CHAPTER THIRTEEN
HOPE’S QUEST

SIXTEEN HOURS UNTIL LAST PIRATE GATE


Martin held the data pad in his hand as he traced the star chart on the table in front of him with the index finger of his opposite hand. The mug of coffee was set on the table in the corner and had gone cold hours ago. The trip so far had gone off without a hitch. Yuriko and Filrian were acting as the faces and voices of HOPE’S QUEST, and so far the pirate forces in the area were none the wiser and they had passed through two of the three Jump Gates without incident. Komirri was constantly drilling the sixty Spartans in tactics and helm control so that if they had to fight they would at least have a decent chance. Helen had left the room only the hour before, after they had spent three hours going over details of how the memories of Canth that she had inherited remembered Lycavore. Those memories were clear and precise, as if they were her very own, and they would be helpful once they were down on the surface.

Martin’s eyes flicked down as he felt the arms encircle his waist from the side and he stopped concentrating so hard on the chart that he finally smelled Anja next to him. He smiled and took a deep breath, letting her soft honey scent fill his nostrils. Aricia may have been the one his blood, heart and soul desired most of all the women in his life, but there was no denying the intense love and passion he felt wash over him whenever Anja was close and pressed up against him as she was now. It was the same for Dysea, Isabella and For’mya, all of them able to make him feel passion and love. He had witnessed the pleasure Aricia and For’mya gave to each other in bed next to him. They were not shy in their bed when it came to reaching for the pleasures of the flesh. Watching Dysea and Isabella share each other was no different, and while Anja and Seanna had only just become comfortable enough to occupy the bed with all of them, he knew it was no different for them. Martin had stopped trying to understand exactly how he could feel what he felt for five different women and feel it so strongly. He had stopped trying to fully understand how these beautiful women desired each other, and gave of themselves to each other without question when they were together. As far as he was concerned it was pointless to try and explain something that just was. 

“You’re getting better at sneaking up on me.” Martin spoke, circling his arm around her slim waist as she pressed her petite figure against him, her Persian red hair pulled over one shoulder and her jade green eyes bright and alive.


“You are just concentrating so hard you didn’t smell me.” Anja spoke with a grin.


Martin nodded and shrugged. “I suppose so.” He said.


“Marty you been over the plan four times. In every conceivable way.” Anja spoke softly reaching up to grasp his jaw and make him look at her. “You are burning yourself out and we aren’t even there yet.”


“Exactly how long did you think you were actually going to be able to keep that you were pregnant from me Anja?” He asked with a grin.


Anja smiled at him, her eyes twinkling. “I was hoping maybe until we got back.” She answered sheepishly. “Kind of silly of me to think you wouldn’t be able to tell huh?”

“Anja why?” He asked.

“I didn’t want it to affect how you treat me or how we proceed with this mission.” Anja said matter of factly. “You have a tendency to be very over protective Marty, and you need me on this mission, especially since Little Wolf has gone to earth.”

Martin picked her up gently under her arm pits and lifted her easily; turning and setting her very shapely butt on the chart table. Anja looked up at him with a loving smile, seductively wrapping her legs around his waist as she wiggled her ass on the table. “Wow… you planning a little chart table seduction Marty?” She asked him with a grin.


Martin met her eyes and shook his head with a smile of his own. He reached up and caressed her cheek with his fingertips, releasing a tiny portion of his Alpha male aura upon her in the process. Anja’s eyes closed as she felt his aura wrapping around her just enough to allow his love and devotion to course through her completely. The changes that had made her a wolf like him were fully complete now, and they also made Anja one of the most powerful Alpha female wolves anywhere on Apo Prime. Aricia would always be the most powerful due to the pureness of the blood that ran through her veins, but Martin had turned her and Dysea. Martin’s blood coursed through her veins now, just as it did Dysea and that made the two of them second only to Aricia in terms of power and status.

This had been the very first mating phase for her, the time when she would be most fertile throughout the year. She could get pregnant at any time she knew, but this three week phase is when her body was most prepared to produce a child and she had desperately wanted to become pregnant. Their night together not so long ago had seen to that. It had been the most intense and erotic time they had shared since coming back into each other’s lives, Martin unleashing almost his complete aura upon her in a way that only Aricia had experienced so far. He had held back his complete aura she knew; only Aricia could tolerate that fully from him, but what she had felt was enough to make her practically melt in his arms and leave her in a state of constant arousal. Anja had known the moment he had filled her the first time that she would become pregnant and that knowledge had made her sing his name louder than ever before.

“Have you given any thought to names?” He asked softly.


“When did you figure it out?” She asked him curious now.


Martin leaned over and kissed her softly dropping his hand to her abdomen. “The moment she was conceived.” He replied with a grin. “I am strong enough to sense that, and she is going to be just as strong as Androcles.”


“Marty I…”


Martin put a finger to her lips silencing the words she was going to speak. “I love you Anja… and as an Alpha I want to protect you, especially now that you carry our daughter. I am also smart enough to know some things, and what I know is that you are the most powerful Hadarian Healer alive in the universe right now. Sivana might come close to you someday, but you are it baby.” He told her with a smile. “And while many would disagree with me, I consider you the second most lethal woman I know.”

“Me?” Anja said with a chuckle. “You must be joking. I mean it’s a given that Aricia is now the most dangerous, but Dysea and Isabella can fight circles around me Marty, and you know that.”


“Anja… you are the most methodic and downright lethal woman I have ever known.” Martin spoke calmly. “And that was even before we discovered all this about ourselves. Lexi was right when she said behind Aricia you are the deadliest. Dysea and Isabella may be… heck they are faster and in some respects stronger, but neither of them can match you when it comes to precision. In a fight, any fight, whatever you hit is going down and it ain’t getting back up.”


Anja’s smile was broad as she reached up and kissed him softly. “You know you say the most romantic things to me.” She said.


“Am I getting my point across to you?” He spoke with a smile. “You may be carrying our daughter Anja, but I trust in your skill enough to know that you are invaluable to me. In many more ways than you know. And unless we find ourselves in a situation that is hopeless or completely unacceptable risk wise, I will not coddle or shield you in any way because you will not let me. And I also know you will not place yourself at undo risk either.”


“I won’t act any differently Martin. I may not be as reckless or stubborn as I usually am, not while I carry our daughter, but I can’t force myself to be someone I’m not.”


“I don’t expect you to be. That is the biggest reason why I love you the way you are.” He replied.


“You are worried that she… that Lisisa will hate you isn’t that it?” Anja said softly, her face suddenly becoming serious.


“I don’t know what to expect.” Martin said in a whisper. “I am steeling myself to expect the worst, all the while hoping for the best. She has been a slave for so long, forced to endure things she should not have had to experience. Yuri took her childhood… Yuri took that away from her, and the more I think about that, the more it makes my blood boil. I had her in my crosshairs ‘Firecracker’. I could have removed Veldruk’s two oldest children and possibly crippled him forever.”


“Don’t do that Martin.” Anja scolded him feeling little shivers of delight course through her when he used his nickname for her. “You have no reason to second guess your decisions. You did what was right at the time and no one doubts that. You didn’t even know Lisisa existed! There was nothing you could have done!”


“But…”


Anja shook her head. “No! You have been searching for her since the moment you knew of her existence, and now we are closer than we have ever been. You have to remain positive! Lisisa will need that confidence! Aricia, Dysea, Isabella, me, all of us know she is a member of our family. She is your daughter Martin Leonidas and that makes her our daughter now as well. We are not afraid of that anymore, regardless of her age.”


“You want to name her Eliana don’t you?” Martin asked suddenly.


Anja blinked a few times in rapid succession before catching up with him. He had a habit of jumping off in another direction during a conversation, and all of them had grown accustom to it and were getting better at reacting to the changes.


“I was hoping too yes.” Anja replied softly. 


“Your Aunt and Uncle won’t like it.” Martin said.


“Fuck them!” Anja barked loudly her face scrunching up in disgust. “Let them go suck on a big tree stump somewhere!”


Martin laughed and shook his head. Anja had been trained as a United States Navy SEAL in their time on Earth, and she had learned how to curse just as well as any man, if not better. “Anja… it is language like this that only reinforces to your aunt and uncle that I am a bad influence on you.” He told her.


Anja met his eyes and waggled her eyebrows, drawing him closer with her powerful legs and sliding her arms around his waist. “You just keep on influencing me with what you have dangling between your legs big boy! You let me worry about my Aunt and Uncle!”

Martin kissed her hard, crushing her lips with his own and pulling her tightly against him. After a long moment he pulled away and looked at her. “You are such a little vixen.” He spoke with a grin. “As much as I would love to rip your clothes from you right here and take you… my body is telling me I need sleep more.”


Anja smiled gently and rested her head against his chest. “Right now… sleeping next to you sounds like the most delightful thing in the universe.” She spoke.


Martin curled his hand under her legs and lifted her into his arms. “Sleep it is then.” He spoke.


Sivana heard the grunts of a serious workout coming from the cargo room adjacent to the landing bay and she went to the doorway slowly, not wanting to disturb whoever was in the room. It was late and she didn’t think anyone was still going to be awake. She had taken to wandering the corridors of the freighter these last two nights trying to come to grips with what had happened in her life in the last few weeks and months.


Anja was her sister; there was no question in regards to that any longer. Sivana had seen the results of the numerous tests both Anja and several other Hadarians had conducted. The results had been the same no matter how they had tried to make the tests different or random. That knowledge alone had shaken Sivana right down to her boots. Never in her five hundred plus years of life had she ever entertained the thought that she might have family somewhere. Never had it crossed her mind, even in her wildest dreams, that she could have a twin sister. And never had it ever occurred to her that this sister would be not only the Queen of the Hadarian people, but the wife and mate, and therefore the Queen of the Lycavorian Union itself.

Anja was an enigma to her.


The Persian red haired female was exceptionally passionate about everything she did. She was straightforward and had no qualms about telling you something as she saw it. She was fiercely in love and devoted not only to King Leonidas, but also the dark haired Hadarian healer that never seemed to be far from her side. She had a famous temper as she had heard from others, yet she could be the most compassionate individual anyone had ever seen in action. She had a reckless nature as Sivana herself had witnessed on Gellen Station, and that reckless nature transferred over to the green scaled dragon that seemed to be her constant shadow. Anja was power, Sivana knew just by looking at her. Sivana had seen Anja’s combat skills on Gellen Station, and marveled at the speed and strength Anja had displayed, not to mention the ease with which she had used the Shi Viska and Nehtes. 

Sivana had read the history of her sister as given to her by their grandfather Fuleos. Anja’s life had been difficult, no where near as violent and humiliating as her own, and Anja would be the first to admit that to anyone, but she had not led a charmed life. The one constant had been her unrelenting love for Martin Leonidas after he had come into her life that first night. They may have been separated by events and decisions over the years, but Sivana could tell just by reading the history of her sister that Anja had never stopped loving him from that moment on. They had resisted their positions when Martin finally discovered who he truly was, and by virtue of that who Anja had become because of him. They had finally accepted those positions reluctantly, and had made it a concerted effort to not let their status change that which they were at their cores. None of them had from what Sivana could tell.


Anja had been protecting her from a world she didn’t understand. A world that wanted to alter everything she knew, and Anja was protecting her from that. Sivana was beginning to see how others were treating her as knowledge of who she was began to leak out. Sivana had met her Aunt and Uncle and found them demanding and pompous, not to mention hostile when it came to Anja. Her Aunt and Uncle wanted her to return to Hadaria with them and told her that only Anja’s authority as Queen kept that from happening, though they were attempting to get that changed. It was that one defining moment that Sivana had thanked who her sister was. Anja was allowing her to become accustom to this new life at her own speed, where her Aunt and Uncle wanted her to be thrown into it head first so that they could control her. Sivana was smart enough to figure that out all by herself just from their actions when around her. Anja was shielding her, exposing her to little bits of this new world at different times, allowing her to acclimate in such a way that she was able to make her own decisions. Anja had already told her that she would like nothing better than to have Sivana sit beside her and rule Hadaria, but she wanted Sivana to be ready and able to make that commitment of her own accord, not at the whim of others. And she wanted Sivana to be able to reject it completely if that was her choice.

Her choice.


It was something else that Anja was giving her without even realizing it. It was also something that Sivana had never really had before now.


She stopped just inside the doorway when she saw the half dozen Spartans in the cargo room training with their Nehtes. And just as quickly, Sivana’s eyes found Belen among the group. She watched intently as he and another Spartan went through some very intricate movements with their Nehtes, their tank tops quickly become soaked with sweat, their tanned skin glistening in the light of the cargo room. Sivana didn’t want to tear her eyes away from the young Spartan. He was no where near as muscled and ripped as the King, of course she did not have the same musculature and endurance of her sister either. Belen was built lean and for endurance. His limbs were extremely well defined, yet in the way of a superior athlete, and they belied the enormous power they could produce. Sivana was not shy about expressing her feelings, especially when she wanted something. There had been more than one occasion where she had practically picked a man out of a crowd because she liked the way he looked and taken him to bed. More often than not it had not been worth it, but Sivana had learned long ago if you saw something you wanted to go after it.


Sivana wanted Belen, and she made no bones about it. 


She had taken every opportunity she had to brush up against him, making sure her breasts touched his body, or her hips gently caressed his legs in some way. She was having an effect on him she knew, but he was the strongest man she had ever come across, and the first man that she had met who was not ruled by what he carried in his pants it seemed. Come to think of it, none of the men she had met since Gellen station were like that, to include Anja’s man the King. He was a big bastard, and without a doubt could squash her like a bug, but he was also the most methodic man she had ever met. And he was the most well endowed of any man she’d ever seen if what she had seen the night they had saved her life was any indication. Sivana still wondered at times how her sister was able to accommodate his size in her small body.

“It will not be easy.” The female voice spoke from behind her. Sivana turned quickly and saw the older woman they referred to as the Oracle standing behind her.


“I’m sorry… what did you say?” Sivana asked.


Helen stepped closer to her. “It will not be easy.”


“What won’t be easy?”


“Learning how to trust. Learning how to let those that care about you inside.” Helen spoke. “You have come a long way from just a few short days ago, and you have a long way to go.”


“I don’t need to be psychoanalyzed.” Sivana spoke quickly.


“You have a very large chip on your shoulder Sivana.” Helen spoke unfazed by her comment. “That is obvious even to the most unintelligent around you. You have had to rely on only yourself for so long that you trust no one but yourself. You are also arrogant and in many ways disrespectful to people who are your betters.”


“I’ve survived this long by being that way!” Sivana told her in a low voice that carried anger and distrust.


Helen nodded slowly. “Yes you have… but now you don’t have to be that way.” She said calmly. “You are among men and women who rely on each other every day, who trust each other every day. That you are Anja’s sister affords you some leniency but I want to tell you something that you should probably hear. I know you have made the decision to remain within the Union and learn about this new life Anja has offered to you. A life that is by birthright yours to experience and grasp hold of. ” Helen stepped up to her with a smile. “They will do everything within their power to see to it that you have all that you desire Sivana, Martin and Anja will. His respect for you went up dramatically when you offered to come on this mission and you did not have to. You are at a point in your life now where you must let old habits fall to the wayside no matter how hard that may seem. These men and women you see here… all but one or two have fought directly with Martin Leonidas over the course of the last year, some like Daniel Simpson since they were small boys and they would cast themselves into the heart of a sun instantly and without regard if it saved his life or the life of his Queen. And all of them would, without hesitation or regret, eliminate anything that they saw as a threat to their King and Queen.”


Sivana’s eyes went wide. “They see me as a threat?” She gasped.


Helen shook her head quickly. “No… not a threat Sivana. An unknown. They don’t know if they should trust you or not because you will not let anyone inside that wall you have built. Trust me… this is King Leonidas’s personal Guard, they call themselves Durcunusaan.” Helen told her. “It means ‘Wolves of the Blood’ in our ancient language. You would not last a millisecond against one of them in combat let alone many. All of them have some of the purest Lycavorian bloodlines that have been measured in the last year. However, you could forge powerful friendships with these men and women Sivana. They are intelligent, loyal and devoted to all they see as a friend. They will not abandon you if you remain true to them.”


Sivana looked at Helen her face impassive and stoic, not revealing anything. “You ask quite a bit Oracle.” Sivana said finally meeting her steady gaze.


Helen nodded and reached out to squeeze her arm gently. “Yes we do. And we offer so much more in return.” She said softly. “Think about it Sivana.”


Sivana turned back slowly to let her eyes settle on Belen. He finished executing a training move and stepped back, his dark eyes falling on her as he did. He turned back at the shouted command, bringing his Nehtes up to face his opponent.
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“I knew I wasn’t going crazy.” Tareif exclaimed in a loud whisper. “Do you see it this time Isra?”


Isra nodded slowly, his eyes focused through the macrobinoculars glued to his eyes. The sky was cloudless and filled with stars and the night vision properties of the binoculars made it easy for them to see for several kilometers in any direction.


“Indeed I do.” Isra spoke softly as his violet eyes took in the long flashes of flame on the distant horizon.


They both lay on the concrete floor at the top of the centuries old lighthouse. The four foot thick walls at the top and six foot thick walls at the base had allowed the lighthouse to survive even to this day with rock solid construction. The metal lens room at the top was missing all the glass circling the tower as well as the actual lens, but the metal staircase was still anchored deeply into the concrete and brick inside the tower and the metal decking had long been burned dry and any sea life that had grown onto it during its time under water was also burned away by the sun.


“Any ideas on what it is?” Tareif asked. 
Isra lowered his binoculars and turned to look at the elfin War Master. “Oh yes. Those lines of flame are the breath of dragons Tareif.” Isra said. “Seven different ones that I can distinguish for sure. Two adolescent and five older infant hatchlings it would appear.”

“Infant?” Tareif asked aghast.

Isra nodded. “The older a dragon gets, the longer they can sustain a flame, and the further they can project it. Isheeni for example can sustain her flame for the better portion of an hour and project it for almost a hundred and fifty meters. Iriral, Queen Dysea’s dragon, can sustain her flame for just over thirty minutes and has excellent distance. I have never seen Arzoal breath fire, but it is said she can sustain her flame for well over an hour and the distance she can project it is incredible. These dragons we see on the horizon are much younger than the one we are facing. The blasts of flame are erratic and brief. They are learning.”

“I’m guessing that isn’t a good thing.” Tareif said meeting his eyes.

“No… that’s a bad thing.” Isra answered.

“Maybe you’d better explain that Isra.” Steven’s voice echoed in their ears from the implants they all now wore. He was still at the base of the lighthouse. “Getting burned alive by a dragon doesn’t rank up there at the top of my lists of things to do.”
“I believe what we are facing are the descendants of two Firespitters that came here to Earth to escape the battle that was raging on my world between my people and dragons.” Isra told them looking at Tareif. “I believe it is our fault that dragons even came to this world.”

Tareif looked at him wide eyed for a moment in the darkness, but then shook his head. “Regardless of how they got here Isra,” He spoke. “You are not responsible for their actions once they got here. Remember that.”

“He’s right Isra.” Steven spoke from the base of the lighthouse.

“The King was able to speak at length with Arzoal, the dragon Elder Mother, and it was she who told him that almost five thousand years ago my people rode dragons before albeit very briefly. There were only eleven of them total, but they were ridden by Lycavorians that had worked for the High Coven and had no morals or values except self gain and power. They were defeated but two of them escaped, both of them Firespitters, one male and one female. The rider of the female was a male of my species. We are almost certain they came here to Earth. That is roughly about the same time that dragons became part of the legends and myth here on this planet.”

“So what you are saying is this dragon and rider… they are not the only one on Earth?” Steven asked.

“They are the only bonded pair on Earth yes, but I don’t believe she is the only dragon, and what we are seeing confirms that.” Isra answered calmly. “As you both know, having the Mindvoice ability to actually bond with a dragon is not something all of my people possess. We are all able to Mindvoice on a certain level, but the ability to bond with and ride a dragon is not common, and that is why there are only three hundred of us. The flames we are seeing now are more than likely the younger siblings of the dragon we are facing. There is no way to tell for sure, but if Martin and Arzoal are correct, there could be upwards of a hundred dragons here on Earth.”
“A hundred?” Tareif gasped.

Isra nodded. “Yes… but I don’t believe that is the case however. If it was, men and women across the planet would have seen sightings of dragons far more often than have been reported through the years. Firespitter eggs are notoriously fickle.” He explained. “Conditions must be exactly right for them to hatch. Heat, wind, temperature, moisture in the air, the surroundings, all of it together must be perfect for the eggs to hatch; otherwise they will remain dormant until the time is right.”

“So these eggs could sit for hundreds of years without hatching?” Steven asked. 

Isra nodded. “Hundreds and even thousands of years.” He replied. “The events of Earth’s past, the last five hundred to a thousand years has been a state of flux, and I would not be surprised if there are several dozen eggs that have not hatch. A Firespitter pair can produce three eggs with each batch, and they are fiercely protective of their nests. They will kill anything to come remotely close to the nest without hesitation.”

“But you said this dragon is only a few thousand years old.” Tareif spoke.

Isra nodded. “I believe this dragon is one of the first eggs to have been produced by the original pair after they came to Earth. That also tells me the original female has either died or was killed or we have not seen her yet. We don’t know what happen to the male and he could very well be alive too, but this dragon and the ones we see on the horizon there are most definitely their offspring.”

Isra? Aricia’s voice filled Isra’s thoughts and he immediately felt a wave of strength and peace wash over him.

“My Queen.” He gasped softly with a smile. “It is very good to finally hear your voice.” He saw Tareif’s eyes widen just a little. “I am here with War Master Tareif and our pilot Steven.”
Isra I am going to establish a link with all of us using Isheeni and Aelnala as conduits. Aricia told him. Let Tareif and this Steven know what I am doing so it does not take them by surprise.

“Tareif… Aricia is going to establish a mind link with you and Steven so that all of us can communicate together within Mindvoice. It will not be permanent, but it is advisable right now.” Isra told them. “Steven?”

“Let’s do it.” Steve answered.

“I am ready.” Tareif spoke.

Now Aricia. Isra spoke. He watched as Tareif’s body twitched slightly and his head dropped quickly, his eyes shutting tightly. It took a few seconds more and then his eyes opened again.

Isra I don’t feel any different. Tareif spoke just as his eyes went wide as he realized he hadn’t spoken a verbal word.

You will not feel any different War Master. Aricia spoke calmly.

My… my Queen?

It has been many months since we last talked Tareif. Aricia said her voice confident and strong. I see that you are maintaining your reputation for finding trouble wherever you happen to go.

He does that quite well. Tarifa’s voice filled Tareif’s mind.

Tarifa?

Hello Papa! Tarifa exclaimed.
This is amazing. Tareif said unable to keep the awe from his voice. This… this is what you can do all the time daughters?

Aihola’s soft laughter filled the connection now. We would not be able to include you without Aricia’s added power and control Astalder Atar. (Father of my Heart) She stated. Selene, Lynwe and Layna are also within this connection. 

Steven are you alright? Tarifa asked the lone human within the mind connection.

Yeah… yes I think so. His voice replied. I got a dull throbbing in my head but other than that I’m ok.
It is quite a bit to take in at first Steven. Aricia’s voice spoke. Remain calm and do not force it. It will flow easily soon enough.

Aricia where are you? Isra asked.
Lynwe had a large hanger prepared under cover of darkness. Isheeni flew directly into it after the sun went down. Aelnala, Tarifa and Aihola have moved here with Isheeni and I. Aricia replied. My DT went directly to Sparta and landed under heavy guard. Any prying eyes would have seen and reported this by now. 
Isra’s sigh of relief was almost a palpable thing within the connection and Tareif noticed this most of all as he could see the tension ease from his face. He had been so wrong about this young violet eyed Spartan. So wrong indeed. We are safe for the moment Milady. Isra reported. The island we crashed near is deserted, and we have found our way to what is a very old lighthouse on this island. Our position is secure, but I thought for sure the dragon and rider would attack since they had shot us down.

There is still that possibility. Aricia spoke. If they believe you are down and it is only Aelnala protecting Tarifa and Aihola, it will make them much bolder.

Aricia we are watching what appear to be at least two adolescent dragons and as many as five infant dragons on the horizon practicing with their flame. Isra spoke.

Adolescent? Isra are you sure? The female voice Tareif did not recognize spoke within the connection.

Positive Isheeni. Isra answered instantly recognizing the voice of Torma’s mate. I had the honor of watching Arzoal training several dozen adolescents on Elear and the flame stream and duration of the burn suggests that they are all less than five years of age.

Five years? Aricia exclaimed.

There may be older ones, but so far we have not seen any. Isra spoke. And it is not something I would dismiss Aricia. If what Martin and Arzoal believe happen here did indeed happen, these dragons have become very good at hiding themselves through the centuries.
Yes… they told Isheeni and I what they thought before they left on their own mission. Aricia spoke. You agree with this position then Isra?

Isra nodded. It is what I initially began to suspect but did not tell Lynwe because I thought I was crazy for even thinking it.

It appears Isra that you are not so crazy after all. Lynwe’s voice entered the connection.

How far is this island from your location? Selene asked now.

I would estimate no more than six kilometers. Tareif replied. They detected us coming and we were flying at three hundred meters above the water.

They were waiting for us. Steven interjected. I filed our flight plan compartmentalized. Only someone with Level Seven Clearance could have accessed those files. The RAPTOR IIs are not as stealthy as the STRIKERs, but even still at three hundred meters there is no way they could have known we were in the area. They knew we were coming.

That narrows it down quite a bit. Tarifa said evenly. Lynwe will have Cathy focus her investigation more on those who have the actual clearance. 
We have a RAPTOR II on stand by right now to extract you and the others Isra. Aihola spoke. You should be ready to depart at a moment’s notice.     

 If he has not attacked already Aricia, I believe he will do so sometime tomorrow. Isra told her. They must know I was on the ship they shot down and they will undoubtedly think I was lost. If they believe Aelnala is without her rider, it will make them extremely bold.
Yes… and hopefully very careless. We will be ready. Aricia spoke confidently, but Isra detected the maturity in her voice now. Aelnala has passed to us all you and she were able to determine about this female and the rider from your earlier encounter. We believe we have developed a simple means of confronting her right now, at least until you are reunited with Aelnala and we can develop a more permanent course of action. We will maintain the normal routine for Tarifa and Aihola, at least into tomorrow. Isheeni and I will not expose ourselves until it is necessary, and then we will try to incapacitate this female if we are able.

Be ready Isra. Tarifa spoke again. The moment any attack comes, Jamerl is sending that RAPTOR in to get the three of you out.

We will be ready Tarifa. Have no worries.

I don’t believe they are strong enough to detect our connection, but we should not take any chances. Martin told me my uncle was fighting them in his mind, but for them to take command of his mind as they did means we should be careful. Aricia spoke wisely. I can not sense anyone outside of Walter and Thr’won that is above a Tier Three Mindvoicer, but unless it is necessary we will close this connection for now. All of you stand ready Isra. When this happens, it will happen very quickly.

Understood. Isra spoke. 

EARTH
EDEN CITY


They approached as they had since beginning to ride Aelnala to the building, coming in from the north over the Command Center and Aelnala looping around and then landing near the roof top entrance. The reunion with Aricia the previous evening had been muted to an extent as she and Isheeni had waited until full dark before coming and in and landing at the airfield. The hanger she had flown into was large, and everyone had shared embraces and welcoming kisses when she finally swept in from the east. They had spent the better part of the evening going over plans after speaking with Isra through Mindvoice. Surprising enough the unknown dragon and rider had not attacked right away after Isra and Tareif had been shot down. That only served to show them that whoever their enemies were, they were more established than anyone thought. Aricia had taken back into the sky with Isheeni well before dawn, at least to insure that this dragon and rider did not attack in the morning. The dragon and rider quickly left their minds when they entered the building and began the business of conducting their duties as they always did. Tarifa and Aihola maintained an open connection between the two of them as they always did so that they could speak to one another, offer advice about something or just pass their love back and forth between each other. 
They came together in the mid morning for the meeting with the Zaleisian Delegation, Charles and Elaine accompanying them into the meeting room armed with new information provided by Admiral Jamerl and his ship board sensors. Tarifa had asked Charles to take the lead in the meeting and even though he was surprised he nodded.

“Have you had the proper time to look over our proposal?” The Zaleisian Minister asked. “We are anxious to return to our world and have our crews to begin mining the raw minerals we need.”

Charles nodded politely as he adjusted the data pads on the table in front of him. Tarifa, Aihola and Selene sat quietly; Layna standing just behind Selene’s left shoulder, and as far as Selene was concerned that felt almost as good as having her Mistress behind her. Even after Selene’s comment to Layna that they should pursue whatever relationship might happen, there had been no time to explore that, though Selene could sense that Lynwe and Layna both wanted to pursue it almost as badly as she did.

“I’m sure you are.” Charles spoke evenly and calmly. He lifted his eyes to look at the men, his eyes finally coming to rest on Talco. “However before we conclude this trade agreement we do have some questions.”

The Zaleisian delegation leader nodded his head. “Of course.”

“We’d like to know where you received the information that this particular grid on the floor of the Atlantic Ocean was adjacent to the newly installed main pipelines coming from the rebuilt oil platform off the east coast.” Charles spoke quickly and confidently.

The looks on their faces showed all the surprise they needed to see. Only Talco’s face remained impassive. “I… I don’t understand… what do you mean?” The Zaleisian Delegation Leader spoke.
Charles continued on with a smile. “No matter what section of the ocean and ocean floor we have negotiated over the last four days Minister, this four square kilometer grid has remained the same. It just so happens to be where several of our engineering crews installed the main pipelines from the recently rebuilt offshore platform. That information was not available in the normal brochures we handed out to you when you first arrived. Nor was it on the tour we gave you of the area, either by air or sea. So how you obtained this information would be useful to us in making sure no other leaks occur.”

The Zaleisian leader glanced quickly at Talco and then back to where Tarifa was glaring at him. “What manner of actions do you now accuse us of Chief Administrator Tarifa?” He demanded. “And having your underling make these accusations is even more insulting!”

Tarifa smiled. “Then I suggest you do not sit there and insult our intelligence Minister and deny what we are telling you. And for your information, Charles Turner is the President of Earth, and has been for the last ten hours.”

Charles’ eyes went wide and he looked at Tarifa quickly, seeing her sapphire eyes fall on him with a smile. “Tarifa?”

“Times are changing.” Tarifa spoke. “And we will not be left behind. As of ten hours ago you are acting President of Earth, Selene is acting Prime Minister and Aihola and I are acting Vice President and acting Chief of the Senate. Elections will be held in six months for all of these positions and they will be open for all.” Tarifa turned back to the Zaleisian delegation. “Am I to understand that you are denying you are in possession of this information?”

The Zaleisian glared at her. “We do not have such information as you accuse us of, and I resent that you would even suggest it!”

“What you resent is bullshit!” Selene snapped. “These negotiations will not proceed further and you will be escorted back to your ship where you will then be escorted out of Earth and Union space.”

“You can not do this!” The Zaleisian demanded. “My people need those minerals in that water!”
“It is already done.” Aihola spoke. “Perhaps you should have thought about that before coming here and trying to spy on us and then trying to establish an espionage ring on our planet.”

“We have done no such thing!” The Zaleisian spat.

“Your face tells us you are a liar sir!” Charles spat right back.

“You do not want to do this.” Talco spoke softly, his eyes never leaving Selene.

Selene smiled. “It is already done.” She spoke. “If you wish us to arrest you, we can do that as well. Be thankful we are only kicking you off our planet and not placing you under arrest. King Leonidas is not as forgiving as we are.”

“You are making a mistake.” Talco said again.

“No… it was you who made the mistake by coming here thinking that because we are women we would be stupid!” Selene growled as she got to her feet. This Kavalian was rubbing her the wrong way, and her steel blue eyes suddenly changed to the cobalt blue eyes of her vampire persona. “I understand it is something your people do quite often.”

Talco reached into the folds of his robe and suddenly found himself staring down the barrel of Layna’s P190 as she stepped in front of Selene without question. His eyes met the killing blue/green orbs of the female Spartan and he saw Tarifa and Aihola now holding black pistols, both of them leveled at him across the table. He smiled and withdrew his hand slowly, pulling out the data pad. “I was just going to make an entry into my personal log.” He spoke softly.

“Do that when you are out of this room and on your way back to your ship Kavalian!” Layna hissed, her finger tensing on the trigger of her 190 as she reached across the table and snatched the pad from his hand. His eyes flashed with intense anger, but Layna had moved too quickly for him to react. “But we’ll take this pad right now!”
They heard the door open to the side and half a dozen Spartans and Dragoons appeared in the room, Lynwe leading them with a grim look on her face. Selene knew immediately that something was wrong from the way her Mistress moved.

“Escort them to the spaceport and see that they go from here to their shuttle with no detours!” Lynwe ordered quickly. “Their belongings will be delivered to them after they have been searched.”

“I protest this treatment!” The Zaleisian shouted.

“Protest all you want!” Tarifa barked. “You are not welcome on our planet Minister; do not forget that in the future.” Tarifa watched them as they got to their feet. 

“I will not forget this.” Talco said softly.

“Talco?” Tarifa spoke waiting for him to turn to face her. “Do not set foot on our planet again Talco…”

“If you do you will be arrested immediately and we will make up charges against you if we have too.” Aihola finished Tarifa’s statement.

“And you will never see the light of the sun again.” Selene finished.

He was silent as they were led out. Tarifa was smiling as she looked at Aihola and then turned to a very surprised Charles. “Well… that went well.” She spoke attempting to put humor into her words.

Charles looked at them. “I don’t understand Tarifa.” He said his face showing his shock and befuddlement. “What is going on?”

“We are taking the first steps in realigning the government Charles.” Tarifa spoke calmly. “It is past time that every race here on Earth had a voice, and you will be the voice of all the humans, at least until the elections are held in six months.”

“We can discuss that later.” Lynwe spoke sternly. “We have a bigger problem.”

“Mistress… what is wrong?” Selene asked.

Lynwe went to the monitor and activated it. “This is the video feed from the courtyard and market café external cameras. We had them installed on the command center several months ago.”

All of them grew silent as they saw the masses of people lining the main intersection of the command center. There looked to be several hundred at least.
“They started arriving three hours ago, and they haven’t stopped.” Lynwe spoke. “You can see the signs they are holding, and the large number of humans that are mixed in with the elves. Eden City’s News Channels are beginning to set up all over to cover them. Tarifa… Anlain and the former governor of New Miami are leading the rally.”

Tarifa’s eyes were wide. “Anlain!” She gasped. “That pig dares to show his face!”

Selene stepped closer. “I thought the governor of New Miami was killed in Tarifa’s attack?” She stated.

Lynwe shook her head. “Apparently not.” She answered. “You can see some of the signs for yourselves.”

WE DEMAND FREEDOM!


One sign proclaimed.


LET US GO!


Another announced.


END YOUR DICTATORSHIP

BUTCHER OF NEW MIAMI!


Another read.


BRING THE ELF WHORE TARIFA TO JUSTICE

“We can not allow this!” Aihola nearly shouted as she saw that sign. 

Tarifa shook her head. “They have the right to express their opinions Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke.

“Tarifa this goes too far.” Aihola exclaimed. “The governor of New Miami was aiding our enemy against us. He refused to surrender and you attacked. You warned him what the consequences would be!”
“We can not do what the High Coven did. What that man did.” Tarifa spoke calmly. “We can not be seen oppressing free speech and the right to gather!”

“No…” Charles spoke now. “But we damn well can meet it head on.” He spat.

“Charles… what do you mean?” Tarifa asked.

“You were going to announce this change, this realignment of the government anyway correct?” Charles spoke.

Selene nodded. “As soon as we had more of the details worked out as to when elections would be held and what positions would be open.” She answered. “We had hoped to announce it next week.”

“Let’s go down there right now and announce it.” Charles said. “All of us! A united front! Let’s beat this supposed rally into the ground before it ever gains any ground! They are trying to sell things that aren’t true, and the only way to defeat that is with the truth.”

Selene smiled. “Now that is a beautiful idea.” She said. “And those that are actually standing against us will be powerless to do anything about it.”

Charles nodded. “They may have started this rally as a means to their end, but we can turn it around to favor us. I will contact the Net Channels and let them know we will be making an announcement in thirty minutes from the steps of the main entrance.”

“The moment this happens… you realize that this dragon and rider may attack!” Layna spoke. “He won’t care about the civilians he has to kill or injure to get to you. All of you will be too exposed, too in the open.”

Tarifa looked at her. “Aricia and Isheeni will see him coming out of the sky and give us fair warning.” She spoke confidently.

“I don’t like it!” Aihola spoke. “We are needlessly exposing ourselves in a way that Isra and our father would never allow.”
“Nor do I.” Layna said.

“We must do this or we risk losing what we could gain.” Selene spoke. “Surround us with security if you must, but we are going down there and make this announcement. Charles, you and Elaine come with Tarifa and I so that we can go over the details to what we will say. Aihola we will leave our protection to you and Lynwe.”

Aihola looked at Lynwe and Layna as the four of them began to move off in another direction. “Why did I have to fall in love with the most pig headed and obstinate woman in the universe?” Aihola grunted.

Lynwe chuckled at her words. “I have been asking myself that very question for many months now Aihola.”

“Pull from the internal garrison if you have to, but I want every corner of this building secured five ways from the seventh day.” Aihola ordered. “It falls to the Drow and the Spartan to insure the safety of those we love it appears.”

Layna turned for the door. “I’m going to double the number of anti-air teams on the roof just in case. I will meet you both by the main entrance.”

Aihola watched her exit the room and then turned to Lynwe. “She is the one Lynwe?”

Lynwe nodded slowly. “Selene and I have decided to explore what we could have with her, if anything at all. She is strong willed however and may not be able to accept what we will ask of her.” She said.

Aihola stepped closer to her and squeezed her arm. “As I recall, both you and Selene are strong women as well. And you became stronger even after you came together. She seems intelligent and open Lynwe, do not dwell on the things that could go wrong. Think of what you can gain.”

“Is happiness worth the risk Aihola?” Lynwe asked.

Aihola smiled. “You took that risk without my guidance when you chose to protect Selene when no one else would. Use that same courage now.”

Lynwe smiled. “I believe I will.” 

Aihola nodded. “I wish you the best then. Now let us go and see about the protection of the women we love.”

TWELVE THOUSAND FEET ABOVE EDEN CITY

Isheeni banked lazily above the clouds as the sun warmed both her and Aricia. She relished these moments when they could fly in silence and watch the sun rise on the horizon, stretching its hand across the land. The clouds below them were wispy thick, spots of ground clear, others slightly blocked from view. In was in these moments when Aricia’s hand would absently stroke the scales at the base of her neck where her shoulders met. It was a habit she had started on Enurrua after her very first ride, and it continued to this day. It was an unconscious show of affection and devotion Isheeni knew, and it warmed her heart. The last year had surely brought them closer together than either had ever dreamed. 

Unlike her mother Arzoal, who was a massive eighteen meters long and eight meters tall, Isheeni was slightly above average in size for a Firespitter Dragon at just over ten meters in length and six meters tall. Her wings spanned an impressive eleven meters allowing her to execute many of the dazzling aerial maneuvers that she and Aricia were famous for. Isheeni was widely recognized as being the fastest and most maneuverable of all the known dragons even weighing in at three tons as she did. Once she became a mother however, Isheeni began to take on the wisdom of her own mother Arzoal in many respects, though her rebellious streak and reckless behavior was never very far from the surface. It was this rebellious nature that bonded her with Aricia so completely, for it was something they both had within them. Like Aricia, Isheeni’s mate dwarfed her in size. Torma rivaled her mother in physical proportions, at fifteen meters in length and seven meters tall, and as much as she kidded him about his size, Isheeni knew Torma was a muscular and lean four and a half tons. His wingspan was easily fourteen meters long and this also allowed him to remain aloft for much longer periods of time riding the thermal layers in the atmospheres of planets. When he had first claimed her as his mate she had been frightened of his size, but what had followed were endless nights of passion and pleasure that few female dragons experienced, at least as far as Isheeni was concerned. Torma had been very well regarded and desired by many females much older than Isheeni, but it had been his devotion to her that caused him to wait until she came of age. He hadn’t cared he would have to wait another three hundred years for children, for Isheeni would not be fully ready to carry eggs until that time. When they were plunging from the clouds, his massive wings wrapped around her body and his talons gripping her tightly to him, Isheeni would trumpet her pleasure to the stars as he drove into her deeply and she didn’t care who heard her. His organ was comparable to his size and Isheeni couldn’t imagine ever being so filled, or experiencing the pleasure she did. Many thought that dragons did not feel pleasure, and many of the bonded pairs were now discovering what Martin and Aricia already knew. Moments of extreme passion and desire could transfer to their dragon and Lycavorian brothers and sisters, and many had to be mindful of this since they were mated. 


Torma was a Hybrid, the offspring of a Heavyhorn father and Firespitter mother, and behind her mother, one of the largest dragons living. His enormous size belied his great speed and maneuverability, his bond with Martin now allowing him to execute many aerial maneuvers he would not be able to do without him. His breathe was not pure flame, but more superheated vapor that could melt even the strongest metal known into slag in seconds. Their three children would be a combination of Torma and Isheeni both, Jeth no doubt rivaling his father one day in size, while Aurith and Elynth would take after their mother in many respects. Elynth appeared to be bonding incredibly early with Androcles, and this fact made both her and Aricia very happy. Aurith preferred For’mya it seemed, as it was their elf lover that had been the first person Aurith had seen upon opening her golden eyes. And then there was Jeth, their first son and the most daring of their three hatchlings. No matter what he did, Isheeni could not help but feel proud in his actions, no matter how crazy they seemed to drive everyone, including her and Torma.

We will see them again soon. Aricia’s voice filled her thoughts and Isheeni smiled a dragon smile as they rode the wind currents.


I know. Isheeni answered. In truth I am happy to be away for a time, as guilty as that makes me feel. Just to be able to fly with you is peaceful.

Aricia’s soft laughter was filled with knowing warmth. I feel the same way. She spoke. I had begun to fear that Martin didn’t… that perhaps he didn’t trust me in some way.


Aricia… you must never think that! Ever! Isheeni admonished her. You are always first in his heart and soul. Torma told me one night what they talked of before he came to get you on Enurrua. He told me what Martin was prepared to do to get you back. To make you his again. It made me shiver just hearing it.

I know. Aricia said as Isheeni banked gently towards the rising sun. It is silly of me to think that way. 


Yes it is. If he did not trust you, do you think he would send you to where there are so many handsome Spartans? Isheeni spoke.
I have not seen any. Aricia spoke quickly with a small smile. At least not more handsome than my Beloved. 
I have seen the way he looks at you when you do not see him watching. He may love For’mya and Anja and Dysea and even Isabella, but you Aricia blue eyes, you are the one his heart and soul beats for. Isheeni spoke warmly. Over the last year you and he have discovered that you are strongest when you are together, that is why it seems like you are never apart. He knows what you are capable of, what we are capable of. Now that Mjolnir’s Hand is beginning to reach out among the stars, he will call on us more.

Yes he will. Aricia said. And we will be ready.

I wonder if… Isheeni stopped talking immediately upon feeling the faint tremor within Mindvoice. Aricia?


Yes… I felt it too. Aricia answered becoming more alert in the saddle, her helmeted head turning in all directions. I can see nothing above the clouds Isheeni, not within the limits of my vision.


Nor can I. Isheeni spoke. It is getting stronger however so they must be coming in closer to the ground. And it… Aricia it feels…

It feels evil. Aricia finished the statement for her. It is the dragon and rider! It has to be! They are moving against Tarifa and Aihola, and they must be coming in low across the terrain. Now Isheeni! We must go now!


Hold on! We will dive through the clouds and attempt to detect them as they approach the city.

Isheeni knew it was a pointless statement to make but she spoke it anyway as she rolled over and dove for the ground below them. Aricia would never fall from her saddle unless forcefully knocked out of it due to the dragon armor securing her legs completely, and her own considerable skill.

Tarifa was in the center, Aihola and Selene on either side of her, all of them holding hands as they approached the podium hastily set up in front of the barriers. Charles and Elaine walked briskly behind them, each of them holding data pads. Eden City’s Net Channels were all present, and it would be they who beamed this event across the planet and into the stars. A heavy combination of Dragoons and Spartans encircled the area and saturated the front of the barriers that were set up, their alert eyes sweeping the crowds in front of them nervously for any sign of danger.

All of them could see that most of the people were humans, with elves dotted into the groups. Aelnala remained behind her charges, causing the front rank of men and women to draw back slightly as they approached, Aelnala’s massive bulk intimidating to say the least. Her dirty yellow scales gleamed with healthiness, her fangs and spikes sharp and rigid. She was a fraction larger than Isheeni in size, and though she could not breathe fire, her command of her TK powers had grown to almost match that of her Firespitter friend. That power combined with her skill and precision in using her mace like tail made her an extremely formidable opponent on the ground and in the air.

Tarifa slowed as her sapphire eyes settled on the faces of two men who she recognized immediately. She would never forget the face of Telan’s father. The man who had drugged and raped her for months under the guise of a false marriage. All so that his father could gain control of the rule of the High Elves and surrender them to the High Coven. His elfin features were impassive for the cameras, but Tarifa could detect the hate in those eyes. He had disappeared shortly before the Battle for Eden City after being wounded in an attack against his own people. This was the first time Tarifa had seen him in over a year. The second man she remembered well from the transmission on the day she ordered New Miami destroyed with FAE weapons. The former governor of New Miami was a pompous man then, saying elves were meant to be slaves to humans and that would not change. He refused to stop his support of the High Coven forces when ordered too and Tarifa had given him only one chance. He had wrongly assumed Tarifa would not order an attack against his city. The burn marks on his neck and lower jaw attested to how wrong he had been. Seeing them standing next to each other Tarifa wanted to laugh at the idiocy of this farce they were trying to perpetrate. 

Tarifa what is wrong? Aelnala asked sensing Tarifa’s heart racing.

Anlain! Tarifa replied. That vile excuse for a man is still kicking around. I know he controlled Telan in his actions regardless if we never found proof of this. And the fool who called himself Governor of New Miami is standing next to him. They must hate each other, yet they stand together to bring us down.
Mutual hatreds bring enemies together sometimes. Selene spoke. Pay them no mind Tarifa. We will stand as we have always stood. Together.
Stay strong my love. Aihola spoke. They want you to see them. They want you to lose control.

The men and women grew silent as they came right up to podium, which was set up only three meters from the barriers. They could still see the many signs throughout the crowd, but most of them were now dropped lower as the women they had been targeting had boldly come out to face them.

“Tell us why you are here carrying these signs?” Tarifa was the first to speak into the microphones. “What is it you seek with this demonstration?”

“Fair representation!” A male voice exclaimed from the crowd.


“Freedom!” A female voice echoed.


“You have freedom!” Tarifa spoke loudly. “You walk the streets of our city without fear of persecution or death! You can build whatever you desire, go to school, go to work, and raise your families! What more freedom do you require?”


“We want more!” A voice yelled from the crowd.

“No! You want everything given to you!” Aihola barked now moving up next to Tarifa. “Those days are gone! They will not return! We all must work for what we have and what we want! That is what we fought for last year! This is what we are building now across this land and the planet.”


Tarifa and Selene saw the Eden City Net Channels beginning to broadcast all across the planet and inwardly Tarifa smiled.


“That is what you are building!” The male voice shouted and they turned to see the Anlain step away from the crowd in the front row. Tarifa’s sapphire eyes narrowed considerably and she squeezed Aihola’s and Selene’s hands tightly.

Stay in control Tarifa. That is how we win. Selene spoke. 

Tarifa took a deep breath and did just as Selene said; reaching out to feel the peace of her friends and the man she loved deeply.


“Anlain.” Tarifa spoke evenly.


“That is what you are building!” Anlain declared again moving closer still. “How do you know that is what everyone wants?”


“And what else would they want Anlain?” Tarifa asked calmly, meeting his gaze. “A return to the oppression of the High Coven perhaps?”


“There are dozens of clans of elves and humans across this planet, millions that have no representative in your government Tarifa!” Anlain stated. “What about them? What about those that were happy with the way things were?”


“You mean those that welcomed slavery and rape of innocents.” Selene spoke. “Is that to whom you are referring too?”


“Ah… the former High Coven traitor speaks now!” The former governor of New Miami spoke stepping up next to Anlain.


Selene nodded. “It is well documented that I once worked for the High Coven.” She spoke calmly. “It is also well documented that my actions helped my parents to establish a well known underground network that helped elves and humans alike escape the oppression of the High Coven. What exactly is your point sir? And please grace us with your name.”


“My name is Roger Crescent! I am the governor of New Miami!” He barked.


“You are the former governor of New Miami Mister Crescent. The Governor appointed by the High Coven.” Tarifa corrected him. “We won the war sir, not you. You refused to surrender and you suffered the consequence of your actions.”


“You attacked my city with weapons that killed millions!” Crescent almost screamed.


“I gave you three chances to surrender and save your city!” Tarifa snapped right back. “Each time I explicitly warned you what would happen if you did not comply with our surrender demands! Do the men and women you have gathered here know that it is you who told me to go fuck myself when I told you could not win and you would not be allowed to continue to oppress elves or humans? Is it not you who told me elves were made to be the slaves of humans? I have a very good memory Mister Crescent, and I also have the tapes of our conversation, which I would be more than happy to give to the Net Channels that you have gathered here this day!”


“You are responsible for the deaths of over two million men, women and children!” Crescent barked. 


“Yes I am.” Tarifa answered evenly. “A fact that I must live with every day sir. How many elves have you killed Mister Crescent? How many elves have died at your order? How many humans have suffered because of orders you have given?”


“You stand here among elves sir,” Selene stated. “And your hatred pours through in your manner. King Leonidas left us in charge of Earth! We fought the High Coven and expelled them from our planet!”


“And humans have no voice within your government!” Anlain declared.


“Why do you care about that Anlain?” Aihola snapped. “You have always hated humans, yet now you stand there among them as if they are your friends! There are many humans who we work with side by side. Do not attempt to make trouble where none exists.”

 “Your government was established by a…”


“Be careful Anlain.” Selene declared now. “There will be no lies told this day. Our government was established by overwhelming consensus, human, elf and Lycavorian, within a week of the defeat of the High Coven, and we did it without the help of you or mister Crescent. Or do you wish to debate the wisdom of King Leonidas in his actions.”


“I wish to bring forth that the humans have not seen any profits from these new trade agreements!” Anlain declared. “Where is all of the Riyal from the many contracts that have been established going Tarifa? The humans have not seen any of it! Many of us have not seen any of it!”


Charles stepped forward now, unable to listen to any more of what was happening. He had worked with these three women for not only the last year, but the months before that. He was not about to let these men humiliate them for nefarious purposes of their own. 

“The Riyal that has been collected from these contracts and trade agreements has gone directly back into the rebuilding of this planet!” He snapped loudly. “Every penny, because I am the one who Tarifa and Selene appointed to monitor the expenditure of these funds! Why do you think the cost of so many items has been so low, when in other places throughout the Union they are higher? The cost of our medical care is almost non-existent because we are pouring funds into the most modern facilities we can build, and we are paying for it with the profits we are making from the resources of this planet! These resource contracts and trade agreements have brought profit to Earth. Profit and prosperity! And we are not depleting the planet in a way that humans of the past have done so.”


“Who are you?” Anlain snapped. 


“This is Charles Turner. He is the one who has been supervising where all the money we have received goes. He and the woman you see next to him, Elaine, are two of the committee that dictates where all the funds go, as he has just told you.” Selene stated evenly. “He is also now Earth’s Interim President.”

This declaration caused quite a stir among the Net Channel people as well as the first few ranks of men and women when they heard it and Selene saw many of the signs dip even lower among the crowd. She smile and looked at Tarifa and Charles.


“We were going to make the announcement later this week after all the details were worked out, but revealing this decision now is as good a time as any.” Selene explained. “After discussions among the three of us and the King, it has been decided that we will be holding elections six months from now for several different positions. Among them will be Prime Minister and President along with Vice President and Chief of the Senate. Until that time I will be holding the position of Prime Minister, while Charles Turner will be holding the position of President. We will be acting in concert with each other until the elections and if we both don’t agree on an issue, it will be put forth before the full Earth Senate. Administrators Tarifa and Aihola have agreed to continue to serve in the capacity they currently do, as Vice President and Chief of the Senate and the main individuals who barter the trade agreements that have so benefited our planet. The elections will allow anyone who wishes to run to run, be it human, Lycavorian, or elf.”

Tarifa looked around at the gathered men and women, ignoring Anlain. “Earth is our planet! We should all have a say in how it is ruled! As long as we continue to go forward for the betterment of everyone, what else is there? Isn’t it the goal of every man and women, be it human, elf or Lycavorian to provide for their families, build their lives, have children and then watch those children grow?”


They could see heads nodding in the front rows, murmurs of approval filling the air.


“We are not acting dishonorably in any way!” Aihola declared. “No matter what others may say. We have acted and will to continue to act with the interests of everyone who calls Earth home first and foremost in our minds! And if for whatever reason any of us are not elected, and yes we will run, but if we are not elected, I can assure you none of us will be disappointed to be able to finally start our own families.”


Selene stepped forward. “I will make the new charter available for everyone to see it at their leisure.”


Tarifa glared at Anlain from where she stood, his dark eyes staring back at her with murder in them. She smiled cruelly. “You never were very smart Anlain.” She stated. “I may not be able to connect you to what your son did Anlain, but rest assured, no matter what you try to do I will always be there to insure you never play a role in the future of this planet. Ever! As for you Mister Crescent you…”

The screams began in the rear of the mass of people and suddenly men and women were scattering to either side, scrambling over Lifters and food stands to get away from the brownish tan dragon that walked casually down the middle of the street, the huge Lycavorian sitting on its back. Aelnala moved with the speed of a viper and scooped Tarifa, Aihola and Selene up with her TK power, depositing them behind her bulk as her psychic shield activated. They were trapped within the confines of the city streets and no matter where they tried to lift off to, the dragon and rider would be able to catch them.


“Run Charles! One of you must survive!” Tarifa screamed turning to him and Elaine. “Run now!”


Charles Turned didn’t hesitate, grabbed Elaine’s hand and broke into a run for the command center building as Dragoon elves and Spartans were running down the stairs towards them their weapons coming up instantly.


Tarifa and the others watched in horror as the rider of the dragon laughed horribly and then the brownish Firespitter unleashed a long stream of flame at the advancing troops, incinerating most of them in the space of three heartbeats. The smell of charred and cooked flesh filled the area and they stared at the rider and dragon wide eyed.


Whatever happens stay behind me! Aelnala ordered them maneuvering her bulk in such a way as to block the four female elves and single Spartan female from the Firespitter and her twisted rider. Lynwe had shoved Selene and Tarifa to the ground while Layna moved in front of Selene and Aihola, her P190 coming up into a firing position. Aelnala snapped her head around to stare at the dragon. Why are you doing this? She screamed out in Mindvoice.

Because I must. The female replied, her stunning crimson eyes wide as she took a deep breath and began to unleash another jet of flame that would have surely reached around Aelnala in several directions and burned her five charges. The stream of flame never reached her because of the azure blue scaled blur that appeared in front of her.


The roar was deafening as the azure blue dragon landed directly in front of Aelnala only ten meters from the enemy Firespitter. Isheeni flared her wings to the sides effectively covering any exposed area that Aelnala could not cover, blanketing Tarifa and the others easily. Aricia’s Shi Viska flared into view and she held it in front of her helmeted head as the female Firespitter finally looked up, momentarily stunned at the arrival of this new dragon and rider, neither of them injured in the least by her blast of flame. The intense heat and fire had skipped across their psychic shield with little difficulty. They had been subjected too much hotter flame by Isheeni’s mother and Torma’s superheated breath during training.

The Lycavorian rider’s eyes were wide as he stared at Aricia on the back of the smaller Firespitter. Isheeni was smaller than Syrilth, but like Aelnala, only by a meter or two either way. Maraud stared at the female rider’s azure blue eyes behind the crested helmet as she lowered the Shi Viska slowly and stared back at him without fear. This was no ordinary female rider and no ordinary dragon Maruad thought quickly. Their shield was far too powerful for that, and they stood their defiantly as if daring him to do something. He could feel the power trembling from the female and the dragon, controlled and harnessed.

Syrilth? Maruad demanded.


I do not know. She replied quickly. They are powerful! Their… their posture reflects confidence and courage. They…

Isheeni drew back her head quickly and cut loose with a narrow stream of flame that was hotter and stronger than anything Syrilth had ever felt before. She backed up quickly, turning her head to the side as the force of the blast of flame caused her to stagger slightly, her crimson eyes wide.


Impossible! Syrilth exclaimed.


I will not allow you to injure my friends! Isheeni growled within Mindvoice. You will not defeat us! I have better control of my flame and I can make it hotter than what you have just felt. You may be larger than me, but I will burn you while Aelnala pummels you both into the Earth! 


Maruad stared at this new dragon with wide eyes her words ringing in his head, noticing that the female had not spoken yet, only stared at him with those calm, cruel azure blue eyes. The Shi Viska was still visible humming on her left arm, her legs secured on the back of the blue scaled dragon by some sort of shimmering armor. The armor encased her entire leg on either side of the dragon, almost as if it was also holding her in place as well. Maruad watched as at least two dozen elves and Spartans quickly descended upon where Tarifa and the Drow whore huddled behind the yellow dragon. He watched as the three of them were dragged away from where Aelnala stood, thick fire blankets draped over their bodies and they were ushered inside, leaving him to face two dragons and one rider. A rider who obviously knew what she was about. Maruad chuckled. She was still a female Lycavorian however and Maruad unleashed his unshielded alpha male aura directly at her.


Aricia’s azure blue eyes narrowed under her helmet as she felt Maruad’s male aura reach out for her. You must be joking! Aricia exclaimed loudly within Mindvoice. Humor tinged her words. What is that? My mate has a stronger aura than that when he is sleeping!

Maruad’s smile faded quickly at her words. He had hit her with his full unshielded aura, and she should have been his for the taking, instead she sat on that dragon mocking him. The only way that could be was if a stronger male had claimed her already, and if that was the case he must have been extremely powerful to have nullified his aura in such a way that it did not even elicit a response from this female.

Your mate is a fool to allow you to face me alone! Maruad spoke confidently.


My mate is the Lycavorian King you pitiful man! Aricia snapped with a smile. And you are not worthy of facing him! He sent me instead!


There is no King! Maruad barked. There hasn’t been a King for millennia!


The grandson of King Resumar reigns now! Aricia declared.


Resumar? Maruad exclaimed his eyes wide. The bloodline of Resumar was destroyed by the High Coven.


Aricia grinned. That shows just how foolish you truly are. Resumar’s son Leonidas survived and became King here on Earth. Now the youngest son of Leonidas rules the Union. Enough with the history lesson fool… why do you attack Tarifa? Aricia demanded. Why are you trying to kill them? You must know we will not let you succeed.


You will stop me wench? Maruad laughed. I think not!

You can not defeat us both. Aricia spoke.


The Heavyhorn lacks a rider wench. Maruad said. 


Aricia nodded. Perhaps right now, but while you have failed in doing what you came here to do, we have not failed in retrieving our friends from where you shot them down. Aricia smiled as she saw Maruad’s face twist into a mask of rage. You are not the intelligent man you thought you were.


I will burn you! Maruad screamed. Syrilth!


I think not! Aricia lifted her right hand; the diamond shaped psychic bullet forming instantly at her fingertips as Syrilth breathed in to unleash a jet of flame. Aricia pushed her hand forward and fired the psychic projectile forward with lightning speed. Maruad ducked, but the projectile was not aimed at him and it slammed into Syrilth’s front foreleg, smashing the leg backwards and causing her to stumble, her stream of flame passing harmlessly to the side of where Isheeni stood.

Syrilth was not so lucky. 


Isheeni and Aricia had spent the entire last year training almost as intently as Martin and Torma. When they weren’t caring for the hatchlings or Androcles they were out among the clouds with the males they both so loved. Over this past year Isheeni and Aricia had become so closely interwoven it was hard to tell where one stopped and the other began. It was the same for Martin and Torma, and that closeness; that deepness allowed them to do so many more things.

Isheeni, Aelnala now! Aricia barked.


Isheeni didn’t hesitate and unleashed the hottest stream of flame she was able to sustain for any length of time. Her Mindvoice and TK powers, refined over the course of the last year, allowed her to be able to direct that stream of flame with incredible precision. That stream of flame smashed into the side of Syrilth’s broad body with unerring accuracy. Though their psychic shield protected them from the majority of the blast, Syrilth cried out as she staggered against the heat and force of the blast, just as Aelnala used a powerful blast of her own TK power to smash into Syrilth’s opposite foreleg.


Syrilth began to teeter over to the right, losing her balance and smashing into the building that she was closest too. She screamed out in anger and pain as glass and concrete rained down on her from where her bulk caused the building to shudder and pieces of it to break off. Maruad had no Shi Viska to guard against falling concrete and he ignored Syrilth to look up and dodge pieces of falling glass.


I will kill you! I will kill you! Syrilth screamed out and cut loose with a full power blast of flame directly at Aelnala.

Isheeni reacted a second later, unleashing a blast of her own flame which intersected Syrilth’s stream, but not before the force of the blast sent Aelnala careening over to smash into the building she stood next to her. 


Stop this! Isheeni screamed out. Why do you fight us? We are not the enemy! We come from the same planet!


I must! I must!


But why? Aricia demanded.


I must protect them! I must protect them!


Aricia lifted her left arm and launched her Shi Viska with barely a pause. Maruad saw the shield leave her arm, his eyes going wide at the incredible speed and he lifted his Nehtes a split second before the Shi Viska cleaved his head from his shoulders. The Nehtes snapped against the force of the launched Shield, but deflected it enough to skip off to the right, but not before several of the razors sliced into the flesh of his arm and shoulder. He screamed out in pain as the burning lanced through his arm and the Shi Viska slammed into the steel and concrete of the building and imbedded itself ten inches.


Syrilth! Take off you upaee! Take off! Maruad screamed out within Mindvoice. Take off now!


Letting out a roar of rage and frustration Syrilth leaped into the sky, her wings quickly pulling her away above the city to the south. Aricia looked over as Aelnala righted herself. 


Aelnala!


Go! I am fine! Go!


Isheeni needed no further encouragement and leaped into the sky after the brownish tan dragon. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia did you feel it? Isheeni asked as she climbed rapidly into the sky.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes!

[Mindvoice Shielded] He called her a foul name! I will burn him to cinders for his words! Isheeni was angry, and this translated into speed as her wings lifted them into the sky faster than normal.


There! Aricia called. She is heading south!

She is fast but I can catch her easily Aricia! Isheeni declared. Do we follow?


Aricia watched as Syrilth’s wings moved with powerful strokes, propelling her along with amazing speed. They could catch her very easily, for while she was certainly faster than Aelnala, she was not even in the same league as Isheeni.


Aricia? Isheeni asked again.


No. Aricia replied quickly. We don’t know what we will face if we follow her Isheeni. We could end up outnumbered ourselves.


[Mindvoice Shielded] She is… she is in pain my bonded sister!

[Mindvoice Shielded] I know! Aricia spoke. She’s protecting something. She’s not… we must talk with Isra and then contact your mother.


[Mindvoice Shielded] My mother? Why?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I will tell you soon enough. Let us return and make sure Aelnala is not injured.


Isheeni banked sharply and they headed back to Eden City.
