CHAPTER FIFTEEN
USU’OZEIB 7
CAPITAL CITY OF DWURI


Yuri sat up quickly in the bed, her face and neck laced with a fine sheen of sweat, the thin loose shirt she wore spotted with sweat stains in several places as well. The bedroom was dark except for the lights of the capital drifting in through the large floor to ceiling windows that open onto a balcony. Yuri turned her head quickly in the dim light of the room to see that his eyes were still closed and his naked chest rose and fell evenly. Robert’s large and spacious apartment was in one of the more modern buildings within the city and the window balcony view from his bedroom was quite beautiful. Yuri gently extracted her body from under the sheet, the shirt she wore belonging to Robert and falling to just above her thighs. She moved to the balcony doors where she pulled them open slowly and felt the cool breeze caressing her skin and drying the sweat. It was a wonderful night really, the weather changing now on Usu’Ozeib 7 and becoming warmer in the days and evenings, actually allowing them to enjoy a dinner in one of the outdoor cafés within the city center. When they returned to Robert’s home, the place she considered her home as well, her true husband had proceeded to fuck her senseless as he always did, leaving Yuri crying out his name and yearning for more of his touch. Though she was officially married to the son of one of her father’s strongest supporters, Robert Moran was the only man to have ever fed on Yuri’s blood, and the only man she considered her husband.

Yuri smiled as the soreness between her thighs vividly reminded her of what they had experienced together. It seemed that the more time they spent exploring each other in bed, the more their pleasure only increased. Yuri already knew without a doubt she would much rather meet Robert for lunch and be in public with him, showcasing the affection he openly showed for her, then be the arm Princess of the man who was her husband by name only. It was selfish of her she knew, but Robert never once treated her like she was a prize, probably because he already had her love and he was completely comfortable in that knowledge.

This may have been Moran’s apartment but it was also her home as well really and that knowledge sent warm sensations through Yuri.


Yuri spent almost no time at the home she shared with her Pureblood vampire husband, preferring to come here and lounge about and sleep in this place even when Robert was not here. She had helped to decorate most of the large apartment, and while she was not Lycavorian and did not have their animalistic sense of smell, Yuri swore she could almost smell Robert within the walls of this apartment. While she would never admit how she felt to anyone for fear of appearing weak, Yuri took great comfort in what his presence gave her. She had grown to hate the pompous pureblood vampire bastard who played the part of her husband. She hated him even more than she hated Leonidas, and that was saying quite a bit. He was considerably younger than her, and unlike his father who was a well respected and renowned fleet officer, Vavant was an arrogant fool who preferred the halls of politics to serving in the High Coven fleet, and he only used the influence of his father when he wanted something. He treated Yuri as a possession, a trophy of sorts, and whenever she attended a High Level function with him as was their station, he always made sure to paw and manhandle her body in every way he could to make an impression for the others who attended. 

Vavant hated the fact that she spent more time here than she did in their home, and it enraged him that it wasn’t him who shared her bed on a regular basis, but the humanoid genome officer that she had turned. Her pompous husband also hated the fact that Veldruk had promoted Robert Moran to Senior Commander himself in a private ceremony, after Moran’s actions in defeating Admiral Pontal so handily.

Yuri turned in the open doorway and looked back to the sleeping form of her only true husband. Yuri would never be able to explain what Moran did to her that so captivated her attention and her love. He was one of the most ruthless men she had ever met, and that was part of his appeal to her. When Yuri had turned him, his genome DNA and his vampire genes had come together and bonded in such a way that he became far more than a simple vampire soldier. He was stronger and faster, and in many respects superior to many pureblood vampires. He already had a cold and calculating mind, and when Yuri had turned him, she had given him the means to be perfect in every way. At least in his eyes. 
Yuri remembered that night vividly. Robert had pummeled her tight body for three hours without pause, taking her in every position she could have imagined, making her scream out her pleasure and his name. When he had pulled her into his lap afterwards, his arms crushing her naked body to his as she sank her long fangs into his neck, he had known what she was. He had not drawn away in fear or surprise as she would have expected. His arms had pulled her closer, tighter against him, almost crushing her small frame against his hard body as she fed; willingly offering himself up to what she was making him. This fact and the fact that he could and did fuck her senseless caused Yuri to turn him completely that night, draining him entirely and then offering her own blood to him as he hung on the very abyss of death. Something within her told her this is what she wanted to do. As she sat with him during his rebirth, she had gazed long and hard at the only person she had ever turned in her life, and Yuri realized at that moment that he would play a major role in her future. How much a role he would play in her life Yuri would not discover for many years, but when it came to her eighteen months ago, she had embraced it completely, and now she belonged to him, as he belonged to her.


Robert surpassed Vavant so much in every regard that it was sometimes laughable. They were comparable in terms of physical proportions, though Robert’s tanned body was much more defined and he outstripped Vavant by a good margin when it came to the size of his cock. Robert had won her father’s respect on his own merits, never allowing Yuri to do anything for him. He had told her he would prove to her father he was worthy of her all by himself. And he had done just that over the last fourteen months by doing something no pureblood vampire fleet commander had ever done before. He had defeated the legendary Admiral Pontal in open fleet warfare, and done so with a flare that still had many officers talking in whispers at the academy and within the fleet. Vavant used his position to spend as much time near her father and try to influence him as much as he could.

This was the longest stretch of time they had been able to spend together in nearly a year, and Yuri cherished every moment of it. The last two nights in a row she had been awakened by something she could not explain, sweat rolling off her skin. She had said nothing to Robert, simply moving to the kitchen area and making herself some warm tea before returning to the bed and the warmth of his arms. This night was different, the dreams so much more vivid and real. And central to that dream was the face of Martin Leonidas and the young half breed daughter she had given birth to.


Yuri had waited for ten days to give their code technicians time to try and break the pirate code. When they were unsuccessful she had gone to her father and discussed what Vonis had brought up. Her father had agreed and Yuri had arranged a meeting with the weakest of the Overseers in The Wilds. He was a weasel of a man, rat like in more than just his appearance, and it had been a simple matter of offering him several million Ducat and a dozen of the new High Coven Runners when they came into full production. Yuri had been stunned to discover that Lisisa had been brought to a planet within High Coven space. As the Overseer and his people began to unwrap more and more of the encryption, he had told her just yesterday they would have the exact location within two days. The Hadarian witch he had told her, had added several layers of encryption to the files, but it would only add a few hours to the deciphering process. He had come through for Yuri so far, and she had no doubts he would get the location for her. She had an entire Strike Wing ready to depart and collect Lisisa from wherever she was, and she would command the Wing personally.

Yuri turned from the door and walked into the main room of their home and she padded across the huge living room. His position as her consort allowed him the entire floor of this building and he had certainly used every portion of the floor, knocking down some of the walls for the openness, and adding others. Robert Moran did not like to be cold, much like Yuri and no matter where you walked there were thick plush carpets covering the floor, not to mention blankets neatly tossed as decorations across the numerous pieces of furniture in the main room. They were pieces of furniture that they had used on many mind blowing nights of sexual experiences, not to mention the soft rugs that dotted the main room. Yuri was sure not one of those rugs was untouched by their combined juices by even a small amount. When he was truly in a mood, Robert could go on for hours, much to Yuri’s eternal delight.

She moved into the small kitchen and went immediately to the dispenser, entering the code for light Trellian Tea. It was a soft soothing blend from a race of beings that had willingly joined the High Coven thousands of years ago, and even to this day were steadfast allies. Yuri drew it out of the dispenser and brought it to her lips, savoring the tangy flavor as she moved to one of the smaller couches that sat facing the large wall length window and allowed the view and lights of the capital city of Dwuri to bath the main room. As her dark eyes fell on the cityscape before her, Yuri felt the powerful but almost imperceptible tremor within Mindvoice and she opened her awareness just enough to engulf that tremor.

It woke you as well Yuri. Her father’s voice filled her mind.


It has for the last two nights. Yuri replied calmly, relishing in the power of her father’s presence in her mind. What do you think it is father?


To have woken us up daughter, it is powerful and untrained. A strong presence… it is close… but still on the edges of perception. I reached out to touch it… and then it was ripped away from me, and that shock is what woke me up. Veldruk spoke.

Yuri nodded gently, picturing her father doing much the same thing as she was doing in the palace on the other side of the city. Yuri’s mother Sanani was the only woman to have occupied Veldruk’s bed in almost two thousand years now. She had given him four strong children, though Xerxes had allowed his arrogance to be his undoing, and even though her father had strayed and had a daughter with his royal concubine, Veldruk had always remained with her mother. When Isabella had betrayed them all and escaped off world to join the Union, Veldruk butchered Isabella’s mother for helping her and even though many pureblood females had offered themselves to him since, he has steadfastly refused to take another concubine. Yuri knew after talking with her mother that he had rediscovered Sanani in ways that they had not explored before, and that discovery had resulted in the birth of her sister who was growing rapidly but was still less than a year old.


Father… it was almost as if someone very powerful erected shields to block this presence and hide its existence. Yuri spoke.


I had thought of that. Veldruk said. The only ones powerful enough to erect shields we could not penetrate are that dog Leonidas and his whore Queens. And in order for him to do that for this presence we felt, he would have to be nearby.


He would never risk coming into High Coven space father. Yuri spoke confidently. He is many things, but foolish is not one of them.


Yuri could almost feel her father nod in agreement. I agree… which means it must be one of his Queens combined with the power of her dragon. We know that all of them except Isabella have bonded with dragons correct?


Yes… and any of them could do this if it was augmented by their dragon. Yuri said. All of them have grown far more than our intelligence people said they would. Especially that raven haired slut Aricia.


Veldruk chuckled within their connection. We can rule out the elf Queen, for she and her dragon are on Elear, which means it must be the flame haired Hadarian witch or this Aricia that you hate so much.

I will send out a general inquiry to our people on Apo Prime, perhaps one of them knows where Leonidas’s Queens have gotten too. Yuri said calmly. It could take several days for one of them to get back to us, but I would put my money on Aricia. 
I would tend to agree. She is the more powerful of his whores, and according to what information we have been able to obtain, she has become just like Leonidas in many regards. Veldruk spoke. 

I should hear something from that fool Overseer later today or tomorrow on the location where Lisisa was taken Father. Yuri said. 

Once you have the location Yuri, bring the abomination back here, get what we need from her and then feed her to the Rock Spiders. Veldruk spoke distaste very evident in his voice. At least then we will be free of that event in our lives. One which I regret ever having to put you through.

We made that decision together father. Yuri spoke. I keep telling you that.


Perhaps…


Yuri turned and lifted her head when she felt Robert’s fingertips caress her shoulder and then move to the softness of her neck. She smiled up at him. I will talk with you later today father.


She could have sworn she heard her father chuckling as she broke the connection to turn her full attention on her husband.

ELEAR


Dysea looked up as Isabella walked back into the main room of their suite carrying the small data scroll. Her bare feet padded softly on the cool polished tile floor and then the sound was gone as she stepped onto the thick rug. Neither of them had changed from their sleeping clothes yet, and for both of them, their sleeping clothes consisted of one of Martin’s formal uniform shirts which dwarfed both of their bodies. Isabella waved the data scroll as she settled back onto the couch next to Dysea and lifted her tea with the other hand. 

“The daily spaceport entries.” Isabella said casually. “And Marci’s daily intelligence report.”


Dysea sipped her own tea as she lowered the data pad she had been reading to the table in front of the couch where they sat. “You are checking the daily spaceport entries?” She asked. “Bella why?”

Isabella nodded. “If my half brother is going to attempt another assassination he will bring in off world assistance. We knew this ussta she-elf. I simply had all the port entries of non-elves over the last three days condensed into one report and I am reviewing it.”


“Deia would not approve of that action Bella.” Dysea spoke with a small smile. “She would say it violates their right to privacy.”


“Then Deia can come here and take not only my place as main target but yours as well.” Isabella said.


“Having someone trying to kill you all the time is really becoming quite tiresome.” Dysea said with a sigh leaning back on the couch.


Isabella smiled and leaned forward, brushing her lips against her elf lover’s neck and the bottom of her ear lobe. Dysea grinned and tilted her head slightly towards Isabella’s lips as she felt the tiny shudders of pleasure ripple through her at Bella’s actions. “Be thankful you and I… we must be thankful we are not Martin.” Isabella spoke softly. “He will always have a target painted on his chest, for as long as he lives now.”


Dysea’s head came up slightly and she stared at Isabella’s hazel/green eyes with a shocked expression at her words. “Bella… I… I never once thought about that in regards to him. Not in those terms at least. You… you are so very right!”


Isabella nodded slowly. “It is why he dealt with Joric so brutally. So savagely.” Isabella looked down as if she was deep in thought. “Many may accuse him of not being a diplomat and unintelligent, and they would be correct about the diplomat part, but Martin Leonidas is also the most perceptive man I have ever met in political terms. And he is also the most intelligent man I have ever known. He knew what he was doing even then. He was shaping the future Dysea. Our future.”


Dysea leaned forward now. “What do you mean Bella? We all saw it happen. He dealt out Spartan justice, yet you speak as if it was something else.”


Isabella lifted her face again and met her beautiful elf lover’s emerald green eyes and shook her head slowly with a thin lipped smile. “It was something else ussta she-elf. What Martin did was not Spartan justice Dysea, he was sending a very specific message… a message to all who would do us harm.” Isabella spoke softly. “He was telling them he is fair game… but that Aricia, you, Anja, For’mya and even me… we are off limits to personal attacks of any kind. How he killed Joric… that was his way of saying this is what will happen to anyone who crosses that line. He obliterated a sovereign government to get Aricia back. A government that had joined the Union and plotted against us yes, but you must see it in the way he did it. The precision and ruthlessness. He destroyed it completely Dysea, from the very foundations that Chetak had built. Not even my father is fool enough to tempt his wraith in regards to you and the others.”


“But Aricia is his Soulmate.” Dysea said evenly, as if that information did not faze her in the least, which in fact it didn’t. “That is why he acted as he did. He loves us all yes, but she is his Fea. His purpose for going on.”

Isabella smiled and set the data pad aside before moving closer to Dysea, pulling her lover into her lap, their bodies touching very intimately in all the right places, just as Isabella had planned. Isabella had finally discovered what love felt like with this elfin female, and not just the explosive nights they had spent making each other cry out in blissful abandon. She and Dysea had connected in an emotional way that went far deeper than just sex. The same way that she had connected with Martin. What they had was far beyond just physical pleasure, and Isabella was quickly learning that she meant more to Martin and the others than even she first thought. She remembered the night before they left Apo Prime to come here. Aricia, Anja and For’mya had shown her that they did not care in the least that she was a vampire. They had shown her pleasure until she was withering beneath their caresses, and she had eagerly returned the attention, feasting on all of them in those hours together. And then they had shown her love as the six of them ended up in a mass of flesh, their limbs entwined with each others until it was impossible to see where one of them ended and one of them began, all of them sleeping the sleep of the content.

Isabella kissed her softly and took her hands. “Aricia is his soulmate yes. His Ano. The one he could not live without according to Lycavorian legend.” Isabella said using the ancient Lycavorian language. “But do not think for an instant that Martin Leonidas would not blaze a path across the stars for you. For me. For Anja or For’mya. We are each a part of him ussta she-elf, just as he is a part of us. He would never forsake us… never leave us. And he would utterly and completely destroy anyone or anything that attempted to take us from him, or hurt us in any way. He has formulated plans within plans Dysea, and even now he plans for the future of the Lycavorian Union should he be killed. That future is Aricia, Anja, you For’mya and I; and the children we will give him. It is why he dealt with Chetak and Joric as he did. But in doing that, in assuming that burden and it is not a burden to him, he knows that no matter where he goes he will be a target. And that does not trouble him in any way.”


Dysea stared at her for a long moment. “How do you know this Bella?”


Isabella chuckled gently. “I may not have shared his bed yet Dysea, but I have picked his brain on many occasions.” She smiled coyly. “He has also used my knowledge of the Coven in some instances. I believe I have come to represent Martin’s darker nature Dysea.”


Dysea looked at her like she was crazy. “Bella… you…”


“No… listen to me ussta she-elf.” Isabella said softly. “I want you to know and I want you to understand more than anyone. We all have darkness in us Dysea.”


“I know that Bella.” Dysea said. “I…” 


Isabella put a finger to Dysea’s soft lips stopping her words. “Listen to me she-elf.” She said more firmly, “Or I will bite you in a most delicious spot to silence you.” Dysea huffed at her words, her face twisting into a feigned mask of confusion and anger, and she folded her arms across her ample chest.


“I am a vampire Dysea.” Isabella spoke. “What you have shown me… what you show me every day, I cherish above everything I have ever known. I love you ussta she-elf, with every fiber of my existence, just as I have now come to love Martin. I just want you to understand that I am vampire, Martin is Lycavorian, and both of us have darker sides to us Dysea. Much darker than what others might believe.” She took a deep breath. “I do not want to frighten you my love, but you must know this. If anything were to happen to you, if anyone were to hurt you in any way, take you from me; Dysea… I would not hesitate, I would not pause, and I would not question. I would become far more brutal than those I was facing and I would not stop until you were back in my arms. I pray you never see that part of me my love, for I don’t know if you could love me if you did. I do know for certain that Martin… the darkness in Martin is not something that any of us wants to see unleashed. The day he breaks those chains and releases the darkness within him Dysea, that day many will die horrible deaths.” Isabella lowered her head slightly. “I tell you this because only you know me as well as I know myself. I have never shared with anyone what you know of me Dysea, and I don’t want to ever lose you.”


Dysea grasped Isabella’s face in her hands and glared at her with those emerald green eyes. She didn’t hesitate in the least and she crushed her lips upon Isabella’s, feeling Bella’s arms wrap around her waist as the kiss they shared seared both their souls to the core and was a commitment of love and honor that neither of them wanted to let go of. Dysea pulled her head back, a thin strand of salvia connecting their lips for just a moment, and she reached up to caress Bella’s soft pink lips with her fingers.


“As Nauta Melme will never forsake one of us Bella, I will never forsake my love for you.” Dysea spoke. “As fate and destiny brought us together Bella, only fate and destiny can tear us apart. With Nauta Melme in our lives all I need is you Isabella, if that is what you wish of me.”


Isabella shook her head quickly. “No. Fate has brought all of us together. It has entwined the fabric of our lives together so tightly we need to feel each other, physically as well as emotionally. We could no more deny their touch upon us then they could deny our touch upon them.” Isabella smiled shyly. “And… there is always Anja’s tongue to consider. She is so very skilled with that incredible appendage of hers.”


Dysea laughed and kissed her hard, her fingers tracing the contours of Isabella’s ears and jaw line. “Melyanna is certainly talented with her tongue.” Dysea said almost breathlessly after breaking their kiss. “However… I prefer the taste of sweet lilacs.”

Isabella smiled as she looked at Dysea, hazel/green eyes alive and bright. “You were reading the Wainn City calendar of events.”


Dysea nodded. “This cult… they call themselves The Order of Arte… they have to file the proper permits to gather and I had the schedule pulled as well. They usually gather at the city Amphitheater once a week, and are scheduled to do so tomorrow in the late afternoon and early evening.”


“I take it we will be going to this gathering.” Isabella said.


Dysea smiled. “I want to hear what they have to say before I let Arzoal know what we have discovered. They may be just fanatics using that name, or they could very well be part of what Arzoal fears. Iriral returned to the Dragon Island early this morning to try and obtain more information.”


Isabella nodded. “I was going to visit the Elfin Constable in the city center later this morning.” She said looking at Dysea with a twinkle in her eyes. “He has something that he says we might find interesting.”

“What time?” Dysea asked.


“I told him eleven hundred hours.” Isabella spoke. “I know how hard it is for you to get up and moving in the morning.”


“Bella… that’s still two hours from now.” Dysea said.


“Yes I know.” Isabella spoke.


Dysea’s eyes never left Isabella’s face as she lifted a hand and used her TK power to lightly tap the control panel by the main door, dropping the security locks back in place, as well as the voice and optical absorbing screens as well. 
“We won’t be disturbed now.” She spoke seductively as Isabella’s hands came up and slowly undid the buttons of Dysea’s white shirt and pushed the two sides of the shirt apart, exposing Dysea’s firm full breasts to her hungry eyes. Dysea’s nipples were already eraser hard and standing out proudly, begging for attention.


Isabella’s eyes turned to vampire cobalt blue as she gazed up into Dysea’s gorgeous eyes. “Good… because I intend to have you screaming my name in minutes.”


“Ah… Bella… you misjudge my will power.” Dysea said with a smile. “You…” 
Her emerald eyes flew open wide as Isabella’s warm lips and tongue engulfed her right nipple and suckled hard, her vampire fangs nibbling ever so deliciously on her stiff bud, but never causing pain. Isabella’s right hand slid behind Dysea’s back dropping lower over her buttocks at the same time, and her index finger buried itself within Dysea’s incredibly tight ass. 

“No… that is not… not fair Bella!” Dysea complained in a gasp of fiery pleasure as her body ignited.


“I know.” Isabella growled.

HOPE’S QUEST

LYCAVORE SYSTEM

TWO HOURS FROM LYCAVORE

How does that feel Jeth? Martin asked the young dragon hatchling as he opened his eyes and looked at him.


They sat in the cargo hold of HOPE’S QUEST, Jeth settled on the deck in front of where Martin and Helen sat lotus style. Torma was to Martin’s immediate left, Miath to Helen’s right. All of their heads were leaning towards each other, all of them touching in some manner. When Martin spoke to Jeth, their eyes opened as well and they began to lean back.

Jeth opened his Maya colored blue eyes slowly, his wings folded back along his sides in a comfortable sitting position. He focused them on Martin and blinked several times. 


It… it feels strange King Martin. Jeth answered.


Martin nodded with a small smile and looked at Torma. It worked my brother. We did it. He said.


Then it was Lisisa? Torma asked softly.


Helen opened her eyes completely as well and looked at Torma. Yes, and she is far stronger than we first thought. She just is not aware of it yet. She replied slowly getting to her feet, and taking Martin’s hand as she did. You and Miath will need to show Jeth the first Levels of Shielding and Control Torma, before we reach Lycavore. I know it is years before he would learn them normally, but we have to improvise now and he is strong enough. Helen turned and looked at Jeth. And you need to start thinking before you act foolishly.

First Oracle I…


Helen shook her head and lifted her hand, stepping closer to Jeth. Your actions have put all of us at risk young dragon. Helen’s voice within their minds was sterner than Martin had ever heard it. You are less than a year old Jeth, and now Martin, your father and Miath must teach you things that dragons do not learn unless they are part of Mjolnir’s Hand! And most certainly not before they are at least ten years old!

I needed to come on this mission First Oracle! Jeth spoke maintaining what he had been saying since they had discovered he stowed away.


Jeth you will… Torma’s growl and words made his son cringe in fear.


No Torma. Helen spoke once more, her voice softer now as she looked up at the obsidian colored dragon. He is correct in what he says. Somehow he knew… something told him Lisisa was to be his bonded sister. That alone says quite a bit. And just as Elynth is beginning to already bond with Androcles Torma, Jeth and Lisisa will now start. It seems that you and Isheeni were meant for this role. Just as your children are meant for theirs. We can no more deny destiny than we can deny ourselves. This is how it will be. Helen looked at Martin quickly and then back to Torma. You felt it… just like we all did?


Torma nodded his massive head. Yes I felt it. It was a dark presence that was reaching for them.

Helen nodded. That was Veldruk. She said confidently. He and his daughter have sensed the combined presence that Jeth and Lisisa now make within Mindvoice. As you and Martin and the others draw from each other and can reduce your auras to miniscule and undetectable portions, Lisisa and Jeth separately do not have that ability. She turned back to Jeth. The moment you touch her Jeth, do not hesitate for any reason! It must be you who initiates the shields, for she will not know how. Your father and Martin will support you, give you power, but only you can make the connection complete. You are strong Jeth and you should not fear, but now you must learn to act without pause. 

I will not hesitate for any reason First Oracle. Jeth answered confidently.


Helen nodded and looked at Martin. I’m going to the lounge to prepare for my flight with Anja and Miath.


Martin squeezed her hand stopping her. What is wrong Helen? He asked. 


Helen turned to face him fully. She did not shield her reply, for she knew there were only five or perhaps six individuals with the Mindvoice power to hear her words and four of them were in this cargo hold with her.


You must have felt it by now Martin. Helen said. You are far stronger than I, and I can feel it heavily.


Martin met her eyes. I… I thought only Torma and I could feel it.


It is great power. Torma spoke softly. It lies dormant now, waiting just beneath the edge of perceptions.


Helen nodded. If you have felt that, then you have felt what else is there with that power we feel.


Martin nodded slowly. Death.


Helen squeezed his hand and arm tightly staring at him. The Coven will discover we are here soon Martin Leonidas. If he does not come himself, Veldruk will undoubtedly send Yuri.


Good… I have a message I want to give her. Martin popped.


Helen shook her head. No… not good. We must find Lisisa quickly, and then leave this place Martin. She is like a beacon right now.  We can shield her until Jeth can touch her, but we can not hide her completely. Only she and Jeth can do that once they are bonded. Once we have found her we need to move with all haste. This… this place is filled with death. The souls of millions of our people weigh down on me Martin. So many that were left behind, so many that suffered as the poison came to our planet. I can still see the memories as if they happened yesterday. Something is here… something evil. And it wants to be let free. 


Martin gripped her shoulders and held her tightly, Torma moving closer, his massive bulk providing another additional pillar of support for her. I don’t care how evil it is Helen. I will not allow it to win.

Helen looked at him and smiled slowly nodding her head. I will be fine. I will find Anja. She always has a soothing effect on me. Perhaps because she is just as fiery as I was in my youth.


Martin grinned. We’ll be fine Helen.


Helen nodded. Concentrate on Jeth. Only you and Torma can teach him what he needs to know now. And you must do it in two hours.

“So where do we go from here?” Sivana asked softly.

She turned her head slowly, her reddish black hair wild and unkempt and falling across Belen’s naked chest. The blanket on the bed covered their lower bodies, but Sivana had her upper body plastered against Belen’s side, her firm breasts crushed against his ribs, his hand absently stroking the soft skin of her shoulder and tracing the scars that dotted her flesh.


As her eyes fell on his face, Sivana had to admit she did not want this to end. She had just experienced some of the most intense and passionate sex of her young life, and she wanted to keep experiencing it. As much as she could. Belen had shown her what it was like to be taken by a Lycavorian man. His hands had danced across her flesh like the instruments of a master musician, even as he took her gently at times or roughly at others. Never once did he inflict pain on her that she did not welcome. Their bodies had meshed perfectly, and he had done things to her that she had never thought a man could do to a woman. Things that had made her see stars, not to mention scream out in blissful abandon.


Belen dropped his dark blue eyes to her face and stared at her. She was the one, Belen knew that will no doubts as her musky rose scent now permeated his senses. Just looking at her caused his blood to surge, and more than anything he wanted to claim her properly in the tradition of his people.


“Sivana… you are a Princess of Hadaria.” He said finally. 


“So everyone keeps reminding me.” Sivana said. “Well… everyone but Anja. At least she doesn’t tell me that every hour.”


“I am a Spartan. A member of The Durcunusaan, I am tasked with…” 

“What does that mean?” Sivana asked quickly cutting him off. “That word you just said.”


“The Durcunusaan?” Belen asked.


Sivana nodded. “Yes.”


“It means Wolves of the Blood.” Belen replied. “Three hundred of us. Three hundred purebloods, all of us with some of the purest Lycavorian blood there is. We are the King and Queen’s Royal Guard.”


“And I am the Queen’s sister, so that makes me royalty. So you can protect me.” Sivana said with a grin. “Problem solved.”


Belen chuckled. “I don’t think Anja or my father would see it that way.” He said as his face became serious. “I acted inappropriately and I treated you badly. I…”


“No!” Sivana snapped. “Don’t you dare apologize for something that we both had a hand in doing.”


“I should have known better.” Belen said.


Sivana sat up slowly, pulling the sheet up around her breasts and securing it tightly before tossing one end of the sheet back over Belen’s lap. She drew her legs around in front of her and gazed at him with her sea green eyes. 

“This is all so very new to me.” She said softly. “All of my life I’ve had to look over my shoulder for someone trying to kill me. I’ve never trusted anyone Belen, no one but myself. I thought I was alone in this universe. Then I discover that I am not only not alone, but I’m the sister to the Hadarian Queen, who also happens to be the mate to the King of the Lycavorian Union. Did you know she is protecting me?” Sivana asked looking at him as he sat up.


Belen nodded. “Yes.” He replied softly. “She knows some of the life you have had to lead. What you have experienced. I’ve seen her talking with Filrian and Yuriko, and the only thing they have in common is their knowledge of The Wilds and what your life could have been like. She does not presume to know everything however, and she only wants you to be able to absorb all that you have been exposed to in the last month more easily.”


“I’ve never had anyone protecting me before Belen.” Sivana said meeting his eyes. “Part of me rebels against it, but the bigger part of me relishes it. I’m discovering things about myself that I never knew. Part of that discovery is… part of it is you. You are the second man to have shared my bed in nearly thirty years, and the other one was only to gain information for…”


Belen reached out and touched her cheek shaking his head. “You have not spent much time around my people have you?”

Sivana grinned. “I tried to avoid them whenever I could actually.” She replied.


Belen laughed and nodded his head. “True Lycavorians… true Spartans… we honor our women. There are always the bad apples of the bunch, but throughout our history, at least our history on Earth, our women have always been an important part of our lives. After learning about the darkness the King’s grandfather dragged our people out of it all became clear to me.” Belen took her hand within his. “I will brave the wrath of my father and your sister to pursue what exactly we have discovered here Sivana. As long as you are willing to do the same thing.”


“I want to explore it as well Belen… I do.” Sivana spoke softly. “I don’t know that I will ever be able to give you what it is you desire though.” 


“And how do you know what it is that I desire?” He asked with a grin.


“All Lycavorians want mates that can give them children. It’s in your blood.” Sivana spoke meeting his steady gaze. “I have to discover who I am before I can even entertain the notion of having children. I don’t know how long that will take Belen.”

“And if I told you that I have already decided you are to be my mate,” Belen spoke. “And I am willing to wait forever if I have too. Until you are ready.”


“I would say you are crazy.” Sivana told him.


Belen laughed and pulled her in to his embrace, his eyes closing as she easily fit into his arms and she pushed against him. “My mother has told me since I was nine that I am the most insane man she has ever met. Outside of my father that is.”


Sivana closed her eyes as her cheek pressed to his bare skin and she felt his heart beating. “Crazy is good.” She said. “I like crazy.”


Belen watched the door to her quarters slide shut one hour later, and after a quick glance up and down the corridor he turned and headed for the cargo bay. He smelled her before he even turned the corner in the corridor, and his heart sank as he came face to face with his Queen. Anja stood leaning against the corridor wall, her eyes on the floor.


“My… my Queen?” Belen stammered.


Anja looked up at him, her jade green eyes intense and fiery. “I have only one question Belen.” She spoke calmly.


“Yes… yes my Queen?” Belen spoke.


“I have known your father and you for well over a year now Belen, and I know you would never act in a way that would bring dishonor to your family or to Sparta.” Anja spoke pushing off the wall. “So my question is this… Are you certain of this? Of Sivana?”

Belen took a deep breath and did not pause. “More certain than I have ever been of anything in my life.” 


“You realize she may never… she may never be able to give you what it is you seek? Emotionally I mean, after all she has had to endure.” Anja said.


Belen nodded finally getting over his shock of seeing Anja and he detected his father’s scent further down the shadowy corridor. “I am willing to help her discover whatever she desires my Queen. Whether it includes me or not. And that is something you can tell my father as well.”


Anja nodded after a long moment. “Carry on with your duties Belen.” She said.


Belen nodded quickly and turned to head in the other direction. He did not see his father step from the shadows and come up behind Anja. Atropos towered over the Hadarian Queen he had served for over a year now, a position that he had decided he would not relinquish willingly for as long as he lived.


“I will reassign him immediately Milady.” Atropos spoke softly. “He is my son and his actions have…”


“Did you think of your honor when you continued to love Lilika with all that you were Atropos?” Anja asked softly. “Knowing that you broke Spartan law. That you continued to break Spartan law. Did you think of honor then when you loved Belen’s mother?”

“No Milady I did not.” He answered immediately.


“Did you detect some form of lie that I did not smell coming from your son?” Anja asked.


“No.” Atropos said.


“Then Belen remains where he is.” Anja spoke her eyes still staring down the now empty corridor. “Fight with our heads, lead with our hearts. Isn’t that what Martin lives by?”

Atropos smiled. “It is indeed Milady.” 

“You should know by now that I am not one to follow protocol and tradition very well Atropos. I did that once in my life and it almost cost me Martin’s love. I will never adhere to that again when it comes to affairs of the heart.”

Atropos looked at her as she turned and met his eyes. “I… I did not know that Milady.” He said seriously.

Anja nodded. “It was a long time ago.” She said. “He loves my sister Atropos, and that much wafts from his pores more clearly than anything else.”


Atropos nodded. “Yes he does.”


“Then I will not take away a source of strength for her or him Atropos.” Anja said. “If Belen is willing to discover what they could have together, no matter how long it takes, who are we to take that from them?” She spoke looking up into his weathered face. 


Atropos smiled gently as he looked at his petite but very fiery Queen. “And that is why I serve you Milady.” He spoke.


Anja laughed pounding her small fist against his armored chest. “Who are you kidding Atropos? You just like all the real fancy food you get to eat when we go to all these different places.”


Atropos laughed, his dark eyes twinkling as Anja headed in the other direction down the corridor. He looked once more the way his son had gone and a small smile creased his lips before he turned to follow his Queen. 


His son had chosen well.

EARTH
EDEN CITY AIRFIELD


Tareif stood on the top of the three story terminal building, the steaming mug of coffee in his hand as he looked out over the airfield, his eyes following as RAPTOR IIs and even half a dozen STRIKER ATs were beginning to warm up to begin their duties for the day. He had taken over Vengal’s old office for it provided better command and control abilities, and was close to the airfield. Lynwe’s main office was on the opposite side of the massive airfield, and though she was technically Chief of Earth Security, Lynwe had made it very clear to Tareif that their duties would not change in any way. No one attack would engulf them both, and when they did come together, they took great care in their security.


Tareif’s eyes took in the movement to his left and out on the tarmac and he watched as the dirty yellow scaled dragon moved into view around the two STRIKER DTs that were now parked with their ramps facing each other. He watched as Isra led Tarifa down the ramp by the hand, both of them turning to speak into the open rear portion of the DT. The winds carried Tarifa’s laugh to him and he smiled as he watched Aihola come walking quickly down the ramp adjusting her clothes in some manner. Tareif grinned for the first thing he heard upon coming in this morning were the whispers of the cries of passion coming from the DT the night before. Isra enveloped first Tarifa and then Aihola into his arms, kissing them both before helping them climb onto Aelnala’s back. He watched as Aelnala leaped into the cloudless sky as the sun began to make its climb into the horizon and she joined with the azure blue scaled dragon he now knew as Isheeni, already circling above the airfield. They both turned towards Eden City and sped away with powerful flaps of their wings, carrying one daughter of his blood and one who he was proud to call his adopted daughter. 


Tareif could only shake his head in awe at what had transpired over the last two days since Isra, him and Steven had returned to Eden City. And as he sipped his mug of coffee he reflected on these events. 

The plan had gone exactly as they had prepared it, and Tareif now knew that the moment the unknown dragon and rider attacked, Admiral Jamerl released the RAPTOR II to speed in and pull them off the island. They landed back here several hours later, and he had watched as Tarifa and Aihola practically mauled Isra, not to mention his dragon knocking him over twice in her own happiness. What had stunned Tareif was watching Steven limp down the ramp beside him and seeing his youngest daughter Zaala, her dark hair flailing in the wind, running to greet them. He had been smiling right up until she had leaped into Steven’s arms with barely controlled happiness. All the months he had spent inquiring about some Spartan that he thought Zaala was involved with, and it had been Steven all along. As Palina embraced her husband tightly, he watched as Steven lifted Zaala off the ground easily and gave her a blistering kiss, heedless of who was watching. A kiss that his youngest daughter returned with equal zeal Tareif had noticed. Palina had laughed at his expression, and then quickly ushered all their daughters over to him to welcome him back as well.

Tareif had noticed the smiling raven haired Aricia hanging back from the group, leaning against the foreleg of the azure blue dragon standing beside her and Tareif was struck by how much more mature Aricia looked now than when he had last seen her in Sparta. Then the physical effects of giving birth to a child were still visible, the tired eyes and physical stress but not anymore. Aricia wore a new form of body armor similar to what he had seen Isra wearing, and it hugged her supple body like a glove. Upon seeing her, Tareif knew why his King had annihilated planets in his quest to retrieve her. Aricia’s natural beauty was as exotic as it was breathtaking, and seeing her beside the blue scaled dragon the confidence brimming from her, Tareif knew why the King had allowed her to come here without him. She was as capable as she was beautiful, and the battle in Eden City as described to him by Tarifa and Aihola, not to mention several others, only proved that assertion to him.


Aricia had faced off against the unknown dragon and rider without fear even though both of them were larger than her and Isheeni, and considering the size of dragons on a whole that was saying quite a bit. In Tareif’s eyes Isheeni was monstrous at ten meters long from the tip of her nose to the end of her whip like tail and six meters in height. Her whole body projected power and control and the muscles moved gracefully beneath her scales. And yet Tareif could not believe the softness of those scales when he ran his hand over them and saw Isheeni’s wings twitch. This unknown dragon was larger than her, larger than even Aelnala who was a fraction bigger than Isheeni. Yet Aricia and Isheeni had stood face to face with this threat and come out the winners.


“They will be safe Tareif.” Aricia’s voice spoke from behind him.


Tareif turned slowly and saw her standing there with a smile, holding her own mug of coffee. The matte black body armor was securely fastened already and conformed to her like a second skin it seemed. “Reading my thoughts my Queen?” He asked with a grin.


Aricia stepped closer to him. “I don’t have to be proficient in Mindvoicing to know that you are concerned for their safety Tareif.” She replied. “And reading another person’s thoughts is not something we would ever do without that person’s permission. It is considered a serious crime among our people.”


Tareif nodded. “I was only jesting, my Queen. I know you would not do that.”


“War Master Tareif, we have been though far too much together for you to continue with this ridiculous notion of fealty to me.” Aricia told him. “I demand you stop it.”


Tareif looked at her. “You are a Queen Aricia.” He said. “And you deserve to be treated as such.”


“I will not be treated as such by those Martin and I consider our family.” Aricia said sternly. “You, Tarifa, Aihola, all of you are our family, and no matter what the future brings, we will always rely on our family to keep us grounded.”

“Then yes… I do worry for them.” Tareif said softly. “But I also know that Aelnala and your Isheeni will keep them safe. And I know that Isra would die before allowing harm to come to them.”


“They are his mates Tareif.” Aricia spoke softly moving closer to him. “Do you still doubt his love for them?” Tareif looked at her wide eyed and Aricia smiled even more. “Who do you think gave Vengal the information he passed to you Tareif. My Beloved, Martin, he keeps nothing from me. From any of us. He has half sisters yes, but because of what they have experienced together; Tarifa and Aihola will always be the ones who he considers his true sisters. Just as Daniel is his only true brother. The moment Vengal contacted him asking questions about Isra’s history, his character, Martin knew what was happening. He knew how much you loved Dekton.”


Tareif nodded. “I did not bury Dekton fully until Isra and I crashed together on that island Aricia. Isra and I… we did not sleep for three days… and he told me things about his life in that time. Things that you do not share with someone you don’t trust. I will remember Dekton… but Tarifa is right… Isra is their future. And I must join them in that future or I will be left behind. And that is not something I want to happen especially after seeing the love he carries for them.”


Aricia smiled and reached out to squeeze his arm, just as Isra appeared from the doorway, his body armor also in place, but unfastened at the throat. He carried the mug of tea in his hand and the datapad. He held up the pad. 


“Arzoal’s reply as written by her aide.” He spoke. 


“Why did she not wish to speak with us directly?” Aricia asked.


“Whatever Queen Dysea and Queen Isabella are involved in on Elear, it is taking much of her time.” Isra spoke. He held the pad out to Tareif, knowing that Aricia did not need to see it, for she already felt what the answer would be, just as he had. “She agrees with our assessment Aricia, and she recommends we proceed with extreme caution for we don’t know how many others there are.”


“Anse!” Aricia swore in the ancient language. “Pen tor marde mande lon tor ter vada jotu Isra.” (I was truly hoping that was not the case)

Isra nodded. “Aen Tor Pen.” He spoke. (As was I)


Tareif looked up from the pad. “What do you mean your assessment? What aren’t you telling us Aricia?” 

Aricia looked at Tareif as she leaned against the waist high concrete wall that encircled the roof. She set her coffee down on the two foot thick wall and folded her arms across her firm chest. Tareif had tapped on the body armor that Isra wore and he had been impressed with the ability it had to conform to the wearer almost naturally, the center of the chest area and the back covered completely in the flexible composite armor that reminded him quite a bit of the Kevlar he and his Dragoons had worn so long ago. Aricia’s armor was the same, but it also stretched around her full breasts and Tareif berated himself for admiring how she filled out her uniform.

“It is not something we aren’t telling you Tareif.” She replied. “It was a theory that I had after meeting this unknown dragon. A theory that Isra had after discovering the skin molt. I needed to speak with Isra and then we needed to bring it to Arzoal; she is Isheeni’s mother and the oldest of their kind. We needed to speak with her before this idea we had could actually be acted on.”

“What idea is that?” Tareif asked.


“Yes… I would like to hear it as well.” Lynwe’s voice spoke and they turned to see the tall Drow General Lynwe and the Spartan officer Layna exit from the door into the lower floors, both of them carrying mugs of strong coffee. This was something that Tareif and Vengal had done every morning before he had departed into the stars, meeting here on top of the roof to talk of things. Tareif had continued it with Lynwe and those like him, who were entrusted with the safety of so many. She had actually welcomed the time with Tareif when he suggested they do this, and while Lynwe knew she was a skilled warrior, she relished the time she spent with Tareif and learning all he could teach her. 

Lynwe also had no compunctions about Aricia’s position and she stepped right up to the Lycavorian Queen with barely a pause and gave Aricia a soft kiss on her cheek, which Aricia returned without question. Layna could only stare in awe at this display of familiarity, her hands wrapped around the mug. The more time Layna spent around Lynwe and Selene, the more irresistible she found them to be. Since all of this had begun, and with the exceptions of the nights she had remained with her daughter, Layna had never been apart from at least one of them. They were so comfortable with each other, so open with their affection, whether a gentle caress or kiss, or just the words they used and the tone of their voices when they spoke to one another. Even during these last two weeks they always inquired of her daughter, and her health and well being.

Lynwe turned to look at Isra. “So what have you discovered?”


“We needed to verify the information about this rider and dragon with Arzoal, as Aricia has stated.” Isra told them. “Arzoal is almost positive that this rider is the same Lycavorian that escaped my planet during our war with the dragons over four thousand years ago.”


Lynwe’s amber eyes grew a little wider, for she had not heard this history yet. It was one of the things that Isra had spoken of with Tareif in their time on the island, so he had a working knowledge of that information. Lynwe looked at Aricia. “You are joking of course?” She stated finally turning back to Isra. “You actually fought dragons?”

Isra nodded. “It is not a part of our history that many of us are comfortable with.” He stated. “It is another connection to the brutality that my father and those like him embraced.”


Aricia shook her head. “No… unfortunately we aren’t joking, as much as we both would prefer that.” She said. “Arzoal believes, and Isra and I agree with her, that this rider and one other escaped Enurrua with their dragons and came here to Earth. The timetable fits almost perfectly with the time that dragons became part of Earth legend and lore.”

“So these dragons have been here on Earth all of this time?” Tareif asked. “All the myth and legend and fantasy stories, they are all true?”


Aricia nodded. “It would appear so.” She said evenly looking at them. “Our unknown dragon is a pure Firespitter. The dragons that left Enurrua all those years ago were pure Firespitters. Both of them. A male and a female.”


“This is the crazy idea I told you about after I first arrived Lynwe.” Isra spoke. “The one I did not want to elaborate on without more information.”


Lynwe nodded slowly remembering that conversation. “Ok… I’m following you.” She said.


“The skin molt Isra and Aelnala found is from a female dragon that is barely over three thousand years old.” Aricia explained to them. “I had tests done with the equipment I brought on my DT, so we can be almost exact on her age. We believe that in order to insure the survival of their species, the male and female dragon that left Enurrua began to mate once they reached Earth. We don’t know what happened to the other rider, but it appears this rider that we face is between five thousand three hundred and five thousand four hundred years old, which fits with the age Arzoal said most of the riders were back then.”


“Wait… you can tell how old he is?” Tareif asked incredulously. “How?”


“His scent… as foul as it was. It told me all I needed to know.” Aricia replied with a smile. Aricia saw Layna trying to hide her own grin because she alone knew what Aricia was speaking of because she was a Lycavorian female like her Queen. “Layna… would you care to explain it?”

Layna stared at her Queen for a moment, stunned to be included in their conversation in such a way. She looked quickly at Lynwe who only smiled, and it suddenly dawned on Layna that these men and women detested formality in any way it seemed.


She turned to Tareif. “When a male Lycavorian wants to draw attention from females or show them that he is interested in them, he uses what is called his aura. Essentially it is a combination of a psychic energy field and scent and the ability to project their scent. It is something that all the males of my species have. They can use it in many ways, sometimes even as a weapon. Females have an aura as well, but it is not as powerful as the males.”


“They can use it as a weapon?” Lynwe asked clearly very surprised.


Layna nodded. “In times past, before King Resumar began to pull our people out of the Iandali, the abyss, males used their aura as a weapon really, mainly against females. A strong Alpha male can usually render a female helpless to resist him just by using his aura. It affects all the females of my species, some of us more strongly than others. We have learned how to resist the effects quite well over the millennia, but even now a male’s aura has the ability to make females more… compliant I guess would be a good word. We’ve also discovered that emotion… such as a powerful love between mates nullifies the effect one male may have on a female if she is mated or in love with another.”


Tareif looked at Aricia quickly his eyes wide in shock and horror. “This rider… he did this to you?”


Aricia nodded. “He tried too.” She said with a smile. “It didn’t work on me because I have already been claimed by an Alpha male much more powerful than this rider will ever be. An Alpha male who I can not begin to imagine not loving.”


“Martin?” Lynwe asked.


Aricia nodded. “Yes.” She said with a grin. “He wasn’t happy about that I will tell you... but once he realized he could not use it as a weapon, he panicked and immediately began looking for exits out of the city streets.” She said. 
“Could Tarifa, Aihola or Selene be affected by this aura?” Lynwe asked.

Aricia shook her head quickly. “No. Tarifa and Aihola are completely in love with Isra, and the pureness of his blood, not to mention their own will power will prevent this male’s aura from affecting them. As for Selene, she is now a vampire, and Lycavorian auras do not work on vampires.” Aricia’s eyes twinkled when she looked at Lynwe. “Besides… she has you Lynwe. What could ever entice her to alter that?”

Lynwe’s amber eyes gazed at Aricia for a long moment. As close as Anja and Aricia were, it didn’t surprise her that Aricia knew about her ‘gift’, but it never ceased to amaze her at the acceptance that she almost always garnered. Even after all this time, the people that Martin Leonidas had chosen to pull close to him still managed to surprise her. Lynwe detected Layna’s head move between the two women almost imperceptibly and she knew the time was coming when she and Selene would have to accept Layna into their bed and hope she was as open minded as she seemed.

“Anyway… within that aura he projects is his own unique scent, which can tell us many things about him, to include being very close to his age. And his age probably makes him the original dragon’s rider.” Aricia finished speaking.

“The original dragon?” Layna asked softly, still not sure if she was actually included in the conversation.


Aricia and Isra nodded. “The dragon the rider commands now is not the original female. She’s too young.” Isra spoke looking at them and taking a deep breath before speaking again. “We believe she is one of the first eggs to have hatched here on Earth but… we also do not believe she serves the Lycavorian who rides her willingly.”


Tareif, Lynwe and even Layna looked at the two of them as if they were insane.


“Isra… she burned eleven Dragoons and Spartans to cinders before our eyes!” Lynwe gasped. “She would have killed far more if not for Aelnala, Aricia and her dragon!”

“She’s protecting her brothers and sisters.” Aricia said softly.


“What?” Tareif demanded.


Aricia looked at him. “When we were fighting them, her name is Syrilth by the way; when we were fighting them Isheeni asked her why she was doing this and she replied she must protect them.”


Tareif’s head snapped around and he looked at Isra. “The flame we saw during the night? It was them?”


Isra nodded slowly. “There are seven that we know of for sure, and Arzoal is certain there are more. Aricia and I agree. Syrilth is too old for there not to be more, and she has not been carrying this rider for very long based on their abilities and the power of their psychic shield. We estimate no more than three years together, and they have not had the guidance of Arzoal and the other Dragon Elders in their training as the members of Mjolnir’s Hand has. We may have been together less time in number of years, but our training together as a bonded pair will surpass whatever connection they may have developed naturally… at least right now.”


“Why is that significant?” Layna asked.


“Firespitters are savagely protective of their eggs and hatchlings.” Aricia spoke now. “And it’s quite possible there may be un-hatched eggs as well. Their eggs are very selective about conditions in which to hatch, everything must be perfect. Heat, humidity, wind, the nest and also temperature. It must all be perfect to induce the hatchling within to come out of the egg. If all these conditions are not met, the hatchling will remain in the egg, and wait for them to be perfect.”

“How long will they wait?” Layna asked.

“Isheeni waited seven years to hatch after Arzoal brought her egg into this world.” Aricia replied. “Arzoal has told us she has seen Firespitter eggs wait over two thousand years before hatching.”

“They are very particular.” Isra spoke with a small grin.

“This rider… he called Syrilth upaee in our language Tareif. Upaee in the ancient Lycavorian language means bitch.” The anger and distaste in Aricia’s words was very evident and they all heard it. “Any member of Mjolnir’s Hand that rides a female dragon knows you do not, under any circumstance, refer to your bonded dragon sister as a bitch. None of them would even think to do such a thing.”


Isra shook his head. “That is a singularly very bad thing to do.” He said in agreement. “We rely on each other to the extreme, and many of the female dragons that are bonded have become an active part in their rider’s lives and vice versa. Aelnala adores my mother, and we go to see her as often as we can on Apo Prime, and that is only one example.”

“Why is it like this?” Lynwe asked.


“We feel what our dragons feel.” Aricia told them. “They feel what we feel. Isheeni knows me almost as well as Martin does. Aelnala knows Isra almost as well as Tarifa and Aihola now know him. We in turn know them almost as well as we know our mates and that is why we are so strong. The bond we share with our dragons is a sacred thing to us. We would never call each other a vile name in the midst of a battle or at any time for that matter.” Aricia smiled wistfully. “I wish… I wish one day you could see Martin and Torma together. They are the perfect union of man and dragon, and what they can do together is sometimes outside the realm of believability. No…” Aricia looked at them shaking her head. “Syrilth does not carry this man by choice, we are sure of it.”

“So what do we do?” Lynwe asked. “It’s been three days now and we have heard nothing from this rider or those he works for. The base they were using in the islands is a wasteland now. Admiral Jamerl bombed it back to the dark ages. When we sent troops in, they found nothing but bodies, most of them human.”

Aricia looked at them. “We need to find where they are keeping the hatchlings and the eggs if there are any.” She spoke.

“How do we do that?” Tareif asked. “The better question to ask is why would we want too?”

 “If I had to guess, I would say that he and these creatures have control of her siblings, perhaps even some eggs and that is why she does what she does.” Aricia told them evenly. “Arzoal believes and Isra and I agree with her, there that could be up to a hundred dragons. In any combination of hatchlings and eggs. Isra saw two adolescents, and that could mean there are more as well. I would bet in favor of that Tareif. We need to find where they are keeping them.” Aricia said. “If we can discover if this rider and these creatures are holding her siblings captive and rescue them, Syrilth will abandon this rider in a heartbeat.”
“You sound very sure of that Aricia.” Tareif spoke. “What if that is not the case?”
Aricia looked at Isra quickly and then back to Tareif. “If that is not the case Tareif, then we will kill her.”

“The humans are of no major consequence now.” Lynwe said quickly changing the subject. “What Tarifa, Aihola and Selene did by announcing elections, it has all but taken the human element out of the equation. Those that were involved for more nefarious purposes have already blended back into the shadows. Anlain and Crescent have disappeared once more, but we have an idea on where they are going. Admiral Wallace has released several of his more inventive technicians to show us what little toys they have designed, and we have three of those toys tracking Anlain at least.” 

“This is the time that they are most dangerous Lynwe.” Isra said meeting her amber eyes. “They will become more desperate and bold. You and Layna must not relax on Selene’s security just yet.”

Layna shook her head. “That won’t happen.” She replied before Lynwe had a chance to. The Drow General smiled at Layna’s words.

“We need to keep the security on our most important officials at current levels until this entire situation is resolved. I’ve already spoken with Tarifa and Aihola about this, and while they don’t like it, they understand it needs to be this way. At least until Aricia and I find where these creatures and this rider are keeping Syrilth’s siblings.”

Tareif looked at him. “You truly believe that is the only reason she serves him?”

Aricia nodded. “Isheeni is a pure Firespitter Tareif. Believe me when I tell you old friend, if her children or siblings were in any way threatened, she would burn this entire city to the ground in order to protect them, and she would not think about it for more then a split second.”

“So let’s stop talking about it and get to finding where these dragons are!” Lynwe spoke. “I for one would find it fascinating to know they have existed for so long on Earth right under our noses.”

Aricia nodded. “There are some things we need Admiral Jamerl and Admiral Wallace to adjust in their daily sensor run Tareif.”

“Give them to me. I will fly up personally so that this does not go out on open channels, no matter how encrypted they are.” Tareif spoke. “It will give me time to quiz Steven about his intentions with my daughter.”
Lynwe laughed at him and squeezed his arm. “I can tell you what his intentions are Tareif.” She said with a smile. “He intends to marry her and give you grandchildren.”
Tareif grinned. “I know… but I want to hear him tell me that.”

Isra’s internal Com unit on his armor buzzed and he reached up to touch it. “Go ahead Lohana.” He spoke.

“I just received a transmission from Tarifa at the Eden City Council Building Isra.” Lohana said.

Isra looked at Aricia. “They have not been there for more than a few minutes.” He stated. “Why would she be contacting you?”

“She sounded extremely pissed off Isra. Something to do with the Kavalian ambassador not being accounted for when the Zaleisian Delegation returned to their ship.” Lohana answered him. “She asked me to relay to you that Layna and Lynwe could fill you in, but she requested that you and Queen Aricia meet with her in an hour. She’s calling for Admiral Jamerl to be there, and she wants Governor Panos and Admiral Wallace conferenced in on a secure network.”

Isra turned to Layna his violet eyes wide. “I did not know about a Kavalian being on Earth! How long has he been here? What has he been doing?” He demanded.
Layna glanced at Lynwe quickly. “He was a member of the Zaleisian Delegation in their bid to purchase the rights to some coordinates off the Atlantic seaboard.” She answered in a rush turning back to him.

“Yes… they turned out to be the coordinates adjacent to where we have just completed laying new piping and conduits to the repaired offshore fuel platforms.” Lynwe said. “This Kavalian rubbed Charles the wrong way and Tarifa and Selene and Aihola postponed the signing of a trade agreement until they found out more. We discovered the information about the conduits that evening and when confronted with it the next day the Zaleisians balked. This Kavalian also did not have the right answers, so they were told no deal would be done and Selene ordered them escorted off Earth and out of the system.”
Aricia stepped forward. “Isra what is wrong? You seem to know about quite a bit about Kavalians”

“Kavalians hate water!” Isra snapped. “They won’t go near it, even if their lives are threatened! This ambassador is not here helping the Zaleisian Delegation! He’s here scouting for his people! Scouting to see who and what they can take by force! I encountered them within The Wilds on several occasions. They are extremely ruthless and will not hesitate to do whatever it is they feel necessary to get what they want. If there is one on Earth, then you can rest assured there are more on the way.”
Lynwe shook her head. “As if we didn’t have enough problems already.” She spoke. 
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“Beautiful isn’t it?” 


Martin turned his head slightly and looked at Helen as they stared at the massive greenish planet through the cargo bay view window of HOPE’S QUEST. The STRIKER DT was in the background, its engines idly smoothly while Endith, Tina and now Sivana were in the cockpit running last minute checks. The Shroud Generator on HOPE’S QUEST was operating at peak efficiency, and they were completely hidden to the High Coven defensive platforms in orbit, as well as the few DARKBROOD-Class frigates that dotted the area. 


“I don’t think I would use the term beautiful to describe it after what happened here Helen.” Martin said.


“When the sun was rising in the morning you could see the reflection on the oceans from the emerald forests when you were in orbit. It was truly amazing.” Helen said softly.


“Is that the way Canth remembers it Helen?” Martin asked in a similar tone.


Helen turned to look at him and she nodded. “He loved it here.” She said. “Perhaps one day… when the High Coven is no more and we have peace, perhaps we can return him here and lay him to rest.”


Martin took her hand in his and smiled. “That is something I would be honored to do.” He spoke.


“We must do what we came here to do and leave quickly Martin.” Helen spoke. “Veldruk is no fool, and neither is Yuri. This close to them, even we can not rely entirely on our psychic shielding for very long. Two… perhaps three days at most, and then even with the added power of Torma and Miath, we will not be able to shield our presence any longer. No one can sustain those types of shields longer than that.”


Martin nodded. “I know.” He spoke turning slightly as Anja walked up to them, taking up a spot on his right side and pressing her body up against his as she always did. It was almost an unconscious thing now; whenever one of his queens was near him, it was almost as if they had to be touching each other in some way.


Anja looked at him and then to Helen. “Endith and Sivana are finished with the pre-flight and are ready to go.” She said. “Torma and Miath are already on board.”


Martin smiled. “You ready?”


Anja met his eyes. “We’ve never come out this high up before Marty, but yes I think we’re ready.”


Martin nodded. “You are ready Anja. Once you clear ANVIL dive for a safer altitude for you and Miath. Don’t hesitate. Even with Helene’s added power to your shields, if you stay too high it won’t last. They won’t pick you up on sensors so don’t worry about that.”


Anja nodded and looked at Helen. “You ready for a twenty-three thousand foot dive Helen?” She asked with a grin.


Helen rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Oh yes… it will mark the highlight of this insane trip no doubt.”


Anja laughed as the COM unit built into the new body armor suits they wore echoed clearly with Komirri’s voice from the bridge. His voice was coming from Martin’s COM unit, just below the shoulder in the front.


“Milord?” His voice sounded soft and hesitant which all of them picked up on right away. Komirri was never soft and hesitant.


“What’s wrong Komirri?” Martin asked.


“Sire… perhaps you should come to the bridge.” Komirri spoke.


“What? Why? We are just getting ready to depart.” Martin said.


“Sire… I think you should come to the bridge.” Komirri told him again.


Martin looked at Anja who shrugged and he nodded. “On my way.” He looked at Helen as his hand slid into Anja’s. “Ladies would you care to accompany me?”


Helen gave him a disgusted look and Martin grinned as they moved for the bridge. It did not take them long to move down the corridors of the ship to where Komirri stood in the center of the small bridge. He was staring at a Holo Image display in front of him, the view windows on either side of the bridge filled with views of Lycavore.


“Komirri… what do you have?” Martin asked.


The big Algolian turned to face him, his grayish reptilian skin healthy and clear for his species, indicating an excellent diet and plenty of exercise which his people needed or they would become immobile and die. Komirri had been with Martin since his father Admiral Ceneu had formed the 1st Spartan Attack Division, and placed him in command of the LEONIDAS I class cruiser at the time. It had been over a year now, Komirri carrying out his King’s orders and wishes, and now with the LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers in production Komirri felt invincible. It had been Martin who saved him from being transferred, signing the order that made Komirri his permanent captain until such time as Komirri deemed he wanted to move on. Surprisingly Komirri did not see that happening. The days and weeks with the King and Queen were far too interesting.


“Milord… I was under the impression that this was now a High Coven planet.” Komirri spoke. “Populated completely by vampires.”


Martin nodded. “That was my impression as well.”


“The Coven used poison missiles against Lycavore when they conquered us Komirri.” Helen said stepping forward a little. “There were no survivors on the surface. They told us that. They told Canth that. They… they showed him!”


Komirri nodded. “I’ve always found the High Coven to be boastful First Oracle.” He said. “In this instance they were boastful. Filrian bring it up please.”


The Hadarian Healer who had traveled with Yuriko for so long and who now had found a niche as Komirri’s senior aide, at least for this mission adjusted his consoles and the holo image shifted and changed until they were looking at a small portion of the planet with tiny blue dots crammed together into one medium sized area.


Martin stepped forward quickly. “Those are…?”


Komirri nodded. “Yes Milord. Lycavorians.” He answered. “Filrian how many again?”


Filrian looked up from his console. “The number keeps changing due to some kind of interference on the surface near where they are, but I stopped counting at two thousand three hundred and fifty.”


Martin’s eyes were wide now, as were Helen’s. They were staring at the holo image in front of them, Helen moving closer to look at it.


“Survivors.” She gasped softly.


“Or their descendants.” Anja spoke from next to her.


“Vada ared lon wen alleen.” Martin whispered. (The Ones that are lost.) 


Helen and Anja looked at him. “Who told you that?” Helen asked quickly.


Martin met her eyes. “It was something Canth told me on Ukwav.” He replied. “Before he passed on.”


“They are in the same general area as where Sivana said she landed.” Filrian spoke. “Western continent near the equator. There appears to be a relatively substantial size settlement nearby as well as several active mines in the area. I’m detecting High Coven communications and inter-command chatter also. I would say there is a large garrison in this area as well, a garrison that is hidden from passive scans.”


Martin looked at him. “What kind of mines are we talking?”


Filrian looked at to his screen. “It appears to be some type of Rubidium Ore sire.” He answered. “But it is in its raw form, before processing.”


“The High Coven uses Rubidium Ore for many things sire.” Komirri told him moving up to stand next to his King. “Mainly the crystals that help to power their LSD Cores.”


“Is there any sign of High Coven activity near the Lycavorian settlement?” Martin asked.


Filrian shook his head. “No Milord.”


Martin looked at Helen. “They… they wouldn’t actually be helping the Coven would they?” He asked.


Helen met his eyes. “I can not answer that and we should not assume.” She answered. “It is obvious they are either survivors or the descendants of survivors, but until we talk to them, we will know nothing.”


“Talk to them?” Martin declared. “We aren’t going anywhere near them!”


“We can’t just leave them Martin.” Helen snapped.


“We are here for Lisisa Helen, no one else!” Martin spoke. “And even if we had the room, which we don’t, we can’t fit an additional two thousand plus men, women and children on this ship!”


“They are your people!” Helen barked.


Martin turned to face her completely. “Helen… you need to listen to what you are saying.” He spoke. “This is primarily a covert operation and we do not have the means to help them. We’ll come back for them, I promise you.”


Helen met his eyes. Swear to me on the life of your unborn daughter Martin Leonidas that you will return to free your people.


Anja stepped up next to Martin and looked at Helen as Martin nodded his head. I swear to you on the life of my unborn daughter and the name Eliani that she will carry First Oracle. I will return for my people.


As do I. Anja spoke. We will return Helen.


Helen nodded then. I will await you on the STRIKER. She said before turning quickly and moving out of the bridge area. Anja squeezed Martin’s hand before following her.


He waited until they were gone before turning to Komirri. “I want to know everything there is to know about that area of this planet.” He barked. “And I want to know how many of my people are on the surface.”

ANVIL

77,000 FEET OVER THE WESTERN CONTINENT

Sivana sat back in the co-pilot’s seat and turned her helmeted head to Endith. “We’re in the pipe.” She spoke with a smile. “Exactly the glide path you plotted. That’s some serious flying Endith.”

Endith grinned. “Not bad assistance either. Tina preps the rear compartment for decompression and I keep us in the glide path.” She ordered. “Sivana keep an eye on the glide ratio. We need to stay exactly on the course and not vary more than three degrees until we release Torma and Miath.”


Sivana nodded as her hands moved confidently over the consoles. Endith and Tina had drilled her mercilessly for the last few days until she was completely comfortable working the operations panel. Endith turned her own helmeted head to face the rear of the DT.


“We’re ready Marty!” She shouted though her voice was muffled under the helmet. She saw Martin’s head turn to face her, the crested helmet nodding.


Martin turned back to look at where Jeth stood next to his father. Jeth… if you leave this ship for any reason your mother won’t have to skin you. I will do it for her. Martin exclaimed walking up to the hatchling and putting his gloved hand on his thick neck.


Jeth nodded quickly. I will remain here King Martin.

Don’t worry… once Endith lands; you will be doing your part by protecting them. Your senses are better than theirs and I will need you to watch over them while Atropos and the others secure the area. Martin told him.

Torma glanced at Martin, knowing that he was making his son feel important and needed so he would not do something that put them all in jeopardy. He nodded his head quickly. That is your task my son. Nothing else. We will find Lisisa and you will be united with her, but now you also have a mission.

Whether by fate or design Jeth, you are now a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. Martin told him. There are rules and purpose to all that we do. You must abide by them or it could cost others their lives. Remember what your father, Miath and I have taught you these last few hours, and do not hesitate to reach out to any one of us shielded.


Jeth met his father’s golden eyes and nodded. I will not fail you father. Or you King Martin.


Martin nodded and turned to face Anja and Helen. They stood beside Miath, their helmets on, and the psychic shield they would share, at least for the twenty thousand foot dive through the atmosphere, already active and surrounding them. Miath was raring to go, his talons clicking on the floor, while Torma remained calm and control even though he too was busting to get off the ship.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Firecracker? Martin spoke using his nickname for Anja.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Don’t say it big boy. Anja answered with a smile. We’ll be fine.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I was going to say I love you.


Anja turned her head and looked at him smiling, her jade green eyes soft and filled with adoration. [Mindvoice Shielded] In that case, I love you too.


We’ll meet at the prearranged coordinates. Martin said turning to look at where Danny, Atropos, Belen and a dozen of The Durcunusaan occupied web seating, all of their eyes on where he and Anja were further back in the DT. Danny you Atropos and Belen stand ready. Jeth’s senses are almost as good as ours, use him wisely.

Danny nodded. I will brother; you just watch your skinny ass out there and don’t hit any trees.


Secure a perimeter around the DT as we planned and we will see you in four hours. Martin spoke with a smile nodding his head. He turned to look forward where Endith’s head was still turned back facing him. “Let it rip Endy!” He barked.


Endith immediately turned back forward and took a deep breath. “Here we go! Ramp opening!” She spoke as her fingers stabbed he console.

The roar of rushing air filled the back of the DT, and Jeth moved further back to stand beside Danny and Atropos as Martin climbed onto Torma’s back. Anja got onto Miath and then reached down to help Helen climb into the saddle behind her as Miath turned toward the rear portion of the DT as it continued to open. Martin got himself situated on Torma’s back and his eyes changed quickly, his fangs extending. These types of exits always made his blood rush through his veins and he could feel Torma’s excitement as well. He watched as the floor of the ramp extended out, the walls and top moving slowly back, leaving just the ramp protruding into nothingness.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It has been too long my bonded brother. Martin said as he stared into the blackness in front of him.


Torma could only nod his massive head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes it has.

Martin looked behind him to where Anja and Helen sat on Miath. He didn’t say anything, just met her beautiful eyes and smiled. Anja met that gaze and returned his beaming smile. He turned back around in his saddle and patted Torma on the side.


Let’s do it brother


Torma moved forward slowly, keeping his wings folded tightly into his body as they moved out onto the long ramp, the pressure of the atmosphere and blistering wind pressing against them.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Krius reull tia reth duan gais stros aina jar. Martin spoke softly within Mindvoice. (May those who rule our hearts watch over us.)


[Mindvoice Shielded] Krius hnes cabor duan sidheyn for bavyn jar anzen. Torma finished the short prayer that he and Martin always made before taking flight. (May they guide our journey and keep us safe.)


Torma turned slowly on the ramp until they were facing back into the rear of the DT and Martin gave Anja a lopsided grin.


NOW!


Torma snapped out his massive wings to either side and allowed the rushing wind to snag his body. Danny and the others watched as his huge obsidian form lifted off the ramp with barely a pause and as soon as the DT moved far enough ahead, Torma dove for the ground. They watched as Miath quickly followed Torma, moving out onto the ramp with a little more quickness since he was not as large as Torma and then turning slowly to look back into the rear. Anja turned her helmeted head to look over her shoulder at where Helen was gripping her waist tightly, her own helmet pressed against the back of Anja’s armor, eyes tightly shut. 

Ready Helen? She asked.

Why do I let him talk me into these crazy ideas of his? Helen complained her eyes tightly shut.

Anja laughed. Because you love him. Miath… NOW!
Miath snapped out his wings in the same fashion as Torma and the wind snagged him off the ramp just as easily as it had Torma. His gray eyes waited until they were clear of the end of the ramp and then he lowered his head and dove.
Danny shook his head and patted Atropos on the shoulder. “Better them than us!” He screamed against the raging wind as the ramp began to close.
Atropos nodded his head. “On that I will agree with you!” He yelled back with a grin.


They had exited four thousand meters higher than they had ever gone, but it didn’t matter in the least. The moment Torma had folded his wings and dove, they accelerated to nearly four hundred kilometers per hour and he and Martin enjoyed the feel of the dive tearing at their psychic shield. The saddle armor adjusted immediately and tightened around Martin’s legs as he kept his head tucked in behind Torma’s shoulders, his gloved hands gripping the two shoulder spikes that protruded from his body. Their psychic shield could protect them from everything except perhaps the plasma cannons on a fighter, and the thrill of having the wind tearing at them but not able to do any damage was exhilarating. Their Mindvoice powers individually were incredible, yet when they joined their minds as they did now, both of them knew there was little they could not accomplish together.

Martin tilted his head back just a little and looked up, seeing the large green dot above them that was matching their plummet to the surface almost exactly.


You have been working with him Torma! Martin yelled out in Mindvoice. His control and poise has increased ten fold.


Their bond grows stronger my brother! Torma spoke back. He has committed himself to her Martin, and they are a perfect union. Soon they will rival Isra and Aelnala in the strength of their connection. Dysea and Iriral as well.

I agree. Their common natures bring them closer. Martin replied turning back to look down and see the dark surface of the planet Lycavore rushing up at them. Angle towards this settlement Torma. I want to do a fast pass over it before we begin searching for Lisisa.


Torma didn’t reply and only twitched his tail ever so slightly adjusting their downward course. Martin turned back to see Miath matching their slight course change.


Anja… when you reach your ceiling break for the patrol grid we worked out! Martin yelled out. We are going to pass over the settlement before moving to ours.


We’ll see you back at the DT Martin! Be safe Lover!


You too!


His yellow eyes watched as Miath altered course once more and they began to drift away from him and Torma in their dive for the surface. 


Anja could feel her wolf blood rushing through her veins in joy as they plummeted towards the surface. Helen’s arms were wrapped tightly around her waist, both of them leaning low over Miath’s shoulders to cut down on drag. The longer they remained together, the stronger they became Anja knew. This was the epitome of adrenalin rushes as far as she was concerned. Helen’s added Mindvoice power was more than enough to reinforce their psychic shield so they could exit the DT so much higher than they had trained for. Miath had barely skipped a beat in the added height, the excitement of plunging towards the planet below from so high up racing through his own blood, which Anja could feel just as easily as if it was her own. Helen’s added weight was also not a factor as Miath had grown much stronger over the last few months and he could carry Anja and one other easily. Her gloved left hand rested flat on the spot between his shoulder spikes sending her power and affection for him through her hand into his conscious mind. Something that he returned to her without question.


Anja looked at the altimeter she wore on her wrist, though it was only secondary to Miath’s keen senses. He sensed her movement.


Almost there. He shouted.


Helen… you still with us? Anja declared.


This is insane! Insane I tell you! Helen screamed out, causing both Anja and Miath to laugh softly.


We’re going to level off quickly Helen! Anja exclaimed. Hold on!

Hold on? Child… I haven’t let go! Helen barked out again.


Anja turned her head back forward and leaned in even closer to Miath’s shoulders, feeling Helen press closer as well. Whenever you’re ready Miath! 

Now! He shouted and extended his wings straight out with a snap. They jerked suddenly as their four hundred kilometer an hour plunge came to an abrupt halt in less than one hundred meters, and then they were flying straight and level over the dark terrain twenty thousand feet below them, their speed bleeding off so quickly as Miath caught the thermal currents that Helen felt her stomach lurch somewhat. They also noticed the stars in the sky for the first time, as well as the half moon that cast a soft glow upon them.

We have about three hours before the sun comes up. Anja declared as her breathing calmed and the rush began to recede. Let’s cover as much ground as we can in that time Miath. We have a general idea where she might be, but let’s stick with the grids Martin worked out and start there.

Miath nodded his head and banked slightly to the right. I will head for the first marker.


Anja sat up straighter in the saddle and turned her head as Helen also sat up and opened her eyes for the first time. May the Gods preserve me; I do not wish to ever do that again. I will never be able to eat a full meal again. I believe I left most of my stomach somewhere up in the clouds above us.

Anja chuckled and squeezed her arms that remained locked around her waist. We can’t fall off Helen. The dragon armor keeps us securely in the saddle, and Miath will warn us of any sharp maneuvers he might do. Your stomach will catch up with us.

Helen’s helmeted head slowly looked around as they now moved at a more sedate speed through the sky, gliding on the winds really and her eyes were able to pick up features of the terrain below them. Her eyes went wide slowly at the majestic view their position on Miath’s back afforded them.


Gods child…Anja is this how it always is? She asked.


Anja smiled and nodded her head. Beautiful isn’t it?

Breathtaking. Helen spoke. 


Someday I will take you up for the sunset on Hadaria. Anja spoke. That is magnificent. And I promise to dives for the surface either.

Helen smiled. I would like that. She said. Her head turned slightly. I’m detecting several Mindvoicers below us. Helen broadened the reach of her awareness and she squeezed Anja’s waist. Anja can you feel them?


Anja nodded quickly. Oh yes. None of them feel like vampires however.


They aren’t All of them are Lycavorian. Helen’s words were excited. None more powerful than a Tier Four, but they are all over. And they… they are speaking in Mindvoice freely.


Marty… can you feel them? Anja reached out into the night sky.


Torma had halted their plunge a hundred meters off the ground, his wings extending and cranking them into a gut wrenching maneuver that had them racing over the top of the dark settlement at nearly two hundred and fifty kilometers per hour. As they passed the settlement below them Torma slowed even more and began to climb back into the night sky, using the wind currents to conduct a slow ascension.


Martin’s yellow/gold eyes scanned the terrain below them intently. I feel them. Do not lower your shields for any reason. Helen is right, there are none above a Tier Four, but we need to be careful. I did not expect so many of our people and their Mindvoice abilities are far more than normal.

I agree. Helen’s voice echoed in his head.

We’re in our patrol grid. Anja spoke within their connection.


Most of the village is dark. Looks like they are just starting to wake up. Martin said. They must go to these mines early.


Martin you can’t believe they are working for the Coven. Helen declared.


I don’t believe anything Helen. He answered. However history has proven that many of our people went over to help the High Coven. We have to consider that possibility as much as we both hate that to be the case.


Helen was silent and Martin knew she was mulling over his words. I hate it when you sound like me. She finally spoke.


Martin smiled as Torma banked slightly in the darkness. We will find out Helen. That I promise you.


King Martin! Jeth’s voice erupted into their connection with a shout. Martin and Torma winced but at least he had remembered to shield his words tightly, directing them only to his father and Martin.


Do not shout my son! Torma ordered.


Forgive me father! We… we have landed at our… at our coordinates King Martin. Jeth reported though they could hear the hesitation at how he used his words. King Martin she is close to you!


Martin’s yellow/gold eyes grew a little wider. Jeth are you sure?


I can feel her King Martin. Jeth replied confidently. 


He is sensing her subconsciously Martin. Just as Isheeni and I can sense you and Aricia when you are nearby. Torma broke in. Jeth… can you pin point where she is from our current location.


The village you passed. She is moving towards it. Jeth answered. She is not alone.

Martin slowly expanded his own awareness, being careful not to open himself too much. Given his, Anja’s and Helen’s level of Mindvoice power, and combined with their dragons, detecting them within Mindvoice would be child’s play for Veldruk and possibly even Yuri if they weren’t careful. Martin felt his mind surge when he detected the tremor and he quickly clamped it off.


Torma… come in over the settlement from the west! I can feel her now!


Martin be careful! Anja’s voice echoed. 


Don’t worry Firecracker… I’m not going to snatch her and come running. Martin replied quickly. I just want to see if I can see her.

We’re going to cover our patrol grid and mark everything we can before we head back to the DT. Anja spoke.


Martin nodded. We will do the same. See you in less than three hours.

Thud!


Lisisa stopped walking along the well used path to the settlement and looked up into the night sky. Melita held her hand tightly as they moved, and she looked at her friend.


“Lisisa?”


Thud!


Lisisa winced and turned back the way they had come and her forest green eyes stayed directed up into the sky. 


Thud!


“Melita do you feel that?” Lisisa asked quickly.


“Feel what?”


“The pressure waves of air!” Lisisa replied. “It’s like a huge… a huge bird is nearby.”


Melita looked skyward, using her vampire vision to scan the cloudless sky. She had learned long ago to trust Lisisa’s senses more than her own at times. She may have been half vampire, but Lisisa’s wolf senses were far more acute.


“I don’t see anything.” Melita spoke.


Thud!


Melita spun around now as she felt the slam of air pressure that time. “Lisisa? I felt it that time! Lisisa what was that?”


“I don’t know!” She exclaimed softly. “I can’t smell any new scents.”

They both staggered slightly as a gust of air passed over them quickly, Lisisa’s eyes going skyward where she caught the briefest glimpses of the massive shadow as it swept over the top of them. The gust of air carried with it the scents from the surrounding area, but mixed in very faintly was the unmistakable and very new scent of mint.


Melita grabbed her hand and arm as they both ducked instinctively. “What was that?” Melita gasped.


Lisisa shook her head. “Whatever it was, it was huge. And it was moving fast.” She replied. “Hurry… let’s get to the settlement. Suddenly I don’t feel so comfortable out here anymore.”


 Martin kept his head turned, his yellow/gold eyes gazing back at where his daughter stood in the middle of the worn path. The darkness had obscured most of what she looked like, but he saw the raven colored hair shining in the half moon light and he thought he could almost detect the color of her eyes. The wind had carried her scent to his keen nose and now Martin Leonidas had the smell of his daughter in his nostrils. The smell of Maple Trees and fresh wheat caressed his senses and he smiled.

Brother? Torma’s voice broke into his thoughts.


Martin turned back around slowly. We have found her Torma. He spoke softly. 

Brother we must…


Don’t worry Torma. Martin said patting Torma’s thick neck as they sliced through the sky. I have not spent two years searching for her only to destroy my chances now by being foolish. 

That… that is very good to hear.


Martin smiled and nodded. Let’s continue with our patrol grid as planned and then meet the others back at the DT. The settlement appears bigger than we first thought and I want to do a ground reconnaissance as well. 

Do you think they are a threat? Torma asked turning his huge head around to glance at Martin.


Martin met his gaze. I don’t know my friend. I will not risk lives needlessly in finding out though. Martin turned his head back toward the settlement and smiled. Soon daughter. Soon I will come for you. And I will bring you home.

