CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
LYCAVORE

TWENTY-TWO KILOMETERS WEST OF SETTLEMENT

Anja looked down the tunnel from where she squatted, the dimness of the work lighting in the tunnel not hindering her altered wolf eyes in any way. The tunnel was at least thirty meters wide and sixty meters high, the rock walls glistening with moisture in some spots. The entrance had been deserted when they arrived and it was a simple matter for her small team to move into the tunnel from the deep timber surrounding the entrance. They had moved slowly so that Tina could take as many readings as she was able with the small portable scanners she carried. Anja had not worked much with her in the past two years, but she admired the woman’s toughness. She never complained even though Anja could smell the tiredness coming from her after the first hour of moving. She was first and foremost a pilot and engineer and while she had been on the ground before, it was never for more than a few minutes. Anja and the Spartans had no trouble slipping through the terrain with barely any effort, but since Tina was human they had to move slower than they normally would have. Atropos had picked up on this as well and adjusted his pace within the tunnel so that it was not as bad as the movement they conducted from their landing point six kilometers away where Torma and Miath had left them.


They could see dozens of tools scattered throughout many portions of the tunnel, some of them advanced sets of drills and even ancient looking hand tools near where the veins of dark red and yellow Rubidium Ore within the rock itself resided. They had moved past half a dozen tunnels that connected to the main one they were now in, but their motion and sonic sensors told them they did not go for very far, always dead ending. The small amount of Rubidium radiation they were absorbing was nothing to be concerned with. The radiation did not affect them as it would the vampires, and any adverse effects could quickly be dispelled by either Anja or Seanna’s healing ability.


Anja Peterson.

Or just plain Anja she thought, since her people did not have surnames. She secretly preferred Anja Leonidas herself, and if they had never discovered what they had these last two years, Anja would proudly carry that name with no hesitation or regret. She knew it did not matter however and that suited her just fine too. Martin was in her blood more deeply than just a name, and everyone who could detect her scent knew that without question, just as she was in Martin’s blood.
Anja was a Queen to trillions of beings, some of them that looked no more like her than the rock she now looked at, that fact stilling mind boggling to her. Yet at this very moment as they rested within the tunnel, Anja’s only thoughts were on the sister she had never known. Sivana was back at ANVIL with the rest of their group waiting for them to return. They had talked briefly before she and Miath had leaped from near eighty thousand feet above the planet, but Anja had noticed the differences in her sister almost immediately. Though they had known each other less than a month now, the similarities between them were easy enough to detect. Their facial features were almost exactly the same, and while they were not identical twins it was easy enough to see that they were fraternal twins. Anja shuddered inwardly to think of the life her sister had led up until they had discovered her. Anja knew she herself was strong willed, it was something the human man who she called father for so many years had always told her. Yet Anja did not believe she could ever have survived the life her sister had survived. Over a hundred years of slavery, having no say in your life and basically at the mercy of whoever claimed to be your owner. In more ways than Anja cared to contemplate. 
Since discovering her real history and past, Anja had spent as much time as possible on Hadaria with her great grandfather Fuleos discovering all that she could do with her amazing healing ability, as well as working to make the art of medicine better for everyone. The equipment that existed was unlike anything Anja had ever seen or used, but surprisingly she learned like a sponge and it seemed as if she knew what each instrument was before even picking it up. These were the things she would have to teach her sister. Sivana was not going to be as easy to convert into a healer as she had been. Anja had already been a premier bio-research scientist and doctor, a field she had entered almost without thought growing up. The decision to join the Navy SEALs on Earth was completely hers however, and looking back it was something she realized she had done to impress the man she had called father for so many years. Now Sivana was discovering what it would be like. Their Aunt and Uncle had constantly badgered Anja about bringing Sivana to Hadaria and letting her stay with them. Anja knew all they wanted to do was fill her with their dogmatic view of things and how it was wrong for Anja to be part wolf and always spend more time off Hadaria than on. She was protecting Sivana and in the process protecting herself. Only their grandfather Fuleos cared nothing for that as long as he was near his granddaughters.

Sivana and Belen becoming a romantic item; that was not going to make her anymore friends among the older Hadarians either Anja thought with some humor. Not that she really cared since most of them were stuffy old men and women who complained about everything in regards to her. How she wore her hair, how she dressed far too sexily for a Queen, how she should not have a Mage Warrior as a lover, it drove her batty sometimes. Eurin was the only person who understood, and though she was among the oldest of their people, she was far more open in her thinking. It was Eurin who put Hadarian Healers back among the general military as had been their way in King Resumar’s time. The results of that act were telling across the fleet and all the ground forces. The readiness of hundreds of ships and units nearly doubled, for every Spartan, every troop no matter their species; they all trusted Hadarian Healers without question. How was she going to explain Sivana and Belen to her Aunt and Uncle? They would be furious she knew, and more than likely blame her, but it would give Sivana an insight as to the type of people they truly were and hopefully cause her to stay on Apo Prime with Anja most of the time. It would also allow Anja to let Sivana see that the relationship she had entered into was not just flying by night. Belen was a very traditional Spartan like his father, he was also an Alpha and would protect her ruthlessly if need be, and fight for her without question against any other male, regardless of species. Anja was certain Sivana understood some of it, she was exceptionally intelligent, but she wanted to help her sister in any way she could. At least before she became too pregnant to do that.  


Anja let her hand drop to her abdomen for a brief moment and amazingly she could feel the life stirring within her womb even though the baby was only a few days old. Anja had never once imagined herself as a mother, but shortly after re-discovering Martin Leonidas and falling shamelessly in love with him all over again, Anja had wanted nothing more than to have his child. Like Aricia, Dysea and now For’mya, as female wolves it was in their blood to want to have children, yet also like them, only Martin could stir their blood enough in that way. It was only Martin’s children the four of them desired to carry, for they knew that once they gave him a child they would be bound to him for all eternity until death, and that prospect did not frighten them in the least. They had decided long ago that all of their children would be born in Sparta, for that city on Earth held so much significance for the man they all worshiped. They also knew that without exception theirs would be a communal family, where they would care for each others children as if they were their own. It was the way of the wolf pack in all of them anyway, and they had made this decision without Martin knowing, for they knew he would love each of them and all of his children equally, no matter what. 
It was the reason that over the past year Aricia, Dysea, Isabella, herself and For’mya had pushed him to give Yuriko more and more of the resources she needed to find Lisisa. After their initial anger over discovering he had a child by their hated enemy, it did not take long for them to come to realize that it was not something they could hold against him. When he had shared Yuri’s bed, he did not know what he was, or who he was for that matter, and he had not known about Lisisa’s existence. Secretly they all cherished the fact that Martin had not dismissed her existence and that he had given Yuriko all she had asked for in order to find her, to include the help of the man who he considered a brother above all others. The finely upgraded High Coven Runner, unlimited funds to spend what she needed to find Lisisa, all of these things that had led them here. They knew that Martin would act in this way with any of his children, no matter who had given birth to them, and that fact made all of them love him even more. 
They did not know how he could love them all so completely, and they had talked of it often in the past as women and lovers themselves, but Martin did love them all. Even though they all knew Aricia would always have hold over him as they could not, none of them cared in the least. Aricia had shown them all on many occasions that she did not care that she was his favorite, for she loved all of them almost as intensely as she loved Martin, and it was Aricia who always made time for them to be together to be together and be able to share Martin and each other no matter what they were doing. 

They did not know yet if Isabella would ever be able to have children with Martin as it appeared Yuri had been able too, but furtively all of them hoped this was the case. They could not explain the connection they all had, or the overwhelming desire to be so physically close to one another, yet Anja could not deny the power of that draw. While Aricia, For’mya and herself had been able to share in pleasures with Isabella the night before they left for Elear, Isabella had not yet been able to share in Martin with them. Anja shivered at the memory of Isabella’s fangs biting into her flesh just above her clit, and experiencing the wave of enormous pleasure that produced, but Anja knew she wanted to share that with Seanna more than anything else.

Anja glanced at the dark haired Hadarian woman that captivated her life almost as much as Martin Leonidas. Anja would never deny her touch to the others or theirs upon her, but when all was said and done, it was only Martin and Seanna who could make her sing like no others. Seanna had opened up and changed so much in the last year and Anja knew she would soon join them willingly in their bed and in their arms. Seanna’s sweet coconut scent wafted with the desire to explore with them and contribute to what they all shared together and only decades of old tradition and culture stopped her. Tradition and culture that Seanna was rapidly and quite willingly leaving behind her the longer she remained with Anja and shared in her life. They had come so far in the last two years and experienced so much that Anja sometimes wondered when she would wake from this dream. The fact that she was actually living it was far more than she had ever dreamed for and it made her perpetually happy. 

Anja took another bite out of the protein bar she held just as Tina moved up next to her and squatted down. Her dirty blond hair was tied into a tight pony tail and she filled out her uniform quite nicely. Anja wasn’t attracted to her in a sexual way but she could and did admire an attractive female when she saw one, something that this new life brought out in her. Anja also knew that Tina had been involved with Endith and Ben for the last two years and it was well known that their love affair was just as torrid now as it was when it had begun. Tina was one of the few handfuls of people who Martin considered being, if not family, the closest of friends, and all pretenses were dropped with them. There were no formalities within that small group of men and women, and Tina was among them. That suited Anja just fine.

“Anja… I’m getting some strange readings.” Tina spoke.


Anja looked at her. “Strange how?”


Tina shook her head. “That’s just it… I don’t know.” She answered. “The motion sensors seem to be working fine, but since we entered this portion of the main tunnel I haven’t gotten a solid return from the sonic sensors on the right side. It’s like the sonic waves are being absorbed by something.”


Anja looked at her oddly. “Absorbed?”


Tina nodded. “Weird huh?”


“What would absorb sonic waves and give no signature back?” Anja asked.


“It would have to be some sort of bio material.” Tina answered. “Nothing that I know of or have studied in the last year would do that I’m sure. And since Endy, Ben and I moved to Apo Prime we have studied every known metal to exist.”

“Bio Material… down here?” Anja asked looking around now. “How far down are we anyway Tina?”


“The last depth scan I did put us at a hundred and two meters.” She replied looking at Atropos as he settled to the tunnel floor beside his Queen. “It’s been fluctuating between ninety and a hundred for about the last quarter of a kilometer that we have come.”


Seanna leaned forward now as well. “The Rubidium deposits we have seen ran out a hundred meters back the way we have come.” She said taking the portion of protein bar Anja held out to her without thinking. “I have not seen any since, which is very strange to be honest.”


“Then why would they keep digging?” Atropos asked. “If there is none of this ore in this rock around us, why keep drilling down at such a gradual slope. Wouldn’t you want to find more of this ore and make dramatic changes in direction?”

“Why indeed.” Anja said. “Tina can you tell how much further this tunnel goes before stopping?”


“The deposits we have seen are very rich Anja.” Seanna spoke. “If the ore colors and concentration I have noticed are accurate, they should be harvesting Ore from those deposits for decades to come. It does not make any sense to continue to drill further when there is so much back there.”


Tina looked at the small box like sensor attached to her harness. “Another three hundred and twenty meters before we come to the end. And I’m not detecting any signs of Rubidium in that direction. But I am showing the same type of sonic disturbance from further down the tunnel that I’m picking up here only stronger.”

“Why do I get the feeling that there is something more happening down here than just drilling for this ore?” Anja spoke. “Atropos… five more minutes and then let’s keep moving. I want to see what is at the end of this tunnel if anything before we head back to the surface, and I want to link up with Nayeca and Jobel before they get too far ahead of us.”


Nayeca had volunteered to come with her and Anja had eagerly accepted knowing the skill the young Drow warrior possessed. She and the female Spartan had been moving ahead of their group silently and acting as scouts.


Atropos nodded and moved to where the other three Durcunusaan sat. Seanna looked at Anja as she gazed down the tunnel and she moved closer to her, pressing up against her side without pause, her large breasts pushing against Anja’s arm as her hand dropped to Anja’s slim muscular thigh. Anja was her Queen yes, but she was also her lover and best friend, and Anja had made it very clear to her on many occasions that if she acted in any other fashion it would make her very angry. She would not have them hiding their relationship or their love for each other from anyone.

Seanna had never expected to have this type of relationship with any female let alone her Queen. When she became a Mage Warrior she had resigned herself to remaining without male companionship for her entire life. Being lovers with a woman had never even made her pause in thought for it never crossed her mind that it would occur. Meeting Anja on Earth that first day had changed everything, and as far as Seanna was concerned, changed it for the better. They slept together, pleasured each other without question, and recently Seanna had grown brave enough and comfortable enough with Martin to share their bed together with nothing but their flesh pressing to one another. Seanna knew that she desired her King, his body was chiseled from granite it appeared and he was extremely well endowed, Anja willingly sharing this information with her before Seanna had actually seen it for herself recently. Seanna knew all she had to do was ask, but she also wanted to make sure Anja was with her, for she had never been with a man and she wanted to make sure it was perfect when that day came. She had seen Martin without clothes and he was huge to say the least. There were nights when she heard Anja cry out in passion in his arms, and she always wondered what it could be like.


One day she would know and Seanna had no doubts she would relish it.


“What are you thinking my love?” She asked Anja softly. “Something is going through that head of yours.”


“Something is nearby Erranyaenyla.” Anja whispered turning to look at her. “Something that even I can sense in Mindvoice and it is very powerful.”


“Something dangerous?” Seanna asked.


Anja shook her head slowly. “I don’t think so. I can’t tell. One thing is for sure, if I can feel it, you can damn well bet Martin and Helen can feel it, not to mention Torma and Miath. They are stronger within Mindvoice than me.”

“Do not sell yourself short Anja.” Seanna spoke with a smile. “I have heard Martin and Helen talking about you. Helen believes you to be the strongest Mindvoicer behind Martin and Aricia, and she says your bond with Miath with only continue to grow. Dysea and Iriral will be powerful, but Helen believes you will come closest to Martin and Aricia.”


“They told you that?” Anja asked surprised.


Seanna smiled. “I actually was eavesdropping on them in the lounge of HOPE’S QUEST. I heard them there.”


Anja chuckled. “I’ve created a monster.” She exclaimed leaning over to kiss her warmly. Seanna took her face gently and slipped her four inch tongue between Anja’s lips, eliciting a soft moan of delight and an immediate response with Anja’s own four inch tongue. Another delight Anja had discovered when she and Seanna had become lovers. All of her people had exceptionally long tongues. The kiss was intense but short as they knew it had to be and Seanna rubbed her nose gently with Anja’s as she pulled back, her dark green eyes smoldering. Anja looked at her boldly. “You do realize Erranyaenyla that if we were alone I’d throw you to the ground and take you right here after that.”


Seanna chuckled now as well. “Only after I had you first.” She spoke.


The soft beeping caused both their heads to turn.


“Movement!” Tina hissed out bringing up her motion sensor as she got to her feet. “Three hundred sixty meters! Moving towards us! I got four! What the fuck… I’m reading them on the other side of where this tunnel ends!”


Anja looked at her. “Nayeca and Jobel?”


Tina shook her head quickly. “They are moving back to our location! A hundred meters in front of the contacts.”


Atropos looked at her his eyes wide and determined. “Do we extract?” He gasped out the question. “We aren’t supposed to have any contact!”


Anja made the decision quickly and all based on what her gut and her heart told her. “No! We wait and see who they are!”


“My Queen… we…” Atropos saw Anja tilt her head at him and give him that look she always did when she wasn’t going to listen to him. He stopped talking and shook his head. “Oh never mind.” He said.

LYCAVORIAN SETTLEMENT


“BLOOD!”

It was perhaps the most devastating use of controlled, precision violence that Visam and the others had ever seen. They had been raised seeing the High Coven demean and subjugate their people, beatings, rapes and even murders. They had never resisted, never given thought to resistance and watching Danny, Anuk and Yuriko spring smoothly into action at that one word shout was unlike anything they had ever witnessed. 

The moment that one word left the black skinned Spartan’s lips, the three of them became a blizzard of lethal motion. Martin’s actions in killing the Immortal and their officer had frozen the dozen other High Coven troops. This ultimately turned out to be the main reason for their demise, but none of the High Coven soldiers was even in the same league skill wise as Martin and the others. All of them present saw the silver/white flash of three Shi Viskas and then the razor shields were in the air as Danny and Anuk both brought up their P190s and began tracking targets. The two of them alone had perfected the unique ability to launch their shields and lift their 190s in the same blink, allowing them to get off one and possibly two bursts from their rifles before having to reclaim their shields and then re-launch them. Martin’s Shi Viska simply slashed through the crowd of bodies with a mind of its own, for only Martin and Aricia had the Mindvoice ability and power to direct and guide their shields while in the midst of battle as they fought with other weapons. Danny, Anuk and Yuriko had spent the better part of the last year fighting and searching together, the three of them had, with Nayeca and Filrian by their side. They had trained almost daily in the hours of down time searching for Lisisa to think and act as a team, and that is what they did now with devastating results.
Yuriko’s dual blades appeared in her hands as if my some magical force and she shoved Lisisa to the ground as she used her vampire speed to blur in motion to the closest soldier. There was a soft gurgling sound and then a great fountain of blood erupted from his sliced open throat as his hands dropped his rifle to try and stem the flow of life giving blood. Lisisa didn’t see Yuriko blur in motion again as there was not often reason for the vampire soldiers on Lycavore to utilize this skill, and even those who could were no where near as proficient and skilled as it appeared Yuriko was. Lisisa didn’t hear the soft sound of the silenced P190s as Danny and Anuk dealt out three round bursts of death with lethal accuracy, their movements almost faster than she could follow as they twisted and turned, reclaiming their Shi Viskas and then launching them once more in the blink of an eye. Lisisa’s eyes saw none of this because they were focused entirely on the huge figure of the black haired Lycavorian who was her King.

And her father.

The moment Martin launched his Shi Viska he did the one thing that would utterly throw the vampire troops into chaos in such confined space. He knew from experienced they did not like to fight in enclosed spaces while he and Spartans trained for it everyday. He shifted into his wolf form in a near blinding flash of white light and launched himself into an attack. Lisisa was among the others who could only stare in awe at the size of the raven black beast that fell upon two Coven troops without pause or regard. Massive paws of black razor like claws snapped out, shredding flesh and snapping bone. His three hundred plus pounds of tightly corded muscle smashed one trooper to the floor, the air leaving his lungs as the added weight of the enormous wolf crushed several ribs. The huge head lowered and there was the snapping sound of huge steel trap jaws as Martin’s muzzle crunched closed on the vampire’s neck and tore his throat free like paper machete. As blood fountained into the air, the black wolf moved with speed unlike anything any of them had ever seen from a wolf, one four inch wide paw whipping out and tearing into the second trooper’s head, four long deep slashes tearing open his flesh, sending hair and bloody scalp flying and ripping one of his eyes from its socket. As he fell to his knees his weapon forgotten and his lips opening to scream in agony, Martin leaped again and hit him with his full weight, once more driving a Coven soldier to the floor. Blood spewed from between the soldier’s lips as the three hundred plus pound wolf once more snapped ribs like dry timber, two ribs tearing into his lungs. Once more those large teeth and incredibly powerful jaws bit into flesh, and once more another Coven soldier died before he ever really had a chance.
Martin’s huge head whipped around and he heard the gasps of not only Lisisa but her female vampire friend as they saw his blazing yellow/gold eyes fall of them. Melita had never seen a wolf of such size in her entire life and she had lived around Lycavorians since she was a small child. This black monstrosity was four foot at the shoulder if he was an inch, and she estimated he was easily twice the size of any wolf she had seen in her life. His black steel claws clicked on the floor of the hall as he leaped once more towards a Coven soldier that was raising his weapon on the red haired female elf. Melita’s eyes flew open when those massive jaws clamped shut on the trooper’s shoulder crunching through flesh, muscle and bone. She heard the snap and pop as his shoulder was torn from its socket and with a devastating shake of his massive head and shoulders, Martin ripped a huge chunk of flesh away bringing with it the soldier’s arm in its entirety. 
Then it was over as quickly as the violence had begun.

Danny and Anuk stood side by side, the smoke curling from the barrels of their P190s, their changed eyes sweeping the mass of dead bodies for any sign of movement. Yuriko stood to the other side of the hall, both of her blades stained red and held blade back against her arms defensively as she stood in a combat crouch, her cobalt blue vampire eyes also surveying the room, her lips curled back over her fangs.

Lisisa could not tear her eyes from Martin Leonidas. His presence was so imposing, his commanding aura blasting every wolf in the room including her, announcing who he was for all to feel. Visam and the others had dropped to their knees, their heads bowed in submission, only Donus being disrespectful enough to keep his head up and looking at Martin as he shifted back into human form in another flash. He was crouched then, his yellow/gold eyes not moving from where Lisisa sat on the floor where Yuriko had shoved her. Lisisa held Melita’s arms tightly as she watched him, his eyes scouring the room and coming to rest on a toppled pitcher that was leaking water. He snatched it up quickly and rinsed the blood of the dead vampires from his mouth before lifting his left arm. Several people jumped back as his Shi Viska zipped from the corner of the room where it had been hovering and quickly settled to his arm. It too vanished as Danny and Anuk willed their Shi Viskas away.

Martin stood up and went to where his Nehtes was protruding from the chest of the dead Immortal and he grasped the shaft of the spear as Yuriko moved up next to Lisisa as quietly as a ghost.

Lisisa’s head snapped around to look at her. “Yuriko… Yuriko… that… he…” She whispered softly, her words broken and stammering as she was shaking in a combination of fear and discovery.

Yuriko took her hands with a smile and nodded her head. “Go to him sister.” She said softly pulling Lisisa up to her feet. “He is our father and we have searched long and hard for you. Go to him now, for he has longed for this moment since he discovered you existed.”

Donus disregarded her and moved to step around Lisisa and speak but Danny’s arm stopped him. “Don’t even think about it pal.” He spoke in a menacing tone. 

They all heard the sound of the Nehtes being pulled from flesh and they watched Martin depress the small button on the shaft, collapsing the Nehtes to its smaller size. He turned as he replaced the spear in its thigh sheath, his yellow/gold eyes once more falling on Lisisa. He watched her take a deep breath and step away from Yuriko and Melita, her forest green eyes never leaving his face. Lisisa was shaking badly, all the years of wondering if he would even want her rushing back on her. She stopped moving towards him, unsure of what to do. She was a half breed, part vampire. How could he care for her? How could he see her as a daughter?

Martin decided everything for her by covering the distance to her in three steps. Lisisa inhaled sharply when his powerful mint scent filled her nostrils, and his aura poured forth to surround her. He reached out his hand and placed it against her cheek, Lisisa’s eyes closing as she felt the warmth of his touch. Tears erupted from her eyes then, splashing across his skin and she lifted her hands to cover his as it held her cheek.

“Hello… hello Lisisa.” Martin spoke softly, his eyes now returned to their normal dark brown. He had removed the contacts right after the confrontation with the mercenary frigate. He hated wearing contacts because they irritated his eyes. His other hand came up to take her other cheek and his lips parted in a smile. “Lisisa… Lisisa Leonidas.”

The dam broke then and Lisisa could no longer contain herself as she fell into his embrace and wrapped her arms around his waist, burying her face into his chest heedless of the strange uniform and body armor and the splotches of blood. She inhaled deeper than she had ever taken a breath before and allowed his mint scent to wash over her like the new blossoms in a field. Her tears grew even stronger when she felt his powerful arms encircle her tightly, crushing her to him as his face lowered to her black hair.

“Forgive me.” He whispered causing her eyes to widen as his arms crushed her even more against him. “Forgive me for not knowing about you. Forgive me for all you have had to endure in your life. Forgive me Lisisa for… for not being there for you when you needed me the most.”

All the pain. All the humiliation. Lisisa felt it all washing away at this very moment. She felt as if the sun had suddenly risen in the darkness of her life and bathed her in its warm glow. She felt as if…

“Martin Leonidas you are a damn fool!” The female voice exclaimed.

Dozens of eyes turned to see Helen come scurrying into the half destroyed hall, Jeth right behind her. The sight of the four meter long dragon hatchling had the Lycavorians in the hall hyperventilating and scrambling to hide behind one another.

Martin turned to look at Helen. “They were going to take her Helen.” He spoke quickly. “I was not going to allow that.”

“Of course not you aulved! You are her father! If you had let them take her I would have served you up as dondroch for the Riadbuku on that dreary world the High Coven calls home!” Helen barked as she worked her way deftly over to where he stood. “Do you think next time however, you could be a little more subtle? I heard you scream from across the settlement and now dozens are filling the streets! Forn piegn igord!” 
Danny and Anuk could not help the laughter that came out then as they looked at the expression on Martin’s face as Helen ranted at him and called him some very choice words. The tension and rush of battle quickly bled away for all of them as they listened to one of only six who would dare speak to Martin in such a way.
“You should not… you should not speak to the Lycavorian King in such a manner!” Garpa exclaimed from where he stood next to Visam.

The men and women in the room were standing huddled together, partly in fear of Jeth who was savagely imposing in his own right, but because none of them could believe that the King… their King… none of them could believe he stood in front of them now. Many of them did not believe that Lisisa was the daughter of the new Lycavorian King, and many males and some females had teased her endlessly about it ever since she had arrived on Lycavore and they discovered she was a half breed. It appears that Lisisa had been telling them the truth all these years.
Helen’s dark eyes turned on him. “As Feravomir I will anse fon speak to the Lycavorian King in whatever nubous manner I chose man!” She turned her eyes back on Martin and glared at him. “Especially when he acts like a benee bode!”

“Helen… you aren’t angry with me are you?” Martin asked her with the most innocent voice he could muster.  

“If not for Jeth and I shielding your little angry display here, everyone stronger than a tier three Mindvoicer in the entire system would have detected our presence and they would now know we are here!” Helen barked.
Martin looked at her sheepishly as her words struck home and he realized what he had done. “I’m sorry.” He declared.

“Sorgur!” She exclaimed loudly. “Sorgur!” Helen stared at him for a long moment before shaking her head and waving her hand in disgust. “Aricia was right. You are uncontrollable at times!”

Visam and the others stared at the two of them as if they were insane. He stepped forward slowly. “How… how can you be the Feravomir?” He asked softly. “He… he was struck down by the High Coven on the Brutujur.”

Helen didn’t take her eyes from Martin. “He was not struck down! The High Lord took him prisoner and imprisoned him until this aulved set his mind free last year. Canth conducted the Tuarvomir and passed on his thoughts and essence to me. Sometimes I think I might have been better off staying in Sparta rather than having to nursemaid you!”
Martin grinned. “But think of all the excitement you would have missed.”

“Bah! Now you must figure out what to do since you will have announced our presence to the entire planet as soon as the sun comes up with this little display. Have you forgotten your own words to everyone? We needed to be discrete!” Helen spoke looking around at the bodies of the High Coven troops. “This is not discrete Martin Leonidas!” 

Lisisa had not released Martin’s arm during the entire exchange, and she was just as shocked as the others to discover that the First Oracle stood before them as well. Her eyes moved quickly to the huge lizard like creature that stepped around Helen in a blink and settled its incredible blue eyes on her. She squeezed Martin’s arm tightly as Jeth stepped closer to her, looking down into her face, his wings twitching ever so slightly. She tugged on Martin’s arm.
“Father… father?” She questioned, her eyes never leaving Jeth.

Martin smiled as he saw her reaction to Jeth moving closer to her. “Lisisa this is Jeth.” He said. “Don’t worry… he’s harmless. Well… to those that he considers friends anyway.”

“Do I… do I… am I a friend to him father?” She asked quickly. “He won’t… he won’t try to eat me?”
“Lisisa you are far more than a friend to him.” Martin said with a gentle smile. “Jeth?”
You are my bonded sister! Jeth’s voice exploded into Lisisa’s head causing her eyes to grow even wider as the immense dragon hatchling moved even closer to her. He brought his large head close to Lisisa’s and stared into her eyes. I am your dragon my bonded sister. Touch me!
“What?” Lisisa gasped looking at Martin and taking a step back.

Jeth… be calm. Martin spoke reaching out to place his hand on Jeth’s neck. He looked at Lisisa. You do not have to fear him Lisisa. He is bound to you now, as you are bound to him.

Lisisa looked at him her eyes remaining wide. I… I can hear your thoughts. She spoke quickly.

Martin smiled. Yes. And you can hear Jeth’s as well. Just as he can hear yours.

Lisisa looked at Jeth’s near glowing eyes. He is… he is a dragon father?
Martin nodded. Yes.

He will not… he will not eat me? Lisisa asked again.

No Lisisa he will not eat you. Martin answered with a chuckle. Touch him… touch him and you will see.

Lisisa looked back to Jeth and slowly reached out with her hand. Jeth lowered his head slowly so she could reach him and the moment her flesh touched his both their pairs of eyes grew wide as awareness and power swept over them in a rush. Jeth’s tail twitched madly, and Lisisa’s eyes grew even wider as images, thoughts and moments of their lives flashed through their minds.

Jeth! Helen’s stern voice sounded within the connection. Your shields Jeth. Quickly now!

Jeth blinked several times and just as Martin and his father had taught him, he reached out with his mind, using an image of a huge blanket descending over him and Lisisa as he brought his Mindvoice Shields down around them. Lisisa trembled slightly and from the tips of her fingers where she was touching Jeth, the light blue psychic shield activated and spread out over both of them slowly, becoming invisible as it encompassed their bodies. Donus saw this and stepped around Danny reaching for Lisisa.
“What is he doing to her?” He snapped.

Jeth’s head snapped around to glare at Donus as Lisisa’s memories of how he had treated her in the past came rushing to the forefront in his mind. His long muscular whip like tail with the bony, hammer like protrusion portion at the tip customary to all Heavyhorn dragons came up quickly, poised to strike out at Donus and smash him helplessly into the floor. He stepped toward the Lycavorian male who had so abused his bonded sister, his sapphire colored eyes flaring and his lips curling back over long and lethal looking teeth. Donus came to a rather abrupt halt, his eyes wide in horror, Jeth’s growling head and teeth only inches from his bloody face where Daniel had broken his nose.

Jeth no! Martin barked out within Mindvoice.

He has hurt her King Martin! I can see what he has done to her. What he has said to her. The foul names he has called her because she would not submit to him. Jeth growled in savage anger. I want to hurt him back.
Martin shook his head. No Jeth. He spoke. 

That is not the way of Mjolnir’s Hand Jeth. Helen spoke now reaching out her hand to place it on his long thick neck. You know this young dragon. You protect your Bonded One, you go forward from the moment you are bonded; you do not seek revenge for past deeds.
Then tell him First Oracle…King Martin… tell him if he comes near my bonded sister ever again I will burn him until he is nothing but ash. Jeth’s voice snarled but he stepped back slowly to stand beside Lisisa who could only stare at him wide eyed. She had easily heard every portion of the conversation that they had just had as clearly as if Jeth was speaking normally to her and everyone in the room.

Martin stepped forward and looked at Donus, his dark brown eyes boring into the young Alpha wolf. “He does not like you it seems.” Martin spoke evenly. “He is like his father in that he is an excellent judge of character. Jeth is also a hybrid dragon and will probably be as large as his father one day. They breathe superheated air. If you are caught in the path of this breath when he is angry, it is hot enough to turn your body to cinders in seconds, bones and all. Right now Jeth is angry for what you have supposedly done to my daughter in the past young Alpha. He wants to burn you. Step back from her young Donus, quickly. I can control Jeth… but if I discover any of what you have done to her, I guarantee I won’t control myself.”

Donus did just that scrambling back until he stood behind Visam and the other Alphas. He may have been nearly a thousand years old, but compared to Martin’s three thousand plus years that Donus could smell quite clearly, and the aura that Martin projected, Donus did not compare even a little.

Melita took Lisisa’s arm as she shook her head slightly and stared at the young dragon hatchling, her hand still touching his body, though it had slid down along his powerful side when he moved. 
“Lisisa… are you… are you alright?” Melita asked.
Lisisa looked at her wide eyed and slowly a small smile crossed her beautiful face. “Oh Melita… oh if only you could see what he has shown me Melita.” She spoke turning back to look at Jeth and fearlessly reaching out to place both hands on his thick muscular blue/black body. She stepped closer to him now, pressing her lithe frame against his side as Jeth’s wings twitched once more in delight and he wrapped his head and neck around to place his muzzle against Lisisa’s right cheek as she leaned up against him closing her eyes reveling in the sense of peace and security she felt.

Martin watched this with a warm feeling in his chest and he felt Helen reach out and take his arm and squeeze it. He turned to meet her eyes and saw her smile. “Until this moment my King I had my doubts about coming here.” She spoke softly. “Seeing the look on her face, on your face. This was the right thing to do.”

The sound of excited voices caused them all to turn toward the entrance to the hall. Danny’s hands tightened on his P190 and he moved to impose himself between Martin and the door. 

“Skipper… we got company.” Dan spoke.

They had come into the tunnel to retrieve something that one of them had left during the day. It was forbidden to enter the tunnels after sundown they knew, but one of the females had lost an heirloom that she feared her mother would discover. She had gathered her friends, and the lone male to accompany her. Husen was the sixth son of Donus, and similar to his father in manner and physique, though considerably more good looking. The promise of having the attentions of three females as reward if he accompanied them was too good an offer to pass up for a young Alpha and he had agreed to go with them. They were all still very young, barely out of their twenties, and they had done this before on many occasions and never gotten caught. The females were only a year or so away from Coming of Age, and while Husen may have been arrogant and pompous in many ways, he was also the finest looking Alpha among their age group, and at least they knew if he chose them, their children would be strong. They knew what they would have to do once they found the heirloom, but at least bedding with him was better than submitting to a far older Alpha male who was not as good looking. 

The air in the tunnel was stale and unmoving as they walked towards the work sight a hundred meters away. The three females walked side by side looking back at Husen coyly as he admired their backsides from his position. He was looking forward to having them once they discovered this jewel, for he had been pursuing two of them already, knowing they were the closest to Coming of Age. His status as Donus’s son granted him the right to claim up to three of them as soon as they came of age, and he was looking forward to sampling their treasures before claiming them.
“How much further Joxena? Where did Relina lose this item?” Husen asked from behind the trio of giggling females. “We have gone further than you said.”

The dark haired female on the right turned back and looked at him. “We were working just up here Husen.” She answered. “Don’t worry… you will get your reward for keeping us safe.” She smiled and batted her dark eyes at him. “We only need to…”

Joxena ran smack into the young female who had moved suddenly in front of her. Her eyes flashed in embarrassment and she pushed the girl in front. “Viarei! You clumsy wench… what are you…?”

Joxena’s words died in her throat when she saw what the other two girls were staring at with horror in their eyes. Atropos stood in the center of the tunnel, his P190 leveled directly at Joxena’s head. To his right and left were three other Spartans, all with their weapons out and leveled at the girls.

The moderate incline of the tunnel prevented Husen from seeing why the girls had stopped in front of him and he smiled. “So all of you have decided we will entertain each other here? In the center of the tunnel? Why don’t we…?”

Husen stopped abruptly when he saw Atropos and the others and quite unlike an Alpha wolf he whirled around quickly intending to run. He froze when he found himself face to muzzle with the P190s held by Nayeca and Jobel.
“Do not move.” Nayeca spoke softly, her amber eyes brilliant in the dim light of the tunnel. The matte black helmet did little to provide comfort to Husen as he stared into those strange eyes. “Kneel down slowly if you would.”

Husen’s chest expanded in indignation. “I will do no such thing! An Alpha does not kneel to a woman!” He exclaimed. “I am…”

Nayeca stepped forward quickly and pressed the barrel of her 190 to Husen’s cheek. “I don’t care if you are King of the alphas friend, if you don’t kneel on the ground in the next two seconds I will make you kneel.” She growled.

Jobel had a grin on her face and she saw the look of anger and hate on Husen’s face as he slowly sank to his knees. “I don’t think he likes you Nayeca.” She spoke.

Nayeca didn’t take her eyes from Husen. “He will get over it.” She spoke.

“Who are you?” Husen demanded now.

“The better question is who are you?” Anja’s voice carried from the side causing their heads to turn. 
They saw the diminutive female walking towards them, the matte black helmet covering all but her dazzling jade green eyes and her lips. The helmet’s protection covered her cheeks down past her jaw line with a long strip extending down over her nose. Anja moved easily from the side of the tunnel, her 190 dangling from quick release straps as she reached up to remove her helmet. The three females gasped as her Persian red hair fell well past her shoulders framing her beautiful face and her jade colored eyes fell on them. Now with the helmet gone her flawless and breathtaking facial features were visible to them. Regardless of what she wore, no one would ever mistake Anja for a man. Her uniform, body armor and all conformed to her lithe figure like a glove. She and Aricia had spent many hours training with For’mya and Seanna, and she and Aricia loved to go running in the early morning. While Anja doubted she would ever be as muscular as Aricia had become, she considered her breasts far too large for that, her frame was solidly packed with muscle for her height, and the body armor could do nothing to hide her large breasts. She was most proud of her abdominal definition and the muscles that rippled there, Seanna and Martin and everyone else always taking their time when exploring her abdomen. Anja also had the distinction of having the largest breasts of all Martin’s women, and the attention that he and the others lavished on them when they were naked together always made her wither in delight. 
“And why are the four of you so far from the Lycavorian settlement at this hour of the night?” She spoke stopping in front of them holding her helmet under one arm. 
Anja was what everyone knew as an Alpha female, and after Aricia, her female wolf aura was one of the strongest to be found in a female wolf on Apo Prime, with the possible exception of Dysea. Lycavorian Alpha females were always drawn to the strongest Alpha males and even though Anja was half Hadarian and Dysea half elf, because of Martin’s blood within them and because it was he who turned them, the pureness of his blood within them would insure they would always be far more powerful than normal turned females as well as many pureblood females. This fact, when put together with their natural leadership and command authority, gave them extremely powerful auras and also Mindvoice abilities that exceeded even Helen in some respects. 

The three females immediately felt the power Anja exuded and her aura instinctively cowed them, while Husen detected her powerful honey scent right off, dismissing her aura out of hand as his alpha male urges took over. The hormones in his Alpha blood surged and he quite stupidly dismissed the powerful mint scent that permeated Anja’s blood or the fact that she was not completely Lycavorian.

“You are extremely pleasing on the eyes.” He spoke as his eyes took in her body and her beauty, getting dirty glares from the three females kneeling behind him. Husen did not notice that Anja was several hundred years older than his thirty-six years, and the sexual urges her beauty elicited from him overpowered his own common sense. “Perhaps if you are receptive to me woman and please me, I will answer your questions.” Husen spoke with all the arrogance born of being raised to think he was superior in ever way to everyone around him. Thanks to his father’s status, Husen was also elevated to a higher level of respect naturally among his people. He was used to getting what he wanted and as he released his psychic shields and blasted Anja with his male aura he assumed he would. 
The three females gasped as they stared at Anja unmoving, standing in front of Husen a small smile on her face. She felt his aura sweep around her and as it always was, when placed next to Martin’s aura and what that did to her, Husen was no where even close to comparing. She grinned at him now.

“What’s that?” She asked Husen leaning over and completely unaffected by his male aura. “Do you think yourself so superior that you can’t smell or sense that I am already mated to a wolf that is far more powerful than you could ever hope to become.”

Husen’s eyes went a little wider as he realized this female wasn’t affected by his aura in the least and then suddenly Atropos was beside him, his wolf eyes changed and his fangs out. Atropos had dropped his P190 letting it dangle on the quick release clips and withdrew the High Elf R4 Hybrid fighting knife. It had been given to him by War Master Tareif as an honored gift at the birth of his daughter before he had left Earth. That had been long before they had gotten roaring drunk with Panos and several others in Sparta to celebrate that occasion. His hand filled with Husen’s long hair and he yanked his head back viciously while placing the tip of one end of the curved blades to Husen’s throat.
“You will respectfully answer the questions of an Alpha female young wolf!” Atropos growled savagely in his ear. “An Alpha female who is your superior in every way.”
“Atropos…” Anja spoke softly placing her hand gently on the arm of her Hippies Sedla Captain. “Pen arne nium un gweifallenni vada seye haro.” (I don’t want to frighten the poor boy.)
Husen’s eyes grew wider and flashed with anger as he stared at her. “Pen brol joa haro!” He spat. (I am no boy!)
Anja looked at him and smiled as Atropos released the pressure he had on Husen’s hair, but did not let go completely. “Well… it’s nice to know the ancient language lives on.” She said. She looked at where Tina stood. “Tina, check out the way they came. Take Thamo with you.” 
Tina nodded and looked at the tall male Spartan and they headed off down the tunnel.

“You… you speak the ancient language?” Joxena spoke submissively but with definite surprise and a little awe in her voice.

“As it appears you do as well.” Anja answered her eyes going from Husen to Joxena now. “We are not the enemy.” Anja spoke. 

“You… you are not… you are not fully wolf.” Joxena spoke quietly.

“Quiet Joxena! Do not speak to them!” Husen hissed over his shoulder.

Atropos lifted the R4 once more tapping Husen’s exposed throat. “No one speaks to you… boy!” He snarled.

Anja smiled and shook her head. “No… I am not completely wolf. I am also Hadarian. My mate…” Anja looked at Husen with a twinkle in her jade colored eyes. “My Alpha mate… he turned me. What is your name?” She asked looking back to Joxena.

“Joxena.” She replied quickly ignoring the look Husen gave to her out of the corner of his eye. “Who… who are you? You are all wolf… except… except for her.” She motioned at Nayeca. “Though her blood burns with the scent of an Alpha. We have… we have never seen others like you.”

“We are not the enemy I can assure you of that.” Anja spoke softly.
“I do not recognize your uniforms or weapons.” Joxena spoke again. “You are not… you are not part of the High Coven? Who are you?”

“Egila hel.” Anja spoke looking up at those around her in her small team. (Show them)

Joxena and the others watched as everyone within Anja’s group reached up and removed their matte black helmets. Nayeca got the biggest gasp of surprise and the longest stare because of those incredible amber colored eyes and her long, elegantly pointed elfin ears.

“An elf… you are an elf!” One of the other girls exclaimed looking at Nayeca intently with wide eyes.

“I am a Drow elf young lady. There is a difference.” Nayeca corrected her. 
“I’m thinking they don’t know that Nayeca.” Jobel spoke giving her a gentle nudge with her elbow and watching Nayeca smile in return. 

“We are from the Lycavorian Union.” Anja told them as she smiled as well. “We are on a mission here.”
All of them, Husen included looked at Anja in disbelief. Husen finally shook his head. “Impossible!” He declared confidently. “The Lycavorian Union does not know we even exist here! We were abandoned by them after the Brutujur!”

Anja looked at him intently. “I don’t know who told you that lie but we are from the Union and we are here looking for a young woman by the name of Lisisa.” She said. She saw the light of recognition in one of the other female’s eyes and focused on her. “You know who I speak of?”

The young woman nodded, her dirty blond hair partially covering her eyes. “She… she saved me from the Immortals and their cassir lison.” She answered meekly. “She is… she says she has the blood of King Leonidas in her veins.” (Rape Squads)
“You know… you have heard of King Leonidas?” Anja asked gently.

The young girl nodded quickly. “We have heard many things from the traders and the smugglers that come here. It is said King Leonidas is nine feet tall! That he can kill you with but a look. They… they call him the Kaelselfland, and that he rides a great black sinuova into battle.” (Covenkiller. Dragon)

Husen snorted in disgust. “He is none of those things Relina, if he even exists at all. Why do you insist on believing them? These other things the traders speak of are only rumors as well and sinuova do not exist fool girl!” He declared angrily. “And Lisisa is nothing but a half breed wench who tells stories to garner sympathy from others! Do not speak to them any longer!”

Anja’s jade green eyes fell on Husen once more and flashed with anger but they returned to Relina. “Why are you in this tunnel and not at the settlement?” Anja asked finally.
“We do not live at the…” Joxena began to speak but caught herself just as Husen turned and glared at her.

“Silence woman!” Husen shouted.

Anja’s left hand snapped out with the speed of a striking pit viper and the back hand she hit him with carried enough power to rock Husen’s head back and bloody his lips. The blow also knocked him to the tunnel floor from his kneeling position. He brought his head back around quickly as he scrambled back up to his knees, his eyes glaring at her in a mixture of embarrassment and anger. Anja pointed at him. “I don’t like you… boy!” She spoke harshly. “You have an attitude problem and you are beginning to try my patience!”

Atropos smiled and looked at Husen. “You have no idea who you anger with your arrogance boy.” He spoke with humor.

Anja looked at the girl who had spoken about Lisisa. “What is your name?”

“Relina.” She answered quickly.
“Relina… why are you here in this tunnel?” Anja asked calmly. “We are not the enemy and we most certainly do not serve the High Coven. We know about the Rubidium Ore, but there are no veins for mining this far into the tunnel. You are continuing to drill for another reason and you use the radiation that the Ore projects to protect this knowledge from the Coven because they can not come into the mines. We figured this out all on our own.”

“I lost an heirloom of my mother’s today in the mines.” Relina spoke ignoring Husen now. “We were coming here to retrieve it. It is forbidden to enter the mines after the work periods. I asked my friends to come with me and Husen to accompany us and… and protect us.”

Anja looked at him with skepticism. “And I suppose you did this out of the goodness of your heart.” She spoke.

“I will tell you nothing!” Husen barked.

“He came with us because we promised to service him after we found my heirloom.” Relina spoke. “He is an Alpha… better to mate with him now and then again when I come of age… it saves us from the older Alphas who are shriveled old men.”

Anja glared at Husen. “Oh… that is rich!” She said sarcastically. “So… brave and Alpha wolf of you.”

The COM built into Anja’s armor cackled softly.

“Anja… you might want to come down here.” Tina’s voice spoke.

Anja reached up and touched the small flat box like transmitter built into the flexible armor just below her shoulder. “What is it Tina?” She asked.

“My Queen… my Queen you should see this for yourself.” Thamo’s voice broke in now.

The eyes of the three females and Husen went wide when Thamo’s voice announced who Anja was and Joxena’s hands went to her mouth in a very audible gasp.

“Stand by at your location Thamo… we’ll be right there.” Anja answered as she looked at Husen’s wide eyes. “Anse… vada jochath coi dur!” (Damn the secret is out!) She turned to look at Atropos after a moment. “Bind Alpha Boy here and help the ladies to their feet.”

Atropos grinned as he reached behind his back to take a pair of plasti-cuffs from the canvas carrying pouch at the small of his back. He snatched Husen’s hands and began to secure them and he leaned in close to Husen’s ear as Anja stood up and faced where Tina and Thamo had moved to down the tunnel.
“The King is real fool!” Atropos spoke his voice carrying to where the girls were being helped to their feet. “He is called Kaelselfland by many who know him. And when you meet his sinuova Torma, I will laugh as you sibfla your pants.” Atropos yanked Husen to his feet. “We are the Durcunusaan young Alpha, the Hippies Sedla of the King and his Queens. And I know he will not appreciate the fact you have been so disrespectful to one of his Queens. The Queen who even now carries his child. You can explain your actions to him personally, as soon as we join back with him.” Atropos turned Husen around to face him and could only grin at the horrified look on his face. “He has gone to retrieve one who is his Fenneennum. His daughter. And her name is Lisisa.”
Relina and her friends could only stare at Atropos in awe and they turned to look at the petite figure of a Queen they had only just met.

“Let’s move people.” Anja spoke with command in her voice.
It took them four minutes to move to where Tina and Thamo waited for them at what appeared to be the end of the tunnel. Tina moved right up to Anja and held out the sensor box she carried.

“There is something behind this rock wall.” Tina spoke. “It’s a huge cavern of some sort and whatever is reflecting back our sonic scans is behind there as well.”

Anja looked at Husen. “I don’t suppose you’ll tell us how to get in there huh?” She spoke. Husen’s jaw tightened and he remained silent. Anja grinned. “I didn’t think so.” She said. “Shi Viskas!”

Thamo, Jobel and two other Spartans stepped up next to her. All of them lifted their left arms and as Relina and the others watched with amazed expressions the five Shi Viskas appeared almost simultaneously with silver/white flashes. The unbreakable razors extended from the edges of all their shields clicking into places easily.

“Now!” Anja barked. 
The wall of rock was only a meter thick and Anja determined if they wouldn’t tell them where they had come through, they would make their own entrance. Five Shi Viskas launched within seconds of each other, the unbreakable shields slamming into the rock wall again and again. While the others had to keep retrieving their shields and launching them again, Anja’s Mindvoice abilities had elevated to the point like Dysea where she could actually hold her shield off her arm and use it in much the same fashion as Martin, albeit not with as much precision or control. She did this now, sending her Shi Viska smashing into the rock wall over and over, chunks of rock falling away with every hit. When added to the power of the other four shields joining hers, forty-five seconds passed and then there was a one meter sized hole in the rock face, and the breeze that blew in from the adjoining tunnel was cool and smelled slightly of the pines that surrounded Sparta.

Anja recalled her Shi Viska and turned slowly to look at Husen and the females. “Would you care to tell me what we are going to find in there?” She asked as Thamo and Jobel moved forward their P190s leading their bodies as they peered into the chamber.

“My… My Queen… you’d better… you’d better see this for yourself.” Jobel could only stammer out as she pulled back from the entrance and looked at Anja.

Anja looked at her and then back to Husen and females. She turned and moved to the newly made entrance.

“Thamo! Jobel!” Atropos snapped motioning them forward in front of Anja.

They moved without question, plunging through the opening first, knowing the Queen they protected had a penchant for doing the unexpected. Anja was right behind them and the moment she entered the new cavern it was like entering a new world.

Her jade green eyes lifted slowly taking in the massive curved blue green wall that began ten meters off the floor of the cavern and extended down the tunnel as far as the eye could see within the confines of the tunnel. All around them were healthy and strong trees, a three meter wide stream rushing down the center of the tunnel directly underneath whatever it was that sat suspended above them. As Atropos led the others through the makeshift entrance he too became enthralled by the sights all around him. The tunnel itself was incredibly enormous, easily able to accommodate the width and height of a LEONIDAS-Class Strike Cruiser and possibly even two or three side by side. The breeze carried with it a myriad of scents and not just of vegetation either. All of them could detect the scents of dozens of Lycavorians, male, female and even children.
They could see the rock walls on the opposite side of the tunnel from where they stood climbing high into the air, meeting the ceiling some half a kilometer up, and they saw the dangling stalagmites.

Anja turned quickly and looked at Tina who was standing there just as stunned as the others. “Tina!” She hissed softly.

Tina snapped out of her state and looked at her instruments quickly. Her eyes grew even larger as she gazed at the small monitor. “This… this can’t be right.” She said.

“What?” Anja asked moving closer to her.

Tina looked up at her. “The sensor only has a range of six kilometers Anja. If this is correct, then this cavern is much longer than six kilometers. It…”

“My Queen?” Atropos’s guarded voice spoke.

Anja turned to look at him and he motioned with his head. Anja turned in the direction he was looking and saw what he did. Her own jade colored eyes grew wider as she saw the dozens of men, women and children moving towards them slowly. Atropos and the other Spartans moved closer to Anja for protective reasons, their hands gripping the P190s tighter.

“My Queen… some of them are armed.” Atropos spoke softly, and as if to emphasize this point almost a dozen of the males lifted weapons and pointed them at Anja and the others.

Relina stepped forward quickly. “They are our people! I will… I will speak with them.” She spoke rapidly. 
Anja closed her eyes and reached out within Mindvoice.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Marty… I think… I think I may have gotten us into a situation here. I could sure use your help lover. 


The bodies of the High Coven troops and the Immortal were shoved to one side of the hall as the large gathering center was now filled with double the number of men and women, all of them gathered together in small groups talking rapidly among themselves and glancing to where Martin stood with Lisisa in his arms, Yuriko and Jeth standing very close to both of them. Renatia and Melita stood silently to the side watching their new found King hold the daughter he had not known he had up until two years ago. 


Martin stood there inhaling deeply of her maple and wheat scent, feeling her strong arms wrapped around his waist as if not wanting to let go. He could feel the joy and utter relief pour off Lisisa in waves. Part of her had never hoped for this moment, and now that it was here she did not want to lose it for fear it was only a dream. Martin allowed his aura to wash over her as it would wash over Androcles when he held him, the aura of a loving father. His eyes opened and he saw Yuriko standing there with tears in her own eyes and Martin reached out to take her hand, pulling her into the embrace as well. Lisisa felt this and turned slightly, her left arm wrapping around Yuriko’s waist.


“I… I have dreamed… I have dreamed of this day so many times Yuriko. For so many years.” Lisisa said softly, her cheek pressed to Martin’s chest.


“As I have sister.” Yuriko spoke her hand coming up to caress Lisisa’s head. “As I have sister.”

“You… you never gave up hope?” Lisisa asked her.


Yuriko shook her head. “Not for a single moment.” She answered happily as tears streaked her cheeks. “We… we have a brother Lisisa and he has the bluest eyes you could imagine. And we will have a sister soon as well!”

Lisisa’s tear filled forest green eyes looked up slowly to gaze into Martin’s face. Her father’s face. She saw him nod slowly with a smile. “His name is Androcles. And your sister’s name will be Eliani.”


“I… I want to see them.” She said softly.


“And you will.” Martin told her softly. “You will.”


Lisisa smiled as she wiped the tears from her eyes. She turned and saw Melita and her adoptive mother Renatia standing nearby. She pulled away from Martin slightly, taking their hands and pulling them closer. “This… this is Melita father. She has been my dearest friend since I came here. And this is Renatia… she adopted me as her own when I arrived. Protected me from harm.”


Martin looked at them. “I thank you both.” He said with a nod of his head.


“We… we never believed her.” Renatia spoke softly. “None of us… we never believed what she told us could be true. No one did. Not even me.” She looked at Martin intently, tears rolling down her cheeks. “And it is true Milord King Leonidas isn’t it? All of it is true?”


Martin smiled gently. “Yes it is.” He spoke. His eyes caught movement to the left and he saw Danny step up to Helen and Anuk. He squeezed Lisisa tightly. “Stay with Jeth and Yuriko no matter what.” He spoke. “I’ll be back in a moment.”

Lisisa smiled as he kissed her forehead tenderly and then moved for where Danny and Helen stood. Jeth moved closer, his large head brushing up against her shoulder with extreme gentleness for his size.


Martin stepped up to Danny, Helen and Anuk. “Danny… what’s up?” He asked.


Dan looked at him. “Skipper we got about four hours of darkness left. We need to be gone from here like real fast. The Coven will be all over this place come morning when they send another patrol and find our friends here.” He motioned with his head to the pile of dead bodies.


Martin’s eyes went to Helen. “Helen?”


She nodded slowly. “Daniel is right.” She said softly. Martin turned his head and saw Visam and Garpa standing with half a dozen others watching them intently. Helen watched his eyes. “Martin there is nothing we can do.” She told him softly. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] We have Lisisa. We must go. Helen told him within Mindvoice seeing his head turn back to her. You were right and I was wrong. We can not save them all Martin Leonidas.


Martin turned to look once more where Visam stood. His eyes went back to where Lisisa stood with Yuriko and Jeth, Renatia and Melita with her as they stroked Jeth’s skin with marvel and wonderment.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Torma my brother. I need your guidance now.


Helen looked at Danny surprised as Martin stepped away from them a few steps. She could feel the tremors within Mindvoice, but not even she could penetrate the shields Martin erected when he truly wanted privacy. And that normally meant he was speaking with Torma or one of his Queens. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] We have found her Martin. That was our mission. Torma’s voice replied.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Does she… does her life mean more than all the others here Torma? They are my… they are my people.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Only you can answer that question Martin my brother. You have experienced much in your lifetime, and by virtue of the bond we share so deeply, so have I. Is not what your father said true now? Fight with your head but lead with your heart.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yet it was Canth who told me to reach beyond what my instincts tell me. To see beyond what my eyes and senses tell me.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What do those instincts and senses tell you my brother?

[Mindvoice Shielded] They tell me I can’t leave these people here Torma. Martin answered. The military officer in me… the King in me… they say I must. That there is nothing I can do and rescuing these people was not the mission.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And there is your answer my Bonded Brother. Torma replied. I will follow you to whatever end our path takes us, because with you lies our best chance for the future. I will sacrifice my life and the life of my son if that is what it takes to secure our future.

Martin nodded slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] As would I my Bonded Dragon brother.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Then the decision is easy. Torma spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] How soon can you be here?


[Mindvoice Shielded] I’m already waiting in the hills above the settlement. When I felt Jeth’s joy in finding his bonded sister I moved closer to help augment his skills. He is excitable as you know. Miath is waiting near the entrance to the tunnel Anja entered.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Then we’ll join you shortly. Martin spoke turning back to look at Daniel and Helen.


“Martin Leonidas you have that look in your eye again.” Helen spoke.


“We have to get them out of the settlement and into the mountains Helen.” Martin spoke. “At least there they will have a chance.”

Helen looked at Danny and Anuk and then back to him nodding her head in agreement. “You are right.” She said.


Martin turned to Visam. “You are the senior Alpha here?” He asked.

Visam stepped away from the others. “I am known as Visam King Leonidas” He spoke quickly. “I… there are four of us who are considered the elders if you will.”


“How many people in the settlement Visam?” Martin asked.


“Two thousand five hundred and nineteen.” He replied easily. “Why?”


“Wake them all up and get them moving into the mountains.” Martin said. “Take only what they can carry as wolves. We will live off the land.”


Donus stepped forward now. “Why should we do what you say?” He declared.


Visam looked at him. “Mind your place Donus!” He exclaimed.


“I will not!” Donus barked. “The Coven will punish us for what he has done! We survive because we do not interfere in what the Coven wants or needs! And we mine the Ore for them! He has killed a dozen of their number, as well as an Immortal officer! They will punish us now! Not him! He will be gone!”

Martin stepped forward but another of the older Alphas beat him to the punch and stepped in front of Donus slapping him viciously across the face, staggering him back blood leaking from his lips.


“Enough!” Noreu bellowed. “I have listened to you for seven hundred years claim that we need to be submissive to the Coven! The King of the Lycavorian Union stands before us! Members of the Durcunusaan stand with their King and you just dismiss them? I grow tired of your voice Donus! The daughter of Leonidas has done more to protect our people in the thirty years she has been here than you have done in your lifetime of only a thousand years! It is she who has saved hundreds of our young females from the cassir lison by offering herself because only she could survive their assaults. What have you and your sons done but take those same females when they come of age so that our people do not die? We made a mistake allowing you to join us on this council Donus. I do not care that he came here for his daughter! He is here now and as King he will not abandon us as was done so long ago!”


Donus glared at the man. “How do you know that?” He shouted back. “He brings only a handful of these Durcunusaan. Where are his grand armies? His massive fleets of ships? The daughter of the High Lord of the Coven comes here and I see only a handful of these Spartans. How will we fight?”


Martin stepped toward him. “You are right.” He spoke softly. “I only came here for my daughter.” Martin detected Lisisa’s head turn towards him at those words. Every head in the room turned towards him. “I did not know there would be any Lycavorians on this planet. We only discovered that when we arrived in the system. All these years we thought it was a dead planet. My grandfather didn’t know anyone lived. The First Oracle and he both were told any survivors were wiped out! They were shown footage from the surface of the planet that showed nothing but death.”

Helen stepped forward. “He speaks the truth. I have Canth’s memories. His essence. No one knew that you were here.”


“Why should we believe you?” Donus snapped.

Martin’s eyes darkened. “You should believe me because if I followed what my military training said I should do, you would all be dead!” He snapped. “The moment the Coven came here to this hall and compromised this mission, my training would have dictated I kill all of you and disappear before anyone knew what had happened.” This brought looks of horror from everyone in the room. “I did not do that.”


“So you say!” Donus said.


Martin’s hand came up and everyone in the room saw the shimmering silver psychic power envelope his hand. Donus suddenly lifted into the air, his eyes wide as his arms stretched out to either side of him. They could see him struggling within the embrace of Martin’s TK power, trying to break free and having no success his eyes getting wider as Martin squeezed his body with his mind.


“I don’t care how old you are Donus, or what you have done in your thousand years of life.” Martin snarled viciously. “I grow tired of your ranting little man and I think I will just kill you and save myself the aggravation!”

“Martin!” Helen barked.


“Father no!” Lisisa shouted moving towards him. 


Martin looked at her and then released Donus from his TK grip, turning back to watch as his body crumpled to the floor with a rush of air leaving his lungs. He took four steps, the psychic knife exploding from his hand, men and women alike backpedaling quickly to get away from him as he towered over Donus. The psychic knife extended from his closed fist and Lisisa stood there wide eyed at what she saw.


“You have two choices the way I see it.” Martin growled glaring at Donus. He lifted his hand allowing him to see the shimmering psychic knife. “I kill you here and get it over with, or you help me to gather the people in this settlement and get them into the mountains. At least there they have a chance.” 

It was Noreu and Visam who made that decision after looking at each other for only a moment. Visam turned to Renatia. “Renatia… take half a dozen and go the western portion of the settlement! Move quickly now! Only bring what they can carry as a wolf! Garpa take half a dozen and take the eastern portion. Gather everyone by the northern pathway! You have an hour! We must put as much distance as possible between us and the settlement!”


“I will gather the few guards and weapons we have and send out scouts!” Noreu spoke quickly.


Martin stood up slowly his anger bleeding off and the psychic knife disappearing from his fist. He looked at where Visam and Noreu stood.


“You are King of the Lycavorian Union! The descendant of Resumar here.” Noreu spoke looking at Visam and the others and seeing them nod for him to continue. “You are the King of our people. Never did we dream this day would come. We never believed Lisisa Milord. We thought it was her way of coping with who she was and what she was. We will follow you Milord. We will follow you to the end no matter where that may be. I am tired of running and so are our people.”


Martin saw the nods and murmurs of agreement sweep easily through the gather men and women. Martin took a deep breath and nodded. “Then let’s get the hell out of here.”
Martin felt an intimately familiar tremor in Mindvoice and he looked up when he heard Anja’s voice fill his mind. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Marty… I think… I think I may have gotten us into a situation here. I could sure use your help lover. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Anja are you in danger? Martin’s voice was full of worry now.
[Mindvoice Shielded] No I don’t think so. We’ve found something Martin, and we’ve found some more people. Lycavorians Marty… most of them younger. The tunnel we entered opened into a much larger cavern Martin. There is something in here that you really should see.
[Mindvoice Shielded] I have a situation of my own here Firecracker.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Miath is nearby if I need him then. Martin did you go and do something stupid?

[Mindvoice Shielded] No.

Anja laughed within their connection. [Mindvoice Shielded] You did do something stupid didn’t you Martin?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I did not! 

[Mindvoice Shielded] I’m going to have to make sure our daughter does not take after you. Anja said with gentle humor and love in her voice.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh… and following in your footsteps is better I suppose? Your temper is shorter than mine. Martin answered. Anja… I can be to you in less than an hour if you need me. I have to get these people in the settlement started into the mountains.

[Mindvoice Shielded] No. She answered with a chuckle. I will call Miath if it gets out of hand. Come as soon as you are able. And please keep a handle on your temper lover.
[Mindvoice Shielded] You as well Firecracker. I will come to you as soon as I am able. Two hours… perhaps three. Keep that wonderful tail of yours intact Anja.
[Mindvoice Shielded] As long as you promise suitable body worship at the very first opportunity that presents itself. Anja told him.
[Mindvoice Shielded] That I will promise happily. He answered. Martin turned to Danny and Helen. “We need to move fast.” He told them. “Anja has run into something as well at her location. Let’s get these people moving Danny.”
Dan nodded. “Will do Skipper.”

Helen looked at him. “What is it Martin?”

Martin stepped up to her. “I’ll tell you later, but there is more going on here than we think Helen.”

APO PRIME
ISLAND PALACE

“I once more beg forgiveness for Sadi’s actions Lady For’mya.” Governor Vorilas spoke from the comfortable couch where he sat. “She was not herself that night and…”

Sadi sat quietly next to her father listening to him speak and looking rather meekly For’mya thought; which was probably an act for her father’s benefit no doubt. For’mya may have only been wolf for the last few days, but Dasha and Gorgo had taught her far more than most females who had been recently turned. For’mya could detect the calm demeanor behind Sadi’s pale blue eyes, and whatever else she was For’mya thought; she was very brave for returning here knowing what her actions had resulted in.


For’mya waved her hand dismissively. “I hold no offense Governor, you need not fear that.” She spoke. “And neither does the King.”


“Is… is he here?” Sadi asked using that meek voice that matched the look. “I would like to express my apologies to him as well as you if at all possible.”


For’mya shook her head. “No… I’m sorry. I will pass it on to him though.” For’mya saw the look of depression flash across Sadi’s eyes, and right then For’mya knew that Armetus was right. “Governor… when Deia told me you were coming I took the liberty of seeing if Admiral Riall was free. I understand you and he hit it off rather well at the State Dinner.”


Vorilas nodded quickly his eyes getting brighter. “He was very interested in my ideas for expanding the production capabilities of the factory in my district.”


For’mya smiled. “I happen to know that he is right now in the west sitting room.” She spoke. “He and some of the more senior officers come here to the island estate to get work done where they know they will not be disturbed. Why don’t you see if perhaps you can strike up a conversation with him?”


Vorilas looked at Sadi quickly. “Lady For’mya… I don’t think that would be…”


For’mya got to her feet. “Truly… leave Sadi with me and I assure you we will be fast friends when you return.”


Sadi looked at this female elf for a long moment trying to read her face which was next to impossible considering that elves could put the most absent expressions on their faces when they wanted too.

Sadi was a hundred and twenty-five years old, a strong Alpha female in excellent health and exceptionally intelligent. She also loved her father completely, and when she discovered what Fideia had gotten her father involved in without his knowledge she had very nearly lost control and killed the woman. She had already driven her two older brothers away due to her pompous nature and how she had turned their father against them. She was unable to do this with Sadi because she was his only daughter and Vorilas viewed her as sacred above all else. 

When she discovered Fideia had invested her father’s money into a business venture that was backed and run completely by members of the High Coven Sadi had been incensed. She knew that her father would never survive a scandal such as what Fideia had gotten them into. Her father was an excellent businessman, but he trusted far too easily, and when Fideia had shown interest in him after their mother had died, Vorilas could not see past the obvious. Fideia fawned over him, and still did when she was in public. She had given him four sons, all of whom were no better than their mother, and all of whom had tried at some point to get her to sleep with them. One even went so far as to blackmail her into sleeping with him, and to keep him from revealing that she now was a High Coven agent Sadi had done just that, to her extreme shame and displeasure. Half a dozen times he had forced her to allow him to slobber over her like a rutting animal, until he tired of her and moved on to another conquest, laughing that he would have his mother turn her in if she said anything.

She had not wanted to become what she was now, a traitor to her people, yet to save her father from disgrace and most likely exile from the Union, Sadi had taken the role the Coven agents had demanded Fideia assume to protect her father’s good name. She had hated her step mother since day one and what she had done then was almost more than she could bear. Fideia could claim that she was only following her father’s instructions, and Vorilas was so trusting and in love with her, he would have allowed himself to be exiled to save her. Fideia did not deserve that devotion as far as Sadi was concerned. 


So she had assumed her role as agent for the enemy and for the last thirty plus years she had been giving the Coven information from her job in the News Network. Whenever they wanted some information that regarded purchasing companies or arranging safe houses within the Union it was Sadi who took care of it. She had to admit she had gotten very good at this, always completing her assigned tasks quickly and efficiently. She told herself it was only a job, and that none of her tasks had any real vital meaning. That was until she was told to come between the King of the Union and his Queens in any manner she was able too. Sadi took this task as an opportunity to finally free herself and her father from the life she was leading. If she could get close to the King, perhaps find his favor, she might find herself in a position to come out from under the heel of the Coven. That was until the elf upaee in front of her had made a fool of her at the State Dinner several weeks ago. Sadi had been enraged at this lost opportunity that could have benefited her father and herself. When the Coven asked her to transport some agents to the Island Palace to place surveillance equipment, Sadi had jumped at the chance to perhaps find some information on the she-elf that could hurt her. Instead… the men she had brought to the island had attempted to assassinate the sister of Queen Anja, and seriously wounded the woman who stood in front of her now.


Sadi could smell that she was now wolf, and the mint scent of the King wafted from her pores and her blood. Her injuries were obviously severe enough that King Leonidas had turned her. That had not been made public information and it had shocked her when she and her father had arrived. She had remained calm as For’mya had given them a short tour of the palace grounds and then led them into this room, but all she wanted to do now was get away. Her opportunity was lost once more, and this time it was due to her own stupidity and anger.


Then For’mya invited her father to visit with Admiral Riall, and Sadi’s alarms began to go off quickly.


Vorilas nodded quickly, thinking he had a golden opportunity to sell his ideas to the highest ranking officer within the Union and a man who was known to be very close to the King due to being mated to the King’s mother.


“I would sincerely appreciate that opportunity Lady For’mya.” Vorilas spoke.


“Excellent.” For’mya said. “All you need do is to follow this corridor to the end and turn left. The sitting room is on the right.”  


Vorilas nodded and turned to Sadi. “Daughter?”


“I will be fine father.” Sadi said with more confidence than she felt. “I am in the company of the King’s Royal Concubine within his home. What could go wrong?”

Vorilas nodded and scurried out of the room. For’mya watched as he moved down the corridor for a few moments then she came back into the room and passed her hand over the control panel, the double doors sliding shut with a whoosh of air.


For’mya turned to look at Sadi. “Your father is a fine man Sadi.” She spoke as she crossed to the small counter bar on the wall near the window.


Sadi nodded cautiously looking at her. “Yes he is.” She said finally. “And I would do anything to protect him.”

“Can I offer you a drink?” For’mya asked.


Sadi shook her head. “I don’t like to indulge.” She answered quickly trying to remain as calm as possible. “I… I understand there is a special blend of coffee that Queen Aricia makes. It is said that she makes it from four different kinds of beans and it is a recipe from Sparta. I’ve always wanted to try it if that is possible?”


For’mya smiled. “An excellent choice. Sweetener?” She said pulling two mugs from the side and pouring the coffee with practiced ease. She saw Sadi nod slowly to her simple question and added the sweetener before picking up the mugs and moving back to the couch where she sat across the small table from her. She held out the mug as she sat down and watched as Sadi took it from her slowly.


Sadi sipped it slowly, her pale blue eyes watching For’mya over the rim of the mug. The blend of coffee was as good as Sadi had heard it was and she smiled warmly as the liquid filled her. “It’s very good.” She said.

For’mya nodded. “Yes… Martin drinks it by the bucket.” She replied. 


“You sent my father away.” Sadi spoke looking at For’mya’s dark eyes. “Is this where you dress me down for acting as I did at the dinner?”


For’mya leaned forward. “Not at all Sadi. This is where I decide whether you are to live or whether you are to die.” She said with a voice as emotionless as her face. For’mya was impressed with the young woman’s inner strength. The only sign that she even knew what For’mya was talking about was the slight almost imperceptible twitch at the back of her jaw.


Sadi smiled finally. “I’m sorry… I’m not sure I understand.”


For’mya reached under the small table between them and removed the data pad that had been put there before this meeting. She set it on top of the table in front of Sadi. “Perhaps this will help you.” She said.


Sadi lifted the pad slowly a feeling of dread filling her and she began reading, feeling her blood go cold in her veins even as she outwardly projected a calm exterior. They knew! How could they have discovered what she was doing? She had covered her tracks so well, made her plans so carefully. Where had she gone wrong? What mistakes had she made? She lifted her eyes to look at For’mya, the she-elf with that same emotionless expression on her face. There were two other entrances into the room she was in, behind her to the right and left that opened into the large garden paths. She could…

“You will not make it Sadi.” For’mya’s voice interrupted her thoughts. She still sat there holding that mug of coffee in her hands, not moving, only looking at her.

“What… what do you mean?” Sadi asked in as calm a voice as she could produce.


“You were checking the exits from this room.” For’mya said. “I’m not foolish Sadi. I have been a prisoner before remember.”


“I… I don’t know what you are referring too.” Sadi said. “I…”


“You would be better served by telling us all we want to know.” For’mya told her.


“Us?” Sadi asked curiously. She turned quickly as the two doors behind her that led into the room opened and she came to her feet, backpedaling quickly as the obsidian colored dragon hatchling walked calmly into the room, her talons clicking softly on the floor. Elynth’s azure blue eyes were focused intently on Sadi as she moved completely into the room while Armetus stood in the doorway of the second entrance silently staring at her.

For’mya was still sitting as Sadi backed up against the counter and froze. “Elynth here has a unique combination of her mother’s fire breathing skill and her father’s superheated breath. When her breath becomes superheated air, the stream is tinged with flame on the edges. It’s really quite fascinating.” For’mya sipped her coffee. “As you can see she is growing quite rapidly as well. She is also the Bonded Dragon sister to Androcles Leonidas Sadi. The King’s first born son. A son that you put in extreme danger by facilitating the arrival of those assassins on this island. That made her very upset you see.”

Sadi could see that very clearly for herself. Elynth was just less than four meters long now, not as large as her brother Jeth, but very close. She was not as tall as Jeth either, standing only two and a half meters high, but it was enough to impress Sadi to the extreme, especially considering that her teeth were quite visible pulled back in the half snarl as her lips were.

“What… what is going on here?” Sadi stammered. “Why are you doing this?”

“You have two choices Sadi.” For’mya spoke calmly. “You can choose to corporate with Armetus and I, or I will have you imprisoned until Martin returns. Then I will show him this data pad in regards to you. You can be assured that Martin Leonidas will not see what Armetus and I see. Martin Leonidas will see that you put his son in extreme danger, and that you helped the assassins who tried to kill the sister of his Queen.”
Armetus stepped forward. “And he will see the individual who assisted those same assassins in severely injuring his Royal Concubine, who I know for a fact he considers just as Queen like as the women who hold that title.”

For’mya stood up now. “You will die Sadi. You will be executed for treason against the United Lycavorian Union. You must remember… Martin Leonidas is a Spartan above all else, and throughout their history on Earth the one thing they have abhorred more than anything is a traitor. He will not be as forgiving as Armetus and I. If you are lucky… he will just order you shot… if you are unlucky he will give you to Elynth because he knows that Aurith, who is bonded to me now, Martin Leonidas knows Aurith and I will not act in such a way. It’s not in our nature. Elynth however is not limited by that because she is the Bond Mate of Androcles. The son of a Spartan.”
Sadi’s pale blue eyes snapped to look at the dragon hatchling as For’mya talked as calmly as if she was in the garden enjoying open conversation with friends. 

Armetus moved to stand next to For’mya now and Sadi looked at them. “For’mya and I believe that you were forced into the position you are now in. Forced into it by your step mother in order to save your father the embarrassment and shame of losing everything and being exiled because she is also a traitor.”

Sadi’s eyes grew even wider. “What?”

Armetus held up the pad in his hand. “We have found out some very interesting items in regards to your step mother and her actions since becoming mated to your father. Were you aware that she is having a rather torrid affair with a vampire officer in Queen Isabella’s old military unit? Something Isabella will take great pleasure in taking care of when she returns to Apo Prime I am sure.”

“An affair?” Sadi hissed venomously. “Lon nubous upaee!” 

[Mindvoice Shielded] She does not speak a lie For’mya. Elynth spoke from her spot by the door.

For’mya nodded almost casually. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes… it was one of the first things Gorgo and Dasha taught me. I can’t detect a lie from her either. She is just as surprised as she seems.

Armetus stepped toward Sadi completely oblivious to the words Elynth and For’mya were exchanging. “This officer we found, once we discovered him that is, he is a deep agent for the High Coven. We were unable to uncover any reason why your step mother would be bound to this man, and that leads us to the conclusion that she is also a High Coven agent. Part of the High Coven’s old Arryadyveluat program. It appears they have started it up again, and your step mother is a member.” (Traitors of the female flesh)
Sadi looked at him wide eyed. “She…?”

For’mya nodded her head slowly. “Yes. Her actions in regards to the investment she made were planned strictly to get you involved Sadi. She knew the love and protectiveness you have for your father. And who better to recruit than the daughter of a Governor on Apo Prime in excellent standing with the Prime Minister. A daughter who would do anything to protect her father.”

Sadi’s eyes became moist now… and she staggered against the counter. “All… all these years? All… all that I have done!” She shook her head back and forth as horror and shame swept over her in waves. Her life was over. Her father’s life was over. This knowledge would kill him she was certain. Realization came to her almost immediately and Sadi reached under the dress she wore, tearing at the folds until her hand closed around the small hand blaster. She yanked it from its holster and brought it to her temple before For’mya and Armetus could take four steps. 

“Stay back!” Sadi screamed as tears rolled down her cheeks.

“Sadi you do not have to do this!” For’mya spoke lifting her hand. “We can help… we can help you.”

Sadi shook her head quickly never removing the small laser weapon from her temple. “You don’t know what I have had to do!” She sobbed. “What they made me do! What she made me do!”

“Sadi… help us to help you!” Armetus spoke remaining still. 

For’mya took another step closer to her. “Sadi… none of this will go beyond this room.” She said softly. “Help us and I swear to you that nothing will happen to you. Nothing will happen to your father.”

Sadi shook her head. “No! I can’t… I can’t believe you! The King… the King will gut me like… like some whore in the street for what I have done! Just… just as he brushed me aside that night! Like I wasn’t there!”

“He will not know Sadi.” For’mya spoke softly. “I swear to you he will never find out. We need your help to discover how far this goes Sadi. Those assassins couldn’t have gotten onto Apo Prime without help. You may have brought them to the island that night, but someone hired them and got them onto the planet. You can help us capture them.”

Sadi looked at her pale blue eyes shiny in tears. “They… they almost killed you! And I brought them there! They… they could have killed the King’s son!”

[Mindvoice Shielded] NO! The female voice exploded in Sadi’s head and her eyes snapped to where Elynth took two steps closer to her. I would not have allowed that. My Bonded brother talks to me even now Sadi. He… he wishes for you to put the weapon down! He wishes for you to help his second elfin mother.

Sadi stared at Elynth stunned that she could hear the dragon in her head. She had never been considered stronger than a Tier Three Mindvoicer, yet the power and clarity with which Elynth’s voice filled her mind took her breath away. “I… I can hear you in my head!” Sadi gasped causing both For’mya and Armetus to look at Elynth.

Elynth nodded and stepped closer. [Mindvoice Shielded] They can not hear us KertaGai. We have the power to block all but our parents.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Parents?

[Mindvoice Shielded] We speak as one right now KertaGai, my Bonded Brother and I. Elynth said softly. We do not wish harm to come to you. You have a destiny to fulfill. A destiny you must be alive to fulfill. Put aside the weapon and take your vengeance on those who have done this to you. Not upon yourself.
Sadi shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] He is… he is only a child. Sadi stammered unused to the connection.

Elynth tilted her large head to the side and looked at Sadi with those gorgeous azure eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] Is he? Androcles is far more than just a child. His mother and father know this, as do mine. He is the future. We will one day rival our fathers in what we can do KertaGai. What you do this day will affect that future. For’mya will not betray you, and nor will Armetus. Help them to help you recover what the Coven and others have taken from you. Then begin your life anew. In years to come we will find you once more.
[Mindvoice Shielded] How can… how can this be? Sadi asked still stunned. I… I should not be able to do this! Dragons… dragons are considered… they… they rival the King in their Mindvoice power. 

Elynth nodded her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes in some respects we do. And you are correct in what you say… unless you have been chosen.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Chosen? Chosen for what?

[Mindvoice Shielded] One day you will know. Elynth spoke. Now… for now you must regain your life and make a new one for yourself.

[Mindvoice Shielded] My… my father… he….

[Mindvoice Shielded] Your father will never have cause to discover what has happened this day KertaGai. Not while we live and breathe. This I swear to you by my sinuovasaan. And if you know anything of my kind you know we can not lie. And like his father, the son of Martin Leonidas will never break a promise, especially to the one he has chosen.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Chosen as what?

[Mindvoice Shielded] One day you will know. Trust in For’mya. She will not betray you KertaGai.

Sadi watched as Elynth lowered her body to the floor in the sitting room and turned to look at For’mya. You must protect her For’mya. No matter what it takes… you must protect her. Swear this to me. 

For’mya looked at Sadi who still had a shocked expression on her face and then turned back to Elynth. She didn’t hesitate. I swear to you on my love for Martin Leonidas she will be protected.

Sadi’s hand came down slowly and she dropped to the floor in defeat, the weapon falling from her fingers. “What… what do you want me to do?”

For’mya came forward and held out her hand. Sadi met her eyes before taking the hand and allowing For’mya to help pull her up. For’mya bent down and retrieved the small blaster and held it out to Sadi. “Martin Leonidas once told me that not all evil is born from evil intent. You brought the assassins here yes, but in doing that you helped me to become what I have desired since Martin came into my life. Something I did not have the courage to ask of him myself. I thank you for that.” For’mya held out the weapon. “Keep it… for you may need it in the future.”
Elynth blinked her eyes and smiled a dragon smile as she watched Sadi take the weapon back. She felt the love and thanks from Androcles rush through her and she nodded her head.

LYCAVORE

“What do you mean gone?” Tonlar shouted from the small monitor.


The face of the High Coven Colonel of the Immortals remained impassive and unaffected by Tonlar’s outburst. His dark eyes glared back at the screen, openly showing no emotion, but inwardly holding nothing but contempt. His grayish skin was drawn and weathered from years of exposure to the suns of countless worlds and battles, and he was one of the senior officers within the Immortal ranks anywhere.

“Just as I have reported regent.” He spoke evenly. “The settlement is empty. There are no Lycavorians here. Only the bodies of thirteen of your men and my officer! They were killed by Spartans.”


“Spartans!” Tonlar raged. “Are you a fool man? There are no Spartans on this planet! Only these scum sucking Lycavorian dogs!”


“Begging the Regent’s pardon, my officer has a hole in his chest that could only have been made by a Spartan Nehtes.” The Colonel spoke. “Five of the twelve troopers were decapitated by Shi Viskas, two were savaged by perhaps the largest Lycavorian wolf I have seen in my lifetime and the rest had their brains blow open by Spartan P190s. I have fought Spartans before Regent and I know what their weapons do. Your Commander’s chest is now exposed to the atmosphere from a weapon I have never seen the likes of.”


“Colonel… I am no pilot or ship captain, but even I know that it is impossible for Spartans to land on this planet without our knowing about it.” Tonlar said.


“Unless they are using a ship equipped with Coven Shroud generators.” The Immortal said. “Right now I can tell you that there are at least five Spartans loose on this planet. The Lycavorian settlement is deserted, the half breed they were sent here to collect is gone, and there are signs that your daughter is with them.”


“Melita? Are you sure?” Tonlar gasped. “You must be mistaken!”


“There is no mistake Regent. What remains to be seen is whether she is a willing participant or a prisoner.” The Colonel spoke.


“Colonel, are you suggesting my daughter is in some way involved in this?” Tonlar demanded.  


“The half breed that Princess Yuri is on her way here for has raised your daughter Regent.” The Colonel spoke. “Melita has shown her favor on many occasions. Just a few days ago she threatened one of my men with a weapon for taking the half breed scum as they have so many times in the past.”

“Mind your words Colonel!” Tonlar spat viciously. “I will not have my daughter implicated by an Immortal officer who failed in his duties. I’m ordering you to find them Colonel. Find them and bring them back!”


“I will need to call out the garrison Regent. I…”


“Do what you must… but I want them found before Princess Yuri arrives! Is that clearly understood Colonel?”


The Immortal nodded. “Of course Regent.” He was silent as the screen went blank and then he picked up the monitor and tossed it across the gathering hall, watching as it smashed into dozens of pieces above the now covered bodies of his Lieutenant and the High Coven troopers. “He is a simplistic fool!”


The second Immortal stepped closer to him, unsure if he should interrupt his Colonel’s rage. “Colonel Pa’cour… by your leave!”


The Immortal Commander turned to face his subordinate quickly gaining control of his anger. “What is it Yi’zourte?”


“The men have finished sweeping the settlement Colonel. No one remains, and it appears as if they left quickly.” The young officer reported. 


“Left quickly indeed.” Pa’cour spoke.


“Colonel… begging your forgiveness… but we have found footprints of the Regent’s daughter heading away from the settlement. Heading north. She was with another vampire Colonel. A female as well… and judging by her prints one experienced in combat. She moved lightly afoot, never stopping for very long in one spot. Our scouts tracked their prints until they began to blur and then they lost the trail.” The young Immortal reported.


Pa’cour nodded. “No one but a Lycavorian can track a pureblood that blurs Yi’zourte. Not even we can do that.” He moved over to where the bodies lay as he talked. When he got to the bodies of the two officers he pulled the dark plastic from on top of their bodies. “What do you see Yi’zourte?”


“I see a dead comrade Colonel.” Yi’zourte replied. “And a fool of a Coven officer for allowing this to happen.”


Pa’cour shook his head. “No. He followed protocol. That can be ascertained by where our technicians said they were killed. Combat spreading within the room… weapons at the ready. No… they followed protocol.”


“Then how were they taken so easily Colonel?” The young officer asked.


“You have never fought Spartans have you Yi’zourte?” Pa’cour asked looking at the officer.


“Regrettably no I have not Colonel.” He replied lowering his eyes away.


“Do not regret that fact Yi’zourte.” Pa’cour spoke softly. “The Lycavorian Spartan will be the finest opponent you will ever face. And if you are very lucky you might live. They are lethal with their 190s, and even more so with those damn Shi Viskas they wear.” He looked at the young officer. “I have seen many of our brethren fall to those shields, even the most experienced among us. I’ve seen a Spartan shot a dozen times and still manage to impale his attacker with his Nehtes before finally succumbing to darkness. In enclosed quarters and spaces they are more lethal than Rock Spiders.”

Yi’zourte watched as his commanded knelt next to the body of the Immortal Lieutenant. “You see the angle of the entrance wound?”


“Yes sir.”


“Whoever this Spartan was, and regardless of what that fool Tonlar says this was a Spartan, he was just over two meters tall.” Pa’cour spoke as he observed the wound. “Look at the cleanness of the cut upwards through the chest bone and the severed spinal column.” He spoke pointing to the gaping hole in the chest and the exit wound just below his neck between his shoulders. “This Spartan was strong. Very strong. There are not many of them who can wield a Nehtes with both the power and the skill needed to inflict this type of wound, and my advice to you if you come across one, turn and go in the other direction.” He looked up slowly, his dark eyes gazing across the covered remains. “The Shi Viska kills could not be avoided. Whenever they launch those shield weapons it will always kill or cripple its first target. The precision of the projectile wounds is what is interesting though. All of them were head shots, all instantly fatal. I suspect two shooters at least, both with incredible reflexes and speed and considering they were facing Coven troopers, it could only be Spartans. Only they would attack in such confined space. Look here.”

Yi’zourte followed his Colonel as he moved several meters towards the now destroyed doorway. He pointed at the huge bloody wolf print on the floor and squatted down next to it. “Tell me what you see here Lieutenant?”


“A wolf’s print larger than any I have seen on this planet sir.” Yi’zourte replied his eyes wide as he squatted next to the print as well.


Pa’cour nodded. “I estimate ten centimeters across. And based on the width and spread of the toes this wolf was one hundred forty-five to one hundred fifty kilos.”


Yi’zourte’s eyes went to his Colonel’s face. “I’ve… I’ve never even heard of a wolf that large Colonel.” He gasped.


Pa’cour nodded as he looked up. “Nor had I. Until eight months ago.” He spoke his eyes lifting to look at his officer. “It is said that the new Lycavorian King, when in wolf form, is a meter and a half at the shoulders Yi’zourte.” He saw his officer’s eyes grow even larger. “A wolf that large would weigh in the range I just gave you. He would also have paws this large.”


“Colonel… you… you believe the King of the Lycavorian Union is on this planet?” The Lieutenant gasped. “Now?”


Pa’cour returned to his full height of nearly seven feet tall. “No… I did not say that.” He spoke. “I said he would be in the size range of the wolf that killed these men. Maintain the security as it is Lieutenant and issue orders deploying the entire garrison. From the footprints of the Regent’s daughter, my guess is they are moving north for the deep timber. We will not catch them if that is the case, but we can make certain. I need to contact someone for additional information. You are in command here until I return.”

Yi’zourte nodded. “As you order Colonel.” He blurted as Pa’cour marched off without giving him a second glance.


Anja sat next to Atropos on the flat slab of rock near where they had exited the mining tunnel. Their hands were secured behind their backs by the same plastic cuffs that Atropos had used on Husen, and secured in such a way that if they called their Shi Viskas they would injure themselves severely. Their group was all together, almost two dozen armed Lycavorians standing guard around them, dozens of younger men, women and children standing about fifty meters away while Husen stood in a heated conversation with three much older men and a woman.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Perhaps this was not such a good idea my love. Seanna spoke breaking into Anja’s thoughts as her jade eyes swept over the gathered Lycavorians. 

Anja looked at her with a smile. [Mindvoice Shielded] We’ll be fine Erranyaenyla. Miath is nearby and Martin will be here soon. She spoke. Atropos?

Seanna could only smile inside with warmth when Anja used the name she had given her in the ancient Lycavorian language. Love of my Spirit.


Atropos did not turn to look at his Queen. [Mindvoice Shielded] Aside from the two dozen that are guarding us, I can detect no others carrying weapons. He replied calmly. Their weapons appear old and ill maintained. I seriously doubt the projectiles would penetrate the new body armor we wear. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you think those are the men and women in charge? Anja asked him.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I can tell you that the two men on the left are over eight thousand years old, the one on the far left near nine thousand years. Atropos replied with a small degree of awe in his voice. The third man and women roughly the same age as the King. This Alpha Husen is a child compared to them.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Then why does it seem like they are listening to him? Anja asked.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Perhaps he has some status among them. Seanna spoke now.


Atropos was never considered more than a Tier Four Mindvoicer until he became Anja’s Captain. He had started out on Earth by protecting his sister during the taking of the Drow city, but he was quickly moved to the service of the Persian red haired Queen, and it was a move that Atropos thanked the gods for everyday. Atropos would never admit this to anyone, but as far as he was concerned Anja was the perfect combination of reckless behavior and calm precision. She had a wicked temper he knew and in the last year alone that had gotten them into some sticky situations, but they had always come out on top, mainly because her sense of precision and confidence won out over her more reckless nature in the end. When Anja had refused to allow him to transfer his son Belen after they discovered him with her sister Sivana; that had sealed Atropos’s loyalty to her like nothing ever could. It told him Anja could sense the deep connection that Belen had for her sister, as well as the desire Sivana had to continue what she and Belen had discovered. Atropos would tell his mate Lilika of Anja’s actions when he returned to Apo Prime and he knew that would serve to garner her loyalty above all else as well.


The First Oracle had established a connection between them long ago that elevated his Mindvoice powers to that of a powerful Tier Six, and now Atropos could communicate easily with his Queen as well as her bonded dragon Miath and Seanna. He knew Miath was nearby, for whenever they got into tight situations, Anja always left the link between her and Miath open to Atropos so that he would know all she did.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Have you noticed that there are almost no Alphas among the males Anja? Atropos asked. This was another of the reasons Atropos so adored his petite red haired queen. She had told him once that if he did not call her by her given name when they spoke privately she would kick his ass. Atropos had laughed at her and agreed, mainly because it showed she did not have an arrogant bone in her body, and secretly he did not know if he could beat his Queen.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes… I saw that as well. Many Betas and gammas but hardly any Alpha males. I can sense perhaps four Alpha females within the group around us however, including the one talking with Alpha boy there.

Atropos fought to keep from smiling. [Mindvoice Shielded] They appear to be some sort of Elders it would seem.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes and they keep looking back at you and Nayeca most of all. Seanna said.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Well… I doubt they have seen very many elves in these parts… let alone Drow elves. And if they try anything with Nayeca, Danny will gut them when he gets here. He’s just as protective of her as he is of Anuk. Anja answered.


[Mindvoice Shielded] And you do so much to not draw attention to yourself my Queen. It’s a wonder anyone even knows you are nearby. Atropos spoke sarcastically. 


Anja chuckled within their connection. [Mindvoice Shielded] What can I say; I’m a just bubbly person by nature.

They watched as the three men and one woman turned back and walked up to them confidently. The two older men appeared to be made of much sterner stuff than the third man and the woman Anja noted, and Husen appeared rather confused, which didn’t surprise Anja at all. He struck her as the type that thought with his cock before his brain.


“My name is Condar. I am the senior Elder and the Alpha of my people here.” The man spoke. He motioned to the others. “This is Nanac, Sther and Onia. You have already met young Husen here.” 


“And a wonderful meeting it was.” Anja replied.


“We want to know how you came to be on our planet.” Condar asked now ignoring Anja and looking at Atropos.


“How do most visitors come to your planet?” Atropos asked.


The man Condar introduced as Nanac stepped forward and hit Atropos with a short right hand that snapped his head back and bloodied his lips. “You will answer our questions or you will endure more pain.”


Atropos looked at the man his eyes unchanged. He spit blood and salvia onto the ground and laughed. “You must be joking. My mate hits harder than that.”


Nanac drew back his fist once more but Condar put his hand on his arm stopping him. 


“You are Lycavorian… as are some in your group.” Condar spoke. “That much is obvious. You have a half breed female in your group however and three other females who are not Lycavorian. You wear strange uniforms and have weapons we have never seen and we want to know who you are, where you come from and how you got here.”

“We also want to know if anyone will come looking for you now that we have taken you prisoner?” The female Onia spoke now.


“Taken us prisoner?” Anja said calmly. “If I remember correctly we surrendered our weapons to you. You didn’t take anything. And we did that so that we may speak openly and show you we are not the enemy.”

Condar looked at Atropos. “You allow this female to speak for you?” He barked.

“She is one of the four Queens of the Lycavorian Union!” Atropos snapped loudly. “She speaks whenever she chooses! Or are you too blind to see the aura that radiates from her?”


“You are a liar!” Nanac barked. “She is a half breed herself! And no Queen of the Union would come here! We are inside High Coven space! Do you think us as ignorant as that?”


“I told you… they say they are here for the half breed Lisisa.” Husen spoke now moving over to stand next to Anja’s kneeling form. “They say the Lycavorian King of the Union is here as well.”


“There is no King!” Condar spoke now. “The line of Resumar died with him.”

“What of the traders and smugglers that have come here as those females told us?” Seanna asked now. “Surely they have told you what is happening off this planet. That King Leonidas lives.”

“They can not be trusted!” Condar spoke evenly. “Nor can anything they say be trusted. Most of these traders and smugglers only wish to obtain a female Lycavorian as a pleasure slave. They will say anything to achieve that goal. Enough talk! Now you will tell us what we want to know!”


“Or what?” Anja snapped. “You’ll kill us?”

“It has already been decided! You are a half breed woman, but you are stronger than most somehow. The blood within you is virulent and powerful. Young Husen here has no mate yet and he will take you as his first mate wench!” This caused Husen to turn and look quickly at Condar and Nanac. “It will be his retribution for you striking him like a child when you should have knelt before him as a superior Alpha!” Nanac spoke. “The other females in your group will be given to those Alphas who want them. We will get the answers we want from all of you even if we have to beat it out of you.”

Seanna leaned forward quickly. “Anja carries the child of the Lycavorian King!” She barked. “The child alone proves she is mated to another! By your own Lycavorian law as written by the First Oracle another can not take her as a mate. That is considered a high crime of your people!”


The woman stepped closer and slapped her hard. Seanna however did not stumble over as Onia expected due to her training and exceptional skills. “Silence woman!”


“The First Oracle’s Law no longer applies here.” Condar spoke once more. “When we were abandoned we had to survive any way we could. That meant the strongest and most senior Alphas had to mate with our strongest women to produce strong children so that our people lived on. This half breed is strong… we all sense that. She will give Husen strong children who will help us to survive. The child she carries is of no concern. We have many who will adopt this child.”


“Are you so blind that you do not smell the pureness of the blood that runs within her?” Atropos barked. “The blood of the child within her! She is mated to King Leonidas! The grandson of King Resumar! The child in her womb is only days old, the blood within her that of King Leonidas himself! He is the one who turned her, claimed her as his mate. You will just dismiss that? Will you stand there and tell me any of you are superior to what you smell in her veins. As old as you are… will you tell me that?”


“Silence!” Nanac shouted. “We are not fools to think that the grandson of Resumar would come here! Even if he lived!”

“So you rape your females?” Anja snapped.


Husen reacted immediately and grabbed Anja’s shoulder pulling her closer to him. “I have never taken a woman against her will!”

Anja looked at him with her jade green eyes. “You have never had a woman fool boy! That much is obvious!” She popped. “What would you know of how to treat a woman?”

“Do not speak!” He barked out.


The woman stepped up to Anja now. “Our females do this willingly!” She snapped at her. “They all know it is the only way to keep our people strong.”


“There is no other word for it!” Anja snapped right back. “It is rape no matter how you want to sugarcoat it!”


Onia slapped Anja viciously across the face now, Anja’s head rocking back at the blow. Like Seanna however she did not fall over. “You know nothing!” She snarled.


“I know you seem to enjoy slapping other women who don’t agree with your pathetic views!” Anja growled. “Why don’t you take these bindings off and we’ll see who you slap then upaee!”

Onia’s eyes widened and she lifted her hand once more. This time Anja was ready and she dropped to the ground, bringing her booted foot up in a vicious front kick while she was on her back. The boot hit Onia square in her chest, lifting the woman off her feet and tossing her back several meters.


Nanac stepped forward in a flash, his fist connecting with Anja’s cheek as she was rocking back forward. She grunted in pain as stars sprang into her eyes, the taste of blood splashing wetly in her mouth.

Atropos’s eyes flew open and he screamed in anger, rising to his feet quickly and moving towards Husen with murderous intent. He didn’t make it as one of the men guarding them stepped forward and smashed the old rifle down on the back of his head, dropping him to the ground unconscious. Onia was scrambling to her feet and she glared at Anja in undisguised rage.
“The child you carry will be adopted by others once it is born! And for your actions this day it will be marked as beneath all others of our people.” Onia hissed at her as Anja shook her head to clear her thoughts. “Once the child is born Husen will take you as his mate and you will have his children! You will serve Husen in any manner he deems until then woman! Including in his bed!”
Husen glanced quickly back to where the others sat, his eyes eventually falling on where Relina sat glaring at him in what could only be anger. His head snapped back around. “I do not want this bitch!” He declared.

“You will take her and be done with it!” Nanac barked. “Use her as a plaything if you must, but that is the decision of the Elders!”

“I don’t think so.” Anja declared her voice menacingly low.

“You have no choice woman!” Nanac shouted. 

Anja’s eyes narrowed quickly in anger. [Mindvoice Shielded] Marty… I think I may need your help after all lover. There are too many for Miath alone… and I don’t want to hurt anyone Martin. You’d better hurry! Some nut job who fancies himself as being in charge is about to give me away to some puke Alpha male less than half my age. Anja spoke calmly and did not hesitate as she reached out for him. He’s not even very good looking lover, and they are telling me they are going to give Eliani to someone else. Can you believe this? I truly don’t want to have to kill him for trying to take our daughter or rape me, but I will if he lays a finger on me. And I won’t be able to stop Miath and Atropos from going berserk and burning everyone.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I’m on my way Red. I’m coming for you! Martin’s voice filled her and she could sense the anger in him growing.

“There was another who thought like you. He thought to take one of the Queens of King Leonidas. He took her and raped her. He paid for that folly with his life! As did his father and the vile government they controlled. You do not want to do this.” Nayeca barked out now.


Nanac laughed at her. “Perhaps he knew what we know. There is no King of the Union and therefore all of you are lying! We will discover who you are!”

“Chetak died for what you are about to do.” Jobel picked it up from Nayeca now. “As did his foul son Joric.”


Heads turned from all around when they heard her speak those names. “Chetak?” Nanac spoke moving closer. “That is a name known to me. How do you know that name?”

“He made the same mistake you are about to make.” Anja spat now. “And when Martin gets here you will experience it for yourself.”


Anja hoped Martin got here before Husen touched her or any of their people were severely hurt, for if she didn’t kill Husen for putting his hands on her, Martin surely would.

Martin turned to look back at the long snake like line of men, women and children as they made their way through mountainous terrain north of the settlement. Noreu and Garpa had been true to their word and with Renatia’s help the entire settlement had been ready to move in less than an hour. The smallest children were carried gently between the jaws of parent wolves as they had moved in wolf form for the first three hours. Now… all of them had changed back as the sun was rising and they were twenty odd kilometers north of the settlement and ready to hit the deep timber.

He allowed his eyes to gaze on the people, his people. They moved efficiently and no one complained. The vampire female Melita and Yuriko and ranged out in front of the long column acting as scouts of a sort since they could not alter their forms. And until this Melita proved she was a friend and not a spy, Yuriko would go with her everywhere. If she turned out to be something than what she said, Yuriko would kill her instantly. What they possessed that no Lycavorian with the exception of Lisisa possessed however, was the incredible speed of the pureblood vampire and their ability to blur in motion and cover distances in lightning time. Martin intended to use that to his advantage.

Lisisa never left his side, and Jeth moved deftly next to her without question. Martin had admired how she had changed into a black wolf similar to him and Aricia, though perhaps a shade or two lighter in coloring. What she knew as a wolf was not something you picked up as a slave without schooling and Martin knew the older woman Renatia must have been teaching Lisisa about her skills as a wolf for some time. He made a mental note to thank the older Lycavorian female as soon as he could. 

Martin had counted exactly the number Visam had said were in the settlement, a mixture of young and old, ranging from a few weeks to several thousand years older than his own three thousand and twenty-seven years. As he squatted on the large rock outcropping he noticed that almost everyone looked upon him reverently as they passed beneath him on the slope of the ridge. Word had spread quickly among the people that the Lycavorian King, the descendant of King Resumar was among them and it seemed everyone wanted to get a glimpse of him.

Martin turned as Danny, Anuk, Visam and the asshole Donus moved up next to where he squatted. He noticed the look Donus gave Lisisa even though she squatted next to him but said nothing. Lisisa was breathtakingly beautiful with her raven colored locks and dark forest green eyes. He had no doubts that she would have many young males chasing her when they returned to Apo Prime and not one of them would care that she was half vampire. Martin did not know how he felt about that just yet, but he knew he probably needed to get used to it since he would have two daughters in less than a year. There was a history there it seemed, between Lisisa and Donus and he would have to find time to discover what that was.


“They’re crawling all over the settlement Skipper.” Danny spoke as he took a knee.


“Pursuit?”


Dan shook his head. “Nothing that we could see.” He answered. “Anuk swept around to the west and spotted what appeared to be a staging area of sorts. Looks like they are calling out the entire garrison.”

“Once we are fully in the deep timber we will be safe for the most part sire.” Visam spoke now. “They rarely go into the deep timber. They fear what they think lives there, and they know to follow us into the timber is death to them.”


“All the Coven troops looked like young vampires.” Martin spoke. “I’m guessing this is like a first posting for them once they finish their initial training.”


Visam looked at Donus quickly before turning back to Martin and nodding. “Yes. That is not something that is commonly known though. How did you…?”

“None of them tried to use their shadow ability in the hall during the fight.” Martin said.


Lisisa moved closer to him. “You know of their shadow ability father?”


Martin nodded. “Between Yuriko and Isabella there isn’t much we haven’t been able to figure out or learn. It’s one of the reasons they wanted you so badly Lisisa. Your mother wanted to use your DNA to enhance their cloned soldiers.”


“That witch is not my mother! She was never my mother! She…” Lisisa exclaimed viciously.


Be at peace my bonded sister. Jeth’s voice filled Lisisa’s head as he extended his neck out and brushed his head against her arm gently from where he sat next to her. You are with us now!

“Who is this Isabella?” Visam asked as Martin took Lisisa’s hand in his and squeezed bringing it to his lips and kissing her knuckles.


Martin turned and met his eyes. “She is the daughter of Veldruk’s consort. She defected to the Union some thousand years ago when Veldruk killed her mother. She is one of… she is one of my four Queens.”


“She is… she is Yuri’s sister.” Lisisa gasped.


“Half sister.” Martin corrected her. “And if they ever met on the street somewhere, Bella would take great pleasure in ripping Yuri’s heart out of her chest I can assure you.” He finished that statement with a grin. 


“Milord… you have… you have four Queens?” Visam asked shocked.


Martin looked at him clearly embarrassed. “Yes…”


“He’s got a Royal Concubine too.” Danny spoke with a grin. “C’mon Skipper don’t be shy.”


“You are one to talk husband.” Anuk spoke elbowing Danny in the abdomen. “You have me and a Drow Mistress.”


Danny looked at her sheepishly but leaned over to nuzzle the back of her elfin ear. Anuk hissed softly in delight, leaning into his nuzzle. “Yes I do. And I can’t wait till I get both of you together again.” 


Martin’s head canted upward somewhat and everyone saw his brow furrow as if he was hearing something none of them could. Lisisa felt him grip her hand even tighter as she felt the powerful tremors in Mindvoice reaching out to him. Jeth felt it too as his head came around as if he heard what was being said.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Marty… I think I may need your help after all lover. There are too many for Miath alone… and I don’t want to hurt anyone Martin. You’d better hurry! Some nut job who fancies himself as being in charge is about to give me away to some puke Alpha male less than half my age. Anja’s voice spoke calmly but Martin could detect the concern in her words. He’s not even very good looking lover, and they are telling me they are going to give Eliani to someone else. Can you believe this? I truly don’t want to have to kill him for trying to take our daughter or rape me, but I will if he lays a finger on me. And I won’t be able to stop Miath and Atropos from going berserk and burning everyone.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I’m on my way Red. I’m coming for you! Martin answered her immediately as he got to his feet.


Danny and the others stood as well, seeing a cloud of anger drop over Martin’s face. He glared at Visam. “Do you know someone that goes by the name Husen?” He barked.


Visam looked at Donus quickly then back to Martin. “Yes… yes Milord.”


“Who is he?” Martin snapped again. “Torma… come to me now my dragon brother!” He shouted.


I heard Anja my brother! I will be there in seconds! Torma’s voice answered unshielded causing Lisisa to look sharply at Martin. This was an entirely different male voice and one she had not heard before.


Donus stepped forward. “He is my son!” He answered. “Why does that matter?”


“And Condar. Nanac. Onia. The others?” Martin growled.


“The Alphas and Elders that remain at the secret site with the majority of our people.” Visam answered quickly. “Milord… how do you know about them? We have not mentioned them… or the secret site.”


Martin turned as Helen scrambled up the small incline to his location her face concerned. “Martin… you must go now!” She nearly shouted.


Thud!


Martin looked at Danny quickly. “Get them into the timber and change direction for this secret site Danny. Contact Belen at ANVIL and have him move our camp there as well.” He ordered.


Dan nodded without hesitation. “What’s going on Skipper?”


Thud!


Martin turned and looked at Donus his eyes blazing in anger now. “Your son thinks he is going to rape my Queen and take her as his mate!” Martin growled. “They think they will take my unborn daughter and give her to some others when my Queen conceives. Your alphas and elders are going to allow this. They seem to think my people are meat that they can just pass around and do with what they please! I do not know what you have happening here on this planet Visam… but I guarantee you it will not continue one minute more!”


Thud!


The air reverberating painfully all around them caused them to take notice now and the men, women and children in the column below them and to the side had stopped to begin searching the sky above them.

“Husen… Husen is an Alpha!” Donus exclaimed. “He is my son!”


Martin was suddenly in his face, his eyes changing to yellow orbs and his fangs bursting from his gums. “And Anja is my Queen and the mother to our daughter that she carries in her womb! If she is assaulted or touched in any way by your son Donus; I know every millimeter of my Queen’s body, every single hair, and your shit sorry son will answer to me if he lays his hands upon her!”


The trumpeting roar caught all their attentions and eyes grew wide as men and women scattered, shouting in alarm as they ran from the wide field, running for whatever cover they could as the enormous black dragon descended from the sky above with an angry roar and landed lightly on his clawed hind legs. Jeth burst into a run towards his father, Lisisa watching with wide eyes unsure of what to do.


“Martin you must go…!” Helen barked out. “Do not allow them to do what Chetak did! Leave now. I will handle things here!”


Visam and Noreu, who had come running up to the small group, looked at Helen when she spoke that name. 


Martin whirled and looked at Lisisa. “Lisisa…”


“I go with you father!” She spoke quickly and with no hesitation.


Martin nodded and took her hand moving quickly for where Torma waited. Lisisa’s eyes grew even wider the closer they got to the massive and extremely dangerous looking obsidian colored dragon and she watched as Torma lowered his muscular bulk to the ground completely.


Torma my brother… this is Lisisa. Martin spoke as they walked right up to him. Lisisa was stunned at his size and could only gap in awe as Torma turned his huge head and looked at her with golden colored eyes.


Lisisa almost didn’t notice Martin let go of her hand and climb up into the saddle. 


Hello Lisisa. Torma’s voice echoed in her mind. I am Jeth’s father, but now is not the time for introductions. We must go.


“Lisisa!” Martin barked from above, her head snapping around. Martin held out his hand leaning far over for her to join him in the saddle and she hesitated only a moment before taking his hand. She yelped in surprise when he pulled her up quickly and deposited her in the saddle in front of him.


“You aren’t frightened of heights are you?” Martin asked her.


Lisisa shook her head quickly. “No. I don’t think so.”


“Good! Torma… Jeth… now!”


Torma came to his feet and with a powerful lunge he exploded into the air, Jeth following two seconds later.


Helen whirled on Visam, Noreu and Donus once they were out of sight, her own eyes now changed and her fangs extended in anger. “Is this what you have let our people become!” She hissed out viciously. “You allow this to happen! Rape! It is a crime of the vilest nature and you allow it to happen!”


“It is not rape Feravomir!” Visam exclaimed quickly. “It is the only way our people have survived this long! The females are not taken forcibly… they know what they do! And they accept it!”


“They accept it because they are not allowed another avenue!” Helen shouted. “That is not free will!”

“Feravomir please… our population is just under thirty thousand men, women and children now because of this practice. The High Coven comes every few hundred years and kills hundreds of our people to maintain a level they think they can control. We allow them to think this while secretly we build our numbers.” Noreu told her seeing her eyes fly open as well as Danny and Anuk’s. “The females are not forced into mating with a male if they truly do not want to participate!”


“Thirty… thirty thousand?” Helen gasped.


“What happens if they refuse?” Danny asked just as harshly as Martin had. “Do you kill them?” 


“No!” Visam barked turning to meet his eyes. “They… if they refuse they are not allowed to mate with any male after their Coming of Age.”


“So then they are punished!” Helen snapped.


“We don’t consider it a punishment.” Noreu said.


“What is it then?” Anuk spat out, unable to keep her tongue any longer. “A reward for not submitting to a man they do not want? That is rape!”


“You don’t understand…” Visam began.


“No… you don’t understand!” Helen snapped. “King Leonidas is a Lycavorian and a Spartan! He follows Spartan law in many respects as well as Lycavorian law. We… Spartans consider rape to be sacrilege of the highest form! It has been that way for four thousand years, if not more! Chetak thought he could get away with it! He paid for his sins!”


“Chetak?” Visam questioned now, his voice interested. “You spoke his name before. You know Chetak Feravomir?”


“Why?” Helen said.


“One of the…”


“Spit it out man!” Helen barked impatiently.


“Nanac… one of the Elders and senior Alphas… he is descended from Chetak’s brother. He was born just before the High Coven attacked us.” Visam answered quickly. “He has tried several times to find a way to leave Lycavore so that he could find his bloodline.”

“Oh that’s just fucking beautiful.” Danny muttered looking at Anuk. “When it rains it fucking pours.”

“Why?” Donus asked quickly now. “Where is Chetak? We had heard he built a great Empire.”


Helen stepped up to them. “Yes he built a great empire.” She spoke softly, her voice now carrying with it anger and hate. “He fermented distrust and hate among our people that followed him. He encouraged the raping of our women by the strongest Alpha. Whatever Alpha reached a female first when she came of age, no matter whether she wanted to mate with him or not, she was taken against her will and forced, often times quite brutally, to submit to him. Chetak and his son promoted this vile action. Then they made the ultimate mistake.”

“What?” Donus asked softly.

“They made the mistake of taking Martin Leonidas’s youngest and most beautiful and favored Queen. His Queen of pure blood, the Queen he cherishes above all of them, to fulfill a twelve thousand year old blood feud against Resumar. Chetak’s son Joric raped Aricia as he and his father had done for millennia to our women.”


“What happened?” Noreu asked softly.


Helen’s dark eyes glowered at them and she stepped closer. “Martin Leonidas utterly destroyed their empire and swept all Chetak had built into oblivion. He used his Mindvoice powers to drive Chetak insane, and then he beat Joric to death with his bare hands for what he had done to his Queen. That is what happened.” Her eyes went to Donus. “If your son lays his hands upon Queen Anja Donus, neither the gods nor the might of the High Coven will keep your son from dying at Martin’s hands. That is Chetak’s legacy. His name is now used as a curse upon others for their actions.”


Donus’s eyes were wide and in a flash he had shifted into wolf form and burst into a run across the field heading for the mining tunnel. No one spoke… no one moved as they watched him until he was out of sight.

“He’ll never catch Torma.” Danny said softly.


Helen shook her head. “No… but we need to follow the King’s orders and get these people to the safety of this tunnel before he destroys them all.” She spoke softly.


Anja glared at Nanac with uncontrollable rage as he hit Atropos again, even more blood erupting from his now broken and bruised face. His lips were split in several locations, his nose broken and there was a vicious cut on his cheek bone just beneath his eye which had caused his left eye to become swollen shut. Seanna knelt next to her, the hands of a male digging deeply into her shoulders, for he had stepped forward to claim her. Husen stood behind Anja, his hands on her shoulders, holding her down on her knees as the others in their group were either pushed to the ground or had rifles jammed into their bodies in different locations to keep them from trying to interfere.

Nanac grabbed the front of Atropos’s body armor and dragged him to his feet, shoving him towards the burly male that was helping Nanac beat him. The male swung the straight wooden club he had in his hand as hard as he could, the club smashing into Atropos’s face blood spraying across the ground as his body flipped over in the air and he landed heavily on his stomach.


Anja’s eyes closed in agony and tears began to well in her eyes.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Anja my sister! Let me come in! Miath’s voice screamed in her head. I can stop them!


[Mindvoice Shielded] No Miath! Anja replied lifting her head quickly. There are too many children in the area! We can not risk hurting them!


[Mindvoice Shielded] They will kill Atropos! Miath exclaimed.


Anja looked at her captain and saw Atropos lift his head slightly, his good eye falling on where she knelt. He could feel her speaking to Miath within Mindvoice she knew and Anja watched him shake his head slowly.


“Tell me how you came here?” Nanac screamed as he bent over Atropos’s limp, near unconscious form. “How did you defeat the High Coven sensor arrays? Where is your ship? Tell me what I want to know and this will stop!”

[Mindvoice Shielded] Martin my love! Anja cried out. Hurry!


Lisisa had to walk quickly to keep up with her father as he moved down the center of the tunnel. The short flight to the tunnel had thrilled her like nothing else, flying high and fast above the mountains and trees. She had turned her head during the flight and see Jeth matching his father in whatever maneuver he made, his wings flapping furiously to maintain the speed with which Torma was flying. She felt her father’s arms wrapped around her tightly, her legs secured by the strange armor over her thighs and calves, her forest green eyes wide as she saw the massive mountain ranges far off in the distance.

She was stunned at the quickness with which the dragon Torma moved as soon as they landed outside the entrance to the tunnel. Martin had leaped from the saddle almost the moment Torma’s talons touched solid ground and he began walking into the tunnel at a brisk pace. She could feel the waves of anger rolling off of his as he walked. She had to practically run at times to keep up with him, and she stumbled twice as Torma’s massive size made the air around them shudder in his wake. They moved with a single minded purpose she saw, nothing deterring them from their path.


Jeth! Lisisa declared looking at the dragon hatchling as he rushed along beside her.


My father and King Martin are bonded more deeply than most my sister. Just as we now are. They feel what each other is feeling. They think and act as one mind now. Jeth replied his own voice in her head raspy as he too attempted to keep up with them. 


I… I will be able to feel what you feel? Lisisa asked as her legs carried her down the tunnel.


Yes! Just as I will feel what you feel! My mother is the same with Queen Aricia! My sisters as well with their bond mates! Jeth replied his wings flapping twice to maintain the pace his father and Martin were setting. It is… it is as if our… our families are tied together in some deeper way!


Lisisa turned as they began coming to the end of the tunnel, her eyes growing wider as she saw the large green scaled dragon in front of them near the end of the tunnel. He was standing before a meter wide hole in the rock face that opened into the massive Relic cavern she knew. That dragon wasn’t close to the same size as Jeth’s father, but he dwarfed Jeth in size easily by a factor of three. His green head whipped around to reveal large gray eyes that appeared to be very angry at the moment.

My King! Miath’s voice swept into Lisisa’s mind now as well. They… they are beating Atropos! Anja will… she fears injuring children and will not allow me to enter!

Martin stopped in front of the rock face, his dark eyes now changed into angry yellow orbs and his fangs fully extended. Lisisa watched him in awe as his eyes took in the entire area around the opening in the rock wall.

Torma left! Miath go right! Move right for Anja and Seanna! I will go to Atropos! Martin snapped out in Mindvoice. The others will know what to do! No killing!


Torma’s massive obsidian head cranked around and looked at his son. Jeth! Yours and Lisisa’s shields! Now my son!


Lisisa watched in amazement as the soft blue psychic shields enveloped Torma and her father in seconds. She lifted her hands and watched the same type of psychic shield extend from her fingers to surround her entire body and that of Jeth’s as well. Her eyes saw the same shield begin to engulf the green scaled dragon and she looked at her father. Martin had lifted his hands and Lisisa could only watch as the large shimmering silver psychic projection formed in the palms of his hands.

Seanna’s sea green eyes went wider when she saw the light blue psychic shield she knew so well begin to envelope her Queen and lover next to her.


“Anja!” She barked out.


Anja’s head snapped around and looked at her and then she felt her shields activate. Miath would not disobey her and the only reason he would be activating their shields was if Martin was here. Anja turned to glare at Nanac as all eyes went to where she pulled herself to her feet.


“What… what is that?” Onia declared. “What is happening to her?”


“I warned you!” Anja screamed at them. “I warned you not to do this! Now you will pay for not listening to me!”


Nanac dismissed her and lifted his fist to pummel Atropos again. His eyes grew wider when he saw Atropos’s good eye looking at him and a bloody smile crossed his face.


“The… the King is here fool!” Atropos croaked out. “And… and he is not happy.”


As if on cue, the moment Atropos’s words finished, the wall to the mining tunnel blew out with a great roaring cascade of power. Rock dust, slivers of stone and chunks of the wall blasted away from the tunnel entrance as if struck by the hand of an angry god. 

The six Lycavorians closest to the entrance were blown across the cavern nearly thirty meters, their bodies flailing madly until they landed with loud grunts of pain. Anja smiled when she heard the trumpeting roar of two fully grown and pissed off dragons followed by the higher pitch roar of a hatchling. She saw the looks of utter horror from the men and women around her at that sound and from the deepest portion of the rock dust cloud came two withering streams of superheated breath directed to the sides of the cavern where no one was standing. There was a massive push of air pushing the dust cloud around and the screaming started as the huge black form appeared out of the dust, flowed quickly by the huge green form. Angry and very bright yellow/gold and gray eyes reached from the cloud as Torma cut to the left and unleashed another deafening roar of power directly into the face of Nanac, Condar and several others. They could only stagger back, tripping over each other to attempt to get out of the way. One Lycavorian lifted the rifle he held, trying to get a shot at Torma. Torma opened his maw and directed a narrow stream of superheated breath directly at the man. The Lycavorian’s eyes nearly exploded from his head as the barrel and one third of the rifle he had been holding melted instantly. He dropped the remaining portion of the weapon as the heat surged through the stock and he gazed at Torma petrified in place by fear.

Husen had time to blink twice before Miath’s hammer like tail slashed out from the dust and smashed into his chest. The blow carried enough power to knock him back several meters and he would be sore for days, but it broke no bones. Husen cried out in pain, his eyes wide as the green scaled beast appeared next to Anja. He scrambled to get away, ignoring the pain that was shooting through his body as the monstrosity stepped right up to the red haired female almost protectively. He watched as Anja reached up to touch the head of the beast and then he came to an abrupt halt when he slammed into something that should not be behind him. He spun around to look into the azure blue eyes of a much smaller but no less lethal beast and Lisisa was standing next to that beast. His eyes exploded open in terror as Jeth’s head snapped out on his long neck and his razor like teeth clamped down on Husen’s shoulder.

Husen’s scream pierced the tunnel like a horn, Torma’s head whipping around at the terrifying sound.

Jeth! He screamed out. Martin said no killing my son!

Jeth released Husen from the grip of his very young but still exceedingly deadly jaws and turned to meet his father’s glare. I only bit him a little father! He is not dead. Jeth turned back to look at Husen, Lisisa’s hand on his muscular shoulder, his azure eyes glaring at the young alpha male. At least not yet!
JOA COVA! The two words reached out within Mindvoice with such power and clarity that every adult in the cavern with the exception of Anja and her group staggered and reached for their heads. (No more!)
All heads turned toward the tunnel entrance and they saw the tall, heavily muscled male step through the cloud of dust, his yellow eyes almost glowing. The power of Martin’s aura caused all of them to cringe and cower back as he moved confidently out of the dust cloud to stand in the center of the cavern. His eyes went immediately to where Nanac was on one knee shaking his head. Martin lifted his hand and drawing from his TK power he snatched Nanac up in the grip of that power. Nanac’s body lifted into the sky as his eyes exploded open in surprise. He suddenly found himself staring into yellow eyes of death as Martin brought him over to hang in front of him. 
“Aur Gelleenat!” Martin snarled viciously glaring into Nanac’s terrified face. “Aur Armens!” (My Queen. My Spartans.)
Nanac struggled in the grip of the TK hold Martin had on him. “Raeliphos lae!” He shouted. (Release me)
 “Forn Aellyn aur Gelleenat!” Martin jerked his hand down and everyone watched as Nanac slammed viciously into the ground beneath him. The air left his lungs in an audible whoosh and Martin stared down at him. (You threaten my Queen.)

Anja and Seanna didn’t hesitate as soon as Lisisa slashed their bonds with a knife and both of them moved for where Atropos lay on the ground. Nayeca and the others quickly snatched weapons from stunned Lycavorians who were staring at the two massive beasts and the much smaller one. Tina ripped her instruments from the hands of a man with little fanfare reaching up to slap him in the face as hard as she could. The man’s eyes looked at her with a wide gaze, but he made no move to hit her back or even speak as Miath moved a little closer to him.

“That’s for feeling me up you fucking asshole pervert!” She popped.
 


Anja placed her hands on Atropos’s chest as he rolled over slowly. “Atropos! Don’t move!”

Seanna settled to the ground on the opposite side of him, extending her hands along his side and lower hips. “He has several broken ribs, but no internal bleeding.” She spoke.

Atropos laughed even with the pain and looked at Anja. “Lilika… Lilika hits… hits harder than… then that fool.” He spoke.

Anja placed her hands on either side of his head and sent healing soft white pulses of through her hands as Seanna did the same from his chest. “Be still you fool. If I told Lilika what you have done this day she will beat you.” Anja whispered with a smile.

Martin snatched Nanac off the ground with one hand, using his TK power to augment his natural strength, which was considerable even without the added TK power. “I smell the blood of Chetak in your veins igord!” Martin screamed. “Only one of Chetak’s bloodline is worth anything, and he has more honor in his finger than you have in your entire decrepit body! Will I never be rid of his cursed name?”

Martin heaved Nanac’s body away from him towards the tunnel entrance watching with satisfaction as he slammed into the unyielding rock wall that remained. Nanac dropped to the floor of the cavern, his right arm now hanging useless at his side as the impact had shattered his collarbone and several of his ribs. Martin marched right up to him once more, grabbing him by his crushed shoulder. Nanac’s head came up as he howled in agony. Martin leaned over and glared into his face.

“No more!” He screamed. “No more will my people suffer under you! No more will…”

“Martin Leonidas… you must stop it!” Anja’s voice rose above the shouts and screams in the cavern causing eyes to widen all around them.

Martin’s head snapped around and he looked to where Anja knelt next to Atropos. She got to her feet quickly letting Atropos’s hand fall from within hers. Atropos nodded at her quickly, knowing that only she could stop his King from killing Nanac.
Onia scrambled to her feet her eyes wide and she moved for Anja a cruel look on her face. “This is your fault!” She screamed. “This is…”
Anja stepped up to the woman in a single blink and hit her square in the face with the calloused heel of her palm. Onia’s head snapped back savagely, her eyes rolling into the back of her head and she fell unconscious to the floor of the cavern from Anja’s blow, her body flipping over because of the momentum of the heel strike. “Take our daughter from us will you, you upaee? You and what fucking army will do that?” Anja barked viciously to her unconscious form.

Martin stood up straight now, shoving Nanac to the floor of the cavern as he stepped toward Anja.
Nearly four dozen pairs of eyes watched as the diminutive red haired female stepped up to the tall Lycavorian. Martin lifted her into his arms, pulling her easily eight inches off the floor as he held her suspended in his arms and kissed her hard. Anja wrapped her arms around his head and returned the kiss with equal passion and desire, her legs lifting to slide along his hips seductively. Anja gasped in delight when he broke the kiss quickly to nuzzle her throat and neck firmly, inhaling her scent deeply. Anja grabbed his face and stared into his eyes as they returned to their normal dark brown color.
“I take it you missed me huh.” Anja said with a smile.

Martin grinned. “What do you think?” He answered. “Atropos?”
“I will live Milord!” Atropos’s voice came from behind them. Martin set Anja down and they both turned to see Seanna helping him to his feet.

Martin turned once more and saw Anja’s team with their own weapons now, each of them in positions all around the large gathering of men and women. Torma was standing just to Martin’s right, his snout only centimeters from Condar’s face, while Miath was standing between Nayeca and Jobel, his gray eyes watching the men and women that stood with at least seven or eight children among them.

Lisisa walked hesitantly up to where her father stood holding the petite Persian red haired female tightly against him with one arm. Anja saw her first, mainly because Jeth’s bulk moved behind Lisisa, maintaining an almost evil glare on Husen. Martin turned and saw her then and he smiled.

“Anja… Anja this is…” Martin held out his hand for Lisisa to take, but Anja was moving long before that.

“This is Lisisa!” Anja said with a huge smile as she took her hands and pulled Lisisa into a strong embrace. “We’ve come a long way to find you Lisisa.” Anja spoke softly as she held her. “I’m so very glad to meet you.”
Lisisa’s eyes were wide in surprise for all of three beats of her heart before she willingly surrendered to the welcoming feeling of love and acceptance. Martin stepped away from them and looked at the gathered men and women.

“Who is in charge here?” Martin barked. He noticed that all eyes went to where Condar sat on the floor of the cavern, Torma continuing to stare at him. Martin couldn’t contain his chuckle as the last of his anger bled off. “Well… now that’s poetic.” He spoke moving over to squat next to where Torma’s head was. He reached up and wrapped his arm as far around Torma’s lower jaw as he could, which wasn’t very far at all. “I see you have met my brother.” He spoke looking at Condar.

Condar tore his eyes from Torma’s cruel glare and met Martin’s gaze. “It… it is… it is a…”

Martin nodded. “Yeah… he is a dragon.” He looked at the man. “You have a lot of explaining to do friend. And why don’t you start by telling me that thing is?” Martin’s hand motioned to the blue/green tubular object that was suspended ten meters off the cavern floor and stretched as far as the eye could see.

Tina turned from where she stood holding the portable sensor in her fist. “I’ll tell you what it is Marty.” She spoke moving closer to him.

Martin turned. “Hit me.”

Tina was only a few feet away from him now, her eyes wide. “It’s a ship Martin.” Tina spoke with awe in her voice as she smiled. “It’s a fucking ship!” 
