CHAPTER TWELVE
EARTH

EDEN CITY AIRFIELD


“No one needs to panic! We do not have enough information yet!” Lohana demanded as they crowded around the map chart in the rear of the DT.


The moment Aelnala had told them something was wrong with Isra they had jumped onto her back and she had lifted into the air, speeding back to the airfield without a second thought. Lynwe, Selene and Layna had barreled along behind them in a commandeered Lifter, reaching the airfield only minutes after Tarifa and Aihola.


“Lohana how can you be so calm and…” Selene began to speak.


“Listen to me all of you!” Lohana barked out silencing them. “Isra and Aelnala have trained for this in the past. We’ve done this drill before! Aelnala tell them what I am talking about please.”


Aelnala nodded her huge head, her honey colored eyes now calm. Lohana is right. She spoke as Tarifa, Aihola, Selene, Lynwe and Layna turned to look at her. Forgive me, but it has never happened outside of our training and I panicked for a moment when I lost direct touch with him. We have trained for this and I should have been more prepared.

Tarifa looked at her. “Aelnala what does it mean though? Aihola… Nya Istel and I can feel nothing from him, almost as if he is not there anymore.” She asked quickly.


There were times when Isra or I would cut ourselves off from the other. Aelnala began to explain. We would only do it for training purposes and only for short periods of time. Because the bond we share is so deep, it would begin to affect the other member of the pair if we did this for long periods of time. The King and Aricia can hold this for the longest amount of time, but for other bonded pairs only a few hours at most. We were trained to only do it in times of great danger to the other, or if we were separated and trying to hide. You and Aihola are his mates yes, and the bond you share with him grows by leaps and bounds every day. The connection that we share as a bonded pair is much deeper right now however, because we have been together longer. You may feel nothing from him but he will still feel you, and I still am able to sense him, if only vaguely. That is why we must remain strong.

“You see now.” Lohana spoke more sedately now. “It does not mean automatically that something bad has happened to him. Yes something has happened, but his actions only indicate he is in a situation that warrants he block himself from the three of you in this way. Perhaps he and Tareif have found an enemy base and are scouting. My point is we don’t know what has happened yet, and we must not assume the worst.”

They all looked at her. “You can hear Aelnala’s thoughts?” Aihola asked surprised.


Lohana shook her head. “No… our connection is only one way. I do not have the Mindvoice ability of you and the others, so I can not talk with Aelnala in my mind. She can project what she wants to say into my thoughts, she is strong enough to do that, but there is no connection otherwise.”


This is not normal Lohana! Aelnala spoke. He would not do this unless he was in danger or trying to hide. He may be reckless and defiant, but one thing he is not is foolish. And he would not block Tarifa and Aihola completely without good reason, not after all he has gone through to finally be together with them.

Selene nodded her head. “I agree with her on that Lohana. It is similar to having to sever yourself from contact with your husband and mate.”

Lohana nodded quickly. “Yes… I know. That is why the moment you alerted me that this happened, I began to have Eden City Command and Admiral Jamerl begin a sensor sweep of the area they were suppose to be in today.”


“My father’s pilot was trained by Benjamin himself.” Tarifa spoke quickly once more as she took a deep breath. “Steven is one of the best pilots in our air force, if not the best since Benjamin left earth.”


Lohana waved her hand over the expanse of ocean in the Florida Keys that was up on the map chart. “This is the course they were following.” Lohana told them as the blue line appeared on the monitor. “We can…” The beeping on the table interrupted her and her hand dropped to touch the panel. The small image of Admiral Jamerl appeared on the table monitor as well now. “Admiral…?”

“We are not detecting their RAPTOR II airborne anywhere in the area they were to be patrolling today Lohana.” Jamerl spoke.


“What does that mean Admiral?” Tarifa asked quickly.


“Admiral… Tarifa and Aihola are here with me, Selene, Lynwe and Layna as well.” Lohana spoke. “They just arrived from the main square.”

“It means simply that they are not airborne Tarifa.” Jamerl answered as his eyes fell on her from the monitor. “They have either set down somewhere within their patrol sector or they have crashed. The third possibility is that they have been…”


“Shot down.” Aihola finished the statement.


Jamerl nodded slowly. “Yes. Based on Aelnala’s reaction, I would say the latter, but it could very well mean they have gone to investigate something they have discovered. We just don’t know yet. But it also tells us Commander Isra is alive and obviously well enough to act as he has, though it does also tell us there is great danger near to him.”


Aihola reached out and gripped Tarifa’s hand. “He is a skilled Spartan my love.” She spoke softly, so that only Tarifa could hear her. “He would not want us to panic; we must remain strong and trust in his actions.”


Aihola is right Tarifa. Aelnala said looking at the two of them, and moving slightly closer to where they stood, as if her bulk would provide some measure of comfort. Please… please do not think of me as being protective. I know the love he carries for both of you, and you must never think I would do anything to injure or harm this love between you. Without him I am nothing, and without the two of you he is a shell of the man he could be.

Tarifa nodded and reached out with Aihola to place their hands on either side of her huge head, watching her eyes close. I know Aelnala, and we would never think that. She said confidently. We both know that. It seems we are all tied together now, and we must remain strong for each other.

Selene stepped forward. “Admiral… what do you recommend?” She asked in a very businesslike tone.


“We maintain calm and wait for a time.” Jamerl answered immediately. “If they were shot down and this is the reason Commander Isra has acted in such a way, by limiting his abilities, we should not barge in with guns blazing so to speak. He may very well be trying to mask his presence until he deems it safe enough to contact us.”


“I agree.” Lynwe echoed.


“Admiral… I want a six ship flight ready to launch at a moment’s notice.” Tarifa ordered confidently. “We will wait for a time as you have said, but we will not wait forever.”


“I already have them standing to their ships Lady Tarifa.” Jamerl answered. “This information has not gone any further than those on the ship there with you and two of my senior officers here. The flight crews on our cruisers believe it is simply a drill. I suggest we keep it that way for the time being. If this is a concerted effort, then we must not let our enemies know we are on to them in any way.”


Selene looked at the table monitor. “Many people saw Aelnala leave the square with Tarifa and Aihola in an extreme hurry Admiral.” She spoke skeptically. “Certainly that will imply we are onto something.”

Lohana nodded picking it up now. “Yes… but not what you might think.” Lohana spoke quickly. “Many of those people who saw them today also know that they are both now the elfin mates to a member of Mjolnir’s Hand.” She said looking at Tarifa and Aihola who had expressions of surprise n their faces at this knowledge. “I have been wandering Eden City these past few days and I have discovered that your story has been circulating through many of the markets and gathering places. You and Aihola are well known for your sexuality and your beauty as well as your unashamed actions with each other and now Isra in public. It has become a very popular romantic story line from what I understand. A brave Spartan returns to Earth to claim the hearts of the women he thought he had lost so long ago in battle. It is second in popularity only to the King’s actions in retrieving Aricia.” Lohana smiled as Tarifa and Aihola blushed. “If needed, their departure can be explained by the fact that they were returning to greet their mate who was returning earlier than expected. In fact I recommend that is the story we release to any interested parties. The only ones who know it will not be true are those involved in what is happening.”


Jamerl nodded. “That is an excellent cover story Lohana. It is something which should not raise too many questions.” He said.


“Admiral there was two other ships involved in the search like Tareif and Isra.” Aihola said looking at the screen now. “Are they accounted for?”


Jamerl nodded. “They are Lady Aihola. I have ordered them to return to the nearest base in their search areas just to be safe.”


“They were flying below five hundred meters in a new RAPTOR II.” Lynwe spoke again. “I have flown in these new ships Jamerl, as have you. This is no accident, and they would never have been detected unless someone leaked their flight information.”


Jamerl nodded his head. “I tend to agree with you Lynwe.” He spoke. “Who had access to their flight plans?” Jamerl asked.


“Perhaps a dozen people,” Aihola replied. “No more that that. Tareif and Isra did not even share the flight plans with either Tarifa or me for safety purposes.”

“I will have Cathy begin a discrete investigation. No one will blink that it is her asking the questions.” Lynwe spoke her voice stern. She had friends out there that were now in danger, but the threat to Selene had just gone up way off the board as far as she was concerned and that made her blood boil. “Someone gave that information out and we need to find out who did it and why.”

Layna stepped forward now. “Admiral… I’m sending you an image. There is a member of the Zaleisian Delegation that is not entirely what he makes himself out to be. He is not Zaleisian and we would like to know why he is helping them.” She plugged the data pad into the slot. “His species looks familiar to me from somewhere Admiral, but I am unable to place it, but I do not care for the way he looked at the Administrators today, especially Selene.”

They watched Jamerl’s face turn to another screen as the image was instantly transmitted to him in orbit. They all saw his eyes go a little wider and he turned back to the screen quickly. “Layna… you saw this man today?” He asked.


Layna nodded. “Yes sir. Not an hour ago in the main market café. Do you recognize his species? He looks familiar as I said, but I am unable to place the species exactly. I want to say it is something I have read in books recently.”


“I recognize his species, and there is a reason he looks familiar to you.” Jamerl spoke looking at the screen, his eyes focused in Layna. “You were taught about his species in the academy during the weeks spent on the Hundred Year War of Retribution. He is a Kavalian.”


Layna’s blue/green eyes grew a little wider at that information. “A Kavalian? Admiral are you absolutely sure?” She gasped. “Why would a Kavalian be here, and why would one be advising the Zaleisian Delegation?”


Jamerl nodded slowly. “I graduated from the academy just months after that conflict ended Layna, and I still remember the stories many of the older Spartans told of these Kavalians and their viciousness. I remember well what occurred and what they looked like. Ceneu or Riall will have much more specific information, but that is most definitely one of them.”

The others looked at her. “Layna… who is he?” Selene asked softly.


Layna looked at her. “Their people attacked the Union many centuries ago. They came out of no where, no one knows why, they just suddenly began attacking our outer posts and began to work their way core ward. They did essentially them same thing the Coven did; only this time we were not as helpless as we were when the High Coven conquered us. They had hundreds of ships and they were merciless, brutal and vicious, and they made it a point to take our woman whenever they got the chance. They didn’t take into account just how lethal we had become.” She explained. “According to the history pads, Admiral Riall and Admiral Ceneu ended up defeating them with superior tactics and more brutal actions overall and they drove them near into extinction.”


“Less than a hundred years later they made the mistake of attacking the High Coven in much the same fashion.” Jamerl’s voice continued from the monitor. “The High Coven was ready for them after their battle with us and the Kavalian still gave them a run for their money. The Coven finally unleashed some of their most modern weaponry on them and destroyed them utterly. I was under the impression there were only several thousand left in the entire galaxy, scattered about.”   

Layna shook her head. “This one is a member of the Zaleisian delegation as some sort of advisor Admiral. He also was not shy about making advances on the administrators as I said, even though he knows they are all mated.”

Jamerl nodded slowly. “I understand they were like that. Pompous and arrogant and they had very little regard for women, no matter their status or title. An Advisor of what sort Layna?” Jamerl asked.


“He has been advising them on the location of ocean territory they are trying to secure the rights too.” Tarifa spoke now, suddenly very interested.


Jamerl’s face wrinkled slightly. “That doesn’t make any sense; if our intelligence is accurate, and it was back then, the Kavalian hate water, any kind of water. There is no reason to believe that has changed. Why exactly would one advise the Zaleisian Delegation on what parts of the ocean to be mining?”  


“Their request hasn’t changed more than a few square kilometers in either direction.” Selene said as she moved closer to Tarifa. “It remains centered on a five square kilometer portion of the Atlantic, ten miles off the coast of Florida.”

“Administrator Selene can you send me a copy of the coordinates they are so intent on if you would. I will look into it.” Jamerl spoke.


Selene nodded quickly. “I’ll have my staff send it up to you within the next hour.” She said.


They turned as the doors to the command center opened and Palina charged into the room with the younger version of Tarifa right on her heels. Tarifa’s mother and younger sister were almost identical matches to Tarifa in many regards, though only Tarifa had the sapphire colored eyes of her father. She turned to her mother and sister as they came in. 


“Tarifa what is happening?” Palina exclaimed as she came up to her quickly. “We came as soon as we got your message.”

“All we know mother is that they have gone down.” Tarifa spoke. “Aihola and I can not contact Isra because he is blocking all of us right now, even Aelnala. That alone tells us he is alive, but we do not know his condition or what father’s condition is. We do not want to try and contact him via radio because it may compromise whatever position they are in.”


“What about… Tarifa what about his pilot? What about Steven?” Zaala asked softly, her dark eyes wide. She wore her hair very similar to Tarifa’s, and while she looked up to her older sister, Zaala was very different from her in many respects.

“We don’t know anything really,” Tarifa replied softly, meeting her sister’s questioning eyes. She was more than a little surprised that Zaala was asking about Steven’s condition. She had thought that Zaala was more romantically involved with the Spartan soldier that had shown quite a bit of interest in her of late. She had been caught in a rather revealing public situation with this soldier, and Zaala had always been one to see physical beauty before anything, and at times that had gotten her into trouble as it had that night. And yet the concern she saw in her sister’s eyes now was honest and genuine. 
Tarifa had made it a point to inquire of several of her sources in regards to the Spartan troop that apparently had expressed an interest in Zaala. She had learned quite a bit about him in the previous months, but nothing that really stood out in her opinion. He was handsome and treated Zaala well enough, but part of that was because of who her sister and father were and to hurt Zaala in any way was the surest path to insignificance that any Spartan could make. And it was now well known that female elves on Earth did not subscribe to the more modest nature of their elf sisters on Elear. Tarifa was almost certain the Spartan soldier, young and handsome himself, wanted Zaala only as some sort of trophy.
Zaala was five years younger than Tarifa, and two inches shorter, but that they were sisters was easy to ascertain with the same facial features and long flowing black hair, not to mention the almost identical drop dead gorgeous figures. Zaala was single and tended to wear items that were more revealing than normal, an act to entice interest in her no doubt. Tarifa hadn’t seen her in several weeks, but she now wore an outfit similar to one of Tarifa’s wrap around jumpsuits. It fit her like a glove, accenting her delightful figure in all the right places, but it still was conservative enough to be more modest than Zaala was known to wear. 

“The better question now is what we do.” She answered. “We need to insure that security is not compromised in some way in Eden City.” Tarifa began to speak. “We should activate a small unit alert that…”

Her eyes grew wide suddenly and she reached for Aihola just as Aihola reached out for her and Aelnala’s head moved closer to both of them, three sets of eyes wide as the man they all loved opened himself to them once more.

“Isra!” They exclaimed.
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Isra held Steve’s uninjured arm as he and Tareif lay beside him in the tall grass and dense foliage. All of them were still soaked from the ocean water, and his violet eyes watched the horizon as the dragon and rider moved away from their location now. Isra had detected them approaching when they were first exiting the water, and he raised his mental and psychic shields slamming them in place as he pulled Steve and Tareif back into the ocean water to hide their scents. It was only few minutes ago when Isra decided it was safe enough to exit the ocean, and now they were sitting in the thicket as Tareif treated Steve’s injured arm. Tareif had cleaned the wound to the best of his ability with the equipment from the emergency pack while Isra kept one eye on their enemies and one eye on what he was doing. Despite what he had initially thought, the arm was not broken and Steven had begun flexing his fingers to get the numbness out of them. Tareif offered to make a sling but Steve shook his head.

“Do you want any pain medicine then Steven?” Tareif asked.


Steve shook his head. “No… we may need to move quickly. Just give me some chewable pills to take the edge off. It’s not broken so it might just be strained.”


Tareif nodded and searched through the emergency pack until he found what he was looking for. He shook three small orange pills into Steve’s hand. “Chew them slowly so that the medicine works thoroughly.” He looked at Isra’s back. “Are they gone?” 

Isra nodded. “They are moving away.” He said settling back to the ground and turning to face them. “And the others are refusing to enter the water due to all the sharks.”


“At least that went in our favor.” Tareif spoke.


Steve chuckled. “We crashed into the ocean; have to sit in said ocean hiding for almost an hour, dodging sharks that want to eat us and still you say it went in our favor?”

Tareif looked at him with a lopsided grin. “We could have been eaten by those same sharks.” He said.


Steve nodded. “Good point.” He said checking the action on his K12 and chambering the first Teflon coated slug.

“You did an amazing thing getting us down in one piece Steven.” Tareif spoke with more than a little respect in his voice. Tareif had flown with Ben enough times to come to truly respect and admire the skill it took to fly a RAPTOR or any ship for that matter. To do it with the skill first Ben and now Steven displayed was truly a gift. Tareif wished his daughter Zaala would pick a man like this over a Spartan. Steven may have been a human pilot, but he was sharp witted and in superior physical condition for a human, and as he had proven already, he had very big brass balls and boatloads of bravery. “There are not many who would have been able to do that. Thank you.”


“I thank you as well.” Isra spoke turning back to look at them.


“Ben had those new ships built tough.” Steve spoke as if dismissing the compliment. “Anyone could have set us down with a little training.”

Tareif nodded. “Yes… I will remember that you said that and make sure I mention it in my report.” He spoke with a grin.

 “We’re still down in enemy territory. I’m busted up a little, and all we have is our side arms. We’re not exactly in the best of situations you know. Of course we could all be very dead so our luck seems to be holding.”

“Yes… dead would not be good.” Tareif spoke.


“Dead does not sit well with me either.” Isra spoke. He turned back to face them fully. “They are moving off completely now. There appears to be another island in that direction.”

“Well at least we found all the mirrors hiding these islands.” Steve said pulling the canteen of emergency water from the pack. “Pretty sophisticated set up too.” He drained a gulp from the canteen and held it out to Tareif.

Isra nodded. “I would tend to agree.” He said. “It appears our enemies are more closely aligned than we initially thought.” He spoke as he too chambered a round into his K12 pistol before returning it to the holster under his left arm. He looked at Tareif. “Tareif do you know this island chain?”

Tareif shook his head. “Only from old maps and charts. If our position was accurate when we crashed it is called the Dry Tortugas Chain, but this island is bigger than any I remember being in this chain on the maps.”


“Seismic springboard.” Steve spoke looking at them. “The earth quakes of fifty or a hundred years ago that caused them to resurface must have caused more than the original landmass of the islands to rise up. It stands to reason if it happened to this one it happened to the others as well.”


Isra nodded as his violet eyes stretched down the length of the beach as far as possible. “The beach goes for at least two kilometers in either direction, and we don’t know how far across it is.”


“Use me as your point of reference.” Steve said. “The two of you can move faster than me. Use me as your point of reference to find out how big this puppy is.”


Isra nodded. “It is getting dark… so no more than thirty minutes out Tareif.”


Tareif nodded. “Done.” He spoke 


He and Isra separated into different directions and within seconds both of them were gone from sight. Steve pulled the packs closer to him and began to take stock of what they had. He was only through the second pack when Isra and Tareif both returned within seconds of each other. They had been gone little less than an hour.


“That was quick.” Steve spoke.


Isra nodded. “We met on the beach on the other side of the island. Three kilometers by four kilometers in my direction, four by two in Tareif’s direction.”


“Fifteen square.” Steve spoke. “Not bad for size really.”


Tareif nodded. “We saw much in the way of fresh fruit, some lizards skittering about and a lighthouse.”


“Lighthouse?” Steve asked. “You’re kidding?”


Isra shook his head. “We should make our way there and set up. The fruit smells ripe and does not appear to have anything poisonous inside it. And it will taste much better than our rations. Then I will contact Tarifa, Aihola and Aelnala so that they do not do anything rash.”


“How do you know about the fruit?” Steve asked.


“I tasted it.” He answered with a smile. “There is very little in existence that would harm a Lycavorian immune system. If it does nothing to me, it stands to reason it is safe for you and the War Master.” He took one of the packs and slung it over his shoulders.

Steve nodded as he stood up slinging another. “I might be able to put together a small transmitter from what I have in these packs too. The salt water killed the ones that were in the packs but I might be able to piece something together combining the three.” He said.


Tareif slung the last pack. “And I will move to the top of this lighthouse and see what I can see before light is truly gone.”


The three men nodded and headed through the jungle towards the lighthouse, Isra leading the way.
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We were shot down but we are safe for the moment. Steven was slightly injured, but he is fine. We’d be dead if not for his piloting skills. We lost his co-pilot however and our craft is underwater. Isra told them, his Mindvoice connection clear and powerful. I did not contact you immediately because the dragon and rider appeared and I did not want to risk him finding us. I believe we are close to their main base of operations.


They are gone now my bonded brother? Aelnala was the first to ask a question.


Yes… we did a little scouting of the island we are on and found a lighthouse where we are setting up now. Isra replied. Tarifa have Admiral Jamerl find every map chart he can that has the Dry Tortugas Island chain on it. There must be some in a museum somewhere.


I will make sure we find something, but you said the island you are on is considerably larger than what the charts would say. Tarifa spoke.


Yes… but we can extrapolate the size of the islands now, based on the dimensions I have given you. At least I hope so. Isra answered. 


We will fly to you on Aelnala. Aihola spoke quickly.


No! Isra said quickly. There is nothing either of you can do here. We are safe for the moment. I would not lie to you about that. I need you where you are safest and where you can both use all of your skills.

Then I will come alone Isra. Aelnala said.


No Aelnala, I need you to remain with Tarifa and Aihola and protect them. Have you heard from Aricia?


Tarifa nodded to no one in particular, though everyone in the room knew they were carrying on a conversation with Isra. Selene and Layna were listening into the connection but remaining silent, while Lynwe had left to secure the field for Aricia’s arrival. She contacted Eden City Command moments ago. She will be landing with Isheeni in four hours. Tarifa answered.


Divert her DT to Sparta Tarifa. Isra said evenly. Someone knew we were coming to have been able to shoot us down so easily, which means someone is watching the airfield. Her arrival in Eden City will only alert our enemies to her presence. Tell her to divert her DT to Sparta but execute a High Altitude Exit over Eden City. Her surface ceiling with Isheeni rivals that of the King and she can maintain a very high orbit until this dragon and rider appear. She will know what that means. If they have shot us down like this, I believe they are preparing to come after you both. Aelnala that is why you must remain with them for now.


I understand. I will insure they are safe. Aelnala replied. Then Isheeni and I will surprise this dragon and rider when they make their move.


They could feel Isra nod his head from where he was. If they are bold enough to do this now then I believe they will be coming for you very soon. Have a pilot standing by at low altitude over the gulf with one of these RAPTOR IIs. As soon as this dragon and rider make their move, have them dash in and pick us up. We will try to learn what we can between now and then. As I said we are safe. And none of us is in any way interested in battling anyone with only the side arms we have. Your father is setting up inside the lighthouse to see if we can detect anything else in the immediate area. He said to tell your mother vanimle sila tiri. (Your beauty shines bright)


Aihola smiled and looked at Palina who was watching them intently. “Tareif says vanimle sila tiri.” She spoke reaching out and squeezing the hand of the woman who was the closest thing to a mother that Aihola had ever had. She smiled seeing Palina’s worried face break into a smile of her own as relief passed over her features.


And Steven wanted me to pass on a message to your sister Tarifa. Isra spoke.


Zaala? Tarifa’s brow furrowed and her head turned to gaze at her younger sister who sat in a corner of the transport on one of the chairs, her legs curled under her as she held the mug of tea.


Yes. It is an elfin phrase that I am familiar with. He spoke it quite fluently, apparently he’s been practicing. Mela en’ coiamin.  (Love of my life)


Tarifa kept the small smile hidden as she looked at Aihola who matched that smile. I will tell her Isra. We miss… we miss you our love.


We will see each other soon enough. Isra spoke. Is Aihola there in the DT with you or did you separate for security reasons?


Tarifa nodded as Aihola stepped up close to her, pressing her body tightly against Tarifa’s. Yes she is here.

Do you remember what I taught you our first night together, when we were just lying there with the moonlight on us and I was holding you both? Isra asked them.

Tarifa and Aihola smiled at those memories. They had been sprawled across his body completely spent, with only enough energy to cuddle against his warm flesh as the moon came into their room and bathed them in its soft white light.


Elly staliord’hna. The spoke together in the ancient Lycavorian language. It was the first phrase Isra had taught them, and they both knew over the years to come he would teach them many more. (Forever my faithful love)


Elly staliord’hna. Isra repeated. Be mindful of events around you. We still have enemies among the masses it seems. Conduct yourselves as normal, but be prepared for this dragon and rider to attack.


We will. Aihola told him.


Then I will see you as soon as possible. Isra spoke. Your father is signaling for me to come up to his location. Pass on the information I have given you and design your plans around it. I will contact you with anything else that might be important.

Tarifa and Aihola felt him break the connection and Aelnala nodded her huge head. I will begin to take up an orbit of the airfield. She spoke. We should maintain a shielded connection between the five of us now.


Should we deploy troops? Selene asked.


No… that will only signal something is not right. Layna replied. Lynwe agrees with me and she has stopped making preparations for the Queen’s arrival. She’s returning to our location as we speak.


We do everything now either within Mindvoice, and if that is not available to us, then secure voice transmission only. Tarifa spoke.


Aihola nodded. I will take Lohana and change into armor first. Then you and Selene Tarifa, and finally Layna and Lynwe when she returns. We must be discrete in all that we do.

Go Nya Istel. Tarifa spoke. I need to pass this message to Zaala and then Selene and I will wait for you to return.

Aihola took Lohana’s hand and drew her away from the table. “Come with me.” She spoke. “We will change in your quarters.”


“Change? Change into what?”


“I will explain everything but come.” Aihola spoke.


Selene looked at Tarifa. “Go tell Zaala.” She said softly. “I will pass on some new coded orders to the Dragoon security detachment monitoring the Zaleisian Delegation. I don’t want them going to the bathroom without us knowing how long they were in the commode.”


Tarifa nodded with a smile and moved quietly to where Zaala sat on one of the larger couches on the other side of the DT from the map chart. The chair did not allow her to stretch out her legs as she wanted and she had just sat down from getting a fresh mug of tea and she looked up at her as Tarifa approached.  Zaala’s legs came out from under her as she leaned forward. 


“Have you heard anything Tarifa?” She asked her voice hopeful.


Tarifa dropped to her knees in front of her sister. “Yes. We have spoken with Isra. He and father are fine. They are uninjured… but will remain where they are for now.”


Zaala breathed a sigh of relief and nodded her head. “That is good. That is very good.” She spoke with a smile. Zaala’s dark eyes didn’t leave Tarifa’s face, as if she was waiting for Tarifa to say something else. 


Tarifa nodded. “Yes it is.” She said with a smile. She reached up and put her palm on Zaala’s face. “Steven says you are Mela en’ coiamin.” She said watching as Zaala’s head snapped up her dark eyes bright and alive.


“What?” She gasped with a smile.

“That is the message that Steven asked Isra to pass to me, to give to you.” Tarifa said as she reached out and took Zaala’s hands in her own. “Zaala how long have you and Steven been…”

Zaala smiled gently. “Three months now.” She replied quickly, her face dazzling and relaxed now, all the tension and worry gone. It was the happiest face Tarifa had ever seen from Zaala. “He’s the one Tarifa. I know it… he is the one for me.”


“I thought that you were seeing that young Spartan.” Tarifa asked confused. “I don’t even remember his name.”


“Rohr.” Zaala replied shaking her head quickly. “He thought the size of his cock made up for his lack of brains. You and a select few others seem to get the few Spartans who are blessed in both areas and know how to use both things.” She said with a genuine smile and bright eyes. “Though I’ve decided Steven is just right for me because he fills me just enough and he makes love to me with passion and intensity and doesn’t try to pound my guts through the bed.”


Tarifa burst out laughing at her sister’s comment and squeezed her hands. Zaala always had a knack for cutting right through the murkiness and getting to the heart of the matter. “Why… how did this… how did this happen Zaala?”


“It is my own fairytale Tarifa!” Zaala spoke. “Rohr wasn’t happy when I told him that he was a moron and I wanted nothing to do with him anymore. He was with his friends at the time and didn’t take kindly to being put down by me in front of them. He followed me back to the library afterwards and tried to make a scene. I was scared for a moment because Rohr was angry and intoxicated, and then Steven appeared.” Zaala told the story with love and desire in her dark eyes. “Rohr had hold of my wrist and wouldn’t let go so Steven stepped up to him and placed the barrel of his K12 against Rohr’s head. Rohr couldn’t believe a human would have the guts to stand up to him and just stared at him saying he didn’t have the guts to shoot a Spartan. Steven just laughed and pulls out another K12 and points it at Rohr’s chest and asks Rohr if he’s fast enough to beat two speeding bullets because that was something he would like to see. It was so dramatic Tarifa, you should have been there.”

“I never heard about this Zaala!” Tarifa spoke.


“Rohr was drunk Tarifa.” Zaala spoke dismissively. “There was no sense in making it an issue after it was over. Rohr backed down and Steven offered to walk me home. We began meeting at this small café near the University and he was very persistent. I thought to chase him away by wearing revealing clothes but no matter what I wore to meet him, he always was a perfect gentleman. I tortured him with what I wore Tarifa…” Zaala spoke with a small guilty smile as she remembered some of the very revealing outfits. “We began meeting more and more and since he would not make the first move I finally did. He turned me down Tarifa! He would not take me into his bed! No man has ever refused me! I couldn’t understand it! I ignored him for days I was so angry, but he never called me. I hounded him for days after that and still he never called me. I finally realized he was father’s pilot and had been trying to figure out some way to meet me for months. I talked with Cathy, Leland’s wife, because I have never had a human male chase me so diligently and I realized that he wanted me for me Tarifa. Not for whom you and father are… he already knew that. He already had father’s respect. When I demanded why he hadn’t told me to begin with he said he wasn’t out to just get me into bed and he wanted me to know that. He wanted something lasting and permanent and he wanted it with me.”

“Zaala you will… you will live so much longer than him though.” Tarifa said. “Are you sure that is what you want?”

“Tarifa… sister… he makes love to me like… what I feel within his arms is beyond glorious Tarifa. He feasts on me every time we are together, like I am the only woman left in the world, like I am some precious jewel that he can not get enough of. He is no Spartan, but he fits within me like the fingers of a glove Tarifa and the sensations are wondrous. He nibbles the backs of my ears in such a way that I tremble with desire when he holds me. I yearn for his very touch upon me sister! I’ve never trembled for anyone Tarifa… but Steven… I love him Tarifa with all that I am.”

Tarifa smiled. “I never thought I would see this day come.” Tarifa spoke. “My little sister has finally fallen in love.”

Zaala laughed softly. “And with a human no less.” She said.


“Why haven’t you told mother and father?” Tarifa asked.


“Steven is afraid father will not approve of him because he is human.” Zaala spoke honestly.


“Zaala you have to tell them.” Tarifa spoke with a smile. “They think you and this fool Spartan are still seeing each other. Father has been inquiring about him for weeks when the man who has stolen your heart flies him everywhere he goes!”


Zaala chuckled when she said that. “And many a pleasurable night we have had avoiding father discovering us together too.” Zaala spoke with a mischievous grin.


“We will tell them when they return Zaala.” Tarifa spoke. “You should not hide the love you have for each other. I won’t let you hide your love for each other.”


“I won’t give him up Tarifa. Not for father! Not for anyone!” Zaala spoke quickly and firmly.


“And you won’t have too.” Tarifa assured her. “That much I promise you.”

ELEAR

WAINN

Vonis slammed his hips forward once more, driving his cock deeply into the squirming female elf beneath him as he reached for the pinnacle of the sex act. He had spotted her in the market the day earlier and decided he wanted her that night. It was a risk, but her beauty made it worth it as far as he was concerned. Her dark brown hair was long and shiny, and her figure was incredible for an elf female. He had followed her for several hours, discovering she lived alone with no children. Taking her had been ridiculously easy, and when she had awoken once more she was tied face down on his bed, naked and exposed for him to view. Tears had burst into her eyes instantly but Vonis dropped in front of her on the bed. He truly had no desire to kill her, he only wanted to fuck her senseless and he told her this. Do not fight him, do as she was told, and she would live. Fight him and she would die. The decision had been easy, and now some thirty odd hours later Vonis was taking her for the twentieth time, her warm, delightfully tight pussy spasming of its own accord now as she surrendered to the orgasms shooting through her lithe frame. Orgasms that she could no longer deny due to his size and skill at lovemaking. Vonis knew he was the largest she had ever had, simply by the expression on her face every time he slid deeply into her, as if he was touching places never visited before.
Vonis lowered his face once more to the lightly tanned flesh on her neck and sank his fangs deeply into her, using the exact same two holes he had been using for hours. Her dark blue eyes burst wide open and her arms flew around his back tightly as her legs locked around his hips. Her whole body stiffened in an even more intense orgasm, his cock ballooning larger within her and Vonis erupted into her depths, at the same time as her warm sweet blood rushed into his mouth. Her eyes were half closed in delirious pleasure, yet part of her was overcome with shame at that same desire and pleasure she felt ripping through her. Desire and pleasure she could not deny, desire and pleasure she did not want to deny.

Vonis withdrew his fangs slowly, sealing the two holes on her neck with a quick, tender lick of his tongue, and he allowed her to collapse fully on the bed, exhausted and spent. Vonis smiled to himself. Her blood was incredibly sweet, and the last half dozen times she had truly responded to him sexually, her sugary juices splashing across his cock as she quivered in the throes of her own powerful orgasms, meeting his powerful thrusts into her body with equal power and need. He had also discovered something he had never known about elves before. The backs of their ears were exceedingly sensitive when they were aroused, and the slightest graze or touch usually was enough to elicit a powerful reaction. The few times he had brushed aside her dark brown hair and used his nose to stroke the backs of her ears, her body had responded immediately, leaning back into him, the nipples on her firm breasts becoming harder and hotter, her belly clenching in delight and her hands gripping the sides of the bed more tightly. 
The few elves he had seen within High Coven space were sex slaves to Immortals, their once keen minds usually destroyed beyond repair due to the addictive nature of Immortal’s semen. Their semen was a powerful drug to female elves, and it was used for interrogations as well as breaking female elves that were captured by the High Coven. This female beneath him though, she was strong and vibrant and sensual. Her mind was whole and complete, and she had been responding to his strokes and thrusts into her body for hours now, almost cooing out her delight into his ears. Her blood not only tasted sweeter than anything he had ever savored, it smelled sweeter than even the purest pureblood vampire females he had bedded.  

He withdrew himself from within her tightness slowly then, his cobalt blue eyes gazing across her delicious body as he pulled his softening cock from within her depths. He had learned over the last few hours that withdrawing from her slowly drew out the pleasure for him, and also for her as he could see her full moist lips pursing in happiness at the sensations. As he got up and began to pull on his clothes he watched her lower herself in exhaustion to the bed, her heaving breaths deep and heavy as she curled into a ball on the soft sheets. Vonis stared at her for a long moment before something urged him to reach down with one hand and draw the simple soft sheet up over her naked flesh. He saw her dark blue eyes glance up at him as she pulled the sheet tighter around her just before sleep claimed her.
He exited the bedroom, leaving her still chained securely to the bed by one ankle bracelet, with barely the energy to lift her head let alone try to escape. His face saw the two senior assassins and the look on their faces as he allowed the door to slid shut behind him before speaking.


“Do not tell me what I think you are going to tell me.” Vonis spoke calmly.


They senior assassin nodded slowly. “They just hit the Evolli safe house sire.”

“Is there anything there that could possibly tie them to us?” Vonis asked as he moved to the small counter and poured himself a large glass of the dark yellow elfin juice that he had grown to like over the past few weeks.


The senior assassin shook his head quickly. “Impossible.” He answered. “We met at a predetermined location on the far side of the city away from their safe house. It was just the four of them and the dragon sire.”


Vonis looked at him. “Four?”


“It appears they have two of the Drow half vampire scouts from Earth working with them now as well.” The senior man spoke moving to the chair. “From what I could see they were quite skilled.”


Vonis took a seat on the couch across from him. “Your thoughts on why they have not sounded a general alarm planet wide Conrol?”


The senior assassin, a member of the Silent Death Division for the last three hundred years shrugged and leaned forward. “I can think of only two reasons.” He replied. “The first being that whatever it is that they are here in Wainn for, they consider that more important than a Kill Order against Isabella. And I sincerely doubt they haven’t already figured that out yet.”


“What could possibly be more important than a Kill Order against Isabella?” Vonis asked aloud. “And I agree with you that they must know there is one out on her. It is why our people have told us the spaceports are clamping down on offworld travelers.”


“Whatever it is,” Conrol spoke. “It has also kept King Leonidas from coming here.”


Vonis nodded. “Perhaps… but there are other factors where he is concerned that do not relate to us.”


“According to our contact at the hotel, they have planned to remain there for at least a week.” Conrol reported. “Attempting something inside the hotel now would be useless. We should draw some superior talent from off world sire, plan our next attack and then support directly that attack.”


Vonis nodded. “I agree.” He answered. “Have Haliur arrange for the off world talent. They must be impeccable and preferably from a member race of the Union so as to not draw as much attention as others. I want you to find out whatever you can about what they are doing here and what their intentions are. If Spartan and Elf security is not descending on this city by now, then whatever is happening is considerably more interesting than we first thought?”

“And you sire?”


“I’m going to find out as much information about these dragons as I can. Yuri and my father seem to be very interested in them.” Vonis spoke.


“And your elf female sire?” Conrol asked.


Vonis looked at him quickly. “Yes… what about her?”


“Do you intend to keep her here?”


“Is that a problem for you Conrol?” Vonis asked.

“She is a liability sire, surely you know that.” Conrol spoke.


“She was single, lived alone and her employment was miniscule in the scheme of things. She will not be missed.” Vonis said. “I intend to use her as company until such time as we succeed and depart this planet. At that time I will decide what to do with her, not you or Haliur. Is that understood?”


“As you command Prince Vonis.” Conrol spoke bowing his head.


“She is also not to be touched Conrol.” Vonis spoke once more; only this time there was a possessive tone to his voice that surprised even him. And a tone of what would happen if he was disobeyed.

“As you order sire.” Conrol spoke. He did not fear the young vampire Prince, for while Vonis was very skilled, he lacked the thousands of years of experience that Conrol possessed.

“Now you said there were two reasons Conrol. What is the second reason?” Vonis asked. 


Conrol met his eyes. “It is all one large set up to capture you.”


Her name was Va’nimia. 

And at the moment she did not know if she was going to live or die. She felt utterly exhausted, her body weak and sore, both from the sex and having the man feeding on her blood. She had experienced more shameless sex in the last few hours than she had ever experienced up to this point in her life. And she was mortified of the pleasure that had ripped through her for most of it.

She was still relatively young for an elf at only six hundred and twenty-four years old, but she still hoped to find love one day and have children. She heard the door to the room open and she watched as he entered once more. He wore the boots and pants but no shirt, and unlike what she thought vampires would be like, he was not deathly pale. His upper body was lean and muscular and completely hairless, yet it had the tint of bronze coloring to it associated with at least some time in the sun. He carried a tray of food and a large glass of yellow liquid. His legs were long and lean as well, and she had already experienced the sensations of his vampire cock driving into her, and the disgraceful feelings it had produced from her. He had the largest cock of any elf or man Va’nimia had ever had in her life, though she could count the number of her lovers on one hand. He stretched her in a way she found brazenly glorious, and she remembered how she had clutched at his powerful shoulders and back as her orgasms crashed upon each other in waves. His jet black hair was cut short and strong jaw was accented by the thin and neatly trimmed goatee and mustache. His obsidian colored eyes caught and held her like a magnet. She watched the door slide closed behind him and she heard it lock as he pulled the chair over to the edge of the bed with his foot and looked down upon her with those eyes. 

He held out the large glass of yellowish liquid and she simply stared at him unmoving as he lowered the tray he carried with the other hand to the bed next to her. Va’nimia caught the smell of red meat and looked at the plate of cut up Kaltaon beef and the simple long stemmed green vegetables quickly before returning her eyes to his face.
Vonis smiled at this. “It is Torba juice. An elfin invention if I’m not mistaken. It is also the best means for your body to replace the nutrients in your blood that I have taken over the last few hours.” He told her. “Take it she-elf, if I had wanted you dead, you would be dead by now.”


Va’nimia reached up and took the glass, bringing it to her lips and drinking greedily, her dark blue eyes watching him warily as he settled into the chair. She had always loved Torba juice and it tasted even sweeter to her now as it slid down her throat. She glanced at the food once more, her mouth practically watering at the smell of cooked beef.

“Go ahead… I made it for you.” Vonis told her. “You need to eat as well and the red beef and vegetables is the best I could find.”

He watched as she set the glass of juice on the tray and picked up the plate of food, using her long fingers to snatch pieces of the cooked meat and vegetables and put them in her mouth. He had chosen foods easy for her to manipulate with her fingers because giving her utensils was too dangerous, but also for some reason he did not want to embarrass her by having her eat like some sort of animal. Vonis stared at her as she ate; not knowing what about her had stopped him from killing her after that first time. She was stunningly beautiful, as all elf females were he knew, but her lush figure was much shapelier than the elf females he was used to seeing. It was muscular in a certain way, but also very feminine as well. Her lips were full and soft, her skin flawless. Vonis was almost nine hundred years old and still a child among his people, yet he had bedded hundreds of young women in his life. Most of them were pompous pureblood vampire females looking only for a means to secure the support of the High Lord for their family, but there had been several elf females that had been captured and not used to the point of being mindless sex slaves to Immortals. They had been pleasant enough.
Yet there was something about this elf female.

“What is your name?” Vonis asked her.

Va’nimia’s dark blue eyes darted to his face as she chewed the piece of steak, letting the juices flow across her tongue. She swallowed quickly, determined to do whatever he asked of her if it meant she stayed alive.

“Va’nimia.” She answered quickly.

“Va’nimia.” Vonis spoke the name, the vowels rolling off his tongue easily. “You are frightened of me Va’nimia?”

She nodded quickly. “I… I do not wish to die. I… I will do whatever you ask of me if it keeps me alive.”
Vonis leaned forward in the chair and met her eyes. “I plan to keep you locked in this room Va’nimia. There is no way out of it except for that door, and it can not be broken. You may scream all you wish, no one will hear you, as the walls are soundproof. The toilet facilities are through that smaller door.” Vonis spoke pointing. “I will provide you with food and drink to maintain your strength and health and all you need do is submit to me whenever I want you too. I do not partake in disgusting sexual practices and I will not hurt you in any way so you have no fears there, but I will expect you to keep yourself clean and ready for me. I believe you have already seen what pleasures being with me can give you, unless you are an extremely good actress and you faked everything. Don’t fight me, and you will experience more of the same. In a few days we will be gone from your world and you can return to your life as you knew it. What was your occupation and will anyone miss you?”

“I was a teacher of the arts.” Va’nimia answered quickly. “And my semester does not begin for another three weeks. I returned to Wainn early from an extended vacation.”

“So no one expects you back yet?” Vonis asked.

Va’nimia shook her head. “Not for another week.”

“Do you have family?”

“A mother who lives in the capital. A sister who resides on Apo Prime and works for the government.” Va’nimia replied. “My father died many years ago from sickness.” 

“What does your sister do?” Vonis asked.

Va’nimia shook her head. “I don’t know really.” She answered honestly. “Something to do with the military communications. We are not close and I never truly cared for the military service or types.”

“You said you were a teacher of the arts?” Vonis said sitting back in the chair. “You are not any longer?”

Va’nimia shook her head. “I still am… however the number of my students has dropped disproportionately over the last few months because of the group that has made the compound north of Wainn their home.”

“Group? What do you mean?” Vonis asked.

“They are a cult of some sort, and they have seduced many of the younger students and some of the weaker minded adults into their fold.” Va’nimia told him. “I was under the impression that is why Queen Dysea and Queen Isabella are here.”

Vonis’s jaw twitched at what she called Isabella, but he let it slide off him. She did not know what else to call her and Vonis did not want to strike her and mar her beauty in any way. That fact surprised him too. Yuri and his father had taught him to be ruthless, but he had learned by interaction that ruthlessness did not always get you what you desired. “Tell me about this group.” Vonis said.

“I don’t know much…” She looked at him suddenly with those dark blue eyes. “I… I don’t know what to call you that will not offend or anger you.” She spoke.

“Sire will do for now.” Vonis answered.

“I have avoided them whenever they came into the city sire.” Va’nimia answered. “They have an evil sense about them that made me uneasy. They size others up in a way that turns my skin.”

“You called them a cult.” Vonis spoke.

Va’nimia nodded. “I don’t know what else to call them. They go to rallies and such within the city limits and to other cities as well. They try to gain converts to their way of thinking, but no one knows what their way of thinking is until they are already within the walls of the compound.”

Vonis nodded. “And by then it is too late.” He said softly. He got to his feet, his eyes falling to her half naked body as she looked at him. Though his face didn’t show it, Vonis felt the powerful tug of sexual desire in his groin, something else that had not happened before with other females. “I truly do not wish to kill you Va’nimia, but if you give me any cause too, I will not hesitate.” He reached down and deactivated the ankle bracelet on her slim leg and the cable fell to the floor. “You may move about the room freely, and when I return I will bring you some items from your home. I will be gone a few hours at most, and after you are done eating you should sleep to regain more of your strength. I intend to have you again several times when I return.”

Vonis turned quickly and moved for the door, leaving a very startled female elf on the bed, wondering why his words about having her again had just sent shivers of expectation shooting through her.


“There was only the one Lady Dysea.” Nymtran came into the main room of the Evolli safehouse his P190 dangling from quick release straps, the short razor like sword gripped tightly in his hand and folded back across the length of his arm.

Dysea nodded from where she was kneeling next to the table going over papers and other items that had been tossed there. “The body?”


“I search it thoroughly Milady.” Nymtran replied as he moved up next to her and squatted next to the table. “He had nothing on him. All that was in this place is there. Elfin security is moving a team here to clean up and begin their forensic investigation. Lady Isabella is upstairs going through the papers and things we found up there.”


“I want everything taken from this place Nymtran.” Dysea spoke. “Make sure the team knows that everything goes to Elfin Intelligence, and insure they coordinate with Armetus and his people as well.”


“I will tell them my Queen.” Nymtran spoke. He looked at Dysea and opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. He closed his mouth quickly and then opened it again.

“Do not be afraid to say what is on your mind with me Nymtran.” Dysea spoke not even looking at him. “You should know by now, after the battles we fought on Earth and beyond, I am far from untouchable.”


“My Queen… Sole’nar and I… we… we fear you think we may have taken advantage of Miai in some way.” Nymtran spoke slowly watching as Dysea’s emerald eyes came to rest fully on him as he spoke. “What happened between the three of us has built over many weeks my Queen. It was not intended by us to grow this close to her, to feel what we feel for her. I don’t believe Miai entered into our relationship expecting it either. It just happened between us as the days and weeks passed.”

“What is Miai to you and Sole’nar? Tell me… what does she mean to you and your brother Nymtran?” Dysea asked.


“She is our most precious mate my Queen.” He answered immediately and without a hint of doubt in his voice. “She… is the only one to understand that my brother and I are tied to each other in the way we are. She knew this instinctively, almost immediately after meeting us my Queen. She did not see two; she saw one, which is what we are.”


“She is also your slave Nymtran.” Dysea said softly. “You forget Aihola and I are very close, and that too is part of your culture and history.”

His amber eyes flared briefly. “Never out of our bed my Queen!” He hissed. “We would never dishonor her in such a way. And we would never bring shame to Queen Aihola like that. She insists on playing that role to honor our culture even though it is not what we wish.”

“Yes I know. I asked her if she knew what she was getting into with you two.” Dysea spoke. “The commitment and devotion that Drow have towards each other and those they consider mates. It would be double with you and your brother. She didn’t even bat an eye you know.” Dysea smiled at him. “If you need anything Nymtran, no matter what it is, any of you, you come to Bella and me, is that understood.”


Nymtran nodded slowly. “Thank you my Queen.”


They turned as Isabella and Lexi came walking down the stairs from above, Isabella holding a data reader in her hand. Dysea and Nymtran got to their feet.


“You found something?” Dysea asked.


Isabella came up to her holding out the data reader. “Nothing glaring. Whoever my younger brother is, he appears to cover his tracks very well. At least he leaves no evidence of his involvement. I can’t believe I never knew he was born. He has to be at least a thousand years old.”


“You left the Coven before you reached that milestone Bella.” Dysea spoke. “You’ve been among the Union for over a thousand years.”


Isabella nodded. “A thousand and forty-two to be exact.” She said.


“Perhaps he was born shortly after you left.” Dysea said.


“Perhaps.”


Dysea looked up from the reader once more. “Well he can’t show direct involvement Bella, you know that.” She spoke. “Nauta Melme would go ballistic and launch an invasion of High Coven space for so blatant an act. And the support the High Coven receives from many of the neutral alliances and governments would disappear almost overnight. I have learned much about the policies and intricacies of diplomacy in this vast universe. I didn’t realize how many were outside the realm of the control or influence of the Coven or the Union. It is a constant balancing act we must walk.”


Isabella nodded. “I know. And with the exception of Deia and Gorgo, I have not seen anyone with the skill to balance that so well as you.”

“There is much I still need to learn.” Dysea spoke. “These fools came from within the Wilds eight days ago. It says they were contacted on a planet called Palto Three.”

Isabella nodded. “I know it. It is a smaller bastion of scum and mercenaries, but eight days ago we had not even reached Elear yet Dysea. How did they know to come here and wait for us?”


“That information could have been obtained through any number of intermediate sources and contacts.” Dysea spoke. “We can not encrypt all of our communications, as much as you and Nauta Melme would like too. It is disturbing however, that this Kill Order was taken out on you further back than we thought.”


“Kochab Bounty Hunters and Evolli assassins.” Isabella spoke. “All of them well trained and very expensive. Whoever my younger brother is, he is being very careful in who he chooses and when to come at us.”


“I would say based on these two attacks we have at least four days perhaps as many as six before he is able to pull in enough off world talent to attempt another assassination.” Dysea said. “Elfin security will be checking all off world species fully when they arrive.”

Isabella shook her head slowly. “He won’t use off world talent from the Wilds.” She said softly. “Not this time. He knows what we can do now ussta she-elf Dysea. He will contract with species from member worlds of the Union this time and he will directly support the attack as well. I estimate we have six days maximum before he strikes again.”


“How can you be so sure Bella?” Dysea asked stepping closer to her vampire lover.


Bella’s vampire cobalt blue eyes fell on her. “It’s exactly what I would do ussta she-elf Dysea. Exactly how I would run this type of operation.”

APO PRIME

ISLAND PALACE

For’mya’s front paws stabbed into the dirt in front of her sending a shower of small pebbles and spraying across the courtyard several meters. The golden hair of her wolf coat was thick and lustrous, and Kmyla had been right, when she was in this form she gained nearly twenty kilos of muscle mass. She was nearly as large as Aricia when in wolf form, and Aricia was among the largest female wolves For’mya had ever seen. Her muzzle was long and elegant, the golden hair shiny with health, the razor sharp teeth filling her jaws capable of ripping flesh from bone in seconds. This is the freedom Aricia had told her of once as they lay in each others arms after a night of lovemaking. For’mya could feel the bands of steel muscle under her fur, coiled and ready to spring. Her awareness increased almost ten fold in wolf form, Gorgo and Dasha teaching her how to use her new tools of sight and smell and hearing. How to sense the ground beneath you, the texture of the dirt or grass, how much pressure to use or not use when she turned or braked. They taught her how to use her tail to make spine bending turns, or miniscule adjustments. They taught her how the pads in her paws were now her finest tool when in wolf form, always measuring and calculating.

To For’mya, it was freedom unrivaled.


For’mya’s dark brown eyes snapped quickly to the ground and gravel on the path and she saw the white chalk mark only centimeters in front of her unbroken.


“Yes!” Gorgo’s voice echoed in the morning air.


In a flash of silver/white light For’mya was back in her normal form, squatting on the path wearing the black and crimson body armor as her eyes studied the white chalk mark, her chest heaving in exertion from sprinting across the palace grounds. For the last two days she had been sprinting from one side of the palace to the other, gaining all the speed four legs could give her and Gorgo’s task was to stop herself before crossing the white chalk line. Thirteen times For’mya had attempted this and thirteen times she had failed, never able to stop in time and not break the chalk line. 


Until now.


Gorgo walked quickly from inside the overhang of the palace entrance, Dasha beside her with Androcles in her arms, both of them beaming. 


“You did it!” Gorgo exclaimed. 


“That was a display of finesse and power I have not seen since Aricia first succeeded in this task as a child!” Dasha echoed as she came up smiling. “That is one of the oldest lessons taught to young wolves For’mya, and do you know how many actually succeed in completing that task?”


For’mya shook her head, her smile matching that of the older women. “No!” She gasped, her chest still heaving in happiness.


“Less than three percent actually succeed in braking in time and not losing their balance.” Dasha answered. “Oh you have done well indeed child.”

For’mya beamed as Martin’s mother and Aricia’s mother came up on either side of her and hugged her tightly. Androcles was perched on Dasha’s hip so she was not able to squeeze her too hard, but the pride was there in her eyes.


“I think we will forgo anymore training for today and let you enjoy your success, and then we will build on beginning a new task for tomorrow.” Gorgo spoke. “You have earned a respite For’mya and your mother will be arriving later this afternoon.” She took For’mya’s arm on one side and Dasha on the other as they started back into the palace. “Let’s enjoy a good breakfast and then Dasha and I are going into the city for a few hours and were wondering if you would watch Androcles.”

For’mya turned and took the small seven month old little boy into her arms. “That is something you will never have to ask me.” She said, brushing her nose against Androcles and all of them laughing as his baby fists closed around her elfin ears.


For’mya sat on the comfortable couch in the small sitting room alcove off of the upstairs promenade. Two of these sitting rooms were built into the promenade upstairs with shelves of books and three comfortable couches in each alcove. There were five bedrooms upstairs in the palace, the main bedroom where Martin, Aricia and she stayed all the time, and where Anja, Dysea and Isabella now slept whenever they came to the palace and stayed. For’mya thought back briefly to that single night they had all been in the room together before Dysea and Isabella had left. It had been one of the most erotic evenings of her life, the tangle of six naked bodies intertwined to the point of rapture, all of them pleasing each other in some way, shape or form. All of them hoped it was a night that they could share again and again in the future for a far as they were concerned it brought them all closer together.

Androcles room was the next one down the circular corridor, and then the first sitting room where she was. There were two additional large guest rooms for family members, and then the second alcove room. The last medium sized bedroom then was next before descending the stairs on the other side of the palace and the grand hall beneath them, into the main floor of the island palace.


The sapphire scaled dragon hatchling burst over the railing from below causing For’mya to turn her head quickly from her data pad.

Aurith! For’mya called happily as she pulled her feet from the couch and turned to face the fast growing female dragon hatchling. 
For’mya had showed the Mindvoice ability and power to bond with a dragon but she had refused initially when Arzoal had offered it to her. After the birth of Aurith and the bond that had been formed naturally when For’mya’s dark brown eyes were the first thing Aurith had seen, that idea had been shot down. Aurith and For’mya were growing closer by the day and the bond they were forming was growing stronger over that same time period. For’mya watched then as the obsidian black dragon hatchling burst over the edge of the railing as well and land next to Aurith. Elynth!

Elynth was the last of Torma and Isheeni’s eggs to have hatched and she was going to match her father in color if not size, but she was going to have her mother’s azure colored eyes. Aurith and Elynth were comparable in size to each other, strong and healthy and fast becoming powerful flyers. Their brother Jeth was growing larger by the day it seemed and everyone was sure he would meet his father’s size. Aurith and Elynth were both easily a meter and a half tall now, their wingspans reaching almost two meters in spread, their bodies from the tips of their noses to the tips of their tails two meters long as well. They were lean with their mother’s elegant musculature definition while Jeth took after his father in size and definition. They would stop growing for several months now before the next spurt hit them, and then they would quickly jump to over three meters tall and six meters in length, their wings growing in proportion to their bodies. All of them were hybrids like their father when it came to breathing flame. Jeth and Aurith had the same superheated breath of their father, while Elynth had a very unique combination of the two. Her breath was superheated yet also tinged with red flame and though she would not be able to sustain a concentrated blast for another few months, she had already been able to cut loose with several of these unique blasts in the last week. All of them sported the hard bony protrusion of their Heavyhorn heritage at the end of their muscular tails which even now could shatter bones if they connected hard enough.

For’mya! Aurith called.


For’mya’s face became serious instantly at the tone of Aurith’s words. What is it? What’s wrong?


We can not find Jeth For’mya! Elynth blurted out. We have searched the entire island! We thought perhaps he had gone to the other side of the island where he goes when father is gone, but he is not there. We don’t know where he is!


For’mya came to her feet quickly. He is not in the dragon cave? 


Aurith shook her head. That was the first place we looked. We… we did not want to get him in trouble so we searched for him ourselves, but we have covered the island twice now in three days and we can not find him. None of us can sustain our flight across the expanse of the lake yet For’mya. Somehow he has gotten off the island!


Off the island! For’mya exclaimed. How is that even possible! No one has been out here with the exception of Gorgo in nearly a week, and Gorgo would notice Jeth on her Water Lifter.


He is not on the island For’mya, we swear to you. Aurith spoke. 


How can you be so sure? For’mya asked kneeling in front of them.


He goes away for two or three days at a time when father is gone. Elynth told her. He discovered a small cave on the other side of the island and he uses it as his personal retreat of sorts. We did not think anything of it when he did not return home to the dragon cave the first night after father left. 


We only began to worry after three days and he had not returned. Aurith spoke now. We searched for three days For’mya, and we can not find him.


For’mya thought quickly and then stood up to her feet and moved to the communication panel on the wall. The Spartan’s face that appeared was that of an older man and his eyes showed his surprise.


“Lady For’mya!” He exclaimed. 


“You are the officer on duty right now?” For’mya asked.

“Yes Lady For’mya! Commander Wistmus.”

“Commander you will lock down every spaceport within a hundred kilometers of Tuya immediately.” For’mya spoke. “I want a listing of all freight transports and their manifests for the last week collected and brought to the main palace estate within the hour, to include all security footage of the ports.”

Wistmus’s eyes looked bored and his expression showed the same thing. “Lady For’mya we locked down the ports ten days ago because of the assassination attempts and lost millions in riyal because we had to accommodate stranded ships and passengers.” The man spoke. “I will have to clear this action with the Ministry of State and Travel this time Milady.”

For’mya looked at the man with a stunned expression. “I just gave you a very clear order Commander.” She spoke.


“I still have to clear it with the Ministry of State and Travel Lady For’mya.” Wistmus answered nonchalantly. “And then I will need to inform the Spaceports Administrator before acting, and he is currently at a formal function. I will contact you and advise you of our action plan.”

For’mya opened her mouth to speak but the man cut off his transmission from his end and the screen went blank. For’mya stared at the screen in shock, not believing the man had just dismissed her out of hand as he had. Shock quickly began to turn to anger as she stood there. She was eighth in line of power according to the constitution of the Lycavorian Union. As far as Martin was concerned she was just as much a Queen as Aricia and any of his other Queens, and only politics held sway over her title. He had told her often enough that she spoke with his voice and that it just may take some time before many of the older Lycavorian politicians came to realize that. 


Perhaps it was now time they did.

