CHAPTER FOURTEEN
HOPE’S QUEST

FOUR HOURS BEFORE LAST PIRATE GATE

This is what Anuk so loved about her husband and her Alpha mate, as his long powerful arms wrapped tightly around her svelte, muscular body and he drew her naked flesh close against him. 

His chiseled ebony body was wrapped around her lightly tanned freckled one, her hips resting in his lap, her upper body stretched out on the bed in front of them. His immense twelve inch charcoal black cock was buried completely within her warm depths, stretching her as only he could. The last of his searing hot seed was leaking into the velvet heat of her tight, bald pussy and his large hands on her hips were keeping Anuk anchored and unmoving at the base of his shaft. As her thighs quivered in the remnants of their passion, and she felt his thick black cock twitching inside her, Anuk had absolutely no desire to move one millimeter. Her cerulean blue eyes glanced down quickly at the two small puncture marks in her left breast and then her eyes went to the two similar puncture marks in the muscle of his neck and shoulders. The wounds were now healed over but still visible, but they would disappear in a few hours. His head rested on her abdomen now, their breathing coming in great heaves, the sheen of sweat on his bald head shining in the soft light of their quarters. His entire body was covered in sweat, and his ebony skin glistened in the light in such a way that it only served to stir more desire in Anuk, prolonging the delicious sensations she was currently feeling. As her wide eyes looked around the room, her small hands slowly stroking Daniel’s shoulders and head, the last eighteen months raced by in her head and Anuk knew one thing for certain.

Anuk knew her life had not truly started until Daniel had blasted his way into it and swept her off her feet.

Anuk had been a slave once. A Wood Elf Ranger under her father’s command. A routine combat patrol on Earth had resulted in her being captured by slavers. Anuk did not know at the time that she had been the target of the raid because her father was considered a threat to the Coven and their take over plans. Almost an entire year she had spent enduring beatings and countless rapes by men with the same color skin as her husband and mate. During that time period if someone had told her she would be mated to a man with the same color skin as her captors, and she would be withering in delight beneath him, Anuk would have ripped their face off gladly. She had grown to savagely hate anyone with dark skin during that horrible time in her life. Yet now here she was, and every morning that she woke Anuk thanked the gods that Daniel Simpson was her husband and that he had come into her life and made her a wolf and Ngauro just like him. 
It was a decision Daniel had agonized over for several moments she knew, not wanting her to hate him for turning her into an animal, but in the end it was the only thing that had save her life and kept her close to him. And no matter what occurred in the time since that day, Anuk never once considered what she had become as an animal. The four days they had spent in that tunnel escaping from New Las Vegas had been Anuk’s true awakening, and she had fallen hopelessly and completely in love with the hulking black Spartan in those four days, that much Anuk knew without question. He had treated her as a delicate flower, protecting her and keeping her safe from harm even while his dark eyes smoldered with desire and passion for her. Never once had he acted incorrectly, yet Anuk could see the want and need for her in those eyes. She could feel the burning of his wolf blood for her even then, though she did not know what it was at the time.
Anuk was quite sure that even if those creatures had not attacked them and they had left the tunnels safe and uninjured, Anuk would have dismissed the man she was promised too by her father and remained with Daniel. He had become her purpose for living in the complete and selfless way he had watched over her. The few times she had slept in those powerful arms, wrapped within that blanket of warmth and security his huge body provided, Anuk had never felt safer. When she had woken in the hospital after he had bitten her and realized she had become wolf, only his powerful arms around her kept her from going insane. When she fully discovered what she could do it was the most glorious thing she could have ever imagined. Anuk relished the moments she and Daniel had spent running together, and being in their wolf forms as he taught her all she needed to know.


Anuk marveled many times at the way she fit within his arms like the fingers of a glove, and it was almost comical to others when they saw her wrapped within his embrace. His six foot five and two hundred sixty five pounds was enormous when compared to her form, and Anuk had been frightened at first to see that his cock was every bit as large. Larger than anything she had ever seen. Their first time together in the shower of Daniel’s quarters had only initiated the craving for him that still burned in her elfin wolf blood. He had reached places with his cock that Anuk had not known she even had, and any doubts or fear she may have had at his size quickly vanished in the waves of pleasure that he made rip through her. The more they slept together and the more she grew accustomed to the enormous size of his cock, their pleasure had only increased and grown more passionate. It had been a precursor to pleasures that still never ceased to increase, and the pleasure that made her see stars no matter how many times her made love to her. 
Anuk was not a petite female elf, having inherited some of her father’s height and musculature. She stood roughly five foot eight inches tall and she was a hundred and thirty pounds of muscle and curves when not in her wolf form. Daniel’s body was chiseled from steel and granite it seemed and Anuk learned to take care of her own body, honing it into the lithe weapon that it now was, for there was not an ounce of body fat on her. Her breasts were high and firm, topped by pert pink nipples, her waist narrow and elegant. Her legs were long and ended in perhaps her finest asset as Daniel had told her so often, and that was the perfect ass that he spent considerable energy exploring with his lips and tongue and hands every time they were naked together in bed, or the shower, or anywhere for that matter. He did this to Anuk’s eternal delight. 
This was a part of Daniel that only she and Nayeca would ever see. To others, Star Colonel Daniel Simpson of the United Lycavorian Union projected violence and death and the unnerving ability to do those things so very well. His persona and aura told others he had killed before, that he would kill again, and that he knew far more ways to eliminate you than anyone else you may have known. He was generally considered by most, even by Martin the King, to be the most lethal Spartan in skill behind only the king. He had jumped at the chance to become part of The Durcunusaan, the unit formed and led by her father and General Vistr. His loyalty and love of the King was something that was spoken of in whispers in taverns and eateries across Apo Prime. Their history together was the second most popular course in many of the Universities across Apo Prime and it reached even as far as the planet all of them still considered home. Earth would always be more than just a planet to them, it was the place they all came together, and all of them would consider Earth their true home until they left this life. No matter the outward projection of his aura to others, to Anuk and Nayeca however, Daniel was like a gentle giant, and he caressed their bodies with a grace and expertise no one saw from him on a regular basis. A grace and expertise that always had their bodies crying out for more.

Nayeca.


They had almost six months together before Nayeca had come into their lives and caused both of them to fall in love with her, completing their unlikely trio. Anuk liked nothing better than to be sandwiched between Daniel and her Drow Mistress, the contrast in their skin colors never ceasing to incite burning desire in her. She like nothing better than to be laying between them, giving and receiving every ounce of pleasure she could receive and bestow. Anuk would do anything Nayeca wanted of her in their bed, and she had done just that on many occasions for her Drow Mistress. Anuk had known of the Drow growing up, and their history, but she had never imagined herself as the sexual slave of her very own Drow Mistress. Upon meeting Nayeca however, Anuk had soon discovered something else about herself that was new to her yet felt so very wonderful, and that was the desire to be submissive to Nayeca in whatever way she needed in their bed. Daniel would sometimes play the same role, though it was harder for him because of his Spartan nature. Nayeca dominated Anuk in their bed in every way, yet she loved Anuk just as intensely as Daniel did outside of their bed, and treated her as a cherished lover and mate. They were often seen in the markets of Tuya shopping and visiting friends they had made, while holding hands and sharing affectionate kisses in full view of everyone that could see them. And they did so without the slightest hint of shame or embarrassment. Most knew the unlikely pair of elfin females were the mates of Colonel Simpson, and no Lycavorian male, no male in general would approach them in any way except to exchange pleasantries. They had shared many nights of mind blowing pleasure, the three of them, and none of them wanted it to end. They would always be together they knew.

This night was different though. 
Daniel had a strange look in his changed yellow eyes this night, a look of desire and want that Anuk had not yet seen. Much to her delight he had wasted no time in stripping Anuk out of her clothes and beginning what had only just ended after two staggeringly pleasurable hours. Daniel had been more demanding and intense, driving his pulsing ebony shaft into Anuk with increased fervor and passion, his huge cock sending her into a world she had not visited before this night. Their actions had quickly chased the exhausted Nayeca from the double bed with a chuckle so that she could sleep. Every touch of his fingers upon Anuk’s skin set fire to her supple body in a way she had not experienced before and she could not explain it. Every driving stroke of his huge cock within her sent ripples of new found delight surging through her, until his pile driving strokes into her body caused the orgasms to pile upon her one after the other as if they would never stop.


“You are mine Anuk! You are my soulmate!” He had gasped just before sinking his fangs into the flesh of her breast and sending Anuk into a world of blissful abandon she was only just returning from. Two hours it had lasted until he had bitten her, and she had reacted out of her own instinct really, and had sunk her own wolf fangs into his neck as his searing hot come was blasting into her. The sensations this action caused had been incredible, as the flavor of his warm blood had splashed over her taste buds. They were not like vampires and didn’t need to feed on each other’s blood, and it took only a few drops of his warm blood to ignite a volcanic eruption of pleasure and seal them together forever, binding them as soulmates in much the same fashion as Martin and Aricia.


Now as they lay trying to catch their breaths and calm their racing hearts, Anuk’s hands stroked his broad shoulders with love and tenderness, as his large hands did the same with her legs and hips.


“Daniel?” Anuk gasped softly, her eyes wide and filled with passion and love.


Danny lifted his head slowly from her taut abdomen and turned his face to look up into her cerulean colored eyes. “I have wanted to do that for a long time baby. I just… I just didn’t know how.” He said with a loving smile as he pulled her up easily in his lap, Anuk groaning as his still hard cock sank even further into her depths.

 Danny gazed at her deeply and even now there were times when he could not believe she was his. He and Martin had lived and fought together since they were both small boys, and until recently they had not even known who and what they truly were. They were like brothers, as only the fires of combat could forge two men, and they would come to each other’s aide without question or pause. When they had returned to earth after discovering they had come almost five hundred years into the future, they had taken it in stride as they had done with everything in their lives. Their true Spartan nature, unknown to them until only two years ago, had instilled a laconic bravery in their blood from birth and they took everything that happened to them through the years as if it was meant to be. They had fought together in some of the darkest and most violent places that ever existed on Earth, always coming out ahead of their enemies. 

Danny had never known true love however, until the moment he had inhaled Anuk’s scent on the RAPTOR as they were moving to rescue her. It was that moment when he knew that this woman, regardless of the fact that she was an elf, Danny knew she would be with him for all eternity. When they had returned to Earth and discovered elves, most of them could not believe that something from myth and fantasy was now very prominent and alive on their planet. They had accepted it however, with the off handedness that had angered so many who did not know them through the years. Their first days together had been a test, but Daniel knew Anuk would ultimately be his. His father had explained it to him one night in Sparta after they had discovered who and what they were. A Lycavorian Alpha male will always recognize the female that would be his Soulmate his father had said, regardless of circumstances or events, and that female would always be his in the end, for once she felt the attraction and love for her, she would not be able to deny it either. Danny had spent four days in those tunnels trying to bury the burning in his blood for Anuk, and without even realizing it all he had done was make it all the more obvious to her, and cause her to feel the pulsing in his blood for her and her alone.


He had gone berserk when those creatures had attacked them and gravely injured Anuk, the three faded now almost non-existent scars that crossed her breathtaking face diagonally barely discernable. Daniel remembered when they were fresh and had laid open her face to the bone. He would have slaughtered hundreds of those creatures in his rage, until the last drop of blood had left his body. Anuk had been dying, their wounds on Anuk filled with a poison that was racing through her system. Anja had been helpless against it, and it was then that Martin had told him to bite her and make her like them. It had been the only way to save her and keep her in his life, and after only a few moments of indecision, Danny had done just that. The moment she had awakened in the hospital and cried out for him within Mindvoice Danny knew they would be together forever. Her cinnamon scent was like a drug he could not live without, and he had spent countless hours simply nuzzling and exploring every portion of her luscious elfin body, especially the most perfect ass he had ever seen on any female.


Little had changed when the Drow warrior Nayeca had come into their lives. His own mother had a female lover for the times when his father was away, and while he had been stunned and slightly irritated at the dominance over Anuk that Nayeca displayed in their bed, that had quickly faded away when he saw the loving way Nayeca treated Anuk outside of their bedroom. He had never expected anything to happen between him and Nayeca, but that first night on Earth had begun a never ending ride of pleasure and exploration. That first night discovering Nayeca astride Anuk’s face as his mate pleasured the Drow female had been something he had never seen before, and Danny was no stranger to two females being together. He had shared many nights in bed with Julie and Anja together until Anja’s intense love of Martin and Julie’s new found love of Tari had drawn them apart. Yet seeing Anuk acting so submissively to Nayeca had made his cock harder than it had ever been. Seeing them together, the contrast in their skin coloring, the way their lush bodies pressed against each other, it had nearly overwhelmed his senses. He had taken them both that night, and none of them had looked back since. Anuk was his Soulmate of that he was certain, and this action tonight sealed them together forever. Yet Danny knew, like Martin knew, Anuk was his Soulmate but Nayeca was someone neither of them could live without now. She had entwined herself within the fabric of their lives so completely that Danny loved her and her sweet apple scent almost as intensely as he loved Anuk.         

Anuk wrapped her arms around his shoulders as her large breasts crushed against his steel hard chest. Her rust colored red hair splayed all around her shoulders, plastered to her skin due to sweat and she crushed her lips upon his, kissing him with heat and love and passion and desire. She kissed him until she had to breathe once more, and finally pulled her lips away and gazed into his eyes. “I… I know what this means Daniel. It is the same thing Martin and Aricia have shared.” She spoke softly, still trying to calm the racing of her heart, now beating out of control once more because of the passion in their kiss.

Danny nodded slowly and kissed her lips gently, lowering his head to spread fluttering kisses along her shoulder and neck and then looking at her once more. “I truly hope that you aren’t angry.” He spoke softly. “I’ve never wanted to… I don’t think I could go into the future without you in my life Anuk. I knew that the first moment I saw you. I’ve wanted to perform the Gravinolfgrek for a few months now. I didn’t have the courage until now.”

Anuk couldn’t help but smile gently, her face alive and bright with love and happiness. “Daniel my love, I could not be any happier than what you have made me right now.”


Danny was not an emotional man by his nature, but he reached up and brushed some rust colored hair from Anuk’s bright face and gazed into her beautiful elfin eyes. “The day you entered into my world Anuk, that day you made my life have purpose. You made it mean something.”


“And that day you gave me my life back.” Anuk spoke softly, brushing her full lips across Danny’s cheek. “I would be nothing without you Daniel.”


Nayeca watched from the shadows, her own heart racing as she heard them talking to each other. She may have been chased from the bed by their actions, but she had witnessed the entire episode, and now she felt fear grip her stomach and her heart. The most passionate nights of her young life had occurred in their arms and in their bed, and Nayeca did not want to lose that. Anuk’s body was a temple Nayeca would worship at every night if she was allowed, and Daniel made her feel things that she never thought possible. She had spent countless hours reading about Lycavorian culture, and she knew the significance of this ritual they had just performed. They would be bound to each other for all time now, eager to make children and begin a family. Where would that leave her? They were her life now… and she did not want to lose that. They…


“And you complete us Mistress.” Anuk’s soft voice echoed across the small room to where she stood.


Nayeca’s head snapped up, her amber eyes wide and she saw them both gazing at her, the sides of their heads resting against each other. 

“Are you going to stand there hiding in the corner as if we don’t smell you or come over here where you belong?” Daniel asked with a grin.


Nayeca stepped from the shadows slowly, the simple tan shirt barely covering her lush Drow elfin body. She was the same height as Anuk, with the same perfectly shaped ass and full breasts. Her shimmering white hair hung down past her shoulders to the middle of her back, contrasting starkly with the light Bistre black color of her silky skin, her amber eyes bright and focused.


“Forgive me.” Nayeca spoke softly. “I only came in for a blanket to chase away the chill. I did not mean to….”


“Your heart pounds in your chest Mistress.” Anuk spoke almost submissively. “As if you are worried about something.”

The quarters on HOPE’S QUEST were not large, a semi spacious main room and the bedroom cabins. The bedroom cabins were tiny in comparison to what most of them were used too, but they were Spartans and the mates of Spartans, and complaining never crossed their minds. This allowed Daniel to reach out and grasp Nayeca’s hand quickly, pulling her to the side of the bed where she climbed slowly onto the soft mattress with them, the edges of the tan shirt lifting on her satiny thighs slightly.


“Nayeca… do you honestly believe that because we… because we have done this that we would abandon our love for you and what we share with you for any reason?” Daniel asked her in a calm even voice.


“I know what the significance of being Soulmates is for your people Daniel. I have spent much time studying the history and culture of your people. We both have.” Nayeca glanced quickly at Anuk. “And we all have experienced what it means, what the power of this ritual… what the significance of it means with the King and Aricia.” Nayeca said meeting his gaze with her amber eyes.


“Mistress… you can’t think we would just throw our love for you away.” Anuk spoke softly.


Danny reached up quickly and wrapped his fingers within the silky softness of Nayeca’s shimmering white hair. No matter what time of day it was, her hair always seemed to feel like fine silk against his skin. 
“You are every bit my mate Nayeca of the Drow. Never doubt that for an instant.” He spoke firmly. “This does not make me love you or desire you any less, it does not make Anuk love you or desire any less. You are a sacred part of our lives Nayeca, a part of our lives that we could not go on without.”

“But I am not like you and Anuk.” Nayeca spoke softly meeting his eyes. “I am not wolf Daniel.”


“Do you think that matters to us Mistress?” Anuk asked her softly but urgently. “That has never mattered to us! It did not matter to me the first time I tasted you, nor has it mattered any time I have tasted you since Mistress. I am submissive to you in our bed because I choose to be, because it gives me pleasure! It has never mattered to Daniel as he made you cry out his name. We love you Nayeca, for who you are! And we would fight to the death against anyone who tried to take you from us!”


Nayeca stared at them for a long moment before lowering her head. “I… I do not believe I could go on if I lost either of you.” She said softly. “I am a Drow warrior yes and I am supposed to be strong, but the life I have found with you both is beyond anything I have ever imagined or hoped for. I would fight without hesitation for that… for that love to continue.”


Daniel looked at Anuk and motioned with his head. They both groaned softly as she extracted herself from his lap, his still semi erect cock slick with their combined juices as it slid from within her tight pussy. There was no shyness, no embarrassment between the three of them. They had shared each other enough times in the last eighteen months that being naked was the most comfortable thing around each other. Daniel moved quickly when Anuk shifted herself from his lap and he pulled Nayeca into his arms before she knew what was happening, and in a moment she was sitting in his lap, her back pressed up against his chest tightly, and she could feel his huge cock between her thighs. Danny pulled the shirt over her head with one gentle tug, her white hair falling around her face and shoulders. Daniel made no move to seduce her however, wrapping his arms around her instead as Anuk shifted on the bed and stretched out in front of Nayeca, pressing her naked flesh against her Drow Mistress now. Nayeca’s hands reached up and griped Anuk’s head as she gazed at her lovingly.

Daniel leaned forward and firmly nuzzled the back of Nayeca’s four inch long elfin ear, causing her to gasp softly and her hands to tighten on Anuk’s head as shivers of delight coursed through her.


“You are my mate… our mate Nayeca of the Drow, and you will always be our mate.” Daniel whispered into her ear, his lips grazing the extremely sensitive ridges of her ear as he spoke. “You will have my children in the future if that is what you desire, just as Anuk will have my children. That is what I desire. I will never forsake you just as I would never forsake Anuk. I will make you like us… I will make you wolf if that is your wish Nayeca, but know that we love and cherish you as you are now, and that will not change whether you are elf or wolf.”

Nayeca’s breath was coming in short gasps now as her passion and desire rose quickly at his words. He could always turn her to putty by nuzzling her ears, just as he turned Anuk to putty by doing the same thing, and when combined with the words he was speaking to her now, it had begun a slow burn in her abdomen.


“You… you would… you would do this for me?” She gasped out, feeling his huge cock begin to thicken between her thighs, and then it was pressing firmly against her already soaked entrance. Her strong hands dropped to his thighs and squeezed. She may not have been wolf, and therefore could not feel the aura Anuk told her that Daniel could project, but there was no denying that in his arms he could turn her on instantly with just a simple caress. She pressed back against him, relishing in the feeling of being in his arms.

Anuk brought her lips close to Nayeca’s, her cerulean wolf eyes wide and now filled with renewed desire of her own. Desire for her Drow Mistress. With the only exception being the times when Daniel was pile driving his beautiful cock into her, the most intense and pleasurable moments Anuk had ever experienced were when she was locked in a mutual embrace with her Drow Mistress and they were happily lapping away at each other’s drenched pussies, something that Nayeca did very willingly and quite happily even though she was Drow. Nayeca could see the black outlining the cerulean blue color, and she could just detect the tips of Anuk’s fangs protruding from beneath her luscious lips. “We love you Mistress.” She drawled in an extremely seductive voice filled with want and need. “We will do whatever you ask of us.”


Nayeca gasped as Danny’s hands slid under her armpits and gripped her full breasts tightly as he nibbled the top of her four inch pointed ear. Her lush body was beginning to burn, becoming hotter than she had ever felt before. Nayeca could feel Daniel’s steel hard cock now, pressed tightly against her pussy, poised to fill her completely. The shaft was burning with heat and need, its thickness pulsing as if it was alive. There had never been a man before Daniel, Nayeca able to avoid the old laws of her people for many years, and that she was able to take his incredible cock completely within her never ceased to amaze her, much the same as her slave Anuk. He had taken her more times than she could remember in the last year, each time causing her to scream out his name in wanton pleasure as he drove that enormous ebony pole into her deeply. There had been times when Anuk was not with them, as she was attending a medical conference with Anja or taking extra classes at the University on Apo Prime, and he had shown her the same devotion and love that he did when they were all together. Even those times with Daniel had been no different, all of his attention focused on her, his hands and lips doing what they always did even with Anuk not in their bed. As he nuzzled her ears, his hands gripping her breasts tightly, Nayeca knew then they meant every word of what they had just told her.

“Let us show you how much we love and cherish you.” Daniel’s voice was husky and deep in her ear. “Mistress!”

“Oh… oh yes!” Nayeca gasped hearing his strong voice so close to her ear. Nayeca surrendered to the exquisite sensations coursing through her already. This night she did not want to be Drow, she just wanted to be a woman.

Danny hissed into Nayeca’s ear as Anuk’s small hand skillfully encircled his steel hard twelve inch shaft, squeezing it lovingly and stroking it several times to bring it to full hardness once more. As she did this she lowered her lips to one of Nayeca’s dark protruding nipples, teasing the bud with the tip of her pink tongue. She stroked his burning shaft several times, bringing him to full hardness before maneuvering the huge engorged head to the entrance of Nayeca’s equally tight pussy. Nayeca gasped when she felt the engorged tip of his enormous cock pry apart her slippery labia and slid inside her only an inch, just as Anuk’s lips descended to her eraser hard nipples. Danny’s hands had dropped to her hips as he grit his teeth and held her in position to keep from plunging into her warm center, his hands immediately replaced on Nayeca’s full breasts by Anuk’s slender fingers, pulling and pinching her stiff nipples as she knew Nayeca loved.

Anuk burned for her Drow Mistress now, her body once more aflame with desire and need. She nibbled Nayeca’s nipple once more before removing her lips and lowering them to Nayeca’s abdomen. “We have wanted to show you what we learned Mistress.” She spoke softly as her lips and tongue trailed a path down towards Nayeca’s partially stuffed pussy. The single thin line of white hair above her pussy was already soaked with her juices, glistening in the dim light of their room.


Nayeca’s amber eyes looked at Anuk as Daniel’s hands once more replaced Anuk’s lips and tongue on her breasts and kneaded her firm globes, rolling her hard nipples between his thumb and forefinger, drawing hisses of delight from Nayeca. 
“And… and what… what will you… what will you show me slave?” Nayeca gasped, trying very hard to maintain her role as mistress, but knowing that it was a losing battle as they manipulated her so expertly, and not caring in the least.


“This and that.” Anuk smiled up at her face.


Nayeca reached out quickly and wrapped her fingers in Anuk’s satiny rust colored red hair. “Don’t… don’t tease me slave! I will… I will punish you… if you tease me!” She hissed out the words.


Anuk’s eyes were smiling with love and desire, and she glanced at Daniel’s own burning gaze as he continued to nuzzle Nayeca’s ears and the back of her neck. “You taste so much sweeter when I tease you Mistress.” She spoke in a husky voice.

Anuk could tell Daniel was near the edge already, his cock pulsing with need, the veins bulging outward along the thick shaft. He was holding himself still with just the head of his cock inside Nayeca, and it was testing the limits of his control. His eyes were wide in desire and lust as he watched his elfin soulmate kiss and lick and taste her way down the taut ebony body of their elfin Drow Mistress.
Their Drow Mistress Danny knew.

The contrast in the color of their skin alone was always enough to drive him insane, and this night was no different. Seeing what the two of them did to each other was amazing, and Danny never wanted it to end. All they needed to do was kiss each other as he watched and it caused him to be instantly ready to perform. He had witnessed them pleasure each other in ways that he had never imagined, their bodies withering against one another, as orgasm after orgasm made them shudder in each other’s embrace. How many times had he seen Nayeca dominate Anuk, watching as Anuk happily did as her Mistress demanded of her, using her tongue to lick and taste that tight beautiful pussy in more ways than Dan had ever imagined. His rock hard cock was near bursting now, his large balls swollen with his come, just by having the head inside Nayeca’s warm tight pussy, and he was holding back from plunging into her completely, waiting for Anuk to make the move.

“Please… please my slave!” Nayeca gasped, her belly contorting now as the orgasm began to build rapidly within her. As her belly contorted it only made her hips move, pushing more of Daniel’s glorious cock into her. It was more powerful than anything she had yet shared with them, and there was nothing she could do but surrender to the sensations ripping through her. “No… no more!”


Anuk smiled as her eyes came level with Daniel’s thick twelve inch cock, twitching and pulsing and begging to plunge into the tight pussy that the head had already found. “Take her now Daniel!” Anuk spoke almost casually.


Daniel’s cry of relief was one of a wild animal as he griped Nayeca’s hips and thrust upward while falling back on the bed and pulling Nayeca back with him. She joined in his chorus of sexual pleasure as his twelve inch cock filled her in one mind blowing plunge, and she felt Anuk’s lips wrap around her engorged clit and nibble hard. When she felt Daniel’s huge come filled balls slam into her quivering ass cheeks Nayeca’s orgasm erupted from her with such force her sweet passion squirted around the thick ebony shaft now completely buried in her pussy. She could do nothing but shudder in their grasp as Anuk’s lips and tongue lapped away at both her painfully hard clit and Daniel’s large balls as they pulsed madly and he erupted deep inside Nayeca’s belly.


As Daniel’s powerful arms encircled her lithe Drow body tightly, his scorching hot come continuing to fill her, and with Anuk lapping away contently at her Drow Mistress’s spasming pussy, Nayeca knew it could never be more beautiful than this. Her body sang for their touch as it would sing for no other, and they had professed their eternal love for her in the most profound manner they knew how. Whatever fears she may have had after witnessing their Soulmate ritual were quickly dashed aside as Daniel and Anuk gave her all that they were without hesitation or doubt. They poured themselves into her, their voices joining in rapturous cries of delight. Anuk’s body pressed against hers then, their breasts crushing together, her own drenched pussy rubbing against Nayeca’s powerful thigh and her long red hair caressing the skin of her face and shoulders. Nayeca’s eyes opened slowly, dreamily, and then she was gazing into Anuk’s angelic face as the last of Daniel’s seed emptied into her. 

“We will never give you up!” Anuk whispered softly, her lips grazing Nayeca’s cheeks. Her cerulean blue eyes were alive with love and desire. “We will be together for all time.”

“Always.” Daniel’s voice echoed in her ear, his lips pressing against Nayeca’s pointed ear sending shivers of delight shooting through her.

Nayeca couldn’t help but smile as the sounds of the strange bells sounded in her dazed mind as she swam in the ecstasy of their moment together, signaling her complete devotion to them and they to her.


It wasn’t until several minutes later when they realized that those strange bells in her head were actually HOPE’S QUEST alarm claxon telling them trouble was coming.


Komirri turned to the door as first Martin and then Sivana burst onto the cramped bridge of the freighter. Yuriko and Filrian had been taking shifts on the bridge so that one of them was always either on the bridge or in the small ready room to the side at all times. Though he could not act as a face or voice on this mission, Martin would take the third shift himself, allowing Yuriko and Filrian to rest and get away from the bridge and ready room for a few hours. If he needed them they could be back on the bridge in minutes.

“What is wrong?” Martin demanded as he fastened his civilian shirt on the shoulder. He had dressed on the short sprint to the bridge.


“There is a Class Seven Rotarian Frigate approaching our location sire.” Komirri reported calmly. It seemed nothing fazed him anymore whenever he accompanied his King somewhere.


“Rotarian?” Sivana asked. “Are you certain?”


Komirri nodded quickly. “We confirmed it with our passive sensors. And she is very heavily armed.”


Sivana looked at Martin. “That is one of Cyngi’s patrol frigates.” She said immediately. “Are they on an intercept course?”


Komirri nodded. “Seventeen minutes until contact.” He answered.


“Damn!” Sivana cursed. “They’ll want to board us.” She spoke. “Cyngi controls this last Gate, and he is notoriously famous for stopping ships and checking their cargo, and even more for blackmailing the captain and crews. He has four of these Rotarian Frigates and this is all they do. Their crews are well trained and exceedingly violent. They won’t hesitate to open fire on any of us if we screw up.”


“The hidden rooms will conceal Torma and Miath right?” Martin asked.


Sivana nodded quickly. “No one will find those rooms.” She replied looking at him. “I’ve been doing this for three hundred years Martin and I couldn’t find those rooms. Your dragons will be safe.”


Martin nodded. “Then let’s not screw up.” He spoke. “Pass the word we are going to be boarded and everyone is to fall into their pirate roles.”


“They are transmitting in the open!” Filrian declared. “Do we answer?”


Martin looked at him. “We have no choice.”


Filrian nodded and stabbed the button on the control console to the right of where he sat. “This is freighter Gamma Alpha one four nine, HOPE’S QUEST responding to Rotarian Frigate approaching. What can we do for you sir?”

“Freighter HOPE’S QUEST this is Commander Togra, you will reduce speed and prepare to be boarded by an Overseer’s search team.” The gruff voice ordered them. “Failure to comply with this order will result in your ship being destroyed.”

Filrian looked at Komirri and Martin as Komirri snorted. “Destroyed? Not likely.” He growled. “We could send them into oblivion before they knew what hit them!”


“Then we would never make it through the Gate.” Sivana spoke. “I know Togra. He’s a Lycavorian with a mean streak and he won’t hesitate to blow us out of the stars. I’ve crossed paths with him on several occasions.”


Komirri looked at her, and then to Martin. “I can always hope.” He said with a grin.


Martin chuckled. “You’ll have your chance Komirri.” He said looking at Sivana. “This jerk knows you?”

Sivana nodded. “He’s seen me once or twice, but not in over a decade now. I’ve changed my appearance since then.” She answered. 

“It won’t matter.” Martin said. “He’ll recognize your scent immediately. Get with Anja and have her whip up a scent masker ASAP! She’s good at that. I can’t afford to lose your knowledge of this fool by hiding you with Torma and Miath. The scent masker is the only way to protect you. We are running into more and more of these Lycavorian pirates and mercenaries and that really pisses me off.”
“They are some of the more violent of the pirates in the Wilds.” Sivana spoke honestly. “And all of them are short tempered.”

“Well… we have to deal with them now. Get going. Anja is already heading for the room she turned into a Medical Center.” Martin spoke.

Sivana nodded and headed out of the small bridge just as Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca were piling into the cramped space. Martin looked at them, detecting the heavy scent of sex mixed in with the scents of cinnamon and sweet apples. He looked at Danny and moved up in front of him, staring into his face.

“What?” Dan spoke defensively but without the slightest hint of embarrassment. “We were preoccupied, and you have the timing of a bad case of the runs! I’m going to have a talk with Aricia and Anja and Dysea when this is all over and have them give you lessons in etiquette. Your manners suck!”

Martin couldn’t help but laugh.

The others on the bridge could only smile at the interaction between the two of them. All of them knew that only Daniel Simpson could talk to the King in such a way and get away with it. He was the only man close enough to him to be considered a brother. Martin had three half brothers from Gorgo’s mating with Riall, and they got along famously, but everyone knew that while there was no blood connection between Danny and Martin, he was considered Martin’s only true brother. Years of combat and living together had forged a bond between them that nothing in this universe could ever break. There were others that were allowed to call him by his first name, but only Daniel Simpson acted and spoke as he did. And for those who witnessed these interactions, they were some of the funniest moments they would ever experience.

Martin looked at Anuk then who was blushing heavily and he leaned over between Anuk and Nayeca’s heads to inhale deeply next to their faces. He drew his head back slowly and looked at their faces with a knowing smile. He leaned over even more and kissed first Anuk’s cheek and then Nayeca’s cheek softly. “It’s about time he finally got his act together and properly claimed you two.” Martin whispered so that only they could hear.

Anuk met his eyes and smiled brightly, totally unashamed of the two scents wafting off of her. Daniel’s scent and Nayeca’s scent. “He is sometimes slow.” She whispered back.

Martin looked at Nayeca who looked more flustered now than he had ever seen her, the white hair she normally wore perfectly groomed still tossed wildly about her face. Yet her amber eyes were alive with love and devotion in them, and Martin knew instantly that while Danny had made Anuk his soulmate, they had made sure Nayeca knew that she would always be a part of their lives. He reached out and took Nayeca’s hand, squeezing tightly. The level of brightness in her amber eyes told him all he needed to know. 
“They made you see what you will always mean to them Nayeca?” He asked her in a similar whisper.
Nayeca smiled brilliantly. “They… they did Martin.” She replied in that same soft whisper. 
Though there were very few who called him by his first name, Anuk and Nayeca were among that group because of their relationship with Danny. All of them knew that family was one of the most important things to Martin Leonidas, having his family and his childhood torn from him in the way it had been will do that to a person, and if Martin Leonidas considered you family, you were in very elite company.
“When we get back, we’ll have a proper celebration for this.” Martin spoke drawing his head back and looking at Anuk and Nayeca with smiling dark green eyes. The contacts he had been wearing for the last week changed his eye color to dark green, but they did nothing to hide the twinkle in them now. “You know of course that this bumbling buffoon’s parents love the hell out of you both.”

Anuk smiled and squeezed Nayeca’s hand. “Our Spartan mother Malaika has made that very clear.” She said with a grin looking at Nayeca with adoration.

“Yes she has. On more than one occasion.” Nayeca said with a similar gaze in her eyes.

“I can’t wait for that party.” Martin said looking back to Danny. “Your mother always throws the best damn parties.” 

Danny chuckled. “Neither can I.”

Martin smiled and pounded Dan on the shoulder with a large hand. “I am very happy for you brother. Very happy.”

Dan gripped Martin’s arms quickly, his face becoming serious and he nodded his head slowly. “That means a lot to me Marty. More than you will ever know.” He spoke softly. 

Martin nodded slowly. “Have everyone take up their positions and get ready to be searched by these midaeus.” He finally spoke. “Danny… you, Anuk and Nayeca will be in engineering as we discussed.” (Assholes)
Dan nodded quickly. “We’re there.”

“Filrian… inform them we will do as they ask us.” Martin spoke turning back to look at him as Danny, Anuk and Nayeca moved out of the bridge compartment. “Yuriko and I will greet them at the airlock. You and Komirri stay here on the bridge. If anything goes wrong… blow that ship into tiny pieces.”

Filrian and Komirri nodded quickly as Martin turned to leave the bridge.


Martin had changed his appearance drastically as far as he was concerned. He had cut his more than shoulder length black hair back to the Navy standards he had been raised with, and it was now well above his shoulders and trimmed very neatly. He had allowed the beard he now wore to come in fully during the last week and Anja had kept it trimmed neatly for him. He had been wearing green contact lenses for the last week to hide his dark brown orbs and had one of Armetus’s most experienced makeup artists add several jagged scars to his face that altered his features enough that he would not be easily recognizable. His face was not well known outside of his inner circle for the most part because he wore his crested helmet more often than not when in public. His practice of usually flying on Torma wherever he was going on Apo Prime, something that Aricia had started him doing, required he wear his helmet. His civilian clothes were clean but well worn, nothing to indicate he was anything other than a grizzled pirate or mercenary. Anja liked the changes he had taken on, and with the exception of the fake scars and had told him that he should leave his hair short and see if Aricia and the others liked it as well. They usually preferred to dress him, since he had no style in the least Anja laughed, and his four Queens and elf concubine surprisingly had very similar tastes when it came to clothes.

As he stood waiting by the airlock with Yuriko, Martin let his mind drift back over the course of the last few months as well as these last days. They were as prepared as they could be he knew, the sixty members of the Durcunusaan all chosen by Vistr and Vengal. There were three hundred of them total, the same number of Mjolnir’s Hand and the same number of Spartans Martin’s father had led to Thermopylae. It was a number that had great meaning to their King and both Vistr and Vengal knew it. Anuk’s father had become one of Martin’s most trusted Generals and friends in the last two years, even after the rocky start they had first begun with on Earth. He and Vistr had also forged an unbreakable friendship together in the fires of Ukwav and now the two of them and Tareif were as close as friends could be. Vistr held the two Elfin Generals in the highest of regards for their skill and courage. It had been their idea to form the Durcunusaan, and Vengal and Vistr had developed their entire training regime themselves. It included many facets of combat that the Spartans had not studied before, skills that the elves of Earth had adopted early on in their training, to include communications and piloting. All of them were cross trained in at least three skills; all of them were less than two thousand years old and in superb physical condition. There were two hundred pureblood Lycavorian Spartans and seventy-eight elves that had been turned by pureblood Lycavorians at some point in their lives. The surprises were the twenty-two humans within their ranks. While all of them had been turned like the elves, human/Lycavorian combinations were historically not the most robust of turned species. The twenty-two who were now part of Durcunusaan were the crème de la crème of the crop, all of them superior in every way to other turned humans. 
During the last year they had undergone some of the most intense training that any of them had ever been through. Tareif had even conducted several training courses via the interstellar communications hubs that had been established with Earth. Vistr and Vengal both had become task masters together, the Lycavorian and Elfin Generals two of the most respected and feared men on Apo Prime and throughout the Union due to their actions on Ukwav and Enurrua. What they had accomplished with only thirty thousand Spartans was still being talked about among the many taverns and military schools, and no doubt would be for centuries to come. They drove themselves as hard as they drove their troops and that alone had earned them even more respect.

The Durcunusaan would now accompany Martin whenever he left Apo Prime, and even though Torma was always with him, it was also their duty to protect their King. They were his personal guard, and would answer only to him. All of his Queens, and even For’mya now were assigned a detail of Durcunusaan, and they were making preparations to move to wherever their Queens were in order to assume their roles as protectors.


Martin still had trouble at times with the role he now found himself in. The knowledge of the last two years was still overwhelming at times, and for these times he would do the one thing that cleared his mind more than anything else. He would climb onto Torma’s back and they would fly for hours, sometimes talking with Mindvoice, sometimes just enjoying the presence of each other. He and Torma had come a long way since they had first met on Ukwav. Over the following months they had bonded so deeply that sometimes they scared each other with how completely they could feel what the other was feeling. The more time they spent together, the more their powers and their bond grew. Torma had become Martin’s best friend without question, and there were times when they would laugh together at the odd picture the two of them made. The massive obsidian colored dragon and the Lycavorian King walking on their Island Estate or on one of the airfields of Mjolnir Hand’s main base. To think that dragons were only a myth and a legend to Martin up until a year ago, when he looked back now and thought about how far they had come he could only shake his head. Martin knew Aricia and Isheeni were much the same in the depth of their bond and the extent of their powers, and like he and Torma, is was still growing. 


Aricia.


The youngest of the women in his life that he loved, and without question the one he desired more than any of them. Martin loved them all, but Aricia had a hold on him that the others never would, and it was not just because she was Lycavorian, or that her blood was nearly as pure as his own. The events of a year ago had shown him that Aricia truly was his Soulmate. The extent of their connection could not be explained even by Helen. Their powers had grown to such an extent that they could feed off of each other, and the love they had for one another went beyond just simple physical pleasure. They had joined their minds so completely that they could share pleasure just with their dreams and they could feel what the other was feeling. Aricia had long ago eclipsed Anja and Dysea in terms of Mindvoice powers by quite a margin, and now held the distinction of being almost as powerful as Martin in that regard. Her physical skills were also much more advanced now because of the connection she shared with him, and the endless hours of training she committed herself and For’mya too on a daily basis. This did not make Aricia arrogant or pompous in any way, if anything it made her love and appreciate Anja and Dysea and even Isabella even more. She was younger than all of them, yet more and more over the last months it was she who they all turned to. What she had endured over that six week period a year ago had changed her; making her stronger and wiser than anyone had thought possible. She still had her reckless nature, and Isheeni only enhanced that with her own rebellious personality, but that nature was now tempered with the wisdom of experiences she should not have had to endure. And when Androcles was born she took to motherhood like a fish to water, not only in the maturity of her physical body, but also in her actions and the way she thought. 


What Aricia and For’mya shared together now was similar to what Dysea and Isabella shared; what Anja and Seanna shared. His stunning blond haired elf concubine was both his lover and Aricia’s lover, and that was something that For’mya had long ago embraced with relish. Martin could watch them pleasure each other for hours, which they had done on many occasions in the last year, growing closer and closer to each other and to him. Together they could make him do anything they wanted in their bed, and he wouldn’t question it in the least. The combination of Aricia’s lavender/coco scent and For’mya’s sweet orchid scent could and did drive him mad, and watching them pleasure each other with their lips and tongues was usually more than he could take. 
He had spent hours alone with her simply exploring Aricia’s body with his own lips, tongue and hands, tasting and teasing her flesh in every way her mind could possibly think of. Since Enurrua where they had rediscovered their love for each other, her scent had become like an aphrodisiac to him in every way, and he was completely content to lie between her satiny thighs for hours and drink in her passion as he drove her over the edge again and again. He simply could not get enough of Aricia, and even now, though he had Anja’s lush and beautiful body, he could still feel the call of Aricia’s flesh and her soul. When For’mya joined with them, it was like a fantasy come true in every way. They enjoyed each other just as much as they enjoyed him, and the sight of their naked flesh pressed against each other and looking at him from their bed was usually all it took to bring Martin to full hardness, ready and willing to perform. The two of them were completely uninhibited with each other and with him, and that openness had drifted down to Anja and Dysea, making them the same way. Their bonds with their Dragon brothers and sister also had the added side effect of giving them much of the endurance of their bond mates, and that included in their bed. 
Martin knew Isabella would be his soon, as they had grown so much closer over these last months. Isabella had finally opened up enough to share their bed with them and enjoy the pleasures that Aricia and Anja and For’mya had shown her. While Martin and Dysea were otherwise occupied, the three of them had tasted and tantalized every part of her supple vampire body. They showed her in the most intimate of ways that they did not care she was a vampire, and as his elfin Queen and he howled out their pleasure on the bed, Isabella had joined that symphony next to them as her three lovers brought her up to the edge and pushed her over many times. And while Martin found Seanna incredibly desirable, she was much more reserved, and had only just started to share their bed just to sleep. Anja had told him once that Seanna was still frightened of him in a small way, but Martin could also smell the desire wafting from her pores whenever she slept in their bed. He knew Seanna wanted to experience the pleasures of a man as her lover and Queen did, and he also knew that she would only choose him to have these experiences with. Just last night he had awakened to find Seanna’s lush and very naked body pressed up against him tightly, one soft muscular thigh tossed over his legs, her large breasts pressed against his side, while Anja’s naked flesh spooned her from behind. He had been too tired to become excited at that point, but it had also told him Seanna was rapidly growing more and more comfortable being in Anja’s life and by extension his life, and the life of all those close to him. 
Yet ultimately in the end, it was still Aricia all by herself, with her raven colored hair and azure blue eyes that could excite him just that little bit more.

He shook his head with a smile, knowing that having six breathtakingly beautiful women sharing his bed had never even been a fantasy of his before he discovered his true heritage and history, and now he could not imagine himself without any of them.


“You are smiling father.” Yuriko’s voice echoed in his ears and he turned to look at the vampire female who he considered his adopted daughter without thought.


Yuriko had been used by Yuri, just like Yuri did with everyone around her. Yuri had killed Yuriko’s pureblood vampire parents and taken her when she was a small child to play a role while Yuri got close to him. Martin hadn’t known it at the time, but Yuriko had rapidly accepted him as the father she had never known, and that feeling had remained and become even stronger in the five hundred years that had passed in the blink of an eye for him when the comet came. Martin also found himself rapidly falling into the role of father with Yuriko, for while she looked only a few years younger than him, Martin was in fact over three thousand years old to Yuriko’s six hundred plus years. It had been Yuriko who revealed to him that he had a daughter of his blood out there, and that she had been searching for Lisisa for centuries, hoping to find her and free her from the life of slavery she had been sold into. A search that had quickly become so much easier as soon as Yuriko was able to fully use the complete scope of Martin’s power and influence as King of the Lycavorian Union along with his intense desire to find his daughter.

Martin nodded slowly. “I was thinking about everything that has happened to me in the last two years.” He told her with a warm smile. “It’s pretty wild you have to admit.”

Yuriko’s dark eyes looked at him oddly. “Do… do you regret anything that has happened father?”


Martin shook his head without hesitation, reaching out to squeeze her arm. “Never.” He answered quickly. “Not a single damn thing.”

This caused Yuriko to smile and the questioning look in her eyes vanished just as quickly as it had appeared. “We are close to her now.” She said softly. Lisisa may not have been a sister to her by blood, but she had raised her for decades as a baby while Yuri ignored her. They became as close as any blood sister’s could be.

Martin nodded. “I’ve been having dreams Yuriko.” He said softly. “Aricia and I both. They are dreams of Lisisa. I haven’t told anyone but Helen, but you need to know now. She’s calling to us. She knows we are coming.” He saw Yuriko’s eyes widen just a bit and he saw her throat tighten as she choked up slightly. She knew the power that her adopted father could wield, and she had seen it in action. If he was saying this now, than it could only mean Lisisa was going to be almost as powerful as Martin and Aricia, and she did indeed sense they were getting close.

“How… how can you be so sure?” Yuriko finally asked.


Martin smiled. “I’m sure.” He said confidently. “She’s of my blood, and her Mindvoice power will begin to start manifesting itself soon. Helen has told me as much. The closer I get… the more she will begin to notice. She knows we are coming for her and she has been reaching out within her dreams without even knowing it. She knows you never gave up on her.”


Yuriko took a deep breath at hearing this and she smiled as well. “And I never will give up on her, not for as long as I have years left in this life.”


“Yuriko… I will do anything I have to do to get her back.” He said softly meeting her dark eyes. “I will not hold back, I will not hesitate. The others might not understand if they see what I might have to do. The place we are going… what I’ve seen in her dreams? It isn’t pretty. Danny understands… he knows me better than anyone alive. I hope you will understand as well.”


“You do not have to explain to me father.” She spoke softly. “Whatever you must do, I will be beside you doing it as well. She may not be of my blood, but Lisisa is as much a sister to me as is possible. And she is the only link I have to the childhood that Yuri stole from me. I intend to get that back, and I intend for us to be sisters once more.”


Martin smiled at her. “You are more a sister to her than you will ever know.” Martin said softly. “Never doubt that Yuriko. Only a sister would have spent all this time looking for her and never given up hope. Lisisa knows that.”


They heard the echo of the airlock hatch sealing and looked at the hatch. Martin nodded. “I just thought you should know.” He told her softly as the hatch slid open and they saw the two dozen faces glaring at them. All of them were armed in some way. There were half a dozen Kochab Hunters, two Evolli and the rest were Lycavorians. None of them looked in the least bit friendly and Martin suddenly had a sense that things were not going to turn out well during this little visit.

The twisted and scared faced of the burly Lycavorian directly in front of them stared at Martin with cruelty in his eyes.

“I’ve never seen you in this part of The Wilds before.” Togra growled as they walked slowly into the main cargo bay of HOPE’S QUEST. The Spartans they had seen were all wearing civilian clothes, a miss/mash of clothing that was well worn and not having the hint of newness to it. None of them appeared to be anything other than what they projected outwardly and that was free lance mercenaries. It was well known that pirate crews did not look upon their opponents in a friendly manner, and Martin’s people played that part to the hilt, sharing evil looks with the heavily armed men that had come with Togra.


Martin nodded his head casually. “I… we’ve operated mainly along the Paltian Nebula border.” He answered evenly. “It’s one of the few areas left on that side of Lycavorian space that they do not patrol and leave alone.”


Togra looked at the muscular Lycavorian keenly. He could smell no lies coming from the young man. His scent told Togra this pirate was over three thousand years old however, and the scars on his face spoke of battles won and lost. Togra was older by millennia, but he had not lived this long by being stupid. The Paltian Nebula side of Lycavorian Union territory was harsh, but if you knew how to play the game, smugglers and pirates could become quite wealthy. This ship told Togra that these pirates had been very successful in the past. The ship may have appeared old, but it was in superb condition, no doubt due to the imposing presence of the obvious commander walking with him. Most of the crew was Lycavorian he saw, a smattering of hard faced elves and turned humans among them. Many of the female elves he saw were quite beautiful, and this only confirmed what he had heard over the years that elf females were delicious. He was very surprised to see the very attractive vampire female walking beside the young Lycavorian. She was young, but her dark eyes held years of wisdom she should not have had. It was not often that you saw Lycavorians and vampires working together, and usually when they did, it was because they were very skilled.

Togra studied this burly young Lycavorian quickly. He had been able to intimidate the vast majority of the captains of the ships he had boarded in the last ten years. There were very few who cared to have a Lycavorian angry at them, and he was able to come away with a great deal of bounty from these ships, from slaves and other females, to precious materials he was able to sell in The Wilds for great profit. He was not so sure with this young man however, there was something about him that did not bode well for him and his crew. He had not dealt with many Lycavorians in this sector of The Wilds because of the proximity to High Coven space as well as their ancient homeworld Lycavore. The Lycavorian mercenaries and pirates he knew avoided this area of space like the plague. He would have to move quickly and take what he wanted before this young Lycavorian challenged him. 


“You carry a full load…” Togra looked at Martin. “I didn’t catch your name.”


“That’s because I didn’t give it.” Martin answered meeting Togra’s steady gaze without a hint of fear. “It’s Pulmian.”


“You carry a full load Pulmian.” Togra said again. “You know of course that I have the right as Overseer Cyngi’s enforcement officer to take whatever I want.”


Martin stopped walking and looked at Togra evenly, his hands crossing behind his back while Yuriko stood next to him quietly, acting the part of his executive officer. “What exactly did you have in mind Togra?” Martin asked. “My contact is paying a handsome price for us to deliver this merchandise to Lycavore.” He spoke. “Not to mention he is covering the added cost I charged him to go into High Coven space to this planet on the edges of the universe to begin with. I really have no desire to deal with the High Coven whatsoever.”

Togra chuckled. “Yes… many of us feel that way.” He spoke. “You will allow my men to inspect your cargo and your ship?”


Martin nodded slowly. “If I want to use the Overseer’s Gate I have no choice.” He spoke evenly. 


“You have no choice in what I choose to take possession of.” Togra growled. “That is the way Cyngi has decreed these inspections will go. As long as I do not take your main cargo, I am authorized to take whatever other items we deem we want.”


Martin nodded. “Within reason of course, and as long as it does not put my ship or crew at risk, you are welcome to whatever we have. We have collected quite a bit of bounty so to speak, and you are more than welcome to inspect it and take whatever you like. As long as you understand that my crew is off limits.” Martin answered with a small smile.

Togra glared at Martin with evil eyes. “You can not dictate to me what I will take.” He spat.


“Let me be very clear Togra.” Martin spoke calmly. “You have a well known reputation of taking crew members from the ships you stop and inspect. Mainly the female crew members. Now I don’t care what you do with the females of your crew, but you will not take any of the females on my ship. They are part of my crew… and some of them are quite skilled. I would find it impossible to recruit females if I allowed you to take the ones I have. And my own men like the company they provide, and the females also know that is part of their position on this ship; to provide companionship to the men.”

“You realize of course I can refuse you access to the Gate if you do not adhere to my demands.” Togra spoke.


Martin nodded. “Yes I do. I also know that I would immediately contact Overseer Cyngi to inform him of your actions and ask him if he would like to lose the small fortune in credits I am paying him for access to this Gate. I will leave it to you to explain to him why he needs to pay it back to me and to my investors, because they are some powerful people who don’t like to be barik wen! That is something I’m entirely sure he would not appreciate in the least.” Martin told him.


“You are not in a position to threaten me Pulmian.” Togra spoke harshly. “My frigate could destroy your ship in seconds! And I would only have to report you refused to be boarded.”


“Are you so sure Togra?” Martin spoke casually. “I haven’t lived this many years by being stupid. How do you think I have survived in the Paltian Nebula Region for so long? Not to mention been very profitable for myself and my investors. And even if this was the case, you and those with you would be very dead. You wouldn’t make it off this ship alive, that much I guarantee you and your men.”


“Are you so sure of that?” Togra demanded.


Yuriko’s stepped forward slightly her eyes changing to vampire cobalt blue and she allowed her fangs to extend just enough to be seen protruding from her lips. “We are very sure.” She spoke confidently. “Are you?”   


Togra gazed at her for a long moment before turning to look at Martin once more. There was no fear in those green eyes, no fear and no back down in them either. Overseer Cyngi would be incensed if he had to pay back credits he most likely had already spent in other endeavors. He held Martin’s unwavering gaze for another long moment hoping that he would back down before turning to look at his men. 
“Begin your searches!” He barked out the order. The Lycavorians and Kochab Hunters nodded and quickly began to disperse down the corridor. He turned back to Martin. “You will take me to your medical center, for we require medicines and then I will inspect your personal quarters Pulmian. In my experience… the captains of ships like yours keep the best for themselves.” He spoke harshly.

Martin motioned down the corridor. “The medical center is down this way.” He spoke motioning with his hand. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yuriko… stay with the Kochab fools. Danny and Atropos will cover the rest. Martin projected into Yuriko’s mind. She didn’t blink and simply turned around and headed down the corridor.


Togra watched as Yuriko turned and he had to admire the way she filled out her dark gray and black uniform as she walked away. She had elegant features that were very exotic to look at and for a brief moment he wondered what it would be like to have her in his bed. “There are very few mercenary captains that can command the loyalty of any vampire, let alone a female vampire. How is it that you have done so?”


Martin lifted his arm again down the corridor. “I have to share my cargo with you, but that does not mean I have to share anything else. This way Togra.” He said without the slightest hint of friendliness in his voice.

APO PRIME
TUYA
MAIN ROYAL PALACE COMPOUND ESTATE 

The Main Palace Estate is what was meant originally as the home for Martin and his Queens to use. With the discovery of the dragons and the role they now played in the lives of the King and Queens, Martin had taken the Island Palace, which was originally meant as a vacation home, and turned it into their main residence. The Island Palace had been expanded in size to accommodate all of those considered to be family by the King and Queens. The dragon cavern had been built to exacting detail, and still the island itself was almost thirty square kilometers in size and was nothing but thick timber and vegetation and rocky hills. The Main Palace Estate was now the official offices for Martin and the Queens, as well as the comfortable residences for those Lycavorians who cared for the gardens and grounds, not to mention the huge staff. Martin insisted that these men and women were to occupy the many buildings on the four square kilometer Estate, for they had earned it with their service. There was a small plush retreat on the estate for visiting dignitaries, and a complete Mora of Spartans called the Main Estate their home. A large Water Lifter marina had been added for travel to the Island Palace, for the only way there now was by Water Lifter or dragon. No aircraft were allowed to over fly the Island Palace because of Torma and Isheeni and their hatchlings. Only they commanded the airspace around the Island Palace.

The Main Palace Estate was a beehive of activity now, the word having gone out among the King’s trusted employees that Jeth was missing. Elynth never left Dasha or Androcles’s presence now, all of them blanketed by an entire Lochi of Spartans no matter where they went. It was rapidly becoming common knowledge that Elynth and their Prince had begun bonding even though they were both still so very young. Fully three Mora of Spartans were scouring the city and spaceports within a hundred kilometers of Tuya looking for the dragon hatchling.

For’mya sat behind Martin’s desk now, listening as Deia gave her a briefing on what had been happening. Aurith rested on several soft pillows on the side of Martin’s desk within reach of For’mya, her golden eyes always alert and right now fixed on Deia as she spoke.

“Armetus will be here later this evening to give you a full brief.” Deia spoke to For’mya as she sat in the comfortable chair in front of Martin’s desk in his official office in the Main Palace Building. “Two officers from Mjolnir Hand’s main base will be arriving within the hour. One of their security cams picked up something just before the King’s ship departed that they feel you should see.”

For’mya looked at her. “What was that?” She asked. “I don’t have time to view minor security footage with Jeth missing.”
Deia shook her head. “I don’t know, they wouldn’t tell me. All they said was that it was important. They report only to Martin, for that is the way he set it up. When he is not on Apo Prime, the only other person he has authorized them to report to is you.” Deia replied.

For’mya’s dark brown eyes widen in stunned surprise. “Me?” She gasped.

Deia smiled and nodded her head. “Anything having to do with the dragons or Mjolnir’s Hand falls to your purview when the King, Aricia and Dysea are off world. That is the way Martin set it up as I said.” Deia explained. “I don’t know the why of it, only that an elf must be the one making the decisions in regards to anything having to do with them. To be honest… I’m quite happy with that. I must spend more time with Arzoal before I am comfortable enough carrying on a conversation that concerns dragons.”
Aurith turned her golden eyes on For’mya. She had grown now to two meters in length and height, her wing span almost three meters across. Dragon hatchlings grew extraordinarily fast in their first months of life, rapidly reaching their initial adult size within a year. They would continue to grow more slowly over their lifetimes to their complete size, but within that first year they grew unbelievably fast. In six more months Aurith would be large enough and strong enough to be ridden, and though For’mya had never wanted a dragon bound to her, Aurith was now considered her dragon. The bond the two of them had was growing in power and even Arzoal had commented on it when she had last been here, and secretly For’mya relished the time when they would be able to take to the skies.

It is because of the history we have For’mya. She spoke. 

For’mya looked at Aurith. History?
Aurith nodded her large blue scaled head. I will relate to you what that history is when we are alone again. It is time you knew of the history elves and dragons have. When mother told us we were fascinated, and given what is taking place, I don’t believe she would be angry if you now knew what only a few others know. At least right now.
For’mya nodded her head slowly. I look forward to that Aurith.
As do I. Aurith replied.

For’mya sat back in the large leather chair and took a deep breath. She inhaled deeply and Martin’s powerful mint scent and Aricia’s lavender/coco scent filled her nostrils and her being. She smiled inwardly suddenly realizing why their scents were so intermingled in the chair, and For’mya could only wonder what that must have felt like for them both, and why she wasn’t present to participate.
A year ago such thoughts would not have even crossed her mind.

For’mya was the last female elf in the elfin royal line. The only female elf outside of her mother left with royal blood and of the two of them, only For’mya could have children now. Her mother had suffered an accident many years ago that had taken away that ability from her. The actions of her father pushing her to be concubine had driven a wedge between them and her, and it wasn’t until the day she had seen Martin Leonidas obliterate a High Coven prison planet to rescue her alone that her views had changed. Her life had taken a very different and dramatic turn the day Martin had walked into it, and looking back on the last fourteen months For’mya had absolutely no regrets about how any of it had transpired since then.
For’mya was now quite willingly and quite happily, the Royal Elfin Concubine to the Lycavorian King and Queen. And that was by official title only. She was a great deal more to all those who knew her and the power she now wielded openly was greater than even Deia as Prime Minister. Martin and Aricia had made it very clear to her where she stood in the scheme of things, to include her position in their lives. They also made it very clear to everyone around them that For’mya was far more than a concubine. She had the power and influence of one of Martin’s Queens, absent only of the title, which suited her just fine. The last year everyone had seen her grow into the woman she now was. She was madly in love with both her King and her Queen and she slept in the same large bed with Martin and Aricia with very few exceptions. Martin Leonidas surpassed any lover she had known in her eleven hundred years of life by a very wide margin. He did things to her that she had never dreamed of, things that she could not live without now. While she had shared a brief liaison with a fellow female elf pilot many years ago, it did not burn anywhere near as brightly as the pleasure she shared with Aricia as often as the two of them could. Just the thought of being naked with them in bed, feeling their naked flesh wrapped around her was enough to induce warm sensations throughout her. 

For’mya’s world had opened so much when they had come into it, and not just in the realm of their bed. The pleasures she had experienced in their bed surpassed anything she had ever thought about, and when Anja, Dysea, and now Isabella were included in that coupling, it usually resulted in all of them pleasuring each other until they were exhausted. However, it was obvious to For’mya that her influence extended far outside of their bed. She was eighth in line of power, and while she would never be Queen, that did not stop Martin, Aricia or anyone else from showing her she did not need to be a Queen to be an indispensable part of their lives. 

She was one of the two premier elfin pilots in the Union fleet, and while fourteen months ago she considered herself superior to everyone, the events of her life had shown her differently. She and Endith, the female elf pilot from Earth, were now held up as the finest flight crew to have ever lived, and when Tina was added into that mix, there was not much the three of them could not handle together. When the three of them were not flying Martin and Aricia around, they were teaching new pilots and crews. For’mya had accompanied Deia and Dysea to Elear and other planets on several occasions to participate in political meetings, and she was now considered a blossoming star in that field though she avoided it like the plaque whenever she could.

She and Aricia were rarely ever seen apart, mainly because they loved each other almost as much as they both loved Martin. And up until ten days ago, For’mya had never thought she would have the courage to become the one thing that she desired most of all. 

Martin had changed her into wolf in order to save her life.

There were times when she could still feel the bite of his fangs into her neck. The virus coming from Martin Leonidas was in its purest form entering into her blood stream. It changed her into what she had desired for so long, and now she relished the feel of power and freedom it gave her. The new smells and added abilities her transformation had given her were the things For’mya embraced as easily as pulling on her boots in the morning. She had finally become wolf; just like the man and woman she so loved.

“For’mya?” Deia’s voice broke into her thoughts.

For’mya sat up quickly her face turning slightly red. “Oh I’m sorry.” She said quickly. “I was thinking of…”

Deia smiled. “I know. I worry about them everyday as well.” She said with a smile. “I was hoping perhaps you had heard from them?”

“I spoke with Aricia before coming to the Main Estate here. She faced off with this unknown Firespitter and got the upper hand very briefly. The dragon and rider escaped before being able to complete their goal of killing Tarifa and Aihola.” For’mya told her. “They were able to pull Isra and Tarifa’s father safely from the island where they had been shot down. Aricia has some ideas about this dragon, but she wanted to discuss them with Isra and Arzoal before going into more detail.”

“Nothing from Martin?” Deia asked.

For’mya shook her head. “I don’t expect to hear from him for at least another two days or so. I don’t know how he intends to get a message to us, but he will figure something out I’m sure.”
“You should know that Governor Vorilas and his daughter have requested a meeting with you.” Deia spoke.

For’mya looked at her. “The woman from the party?” She asked.
Deia nodded. “That would be her. If the message I received was accurate… she wants to apologize for her words and actions that night.”

“Deia can’t this wait?” For’mya asked. “I have no desire to whittle away time with them when Jeth is missing.”

“Armetus believes meeting with them is a good idea.” Deia spoke.

“Why?” Deia shifted in her chair and For’mya took notice of this quickly. “Deia… what aren’t you telling me?”

“Sadie is on the list of potential suspects for the attack on you and Sivana.” Deia told her.

“That pompous wench!?!” For’mya declared dismissing that knowledge. “She isn’t smart enough to be able to plan something like that by herself!”

Deia leaned forward in her chair. “Keep the meeting For’mya. If anything… it may work to our advantage to have Governor Vorilas in our corner whenever we need him.”

“I will not play political games when we do not have any idea where Jeth is Deia!” For’mya snapped getting to her feet. “If something has happened to him, I will have someone’s mida!”

“I’ve seen the information Armetus has gathered on her For’mya.” Deia spoke. “He presents a very convincing argument.”

“Why would this Sadie have a grudge against me?” For’mya asked. “I do not even know the woman.”

“You called her Upaee at the State Dinner in front of some very powerful people.” Deia said. “That all by itself was very embarrassing for her.”

“She deserved it!” For’mya snapped.

“I don’t disagree.” Deia spoke. “We have known for some time however, that while we may have rendered Veldruk’s major intelligence networks here on Apo Prime inert, the High Coven still has many assets to draw from. One of which was a very old program to turn young and attractive Lycavorian females into spies for the Coven. Armetus has some information that guides him in this direction with regards to the Governor’s daughter.”

For’mya met her gaze and nodded. “Very well. I will keep the meeting. Jeth is my first concern however, and I will never forgive myself if something bad has happened to him.”

“Nothing has happened to him Lady For’mya.” The male voice spoke from the doorway. “At least not yet, and definitely nothing that we have the ability to prevent given where he now is.”

For’mya and Deia turned and saw the two officers in the doorway to Martin’s office. They wore the shoulder boards of Mjolnir Hand’s Ground Support unit. One was a Colonel; the other was a senior Lieutenant.

“What do you mean?” Deia asked getting to her feet as well now.

“Yes!” For’mya exclaimed. “Where is he?” He demanded excitedly.

“May we?” The Colonel asked.

For’mya motioned them into the office. “Of course Colonel.” She spoke. “The Prime Minister told me you were coming to show me something. Security footage I believe. You are saying it shows where Jeth is?”

The Colonel motioned to the Lieutenant to set up what he was carrying on the table in the office and he nodded. “Yes Milady, it is security footage of the King’s Ship roughly one hour before they took off from the airfield. It’s all very mundane stuff until what I’m about to show you.”

For’mya and Deia moved over to stand beside the table as the Lieutenant set up the portable Holoimager and stepped back. He activated it and all of them could see the reasonably clear picture of HOPE’S QUEST on the airfield, the ramp down. Foot traffic was minimal because almost everything had been loaded already.

“It’s coming up here.” The Colonel said pointing to the side of the image. It happened quickly and then the large blue/black dragon hatchling burst into view and scampered up the ramp into the bowels of the freighter.

For’mya’s eyes were wide. “By all that is holy!” She gasped. “He… he got on the anse ship!”

Oh he is so dead when Father and King Martin find him! Aurith spoke as she fluttered to her feet quickly, moving to stand next to For’mya. Even now she dwarfed all of them in the room.

The Colonel nodded. “We crossed referenced the feed with three other cameras, and they all showed the same thing. He got on the ship forty-nine minutes before it lifted off.”

“But why would he do that?” Deia asked aloud to no one in particular.

“Jeth has always been the more rebellious of the hatchlings.” For’mya spoke turning slowly and looking at Aurith. “And he adores his father and Martin Leonidas to the point of being just crazy enough to do something like this.” For’mya turned to the Colonel. “Stop the searches of the surrounding Spaceports Colonel. Do it casually over a period of several hours so that it does not raise suspicion.”
The Colonel nodded. “I will see to it.” He answered quickly.

“Is there any way to get word to the King?” Deia asked.

For’mya shook her head. “No. We can not beam a transmission to them while they are moving within The Wilds. There is too much interference and too much risk of it being detected.”

“How does he plan to send a message when he reaches Lycavore?” Deia asked.

The Colonel looked at the Lieutenant and nodded his head. The Lieutenant turned back to Deia. “Captain Komirri and Admiral O’Connor developed a transmission unit that will allow them to piggy back a signal on the High Coven’s own carrier waves. It is very low frequency, and unless it is being looked for specifically, we will be able to communicate with them on this frequency freely and without worry.”

Deia couldn’t help but smile. “This Admiral O’Connor is certainly turning out to be one of the finds of the universe with the equipment he is devising.”

For’mya matched her smile and nodded. “The man is a genius.” She said in agreement. “If everything is going as planned, they will break into Lycavore’s system in eighteen hours. I expect them to contact us within the first few hours of arriving, and we will want to be together for that transmission Deia.”

“I’ll make sure my scheduled is clear.” She spoke. “I think…”
The commotion and shuffling in the corridor outside was followed by several loud shouts and grunts. Deia and For’mya rushed into the corridor to see four heavily armed Spartans with crimson shoulder boards on their uniforms holding two other Lycavorian males against the wall none too gently.

“What is going on?” For’mya demanded as Aurith appeared directly behind her. 

All eyes turned to where she stood and the eyes of the pair of men being held against the wall grew slightly wider when they saw the dragon hatchling.

Aurith had questioned her mother endlessly about For’mya and why she felt as she did towards the female elf. Isheeni had explained to her that it was fate that made Aurith open her eyes and For’mya was the first one she had seen. Fate had determined that she was to be bonded to For’mya, and her mother’s words were coming true as they grew closer together. That they could speak so easily together within Mindvoice, and shield their conversations from all but Martin and Aricia was the biggest sign that they were meant to be bonded. Her grandmother Arzoal had confirmed this when she was here just recently, putting them through half a dozen tests of their Mindvoice abilities as well as other physical abilities. Her mother had told her that it was fate that decided no other dragons but those born from her and her father would ever serve the King and Queen or those that they loved. It was why she was bonding so easily with For’mya, and why Elynth was bonding so easily and quickly with Androcles. Her mother felt that Jeth’s bond mate would be the next child born from Martin and one of his Queens.
“Who are you?” For’mya barked as she glared at the strange Spartan officer she had never seen before.

The Spartan stepped away from the others and bowed his head quickly. “I am Senior Commander Kelia, Enomotarch of your Durcunusaan Detachment Lady For’mya. We are your Hippeis Sedla.”

For’mya looked at Deia who had a stunned expression on her face. “Deia… I’ve…”

“Wolves of the Blood.” Deia said softly with a little bit of awe in her voice, and she turned to look at her with wide eyes. “Durcunusaan means Wolves of the Blood in the ancient language.”

“I know what it means.” For’mya said gently. “Who are these men though?”

“They are just what the Commander has said they are.” The deep voice spoke from the side. They turned and saw General Vengal stride into the room confidently. For’mya smiled and stepped up to the elfin General who was one of Martin’s closest friends and who had befriended her almost from the start on Ukwav.
“Vengal…” For’mya spoke as she hugged him lightly and kissed his cheek. “How are you? It’s been several weeks since we have seen you.”

Vengal smiled at her and nodded. “Vistr and I have been busy putting the finishing touches on some things. I wanted to get here and tell you before they arrived, but it seems we may have trained them better than we thought if they got here before me.” He spoke looking at the Spartan who had spoken. “Well done Commander.”

Kelia nodded. “Thank you sir.”

For’mya looked at him. “What is this Vengal? Who are these men and why are they here?” She asked.

As with the majority of elves, Vengal had no fear of dragons and he stepped right up to Aurith and reached out to scratch her thick neck, watching as her head canted towards him in delight. “You have grown Aurith.” He said with a grin. “Pretty soon you will be as big as your father.”

Aurith snorted and shook her dragon head. For’mya chuckled and came up next to him. “She says she truly hopes not.”

Vengal laughed as well and turned back to face For’mya. “Mjolnir’s Hand will not be fulfilling the role of Royal Guard.” He explained to her. “They are the extension of the King’s will and voice now, and that must be their only job. General Vistr and I have spent the last year putting together a true Royal Guard. The Hippeis I believe the ancient Spartan term is according to The First Oracle. Hippeis Sedla. We called them the Durcunusaan.”

For’mya looked quickly at Kelia and back to Vengal. “You are assigning them to me?” She asked. 

Vengal nodded. “Every member of the Royal Family to include Androcles, Gorgo, Dasha and all of the King’s half brothers and sisters. The Guardian of the Line, The Oracle, Yuriko, and Lisisa when he finds her, as well as several others on Earth.” He replied. “Deia I have already dispatched your detachment to your office. They will await your arrival back to the Parliament Buildings.”

“I don’t need a personal guard!” Deia snapped.

“Perhaps… but since Martin ordered it… you have one now.” Vengal told her with a sly grin.

“Martin ordered this?” Deia asked.

“He wants those close to him protected.” Vengal said. “He will not allow what happened with Aricia to happen again with anyone close to him. It was actually Aricia who brought it to me first when she still carried Androcles. We selected and trained three hundred, for you all know the meaning of that number to the King. Those not protecting actual individuals will be protecting anything having to do with the dragons that have become so much a part of their lives. Believe me… when Gorgo and Riall discovered they were to have personal guards they were not happy either. Martin and Aricia will not bend on this issue Deia, they are insisting on it. They will have only one mission and that is to safeguard whoever they are assigned to and they will answer only to the King or Queen Aricia. The members of Durcunusaan are spreading out now, even as we speak to establish security over their charges.”

“Aricia? Dysea and Isabella?” For’mya asked quickly. 

Vengal nodded and took her hand squeezing it. “Her detachment left this morning on the fastest AUTUMN MOON Frigate that was in orbit. As well as those assigned to Tareif and the others on Earth. Dysea and Isabella’s detachments are moving for the spaceport now and will arrive on Elear in two days to join up with them. Kelia leads the four men who are assigned to you.”

“Did you train them to rough up people coming to the Main Palace Estate Vengal?” Deia asked.

“Prime Minister… these two gentlemen barged their way past security at the entrance and were making their way back here into a secure area.” Kelia spoke quickly. “This area of the Main Palace is off limits to guests.”
For’mya looked at the two men pinned to the wall. “Indeed it is.” She spoke as she moved closer to the two men, her dark brown eyes gazing upon them. “I know you.” She spoke. “You are Commander Wistmus! I had you relieved of your post Commander. Why are you here?”

“You had no right to relieve me!” Wistmus snapped.

For’mya looked at the Spartan holding him pinned to the wall and nodded for him to release him. Wistmus yanked his arms back and straightened out his uniform as he turned to face For’mya. “You were saying.” She said.

“I work for the Ministry of State and Travel Lady For’mya. The MST does not fall under the control of the military, nor the King. We work directly for the Union Senate.” Wistmus spoke more calmly as he got his anger under control. “You do not have the authority to relieve me of my command of the Spaceports control. The only person who can do that is the senior Senate Chair. I am willing to take into account the newness of your position as Concubine to the King in this matter Lady For’mya, but I have come here for a formal apology and to have you instruct the military officers now swarming over my Spaceports to leave immediately.”

Deia opened her mouth to bark out angrily but For’mya lifted her hand slightly and shook her head. She looked at the man, his arrogance now returning to him as he stood there casually. For’mya stepped up to him. “You wear the rank of Commander in the United Lycavorian Union military Wistmus, do you not?” For’mya spoke.

“I work for the MST.” Wistmus said again. “It is they who appointed me to the position and it is only they who can relieve me of that position.”

“That is not what I asked you.” For’mya said. “Do you wear the uniform of the ULU?”

“I think that is obvious.” Wistmus answered smugly.

“The last time I checked, once I assumed the position of Bound Concubine to the King, my rank was elevated to that of Admiral/Lieutenant.” For’mya said calmly. “And the last time I looked at rank structure… Admiral/Lieutenant is far above Commander in authority correct?”

“I don’t see your point in that.” Wistmus spoke.

For’mya’s eyes changed quickly and her fangs burst from her gums in a display of anger. “My point is you weasel of a male… I outrank you!” For’mya shouted into his face. “I spoke with the Senate Chair immediately after you so rudely cut me off. He signed your termination order five minutes after I told him what was going on!” For’mya took the small data pad from the belt pouch she was wearing and tossed it at Wistmus, watching as it bounced off his stunned chest. “When a request to close the spaceports comes from the Island Palace you fool, you don’t question it, you act on it! We wouldn’t order such an action unless it was necessary Igord! Now since you carried your monsene benee mida here, I will save you the trouble of any further embarrassment publicly for being such a nubous piegn sibfla and tell you myself your career is over! Done! Nubous Vonin!” 
Deia and the others could only stand there and watch as For’mya let Commander Wistmus take the full fury of her anger. Deia was barely able to contain her smile as For’mya acted no different than Aricia when she got truly angry. Ancient Lycavorian words began to inter-space almost naturally within Aricia’s speech when she became angry and that habit was coming out right now in For’mya. There were very few, fewer than even Deia had first thought, who could still speak the Ancient Lycavorian language, and that number had grown smaller and smaller as the years had passed. Deia and Helen both hoped it would make a come back soon since it appeared that Martin and all of his Queens, as well as For’mya and several others who had been with him from the beginning were very fluent in the ancient language. She had asked Helen about it one day months ago, how Martin and the others could speak it so fluently when they had never been exposed to it from childhood. The Oracle had replied that it was somehow encoded into Martin’s sub-conscious mind, and the moment he had touched his father’s Spartan monument on Earth it had triggered the recognition patterns within his mind. When he turned Anja and Dysea and now For’mya, it carried over to them; and when he and Aricia became Soulmates, it triggered that part of her sub-conscious mind as well. 

It was something else long forgotten by their people that Martin’s return had begun to revive, as well as the influx of men and women from Enurrua and other planets that were once under Chetak’s rule. It was an incredibly hard language to learn, and many who were not Lycavorian could not form the proper syllables to speak it properly.
Wistmus could do nothing but stare at For’mya as she finished and turned to Kelia. “Gonaire allon geldusvan arbet aur jendrar!” (Remove this piece of garbage from my sight!)
The Durcunusaan Commander nodded his head quickly. “Aen forn rota Aur Ina!” He answered. He snatched Wistmus’s arm in his hand and yanked the man toward the door with no gentleness in any way. (As you order my lady)
For’mya turned back to see Deia and Vengal looking at her with smirks. “What?” She blurted out.   

Vengal laughed now. “I am still learning the ancient language of Martin’s people, but you just called him some very inventive names.”
Deia nodded and stepped up to her. “Yes you did.” She spoke.

For’mya grinned. “He made me angry with his pompous attitude.” She said.

Deia took her arm. “Come… we have more to cover before Armetus arrives.” She said with a smile.

HOPE’S QUEST

Togra stared at Anja hungrily as he maneuvered around the small medical bay she had set up. That she was Hadarian was easily noticeable to him, yet what was surprising was the fact that she was wolf. Her honey scent was very prominent, yet he could also detect that her blood burned for only one male, his mint scent saturating her body completely. This was the honey scent he had detected on Martin as they walked the corridors of the ship to the medical bay, and judging by the way his scent mingled with hers, they were mates. He had never seen a Hadarian in The Wilds, let alone three. Anja was working on Sivana, doing a very good impression of treating her for something while Seanna sat at the small desk and made mindless entries into the computer there. Belen occupied one of the beds in the small bay, also pretending to be sick.

Togra had to admit this young Lycavorian had excellent taste in females. Even the two elf females and the single human female he had seen on their walk here were exquisite looking. All of them had been turned, but they were far better looking than the females currently slaved out on his ship. It only made Togra even more tempted to disregard what Martin had said, kill him and take the females, reporting back to Cyngi that they refused to be boarded.


Togra turned back to Martin. “You did not tell me you had Hadarians among your crew.” He spoke finally.


“I have four Hadarians among my crew.” Martin replied from where he stood. “And you didn’t ask. Not that it even matters one way or the other.”

“It matters to me!” Togra snapped. “Healers are very valuable in The Wilds, you must know that.”


“You have already been told my crew is off limits.” Martin said.


“You can keep the one you have claimed as a mate, and the one that is not here. I will take the other two and trouble you no more.” Togra offered quickly, knowing that the two females would be extremely valuable on his ship.


Anja turned to face him and motioned to the three large duffels by the door, her anger starting to get the better of her. “I have given you three quarters of all our medical supplies.” She popped. “Why don’t you take it and leave.”


Togra turned back to her and met her jade green gaze. “You allow your woman to speak out of turn?” He asked surprised. “Interesting.”


He held Anja’s defiant glare for several moments before finding he could not stare into those eyes for very long and he turned to face Sivana, who sat on the table. He studied her for a long moment as well, believing he should know her from somewhere. 

“I know you.” He spoke.


Sivana shook her head. “I don’t think so.” She stated plainly. 


Togra stepped forward and inhaled deeply, letting the pine scent of her fill his nostrils. Her sea green eyes were bright and focused and they held nothing but murder in them as they met his gaze. “I’m sure I know you.” He stated once more. “You are familiar to me somehow.”


“As I said… I don’t think so.” Sivana spoke calmly. “I’ve been a member of this crew for close to a hundred years, and I’ve never left the area of the Paltian Nebula.”


“Let me see your identification chip.” Togra demanded suddenly.


Martin pushed off of the wall. “For what purpose?” He asked.


“I wish to see her history!” Togra barked. “Show me your chip woman! Now!”


“I am not a member of your crew, nor am I a piece of meat from your ship!” Sivana growled at him. “You can not order me around!”


“Just show it to him Sivana.” Anja spoke quickly.


Sivana glared at her sister with real anger, not feigned and she snatched the green ID chip from her belt almost tossing it at Togra. Anja blinked rapidly as images flashed in her mind. They were images from Sivana, images of a brutal rape and pain. Anja’s jade green eyes went a little wider as she looked at her sister, and Helen’s words came back to her then.

“She is your twin sister Anja. You shared your mother’s womb, so it stands to reason you will have a sisterly connection with her that reaches beyond Mindvoice. When you discover it, cultivate it, for it will only serve to help you better understand your newfound sister. And it will bring you closer to her.”

Togra held the chip in his hand looking at her for a long moment before lowering his eyes to the chip as Sivana got off the bed and moved to stand further away from Togra. Anja glanced at Martin quickly and saw him shake his head.

Belen was watching everything from the bed where he sat quietly, his shirt off. He detected something from Sivana that the others did not, something dark and unforgiving. Belen took a slow deep breath to calm his nerves at Togra’s treatment of Sivana, lest he hear the racing of his heart and his eyes settled on Sivana. What he felt strongly for the Queen’s sister was not something he should feel. She was infuriating and reckless, with a chip on her shoulder the size of a mountain. She needed to be put over someone’s knee and spanked like a child for some of her antics. She had been teasing him endlessly for days, brushing up against him whenever she could, always sending coy looks his way. Belen was no fool and could tell by her scent that she wanted him.

Almost as much as he wanted her. Her musky rose scent drove his wolf senses wild and he did not know what to make of that.

She was the Queen’s sister and it would be inappropriate to pursue such a relationship regardless of what he desired. His father would have his ass for participating in such an action, not to mention what the King would do. He did not know how to approach his father about it, or anyone for that matter, and he certainly could not go to the Queen. Sivana was her sister and undoubtedly would be very protective of her and not want her to enter into a relationship with a common Spartan. Sivana’s normal musky rose scent was masked by the pine scented pads the Queen had inserted into the fabric of her clothes, but Belen had no trouble picking it up, no matter how faint it was, and that fact troubled him. Just as his rising anger over the pig Togra’s treatment of her troubled him.

Togra looked up slowly and his eyes went directly to Sivana. “This ID chip does not appear to be in order.” He said slowly.


“What are you talking about?” Sivana demanded crossing her arms over her chest.


Togra held up the green chip. “This chip is telling me your name is Sangria and you are an employee of Cyngi. Why is that do you think?”


Sivana’s eyes went wide and she glanced quickly at the pouch on her belt just as Togra’s hand snatched out and grabbed a handful of Anja’s lush Persian red hair and he shoved the barrel of his rifle under her chin.


“I knew I recognized you Sangria!” Togra spoke as he turned quickly and looked at Martin. “I wouldn’t do anything if I were you. One twitch from my finger and she dies.” He stepped away from Martin, dragging Anja with him. “You are not who you seem to be Pulmian. Why does that not surprise me?”


Belen had come off the table but he stopped as Martin held up his hand.


Sivana’s eyes were wide in horror and fear and anger. “I gave him the wrong chip!” She barked looking at Martin.


“Let me go!” Anja growled.


Togra yanked Anja’s hair viciously causing her to gasp in pain. “Be silent wench! It seems I will have you as well as everything else on this ship!”


“I’d listen to her if I were you.” Martin spoke evenly, his blood beginning to burn in anger. “She has quite a temper!”


“Rictar!” Togra barked canting his head to the side.


Martin smiled slowly. “You internal communicator won’t work.” He spoke taking a step forward. “I asked you to let her go!”


“Don’t move!” Togra barked. “I will ventilate the upaee’s head if you take another step!”


“I am not a bitch! And you will never have me in any way, shape or form you nubous piegn!” Anja growled as she twisted her body away from Togra just as the single shot from the projectile weapon echoed in the room and Togra’s head snapped back. His finger twitched on the trigger of his rifle and a burst of fire erupted from the barrel. Martin’s eyes went wide as Anja’s body was jerked away from Togra and slammed into the bulkhead wall before beginning to drop to the deck, blood leaking from her temple.


“NO!” Martin and Seanna screamed together, both of them moving towards Anja, Martin diving to catch her body before it collapsed fully on the deck.


Belen covered the distance to Sivana in three steps, ripping the hand weapon from her grasp as the report from the weapons fire echoed out of the room through the corridors of the ship.


“Wen forn malda channe?” He screamed out. “That was the nubous piegn thing you could have done! The others will hear the shots!” (Are you crazy woman?)


Sivana’s eyes were wide as she gazed at where Martin cradled Anja’s limp form in his arms.


Danny walked around the engineering compartment of HOPE’S QUEST with the four Lycavorians and two Kochab Hunters. The engineering section was the largest section of the ship, and separated into two levels. The LSD core was in the center and hummed along in idle power while Anuk and Nayeca stood on the higher level pretending to study instruments. The six guards had noticed them both immediately upon entering engineering, and all their eyes kept going back to where they were standing, even as they made a show of looking around the section trying to find whatever they could. None of them had any engineering experience and were as clueless as Danny was when it came to what worked and how.


The Lycavorians could smell Danny heavily on the two female elves, and especially the red haired one who had been turned. Had they been smarter and more alert instead of ruled by their sexual urges, they would have asked why they could only smell Danny on them. And they would have asked why he had made both of them his mates if they were supposed to be playthings for the entire ship. One of the Lycavorians mercenaries, the one who appeared to be in charge, saw something out of the corner of his eye behind one of the large cooling tanks and he stopped.


“What was that?” He demanded.


Danny looked to where he was staring. “What do you mean?”


“I saw something move behind the tank. Something very large and black.” He declared. “Do you have animals running free on this ship?”


“Animals? What kind of animals?” Danny asked surprised. “We don’t have any animals on this ship.”

“I saw something!” He stated again moving to the tank and looking around the corner into the shadows.


“I’m telling you… we don’t have animals running around our ship!” Danny spoke as he watched the man reach his arm behind the tank slowly. “We…”


The Lycavorians eyes went wide, his face twisting into horrible pain and Danny heard the unmistakable crunching sound of bone just as the Lycavorian let out a blood curling scream and yanked his arm back, blood spurting from the stump. Danny’s eyes went wide as he saw the arm was gone from just above the elbow.


“What the fuck!” He screamed moving forward even as the two and a half meter tall, blue/black dragon hatchling moved from the shadows and cut loose with a short blast of superheated breath that caught the screaming Lycavorian full in the face. 


At that instant the sounds of gunfire ripped through the interior of the ship causing heads to turn from whatever they were doing.


ROGUE STORM! ROGUE STORM!


The sound of Belen’s excited voice shouting the code word within Mindvoice spurred every member of HOPE’S QUEST into action in the blink of a single eye. It was a code word used for only one purpose.

It meant the King or one of the Queens was down.


Atropos was in the main cargo hold with Yuriko when he felt his son scream out in Mindvoice. His reaction was as predictable as it was efficient. His Shi Viska flared immediately to life and launched from his arm while his Nehtes appeared in his hand as if magically. The short metal spear extended in a single beat of his heart and ran through the mercenary that stood closest to him. His Shi Viska cleanly decapitated the next Lycavorian and he watched with grim satisfaction as his King’s adopted vampire daughter acted a micro fraction after he did, two wickedly sharp knives appearing in her hands as she quickly dispatched the Kochab Hunter that stood nearest to her. There was a massive banging sound and Atropos whirled toward the false metal wall as a dozen Durcunusaan descended upon the remaining ten mercenaries, their weapons out, and their faces showing they would not be kind in any way. The loud horrible wrenching sound caused all heads to turn as the false wall installed to hide the STRIKER DT came crashing down and the bodies of two enormous and fully grown dragons came rushing out while Endith and Tina looked on in stunned shock from the ramp of the STRIKER. The appearance of the massive obsidian black dragon and the smaller but still huge green scaled beast paralyzed the mercenaries on HOPE’S QUEST, making them quite easy to subdue quickly, which the Durcunusaan did without gentleness.

Torma made no effort to block his thoughts and when he screamed out within Mindvoice, everyone on the ship heard it. JETH MY SON!

On the heels of his one word was Miath’s cry for his Queen. Anja I am coming!

Atropos could only watch as the two dragons made directly for the corridors that would lead them where they wanted to go. The corridors on HOPE’S QUEST had been enlarged enough to accommodate the two dragons, and they easily and quickly vanished from sight. He turned back to look at Yuriko, her hands stained with the blood of the Hunter she had killed.


 “Tell Komirri to destroy the frigate!” Yuriko commanded quickly.

Atropos wasted no more time and sprinted to the communications panel on the bulkhead he was closest too, slamming his hand down on the controls. “Komirri! Rogue Storm! Rogue Storm! Destroy the frigate!”


Komirri turned from his chair, lowering his side arm the barrel smoking from where he had just shot one of the three mercenary Lycavorians on his bridge. As members of his bridge crew subdued the others, he snapped his head around to where Filrian sat at the weapons control station. “Extend the missile pods! Eight M15 Ship Killers! Full yield on all warheads! Gamma 41 spread! Fire now!”


Along the port side of HOPE’S QUEST a long, dark gray rectangular box rose from the superstructure of the ship and locked into place. The covers over eight of the sixteen recessed tubes slid back to expose the nose of missiles, just as they ignited and left their launch tubes in a spray of fire and sparks. The Rotarian Frigate really had no chance. The M15 Havoc Ship Killer missiles were designed to punch holes in much larger warships. The distance to the frigate was covered in the time it took for a man to blink rapidly twenty times. The missiles impacted along the starboard quarter of the frigate and burrowed into the superstructure before exploding in huge gouts of flame and explosive power. Massive sections of the frigate were blown into space instantly, creating explosive decompression along every deck of the frigate. The crew working the bridge had little time to react let alone contemplate their deaths before they were all sucked into the cold vacuum of space and killed instantly.


Filrian turned from his scope as the frigate began to disintegrate before his eyes and he looked at Komirri. “Direct hits all missiles! She is breaking up as we speak!”


Komirri nodded moving to his command chair. He looked at two of the Durcunusaan Spartans that were securing the two mercenaries with plastic hand bindings. “Get that scum off my bridge!” Komirri snarled as he settled back into the chair. “Tell me they didn’t get a transmission off!” He bellowed.


“Negative Captain!” The reply came almost before he finished speaking.


“Excellent! Helm, take us away from here quickly. Resume course to the pirate Gate! We’ll have to hope we figure something out before we get there!”


“Going to full power on the Sub-Lights!” The man called as his hands flew over the controls in front of him.


“Reload all the missiles tubes immediately!” Filrian ordered. “We may have to fight our way out of whatever we just stepped in!”


Daniel reacted instantly upon hearing Belen’s words in his head. His Shi Viska flared into existence as he lifted his left arm. He saw a similar flash from above and to the left where he knew Anuk to be standing and then two Shi Viskas were suddenly loose within the large engineering section. Jeth also did not waste time and snapped his now five foot long tail around, the bony protrusion on the end impacting the Kochab Hunter’s head with a sickening crunch, and dropping him to the deck just as Danny’s Nehtes appeared in his hand and prepared to impale another Lycavorian.

He needn’t have bothered as both his Shi Viska and Anuk’s struck the man in the same instant, effectively chopping his body into three parts. Danny didn’t pause and was already in motion when the bodies of the remaining three mercenaries jerked viciously backwards, and Danny saw small explosions of their flesh blossom from their chests. His dark eyes snapped around to see Nayeca standing above him with the K12 in her hand, the real Spartan engineer next to her with her P190 as they both emptied magazines into the remaining three men.


Daniel called his Shi Viska back as he whirled to look at the dragon hatchling with anger in his eyes. What are you doing here? Danny bellowed within Mindvoice, causing Jeth to back up a step. He may have been larger than Danny by a great deal, but he knew the sound of authority in someone’s voice and he shied backwards.


Yes my son! Torma’s voice joined the conversation as his head and most of his neck stretched in to the engineering section. While they had enlarged the entrances into the corridors and the corridors themselves on HOPE’S QUEST, the actual doors to the rooms had not been made bigger, and Torma was only able to stuff his head and neck into the room. Like Danny however, he glared at his son with angry yellow/gold eyes.


Danny turned to Anuk and Nayeca. “Anuk… contact Komirri! Tell him we are secure! Nayeca find out who is down and how bad! Shit… we didn’t need this now! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”


Anuk and Nayeca didn’t question his words and immediately moved to respond. Whenever he swore like he just did, in rapid succession, their mate was extremely upset and worried.


Seanna held her hand to Anja’s temple and Martin watched as the soft white light bathed her tanned skin. Seanna looked at his worried eyes. “It only grazed her head Martin.” She spoke quickly. 


“The baby?” Martin asked quickly.


Seanna dropped her hand to Anja’s abdomen and placed her hand flat across her lover’s mid-section. “The baby is…”


Seanna felt Anja’s hands cover hers tightly and Seanna’s dark green eyes darted up to her face. “The baby is fine.” Anja said softly with a smile.


“Anja!” Seanna gasped leaning over and kissing her Queen and lover hard on the lips in joy.


Anja accepted Seanna’s kiss with relish and squeezed her hands. “I’m ok.” She spoke finally when Seanna’s lips pulled away. “Really.” She felt Martin’s strong arms still holding her and she looked up in to his own worried face with a smile. “I knew you would catch me.”


Martin leaned over now as well and kissed her even more intensely, Seanna watching with a smile. “I will always catch you!” Martin hissed out the words to her when they parted.


Anja smiled. “I want to put a request in to move that fucking wall!”


Martin chuckled and pulled her closer into his arms. “I’ll get right on it.” He said as his arms pulled her tighter and Anja snuggled deeper against him.


“Jeez! Anyone get the name of the spaceship that hit me?” Anja groaned as she reached for her head with one hand while squeezing Seanna’s hand tightly with the other.


Seanna took her hand. “Don’t do that.” She spoke. “The projectile grazed your skull. I have repaired the damage my love, but you will still have a head ache for a few hours.”


Anja forced a smile. “Yeah… I’m feeling that right now.” Her jade green eyes grew wider. “Sivana? Where is…”


“I’m here.” Sivana spoke as she settled onto the floor next to Anja, ignoring the looks of anger from Seanna and Martin both. “I’m… I’m sorry Sister. I’m so sorry!”


Anja took her hands quickly. “I… I saw… I saw what he did to you Sivana. I saw it in your mind.” Anja said softly reaching up to stroke her sister’s cheek. “Never… never apologize… not to me.”


Sivana lowered her tear streaked face to Anja’s chest and felt her sister pull her close. For the first time in her life Sivana felt acceptance and love from a person. Acceptance and love of who she was, and to her those sensations felt wondrous. Anja looked up and met Martin’s eyes.


I saw what he did to her Martin. He… he raped her horribly. He… Anja began to tell him.


Martin shook his head. It’s done now. You are safe. We are all safe. I need to find out what is going on? It appears we have a stowaway on board.


I heard… I heard Torma scream Jeth’s name. Anja said. Where is Miath?


Here Anja. The male voice replied and Anja turned to see his head and neck sticking through the open doorway, his gray eyes filled with concern.


Anja couldn’t help but chuckle at the picture that presented. Miath do you realize how silly you look with just your head and neck in the door?

As silly as you look lying on the floor in the King’s arms perhaps. Miath answered.


His words caused all of them to chuckle with relief and Martin eased her into a sitting position against the wall. Don’t get up until Seanna says for you to get up. He ordered her. I need to find out what is happening.


Anja nodded. Go!


Martin kissed her quickly and then looked at Seanna. Watch out for her.


Seanna nodded. Always.


Martin got to his feet and headed for the door. Belen… you stay with Sivana. He spoke as he allowed Miath to remove his head and neck to allow him out of the medical center. No matter where she goes… you go with her.


Yes Milord. Belen answered.


Martin moved into the corridor. Atropos! Danny! Everyone meet me in the cargo hold. We need to figure out what to do now!

What were you thinking Jeth? Martin exclaimed as he stood looking at Jeth in the cargo hold of HOPE’S QUEST.


Danny, Atropos, Komirri and Helen stood to one side while two dozen Durcunusaan stood in a loose circle around the surviving nine mercenaries. Torma stood behind Martin, his gaze on his son unwavering, Miath sitting quietly to the side. The dragon hatchling may have been larger than Martin in size, but he feared his King as much as he feared his father.


I… I wanted to help! Jeth replied submissively.


This mission is not for children! Torma exclaimed to his son. You have put all of us in danger now! For’mya must be beside herself with grief because she can not find you! And you left your sisters? Jeth… this was completely irresponsible of you!

I needed to come! Jeth spoke. I… I wanted to help you and King Martin! I… something made me want to come!


Martin looked at the dragon hatchling intensely, stepping up to Jeth and looking into his blue eyes deeply. What do you mean something made you want to come with us Jeth?


Jeth didn’t drop his gaze from Martin’s eyes. His father had once told him he should always look Martin in the eye when speaking to him. He may be King, but he liked to see a person’s eyes when he spoke to them, and until this very moment Jeth didn’t realize that he had never seen his father drop his eyes or look somewhere else when speaking with King Martin. They always held each other’s gaze.


I… I can not explain it King Martin. Truly father I can not. Jeth spoke looking at his father before turning back to Martin. Something said I needed to come with you. That my place was here with you now.


Jeth you are still a hatchling! Torma complained. Your mother will skin me with her talons when she discovers you stowed away on our ship! You have altered a mission that we have planned meticulously.


I am a strong flyer father! Jeth defended himself. I can spit my breath for longer than even Elynth. I can help!


Martin turned to look at his dragon brother. [Mindvoice shielded] Torma… could it be… could it be Lisisa?


Everyone remained silent knowing that he was talking with Torma within Mindvoice. None of them with the exception of Queen Aricia had the ability to even attempt a breach of the King’s or Torma’s shields in Mindvoice when they shielded their conversations with each other. Whatever they were discussing, it was something that Martin and Torma both felt needed to be private.


Torma lowered his massive head to Martin’s shoulder level and stared into Martin’s eyes, his own golden orbs wide. [Mindvoice shielded] If that is the case Martin…


[Mindvoice shielded] Let’s say it is. Martin said nodding his head. It’s not my daughter that Anja carries. While I can sense her aura within Anja’s womb even now, it’s no where near powerful enough to touch Jeth in this way. To call to him as he says.


[Mindvoice shielded] Martin that would indicate that Lisisa is far more powerful than we first thought.  If she is calling to him sub-consciously and does not realize it… that speaks of power nearly equal to you and Aricia.

Martin nodded. [Mindvoice shielded] The same type of power that Androcles is showing with Elynth. I know you have felt the power of the bond between them. It rivals the bond that you and I share. That Aricia and Isheeni share.

Torma lowered his massive body to the deck and shifted his bulk as he maintained eye contact with Martin. He nodded. [Mindvoice shielded] Lisisa may be strong enough to call to Jeth in this way but she will never be as strong as Androcles. Torma spoke. He has your blood and Aricia’s blood in him. He will be stronger than even you perhaps, as quickly as he has bonded with Elynth. He is only seven months old and my daughter rarely leaves his side. It is almost as if… if he is talking to her even now. She will not share that connection with me or even her mother. She keeps it for herself.


Martin looked at him oddly. [Mindvoice shielded] Torma are you saying he’s already aware of what is going on around him? At only seven months old?

[Mindvoice shielded] Sire… the Elder Mother Arzoal and even your First Oracle. They both believe you and Aricia have not yet reached the pinnacle of what your power could do. They believe that you and she will grow even stronger in other ways which have not yet manifested themselves. Anything is possible. There is so much that we have not experienced nor can we explain it.

Martin was silent for a moment. [Mindvoice shielded] Who told you these things Torma?


[Mindvoice shielded] Isheeni is my mate Martin. As with you and your mates, we share everything with each other. It is something that Arzoal said to Isheeni during her last visit when Jeth leaped into her side and Arzoal scolded him harshly. It angered Isheeni that her mother reacted in such a way… and when she talked with her mother about it afterwards, their conversation turned to you and Aricia. If what they say is true Martin my brother, the potential for all of your children, whether they be pureblood or not, is quite extrodinary. Helen says that even though they are turned, Anja and Dysea are the most powerful turned females she has ever seen, and she now has the memories and wisdom of the Lycavorian First Oracle within her, and that says quite a bit. Androcles will no doubt be the strongest, but all of your children will be gifted. I believe that is why you can feel the daughter Anja carries even now. 

[Mindvoice shielded] So what you are saying is that even though Lisisa is half vampire, the part of her that is me is exerting itself more than her vampire side? Martin asked.

Torma nodded his massive head. [Mindvoice shielded] The Elder Mother and First Oracle thought this might happen. It is not something they wanted to discuss with you because they were not sure. Even though she has the blood of the vampire witch in her, your blood appears to be the more powerful.

Martin turned slowly and leaned against Torma’s tree truck thick foreleg. [Mindvoice shielded] That means the closer we get, the more in danger she becomes. Martin spoke to him thoughtfully. If her power continues to increase the way it has been increasing, sooner or later she will reach a point where Veldruk or Yuri can detect her if they concentrate hard enough. She’s of their blood too.

[Mindvoice shielded] Miath and I will need to teach Jeth to shield all that he is able to do. It is not something that he would have learned so soon as young as he still is, but now we have no choice. If Lisisa is indeed reaching out for him in this way, his presence will be detected by the High Lord as well. I have to ask if you will allow me to draw from you so that we can establish a shield around his essence. At least until Lisisa is with us and they can truly bond together. Until that time it is all we can do to keep them both safe.

Martin nodded without hesitation. [Mindvoice shielded] Take from me what you need Torma, you don’t even have to ask that my dragon brother. I’ll have Komirri release a stealth buoy before we go through the gate. I’ll have it set to transmit a message to For’mya letting her know we have found Jeth and will stay with our plan to establish communications once we reach Lycavore.


Torma nodded. Queen Anja will be alright? He asked dropping their shield to talk normally now.


Martin nodded. Her head is almost as hard as mine.


I heard that! Anja’s voice echoed within their link, causing them both to smile. Watching Torma smile was a sight in and of itself, for it showcased his massive razor sharp teeth as his lips pulled back. You keep Jeth right there. I’ll be down in a few minutes to examine him.


He is not injured Milady. Torma spoke quickly.


I’m not coming to examine him for injuries Torma. I’m going to give him moral support for being so brave since you two didn’t see the need for it. Anja snapped.


Martin looked at Torma and nodded. She’s fine. Back to her old self even.


I’ll deal with you later for being such a curmudgeon Martin Leonidas, bet on that. Anja said.


Martin turned back to look at Jeth. His chest had swelled out somewhat hearing Anja’s words and he stood there proudly. If what he and Torma thought was happening was true, then Jeth was going to be a powerful force when he grew to adulthood. It was already a given that he would match his father in size, and even though Elynth was going to be large as well, she would not come close to her father or Jeth it seemed. If Lisisa was actually touching Jeth within Mindvoice subconsciously now, the two of them if they were meant for each other would be a powerful bonded pair. Martin touched the COM unit built into the sleeve of his civilian shirt. “Komirri how soon before we get to the Gate?”


“Less than two hours present speed sire.” Komirri answered. “Filrian has already made preliminary contact with them and surprisingly it appears as if our action has gone unnoticed for the moment.”


“It won’t stay that way for long.” Martin said. “Bet on that.”


“I’m not sire.” Komirri answered.


Martin turned to Danny. “Danny, you, Yuriko and the others prep the ground packages. Make sure they are nice and tight.”


“Sire… the wall?” Atropos asked.


Martin turned to look at the shattered wall that had once been a well concealed hiding spot for Torma and Miath as well as their STRIKER DT. The entire section attaching it to the outer bulkhead had been ripped away and bent outward from the force of two full grown dragons beating the metal into submission. He glanced at Torma who gave him what amounted to a dragon shrug. “Leave it. No one else is coming onto this ship. And we damn sure ain’t coming back the same way.”


Martin looked up at the high ceiling. [Mindvoice shielded] Anja… how is your sister?

[Mindvoice shielded] I had Belen take her back to her quarters Marty. They just left. She’s pretty shaken. This Togra asshole raped her pretty brutally about twenty years ago. It was the first time she’s seen him since the incident. Anja replied.


Martin shook his head. [Mindvoice shielded] She should have told us Anja. We could have avoided all of this if she had told us.


[Mindvoice shielded] I know Marty. I told her as much. Anja said. Don’t be angry with her Martin. She’s come a long way, and for some reason she wants your trust more than anything.


[Mindvoice shielded] It’s because you are my mate. He told her. She thinks by gaining my trust she will gain yours. Trusting her has never been an issue for me Anja, you know that. You need to impress upon her that she needs to tell us everything if we are going to survive this little trip and do it together.


[Mindvoice shielded] I will talk to her later, I promise. Anja said.


[Mindvoice shielded] Then I will not say anything again. You are sure that you are alright?


[Mindvoice shielded] I’m fine Martin. My head’s a little sore… but that’s it. Anja spoke. You and Seanna can rub my temples in bed tonight. Even if we get through the Gate we’ll still have eighteen hours until we get to Lycavore. You guys can baby me until we get there.


[Mindvoice shielded] I don’t have a problem with that. Martin said with a smile as he headed for the corridor that would take him to the bridge. I’ll be on the bridge if you need me.

Sivana entered her small quarters on HOPE’S QUEST and turned to look at Belen behind her. He hadn’t said anything to her during the short walk here, nor had his face given away anything that he might be thinking.
“Say it.” She finally spoke.

Belen stopped as he had been turning to continue down the corridor and return to the medical bay. He turned his head back and faced her. “Say what?”

“Say what you want to say.” Sivana snapped. “I don’t need to be Lycavorian to know that you got a lot you want to say to me.”

“It does not matter.” Belen spoke.

“It does matter! It matters to me.” Sivana snapped.

Belen’s eyes flared and he stepped into the small quarters, the door sliding shut behind him. “What you did back there was insane! You almost cost the Queen her life! Half an inch more and that dog would have spread her brains all over the bulkhead!” He almost screamed at her.

“I know that! She’s my sister you know!” Sivana shouted back.

“If my father had been in there he would have shot you dead for your stupidity!” Belen snapped at her.

“We had… Togra was… I didn’t think ok!” Sivana spoke.

“That is obvious! Start showing common sense and stop thinking of only yourself in your actions!” Belen barked. “You are not the only one who matters Sivana! There are others who are on this mission! The King and one of the Queens of the Lycavorian Union are on this mission! It would be nothing short of disaster if one of them was killed before the mission even began because someone in our own crew did not think before they acted!”

Sivana glared at him. “You don’t know what he did!” She shouted.

“I don’t care what he did!” Belen screamed. “You need to stop thinking of only yourself anse un woman! Someone needs to put you over their knee and spank some common sense into you since you can’t do it yourself!” (Damn it)
Sivana’s eyes grew wider now and she glowered at him. “Well c’mon big man!” She snapped. “I ain’t afraid of you! You think you can spank me, go for it!”

Belen looked at her and shook his head. “You are malda.” He said. (Crazy)
“What’s the matter… aren’t you man enough to do it?” Sivana drawled sarcastically. “The big, bad Lycavorian Spartan can’t even handle a simple Hadarian female!”

“Don’t push me woman!” Belen growled. “Twice now your actions have resulted in danger for my Queen. You…”

“Oh shut up!” Sivana screamed. “Why don’t you just admit you can’t handle it?” Sivana stared at Belen and all the years of pent up emotions, all the times she had bedded men for everything but love and allowed them to slobber all over her, all those pent up emotions bubbled to the surface now. Their species had never mattered to her; Sivana thought she would have a normal life one day and they were only a means to an end. The faces of those she had to kill and the faces of those she had transported to their doom. All of these emotions released in the single action. 
That was the slap that she hit Belen with. 
The crack of flesh upon flesh sounded like a gunshot in the small quarters and Belen’s head snapped back more from surprise than the strength of the blow. Sivana glared at him with all those years of anger and hatred in her eyes as his head turned slowly back to look at her and she hit him again as hard as she could. Belen’s head snapped in the other direction, though not nearly as hard as he had prepared himself slightly. Slowly he turned back to look at her.
“Are you finished?” He asked in a low voice filled with menace.

Sivana continued to glare at him with her sea green eyes, wanting him to react in some way. Any way. Yet he stood there idly. “If you aren’t man enough to do what you threaten, then at least do me the favor of going to get someone who is.” Sivana growled at him, stepped up close to his chest and speaking the words.
Belen’s dark blue eyes grew wide at her words, and the last weeks of frustration of being so close to her, having to smell her desire and want and not being able to act, all of it released now. Never in his almost six hundred years of life had a woman affected him as Sivana did. Belen snatched Sivana’s arms within his grasp and glared at her. “I will show you man enough!” He almost shouted, spinning her around away from him before Sivana had time to react. With one powerful downward pull, Sivana’s pants and scanty undergarments tore away. She winced at the pull against her skin but then she was jerked forward as Belen settled onto the simple chair in the room and twisted her arm behind her back forcing her over his knee.

Sivana’s eyes were wide as she realized he was actually going to spank her. Her head snapped around and she looked at him with death in her eyes as he held her with his greater strength, not allowing her to move. “You wouldn’t dare!” She snarled like a caged predator.

Belen ignored her. “You need to understand that there are others beside yourself that matter!” He snarled right back. “If you wish to act like a child, I will treat you like one!”

Sivana’s eyes flew open when his rough palm came smashing down on her exposed ass cheeks with resounding power. The sting of the slap ripped outward from the point of contact and his large hand had connected four more times before her breath came back. He was not holding back with the strength of his blows, and her flesh began to burn with pain at each impact, tears coming from her eyes now. She struggled against his superior strength to no avail, her legs kicking this way and that, but he had a firm grip on her wrists. He had her arms pinned to the small of her back and was pushing her down on his lap. Sivana could feel the hard muscles of his thighs against her abdomen, and even in the midst of her tears of humiliation and pain she felt the hardening bulge between his thighs. That bulge of flesh caused incredible ripples of delight to surge through her at every slap of his hand now, and it took only three additional slaps against her naked flesh before Sivana felt her abdomen convulse and the very first orgasm of her life coursed through her.

Belen stopped spanking Sivana the instant her musky rose scent spiked and flooded out of her in huge waves. Belen felt the warm wetness on the outside of his thigh as her passion splashed onto his leg. Her body was rigid in the aftermath of the orgasm she was experiencing, lost to the sensations that rippled through her. Belen felt his own cock grow and thicken and become harder than he had ever felt. He was no stranger to the company of a woman’s warmth in his bed, yet the power of Sivana’s scent and the effect it was having on him was stronger than anything he had experienced before and Belen was reacting to it.

Sivana felt Belen still growing harder against her abdomen and the desire and need she had been holding back surfaced all at once. With a burst of strength she yanked her arms free of his grasp and slid off his lap to kneel in front of him. His dark blue eyes stared at her in wide surprise as she grasped frantically at the buttons and clasps for his pants. “I want you!” She hissed out, meeting his powerful gaze as she tugged at his pants. “I want you now!”

Belen surged out of the chair, flinging her away from him and pushing her against the bulkhead. Sivana was attempting to turn around when he pressed up against her from behind, his face nuzzling the back of her neck hard. She gasped in delight when his strong hands ripped away the shirt she wore and his hands roughly reached around and gripped her firm breasts.

“I will take you now woman!” Belen’s deep voice growled next to her ear. “Like you have never been taken!”
Sivana felt his now swollen cock press against the opening to her slick pussy, the small tuft of hair above her clit already drenched in her sweet juices. Her eyes grew a little large when she felt the head of his flared cock bull aside the lips of her pussy, and then Sivana screamed out her delight as Belen plunged forward without regard and sank every thick inch of his cock into her in the most basic position that there was. Her body was pressed to the bulkhead now, her warm nipples pressing against the cold metal as Belen’s hands had dropped to her hips and he was holding her as he slammed into her with long, powerful strokes. He was not as large as several of the men who she had allowed to bed her, but Sivana could not deny the kaleidoscope of pleasure that was tearing through her with each, almost savage stroke of his cock into her body. Belen was pummeling her, holding her against the bulkhead while his searing hot cock crashed into her with speed and power unlike anything Sivana had ever felt. His cock was extremely thick and was stretching her in a way she’d never felt. The pain of being smashed against the bulkhead, and the power of his thrusts was quickly fading away to be replaced by a staggering pleasure that was sweeping through her at light speed.

Belen for his part was very nearly out of control. The combination of Sivana’s sweet and overwhelming musky rose scent, the proximity to her, the events that had led them up to this point, all of it had been too much. He held Sivana’s smooth hips in his hands, his forehead pressed between her shoulder blades, as he pummeled the beautiful woman in his grasp. His eight inch cock was thick, thicker than most he knew, and he was driving his thickness into Sivana with all the power at his command, part of him not caring that she might be in pain from her position. The other part of him wanted to claim this woman as his own, to make her his so completely that she would never desire another. Belen felt the familiar surge in his groin signaling his impending explosion and he sped up his strokes into Sivana’s tight, supple body. It was coming on him faster and stronger than ever before and his dark blue eyes opened wide as he felt his cock swell and the pleasure became too much.

Sivana’s cries of released matched Belen’s as she felt his thick cock swell within her and as soon as the first blast of his scorching hot come splashed deeply inside her, Sivana’s walls came tumbling down and her own orgasm stole her breath from her lungs. Belen’s arms wrapped around her, crushing her to him, holding her impaled on him as he filled her. Sivana’s hands gripped his arms and held them tightly as she rode her own orgasm for all it was worth, rotating her hips upon his buried cock, and drawing out the pleasure for both of them. To Sivana’s extreme delight, his cock was losing none of its hardness as she moved her hips in tight hard circles on it.

Belen opened his eyes as the realization of what had just taken place struck him hard. “Sivana?” He spoke in a whisper, his head pressed to the back of her shoulder.     

“I want more of you!” Sivana gasped out loud.
“Sivana we can not!” Belen gasped as she flexed her pussy muscles on his still painfully hard shaft. Belen felt her lock her legs around the tops of his thighs and lift her body up, using the bulkhead for support. “What are… what are you doing?” He gasped as he felt her hand slip between their bodies and wrap around his thick pole.
“Taking… taking what I want!” Sivana gasped as she placed the head of his still hard cock at the entrance to her puckered ass.

“Sivana… Sivana no… I will not be able to…” Belen’s fangs burst from his gums as she shoved down on him and half of his thick cock sank into her bowels. The tightness and warmth was unbelievable, and all rational thought left him then. His hands dug into her hips and he pulled her down completely onto his shaft, Sivana crying out in ecstasy as every inch of him filled her tight ass in a single glorious stroke.
Sivana’s head came back to rest against his shoulder and her arms came up to grasp Belen’s head behind her. “Make… make me yours!” She gasped out the words. 
Belen was beyond reasoning now, and hearing those words from the woman whose scent so filled his being, his hands tightened on Sivana’s hips and he began to pile drive her beautiful ass for everything he was worth. He no longer cared that she was his Queen’s sister. He no longer cared that she was a Princess of Hadaria and he was only a Spartan warrior. At this moment, they were coupled together, their flesh joined in the most intimate of ways, and she wanted every bit of him as much as he wanted her.

All that mattered now was to achieve the most pleasure they could from each other and that is what Belen devoted himself too when he slid his hand around her warm, muscular abdomen and his fingers found Sivana’s very hard and very exposed clit. He began to time his strokes into her tight ass with flicks of his thumb across her clit, and soon Sivana was withering against him in unabashed rapture. And even as her belly convulsed and her muscles clamped down on his deeply buried cock, and her come exploded from her once more, Belen only smiled and continued to possess this woman. He was going to make her feel things she had never felt before, and then when he was done, he would claim her as his mate.

LYCAVORE

LYCAVORE SYSTEM

FORMER HOME WORLD OF LYCAVORIAN PEOPLE

Her forest green eyes saw only one thing as she lay on her back on the soft grass staring at the stars in the night sky above her. 
The three moons were full once more, signaling the equinox of the sun that would rise in the morning, and the completion of her four hundred and seventy-ninth year of life. The full moons also marked the three hundredth and seventy-eighth day of her life as a slave. A life of slavery that had seen nine different owners, from a Kochab hunter, to an Erogani Assassin, now to the pleasure slave of a ranking High Coven Planetary Regent. Three hundred and seventy-eight days of having to endure beatings and rapes at the hands of more men than she could even begin to count. Almost four centuries of being forced to live in squalor as a slave, never to hear a kind word or feel a gentle caress. 

Her eyes saw a life that she knew was rapidly coming to an end, as the full alignment of the three moons of Lycavore grew closer.


She was not large, standing only five foot four inches tall and a hundred and twenty-one pounds, but her body was all lean and toned muscle. Her raven black hair fell to the middle of her back when she was standing, silky soft and satiny in its feel when touched. Her face was angular and her skin deeply tanned. Her lips were full and soft, her waist narrow and her breasts full and firm and proud. Her breasts and her ass were her finest assets, yet they were also her biggest curse, for they drew the most attention from the slobbering, gloating fools who raped her so often. The High Coven Immortals especially liked it when they raped her ass with their immense cocks, watching as even after so many times, she would still grimace in a mixture of pain and pleasure as they pummeled her tight body. Twenty-two years she had been here enduring here on this planet.


A planet with far more meaning to her than the High Coven would ever know.


Lycavore was a huge planet, with eleven different continents, massive mountain ranges and huge oceans. It was also a planet the High Coven and committed genocide on nearly ten thousand years ago, using poison missiles to saturate the planet and kill any Lycavorian that they had not been able to capture. The poison rendered the planet incapable of supporting life, or so they had first thought. 


Three hundred and fifty years later they returned to the surface of the planet to discover that there were indeed survivors. The Lycavorian people were not so easily destroyed it seemed, and they were quickly subjugated and made into slaves. Their numbers were kept under strict control with mass murders every few hundred years, leaving only enough to work the mines and fields, never more than a few thousand alive at any one time. She had been purchased by the Planetary Regent’s wife as a caregiver to their daughter. The Regent’s wife was just as pompous as her pureblood husband, and she did not want to be tied down with having to raise a child. They had purchased her from a Kochab Bounty Hunter who had brutalized her for over a hundred years, paying handsomely for her, much more than she had been worth. Her duties were two fold, including taking care of the vampire child. The second part of her duty was to submit to any of the senior Immortals when they demanded it of her. There were very few species that could survive mating with an Immortal and not be affected by the addictive nature of their semen. Lycavorians were one of those species, and for the last twenty years this is what she had to endure.

Most of them mistook her for a simple Lycavorian female, but she knew that the price paid for her was far more than any sane slaver would have paid. It also meant that the Planetary Regent either knew what she truly was, or someone was using him to accomplish their own goals. She didn’t care either way, for she was far more than any of them thought.


She was the end result, the perfect combination of a pureblood vampire Princess, and the only surviving pureblood descendant of the line of Resumar. She was the daughter of the vampire Princess Yuri and the King of the Lycavorian Union, Martin Leonidas. A man whose blood was even more pure than that of his grandfather it was said. She knew who she was, and over the years she had gone to great lengths to hide this fact. She still remembered the day she and Yuriko had been caught, and the horrible screams her older sister had made as the Erogani Assassins had raped her endlessly. Those screams from Yuriko, screams for her to get away, were the last thing she had heard before one of the Assassins had struck her in the head and knocked her unconscious. She had never seen her older sister after that, but she had also never stopped loving her either, for Yuriko had never given up on finding her. Even then, she and Yuriko had known their father was not dead and that one day he would reappear. That single fact had driven her endlessly throughout all her years as a slave. She knew that once he discovered she existed he would come for her. 

As her life progressed as a slave, through the beatings and the rapes, she had never lost hope. Half a dozen times throughout the years word had reached her that a single vampire female had been asking about a Lycavorian female that matched her description. The knowledge that her older sister, who was not even of her own blood, that Yuriko was looking for her gave her the strength to continue on. 

Two years ago that had all changed.
It had been a wind swept day here on Lycavore when the staggering presence within her head had burst into existence. For days she had not been able to block it out, and then it receded into the background as if it had somehow become controlled. It wasn’t until three weeks later the news reached them that the second son of King Leonidas and the blood grandson of King Resumar had been discovered alive and leading a great battle on earth. That day had been the day he had discovered who he truly was, and that day had begun the countdown to her freedom she knew.

The presence in the background was growing in power, and over the following months they received word that his name was Martin Leonidas and he had assumed his grandfather’s place as King of the Lycavorian Union. There was a brief time when she had felt nothing but blackness from that presence in the back of her mind, but when it had reappeared it had taken her breath away with the renewed clarity and power it held. When word reached them here that Ukwav had been shattered by the grandson of Resumar she knew that he was coming. Three times now in the last year, traders from The Wilds had told her of that same vampire female asking in regards to someone who looked like her. Only this time she traveled with a hulking black Spartan and flame haired female elf who also wore the Shi Viska of a Spartan. All through this the presence in the back of her mind had grown in power and clarity, three more auras joining the first until what she felt was unlike anything she ever experienced before. The first presence was always the stronger but the others were now there as well and shining nearly as brightly.

Her name was Lisisa, and no matter what her blood, she had never considered herself anything more than a Lycavorian. The men, women and children still on Lycavore knew what she was, and had long ago accepted her, and even looked to her for leadership. They all knew of the deep abiding hatred she bore for the High Coven, especially the vampire Princess Yuri, and that made them trust her. She had not wanted that role, but over the years had come to accept it as part of what was in her blood. She was a leader just like the man who was her father, and that fact she embraced completely. She had diligently conducted her duties while maintaining a low profile. She knew whoever had authorized her purchase knew what she was, and she also knew that they had not turned her in for a reason. The moment it became known to the Planetary Regent and the Immortal Commander on Lycavore who and what she was, she would be dead. She had her suspicions about who was involved in her purchase, but she kept it to herself and only observed. She was no fool, and had schooled herself ruthlessly over the years. She could speak five different languages fluently, and the son of the Erogani Assassin had trained her quite extensively in hand to hand combat and small weapons use. She paid for it by allowing him to have her whenever he wanted, but he kept his word and after she had learned all that he could teach her, Lisisa had arranged an accident for him. On a cloudy night, the moon from whatever planet she was on casting an eerie glow in the sky, Lisisa had gutted the son like a fish as he was exploding inside her, and then making it appear as if he had died in a Lifted accident.
Lisisa knew that once knowledge of her father being alive was known, that once their connection became common knowledge and she was discovered here on Lycavore, her days were numbered. He had defeated her mother and chased her back to the vampire capital, where Yuri had begun her own search for Lisisa. He had shattered the defenses on Ukwav, a planet that had withstood three separate attacks by the Lycavorians over the last two thousand years. He had destroyed the Lycavorian People’s Republic and reunited millions upon millions of Lycavorians with the rest of their people on Apo Prime. 

It was a race now she knew, who could discover and get to her first, but Lisisa also knew that her father was winning that race.

Her father.

Lisisa had dreamed on him her entire life, knowing exactly what he looked like without ever seeing a picture of him. She may have had pure vampire blood running through her veins, but Lisisa was more wolf than anything. She could shift into a raven haired female wolf, yet while she maintained her humanoid form she could use her vampire skills to include the speed and ability to fade into the shadows. She knew her Mindvoice powers were growing, and she knew that only her father could teach her to harness them. Lisisa had seen and experienced first hand what the High Coven could do, and she wanted no part of them in any way. She had some of Yuri’s traits, mainly some of the exotic Asian features and skin, but she was by far much more like Martin Leonidas in appearance. The young female vampire child she had been bought to watch over was now a twenty-seven year old fully grown pureblood vampire, and quite surprisingly she was Lisisa’s closest friend, and the only vampire on Lycavore who knew who and what she truly was. 
Her forest green eyes came back into focus as the Immortal Lieutenant grunting above her moved his face next to her cheek and bit deeply into her supple neck with his fangs as his warm come blasted inside her. Lisisa grimaced slightly, the pain vanishing almost instantly, but the pleasure his bite should have caused was absent. Lisisa had learned long ago to respond only enough to make them pleased with themselves, thinking they had caused her to have orgasm after orgasm. She had trained herself to be able to release her juices whenever she wanted to simulate an orgasm, but she received no pleasure from it in the least. It was the same when they bit her and fed on her blood. The normal sexual sensations were extremely muted within her because of her hybrid blood and she found she could control it easy enough. She had narrowed it down to three different Immortal officers who might be the secret contact with whoever had authorized her purchase to begin with. 

“Get away from her!” Lisisa heard the female voice scream out.

The Immortal’s fangs withdrew from her neck and his gray skinned head turned to see the dirty blond hair of the Planetary Regent’s daughter moving around the building. He grunted and smiled taking in the exotic figure of the Regent’s daughter and wished he could have her instead of this Lycavorian wench. He pulled his sixteen inch cock out of Lisisa with little fanfare or concern, causing her to moan in pain that she was unprepared for and Lisisa rolled to her side to vomit.

The vampire female stepped up to him and lifted the small hand blaster, jamming it into his massive glistening genitals with perfunctory precision. His eyes went wide.

“If I were you Lieutenant… I would put that back in your pants quickly before I remove it from you permanently!” The Regent’s daughter hissed in a deadly voice, her dark brown eyes changing to cobalt blue and her vampire fangs extending from her gums quickly.

“She… she is a slave Lady Melita!” He gasped.

“Yes she is a slave!” The young woman snarled back. “But she is not a piece of meat that you can vith at your whim! She is also my caretaker and she will be treated with a little more respect than a common slave girl! Is that clear!”
The Immortal bobbed his head up and down quickly while he reached for his uniform pants. He could see the others that had already taken their turn with the Lycavorian bitch moving away quickly and he followed them without pause.

Melita waited until the three Immortals were out of sight before tucking the hand blaster away and turning to look at Lisisa on the ground as she dry heaved.

“Lisisa!” She spoke her voice filled with despair and agony.

Melita was the pureblood vampire daughter of the Planetary Regent, his eighth child and the youngest of his three daughters. She had known only Lisisa her entire life, and though Lisisa was a slave and a prisoner, she never allowed her distaste and hatred of vampires to extend to the small child. As Melita grew and she saw this, she too came to hate what her own people did. She had seen her father and mother on so many occasions, pompous individuals that they were, and she held no love for them in the least. Lisisa on the other hand, Lisisa had protected her, and raised her, all the while hating what her people were.

The day Melita had discovered who Lisisa truly was would remain with her always as the day her own path to redemption had been revealed to her.
“Why Lisisa?” Melita asked softly as she pulled Lisisa’s body into her arms, heedless of the vomit that stained her lips. Melita quickly wiped that away and looked up, motioning frantically with her hand and seeing the two other female Lycavorians scamper from behind the building.

Lisisa coughed softly. “Relina is… she is too young!” Lisisa spoke. “They would have… they would have injured her even more.”

“So instead they injure you!” Melita spoke as she removed the cloth from her belt and wiped away the vomit from around Lisisa’s lips. She pulled her tighter into her arms and took something from the small pouch on her belt. It was a vial of dark red liquid and she opened the top as the two young females settled to the ground next to her. Melita looked at them. “Tell Narret I will bring her to my chambers. He can come there to retrieve her. Leave your water and medicines and go quickly.”

The two young females nodded and dropped several items to the ground next to her before darting off into the night, shifting into their wolf forms. Melita waited until they were gone before looking at Lisisa, and holding it up. “You must take it this time Lisisa.” She said knowing that she hated to have to take blood. “They have torn you inside and you are too weak to shift. I took it from myself this morning. Please.”

Lisisa nodded her head slowly and Melita held the vial to her lips, tipping it up and allowing the blood to pour into Lisisa’s mouth. As a hybrid of two exceptionally pure bloodlines, Lisisa had the ability to shift to heal wounds, and when she was not able to do that, she could take blood to heal her. Melita had begun carrying a small vial of her blood with her wherever they went when she discovered what Lisisa was a decade ago. She watched as Lisisa drank it down quickly and the color began to return to her face almost immediately as the influx of blood surged through her, healing the internal injuries the Immortals had inflicted on her.
Melita brushed some of Lisisa’s raven hair out of her face and looked at her. “You are becoming more reckless Lisisa.” She said. “You can not continue to protect all of them. As much as you hate it, you can not take the place of all your young females to protect them. It will kill you.”

“I have… I have to try Melita.” Lisisa spoke.

“What will they do when you are dead Lisisa?” Melita snapped. “If you slip away from them they will be lost without you to guide them.”

Lisisa smiled slowly. “He is close Melita. So very close.”

Melita looked at her. “Who is close?”

“My… my father.”

“Lisisa you have been saying that for years.” Melita said. “I know you wish for him to come here and take you away, but…”

“Take all of us away.” Lisisa said. “That… that includes you my friend.”

Melita met her forest green eyes and leaned over to kiss her hard on the lips. There was nothing sexual between them, only the love of two friends who would do anything for each other. “I truly wish that day would come soon Lisisa. I do not know how much longer I can bear to watch you suffer under these Immortals as you try and protect your people.”

“It will come sooner than you think.” Lisisa said.

“We are so far Lisisa.” Melita said softly. “I know he is your father. But even he can not reach us here. Even he can not cross so much of High Coven space and come here undetected. And he would need a handful of his newest ships to take all thirty thousand of your people from here.”

Lisisa grasped her hand tightly. “Do you… do you trust me Melita?”

“Why do you ask me that Lisisa?” Melita spoke. “You know I trust you.”

Lisisa smiled and squeezed her hands tightly, bringing them to her lips and kissing her knuckles. “Then trust me now. He is close… and he will come. He is my father, and a Spartan.”

