CHAPTER ELEVEN
ELEAR

NORTHERN TEMPLE SITE

“They gained access to the Temple through a rear delivery door my Queen.” The Elfin Holy man spoke as he watched Dysea and Isabella move around the small vault like room. There were over a dozen scrolls encased in the clear glass containers and spaced at even intervals throughout the vault. Three of them were now smashed and empty, but the others remained untouched. “They made their way down here and entered the vault. Only a bio-signature password can open the actual containers themselves, so they smashed them and took what they wanted.”


“Who has access to the vault?” Dysea asked. “It does not appear to have been forced open.” The elfin Holy man couldn’t meet her eyes. Dysea looked at Isabella briefly and then back to him. “Amandil Easan, please answer my question.” (Cleric)


“Only I and the other two clerics who stay here have access to the vault area my Queen.” Easan replied.


“And where are the other two Amandil?” Isabella asked.


“Amandil K’tas is currently in the market purchasing supplies for us.” Easan spoke. “Amandil Forgain has… he has disappeared Lady Isabella.” 


“Disappeared?” Dysea spoke.


“This was not something that was revealed to us!” Isabella snapped.


“K’tas and I believe it was Forgain who allowed these people, whoever they are, entry into the Temple and then here into the vault.” Easan answered. “It… it is an embarrassing proposition my Queen. Forgain is part of the younger generation of Amandil that we have been trying to recruit. We did not suspect that he was…”


“You did not suspect that he had already been corrupted by this cult?” Dysea finished his sentence for him.


The middle aged elf nodded slowly. “It… it would appear so my Queen.”


Dysea looked at Isabella for a long moment this time. It appears this cult has a greater base than we first thought Bella.


Isabella nodded. The question remains how much greater. Iriral?


I have found nothing to indicate which direction they took when they departed. Iriral replied immediately. She was circling the temple in the clear sky above, using her dragon vision to try and determine if there was a trail they could follow. Many people could see her bulk circling above the temple and were commenting about her presence. There is far too much Lifter traffic in this area, and the city does sit on two major transportation portals. There are Water Ferries departing every few minutes from the docks, and interplanetary shuttles from the spaceport just as frequently.


Which means they more than likely left within moments of stealing these scrolls? Dysea spoke from inside the temple. 


I would say yes. Iriral spoke.


Dysea turned to Miai who stood by the entrance of the vault. “Miai… go to the Port authorities for both the docks and the spaceport and retrieve all passenger lists for both the ferries and shuttles that departed for other cities the same night as this theft too place.”


The Lycavorian aide for Dysea nodded quickly. She looked bright and alert and her long strawberry blond hair was now tied into a pony tail and wrapped in two sets of fine, dark blue and light blue Drow silk. Dysea had seen such wrappings before and knew what they were, and she only hoped Miai knew what they signified as well.


Miai stepped forward slightly. “Should I focus on a destination?” 


“Specifically Wainn.” Dysea said with a nod. “Or anywhere close enough to Wainn that gives them easy access to that city. Get the description of this Amandil Forgain from Easan and see if anyone matches that description leaving the same night as the theft. Take the Twins with you in case you need to exercise your authority.”


Miai nodded quickly and her blue eyes sparkled when Dysea mentioned the half vampire Drow elf twins that had become her protectors and so very much more in her eyes. “Yes Milady.” She said before heading for the door.


 Isabella looked at Easan. “Why are you buying supplies?”

Easan looked at her. “I was under the assumption one or both of us would be going with you Lady Isabella.” He answered.


Isabella looked at Dysea. Personally I don’t think we need either one of them Dysea ussta she-elf. However… Miai was not able to read what was on these scrolls and only this fool or his friend knows what they say. It might be advisable to give ourselves every advantage, especially if what Arzoal has told you turns out to be true.

Dysea nodded. I agree.

Isabella turned back to Easan. “You will accompany us Easan.” She spoke. “When your partner arrives gather your things. Do not pack heavily for we will be traveling fast at times. Please head upstairs and give Miai a description of this Forgain character.” Easan nodded and quickly exited the vault. Isabella walked up to where Dysea stood, her hazel/green eyes focused on the door as she pressed close against Dysea. Can we trust him?


Dysea looked at her for a long moment. What choice do we have? Like you, I wish there were copies that Miai could read and memorize, but there are not. And we may need his knowledge in the future.


That they have stretched this far north from their base is not good Dysea. Iriral’s voice filled their minds. 


Iriral… how many individuals in our vicinity can Mindvoice on our level? Dysea asked the question, her emerald green eyes focused on Isabella’s questioning hazel/green orbs.


None that I have been able to detect so far. Iriral replied instantly. That does not mean they do not exist however. If they are advanced enough that they can shield their presence from us, than they will undoubtedly be limited by that as well and not be able to hear us as we speak.


The three vampires you detected in the capital Bella. Are they able to Mindvoice? Dysea asked.


Isabella shook her head. I did not detect any trembling within my head indicating that to me when I saw them. My people all have this capability as I’ve told you before, but my father discourages the use of it strongly, except for select few that he chooses. At least he did when I was among them.


He does not wish others to possibly become a threat to him in this way. Dysea said.


Isabella nodded. Like the Lycavorian people, not many vampires advance this skill to the level we have achieved. Unlike the Lycavorian people however, vampires are not encouraged to pursue this skill outside of my father’s control without considerable risk. There are even fewer who can commune at the level of dragons. We are in very elite company Dysea. Outside of Mjolnir’s Hand and those of us close to Martin, your Oracle has yet to declare any Tier Six Mindvoicers with the exception of Thr’won, as she reconstitutes the Order of Oracles.


That does not mean they don’t exist like Iriral has said. Dysea spoke. I recommend we communicate Shielded, in your language Bella, at least when we discuss anything of true importance. 


I agree Bella. Iriral spoke. 


Isabella nodded. Very well. I have learned to trust yours and Iriral’s intuition, and if you think that is prudent, by all means let us stay prudent. We have not yet linked this religious cult to this Artre…


Bella… Iriral began.


That does not mean I discount it Iriral, quite the contrary in fact. Isabella added quickly. I have enough years to know that there are many things we do not have the wisdom or experience to explain. The relationship between dragons and elves is one of them. Like Arzoal said… we need to discover if this cult is just a group of fanatics reaching for something, or if it is indeed some of the original followers of this Artre. I will not begin to worry until we make that distinction.


And if they are connected? Dysea asked.


Isabella grinned. Then I believe we will have a bigger problem than we first thought, and we will need to remove these vampire fools who think they are being so inventive in following us, so that we can concentrate entirely on this cult.


Dysea shook her head as she stared at Isabella. Does anything make you shiver and doubt yourself? She asked.


Isabella leaned over and kissed her. Your lips upon my body make me shiver all the time ussta she-elf and I doubt my ability to keep from screaming. Does that count? 

Dysea and Iriral could not help but laugh within their connection. Dysea kissed her back, her emerald eyes sultry and alive. You are such a harlot. She spoke.


Will I have to act as chaperone for this mission so that the two of you maintain some semblance of seriousness? Iriral asked with humor in her tone.


Isabella joined in their laughter. I will behave Iriral. She said squeezing Dysea’s hand. At least until we have returned to the ship and we are in more comfortable surroundings.


Thank you. Iriral answered. I’m landing outside.


We’ll join you shortly. Dysea spoke.

APO PRIME
SECURE DRAGON MILITARY FACILITY
MJOLNIR’S HAND HOME BASE
SIX KILOMETERS OUTSIDE TUYA

Do we know nothing more about this Firespitter? Arzoal asked.


The facility had been built within the last year, only six kilometers from Tuya, but three kilometers away from the Island Palace in the opposite direction of the city. It was used as the primary training facility for Mjolnir’s Hand, with barracks and large pens for all three hundred dragons should they ever occupy the base at one time. Since Apo Prime was such an enormous world, only half the planet was actually used for the billions who lived on the world. Mjolnir’s Hand’s base was massive all by itself, like a small city really, with the majority of the families of the members of the unit occupying the housing and schools. 


Arzoal was the largest known dragon to exist, primarily because of her age, and her eighteen meters of length and twelve meters of height surpassed even Torma in size. Walking between Arzoal and Torma as Martin did now, he looked tiny in comparison and it would have been comical if not for what they were discussing.


Isra and Aelnala have confronted them only once so far. Martin answered. As I told you when we spoke through your aide, she is nearly as large as Torma. Isra says between thirteen and fifteen meters long and Aelnala estimates her age at roughly three thousand years old based on the skin molts they discovered.  


Arzoal nodded her massive head. Torma will not grow in size now for a millennia at least, but I suspect he will become as large as me one day based on his size now.


Martin chuckled and looked at his dragon brother. Don’t worry. I’ll keep him on a strict diet so he does not become fat.


Fat? Torma exclaimed. I am stronger, faster and leaner now than I have ever been I will have you know.


Arzoal chuckled as well. When Torma had come to her asking for her permission to take Isheeni as his mate, even though it would be two hundred and fifty years before she would be able to have children, Arzoal had inwardly questioned his commitment to her daughter. It wasn’t until she had seen him interact with Isheeni that Arzoal knew Torma truly loved her daughter.

I have spoken to the other Elders Martin. She said her voice becoming serious now. You must remember that we occupied different parts of Enurrua so that we were not all together in one location. 


Martin nodded. A wise move considering what Chetak and his people were doing.


Arzoal nodded. There is only one incident that either of them can remember where eggs may have been… where eggs were lost to us. We had thought the situation solved, and until now we have never revisited this incident.

Martin looked at her. I’m listening.


This occurred before the Union was formed here on Apo Prime. Arzoal spoke. Many of your people were still under the thumb of the Coven and had not broken free of that control completely yet.

I’m not going to like what you’re going to tell me am I Arzoal? Martin spoke.

There was a confrontation on Enurrua four thousand six hundred and nineteen years ago. Arzoal continued. It was the last Great War between Chetak’s people and dragons. Thousands were lost on both sides over the course of this war. When this war ended is when I began blocking the hatchlings abilities to utilize their full skills.


Why? Martin asked.


Arzoal’s flame colored eyes rested on him. You, Aricia and the others of Mjolnir’s Hand are not the first to have ridden dragons Martin. She said softly seeing his eyes go wide. There were a handful of Chetak’s people who discovered this skill during this war.


How long did this war last?


It continued for ten years. Arzoal answered. In the third year, after a particularly savage battle, it was discovered that among the dragon casualties were four females, who at the time were carrying eggs. 


I thought you didn’t allow egg carrying females to hunt much less go into battle. Martin asked.


It was a different era my King. Arzoal spoke starting to walk again, Martin and Torma following her without question. We were far greater in number then and all of us were warriors at that time. We had not even begun interspecies breeding yet. That only began a thousand years later when our numbers had diminished to dangerous levels. Arzoal took a mighty breath as she continued talking. It was in the third year of this war that Chetak’s people discovered our largest combined nest. They attacked and destroyed over ten thousand dragon eggs over a three day period.


Martin and Torma’s eyes went even wider at this information. Elder Mother… this is not… this is not common knowledge. Torma gasped out.


Arzoal shook her huge head. No it is not. And it must not become common knowledge. We have come so far in our relations with other species now that this information, if it became public, I fear it would be very damaging. We… we took drastic measures to insure he did not take any of the eggs, by collapsing the main cavern where the eggs were stored crushing them and any of his men who made it inside. In essence… we are just as responsible as Chetak and his men for the deaths of ten thousand of our own kind.


Martin shook his head quickly. We’ve had this discussion before Arzoal. The three of us, because of what I have shared with Torma that only he and you know. 


Arzoal looked at him. An act of evil to stop an even greater act of evil. She spoke.


You did what needed to be done. Torma spoke. Now is not the time to question what you did Elder Mother.
Arzoal looked at the obsidian black dragon who was mate to her youngest daughter and her eyes shone with pride. She took a deep breath once more and continued. The four females I spoke of earlier were casualties of this battle. Exactly two years later eleven dragons appeared with riders who were working for Chetak. Their skills were no where near as advanced as any of Mjolnir’s Hand is now. We battled them over the course of several months, five of them turning against their riders when confronted with their remaining parent. We discovered that the riders were Lycavorians who had worked for the Coven and had brought in by Chetak. Their Mindvoice skills were superior to any among Chetak’s people, and they were able to control their dragons in a fashion, brainwashing them from the time they hatched into believing we were the bad ones.
You said five returned. Martin spoke.

Arzoal nodded. Five returned to us yes. Four we had to kill outright; and the last two disappeared and were presumed dead because they were never seen again. A male and a female. Arzoal looked at Martin. Both of them were Firespitters and the rider of the female was a male Lycavorian.
That isn’t good. Martin spoke as he stopped walking now.

The timeline of events on Enurrua and the history of Earth myth about dragons match almost perfectly sire. Arzoal said looking at him. Somehow they must have found their way to Earth.

But the Firespitter Aelnala and Isra faced is barely three thousand years old. Aelnala was almost certain. And the skin molts confirmed it. Torma spoke. It can not be this same dragon.

Arzoal shook her head. No. More than likely it is a child or grandchild of the original pair.

And almost five thousand years have passed since they disappeared from Enurrua. Martin spoke. Arzoal how many children did you bear before your mate was killed?
Nineteen. Isheeni was the last to hatch and she is the youngest of that batch of eggs.  She answered immediately.

And if he had not died, how many eggs could you have produced as a healthy female dragon in the same time period that has passed since they disappeared? Martin asked.

Arzoal met his gaze, understanding his question. If my mate still lived and we began birthing at the same time as these two dragons may have? If you include the thirteen times my cycle passed and my mate and I  chose not to have eggs, five times that number calculating two eggs per batch average. And as a Firespitter myself, I never had less than three eggs.
So we’re talking potentially almost a hundred dragon eggs. Martin said. 

Arzoal nodded slowly. Yes. But you must remember Martin, dragon eggs, especially Firespitter eggs, will not hatch unless conditions are absolutely perfect. Climate, temperature, humidity, all of these things must be perfect sire. It took Isheeni almost seven years to hatch after I laid her egg.
The chance still remains though correct? Martin asked.

Arzoal nodded slowly, her eyes growing larger. Which means we may have sent Aelnala and Isheeni into a situation they can not win?

Martin took a deep breath and shook his head. We will not panic. He spoke calmly. I will speak with Aricia as soon as you leave Arzoal, and I will order Mjolnir’s Hand to hold where they are until we know for sure. We have only seen the one dragon and rider, and that could very well mean that is all there is. Arzoal could this be tied somehow to what Dysea and Isabella are investigating on Elear?
You have spoken with L’tian? She said surprised.
About the elf angle of this whole religious cult thing yes. Martin nodded. Not why you are involved. Or why you feel the need to return to Elear so quickly. You have always spent time with your grandchildren when you come here, but this time your DT is remaining hot on the landing pad to take you back up to your ship and return to Elear. Why?
It is a very long story sire. Arzoal spoke meeting his eyes.

Give me the short version. Martin told her. And we told each other we would never hold back anything from each other, no matter how bad it was Arzoal. We made the agreement and you are very near crossing the line we established. I can not protect you and the dragons if you don’t tell me everything. And this information could potentially put Aricia and Isheeni in great danger, not to mention others that I care about. That you care about. You have to trust me Arzoal. Our fates are intertwined now!
Arzoal stared at him for a long silent moment, her flame colored eyes focused on only his dark brown orbs. She lowered herself to the ground and inched her huge head closer to him, never breaking eye contact. It is a dark part of our history Martin. 

We all have dark parts of our history Arzoal. Look at my people. We treated our own females as nothing better than animals! Martin spoke. We almost committed genocide on dragons! I’m pulling us out of our past Arzoal, sometimes kicking and screaming in the process, but I am doing it. And so are you with the dragons! My people and dragons have become synonymous with each other because of what you and I have built with Mjolnir’s Hand. I will never hold anything back from you, and that is how you must be with me. Without that level of trust Arzoal, what we have done will never last. And I know you want it to work just as deeply as I do. As Torma and Isheeni do. As every member of Mjolnir’s Hand wants it to work. You know this.

No non dragon has ever known this part of our history sire. Not even Tablina, who is considered family to so many of us. And no dragon younger than five thousand years has this knowledge. Arzoal spoke as her eyes fell on Torma.
You know as well as I that Torma and I speak with one voice and think with one mind. He is considered the senior dragon among Mjolnir’s Hand even though half of them are older than he is. Like Aricia and Isheeni, our experiences have become shared Arzoal, as if we have led each other’s lives. Martin spoke. If you can not trust us, who can you trust?
Then I suggest we go someplace far away from prying eyes and ears, of which there are still many here on Apo Prime. Arzoal spoke. 

Martin nodded. I know a place. Torma and I discovered it several months ago. We haven’t even told Aricia and Isheeni of it.

Then let us go there. Arzoal spoke. And I will tell you all that I know, but I don’t believe the two events are tied together. We can discuss it more, but I think you will agree.  And then I will visit my grandchildren before returning to Elear.
Martin leaped nimbly up onto Torma’s back. Follow us.
EARTH

EDEN CITY AIRFIELD

“Aelnala can carry you both easily now.” Isra spoke as he knelt near the couch where Tarifa and Aihola sat, and placed items into the small pack in the rear of the DT. Aelnala rested her bulk on the deck while Tarifa and Aihola sat on the couch. “She is much stronger than she was on Enurrua, and if anything happens while we are gone, she is who you must get to. She will bring you here, where Lohana will take you into orbit to the station. Do not question what she does, either of you. Your protection is priority over all else, by Martin’s orders.”


“Isra… we will not question her.” Tarifa spoke.


Isra looked at her and his violet eyes sparkled with love and passion as they moved back and forth between Tarifa and Aihola. He reached out and took their hands within his. Had anyone he had known told him even two years ago that he would have not just one, but two breathtakingly beautiful elf females as mates, he would have laughed endlessly. They had spent a second night in their home with Aelnala watching over them, as they pleasured each other in ways none of them had ever thought of before. Isra just did not tire of them, their scents filling his head until all he wanted to do was possess them. And possess them he did on many occasions, both Tarifa and Aihola happily crying out his name in blissful abandon. He had also learned just what the two of them could do to each other as well. He had watched them pleasure each other at the same time as they pleasured him, until the very sight of them together would almost be enough to send him over the edge. And when they turned their combined attention on him, it was over very quickly for he couldn’t and didn’t last long.  
“I know you both better than you think.” He spoke with a gentle smile. “I have not waited this long to finally claim you both, only to lose you both because you do something utterly foolish.”

“Nor have we.” Aihola spoke softly. “I will watch out for us.”


Tarifa laughed softly as she leaned into Aihola. “Nya Istel… you are more reckless than I.” Tarifa exclaimed with false indignation.


Isra shook his head with a grin remembering Martin’s words to him about them. “We have strengthened our Mindvoice connection so that both of you can now reach me or Aelnala anywhere on the planet. While I am gone I want you to practice with her in maintaining a shielded connection and conversation. She will never be far from you, but if you wish to ask her something and not have others hear your voices, use a shielded connection.”


“Isra do you think there are others within Eden City that can hear our conversations within Mindvoice?” Tarifa asked somewhat surprised.

Isra nodded. “It is always a possibility.” He answered gently. “Aelnala established her connection with you on Enurrua, and the ease with which she did it suggests you both have potential you have not touched. It is something we can work on in the future, but to connect with a dragon within Mindvoice as you both have to such a degree is not normal and not easily done. You should not need to be concerned, but we also do not know the extent to which these creatures can extend their own abilities and it is better to be safe.”

Mindvoicing is not natural to elves. Aelnala told them, explaining further. You have learned much the two of you, just by exploring your bond with each other. I will begin to show you what is natural to my kind and to Lycavorians, and soon it will become like second nature to you. We should include Lynwe, Selene and Layna my Bonded Brother. They all have this potential, and it would not hurt to be able to speak with others as well.


Isra nodded. “I will trust in your wisdom.” He answered. “No more than that, until we discover more about our enemies. Until Aricia, Isheeni and Thr’won arrive with the Guardian of the Line, we are the most powerful Mindvoicers on Earth, and we should guard ourselves accordingly.”


Aelnala nodded her large head. Agreed.


Aihola looked at him. “Isra… can Aricia… can she really throw… psychic projections… psychic weapons from her hands?”


Isra nodded. “Martin and Aricia both yes. They are the only ones who have reached that level of power because of the pureness of their blood. A Lycavorian’s blood is what dictates the power of our Mindvoice abilities, the pureness of it, and the two of them have the purest blood ever recorded according to Senior Hadarian Healer Eurin.”  


“How long will you be gone?” Tarifa asked leaning closer to him.


“We have detected half a dozen of these sensor spots along the Gulf. Your father suspects no more than two days to investigate them all. Aricia and Isheeni should be here by then.” He answered.


“We have not waited this long to finally have you claim us,” Aihola spoke with a brilliant smile as she too leaned closer to him. “Only to have you do something utterly stupid and foolish.”


“Nya Istel is right.” Tarifa echoed.


Isra grinned. “Me? Do something foolish?” He exclaimed with indignation as well.


Oh please Brother! Aelnala snorted.


Tarifa and Aihola laughed and they pressed close to him, their eyes closing in contented bliss as he nuzzled their ears and held them both tightly. They heard Tareif come stomping up the ramp on purpose and they turned to look at him. He wore a gentle smile on his face.

“We are ready.” He spoke.


Isra nodded and kissed them both deeply before getting to his feet and picking up his bag. Tarifa and Aihola got up as well and went to her father, hugging him.


Tareif looked at them. “I will bring him back to you both.” He said softly.


“Be careful Papa.” Tarifa told him. “We want you both to return.”


“That means you don’t do anything stupid either War Master.” Aihola spoke as she kissed his rough cheek.


Tareif smiled and nodded. “We will see you in two days.”


Tarifa and Aihola grasped hands, their fingers entwining as they watched them start walking across the airfield toward the waiting RAPTOR II. Aelnala came up directly behind them.


My father has a habit of finding trouble wherever he goes. Tarifa said.

Then they should get along famously. Aelnala replied. For Isra has this same trait. She nudged them both in the shoulder gently with her huge head. Come. You have very important meetings to attend today. The Representatives of the Zaleisian Empire are shrewd and if my schooling while on Apo Prime is accurate, not to be entirely trusted either.

Aihola looked at her. What did you learn of them? She asked as they moved down the ramp.


Tarifa climbed into the saddle first, and then Aihola settled in front of her. Yes Aelnala, whatever insight you can give us would be helpful. Tarifa said.


Then we shall loop around the city several times while I tell you what I learned. Aelnala spoke just before she leaped easily into the clear sky.

FORT JEFFERSON

DRY TORTUGAS NATIONAL PARK
ISLAND OF GARDEN KEY
FLORIDA KEYS

The island was much larger now than the hundred and seventy thousand square meters it had been centuries before. The Tsunamis and underwater earthquakes caused by the Comet had washed over the island, submerging it for over four hundred years before several earthquakes within the last fifty years had caused it to resurface and enlarge itself by five kilometers square now. The other six islands within the Dry Tortugas chain had also resurfaced because of the earthquakes and become larger, though Garden Key was still the largest.


The old Fort Jefferson was a structure built entirely by red brick in the 1800s, and though two of the six walls had been destroyed throughout the years, the fort had drained and become useable once more when the islands resurfaced. It was here that they called home. 


Fort Jefferson was no longer a decrepit structure; the walls were reinforced with steel and concrete, and now defended by heavy chain gun turrets. The entire interior of the fort had been modernized and built up, though the moat around the exterior of the fort was still in place and filled once more with the green waters of the Florida Keys. There were huge mirrors measuring a hundred meters square anchored deeply in the four corners of the coral reefs that encircled the island. It was these mirrors and the passive sensor deflecting generators that allowed the seven island chain to go undetected in any sensor sweep of the area. More buildings had been constructed on Garden Key now, to house the hundreds of humans that were now their allies, and a single structure near the end of Loggerhead Key, the next largest island only half a kilometer away. 

They resided within the walls of Fort Jefferson, and humans were only allowed within the fort under heavy security. Though there were only six hundred humans living on the island, there were several thousand living still on the mainland in and around what they were rebuilding as New Miami. All of them had lost friends or family, as well as their status and positions within the High Coven Alliance in Tarifa’s attack on the city. They had been building their base of power throughout the last eighteen months and were now ready to put in motion their bid to retake control of Earth from the three female elves that now controlled it. They kept their hate for elves buried deep so as not to expose themselves to others and risk detection.


They had approached the human leaders after the Black haired one had left Earth and offered an alliance with them to regain control. They had the weapons and technology the humans lacked, and they had the one thing they had thought would make the difference in their takeover attempt.


At least they had thought that until several days ago when the Spartan and Dragon had appeared at their base in the old Coven school. They were the failed attempt by the High Coven at DNA cross breeding of Lycavorians and another race, and they held an intense hatred for everything the Lycavorians stood for, as well as the High Coven that had created and then discarded them as failed experiments.


They called themselves the True People.


“What have we discovered?” The True People’s leader asked as they sat in the large meeting room of the bowels of Fort Jefferson.


He called himself The One, and he was the largest of his people at nearly seven feet in height, and unlike the almost stick thin like appearance of the majority of his people, his body was rippling with muscles. His pasty white body was covered in the tan leather jumpsuit as almost all the high ranking members of their people were. His blood red eyes were emotionless and cold, his protruding fangs gleaming white.


“It has become almost impossible to obtain information the usual way since this new Spartan and his dragon arrived.” Another of the True People spoke, leaning across the table and waving his hand across the photos and documents lay out across the table. “They have increased their internal security by ten fold. Public tours of the Command Center have been stopped, and they are no longer publishing the schedules for the three witches.”

“We had no reason to suspect dragons existed outside of those on Earth.” Another spoke from further down the table. “We were told lies in this regard.”


“I never told you that.” The deep voice spoke as the tall, heavily muscled Lycavorian male pushed away from the shadows of the wall. “I told you I did not know what the final outcome of that conflict was, and in my opinion the dragons were losing. It appears I was wrong.”


“Maruad has never misled us.” The One spoke. “He left his world over four millennia ago, and came to Earth. He has not left this planet since. He was just as surprised as we were when this dragon and its rider appeared.”


“Could there be more Maruad?” Another of the True People asked.


“If we have seen one, I would have to say there are more.” The dark haired Lycavorian replied moving further out of the shadows. His dark brown hair was easily shoulder length, his skin weathered and deeply tanned. His face was scared by several long slashes, one that had sliced through part of his upper lip. His dark eyes were cold and cruel. “What we do not know is how many, if anymore are on their way here, and how many of them have riders as the one we have seen does.”


“Can you not defeat this dragon and its rider?” The One asked. “Syrilth is larger and faster, many of us saw that and this other dragon can not breathe flame as she does.”


Maruad nodded. “That is all true. However… this dragon and rider have a far more powerful psychic shield protecting them. This dragon can go much higher than Syrilth and I, and their maneuverability is superior to ours. All this means they have far superior training than our own.”


“What does that tell you Maruad?” The One asked.


“We can defeat them.” Maruad spoke. “I have no doubts of that. The question remains where did they get this training, and are there anymore like them? This female dragon is not a Firespitter like Syrilth; she is a pure Heavyhorn dragon. Their breed was much more aggressive and physically stronger than the others from what I remember.”


“Why do I detect a hint of worry in your voice Maruad?” The first True People male to have spoken questioned him.


“Only a fool does not worry.” Maruad replied. “Syrilth is not like her mother. I have control of her, but that control is not as absolute as what I had with her mother. The main reason she serves me is because I have what she wants, and to disobey me means I take that from her.”


“I can have our Mind Priests further augment your control of her again if that is necessary Maruad.” The One told him.


“Further tampering with the balance we have now could only result in her going mad.” Maruad spoke. “And an insane Firespitter is not something we want on our hands now. I have told you what happened when it occurred with her father.”


“We also do not want the might of the fleet in orbit to descend on us either.” Another spoke now for the first time. “They have already sent Spartans into our tunnels, and forced us to retreat here. Our stronghold on the European continent had to be abandoned because they spread from Sparta like ants.”


“We are safe in the southern hemisphere.” The One spoke. 


“Why do we rely on these humans One?” The next question came. “They are our food source. Is it wise to ally ourselves with them?”


“We must for now.” The One replied. “That is why they are not allowed into the fort without escort, and it is why those we capture have their tongues removed before they are brought here.”


“We have a course of action.” Maruad spoke once more. “It is a solid plan, and we should not deviate from it unless necessary. The appearance of this dragon and rider has only ceased the killings we were conducting to hide our true intentions.”

“You are suggesting we conduct the next phase?” The One asked.


“Why not?” Maruad asked. “We have the assets in place. Now we’re just waiting for the word.”


“This dragon and rider will undoubtedly move to protect them.” The One spoke. “And the Spartans will begin to actively search for us.”


Maruad nodded. “Yes they will. And when they do I will kill them, and then that problem will be gone.” He answered. “As for the Spartans… we chose this time because most of their fleet is out on the rims of the galaxy conducting patrols. There is perhaps a division on the station that they can call upon. Tareif has the remainder of his dragoons and Spartans spread out across North America helping to rebuild the cities. The forces in Sparta can mobilize against us, but not before we kill the elf bitches, and destroy their base of power.”


“You have still not told us what you gain out of all this?” One of the True People asked.

“Your kind is also considered a food source for our people.”


Maruad laughed. “Anytime you would like to attempt to take a piece of me fool, be my guest.” He growled. “I have lived on this world and survived far longer than you. Syrilth serves me and only me. Kill me and she will come for all of you for killing two of her siblings. I could care less that you feed on the flesh of the humans and elves on this planet. As long as I get what I want, that is all that matters.”

“Have you made your decisions in regards to that?” The One asked.


“Almost certainly. I will give them to you in another day or so.” He spoke.


“And the other dragons are secured?” The One asked.


Maruad nodded. “Syrilth is the oldest, and as long as she serves me, they will listen to her.”


“I question your ability to handle all of them.” Another spoke.


“Question it all you want, I don’t care. I control Syrilth… and she controls them. If that control ever goes away, all of you will die. Remember that.” Maruad spoke. 


“Enough!” The One snapped. “We all have the same goals! Destroying the she-elves and taking back what Black Hair took from us!” He turned in the chair. “Begin phases two and three of our plan immediately.” 

APO PRIME
MAIN PALACE ESTATE ON MAINLAND

“We have been having dreams Helen.” Martin spoke moving to the couch in his office and holding out the mug of specially blended teas that Isra’s mother had become famous for on Apo Prime.


Helen took the mug and she watched him intently as he sipped the mug of coffee and settled on the couch next to her. Helen had spent the better part of the last year schooling Thr’won mercilessly, passing on as much knowledge and skill as the elf mage could possibly absorb. Once she returned to Earth, she would be the most skilled and powerful Mindvoicer on the planet if Martin and Aricia were not there. She had an insatiable desire for knowledge, and Helen was more than happy to provide that to her. Between their studies, she had helped Helen re-establish the School of the Oracles and the academy for children that showed exceptional promise in Mindvoice abilities. She now had eleven students enrolled at the school from billions of children across Apo Prime, and she was very pleased with the progress they were making. 

Helen was also one of the few individuals that needed no invitation to come and go as she pleased from the Island Palace. She spent most of her time on the island regardless, wanting and needing to be next to Martin and Aricia as they grew in power and skill, and to help Dasha as Androcles grew. She also assisted in the schooling of the hatchlings with Dasha, and the three small dragons, all quickly on their way to two meters long and a meter high, were just as insatiable learners as Thr’won had been.

“You’ve been having dreams? I assume when you say we, you are referring to Aricia and yourself. She is your Soulmate and the only one with a level of power and skill to share dreams with you Martin.”

Martin nodded. “They’ve been happening for a few weeks.” He said. “We have been meaning to come to you and discuss them, but events recently have kept us from doing that.”


“Understandably.” Helen said with a smile. “Why come to me now, with the attack on Anja’s sister and For’mya? Not to mention the problems on Earth and Elear both? Your time would be better used dealing with them wouldn’t they?”

Martin nodded slowly. “I would tend to agree.” He spoke evenly. “Helen the dreams were more vivid than anything I have experienced since seeing my father’s visions in my head. Just before you revealed to me who I truly was.”


Helen’s eyes grew a little wider. “Aricia’s were just as vivid?” She asked.


Martin nodded. “Same dream too. Fire, smoke, and what appeared to be Lycavorian children. It was almost as if we were seeing it through someone else’s eyes. We could smell the fire; hear the explosions, their voices shouting.”

“What do you think it is?” Helen asked.


Martin grinned. “That’s why I came to you.” He replied. “There is also a word that we hear. The only word that is clear and focused enough for us to understand.”


“What is this word?”


“Lyca.” Martin told her.


“Lyca!” Helen gasped rising to her feet in an instant, her hands tightening around the mug of tea. “Martin you are sure about the word? It was Lyca?”


Martin nodded and sat back on the couch. “I assume from your reaction you know what this word means.” He said. “What is Lyca Helen? My vocabulary of our ancient language has improved considerably in the last year, but I can not find a meaning for this word in the scrolls. Aricia and I can’t even find this word in the scrolls.”


“And you won’t.” Helen spoke.


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”


“It was stricken from our history after the Black Day.” Helen replied softly. “And it is not a proper name. It is a nickname.”

Martin got to his feet and looked at her, setting his mug of coffee on the desk. “It is a nickname for what Helen?”


“Lycavore.” She answered immediately. “The original homeworld of our people. The planet the Coven destroyed when they conquered us over ten thousand years ago.”


“It’s Lisisa Helen.” Martin said softly his gaze never wavering. “She’s reaching out to me in my dreams unconsciously. She is reaching out and connecting to the two people strong enough to detect it. Aricia and I.” 


“Impossible Martin!” She snapped shaking her head. “That would imply a level of power that only you and Aricia have achieved. And the two of you have the purest blood known to have existed since Resumar and Eliana.”

“She is my daughter.” Martin said.


“She is also Yuri’s daughter! She has vampire blood in her!” Helen spoke.


“And Veldruk is even stronger than I am when it comes to Mindvoice abilities.” Martin spoke. “And as you have pounded into my head this entire last year at every opportunity, Yuri is no slouch in the Mindvoice department. And he has hundreds of men and women on a level with Anja and Dysea. That implies they take this ability almost as seriously as we do.”


Helen shook her head. “They don’t use it as we do Martin, you know that. It is a weapon for them first. It is a means of communication for us first, and only you and Aricia have the power to use it as a weapon.”


“Well… obviously Lisisa does as well.” He spoke. “It is her sending me these dreams Helen. I know it is. I spoke with Little Wolf before coming to speak with you. She agrees with me. It is the only explanation. She knows I am looking for her and she is trying to tell me where she is.”


“How can you be so sure?” Helen asked him.


Martin held up the small disc that Sivana had given to him earlier. “This is how.” He spoke handing her the disc. “Sivana gave me this when she decided to remain with us and leave her past behind. Look where the coordinates are Helen.”


“Star coordinates are not a strong point of mine Martin.” Helen said looking at him.


“Lycavore Helen.” Martin spoke. “She delivered her to Lycavore.”


“But how? The planet was… they used poison missiles all across the surface Martin. The orbital bombardment lasted for five months! Billions of our people died. They told those that survived that the planet was utterly obliterated.” Helen spoke. “That nothing could survive on the surface for more than a few minutes.”


“They lied.” Martin said softly. “Lisisa is there.”


Helen looked at him. “Martin Leonidas… I know that look in your eye! Even… even if this is all true… even if she is there, Lycavore is on the very edge of High Coven space, on the other side of the galaxy! You can not go after her!”


“Yes we can.” Anja’s voice spoke softly.


Helen turned and saw Anja step into the room, Sivana right behind her. She turned back to Martin. “This is insanity! You are the King of the United Lycavorian Union! Anja… you are one of the Queens of the Union! The Queen of Hadaria! Your sister is Princess of Hadaria! This is insanity I tell you! I won’t allow it!” Helen saw Belen enter the room, and right behind him Atropos, who had just returned to Apo Prime the day before.


“I’m going alone.” Martin said.


No my Bonded Brother. Torma’s voice filled his head. Martin turned to see the double doors push open and Torma’s head and shoulders pushed through them. You most certainly are not. 


“Like hell you are!” Anja declared moving closer. “Miath and I will go with you.”

“She is my daughter and I will not risk anyone but myself!” Martin barked.


“She is your daughter yes, which makes her my daughter as well. This makes her Aricia’s daughter, and Dysea’s and Isabella’s and For’mya’s!” Anja snapped. “You will not do this by yourself Martin! We forbid it!”

“I took her there.” Sivana spoke, moving up beside her sister. “I can start… I can start this chance at a new life you have given me… I can start by helping you get her back.” She said. “I know all the pirate Jump Gates and I can navigate.”


Martin looked at her. “They have Jump Gates too?” he asked stunned.


Sivana smiled. “You didn’t actually think your Jump Gate technology would remain secret did you? The Overseers had it two months after it was developed. They stole it from Elear.”


“I will not allow this!” Helen exclaimed once more. “This is the craziest stunt you have ever thought of. This is just as asinine as what your father did at Thermopylae! You are both completely insane!”


Martin looked at her with a smile. “That’s why you are coming with me.” He said.

“Coming with us.” Anja corrected.


Helen looked at him her eyes wide. She looked at Anja and then back to him quickly. “Why would I do such a thing?” She demanded.


“Helen you have Canth’s spirit inside you. And no matter how much you scream that this is an insane idea… Canth lived on Lycavore, and he will know the planet. And therefore you will know the planet. He was the First Oracle yes, but he was also a Spartan and this is exactly what he would have done, and you know it.” Martin spoke.


Helen met his eyes for a long moment before shaking her head. “I must be losing my mind.” She spoke. “When do we leave?”


Martin grinned. “The rest of you ghosts can stick your heads out from around the corner.” He said while not breaking eye contact. “You’re busted.”


Wearing sheepish grins for being caught, Yuriko, Daniel, Anuk, Nayeca and Filrian moved from the hallway into the office.

ELEAR
WAINN

Dysea stood near the open window, studying the crowed streets below as men and women began to break up into smaller groups and return to their normal routines. Wainn’s city governor had insisted on a small parade and gathering to honor Dysea’s first trip to their city, and thousands had turned out to greet her. It was definitely not what she had expected, Lexi and the Drow Twins scurrying about like ants in their attempt to provide as much security as they were able as Isabella and Dysea rode on Iriral’s back down one of the main city streets on their way to the suite made ready for her. She could see the sun dropping on the horizon now, and she and Isabella had finally made it to their room. Lexi was in the process of scolding the head of Wainn’s security detachment in a firm and very unhappy tone in the lobby of the hotel.


Isabella stepped up next to her in the window. “We were led to believe that this was a more conservative elfin city.” She spoke softly. “When was the last time Alocgeid or any of his aides were here?”


“He told me at least a decade.” She replied. “The reports he received were not accurate.”


“Or they were meant to be that way.” Isabella spoke.


Dysea nodded slowly as she sipped the clear crystal glass of mild wine. The wine tasted of apples from Earth and she had grown to like it for that reason as well as its limited alcohol content. Dysea handed her the glass and watched as Bella sipped it. “I feel like we are being watched even now Bella.”   

Isabella nodded. “Yes… I’ve felt eyes on us since we got within a few streets of this hotel.” She said in agreement.

“Our vampire shadows?” Dysea asked.


“Part of it yes.” Bella replied. “But their eyes aren’t the only ones on us ussta she-elf. Where is Iriral?”


“She’s flying circles around the city and marking safe routes in case we need to depart on foot quickly.” Dysea answered. “I asked her to do this.”


Isabella’s head canted to the side slightly and she gazed intently at her elf lover, and the holder of half her emotional heart. Isabella had never considered herself emotional, always practical. Now having Dysea sharing her bed and her life, she was allowing emotion to have a more direct say in what she did, and it felt wonderful. What she felt for Dysea she could not put into words. This female elf with platinum colored hair had opened so many doors that Isabella had thought forever closed; doors that were the portals to emotion and feelings that Isabella had denied herself for far too long. And among the strongest of those feelings was her rapidly deepening love for Dysea as well as Martin Leonidas.


“What do you feel Dysea?” She asked softly. “I believe I have come to know you well enough to say that you do not plan for retreat unless there is a good reason. Why have Iriral do this?”

“It is something Arzoal said to me.” Dysea spoke softly looking at Isabella. “She said this Artre was evil incarnate. Since we entered this city Bella… since we entered this city I have felt the presence of evil all around us.”


“How do you mean?” Bella asked.


“It’s almost as if I sense the hatred of us.” Dysea said. “I sensed it from within the crowd most of all. And it was directed at us.”


“How long have you been having these feelings Dysea?” Isabella asked reaching out to stroke Dysea’s tanned cheek.


“Several months now.” She replied evenly. “Ever since the changes within me finished and I became completely like Nauta Melme. Ever since I realized that I loved you just as intensely as I love Nauta Melme. It’s almost as if I can feel things are going to happen. I spoke briefly with Helen about it several weeks ago, and she said it was because the bond I share with Iriral is becoming stronger and deeper. It’s causing my Mindvoice abilities to somehow mutate into what she called Precognition.”


Isabella nodded. “I have heard this term before. You are able to sense things… see things before they happen.” She moved closer to her. “Have you seen something Dysea? Something that frightens you?” 


Dysea looked at her and shook her head quickly. “No.” She spoke. “It frightens me that I might, and I will be powerless to stop it from happening.”


“You must not think of it this way ussta she-elf.” Isabella spoke softly. “Think of it as a gift, like with what Miai has. Her gift of memory is something not even Helen has seen, and she bears the memories and experiences of the Lycavorian First Oracle. A man who lived longer than even Deia. Martin would tell you the same thing. You should nurture this gift Dysea. Use it.”


“And if I see something that is horrible Bella. Nauta Melme… Aricia, Anja… even you my love. If I see your death in some fashion? What then?” Dysea asked her. 


“Then we take precautions Dysea.” Isabella spoke. “What more can we do? You know as well as I that death can not be cheated if it is truly your time. And you don’t know if this gift will even show you something of that nature. Do not be frightened of it Dysea. In all the time I have known you, nothing has ever frightened you. It is one of the reasons that I have come to love you so much. I never frightened you. What we now share… that never frightened you. It terrified me Dysea.”


“Why Bella?” Dysea asked moving closer to her, pressing her body against hers.


“It forced me to feel things I thought I had burned from myself. It made me realize that I was not as dead to the universe as I thought.” Isabella spoke. “And it made me see that I desired you just as much as you desired me.”


Dysea smiled coyly. “Bella… you taste too good to be frightened of.” She said with a hint of desire in her voice.


“The same can be said for you ussta she-elf.” Isabella told her with similar desire in her voice. “You and I… destiny and fate brought us together for a reason. I never believed in such things until I came to live with the Lycavorian people. Now… now I don’t think I could live without them. And I know I could not live without you and Martin in my life now. Whatever the future holds for us Dysea, we will meet it together without the fear of the unknown. Just as Martin would expect us to. Just as he meets the unknown.”


Dysea leaned closer and pressed her lips against Isabella’s and they shared a warm and passionate kiss that was more a show of their love for one another than anything else. Dysea’s elfin ear twitched almost minutely and Isabella saw her delicate nose tremble as she pulled back slowly just a little.

[Mindvoice Shielded] How many do you smell?


[Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t smell individual scents. I am detecting a scent masker, and it is getting stronger. Whoever it is they are moving silently down the outside corridor, or trying to at least. 


Isabella closed her eyes for a brief second and then opened them again as she focused and concentrated her vampire hearing to the tune of the heartbeats around them. Her eyes changed quickly to vampire cobalt blue and she canted her head ever so slightly and then she could make out the steady drum beats of five hearts. 
[Mindvoice Shielded] I hear five heartbeats. She spoke. Steady and even.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Professionals again?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Apparently there are more on Elear than we first suspected. Bella replied.


Dysea squeezed Isabella’s hands as she caught a scent carried from the balcony on the soft breeze. [Mindvoice Shielded] Two more climbing up the building outside.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Then these were not sent by our vampire pursuers. Bella spoke. They would never allow them to…


[Mindvoice Shielded] Bella they attacked you and Lexi in the main square of the capital in broad daylight. Dysea spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Point taken.  Isabella spoke with a grin. How many do we take alive?


[Mindvoice Shielded] One will suffice I should think. Iriral?


[Mindvoice Shielded] I see them on the outside of the building my Bonded Sister. I will burn them off. Iriral replied.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Wait for our signal Iriral. Dysea spoke as her hand dropped to where her Nehtes rested in her thigh sheath. Can they see inside the room yet?


[Mindvoice Shielded] They are still twenty meters below your balcony. These are not like the ones who attacked you and Lexi in the square Bella. They are different.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Different how? Isabella asked.

[Mindvoice Shielded] They are using only their hands and feet to climb. Almost as if they have adhesive on their skin. Iriral answered. They appear almost amphibian in nature.

Isabella nodded quickly. [Mindvoice Shielded] They are Evolli. Almost as experienced and well trained as Kochab Bounty Hunters. And nearly as expensive. Their finger tips and feet have sucker pads built into them, allowing them to scale sheer walls and cliffs.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And buildings it seems. Dysea said.


[Mindvoice Shielded] So it would appear. They are stronger and faster than they look, and do not let them grasp your skin with their hands. Those suckers can peel the flesh from your body with ease.


[Mindvoice Shielded] That’s a wonderful thought. Dysea spoke casually, her emerald eyes never leaving Isabella’s face. Iriral?


[Mindvoice Shielded] They will reach the balcony ledge in six meters Dysea! Iriral answered.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Burn them off Iriral. Dysea’s hand closed around her Nehtes as Isabella’s knives dropped from within the sleeves of her armor. Bella and I will handle the others. Meet us on the roof.

The Evolli were indeed an amphibious species, able to use their agility and reflexes to survive their harsh homeworld. It had been discovered some millennia ago that the suckers pads on their hands and feet, used to survive on their planet, provided them a very useful means of income off their world as spies and assassins. They could go where many others could not because of their ability to climb and adhere to almost any surface. 


Of course… that was before the recent discovery of dragons, which like Iriral, could fly quite well and basically neutralize the advantage they had had for centuries.


The two assassins felt the gust of wind before they heard or saw anything. They looked questionably at each other before shifting their heads around to stare outward from the sixty story height they were currently at. Darkness was falling quickly as it always did on Elear, and their yellow eyes could detect nothing.


Thud.


The pressure wave of air hurt their sensitive ears and they flinched slightly.


Thud.

They looked at one another once more, puzzlement showing on their amphibian features. They both detected the movement behind them and whipped their heads around to see the huge grayish/brown dragon beating its powerful wings barely a hundred meters from where they clung to the side of the building. Its glittering emerald eyes were locked on them and they held nothing but death in their gaze.

It was the last thing they saw as Iriral opened her razor tooth filled maw and expelled a stream of flame that crossed the eighty-three meters between them in a heartbeat, instantly frying their skin and searing their amphibian lungs before they even had a chance to scream.

Firespitters were considered the most lethal of dragons until the cross breeding began and the Hybrids like Torma began to hatch. They were the fastest of the dragons without question, and nearly equal to the Heavyhorns in strength, but flying had always been and would always be the mainstay of their abilities. Due to his lifelong commitment and mating with Isheeni, as well as his Firespitter mother, Torma was one of the few Hybrids who had actually learned many of the Firespitter aerial tricks, and for his enormous size, Torma was extremely fast and very maneuverable. 

Iriral watched as the two flaming figures plummeted to the ground below and she dove quickly, reaching the falling bodies with barely three swipes of her twenty meter wing span. She easily snatched both assassins in her talons several hundred meters before they impacted the ground below and with a quick flip of her tail, was once more headed up into the dark sky.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It is done. She spoke. I will see you on the roof.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It is done. Iriral’s voice filled their heads. I will see you on the roof.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What has Martin taught you when you are outnumbered? Isabella asked as she lifted her dual knives and folded them back along her arms.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Attack first. Dysea responded immediately.


Isabella smiled and slid her hand in front of the door control panel. [Mindvoice Shielded] They let us attack.


Dysea watched with a smile as Isabella blurred in motion, using every bit of her vampire speed and dashed into the corridor of their private floor. Dysea followed an instant later, her Nehtes extending to its full seven foot length even as she took three steps into the corridor and came face to face with the first of the five assassins.

The outcome was not in question, as the Evolli assassins were all surprised, and Dysea was lethally accurate with her Nehtes. 

Three steps and attack. The first rule of fighting with the Nehtes. A rule that had become second nature to Dysea. The spear head of her Nehtes sliced through greenish colored flesh like a hot knife through butter as she impaled the Evolli assassin through his mid section. His lidless eyes bugged open wide as his yellowish blood splashed wetly on the floor of the corridor. Dysea released her Nehtes after shoving the Evolli back, spinning around with the grace of a ballet dancer, and lashing out with her booted right foot. The second Evolli couldn’t evade the foot and it struck the barrel of his projectile weapon driving it sideways. The silver/white flash of light flared and Dysea’s Shi Viska appeared on her forearm. The edge of the shield, its razor edges extending immediately upon appearing, smashed into the side of the Evolli’s head. Dysea did not call upon her Shi Viska very often, preferring instead to use her other considerable hand-to-hand skills and her Nehtes to do battle if she had to. When her Shi Viska did flash into existence however, the razor edges of the just over half meter diameter shield were already extended, almost as if the shield somehow knew that other means had already failed and it was being used to end a fight. The shield opened up a six inch long gash along his hairless skull, as the power from the blow cracked his thick skull wide open. His body slammed sideways in the corridor, crunching into the wall, his rifle now falling from limp hands as yellow blood and gray matter began to seep from the wound in his head. 

Isabella had used her vampire speed to burst into the corridor and run along the side of the wall until she came to the last assassin in the file. As she came back into focus, the last assassin was turning towards her, having seen the blur of her physical body exiting the room. It didn’t save him as Isabella snapped up with her dual knives, the razor sharp blades slicing across the greenish skin on both sides of his thick neck. Unlike normal humanoid creatures Evolli didn’t have main arteries in their necks, only large bundles of nerves, and so the deep slashes into his flesh only served to cause immense pain as the nerve endings were severed instantly. Unfortunately for the Evolli assassin, these nerves also controlled the motor functions of his arms and hands, and they suddenly had no feeling left in them. As his lidless yellow eyes grew wide in stunned surprise, Isabella spun sideways with the same graceful movements as Dysea, kicking back with her left leg as she buried the blades of both knives between the shoulder blades of the Evolli who was fourth in the file and still trying to determine what was happening.


Isabella was a superior warrior before Dysea had come into her life, using her vampire speed and natural vampire strength to simply overpower opponents. Her relationship with Dysea had extended well beyond them sharing a bed together. They trained together almost daily, and Isabella quickly began to learn and master many of the elegant and more graceful movements of Dysea’s unarmed combat skills. They were built very similar in terms of muscle mass and body type, neither of them having any measurable amount of fat on their slender figures. Their bodies were packed with muscle; Dysea’s body taking on more mass and muscle when she changed into her wolf form. Isabella had been amazed at her speed and gracefulness when they first started training together, and Dysea eagerly showed her the exercises and different types of training she did to hone her body into what it was. What Isabella discovered during this time was simply amazing. The elegance of Dysea’s movements were deceptively powerful, the grace and speed unmatched, and it was this type of fighting that often threw others into confusion. When combined with her natural strength and speed, the skills she was still mastering with Dysea forged her into a decidedly more lethal combatant than she had ever been.


The kick she snapped back at the stunned assassin struck him square in the back of his malformed greenish skull. The crunch of bone was very audible in the corridor as his skull shattered in several places. The force of the kick propelled him forward at deadly velocity, Isabella not turning to watch as his body lifted into the air and slammed into the wall at the end twenty meters away. The Evolli struck the door at the end of the corridor with enough force to actually leave a large dent where his body smashed before he slumped to the floor, most of the bones in his upper body broken due to the force of the impact.


Isabella twisted the handles of her two knives viciously, the blades buried hilt deep between his shoulders, his hands reaching back instinctively to try and pull out the invading sources of terrible pain within his flesh. Isabella did not give him the chance to recover and using her vampire strength, she tore the blades sideways and then back, effectively severing whatever cartilage and tendons he had in his upper body and rendering him helpless. She watched as his body fell to the floor of the corridor and then she was facing the last Evolli assassin. One of her blades snapped up just as the edge of Dysea’s Shi Viska pressed against the Evolli’s throat.


The assassin froze, terror gripping him as his head moved from one set of killing eyes to the other. His projectile rifle dropped slowly to the carpeted floor.

“Today was not your day assassin.” Dysea spoke coldly, staring over the surface of her Shi Viska at the lidless yellow eyes.


“I will give you a choice.” Isabella spoke slowly. “Tell us what we want to know and you may live to see another sunrise. Deny us and I guarantee you will experience more pain than your feeble mind could ever imagine.”


“I… I will talk!” The Evolli rasped, his voice coming out in a croaking tone.


“Who hired you?” Dysea demanded quickly.


“A vampire!” The Evolli exclaimed. “A young vampire! He paid us a fortune!”


Isabella’s eyes became interested. “Tell me of this vampire.” She said.


The Evolli’s yellow eyes gazed at her questioningly. “Tell… tell you of him?” He gasped. “You… you don’t know him?”


“Why would I know him?” Isabella demanded pressing the blade of her knife closer to his greenish skin.


“He… he said he was your brother.” The assassin spoke.

APO PRIME
MJOLNIR’S HAND SECURE AIRFIELD

The ship’s official designation was a Terragen Coalition VP Alpha Nine long range Transport/Freighter, or VP9s for short. The Terragenian species were well known scavengers and freight haulers, their Coalition consisting of thirty-five planets on the furthest border of Union space. Their design and construction methods for their freight haulers were respected and duplicated across the galaxy, and it was very common to see Terragen freighters across every empire or Alliance as well as in the Wilds. The ships were extremely durable and considered by many to be the finest freight hauling ships ever made.

The difference in this particular ship was not its outer appearance, but rather its inner make up. This long range transport and freighter was two hundred meters long and a hundred meters tall at its highest point, roughly fifty meters less in length than the AUTUMN MOON Frigates. The ramp leading into the vast cargo interior was situated under the octagon shaped main engines. It could carry a crew of a hundred, but right now only the sixty Spartans that had been chosen for this mission were moving back and forth between the ship and the half dozen equipment platforms. Torma and Miath were helping to TK the larger crates right from the platforms into the ships, where Spartans were moving and securing them into locations for transit. 

This particular VP9’s engines were one class shy of the AUTUMN MOON engine class, making it perhaps the fastest heavy freighter ever known to exist. The computers and navigation equipment were all military grade now, and it was even equipped with two recessed missile pods, not to mention the strongest shield generators that could fit on a ship this size and still be powered comfortably. It was also equipped with a Shroud generator that could hide them for twelve hours before the power drain became too much on the ship’s LSD coils. The exterior of the ship looked worn down and old, while the interior was anything but, with fresh paint and the new Dragon Armor lining the corridors and rooms, as well as the layer interior of the hull. It would not win any prizes for looks, but the ship had been built for covert missions and not for aesthetic appearances. 


Martin, Sivana and Yuriko stood on the small bridge with Komirri and For’mya as they reviewed the charts and maps. 


“…cut through this section of the Wilds.” Sivana was speaking as her fingers danced across the star chart. “Since my face is so well known now, Yuriko and Filrian will need to be the faces of communication with the pirate gate controls.”


“These Gates are useable?” Komirri asked.


Sivana nodded. “They are maintained as well as the Overseers are able. Each Overseer is required to keep the Gate in their sector operating or they lose the profits from them, which are quite substantial.” She spoke. “I have used them all in the last three years since the technology was stolen and the Overseers established them.”

“How did they get this technology?” Komirri asked. 


Sivana shrugged. “That I don’t know.” She replied honestly. “I do know that if you have enough credits, anyone can be bought.” Her sea green eyes went to where Martin was watching her. “Well… almost anyone.”


“How many jumps?” Martin asked.


“Three LSD jumps to the first Gate. I’ve marked the routes in blue. Thirty-six hours to the first Gate. Five jumps between Gates six hours apart as per the pirate rule.” Sivana spoke.

“Why six hours?” Martin asked.

“It is how they determine if we are who we say we are.” Yuriko answered. “If you wait six hours between jumps then chances are you are pirates and not in any hurry to be discovered. If you don’t wait… then it is assumed you are not a pirate or smuggler and word goes out to destroy your ship on sight.”

Martin nodded. “Simple but effective.” He said. “What about people like us, who factor the time into their operation?”

“There are random searches by the Overseers’ henchmen in small warships.” Sivana spoke. “No one knows when the searches are coming until they happen. If we refuse to be searched, they will destroy us.”

“And we have enough elicit material in the hold to let us pass muster?” Martin asked.

Sivana nodded. “More than enough.” She looked at the chart. “I estimate four days until we arrive in the Lycavore system, another day to move to the planet.”

Komirri leaned forward and adjusted the controls on the chart. “According to what Queen Anja’s sister has given us, there are minimal defensive platforms in orbit, but they are of the newest High Coven variety, and we would not last long against them. Lucky for us their planetary sensor array is weak and does not extend beyond the moons. The platforms provide the only means of long range sensor coverage in the system, and those we can defeat long enough to activate the Shroud and close with the planet.” He adjusted the chart once more. “We will assume a medium polar orbit at this point. King Leonidas and Queen Anja will be released into the upper atmosphere with Torma and Miath. We will then withdraw to a location behind the fourth moon where we can lower the Shroud and conserve its power supply. We can remain hidden from the platforms using the moon’s irregular gravitational pull to mask out signature.”
“We won’t be picked up on any kind of sensor array,” Martin said leaning over. “Sivana wasn’t absolutely sure of the exact location of the compound where she landed, but she knew it was on the northern continent. That is where Anja and I will begin our search.”

“Martin… Miath and Anja are not able to withstand an upper atmosphere release.” For’mya spoke. “They have only tested out to twelve point two kilometers altitude. You and Torma have a ceiling ten kilometers higher than them.”

“That’s why Helen is riding with Anja and Miath. Helen can augment their natural psychic shield enough to allow them to drop to their ceiling with no problems.” Martin spoke. “And she is quite capable of handling herself when we need to land.”
“Endith and I will pick you up when you call.” For’mya spoke looking at the chart.

Martin shook his head. “No… Endith and Sivana will pick us up.” He spoke. “You aren’t going.”

For’mya’s head snapped up and her dark brown eyes were wide. “What do you mean not going? Of course I’m going!”

Martin looked around. “We’ll finish this later folks. I need to speak with For’mya.”

No one questioned the order and in less than a minute they were alone. Martin moved around to stand in front of her.

“Martin Leonidas… what is going on?” For’mya demanded.

“You aren’t coming with me.” Martin said. “You are not fully recovered yet For’mya. I will not put you in anymore danger than you are already in.”
“I am fine Martin!” She exclaimed.

“No you are not.” Martin said. “You need to remain here on Apo Prime. I want you to help Dasha with Androcles and the hatchlings. And I want you to learn from her and my mother.”

“Martin I am…”

Martin pulled her into his arms, pulling her body hard against his. “Look at me.” He spoke softly.

For’mya lifted her head and stared at his face with her dark brown eyes. Martin I can…

I will not risk you on this mission For’mya. He told her gently, his hand coming up to caress her cheek and jaw. Your injuries and the change have left you drained and still adapting to what I did to you.

You saved my life! For’mya spoke reaching up now to place her hands on either side of his face.

I almost killed you! He exclaimed. I put your life at even greater risk because I did not want to lose you. I will not do that again. Someone was able to get assassins on our island For’mya. You may be weak and still adapting to the changes, but you still have your keen mind and your other abilities. I want you to use those skills to help Dasha protect Androcles and the hatchlings. My mother and Dasha have already offered to remain at the palace with you and teach you all they know about being wolf. These assassins were after you too For’mya, and for whatever reason this Lycavorian female has targeted you. They almost succeeded, and I want you ready for the next time they try. 

You think they will try again? For’mya asked him slightly surprised.
Martin nodded slowly. The Island Palace is the safest place on the planet and yes I think they will try again. They won’t know Sivana is gone, but to attempt it in the first place as they did, that tells me this female has a very deep hatred for you. They will think we are keeping Sivana locked down within the palace, and the reports said you were injured but were recovering. There will be an announcement that I have left with Anja to attend a summit on the Algolian home world. They’ll try again when they hear that and this time I think they’ll come after my son and the hatchlings as well.

For’mya stared at him for a long moment. You don’t think these events on Elear and Earth are unrelated do you?

Martin shook his head. They may be unrelated… they probably are unrelated… but it’s just too damn convenient that it is all happening now. He lifted her in his arms and moved her until her butt was resting on the map table. I spoke with Aricia early this morning For’mya and she agreed with me. Until you have fully recovered and adapted to the changes, we don’t want to lose you on this type of mission. It could go bad very quickly.

That is why I should be with you. For’mya spoke.

Martin shook his head. If anything happens to me For’mya. If anything happens to Aricia while she is on Earth, then Androcles’ guardianship and care pass to you. For’mya’s eyes went wide at this information. 

Dasha…

Dasha already knows and she agrees with it. Martin spoke. It will only be a few more days before you become fully adapted to the changes, but unfortunately I can not wait. I’ve placed Andreus and the Palace Spartans under your direct command. Armetus will now report directly to you and to Deia. When you discover who is doing this, you speak with my voice and your actions are mine. You know that.

For’mya nodded slowly. There are others who will not like that Martin Leonidas. There are those who say I have too much power as Concubine to begin with.

Martin nodded. I know… but there are not as many as you might think. You have the complete support of Deia, Riall, my mother, almost all of the Senate, not to mention your father and the Elf High Minister. Those that don’t like that… well many of them are beginning to see that things will be different in the future, and they are changing, they may not like it, but they are changing.

And those that aren’t? For’mya asked.

Martin shrugged. As Aricia is so fond of saying Nubou them. They will accept it, or be left behind. 

I will be very upset if you do not return Martin Leonidas. She spoke softly, pressing her lithe figure harder against his body. For’mya could not remember a time since he had come into her life when she did not want this man. Even before he had changed her, the emotions and sensations he made her feel were glorious.
Yeah… me too. I’m looking forward to claiming you now that you are wolf. Martin said pulling her tighter to him and kissing her deeply. He released a small portion of his Alpha male aura and let it tease her senses, and he felt her body stiffen slightly in his arms. He broke their kiss quickly and nuzzled her super sensitive elfin ears as the small tremor of his aura swept through her. He inhaled deeply of her sweet orchid aroma, reveling in the sharper taste of her scent now that she was wolf. He drew back slowly and looked into her beautiful elfin face, watching as her dark brown eyes slowly opened. I love you For’mya.

She wrapped her arms around his waist and smiled as she pressed her face to his chest and squeezed him as hard as she could. And I love you Martin Leonidas. 
Arzoal said she believes you and Aurith have already begun bonding. Martin told her as he held her head against his chest, his cheek pressed to her golden colored hair. She was very surprised at this, but she detected it immediately when she saw the two of you yesterday. We want you to explore that For’mya. For Aurith to begin bonding with you so young, it could very well mean you will soon have your own dragon, whether you wanted one or not.
For’mya smiled as she inhaled his mint scent and nodded.
EARTH

RAPTOR 47

FLORIDA KEYS

Isra looked up from the data pad as Tareif settled to the webbed seating next to him.


“We will proceed to the next location.” Tareif spoke louder than usual to be heard over the roar of the wind sweeping in through the open ramp. “The pilot says roughly thirty minutes to get there.”


This was the second day of their scouting trip investigating the dozen blind sensor spots they had detected in this area. All of them were indeed land masses that had resurfaced due to earthquakes in the last hundred years, and all of them had huge mirrors that were now established and hiding them from orbit. None of the islands were inhabited, though many of them were much larger than they were once known to be. Tareif had discovered several maps of the area that were centuries old, and all of the islands they were discovering were at least double the size of the old maps and charts.

Isra held out the data pad to him. “Another sixty-three of these sensor blind spots have been located across the world’s oceans. I have ordered Admiral Jamerl to begin investigating them.”


Tareif looked at him after glancing at the pad quickly. “You think this is much larger than we first thought don’t you?” He spoke.


“There are millions of humans who now live quite happily here on Earth War Master.” Isra said. “Most of them are happy to finally have peace and be free of the High Coven, and they are very pleased with how Tarifa, Aihola and Selene have handled things politically.”


Tareif nodded. “There are several humans on the ruling Council.” Tareif spoke. “I have not talked to them, but Tarifa seems to trust them.”


Isra nodded. “She is an excellent judge of character.” He said. “And with Aihola beside her, they will rarely miss anything. But as we are discovering, there appear to be many humans who hate them just as deeply. We know that this elf Anlain, the father of Telan has disappeared, and has not been heard from for several months.”

“When I find him… I will kill him this time!” Tareif growled remembering what Anlain had put not only himself through, but his two sons and Tarifa. His sons were beaten and tortured for months, while Telan raped Tarifa under the guise of a marriage in their families’ bid to take power from her as High Elf Queen.

Isra nodded. “Considering that he was willing to work with the High Coven before, I would not put it past him to be siding with these creatures now as well. Especially since Tarifa and Aihola are indirectly responsible for the death of his son.”

“Telan would have been executed for his crimes if Nayeca had not killed him first.” Tareif spoke. “Her actions only eliminated the need for a trial and firing squad.” 
“It also gave this Anlain more ammunition to use against them.” Isra spoke. “Colonel Nestor and his men are still searching for vampire clones troops that may have survived the battles here.” Isra continued. “These creatures seem to have a grudge against the King and by default against Tarifa and Aihola, because of their close relationship with him. They still have many enemies, and if what I think is happening is indeed happening, then their enemies are all beginning to come together against her, Aihola and Selene.”
“You think they will move soon?” Tareif asked.
“I think that the murders were prelude to bolder acts yes.” Isra answered.


“Why did we not destroy these mirrors Isra?” Tareif asked.


“If we can now detect them, it stands to reason that our enemies can monitor them as well.” Isra answered. “We need to find their main base of operations before we begin destroying what they have built.”


Tareif was silent for a moment. “They are willing to do these things now, knowing that my daughters and Selene have the backing of every Spartan on Earth, as well as the fleet in orbit around us? That tells me their numbers are larger than we suspect.”


Isra nodded. “And most of the fleet is spread out within the system.” He said. “There are really only half a dozen cruisers in orbit, not including the station itself. Subtract those Spartans from Sparta that are off world conducting training missions, and we actually have only a quarter million troops, including your Dragoons, to bring to bear against an uprising or coup attempt in North America.”


Tareif nodded. “And we are spread very thin throughout North America.” He spoke. “If they know this, and there is every reason to suspect they do, then they have a source or sources close to Tarifa and the others in Eden City.”

Isra nodded in agreement. “Eden City is considered the base of power for Earth now.” Isra said. “Take control of Eden City and several of the surrounding cities; kill Tarifa and Aihola and Selene, and you gain control of Earth. Add to that this dragon and rider supporting them, and at the moment we are at a distinct disadvantage. You reviewed what Martin sent to us last night?”


Tareif nodded. “Yes. It was not a very heartening report to say the least.”


Isra shook his head. “No it wasn’t.” He said. “Aricia’s arrival will improve our position, but this dragon is nearly three thousand years old, and the rider perhaps twice that if what Martin says is true. Aelnala and Isheeni with Aricia and I, we will only be able to delay them. To meet them head on would not be wise, for while we have the advantage in experience and training, these two have been together far longer, and we do not know what their abilities are.”


“That is why you believe only Martin and his dragon can defeat them?” Tareif asked.


Isra nodded. “You were not able to see Martin and Torma when they were here in Sparta for Androcles birth. I believe you were off world with Jamerl learning about the use of the fleet.”


Tareif nodded. “That was very exciting.”


“You have to see them together to truly appreciate what they can do War Master.” Isra spoke. “You will see some of it with Aricia and Isheeni, but Martin and Torma…” Isra shook his head. “What they can do together is utterly amazing. They…”

“Commander Isra… would you and War Master Tareif move forward please.” The voice of the pilot came over the intercom. “We’re getting some strange readings on our next destination.”


Isra looked at Tareif for a brief moment before they both got up and made their way up the small flight of stairs into the cockpit. The pilot was a human male, which had surprised Isra at first. He had been trained by Admiral O’Connor, but until coming to Earth Isra had never met a human pilot. This young man had been Tareif’s personal pilot since shortly after the end of the Battle for Earth, and no matter where Tareif went this young man flew him. They had an excellent working relationship, and Tareif could not heap enough praise on his pilot to anyone who would listen. Surprisingly enough, this is the young man who he had hoped his daughter Zaala would favor. He was extremely intelligent, and an insatiable learner. Ben had once said that he would be almost as good a pilot as Endith one day. Coming from Benjamin, and being compared to Endith, that had been the finest compliment Tareif needed to chose him as his pilot.


“What is it Steven Randall?” Tareif asked coming up behind the pilot’s seat and using his full name, which he did only when things were considered serious.


The pilot turned his helmeted head and Isra saw his brown eyes and tanned face. “We’re picking up some low yield power readings on the passive sensor array.”

“Low yield?” Isra asked.


Steve nodded. “It’s a low band power source.” He answered. “Like a generator, but it’s muted somehow.”


“What do you mean muted?” Tareif asked.


“Like it’s being masked.” Steve replied. “Or it’s underground. Possibly even under the water.”


“Why do you sat it is masked?” Isra asked him moving closer.


“Ben told us about how they would pick up generators on their low band sensors during the Central American War here on earth.” Steve replied. “They were using them to power radar sets.”


“You remembered this?” Isra asked amazed.


Steve nodded. “Shit Commander… if remembering your birthday kept me from getting shot down I would remember it.” He said with a grin.


“An excellent practice.” Isra replied with a matching smile.

“Steven can you broaden your scan?” Tareif asked with his own smile on his face.


Steve looked at his co-pilot. “Korat…” He spoke to his elf co-pilot. “Can we increased the power by like ten percent and still maintain our stealthy profile?”


“I suggest we bring it up slowly.” The elf answered. 


Steve nodded. “Do it. I’ll reduce speed so it gives us a larger window to play with.”


Tareif and Isra felt the RAPTOR II slow dramatically as the elf co-pilot adjusted his controls. Steve dipped them even lower to the surface of the ocean beneath them, leveling out at only two hundred meters height.


The elf co-pilot nodded his head. “That’s working.” He spoke. “The readings are firming up. Passive scans are picking up… shit! Missile inbound, missile inbound! Bank left! Bank left!”


Steve didn’t hesitate and slammed his control stick completely over to the left, standing the RAPTOR on its side just as the streak of smoke sailed by on their right. Isra’s head snapped around to look out the rear of the RAPTOR as the missile sped by.


“Fuck!” Steve exclaimed. “Looks like we found our bad guy base! What they hell was that? A stealth missile of some sort!”


Korat shook his head vigorously. “We’re too low for our own systems to detect incoming missiles when they are set in a passive mode! That was a short range Skipper Missile!”


“Well they know we’re here!” Steve nearly shouted. “Buckle in both of you!” He yelled looking at Tareif and Isra. “We’re sitting ducks! Light up our radar and find the bastard shooting at us!”


Korat didn’t hesitate and his hands flew over his controls. “Another one!” He shouted immediately. “Nine o’clock! Firing chafe and flares! Hard over right! Hard over right!”


His fingers were stabbing on his control panel insanely, and both Isra and Tareif could feel the bundles of flares and chafe erupting from the sides of the RAPTOR as Steve slammed them over into another gut wrenching turn, this time to the right.


“Where?” Steve screamed. “Where?”


“Three miles! I’m picking up a small boat three miles east! Shit… they just launched another missile at us!” Korat shouted.


“Going vertical!” Steve snapped as he calmly jerked back his controls and shoved his throttles to maximum. The RAPTOR nearly stood on its wasp like tail and shot straight up at almost seven hundred kilometers an hour.

“It’s locked!” Korat screamed. “Roll! Roll!”


“Which way?”


“Any fucking way!”


Steve yanked his control stick to the left once more, putting the RAPTOR into a rolling turn as it dove back for the surface. His eyes caught the flash of the missile as it raced by underneath the ship trailing flame and smoke.


“Lock that bastard up and kill him!” Steve yelled bringing the RAPTOR back level.


“Tracking! Tracking! Got him! Firing!” Korat barked as his hand came down on the panel to his left.


Two missiles rippled away from RAPTOR 47’s right wing, quickly dropping to just above the surface of the clear, calm green ocean water.


“They’re locked! Impact in eight seconds!” Korat shouted. “Eat those dogs you bastard!”


Tareif and Isra watched the flare in the distance on the surface of the ocean indicating the death of the boat just as alarms began sounding once more. 


“Shit they got one away!” Korat screamed. “It’s locked! Bank hard right! Turn right! Turn right!”   



Steve’s clenched his teeth as he once more threw the RAPTOR into a sadistic and radical turn, the g-forces punishing all of them. They felt more than heard the explosion and the flash of heat and then the RAPTOR Lurched violently and the cockpit filled with black smoke and flame.

“We’re hit! We’re hit!” Steve’s voice screamed. “Korat! Give me power! Power! We need to get some altitude! Korat!”


He turned his head, his eyes going wide as he was looking into the gaping maw of the ocean beneath him. The missile hadn’t struck the RAPTOR, only blown up two meters underneath the co-pilot’s seat, the shrapnel and force of the warhead tearing through the belly armor and ripping all the way through the top of the ship. The entire co-pilot’s seat and right side consoles had been ripped away from the RAPTOR with that single blast. Steve’s eyes were wide as he noticed that his right arm was bleeding profusely, and his cockpit was now half torn away.


“Steven!” Tareif shouted as he tore at the straps from his seat, finally getting them off and barreling forward.


“We’re losing fuel and altitude fast!” Steve snapped. “We’re going in and there is nothing I can do to stop it!”


Tareif’s face was red from a flash burn, but he was otherwise unhurt and he looked at Isra, who was pulling himself off the deck near the engineer’s station. He drew his Shukur fighting knife in a practiced motion and sliced away part of the straps surrounding his former seat. He dropped the knife and began to tie a tourniquet on Steve’s upper arm.


Isra scrambled up behind Steve’s seat and saw what Tareif was doing. His own face was slightly red from the flash of heat, but he quickly reached over and helped Tareif finish tying the strap. His violet eyes were wide and he looked out in front of them as he saw the horizon pitch one way and then the next. He could just make out a small land mass in the distance. 


“Steven… can you make that small island?” He screamed above the roar of the wind.

“Take my helmet off!” Steve shouted.


Tareif and Isra both worked on un-strapping the bulky helmet and Steve shook his head to clear his vision, his dark hair slick with sweat. He struggled with the controls, the muscles in his wounded arm screaming in pain, but he nodded his head. “I think so!” He barked. “We’re going in belly first and we’re going to sink like a rock! The engineer’s station! How deep is the water? The tail sensor should still be working!”


Isra scrambled back to the undamaged console, half the screens filled with white static, his violet eyes searching for what he needed. “Where?”


“Top right corner!” Steve yelled over his shoulder.


Isra’s eyes lifted and he saw the read out. “Sixty meters and getting shallower!” He shouted.


“That’s lucky for us!” Steve reached forward and throttled back on the controls, the whine of the engines drowning out almost everything.

“Twenty meters!” Isra screamed as the small island loomed in front of them now.


“We’re at a hundred meters above the water!” Tareif shouted looking at the altimeter.


“I’m cutting power!” Steve yelled. “War Master… help me keep her as level as we can! We’re going to nose into the sand!”


Tareif leaned over the seat as far as he dared and closed his hands over Steve’s on the controls. 


“Ten meters!” Isra screamed.


“Fuck! Here we go!” Steve shouted.


Isra had no time to think as the force of the impact sent him hurtling into the back of Tareif’s legs. His head snapped around and he saw the rush of ocean water shatter what remained of the cockpit windshield and then it was upon them with the force of a tidal wave.

EDEN CITY


Tarifa looked across the table at the five representatives from the Zaleisian Empire. All of them were dressed in what would amount to outrageously expensive satin and silk clothes, with velvet like robes completing their attire. The Zaleisian people had brownish colored skin, all of them with a single strip of dark brown skin along the crown of their almost oval shaped heads. They had large lips, with essentially holes where the ears on a human would be. There were bony ridges on their necks that extended up to their jaw lines, and they had gill like openings on either side of their faces high on their cheeks, which looked positively hideous with their pale orange eyes. The fifth member of their delegation looked nothing like them, as he was meticulously groomed, with long dark blond hair that covered every portion of his exposed body. His face was almost feline in nature, with eyes that reminded Tarifa of a Mountain Lion she had seen once as a child. The yellow diamond shaped pupils did nothing to alleviate the feeling of unease she got from him either. He was a male that much was obvious, as he was heavily muscled and his clothes fit him perfectly, conforming to the contours of his powerful body. He was handsome in an odd sort of way, and carried himself with the air of someone who was used to getting his way. However, Tarifa sensed something about him that was not entirely right. He sniffed the air on several occasions, almost as if checking scents, his eyes focusing on her and Aihola intently several times through the meeting. Both of them were too good at concealing their emotions to let on that they saw this discrete action, but they both concurred that this man made them uneasy.


Selene knew her friends well enough to know when something made them nervous and throughout the entire meeting, the three of them communicated within Mindvoice, leaving Charles Turner and the human female to handle the majority of the negotiations. Charles Turner had been one of the co-leaders of the Ash Fork settlement and a staunch supporter of what they had begun and were still building. The woman beside him was the leader of the third largest city state of New Richmond Elaine Kessler, and while Tarifa didn’t know her that well, Charles Turner regarded her quite well.

The meeting had been going on for over three hours now, going back and forth over offers and negotiations. The Zaleisian Empire was far smaller than the Union, with only two hundred known habitable planets, but their part of known space was vast, with many planets being dozens of light years apart. The trip from their section of space to Earth was considerably shorter because they could cut through the Wilds, but something about their attitude and the way they carried themselves hung in the air to everyone from Earth.


The Zaleisian Minister finally held out the data pad to Tarifa across the table. “I must insist this is the final offer we will make.” He hissed out the words. 

Tarifa took the pad with a forced smile and allowed her sapphire eyes to glance at it quickly. It was a fair offer no doubt, the rights to fourteen square kilometers of the Atlantic Ocean’s southern boundary. The purpose of the treaty agreement was for the Zaleisian Empire to harvest the vast amounts of fish and plankton that had made an amazing comeback through the last few centuries. She passed the pad to Selene on her left just as a small window on her computer monitor opened and she saw four words.
They are lying.


Charles

[Mindvoice Shielded] Nya Istel would you look at my screen casually. Tarifa spoke.

Aihola took the pad from Selene and casually allowed her amber eyes to pass over the computer screen. She dropped her eyes to the pad in the same motion as if it was entirely natural and began reading the pad.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Lying about what? Aihola asked.


Selene’s steel blue eyes passed over the screen as well, as she made a show of pouring more water for her and Tarifa. [Mindvoice Shielded] I suggest we find out.


Tarifa looked at the Minister. “Minister Cho’ta, would you excuse us for a moment to confer?”


The Zaleisian Minister almost rolled his eyes and finally nodded his head. “As you wish.” He spoke.


Tarifa smiled and began getting up out of her chair. The one non-Zaleisian member of the delegation leaned forward in his chair. “Is there a problem?” He asked sweetly.


Tarifa met those yellow eyes evenly. “I don’t know.” She replied calmly. “Is there?”

“In my experience, the elves we have dealt with in the past were much more decisive in their decision making.” The man spoke.


Tarifa smiled back at him just as sweetly. “I think you will find that we are not like the elves you have dealt with in the past.” She said. “Excuse us for just a moment.”


The five of them got up and moved through the door directly behind them into a small anti-room. Once the door closed behind them Tarifa turned to Charles.


“Charles?” She asked.


“They are lying.” He said instantly.


“I sense it too.” Elaine echoed. “They are too smooth, too polished. They’ve been going back and forth between each other almost as if it was all rehearsed somehow. They have a counter offer for everything we have put forth.”


“The fifth man is more than what he appears as well.” Charles spoke. “I’ve read as much as what was available in the data banks about the Zaleisian Empire. They have never been a reliable ally of the Union, and some of their so called advances are tenuous at best. I don’t trust them.”

“Nor do I.” Elaine spoke.

Tarifa looked at Aihola and Selene both. “The deal they are offering is more than fair.” She said.

Charles looked at her. “I know you and Aihola have felt uneasy in there Tarifa.” He said. “I may only be human, but I have been around you long enough to know when you are not comfortable with a person. And that mystery man disturbs you?”

Tarifa met Charles’ eyes. “He… he has an untrustworthy smell.” She said finally.

“They want something else.” Charles said. “What is so special about this one area of the ocean? They have not veered from this one fourteen square kilometer area all morning. They are fixed on it for some reason, and they think because you are women and elves they can slip it past you.”

“I don’t like the way that mystery man has been looking at any of you either. Especially Selene.” Elaine spoke. “Most of those we have dealt with show some aversion because Selene is a vampire. These men have not displayed any of those traits in the least. It’s almost as if they deal with vampires all the time.”

Selene moved closer to Tarifa. “And the only way to become comfortable with vampires is to be around them all the time.”

Charles nodded. “They are not here just for some rights to a patch of ocean water.” He said. “They are here for something else.”

Tarifa looked at Aihola with a puzzled expression on her face and she saw her smile in what could only be respect. She turned back to Charles. “Charles… where… how did you teach yourself these things?”

Selene nodded. “Yes… I would like to know as well.”

Charles Turner looked uncomfortable then. “It’s boring really.”

“Indulge me.” Tarifa said.

“We can’t do anything Tarifa.” He spoke. “Humans I mean.”

“I don’t understand.” Tarifa said.

“Throughout Earth’s history humans have managed to destroy or enslave whole races of people.” Charles spoke. “We’ve committed genocide on those we feared or didn’t like. Your people, the King’s people, elves and Lycavorians, you are stronger, faster, you make better soldiers, better pilots.”

“Charles my father’s pilot is a human.” Tarifa said. “He can’t say enough good things about him.”

Charles nodded. “I know… and we are beginning to change that in everything we do. We’ve had to redefine ourselves in the great scheme of things Tarifa, as a species. Rediscover ourselves so to speak. Some of us older men and women decided to change that. We’ve opened a diplomatic school of sorts in New Richmond. Several different schools to be frank. We’re dedicating ourselves back to what made us great as a species to begin with. Our minds.”

“A diplomatic school?” Aihola asked.

“Yes a diplomatic school.” Elaine told them nodding her head. “We may not have been very good at stopping wars from taking place in our past, but many of the greatest leaders this planet has ever had were superior diplomats. They were masters at reading people, their faces, their body language, every little nuance, and then being able to bargain that information to get what they wanted. It wasn’t always good things, but for the most part they benefited mankind. Our school is teaching that, so we can truly help rebuild Earth.”

“And this school you have opened is teaching this?” Tarifa asked.

Charles looked at her. “Yes. I was… I was going to bring you to the first graduation next week to show you what we have accomplished. I didn’t think you would mind.”

“Mind?” Tarifa exclaimed. “Charles… I think that is a fantastic idea! You actually teach others how to do this? Read people? And they do not have to… they do not have to have unique skills such as an enhanced sense of smell?”
Charles nodded. “It’s not hard really. Some are better at it than others, like piloting our ships, but it is an excellent skill to have for men and women in our positions. There are many books we have found in regards to this.”

“They are here for one more day yes?” Tarifa asked turning to Selene.

Selene nodded. “They are not scheduled to leave until tomorrow evening as a matter of fact.”

“Good… we will tell them that we are going to review their proposal, get final approval from the full council, and we will finish our business tomorrow.” Tarifa spoke.

“I’ll tell them.” Selene spoke quickly. “If they seem to be so comfortable in dealing with vampires, then it will look less suspicious coming from me.”

Aihola stepped forward. “I would like to hear more about this school.” She said.

Tarifa nodded quickly. “As would I.”

RAPTOR 47

Isra gulped fresh air as his head broke the surface of the warm ocean water, his violet eyes wide as he took deep breaths. He was still inside the cockpit of the RAPTOR, but he could not see Tareif.


“Tareif!” He shouted.


His head snapped around to the sound of bubbles breaking the surface and he dove back under the water. His eyes went wide when he saw Tareif struggling to get the straps securing Steve to his pilot’s seat undone. The human pilot’s cheeks were bulging as he held his breath. Isra pushed off the side of the instrument panel and was next to Tareif in an instant. He was fighting with the straps, his Shakur fighting knife lost on the floor somewhere. Steve pushed him away, motioning for him to go to the surface. Tareif shook his head madly, even though he was almost out of air himself.


Isra shoved him out of the way and towards the surface. His Shi Viska flared to life under the water and Steve’s eyes were wide as the razor shield sliced through the straps like they weren’t there. Isra grabbed Steve’s chest and hauled him up, breaking the surface next to Tareif.


“He will drown!” Tareif yelled preparing to take another deep breath just as Steve’s head broke the surface gasping for air. “Steven!” He yelled, moving immediately to his opposite side to support the human pilot who had saved them both with his flying skill.


Steve coughed out water. “You should have left me!” He yelled.

“Not likely.” Isra spoke as his head looked around. “We aren’t sinking anymore!”


“The nose is buried in the sand.” Steve spoke. “And the rear of the ship has settled. Damn… I’m going to be in big trouble for sinking a RAPTOR.” He laughed until he tried to move his arm and that laugh turned into a groan of pain.


“Broken?” Tareif asked.


Steve nodded. “Got to be.” He said. “This air pocket ain’t going to last long. How deep are we?”


“No more than ten meters.” Isra replied. “The tail of the ship is most likely still above the surface and we need to get you out of the water quickly. You are still bleeding.”


“Oh man… crash a RAPTOR and get eaten by a damn shark all in the same day.” Steve spoke. 


“Hold on.” Isra spoke diving beneath the surface. He stroked powerfully into the rear of the RAPTOR, which was completely underwater, and went to the side cabinet where he removed three emergency packs. He looped them around his arm and then pulled three portable air bottles from the locker and headed back to the cockpit. He broke the surface once more, seeing Tareif tearing strips of clothe to secure Steve’s arm in one spot so that it wouldn’t move.

“Here… emergency packs and air. We need to get out of this ship.”


“What is the hurry?” Steve asked. “I kind of like it down here.”


Isra touched his ear as he smiled. “There is another boat approaching fast. I can hear it through the water.”

“They’ll swim down here and see we are not inside.” Tareif spoke.


“That is a chance we will have to take.” Isra spoke. “Steven’s blood will have alerted any of these sharks that may be nearby. I do not desire to be eaten Tareif.”


“Nor do I.” Tareif said quickly.


“Let’s stop talking and start moving before I lose consciousness and then we’re all fucked.” Steve snapped as he put the mouth piece for the air bottle in his mouth. Isra and Tareif did the same and all three of them ducked beneath the surface.


Isra had been right, and the moment they exited the shattered cockpit glass they saw the first shark. Without human fishing nets and hunting, the shark population had grown to its prehistoric size, and the scent of blood in the water was like ringing the dinner bell. Steve knew this and using his good hand he pulled a bandage from his bulky flight suit thigh pocket and shoved it against the deepest wound in the meat of his arm, nearly biting through the air bottle mouthpiece in pain. Tareif watched the entire thing, and this young human pilot advanced quite a few more notches in his eye. He had hold of Steve’s collar, and Isra the shoulder of his flight suit and they were pulling him through the water as fast as they could swim away from the downed RAPTOR. 

They swam for fifteen minutes, fighting the current the entire way until Isra stopped them among some of the green vegetation on the bottom of the ocean. The water looked to be only five meters deep here and he motioned them to stay put while he kicked slowly for the surface. He treaded water and allowed his head to break the surface slowly. Swimming against the current they had only made it some two hundred meters from the crash sight and Isra could just make out the small boat approaching on the horizon. He turned his head and saw the beach less than half a mile away and he dove back down.

EDEN CITY

Tarifa, Aihola and Selene sat at Gianna’s café as the sun dipped lower against the horizon. Aelnala rested behind them, her head alertly moving back and forth to survey the crowd.
           “I want to give them permanent positions on the Council with us.” Tarifa was speaking to Aihola and Selene. “What they have begun… these schools?” She shook her head. “To have people who can read body language and mannerisms would be a powerful tool. Charles and the others seem to do it almost naturally.”


Selene nodded. “I agree.” She said quickly.


Aihola sipped her tea. “What positions though?”


“I have thought about this for some while, and now may be the best time to implement it.” Tarifa said looking at them. “Let us change the format of the government.”


“What do you mean?” Selene asked.


“I studied briefly how the Union is set up.” Tarifa spoke. “Deia is Prime Minister but there is also a President and Vice President.” She spoke. “And there is a Chief Administrator of the Senate. Martin left us in charge, and he gave us every mandate we needed to run things. We have done so for a year. Now I believe it’s time to start bringing others into the overall scheme of how we want it to be. Selene you and I talked of this briefly last year before Aihola returned to me.”


Selene nodded. “Yes I remember.”


“We have run things for the last year, doing what we thought best for everyone.” Tarifa said. “No one has voiced a dissenting opinion because I believe we have all been of the same mind up to this point. I had almost forgotten there were many others living on Earth that have no voice because they are not elf or Lycavorian. They need a voice as well.”


“We need Earth to be united.” Aihola spoke looking at Selene. “Tarifa’s attack on New Miami may have been the roots of some sort of rebellion, but there is really no human on the ruling Council with the exception of Charles and Elaine. Up until today the three of us have made the final decisions without really talking with others about what they think.”


Selene nodded. “I am not against this in the least.” She spoke quickly. “I know first hand what power does to men and women. What do you want to do?”


“Hold elections.” Tarifa said. “Set a date, say six months from now, and name the positions now that will be voted on. We will fill them on an interim basis until the election. We hold a conference announcing this information, naming Charles as interim President.”


Selene looked at them, her steel blue eyes narrowing. “Wait a minute… you want me to be Prime Minister don’t you?”


Aihola nodded. “Yes.”


“Tarifa… you and Aihola have done more for…” Selene started.


Tarifa held up her hand. “No Selene. It is you that everyone relies upon and don’t try and deny it. You hold the respect of both elf and human, not to mention the vampires that now call Earth home.”


“What about you two?” Selene demanded. “Do you think to just fade away? You and Aihola are… everyone knows you. They respect you and your word is like iron.”


“Perhaps…” Aihola said. “But we are also the most polarizing figures on Earth right now. For better and for worse.”


“Humans are indigenous to Earth.” Tarifa spoke. “We… we have not called this planet home for as long as they have. They have the right to have a say in who will lead them.”


“But they are the first to admit they have only screwed things up throughout their entire history!” Selene said. “Charles and Elaine among them!”


Tarifa nodded. “That is why they need to know they have a voice in everything we do.” She said. “The three of us have dragged Earth onto the path out of their history, many times kicking and screaming, but now we have to allow all those who live here to decide our future as a planet. What Charles and Elaine and the others have begun with these schools… it is exactly what we all need.”


“And what is it that you need?” The male voice spoke.


All of them turned to see the feline like male from the Zaleisian delegation standing off to the side at a respectable distance, his hands folded behind his back, his yellow eyes gazing at where Aelnala was now staring at him intently.

“I’m sorry…” Selene spoke. “We are having a private conversation Minister...?”


“I am not a Minister.” He replied turning his eyes to gaze upon Selene.


“You are a member of the Zaleisian delegation.” Tarifa spoke. “If you are not a Minister what exactly are you?”


“My name is Talco.” He answered, stepping closer to the table. “I am… I am an advisor of sorts for the Zaleisian Delegation. Nothing more. I’m not Zaleisian as you can see.”


“Yes we picked up on that part.” Aihola spoke almost arrogantly, not one to hide her dislike of this man. His yellow eyes drifted to her and narrowed slightly, but she didn’t bat an eye. “What are you?”


“My species are almost extinct.” He spoke evenly. “I am one of only a few that remains. We are advisors to different species in terms of trade and diplomatic negotiations.”


“And what would your species be?” Selene asked the question directly. It appeared to be a question he did not want to answer.


“Does it matter?” Talco asked.


“If you wish this conversation to advance any further it does.” Tarifa told him. 


Talco smiled tightly. “I am a Kavalian.” He replied. “We are a very old feline race as you can see. Some date our existence to even before Lycavorians.”

“And what exactly is your position with the Zaleisian Delegation?” Selene asked.


“As I said… I’m simply an advisor of sorts.” He replied. “The Zaleisian people do not have much contact with other species. They asked me to accompany them here to earth in case any issues came up.”


“Issues?” Tarifa asked canting her head slightly as she looked at him.


Talco looked at Aelnala once more. “That is the Spartan’s dragon isn’t it? Is it a male or female? Is it dangerous?” He asked.


“She has a name!” Aihola spoke with a tone of voice that said she didn’t like this man. As with Tarifa, since Isra had claimed her and made her his mate, her wolf senses had become nearly as strong as her vampire genes. And this Talco gave off a decidedly unfriendly scent that bothered her and Tarifa both. “And she is extremely dangerous, to those she doesn’t like or those who threaten who she cares about.”


“She is an animal and you speak of her as a sentient being.” Talco spoke.


That comment got him a low growl from Aelnala that caused his eyes to go a little wider and his body to tense. Tarifa smiled. “She understands every word you are saying.” She spoke. “Simply because she is not like us does not mean she is not intelligent. She’s very intelligent, more so than others are making themselves out to be.” She tossed out the barb. Aelnala’s tail flicked in delight at Tarifa’s words.


“This Spartan leaves her to guard you? That is interesting.” Talco said turning back to look at Aihola and Tarifa now. “He must be nearby to be able to communicate with her. Aren’t they able to talk with their dragons within their minds?”


“Is there something we can help you with Talco?” Selene asked.


“I’m only curious as to why you postponed the signing of the trade agreement until tomorrow.” Talco answered. “I thought I might inquire of you myself, and perhaps partake in the attention and charms of three beautiful women in the process.”


Aelnala turned her body slowly to fully face Talco, her tail rising into the air slightly, the bony hammer like end lifting several inches off the ground as if poised to strike, the low growl escaping her throat again. All four of her legs were pulled up under her now, ready to spring. Tarifa watched him take several steps back, his yellow eyes going a little wider, but all three of them noting that his heart only sped up a fraction, as if Aelnala didn’t truly frighten him.


“Well since you are just an advisor with no real authority for the Zaleisian Delegation, why we postponed the meeting is not your concern.” Tarifa spoke as she got to her feet. “As for our attentions and charms, Aihola and I do not share them with anyone but our mate Talco, something that you most definitely are not.”

“And I reserve my attentions and charms for two others as well Talco.” Selene spoke sternly. “Neither of which you are. Do you make it a habit of propositioning the female leaders from other worlds who you neither know nor respect?”


“What gives you the impression I don’t respect you?” He asked.


Tarifa and Aihola chuckled. “You must think the three of us are ignorant fools. How you view us is evident in your words and your demeanor towards us Talco.” Aihola spoke. “You are not as poised as you believe yourself to be, and your pompous superiority reeks from your pores.”


“I’m curious… does the Spartan rider of that dragon realize the arrogance of those he left it to protect.” Talco asked his voice simmering now with anger. “I do hold diplomatic status and I am entitled to some small show of respect. I was under the impression these members of Mjolnir’s Hand were of impeccable character.”


Tarifa laughed as Aelnala moved even closer, her large head coming to rest just above hers and Aihola’s shoulders. “The rider of this dragon knows everything there is to know about Aihola and I.” She said with a smile, reaching up to stroke Aelnala under her chin. “The rider of this dragon is our mate.”

Talco’s eyes now showed genuine surprise and his head turned quickly to see Selene standing with a large smile on her face as well, since now Lynwe stood on one side of her, and Layna stood on the other.


Selene slipped her arm around Lynwe’s waist. “This is General Lynwe of the Drow Talco, Commander of Earth Security Forces and my mate. This is Commander Layna of the Fourth Spartan Infantry Regiment, and Captain of my Guard. She is our lover. So as you see… we have no interest in anything you believe you could offer. It will not begin to compare to what the three of us already have. Good day Talco, you’ll have our answer to the Zaleisian offer in the morning.”

Talco simply bowed his head slightly and turned to move quickly through the crowd. That he was obviously embarrassed and angry was very evident in his walk and his scent. Layna looked at Selene quickly.


“Selene… we are not… we are not lovers.” She said in a whisper that only Selene and Lynwe could hear.


Selene met her stunning blue/green eyes and smiled. “I believe that is something we need to rectify, don’t you Mistress?” She said just as softly leaning back against Lynwe’s taller body.


Layna looked up at Lynwe. “If the Commander would like to pursue it.” Lynwe said. “I believe Selene and I would like to give it a chance.”


They stopped talking as Tarifa and Aihola stepped closer.


“What was that all about?” Lynwe asked. “Who was that?”


“That was trouble.” Aihola spoke. “He is supposedly some sort of advisor to the Zaleisian delegation.”


Layna shook her head. “His species looks familiar.” She spoke.


“We should…”


Tarifa! Aihola! Aelnala’s voice echoed almost painfully in their heads and they turned to look at her. 


Aelnala what is wrong?


Isra! Something is wrong with Isra!
ELEAR

WAINN

Miai’s head dropped to the broad shoulder of the Drow elf she was currently straddling, her body on fire, and the nipples of her firm full breasts stabbing into his sweaty ebony skin. She felt the orgasm building deep in her belly, just as the other four this night had come, a wave of undeniable pleasure racing outward.

“Mas… Masters!” She cried out as she felt the strong hands tighten on her hips and pull her down on the thick, nine inch ebony Drow cock buried in her clutching pussy. She clenched her teeth and groaned delightfully as she felt the base of the Drow elf’s cock swell just inside her tight pussy and then his head went back and he opened his mouth to cry out as his boiling hot come erupted into her belly. Almost at the same time she felt the Drow elf behind her also grab her hips and fully bury his nine inch Drow cock deeply in her ass, the base of his cock swelling as well and sealing the connection between them as his searing hot come blasted deeply into her bowels. The combination of the two was too much for her, and her blue eyes flew open wide and she screamed; joining the chorus of rapture as her body convulsed in a mind blowing orgasm. 

Their bodies were rigid and tense as the two Drow elves emptied into their slave, their lean muscular bodies glistening in sweat and exertion. Elves always had the capacity to come in far more generous amounts than normal, and the bulbs around the base of both their cocks insured none of their come escaped from inside their slave’s openings. Miai’s head dropped once more to the shoulder of the elf beneath her as the after effects of the pleasure she just had shooting through her began to subside. She smiled to herself as the head of the second Drow elf dropped to the back of her shoulder, all of them utterly spent and out of breath. They had been pleasuring each other for the last four hours, and this last eruption drained them all. Their spirits were still willing, but their bodies were spent. 

Sweat dropped from her forehead, her strawberry blond hair plastered to her skin and the dark ebony skin of the Drow beneath her. His white hair was only shoulder length, but it too was sweat soaked and plastered to his skin. Miai smiled as she felt the soft white hair of her second Drow lover fall across her back. His hair was almost as long as hers, falling nearly to the middle of his back. She felt him drop a soft lingering kiss on the back of her shoulder with warm lips.

“Miai?” The Drow behind her spoke next to her right ear.

“Yes… yes Master Nymtran.” She spoke softly, turning her head slightly to the side with a bright smile.


“Miai we have asked you to stop doing that.” The male beneath her spoke now, opening his amber colored eyes and looking at her beautiful bright face.


Miai smiled and gazed at his eyes with her own dazzling blue eyes. “I know Master Sole’nar, but I like doing it.”


“But why Miai? We have told you, that this…” Nymtran asked.


“Is not something we ask for...?” Sole’nar finished the sentence.


“I am your mate.” She answered without any hesitation in her words. “You have claimed me in the Drow fashion, both of you, and I will honor your traditions because it gives me pleasure and makes me happy. More pleasure and happiness than I have ever imagined I would experience. And being your slave in our bed is part of your tradition and culture, and I do it happily, because I know it does not extend outside of the bed we share.”


 Miai smiled to herself, for that had to be the understatement of the century. 
The events of her life and what had transpired in the last thirteen months she still did not truly believe had happened to her. What had brought her to this very moment was so outlandish that if it had not been her who had led this life she would never have believed it. The High Coven Lycavorian clone that had used her sexually for months without her knowledge had begun it all. His only intent so that he could relieve himself and protect the fact that he was a traitor. The discovery of that and the subsequent events that led to her position now still caused her head to spin at times. 

She had been the one to discover the ancient text that gave the King his political safety net to take back his Queen from the animals who had taken her. That one action had earned her and her entire family undying love and support for the remainder of their years from everyone in the Royal family. Her education had been paid for and all expenses washed away for her and any of her older brothers who wished to go to school. She became the senior aide to Queen Dysea after graduating and subsequently, she quickly learned that she had a unique gift of a photographic memory. Anything that she read, she was able to retain inside her mind like a computer. It was a skill that only a few people in history had had, and Queen Dysea quickly recognized this and named Miai as the senior and most trusted aide to her and Isabella since the two of them were rarely ever apart now. She had spent the last eight months traveling the galaxy with Queen Dysea and Queen Isabella, learning languages and meeting species she would never had thought of before. 

Miai knew that Dysea and Isabella were exceptionally protective of her after what had happened, and more often than not, they ended up chasing away potential mates for her. Of course after they were gone, Miai usually discovered they were correct in their assessments of the Lycavorian males that had showed that interest. All of them were interested more in her position than they were of her and this had disheartened her to a large extent. Miai thought for sure she would never find a mate because of her position, and as the weeks and months past, she began to accept that.


All that had changed only two months ago when Nymtran and Sole’nar had come into her life.


They were twin brothers, half vampire half Drow elf warriors that had been assigned to the elf General Vengal’s command. When they were assigned to NORMYA’S LIGHT Miai had at first paid them no mind. She always saw them in the library archives of the ship, at odd hours of the day and evening, most of the time with books stacked all around them and both of them reading voraciously. She made discrete inquires about them, their amber colored eyes and chocolate colored skin fascinating to her in every way. She discovered they had been part of the battle on Ukwav when the King had shattered defenses that had been in place for thousands of years. She also discovered they had both been decorated twice for valor on Ukwav, but their actions were classified even higher than her security clearance allowed her to see. 


She discovered they had fought with General Vengal and the King in the last battle for earth when the King killed Xerxes. The more she learned about them, the more she wanted to meet them and talk with them. They actually saved her that trouble one evening by bringing her a steaming mug of Drow tea as she was studying some treaty stipulations for Dysea. Miai discovered that they spoke with one mind, one of them usually finishing the sentence the other started. They were exceptionally intelligent, and as more nights passed, she found them more than willing to help her in memorizing items that Dysea or Isabella had wanted her to study and remember. Miai discovered they were now part of the small four person unit that the vampire Marci was in command of. They treated her with respect and actually made no overtures of wanting to bed her in the least, and at first Miai had thought it was because of her in some way. It had taken a transmission to Dysea’s mother to discover the answer she sought. 

Nymtran and Sole’nar were part of the new breed of Drow elf that Administrator Aihola and General Lynwe had begun. They were Drow yes, but the domination that the Drow of Earth had displayed before Aihola became their Queen was quickly being replaced with a sense of honor and respect. No longer were males or females taken against their will, and when she had spoken to Aihola herself in regards to this, Miai discovered that they would not act in such a way if they truly cared about her. Miai would have to make it known that she was interested in them. Aihola had warned her however not to get involved with them if she was not entirely serious of what she wanted. All of the Drow who followed her and now followed the King adhered to a strict rule that they would not take anyone into their beds unless they were serious about them.


Miai had no doubts that she was physically attracted to them, for even though they were elves, their chiseled ebony bodies were far more impressive than many of the young Spartans she had seen on the ship.  They were incredibly handsome in an exotic sort of way, with their shimmering white hair and amber colored eyes. They were not as heavily muscled as most Spartans were, but lean and ripped in a way that belied incredible vampire and elf strength combined together. She knew they had been part of the original group of Drow elves that had escaped the High Coven experiments, though she wouldn’t find out how until their first night together.

It had been Miai who initiated that part of their relationship, showing them affection by taking their hands in an affectionate way, and allowing them to reciprocate this with gentle caresses of her hair and hands. When they were with others, she assumed a more submissive role, allowing them to show they desired her by being possessive of her. This angered some of the Spartans on NORMYA’S LIGHT who had hoped to approach her, but it did not deter the twins in any way. Miai showed no interest in any of those who favored her, and it only made them bolder. They had faced and defeated far more frightening enemies than angry Spartans while serving with the King on Earth.


Their first night together had frightened her. They were Drow, and while they were not dominant outwardly, they were dominant in their bed. She discovered that they were identical twins in every respect, both of them equipped with nine beautiful and identical inches of ebony thickness. She had only had one lover, the Coven traitor and spy, and he was no where near as large as the twins in that respect. She also discovered what the High Coven experiments had done to them that night. The bases of their cocks would swell even larger than normal when they were about to come, and like some animals it effectively sealed them together until their passions died. 
They had taken her in more ways than she could remember that first night, their lips and tongues exploring every centimeter of her flesh, bringing raging orgasms from her almost non-stop. It was almost as if they could not get enough of her and she basked in the attention they bestowed upon her. The first time they had taken her at the same time Miai had been worried. She never had a cock in her ass, she’d never even thought about it, but after the initial pain of Nymtran slowly burying his ebony Drow thickness in her ass, the pleasure that had followed as they stroked into her body was unlike anything she had ever experienced and it got better each time they did it. She had clutched at her belly the first time they had erupted together inside her, their burning hot seed filling her to overflowing because of their elf genes, but the swollen bases of their cocks in her tight pussy and ass not allowing any of their cum to leak out of her. It had triggered an enormous orgasm of her own, and she had screamed out in delight as they erupted into her for nearly full two minutes, each blast of their cum setting her off again and again.

She was their slave that night, allowing them to have her in any way they wished. They dominated her, positioning her body for maximum pleasure, pulling on her hair gently. They directed her, and she found herself immerse in this submissive role to them and it was thrilling to say the least. She had memorized the texture and taste of their cocks and their come, having spent considerable time between their legs pleasuring them with her mouth, which they had never experienced before, and quickly wanted more of. She discovered that the backs of their elfin ears were extremely sensitive and she made it a point to tease their ears with her tongue, lips and fingers as often as possible. Yet for all she had done to them, they had revisited that pleasure back on her ten fold as she withered between them, under them and above them.

She was their slave in bed, but out of their bed they treated her as if she was a precious jewel, especially now that they had been tasked with protecting her. She willingly wore their Drow colors in her hair in the form of the silk fabric that braided her hair, knowing full well that they now considered her their mate. Miai could not be any happier about that than she was. She planned to be with these men for the rest of her life, for the connection between the three of them was positively endearing, and it was growing. Miai did not care in the least that they were elves, or that there were two of them. As far as Miai was concerned, they were the same man. Now the only obstacle left to her would be to break that news to her family.


“You wear our colors Miai.” Nymtran spoke nuzzling the back of her neck.

“I… I do Master.” She said lovingly.


“You will always be ours Miai.” Sole’nar said nuzzling her throat.


“And that makes me happiest of all.” She told them, the soft nuzzles they were bestowing upon her sending shivers of delight coursing through her.


Miai moved her hips back and forth, feeling their cocks still firmly anchored within her, the bulbs at the base not yet softening enough to allow them to withdraw from her. She had learned how to manipulate those cock bulbs with her pussy and ass muscles so as to keep them excited and firmly seated within her openings until every last shiver of pleasure left them. She felt Nymtran press more of his body against her back, his hands going to the wall above the head of their bed for support as they rested, content to revel in the sensations all of them were feeling.

These moments for the twins were what they cherished most. All they had experienced in their lives, the pain, the war and the fighting, Miai was their reward. This Lycavorian female, a wolf like their King, had shown them more affection and pleasure than all the women they had experienced before her combined. In only a few weeks she had learned how to drive them both wild to the point where they thought they would go crazy. Her body to them was like a temple, one they would willingly worship at for eternity. And she was now theirs, wrapping her soft, lustrous hair in Drow silk that bore their colors without even asking them. The morning they had met her to escort her to Elear with their Queens they saw the silk in her hair and that had been the ultimate sign that she cared for them just as much as they cared for her. 
Miai always did this to them when they were done, using her incredibly skilled muscles to keep them excited enough where they could not remove their cocks from her. It didn’t matter to them as it usually ended up with them falling asleep buried inside her, their arms wrapped around her body.


That would not be the case this night.


Three heads came up quickly when they heard the door in the outer living area slid open and the grunt of a body hitting the floor.


“Miai!” Dysea’s voice echoed.


“The Queen!” Sole’nar exclaimed.


Miai was the only one who kept her head and with quick thinking and an amused smile she grabbed the sheet on the bed and pulled it over their naked bodies just as the door to the bedroom opened and Dysea came in.


“Miai? Are you alright?” Dysea demanded quickly as she stepped into further into the room and the smell of the Drow twins and sex hit her full in the face stopping he rin her tracks.

Miai looked at her Queen with a slightly embarrassed look on her face. “My Queen.” She spoke as calmly as she could, considering that she had two Drow cocks still buried deeply in her body. “You have… you have caught us at a particularly bad time.”


Dysea could picture exactly what it looked like under the sheets as first Sole’nar’s head appeared, and then Nymtran’s head, their white hair very hard to mistake. Dysea could not hold back the entire smile that split her face and she shook her head. 


“Extract yourselves quickly and join us in the living area.” She spoke evenly. “We have had a bit of trouble.”


Dysea turned and exited the room quickly, leaving them alone and Nymtran and Sole’nar both looked at Miai who grinned sheepishly. “I’m sorry.” She said. “I like the way you both fill me.” 


The Drow brothers could only shake their heads with smiles and nuzzle the Lycavorian female who they called their mate. It would take them several minutes of simply laying on top of one another before they could move.


“A bit of trouble?” Sole’nar asked as he looked at the Evolli assassin on the floor, the barrel of Lexi’s 190 pressed to the side of his head.


Nymtran moved back into the room from the corridor his 190 held at the ready. “They are all dead my Queens.” He spoke quickly.


“Iriral burned two more that were climbing up the outside of the building.” Dysea spoke. The twins nodded in appreciation at this news. They had seen Iriral in action before.

“You have not alerted the city authorities my Queens.” Sole’nar spoke.


Isabella shook her head. “And we aren’t going too.” She answered. “We learned some interesting things from this scum here.”


Dysea looked at them as Miai came out of the bedroom, now fully dressed and at least presentable. “Something is wrong in this city and we are going to find out what it is.” Dysea spoke. “First however, we need to deal with a little problem.” Dysea held out the data pad to Miai. “Review this Miai, once you have committed it to memory we will end these assassination attempts tonight.”

“Nymtran, you and Sole’nar use the shadows and find us an unobstructed route to this building.” Isabella spoke handing them another pad. “Do not be seen, and do nothing until Dysea, Lexi and I arrive.”


Sole’nar took the pad and nodded his head. He turned quickly to Miai. “Hwuen udos phuul ul’naus qua’laen ussta ssin’urn quar’valsharess Miai.” (Until we are together again my beautiful goddess Miai.) He said softly before kissing her full on the lips in front of everyone. A kiss that Miai leaned into and returned. When they parted Nymtran took her hand and also laid a blistering kiss on her and drew back.

“Udossta rarr ph'dossta 'chev Miai.” (Our hearts are yours beloved Miai.)


Miai’s face was beaming. “Ussta quortek zhah wun l'rahi d'dos tu'.” She answered. (My soul is in the hands of you both.)


Nymtran and Sole’nar nodded together and then wrapped themselves in the shadows and disappeared. Dysea stepped up to Miai and gazed at her for a long moment, her blue eyes watching where her Drow Masters had vanished from sight. She turned finally and looked at Dysea.


“Dysea… I…” Miai always called them by their names when they were alone. It was the first thing they had told her.


“You have a brightness in your eyes that has not been there since I have known you Miai.” Dysea spoke softly. “I take it Nymtran and Sole’nar are the reason?”


Miai nodded quickly with a smile. “Yes.”


“They are Drow vampire warriors Miai. This relationship you have entered into, they will consider it sacred.” Dysea spoke. “Are you sure?”


“I have never been surer of anything.” Miai answered. “And it is just as sacred to me Dysea.” 


Dysea looked at Isabella for a moment and then back to Miai. “Then we will support all of you in any way we can.” She said.


“Thank you.”


“Right now… I grow tired of being hunted.” Dysea said.


“As do I.” Isabella echoed. “It’s time we did our own hunting.”


“Lexi.” Dysea spoke. “Dispose of our guest.”


“You said I would live!” The Evolli screeched.


Dysea looked at him. “Did I?” She spoke. “I’m sorry. I lied.”


Lexi didn’t blink and pulled the trigger of her silenced 190, the projectile punching through the skull of the Evolli assassin. Miai didn’t bat an eye at this action and dropped herself into the chair to read the data pad.


Isabella stepped up close to Dysea, her hazel/green eyes filled with desire. You are a very bad female elf Dysea. I will have to see about punishing you at a later time.


Dysea grinned. I look forward to that Bella.   

TERRAGEN FREIGHTER
HOPE’S QUEST

Danny stepped into the small converted lounge area of the freighter that was now the mess hall for the Spartans and others who were on this mission. His dark brown eyes searched the room quickly, finding who he was looking for. Martin stood alone by the four by four view window, watching as the stars moved by quickly. They had made the first three jumps without incident and were coming up on the first pirate gate in four hours.


Several heads turned as Dan passed them, the Spartans knowing that of the trillions of men and women and species among the Union, there were very few that would dare approach the King abruptly. Daniel Simpson was one of those. 


Dan stepped up next to Martin, his six foot five height topping Martin’s own six foot two. Looking at them from the back, they were two of the most heavily muscled men that many had seen, but their fighting skill and incredible speed and agility was unequaled and talked about among the ranks of Spartans continuously.


“How you doing Marty?” Dan asked softly.


Martin turned and looked at him. Martin had four half brothers, yet this man next to him was who he considered to be his only one true brother even thought there was no blood between them. They had grown together, fought together, suffered together. Everything they had experienced together had only forged the bond they now shared, and outside of their mates, no one knew them like they knew each other.


“It shows?” Martin asked.


“Maybe not to the others, not even to Anja, but I see it Marty.” Dan spoke softly. “You keep it better controlled now, barely beneath the surface, but it is there.”


“We’ve come a long way Danny, you and I.” Martin said.


Dan nodded. “That we have.” He agreed. “I still remember the day we graduated BUDs together.”


Martin smiled. “Like it was yesterday.”


“What’s bugging you Martin?” Dan asked. 

“It’s a feeling. Nothing more.” Martin replied.


“Yeah… well I’d put more stock in your feelings that in most people’s facts.” Dan told him. “Spit it out man… it’s me you’re talking to now.”


“Plans within plans Danny.” Martin said softly. “Someone is probing us brother, testing us, and it ain’t Veldruk or the Coven. Not directly.”

“You think everything that is happening is tied together somehow don’t you?” Dan asked.


“We’ll never be rid of Veldruk and the Coven.” Martin said shaking his head. “They’ll always be a thorn in our side until it comes time to finally meet them. You know why they haven’t attacked yet, even though they outnumber us three to one?”


“Their clone soldiers aren’t ready yet if the intelligence is accurate.” Dan answered.


Martin nodded. “That’s part of it, but they want Lisisa for that. I won’t let them have her, but it’s what they want. Veldruk is waiting to see how things play out. He’s sticking his nose in when he thinks he can get away with it, but there is something else we haven’t discovered yet and he’s afraid of it too.”


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

“Isabella has decided to officially take on the role and title of Queen.” Martin said looking at him. “They know that and they are trying to kill her because of it. They think it will spur others to see that Veldruk ain’t the chummy guy everyone makes him out to be.”


“You worried about them?” Danny asked.


Martin shook his head with a smile. “I’d be scared to go up against Dysea and Bella together.” He said. “Next to you, me and Aricia, they are the two deadliest individuals I know and I pity whoever Veldruk sends after them.”

“So who is probing us?” Dan asked.


“Something or someone we haven’t seen yet.” Martin said softly. “An old something or someone, and Veldruk fears it too. We need to stay on our toes Danny.”


Dan shook his head. “Damn… you can be down right scary at times you know that.”


Martin chuckled. “We’ll come through it brother. We always do.” He said. “When are you going to make Anuk your soulmate Danny?”


“It’s scary man.” Dan said.


“Do you love her Dan?” 


Danny nodded without any thought. “So much it hurts. She is everything I ever imagined I would want in a woman. Never thought she’d be an elf…”


“That’s what’s holding you back?” Martin said a little surprised. “Shit… you are denser than me when it comes to women. She worships the ground you walk on Dan, and she is more Lycavorian in her manner and thinking than many of the pureblood women we’ve seen in the last year.”

“She is that.” Dan spoke. He looked at Martin. “What about Nayeca?”


“She loves you both.” Martin said. “That will not change regardless of whether you and Anuk become soulmates. And it won’t make you love her any less. Trust me… that I can tell you from experience. I will always favor Aricia… her scent, her taste and her blood calls to me in a way that Anja and Dysea never will. If they were all laid out naked before me on a bed, I would go for Aricia first. They know that… but they also know it does not make me love them any less. It’s why we have decided to have all our children born in Sparta… well they decided for me.” He said with a grin. “Don’t wait brother. She is what you want Danny, even your mother and father know that. Whenever they are in they same room with the two of you, they can smell your blood burning for her.”


Dan chuckled. “They are pushy.” He said.


“Do what I did.” Martin said. “Make Anuk your soulmate, and then the two of you show Nayeca just how much you mean to her. If that is what Anuk wants as well?”


Dan nodded quickly. “I think that might be holding her back too.”


“Then show Nayeca that no matter what, she is as much a part of your lives as For’mya is a part of Aricia’s and mine.” Martin spoke. “Besides… I want to see you chasing kids around. That will be hysterical.”

Dan laughed at that picture in his head. He looked at Martin after a moment. “Anja’s pregnant isn’t she?”


Martin nodded slowly. “A girl.” He said. “She doesn’t think I know yet. So you have some catching up to do.”


“And you let her come on this mission?” Dan asked.


“She would have cursed me to the moon if I hadn’t.” Martin answered. “And then she would have found her own way to follow us. She’s my mate and she’s carrying my daughter, but she is also the most powerful Healer we have in the Union, and we may need her skills.”


“You don’t think we are going to like what we find do you?” Dan said.


Martin looked at him, his dark brown eyes unreadable. “Brother… I think what we find will make Columbia look like a picnic in comparison.”


Danny’s eyes went a little wider at this. The mission to Columbia was something that gave all of them nightmares even to this day. The suffering, horror and death they had stumbled across unlike anything they had witnessed before.


“That’s why I can feel it in you.” Dan said softly. “That’s why it’s just beneath the surface again.”


Martin nodded slowly. “She is my daughter Danny, and I will slaughter anything that stands in my way of reaching her. Period.”


Dan just stared at him quietly as he felt the shiver of fear ripple through him. There had been times where Martin had released that side of himself in the years they had been together. Danny had witnessed all of those moments, and to say they were the most frightening things he had ever seen would not even come close to describing them.

He just hoped that he wouldn’t have to witness it again, and if he did, then he hoped he was fast enough to get everyone out of the firing line before that happened, for it wouldn’t be pretty.

