavorian blood swirling through you.”


“I understand that caused some issues.” Anja spoke as politically as she could.


Zaniai nodded. “It did Milady, but it is not something we can not see worked out. All of us are quite happy you are among us, and whatever comes to past we will see it through together.”


Anja nodded slowly. “Very well… I’d like to go to see him now.”


Zaniai nodded waving to several Hadarian men in light blue uniforms. “Your liftdart is not far. These two officers will see you to it.”


Anja nodded and looked at Seanna, “Seanna?”


“I will be along very shortly my Queen. I just need to ask the Prefect some questions.” Seanna answered.


Anja nodded and turned to follow the two men. Zaniai watched her walk away as he stepped close to Seanna.


“She carries a heavy heart with her Seanna.” Zaniai spoke softly.


Seanna nodded. “The situation with Queen Aricia has taken a toll on everyone Prefect. Anja and Aricia were… closer than most realize. They… share of each other as well as the King.”

Zaniai looked at her his eyes showing his surprise. “That was not in anyone’s reports to me.”

“I chose to leave it out of my reports Prefect, until I could tell you in person.” Seanna spoke looking at him. 

“You have seen this?”

“I have seen them touch each other in ways reserved for lovers, yes Prefect. All of them actually to include Queen Dysea.” Seanna answered. “It comes almost naturally to them. They are all tied to the King in this way.”

“What is your opinion of her?” Zaniai asked after a moment.

Seanna looked at him. “You received Ambassador Tezu’s report Prefect.” She spoke. “He told you what he saw.”
Zaniai nodded. “Yes… and it was a typical politicians report; intelligence quotient, probabilities, causes and affects.” He replied. “Now I want to know who our Queen is Seanna. And only you will know that.”

“She is one of the most compassionate women I have ever met Prefect.” Seanna told him honestly. “She is highly intelligent, exceptionally so; in superb physical condition as you can see. She is considered among the Spartans to be extremely lethal in combat. I have not seen this personally, but I have seen her training, and I suspect that information is very accurate. Yet she is also the first one they will go too in times of need.” Seanna looked at him. “And without question she is behind only the King and Queen Aricia in terms of Mindvoice powers. I would say that she and Dysea are equal in skill and knowledge… but Anja has the more sheer strength and willpower to project her Mindvoice powers. The King has blocked all contact with Anja and Queen Dysea. He normally allows part of himself to travel within each of them, but now…” She shook her head.

“He is that powerful?” Zaniai asked.


Seanna nodded, “Without question.” She replied.

“What else Seanna, tell me everything.” Zaniai spoke.


“I would recommend we inform the keepers of the estate to remain off the property until mid morning.” Seanna looked at him. “She dearly enjoys running in her wolf form, and it would be safer if she wasn’t frightening everyone. She mentioned this to me this morning on the way here. It helps her to focus her thoughts and mind.” Seanna spoke.


Zaniai nodded. “I will make it so.” He said. “Your message said you have something for me?”


Seanna pulled the small data pad and blood sample from inside her jacket. “Chetak left this with Prime Minister Deia. It is a sample of Queen Aricia’s blood…”

“You still refer to her as Queen Seanna. Why is that?” Zaniai asked. 

“Until I am told by the King himself or Milady Anja Prefect, she will remain Queen. The blood sample shows no known signs of mind altering substances. I checked it for that myself with my own kit Prefect.”


Zaniai looked at it as she handed it to him. “Then why give it to me now?” He asked. “You realize what this represents is a crime? You took this from Prime Minister Deia.”

“I do Prefect. I also know that while advanced and intelligent, Prime Minister Deia is more concerned with holding the Union together than anything. Incensed she may be that this travesty occurred, it is not her priority to discover anything in regards to this. I doubt she will even miss it.” Seanna answered. “I was hoping Prefect that you would see fit to have the Oldest Ones review it?” Seanna spoke. 


“I don’t understand for what purpose Seanna? It is my understanding that she chose this man Joric freely due to the Lunmai Fever. It is contemptible that this branch of Lycavorians could even still exist, let alone do something like this, but the Prime Minister’s office told me everything was very much within the law.” Zaniai spoke.

Seanna met his dark eyes. “Prefect… I have traveled with them for almost a month now.” She spoke evenly. “I realize I still have several years of training to fulfill, and I am not as experienced as most but I am also a woman Prefect. Fever or not… Aricia would not have chosen that man freely.”


“Why do you say this?”


“I saw the way they looked at each other Prefect, she and the King.” Seanna spoke. “That is why. Please Prefect. I have never asked for anything before. I ask for this now.”

Zaniai held her gaze for several moments before nodding slowly. “I will deliver it to them when I see them next week. I doubt they will find anything Seanna.”


“Probably not Prefect. I may not believe this is the case, I know Queen Anja doesn’t, but there is always hope Prefect.” She replied. “At least I will know I have tried everything. And I would like to stay on as her Handmaiden permanently Prefect. I can finish my training in the time she will be required to return to Hadaria every year, but I want to stay with her, to serve her, to… to be there for her.” Seanna wasn’t about to tell him that she found the Queen refreshingly truthful and blunt, a woman who was loyal and strong, and a woman that stirred feelings and thoughts in Seanna that she would never have contemplated before this day. 

Zaniai nodded. “I don’t believe your instructors will have a problem with that.” He said. “I will bring it to Mage Council myself with my recommendation to make it so. Now the King Seanna, tell me of him.”


Seanna looked to where she could see Anja in the distance. “He will not give her up. Nor will she give up him, that I can tell you with precise accuracy. Anything else Prefect, you can ask him yourself. He promised her he would be here in four months for the Zenith of the Nebula, regardless of what anyone wants and to my knowledge the King has never broken a promise to anyone.”


Seanna began walking towards her Queen as Zaniai looked on in shock at her words.
LEONIDAS I


Martin looked at her on the edge of the bed, studying the lines of her face and shape of her lips. She had been brought to his quarters on the LEONIDAS I at his order and Kmyla had attended to her here. The bruises had all but faded to nothing now, with almost three days of rest and full meals to aide her elf healing system in repairing the damage the Coven had done. Another hour or two and the Immortals on that planet would have been raping her continuously to destroy whatever resistance she had left. She was strong to have survived the beatings they had given her, constantly being fed on like an animal by the vampires. The dozens of vampire teeth marks had disappeared by now, but Martin had seen them dotting her body when he and Kmyla had brought her here, and that only served to fuel the rage that was building once more within him.

He didn’t know where this power had come from within him. He had felt the anger, the uncontrolled rage when he had seen the two Immortals holding her like that. Everything had come together then, and when he had lifted his hand it was as if they reached out with all the fury that burned in his thoughts. The two silver diamond like pieces of psychic energy had punched through the armor of the Immortals as if it was tissue paper. When he released it, Martin had sent all of his fury focused in those two points, and it had been devastating.

And it had felt very good.

The sheet covered her naked form, and Martin found his dark eyes traveling down the contour of her hips and legs under the thin sheet. She was Dysea’s height, in excellent physical condition with a healthy glow to her slim, defined body. She was no where near as muscular as Dysea or Anja, her breasts small and firm, with small pert nipples pressing against the fabric of the sheet that covered her, but as he gazed at her sleeping form, he found that this one would have enticed him above all others to taste her with his Queens permission. And he didn’t know why.

As with many elves, with the exception of her longer than shoulder length golden hair, she had no other hair on her body and even though she was a pilot, she had a very healthy tan to her skin. Martin had allowed no one but Kmyla to enter and see her until after he had helped her wash her body of the filth she had been forced to endure for almost a month. He shifted on the bed pulling his leg up as he continued reading the data pad. As usual when in his quarters he wore just his loose black pants and no shirt, the black flame tattoos covering his chest, swirling out from his abdomen, shoulders and back and almost alive in the glow of the dimmed light in his bedchambers. He didn’t need it bright to read with his wolf eyes and he kept the level low so as not to shock For’mya when she woke.

For’mya stirred awake but didn’t move, enjoying the feel of the soft, cool sheets against her naked flesh and the fact that pain no more lanced through her body at even the slightest movement. She opened her dark brown eyes slowly, noticing the room was lit but dimly so, and she turned her head to the spot he would be, as she had done every time she woke since she had been here. He was there again, as he had been for the last three days, never far from her side. When she had first awakened, the female elf had been in the room with her, studying her with the medical sensor. He had stood beside her the whole time, his unreadable dark eyes never wavering, never wandering over her body, which was fully exposed for his eyes to view. Those eyes had remained focused on her face and no where else.


Arzoal had not touched her since he had rescued her from the Immortals in quite a shocking fashion, but what she had shown her was unlike anything she had experienced before. And those were just the surface thoughts of others and their feelings in regards to the King who they all worshiped to the point of near fanaticism, the King who now sat on the bed and safeguarded her. She had seen battles, countless battles unlike anything she had seen, before the comet had affected Earth and altered the future for all of them. Combat on the ground in a way that For’mya would never forget; images of bloody, broken and shattered bodies. She had seen how he had discovered who he was. How he had never known his father, his true nature, yet somehow he had gone through his life exactly how his father and grandfather had conducted themselves, and he did it without thought. She had seen how he had met all of his Queens and the deep abiding love he had for all of them, most especially the youngest Queen, Aricia.


I hope you are feeling better. His voice filled her thoughts and she turned her head to see him looking at her, his dark eyes still bright and very unreadable. You’ve been sleeping for nearly three days.

For’mya sat up slowly, pushing her body back against the head of the bed and wall, holding the sheet over her naked body and wondering why she didn’t feel odd about that. Perhaps because he has already seen what you had to offer and found it not to his liking, she thought to herself. As she sat back she noticed the glittering coral red pendant her wore around his throat, tied with a simple leather and satin strap.

“How long have I been here?” She asked.


Martin reached up and tapped his head. Mindvoice please, I know you can, and I don’t want anyone listening to what we speak of. I don’t trust many and with very few exceptions none are on this ship, at least not yet. As I said… you have been sleeping for three days.

For’mya looked at him strangely. I am… I am not very good at Mindvoicing sire. Arzoal… she only gave this skill to me recently.


Martin looked at her oddly. So we’ll have to work on that, no problem. Who is Arzoal?

For’mya nodded. She was talking to me while I was a prisoner. I don’t know how she found me or why. Or even what or who she is. She is very powerful however, to have found me like she did. It was Arzoal who helped to enhance my natural Mindvoice shields.

I will have to thank her when I see her. She gave you a very solid start it appears. May I touch you? Martin asked.


My… my King… For’mya’s eyes went wide.


Martin’s smile held no humor in it, of that she was sure. I want to touch your head For’mya. 


For’mya felt the heat of embarrassment rush through her and she lowered her eyes. Forgive me sire.

Martin set the data pad down and reached out with his two fingers of either hand to rub her temples briefly, closing his eyes as he did so. For’mya felt his Mindvoice touch within her thoughts, sensing and then seeing so many doors, but only one other was open at the moment. Everything else was an empty black void. The dull throb that had always been there with Arzoal began to fade away to nothing, until finally it was gone completely. He pulled his hands back after a moment, one hand picking up the pad again. That should help. He spoke.

For’mya looked at him quickly, amazed that the connection with him had become so much clearer and there was no strain on her thoughts. No dull throbbing in the back of her forehead. You did that.

He gave her that humorless smile again. Go figure… I have a gift with this Mindvoice thing, so I’m told.  The door I have opened is for us only. The only other door open right now, so to speak, is to Andreus my Captain. He is the only one I trust completely at this moment. He will not interrupt unless it is important.


Then why have you given this to me?


I trust you. He told her.


You don’t… you don’t know me. For’mya said softly. Why would you trust me?

I know that you are to be my concubine. Martin spoke holding up his hand before she could retort to him. I also know it is not a position you want or desire. I am in the same position. You don’t want to be my concubine, but are being pushed into it. I don’t want a concubine, and I’m being pushed into it. We’re in the same situation Commander.


Sire you…


My name is Martin, For’mya. I hate formalities more than anyone you will ever meet. I tolerate them because I have too. Considering that we now can communicate this way it seems silly to be formal. Don’t you agree?

For’mya nodded slowly. I do.

So I can call you For’mya then? It means Scent of the Flower in Elfin doesn’t it?
For’mya looked at him surprised that he knew the meaning of her name in the elfin language. Yes… sire… Martin. How did you know that? There are not many who know the elfin language well enough to know the meaning of our names.
Martin looked at her and shrugged. I don’t honestly know to tell you the truth. Your scent… it is like a sweet Orchid. It seemed to fit. 
For’mya felt a small surge of heat through her when he said that. Thank… thank you sire.
You’re very welcome. You’ve fought this station that your father and people have expected you to take whenever the King returned; the station of Bounded Concubine to the King.  You were brought up for this position from a small child. Whether you like it or not For’mya… it is in your blood for some reason. And you hate that, am I correct?


For’mya looked at him before nodding after a moment. Yes.  It is not the position so much as the fact it… it takes away my choice.


Martin nodded as well setting the data pad aside and pulling his other leg onto the bed, sitting lotus style facing her. As it does mine.


Sire you… Martin… She spoke when she saw his head cant to the side. You are a man. It is not the same thing.

Isn’t it? I don’t want anyone else to share my bed For’mya. I never have and at this point in my life, I don’t want to even think about that. What I do not like is people telling me I must have you because it is part of some honorable pact made by your people to mine. Martin told her.


You… you don’t find me attractive Martin? For’mya surprised herself when she blurted that question out, for she didn’t know why she asked it. Fully half of the men, almost all of the Lycavorian men she knew, had tried at one point or another to bed her.

Martin shook his head. Quite the contrary, I think you are the most beautiful female elf I have ever seen next to Dysea, and I mean that. Given different circumstances, with their permission and yours, I would have taken you in a heartbeat. I’ve known quite a few female elves in the last year or so, none of which smell as good as you or Melda Min. she too smells like flowers, Wildflowers in full blood if you’re wondering.

You have known other elf females sire? Besides your Queen? For’mya eyes were wide.


Not in that way no. The three women I left in charge on Earth are elves. I had a relationship with one in the very beginning, but our lives drew us in separate directions and now we are like brother and sister. Martin spoke. She’s in trouble… someone has tried to kill my Oracle… and apparently a Blood Oath sworn against my grandfather, whatever the hell that is, from someone I don’t know has taken… For’mya saw the flash of great pain across his face and behind his eyes. She held back the gasp of breath at the force of that pain she saw in those few seconds and then it was gone and his eyes became unreadable dark orbs again. Someone has taken the woman who holds a part of me that I will now never get back. Or ever give again. A part of me Anja and Dysea will never have. And she did it by her own choice, for whatever the reason, which hurts most of all.


For’mya could not hold back the horror in her eyes no matter how hard she tried and she saw him nod slowly.

Now you see what is happening. Someone else has discovered I fathered a child with the bitch of a woman who held you prisoner for so long. A child I did not even know about until just before I left Earth. Well… someone has been spreading that information out pretty liberally, and if it ever becomes public knowledge… it could very well tear apart all that my grandfather built. Your father is among the ones who have threatened to release that information.

My…my father does this? For’mya hissed her outrage.


Martin nodded. He is your father and he loves you. He used the only thing he had in his possession to make me come find you sooner than I had intended. I’m actually glad I did though; the thought of what would have happened to you is not something I want to imagine.

For’mya looked at him stunned, Arzoal’s words coming back to her. {He will come for you child} You were always coming for me?


Martin nodded. I let Yuri go. I should have killed her, but had I done that you would now be dead. I let her go, and she had you, which I didn’t find out until later. I’ve never left anyone behind before and I won’t start now. I’ve had people looking for you from the time I discovered you were taken. I need an ally For’mya, someone I can trust to find out who is trying to destroy what my grandfather built. Anja is on Hadaria learning what her people want her to learn in regards to the gift she has within her. Dysea and Isabella are heading to earth to find the fucker that hurt Helen… the Oracle. I need help.

Why me?

Because we both don’t want what is being forced on us. I hate being manipulated by others, as I’m sure you do.

And when you find this person or persons? What will you do?

Are you sure you really want to know? Martin asked her.

For’mya saw the image of the two Immortals and the way they had died in her mind and she shook her head slowly. No I do not.


The humorless smile again. Good girl.


What do you want of me?

Accept the position of concubine to me. Martin said simply.


For’mya looked at him horrified. I thought… what you just said.


It’s the easiest way for me to eliminate a potential disaster For’mya. If you accept the position openly, it takes your father out of the equation, and right now he is the bigger threat politically. I’m not a politician For’mya; I can’t play this game as well as others. And I don’t want to learn to either. This is my simple solution to the problem and it will give Deia and the others time to find out who has betrayed us. If you accept the position willingly Deia might be able to get your father to tell us where he got the information from to begin with. Martin spoke. 


But I will be tied to you Martin. In the eyes of my people I will be tied to you in every way. I will need to eat with you, stay with you… I will…


You get the bed. I’ll sleep on the couch For’mya.  He answered before she formed the question. My quarters become yours. Yes I know all this. When this is all done I’ll release you from whatever binding thing this will be. You are also the finest STRIKER AT pilot in the Union For’mya. Where we are going, I’ll need your skills.


And what if I don’t agree to this?


Martin shrugged. Your father is waiting for you on Apo Prime. You can fly a STRIKER back from our current location in two days. Once we cross the border again it might get iffy. I’m not going to force you if that is what you are asking; you’ve already been through too much because of me. He got to his feet. I’m going to change. I had your things brought up from Apo Prime. I’ll meet you in the corridor outside the lounge in thirty minutes, and you can give me your answer.

Wait… cross the border?  Where are we going Martin?


Martin’s smile was now full of evil. We are going to Ukwav. He replied.
ENURRUA
DAY FIFTEEN


Joric ran his fingers along the scars on his face from the splinters the couch leg had left. The blast from the Firespitter had engulfed not only the balcony but the curtains and bed as well. Their servants had put the fire out quickly enough, and now he sat on one of the couches rubbing the soreness of his face and jaw. Even after three days it still hurt.

The bitch had hurt him badly, beaten him in a way that had not occurred since his father had beat him as a child. The four inch long sliver of wood had ripped open his perfect face, and deeply enough where he would carry the scar for the rest of his life. He looked up as his father walked into the room.


“The Firespitter was the female’s daughter, I’m sure of it.” Chetak spoke as he walked up to his son and held out the glass of ale. “The damage from below says a very large Heavyhorn was with her, probably her mate. They must have smelled you all over the wench and thought they were grabbing you.”

“They’ve never been this bold father.” Joric spoke.


“They were most likely circling over the ocean and when the breeze carried your scent to them they went into attack mode.” Chetak said. “The Heavyhorn went after the balcony as the Firespitter targeted you. When he hit the balcony his weight tossed Aricia into the air directly into the path of the flame.” Chetak laughed at that. “She saved your life and hated your guts! How poetic is that?”


“So she’s dead?” Joric asked rising to his feet.


“If the Firespitter didn’t incinerate her in the blast, they most likely ate her remains. They rarely let free food go to waste, you know that.” Chetak said with a smile. “A pity really. A female of that strength would have sired strong children Joric.”


“My… my aura didn’t affect her father.” He spoke. “I hit her fully unshielded and it didn’t faze her in the least.”


Chetak looked at him, “Truly?” Joric nodded. “It’s just as well. She would have been trouble.” He walked to where Aricia’s Shi Viska was imbedded in the wall nearly halfway. “We could not have kept her locked in here all the time with the power inhibitors on. And with this weapon she could have taken out the lot of us easily. Have you told anyone to remove this?”

Joric nodded. “They tried for several hours. Short of cutting into the wall and replacing the section, it won’t budge.”


Chetak nodded. “Leave it for now. It will be a reminder for you to be more careful.”


“Won’t her death make the Union suspicious?” Joric spoke.


“Let it make them suspicious.” Chetak answered. “They can do nothing. Their own constitution states they can not interfere in the internal policies of a member state. I will make sure they stick to that, all the while making us rich beyond imagination.”


“Father we already are rich.” Joric spoke.


Chetak nodded. “We could always use more.”


“I will miss her.” Joric said with a tight smile. “For the short time I had her, she was without a doubt the best.”


Chetak laughed once more. “Come Joric… your youngest brother Isra is bringing home an elf mate that he has claimed from this new planet. Fight him for her. He has never beaten you before. Rommna says she is quite tasty and smells very nice.”


Joric grinned. “I just might do that.” He spoke.


“We need to go over the options for the company we have purchased in the Union. An engineering company that has several defense contracts we might be able to use to our advantage.” Chetak spoke.


Joric took a last look around the room and followed his father.


How could you betray me Little Wolf? I loved you with all that I am.

I didn’t betray you my love! I didn’t!


You betrayed us Aricia! Anja’s voice barked. How could you do that?


Anja please listen! I didn’t! I love you! Please don’t leave me! Please!


Betrayer! Betrayer! Betrayer!


“Martin my love, please don’t leave me!” Aricia’s voice cried out in her sleep, carrying over to where Arzoal stood with Isheeni and the obsidian black Heavyhorn dragon. 
The Heavyhorn was large, almost as large as Arzoal in size and weight, but he moved with grace and power. He had been one of the most sought after young dragons when he came old enough to mate, yet he had never discovered the one meant for him, the one he wanted to tie himself to for eternity. In an act unheard of among their kind he had shunned all advances by female dragons, many of them quite beautiful as dragons go. That was until Isheeni had been hatched two hundred years after him. 
When she first learned to fly, Torma as her instructor because of his size and agility, he knew he had found his mate. Her azure colored scales tickled his fancy and her scent made his wings tingle at the tips. She had a strong, muscled body and her tail had driven him insane. He had followed their rituals to the exacting letter, and as soon as Isheeni came to mating age, he had appeared in front of Arzoal begging for her daughter. He was young for a dragon, barely seven hundred years old compared to Isheeni’s four hundred and twenty years, but age mattered not to dragons, and they had been mated for over two hundred years now. It would be another thirty years before Isheeni was old enough to carry her own eggs, but Torma had not wanted to wait that long, and told Arzoal that very thing on the day he took her. To Arzoal, the oldest of her kind, to have a dragon only three hundred years old wish to bound himself to a female that could not even bear children until she was four hundred and fifty had been the ultimate show of love. Arzoal had given her permission without question, to her daughter’s boundless delight. 

The three dragons turned back away as Aricia rolled over onto her side within the dream.


It has been three days mother. Isheeni spoke softly. She hasn’t woken yet.

Elder Mother… did I injured her? Torma asked.


Isheeni leaned her head over and butted her mate in the side of his powerful chest. Of course you hurt her you brute. She said, her soft voice causing Torma’s scale to ripple as they always did when her voice touched his mind. You almost crushed her ribs when you caught her. It was not I you were gripping husband; even Tablina’s people are fragile in human form.

And you saw Joric and Chetak together on the balcony and spit fire before you were supposed to my azure colored mate. The Heavyhorn defended himself.


Arzoal chuckled softly. Hush both of you. She spoke. She has already healed the physical wounds Torma. What she has now is a wound of the soul.

Three huge heads turned as Tablina came into the massive cavern with them and walked over slowly to stand among them. “Chetak does not suspect me.” She spoke. She looked at the Heavyhorn with a stern gaze. “However next time Torma, if there is a next time, please try to remember she is not food.”

Isheeni looked at her mate of two hundred and nine years and nudged him again in the side with her forehead. I told you.

The brown Heavyhorn lowered his head, his nostrils flaring open in what could only be described as a sheepish grin for a dragon. 


Will she wake up soon Tablina? Isheeni asked. I have never met one of your kind with eyes like mine.


Tablina turned her head as her nose caught the lavender coco scent spike. “She is awake now, listening to us. Aren’t you Aricia?”


Arzoal’s flame colored eyes grew wide. I did not sense her!


Aricia heard voices and remained still. They were very close, and she kept her Mindvoice shields locked just enough to not give away that she had woken.


Will she wake up soon Tablina? The soft feminine voice spoke in Mindvoice. I have never met one of your kind with eyes like mine.


“She is awake now, listening to us. Aren’t you Aricia?” The woman who had just entered spoke now.


I did not sense her! The older female voice, an octave lower than the others spoke.


Aricia turned her tear stained eyes slowly onto the three dragons and the female of her kind that they dwarfed in size. She sat up with infinite slowness, preparing to spring and change into wolf form so that she could run. She wanted to run as far and as long as her legs would carry her to take the pain away. She only needed to get past them.

Standing before her were creatures of myth where she came from. 

Dragons! 

They were creatures of legend that had terrorized humans in ancient times, according to the myths, breathing fire and eating the flesh from their bones. 

Only my daughter can spit fire Aricia. Arzoal spoke moving closer to her.

Work on her aim is something she needs however. Torma spoke looking at his mate with that dragon grin.

Isheeni flipped up her long, thick tail at him and moved with her mother. She wants to run mother. She wants to change into a wolf and run until there is no more pain.
Arzoal looked at her. She told you this? I heard nothing.
Isheeni shook her large head slowly as her azure eyes fell on Aricia, who was staring at her. I feel it within her.

Arzoal turned back to look at Aricia. You have no fears here Aricia of the Spartans. We will not hurt you. We have brought you here.

Aricia shifted her eyes and looked at the largest of the dragons with bright flame colored eyes. This is a dream. Aricia spoke. This is part of my punishment for betraying my beloved. I will now have to be chased by creatures like you in my dreams.

This is no dream Aricia. Arzoal spoke lowering her head to the level of the floor and extending it out to within inches of Aricia’s wide eyes. Can you touch dreams child?

Aricia didn’t know what possessed her to reach out, but she did. And she felt the cool, smooth and scaly skin of reality pulsing with life. Her eyes grew even wider and she felt awareness unlike any other surge through her. She drew her hand back quickly, looking at it.

The unknown should not be feared dear Aricia. It should be embraced. 

Arzoal drew back quickly when her words brought forth a new flood of tears from Aricia and she slumped once more to the floor of the cave curling into a ball of emotional pain and letting the waves wash over her unrelenting in their brutally. Arzoal turned to Tablina.

What have I done Tablina? She asked quickly.

It is not you Arzoal my friend, Tablina mindvoiced now. It is similar to what her mate has said in the past.


Aricia’s head snapped up at that, tears splashing to the ground. I have no mate! I have betrayed my mate in the most horrible of ways. Betrayed him while he watched me beg another to claim me! Her mind screamed out, Isheeni’s azure eyes filling with tears as suddenly she too felt the waves of pain and sorrow sweep through her. I have betrayed the only man I will ever love.

Torma saw this in his mate and he moved close to her, brushing against her firmly, feeling her lean into him.


Tablina took a deep breath and shook her head. You have betrayed no one Aricia. It is I who has betrayed you, and all I have ever tried to do these past years.

Arzoal moved next to her slowly. We have betrayed you Queen Aricia. It is by our actions that you are here. Not by your own.


Aricia lifted her arm and wiped the tears from her eyes. What… what do you mean?


You were experiencing the Lunmai Aricia, The Second Coming of Age. It is similar to your first Coming of Age, but stronger in its base lusts and needs. You felt it… the burning in your blood to have your mate take you over and over.

Martin… Martin claimed me almost a year ago! We claimed each other! What are you speaking of woman? Aricia snapped. My love claimed me under the Centennial of the Moon! No fever, no matter how strong, would have made me betray him in the way I have! I allowed another male to claim me! I screamed for his touch, begged him to take me as his! And my beloved saw it all!


Tablina closed her eyes slowly at this, Aricia’s pain and shame washing over all of them. She nodded her head slowly, no longer having the energy to project with her mind due to the massive wall of agony she felt surrounding her. A wall Aricia was rapidly building. You are right child.” She spoke looking back at her. “No fever would have made you betray your mate, you were fighting it, and you were winning, until I intervened”

We Tablina. Arzoal spoke softly. This is as much my fault as it is yours my friend. I will not allow you to take the blame for actions that we took together.
Tablina let out a heavy sigh. “You would have beaten the fever child, and when Joric took you from your mate, the king would have burned a path across the stars like a comet to get you back. He would have come here, and the goal we have so long sought would have been accomplished when he discovered what was happening on this wretched world. You would have beaten the fever Aricia, unless it was altered in a way that made it strong enough to overwhelm even your considerable control and power. We… we did not foresee the strength you have in you Aricia, the power that you could wield. We also did not foresee the sadistic manner in which Chetak would flaunt what we gave him the power to do.
Aricia’s tears were gone now as a slow burning anger began to build within her chest. “What are you saying?”

“We gave Chetak and Joric the means to increase the potency of the Lunmai to an extent it overwhelmed your control. Joric introduced a serum into your blood stream at some point, a serum that we made, that increased the power of the Lunmai fever to staggering proportions. All you would have wanted to do is mate with the first male to take you. Joric made sure he was the male. He and his father were fulfilling a Blood Oath sworn against your mate’s grandfather King Resumar. No matter your feelings or love for the King, no matter if you knew it was wrong, you could not deny the burning in your blood. When Joric projected his unshielded aura on you that was all it took for you to surrender to the burning. We forced you to betray your beloved Aricia. This is not something of your doing child, this is of our doing.”

Isheeni had never seen a fury the likes of which burned in the azure eyes in front of her. Those eyes had become cold, merciless orbs of death as Aricia slowly got to her feet. Isheeni caught the glint of coral red under the skimpy dress she wore, and her own azure eyes grew wider as she felt the power building within the cavern they stood in.
“You have done this to me!” Aricia growled in a voice conjured from the darkest depths of the abyss. “You turned me into some whimpering fool before a man I would not have even glanced at! You allowed this man to take me in every way imaginable. You have ripped from me all that I have ever desired in my life. You have taken from me the one man who made me his in the most sacred of ways to our people. You forced me to betray him, betray him like a whore in the street, while those putrid men forced him to watch me scream for another to take me!”
“We have kept you from having to carry that pig’s child!” Tablina shouted. “Part of the Lunmai is that it makes our females extremely fertile! Joric had you a dozen times in the first few hours and if not for me you would be carrying that pig’s unborn child.”

Aricia’s eyes snapped open wide and without thinking she lifted her left arm calling her Shi Viska. 
“I will kill you now! And then I will kill myself for the agony you have brought upon me. Martin… my beloved… he will never forgive me. And I will never forgive you!” Aricia screamed out her rage, her betrayal, and all the emotions within her very being. Tablina’s eyes grew wide in horror.

Mother the necklace! Isheeni called out.

She’s calling her weapon! Arzoal snapped stepping in front of Tablina to protect her. Torma!
Torma didn’t hesitate and leaped forward, flipping his tail with amazing dexterity. The tip of a Heavyhorn’s tail was encased in thick bone and a small knob like formation. It was their primary weapon along with their thickly spiked head and incredibly powerful and muscular forelimbs. The tip of this tail slapped heavily into Aricia’s side, snapping three ribs and tossing her towards the opening of the cavern they were in, propelling her through the air with electrifying speed. Isheeni watched with horror as Aricia disappeared out of the mouth of the cavern and over the edge from her mate’s powerful tail whack.  


NO! Isheeni screamed in Mindvoice and before her mother could stop her she extended her wings and raced out of the cavern after Aricia.

Isheeni no! Arzoal Mindvoiced in a scream. She is crazed now! Beyond saving! Beyond hope!

Isheeni ignored her mother and leaped from the edge of the cavern straight down into the blackness of night.


Four thousand meters straight down.

APO PRIME

DAY SIXTEEN

“What can you tell me of Chetak’s man?” Deia asked from across her desk in the Tuya Capital Center, “This Pualtar?”

The center of the Lycavorian Union government was a modest building, only two hundred stories high when compared to the towers that reached into the sky around them, but this was the center of power. Deia’s office was surrounded on three sides by transparent alloy, allowing her a spectacular view of the city both day and night. Right now she was less concerned with the view and more concerned with what was happening in her Union.


Olalla looked at her. He was a Lycavorian of medium height, not particularly standing out, but he had a sharp mind and had been a Senator in the Union for almost fourteen hundred years. He was also a strong proponent of bringing Chetak’s sect of their people back within the Union and uniting their entire race. This is what Deia had discovered talking with him. There was a strong group, not very large, but strong in importance, that had been advocating reaching out to Chetak, trying to convince him to renounce the old ways and bring all their people together. Up until a month ago, he had adamantly resisted.


Now they all knew why.


“What do you want me to tell you that you don’t already know Deia?” Olalla spoke.


Deia leaned back in her chair. “Olalla I already apologized for what I said. I spoke in anger you know that. It was not one of my better moments. Nothing like I said would have ever come about, it is against our laws and you know I have always followed our laws.”


“No it wasn’t.” Olalla spoke. “And I wasn’t concerned about what you said Deia. I was concerned about what our new King told you. Threatening to declare martial law if his instructions were not followed; Riall agreeing to follow his orders without question? It is disconcerting to say the least.”


“Riall is and always will be a military officer, whose best interests are the Union and our security.” Deia answered.


“Then why won’t the King just chose another Queen of Lycavorian blood and be done with this folly?” Olalla asked. “There are thousands of our young women, beautiful young women who would give anything to be taken as his mate. They would line up at his doorstep for this, especially as young and vigorous at it appears he is.”


“I don’t know Olalla.” Deia spoke softly. “He won’t respond to my transmissions. That is if we knew where he was. Three times in the last two weeks his fleet has appeared out of no where and obliterated a High Coven garrison. Not just destroyed the bases mind you, but actually butchered every High Coven soldier and Immortal discovered there. They were not large garrisons, and considered very old by High Coven standards, but it is almost as if he is building them up for something larger. They are making their way somewhere, but at the moment we can not determine where that is. It’s almost as if he is acting out his rage.”

Olalla shook his head. “Pualtar is shrew.” He spoke finally. “He is insinuating himself into the strongest committees at every turn. We can not refuse him entry because he is following the letter of policy. The only committees that have denied him entry are those controlled by L’tian and the Elfin Delegation.”


Deia nodded. “And that is only because in an exceptionally shrewd political move for an amateur, the King got For’mya to openly accept the station of Bound Elf Concubine to the King.”


Olalla looked at her, eyes wide. “Truly… I thought she had no intention of holding such a position. She made it clear on more than one occasion, quite publicly if I recall.”


Deia nodded. “I don’t know how he did it. I only know that it occurred after he rescued her from Laxnis II.”


“Laxnis II?” Olalla spoke. “Deia what are you talking about? Why would For’mya be on Laxnis II? It is a High Coven prison planet. There is more going on here than you have been telling me Deia.”  


Deia looked at him and decided now was the time for him to know everything. “Not anymore Olalla. Laxnis II is a graveyard. The King’s 1st Spartan Fleet Attack Group decimated it when they rescued For’mya. The prison is gone, and the two Coven cities around it are smoking ruin.”

Olalla leaned forward. “We have tried to take that prison four times over the last three hundred years Deia.” He spoke. “He did it with one Fleet Group?”


Deia nodded. “In eight hours.” She told him. “His entire Group is equipped with Coven Shroud Generators. We don’t know where they are, or what their ultimate destination is. I’m guessing it isn’t going to be pretty.” She got up and went to the small cabinet and unlocked it, drawing out the data pad. She re-locked the cabinet and turned back to him, holding out the pad. “What you are about to read Olalla does not leave your lips.”


Olalla took the pad and sat back in the chair as he began to read. Deia busied herself with pouring two mugs of steaming hot tea. She despised the dispensers and always made her own special blend of tea. She made both mugs with the exact proportions that she and Olalla liked and then returned to her chair, placing the mug for him on the edge of her desk. After another few minutes he looked up at her.


“Deia… Deia this is incredible. And I have only hit the high point as you have them marked here.” He spoke softly. 


“I know.” She said softly. “He has quite the interesting history our young King.”


“Interesting?” Olalla spoke. “Nubou unbelievable is more like it! He gave this to you freely?”


Deia nodded. “He passed it to us in his memories when he first contacted us.” She spoke. “He wasn’t aware of the child at the time; that did not become known to him until just before he left Earth to come here, but everything else he has done is an open book for us to study; his decisions, his reasoning, the whys and wherefores. He is methodical Olalla, brilliantly so. Does it remind you of anyone?”


“King Resumar.” Olalla answered without hesitation. “It… it parallels King Resumar’s history almost exactly, at least according to the history archives.” 


Deia nodded. “And he does it without thinking.” Deia got to her feet and looked out the large window. “His latest move is with For’mya. He has now locked the support of the Elves for all time. They will not betray him, or do anything against him in any manner. L’tian even brought to me the source for the information he received within an hour of For’mya contacting him. He made no copies he swore to me, and offered every resource the Elfin Delegation can muster to find who the traitor is.”


“Who was his source?” Olalla asked.


Deia looked back to him. “He was contacted by a very junior member of the Union Foreign Relations Committee. We have that young man in custody, but all he seems to know is that he was instructed to take the information presented to him and courier it to L’tian.” Deia returned to her chair. “L’tian is having every surveillance system within the Elfin Delegation headquarters reviewed going back two years to determine if anything was afoot then. I have recommended that all the other Delegations do the same in a routine security purge now that the King has returned. They are to report any unusual instances immediately.”

Olalla nodded. “Well Chetak’s man Pualtar is wasting no time. The Lycavorian People’s Republic has just completed the purchase of a medium sized engineering corporation with Union defense contracts, done completely with secured Riyal.”


“Secured?” Deia asked.


Olalla nodded. “They paid fifty-nine billion Riyal, out of an account here on Apo Prime.” He spoke.  


“Pull the Defense Contracts.” Deia said immediately.


“We can’t… not without violating the contracts we signed.” Olalla spoke. 


“What are they for?” Deia asked.


Olalla shrugged. “Experimental shielding and advanced ship armor using new design research. Nothing that is really workable right now.”


“This is not Chetak’s doing.” Deia spoke getting to her feet. “He is not smart enough to do this on his own. He is a brute and he will always be a brute, as are his sons. Something else is involved here. Someone else is behind this. Someone much more powerful and driven.”

They turned when the door to her office slid open and Riall strode in quickly, a strained look on his face. Deia became much more alert. “Riall what is wrong?”


“The Oracle Dustha,” He spoke. “She has been gravely injured Deia.”

“What? When?” Deia gasped.


“Eleven days ago.” Riall spoke.


“ELEVEN days ago!” Deia screamed. “And we are just getting this information now? How is that possible? We have interstellar communications! Why are we just hearing about this now?”


“We wouldn’t have if I had not contacted the 23rd Fleet Group Commander on Earth.” Riall spoke. “I had to pry it out of him and finally I threatened to have him thrown in the brig if he didn’t tell me what was going on. He was ordered not to say anything; to anyone.”


“Ordered by whom?” Deia demanded.


“Queen Dysea.” Riall answered. “Deia… I have spent the last few nights with my mate trying to learn from Gorgo why her son is acting like this. It baffled me as well Deia.”


“Was she able to tell you anything?” Deia asked.


Riall turned and watched as Gorgo walked into the office. She came up to him and took Riall’s hand within hers. “Deia… how are you?”


Deia looked at her oddly. She seemed so serene and peaceful. “Gorgo what is wrong? What is Martin doing?”


“My son feels betrayed Deia.” Gorgo spoke. “Ever since he first discovered who he truly was, he has been manipulated in some fashion. Why do you think he gave you the orders he did? If anything should happen to him, Anja, Dysea, Isabella… they are to be named Queens without delay. What purpose would he give that order for?”

“Gorgo…”


“No… stop and think for a moment Deia. Until he discovered who he was… none of what was happening was his problem. He didn’t even know we existed. He had built his own world with the women he loved. He had built his own city. Now… because of who he is… all that he cares about is being torn from him. And we have done nothing but push him forward faster. He told me on the LEONIDAS he did not want to be King Deia. He did not want the weight of what we were pushing on him. Dustha is injured and may not survive; the elf female he considers to be his dearest sister is missing, captured or kidnapped, perhaps even dead. He has enemies at every turn… and the woman who held his very essence in her grasp betrayed him in the most heinous of ways. How would that make you feel Deia?”


“Gorgo what are you telling me?”


“It’s simple really.” Gorgo spoke. “He’s circling his wagons I believe the old human term is. The only people he trusts completely now are Anja, Dysea and Isabella. And when he is gone he will insure they will be in charge.”

“Gone? What do you mean gone?”


“Deia… when Aricia was taken from him, my son lost the will to live. He loves Anja and Dysea, yes… but Aricia was his soul, his Ano.” Gorgo spoke. “What he is doing now is what any Spartan would do. He is going to insure those he loves and trusts are protected and safe, from everyone who would do them harm.”


“And then?”


“Then he is going into battle Deia.” Gorgo spoke. “He will go into battle and he will not stop fighting until he is dead.”


Riall held out the data pad to her. “We just confirmed this with a long range sensor outpost in the Yaln Sector Deia. The King’s fleet has reappeared.”


Deia snatched the pad. “Reappeared where?”


Riall looked at her, “Orbiting Ukwav.”


Deia’s dark eyes went wide. “Ukwav! By the gods no!”


Olalla rose to his feet. “What is Ukwav?” He asked.


Riall looked at him. “We’ve tried to take the planet three times in a thousand years.” He spoke softly. “Each time we have lost, badly.”

Olalla stepped forward, “How badly Riall?”


“It is the most heavily fortified High Coven garrison on the border. They’ve launched dozens of attacks into our space from it.” Riall spoke softly. “It’s called Samarna rie Jorbhe Ceiga Ano.” 

“Riall I don’t speak the ancient tongue.” Olalla said.


Deia looked at him. “It means The Planet of Hell’s Forgotten Souls.” She said softly.

