CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
EARTH

THE WASTES


“You told us you would succeed Maruad.” The albino white skin of the creature speaking pulled back over his lips to reveal needle sharp teeth. “You told us if we killed the rider, this dragon would not be able to act! Not only did you fail in killing the rider, you failed in killing the she-elves!”

This secret mountain base was the last of the True People’s strongholds on the northern continent and the most heavily defended. Hundreds of their people resided within the caves and tunnels, heavy weapons set up at nearly every juncture. They had modern communications and facilities that they had managed to build into the mountain long ago to augment what they had discovered was already there. It had once served as a redoubt for the government that had ruled this land before the Great Fire. The One had led them here after years of wandering the wastes and preying on the humans and elves fool enough to enter the wastes.


Maruad turned from the small window that was allowing the sunlight to enter the dimly lit room. This portion of the mountain facility was only a few meters beneath the surface of the mountaintop and it was the only room where sunlight actually made it into the entire facility.


“It was not my mission to kill the rider.” Maruad spoke calmly. “That was a mission you gave to the humans. They failed in that not me. They also failed in killing the elfin War Master who I recommended you assassinate many years ago. He was growing too close to you then, yet you ignored me and decided to use that fool elf Anlain’s plan. Now Tareif not only has the means to find you, he has the power to destroy this entire mountain with but a word from his daughter. And do not think for a moment she wouldn’t give that order if she knew you were here.”


“You did not kill the she-elves Maruad.” The One spoke now from the chair at the head of the table. “That was your mission and you failed in that.”


“I was unable to kill them because I was taken by surprise by this new dragon and rider and fighting for my own life.” Maruad said returning to sit down in one of the chairs. “I told you before that there was a possibility once the Heavyhorn appeared that others would follow. It appears I was right.” He looked directly at The One no fear in his eyes. “Now the question is how do we proceed?”


“First… what can you tell us about this new dragon and its female rider?” The One asked leaning forward in his chair. “She is Lycavorian you said… like the male?”

Maruad nodded slowly measuring his words. “Yes. She is a Spartan for she wields a Shi Viska, however there is more to her than meets the eye. I… I believe this is one of the females that…” Maruad remained silent.

“What?” The One spoke.

Maruad shook his head. “It is nothing.” He replied quickly. “The dragon is also a female as well… a pure Firespitter like Syrilth but quite a bit younger. I’d estimate she is somewhere between four and six hundred years old. A child in relation to their life spans. The same with the Heavyhorn. That tells me there are at least some dragons that survived the purge Chetak was conducting. These females had parents… so it stands to reason there are others.”


“And yet these two defeated you.” The second creature spoke leaning forward. “And they did so quite easily… even without the male rider.”


Maruad turned to The One. “Hurcan… tell this fool to keep his lips shut or I will remove his head from his shoulders and you will have one less warrior.”


The creature leaned forward to retort but Hurcan… The One… lifted his hand. “That is enough Duirt.” He spoke calmly. He met Maruad’s eyes. “Duirt has a point Maruad. Syrilth is bigger than both of these dragons and you have been using her for some thousand years now if what you tell us is true. Yet they defeated you.”


Maruad nodded. “Yes.” He said. “Syrilth replaced her mother when Liraie became unruly after the death of her mate and I had to kill her. And they did not defeat me… I chose to leave the battle. They had the upper hand at the moment and I felt it better to conduct a withdrawal to gather more information.”

“So your control of her is not slipping?” Hurcan asked.


Maruad shook his head quickly. “As long as I have the eggs she will serve me. Syrilth knows if she defies me I will destroy those eggs. They contain her brothers and sisters, and she is not aware that I heard her swear to her mother she would do anything to protect them. I have told you that Firespitters are viciously protective of their eggs. Syrilth will serve me as she has for a thousand years if she wants her siblings to continue to live.”


“And this new dragon?” Hurcan asked.


“It’s true that Syrilth is bigger than the Heavyhorn and this new dragon, but only by a meter or two.” Maruad spoke. “And this new dragon is a pure Firespitter like Syrilth as I said, though considerably younger. That will be our advantage. I will separate them and defeat them one at a time. Once that is done you can move against the female elves.”


Hurcan nodded. “The human Crescent escaped Eden City after your failed attack.” He spoke. “As did this elf fool Anlain. Our elf agents within Eden City say there is now a search on for someone called Talco. He is… they called him a Kavalian.”

Maruad’s head came up quickly. “A Kavalian? Are you sure?”


Hurcan looked at him. “You know of these… this species?”


Maruad nodded slowly. “They are similar to my people… but covered in hair all over. They are feline in nature and exceptionally vicious. The few reports I was able to steal from the Coven while they were here on Earth indicated they had been almost wiped out by the High Coven. They apparently declared war on the High Coven and they paid for that folly with the complete destruction of their empire.”


“They are enemies of the Coven then?” Hurcan asked.


Maruad nodded his head. “And my people as well.” He replied. “They also tried invading the Lycavorian Union a hundred years or so before the High Coven. That didn’t succeed either.”

“They do not seem to be very lucky.” Duirt spoke.

Hurcan nodded. “No they do not.”


“This information was in these reports you stole?” Duirt asked.


Maruad nodded. “Yes.”


“Perhaps you could make these available to us?” Duirt asked.


“If you wish.” Maruad spoke. “Do you intend to reach out to this Kavalian dog Hurcan?” He asked.


None of the three men in the room saw the small cardinal red colored eyes of the dragon hatchling ease back from the grate along the bottom of the floor. Nor did they hear the whisper like brush of talons across the metal surface as the hatchling turned and faded into the darkness of the air duct once more.

Syrilth twisted her head quickly at the small lance of pain that shot up her left foreleg. Her sienna colored body rested on the cool floor of the massive hanger that occupied the top of the mountain hideout. It was the only place large enough to hold her and her seven siblings that had hatched over the last five years. Her ochre colored eyes watched intently as the dark red carmine colored dragon licked the burn path on her leg slowly and carefully. It was only a very minor burn where the new Firespitter had singed through her psychic shield, but it still stung as her brother licked it once more to speed the healing.


It will heal in a few more hours Roluth. Syrilth told her brother and she saw his bright rust colored eyes turn to look at her. Be at ease brother.

Roluth was nearly as large as she was now Syrilth noted proudly. He had been the first of the seven eggs Maruad and the albino creatures had forced to hatch with their falsely generated weather conditions and primitive lights and heaters. His carmine red scales were healthy, but all of them were underfed and lacked the comforts of a real cave and home, and it showed in the sheen of their scales. 


She burned through your Mindvoice shield sister? Roluth spoke softly even though they both knew that none of the albino creatures or even Maruad could Mindvoice on the level they were using now. How is that even possible?

Syrilth met his eyes and shook her huge head. I do not know. She was very young… no more than six hundred years… and the Heavyhorn female only slightly older, but their power was incredible. The Firespitter’s control and the intensity of her flame is not something I have ever seen Roluth. Not even from our mother and father. And the Heavyhorn… it is the second time she has hit me with some invisible weapon. In the air over the big water I thought perhaps I had twisted my wing… but it was something she did. It has to be.

And the female wolf?


What I felt from her was staggering. Never have I felt such Mindvoice power from her kind before. Syrilth answered. Far more than even the male that rides the Heavyhorn, though his is considerable as well. They must have absolute control of those dragons. And I sensed something else as well… in her blood. Maraud…he thought to use his aura on her as he has done with other females of his kind. She laughed at him Roluth. She spoke of a King… a new King.


A King?


They have had training. Intense training to be able to do what they did. Syrilth said softly. It is the only explanation. 

What do you think she meant? Roluth asked as he settled his huge bulk beside his older sister.


Syrilth shook her head. I don’t know. I am larger than both of them, yet they faced me without fear. Without question. Their eyes burned with fierceness. We did not get near the she-elves that Maruad wishes to kill. And the Firespitter came after us when we ran. She is faster than me Roluth.

If the she-elves still live, Hurcan will want him to try again. Roluth spoke.


Syrilth nodded. Yes... but not for at least a few days while I heal and they formulate another plan. Maruad believes my injury to be more than it is. I need time to think about what has happened. 


And to rest sister. Roluth told her. He has had you out for days since the last moon.


I keep wondering how these dragons came to be here Roluth. Syrilth said as ideas and circumstances raced through her mind. They can not be in service of the Vampire Coven, their riders are Lycavorian. Like Maruad.


He once worked for the Coven sister, you said this yourself. Roluth corrected her.


Syrilth looked at him. Mother once told me that there was hundreds of our kind Roluth. Thousands. She said they forced her and father to fight them, lied to them about things that had happened. Maruad and others forced them to fight our own kind! Mother said that they lost this war and that is why Maruad and father’s rider left the planet with them. The other Lycavorians they were fighting… they were killing our kind and mother said it was unlikely any survived except us. What… what if she was wrong Roluth?

What are you saying Syrilth?

What if these dragons are from that planet? What if we are not the only ones left of our kind brother? Syrilth spoke. Even if only a few hundred.


Roluth’s rust colored eyes grew slightly wider. There would be… there would be females I could mate with!


You foolish male! Syrilth admonished him with a tinge of humor in her voice as was her way. Do you think of nothing else!


Tell me you have not thought of it sister? Roluth said canting his head to the side. A mate of your own? Children of your own? It is in our blood, and while you are quite attractive Syrilth… you are my sister. What did the Firespitter look like Syrilth? Was she lean and muscular? Were her scales shiny and smooth or…


Syrilth’s eyes grew wider. Roluth! You are a genius!


His rust colored eyes narrowed in confusion. I am.


Yes! They must hunt! They are dragons after all! Syrilth spoke. I can tell Maruad you need to hunt for us because of my injury. You can fly high near the elf city until the Firespitter reveals herself. Then plunge on her and take her as your mate as is our way. As father did mother! Once you have mated with her she will be bound to you and she can help us!


Help us to do what sister? Roluth spoke though Syrilth could feel his excitement in their connection at finding a mate.


Think brother! You and she can make clutches of eggs. You can help her to kill her rider and once she is free of this wolf female that controls her, she can search for where Maruad has our brothers and sisters hidden away. Syrilth explained. There are only so many places he can keep seventy-three of our mother’s eggs.

Roluth began to see what his sister was saying. Once she finds this place she can burn the white skinned creatures there.


Syrilth nodded. And then we can finally rid ourselves of Maruad and the others here. Then we will be free!


Syrilth! Syrilth!


They both turned quickly to see the dark green eight week old hatchling madly flapping its wings as if rushed over to them.


Majeir! Where have you been little one? Syrilth demanded.


They watched as the meter and a half long hatchling skidded to a halt between them. I was watching vile Maruad from the secret place.


Majeir I have told you it is dangerous! Syrilth exclaimed.


I heard them talking sister! They did not know I was there! I masked myself just as you taught us. The small hatchling spoke proudly.


The first thing Syrilth had taught her seven siblings was the ability to mask their strong Mindvoice presence just as her mother had shown her. It was what allowed them to speak with one another without Maruad or any of the white skins hearing them.


What did you hear little one? Syrilth asked.


The white skins are angry with vile Maruad because he did not kill the she-elves. Majeir spoke quickly. He spoke of mother and our brothers and sisters and how he controls you. They spoke of someone else too… but I do not remember.


Syrilth lowered her head and nuzzled her young sister. You have done well Majeir! But no more doing that unless I tell you, do you understand?

But Syrilth…


No Majeir… I know you wish to help… but only go to the secret place when I tell you little one. It is safer that way. Heed my words Majeir.

Yes Syrilth.


Good… now go with the others and rest. Syrilth ushered the hatchling towards the darkened wall where the other six hatchlings of varying ages and sizes slept. Three females and three males all less than five years old. All her brothers and sisters. She watched for a few moments until she saw Majeir curl up under the wing of her older brother and then looked back to Roluth who was the oldest of the seven at exactly five years old. Syrilth had no doubt he would grow to look like their father and perhaps be the same size. He was already fast growing on her and would match her in size in another year or two perhaps. 
Can you do this brother? It will not be easy… the Lycavorian female was powerful and this female Firespitter is sure to be under her complete control. You will need to be quick brother, and claim her on the first plunge, before she has time to recover and call her master.

Roluth nodded quickly. You know I can Syrilth.

I will tell Maruad you need to go out tonight. I will tell him before he takes the elf female he captured as we returned here to his bed. He will be occupied with her for at least two days before he tires of her. Syrilth spoke. Two days Roluth. You must find where they hunt tonight. Once you know take her on the second night and mate with her. 

What if she denies me sister? Roluth asked.


She can’t deny you Roluth. Mother told me it is the way of our kind. This is how we choose our mates. Syrilth spoke. The females fly high… like when we hunt. The males fly above them and choose whichever one strikes their interest the most. Then they plunge upon them and take them. Mother told me that… that has been our way for thousands of years, even before… before she and father had to leave. You will like her brother… she has azure scales and her lines are smooth and elegant. She will give you strong eggs.


I won’t fail Syrilth.

AUTUMN MOON-CLASS ATTACK FRIGATE
HAMMER OF THE GODS

1.3 LIGHT YEARS FROM EARTH

The small bridge of the HAMMER OF THE GODS was quiet, just the way he liked it. The third section was made up of nine men and women and himself. He had served on this ship for nineteen years now, advancing to the rank of Senior Lieutenant/Major. His next promotion would come within a few years and then he would get his own ship to command and then perhaps begin to attempt to find a mate and continue his bloodline. His mother was always commenting how he was so handsome and yet still single whenever he returned to Apo Prime, and he wanted to see the look on her face when he finally brought home a mate. Senior Lieutenant/Major Imror was third in command of the HAMMER OF THE GODS and had already participated in several major campaigns against the High Coven. He had been decorated six times for superior tactics and once for bravery after leading a boarding party against a High Coven BLOODRUNNER Heavy Frigate. That battle had given him the scar that traveled from just below his left ear down his neck and across his shoulder. The piece of bulkhead had nearly cleaved his head off, yet he had refused to leave the High Coven ship until their mission was done, and he had succeeded. He was known as an easy going officer, one who would look after his people as long as when they were on duty he got their very best. His command style had led to many citations for he helped his junior crew members whenever he could, even going so far as to assist two new officers pass several batteries of tests to earn advanced degrees from the Apo Prime University.


Imror lowered the data pad he was reading when he heard the two men at the operations consoles laughing softly. He allowed his section quite a bit of leeway in their actions on duty for he knew at the first sign of anything out of the ordinary they became all business. His section was the only one that the Captain did not bother to follow up on in the middle of their shift.


The HAMMER was currently holding station near the moon of Bor-Heso and tasked with monitoring the travel corridor towards Earth for any unknown ships. They were under full shroud as they usually were when on patrol. Imror had heard none of the crew complaining about their posting to Earth, and he believed many secretly believed it to be an honor to guard the planet their King considered home. It also helped that the elves, vampires and humans who called Earth home were friendly and open, in far more ways than any they knew back on Apo Prime. Imror was sure that most of the crew had been to Thermopylae at least once to see the burial monument of the King’s father and honor his deeds.  


“What is so funny Senior Tech Preni?” Imror asked with a small grin.


The man at the sensor console turned in his chair. “Durcais and I were attempting to figure out which of the Queens will give the King better looking daughters Lieutenant/Major.” The man answered quickly. All of them heard the chuckles come from the other bridge crew members, including the two Lycavorian and one elf female.


“That is so typical of men.” The elf female spoke turning from the three consoles that encircled her at Helm Control.


“Come on Kyria, are you going to tell us you have never thought about bedding with the King?” The second man spoke as he turned in his chair.


The dark haired elf female snorted. “Why would I think about something that will never happen?” She spat at them playfully. “He already has an elfin Queen and an elfin Royal Concubine. That should be all the answer you need.”


The two men laughed. “Do we detect a note of superiority in your voice Kyria?”


“Of course you do fool!” She answered. 


“I’ll have to talk to Orys about that.” Durcais spoke referring to her Lycavorian mate. “Last time I heard the two of you together it seems you were doing most of the howling. Kept me up most of the night too.”

That brought a round of laughter from everyone on the bridge and Kyria took it in stride. “At least my husband can make me howl Durcais.” She stated adding to the laughter that even Imror couldn’t help. “The last time you made a woman howl was when your mother gave birth to you.”


Durcais’s smile was wide. “And that was without trying!” He declared. Kyria couldn’t contain her own laughter at that comment and she shook her head as she turned back to her controls.


“So what do you think Lieutenant/Major?” Preni asked once more turning back to Imror in the command chair. “Durcais believes it will be Queen Aricia. I say it will be Queen Dysea. How can you not want to run your fingers through hair that color or look into eyes like hers?”

Kyria snickered in amusement. “How do you know a daughter will look like Queen Dysea fool?” She barked playfully. “The King has the purest Lycavorian blood that has ever been recorded. All of his children will look like him.”


“Bah… what do you know of genetics!” Preni spat back just as playfully.


“About as much as you.” Kyria popped.


Durcais laughed. “He knows nothing!”


Preni waved his hand at both of them and looked back to Imror. “You are single sir. What do you think? Honestly speaking?”


Imror smiled. “While I believe any daughter of the King and Queens will be stunning, in my humble opinion the smallest of his queens will give him the most beautiful daughters.” Imror spoke. 


Preni and the others looked surprised. “Queen Anja?”


Imror nodded. “Imagine a female who would be three quarters Lycavorian of the King’s blood and one quarter Hadarian of Queen Anja’s blood. She would have her mother’s long red hair and her soft green eyes. She will have green eyes without question because of her Hadarian blood, but even with black hair like the King… she would be a vision.”


Kyria turned in her seat and looked at him. “That was elegant Lieutenant/Major.” She said.


Imror nodded to her. “Thank you Kyria.”


“You are just saying that sir, because Queen Anja has the largest goldur of all the Queens.” Kyria spoke. (Breasts)


Imror shrugged. “Well… there is that to consider.” He spoke with a huge grin. “With genes like that how can you go wrong?”


Preni and Durcais roared in laughter as Kyria shook her head. “Lycavorian men! You’re all the same!”


The soft beeping on his console caused Preni to turn as he was laughing and he viewed his console. His smile disappeared immediately and he turned fully to face his controls. 


“Unknown contact!” He barked.


Those two words silenced the laughter and the entire bridge crew became all business.


“Preni?” Imror spoke as he came to his feet.


“Bearing four one three! Range… six million kilometers! Just entering the system! Hold on! Two… three… four more joining the first!”


“Classify them!” Imror barked. “Status of Shroud?”


“Shroud is operating at peak efficiency sir!” The voice from the other side of the bridge snapped out. 


“I now have seven unknown contacts! Same bearing… range closing slowly!” Preni spoke crisply.


“Durcais talk to me.” Imror spoke stepping up behind the man’s chair.


“Unknown classification sir! They aren’t High Coven.” Durcais replied. “Trying to match them now! Stand by!”


“Helm, bring us out of the moon’s shadow slowly. One quarter on the sub lights!” Imror barked. “Let’s not disturb the gas clouds Kyria.”



“One quarter aye! Moving to point seven nine from current location.” She answered as her hands adjusted her controls.


Imror felt the HAMMER shift ever so slightly and he smiled. His bridge shift were superior to all others he had no doubts. “Faria… get the Captain up here.”


“Aye sir.” The second female nodded from her communications station.


“Sir…” Durcais spoke again. “Five of the ships are Mizarian Mark Three transports being escorted by two Limian QUASAR-Class Cruisers.”


Imror looked at the back of his head. “Limian? Durcais are you sure?”


Durcais nodded quickly and looked at him over his shoulder. “Positive sir. Their profile and power signatures match perfectly.”


“Why would the Limians be out here escorting Mizarian transports?” Imror asked no one in particular.


“Lieutenant/Major… we did get those new orders from Admiral Joarl. By order of Queen Aricia we are to maintain surveillance of all unknown and unregistered ships. Something to do with Kavalians.” Faria spoke from her console.

“Get me a copy of that order now!” Imror spoke.


“Captain will be here in two minutes! He says to maintain contact!” She told him.


Imror nodded. “Understood.”


“They are moving very slow.” Preni spoke. “Their formation is tight and they are moving very slow.”


“They are trying to maintain as low a sensor profile as they can.” Imror said. “They are outside normal transit routes and not trying to draw attention to themselves.”


Preni looked at Imror. “Why come this way if they are going to Earth?”


“Durcais what is the complement of a Mizarian Mark Three?” Imror asked.


“Forty-seven crew and up to five million metric tons of cargo.” Durcais replied instantly.


“How many troops?” The new voice asked.


Imror turned and saw the weathered face of his captain come onto the bridge, still pulling on his uniform jacket. “Captain Daro.”


The tall Lycavorian, his dark hair almost white moved onto the bridge. “Senior Tech Durcais?” He asked.


Durcais turned in his chair and looked at his captain. “Sir… three thousand four hundred if fully loaded.”


Daro nodded as he fastened his jacket. “Three thousand four hundred.” He said.

Faria handed Imror the data pad. “That order you wanted sir.”

Daro looked at him. “That is the order from Admiral Joarl?”

“Yes sir, I was going to verify its contents.” Imror spoke.

Daro smiled and squeezed Imror’s shoulder. “You will make a fine commander Imror. And I am proud you have served under me.”

“Thank you sir.” Imror said in confusion.

“It appears that we have a Kavalian Intelligence agent loose on Earth ladies and gentlemen.” Daro spoke as he finished fastening his jacket. “Queen Aricia has ordered all ships in Earth command to be aware of any unknown contacts that might be trying to slip past our regular screening lines and make it to the planet.”

Imror looked at him. “An attack by Kavalians?” He asked. “They haven’t been heard from in nearly three centuries sir.”

Daro nodded. “Yes I know. We all are old enough to know the history behind the Kavalians and the Union. We are all also old enough to remember just how exceedingly brutal and violent they can be. If these ships are indeed carrying Kavalian troops and they get down to Earth’s surface…”

Imror’s eyes grew a little wider. “Helm… you will execute a turn to port and accelerate to one half on the sub light drive!” He barked. “Bring us to within preferred main sensor array range and hold!”

Kyria nodded without hesitation. “Aye sir!”

“Durcais prepare a full passive sensor sweep from the main array!”

“Yes sir!”

Daro nodded to him. “Bring all weapons and shields to stand by Imror. Faria get me a line to Admiral Joarl… I don’t care how many repeaters you have to use.”

“Understood sir!”

Daro met Imror’s eyes. “Queen Aricia is on Earth with her dragon Isheeni, as well as Commander Isra of Mjolnir’s Hand and his dragon. They will find the Kavalian scum there. It’s up to us to make sure they don’t have company they don’t want.”
EDEN CITY

Tarifa already had all the company she cared to entertain at the moment and that was in the form of Isra’s pile driving fifteen inch cock as he gripped her slim hips and drove himself into her, grinding his hugely thick organ inside her belly with expertise. Tarifa felt every single inch of his massive pole filling her, every wonderful vein that adorned his beautiful cock firmly pressed against the walls of her sopping pussy. Her hands clenched into fists on the bed, pulling the soft sheets with her long fingers as she ground her teeth together, trying in vain to hold off the staggering orgasm that was building deep in her belly. 

“Isra… ohhhh… harder my… harder my mate! My husband! Please… don’t… don’t tease me…ohhhh!” She cried out.


Tarifa could concentrate on nothing else at the moment, as her wolf blood burned hotly for her mate and he increased the speed and power of his dominating thrusts into her depths. Tarifa shook her head back and forth, her raven hair flying in all directions as she fought the losing battle against the impending volcanic orgasm. Isra’s aura had long ago enveloped her within its warm embrace, driving her and Aihola into a frenzy as it always did. Neither of them could deny him, they didn’t want too. His aura was pure and wild and filled with so much passion and desire for them that it set both of them on fire no matter what they did. Even Aihola her Drow Mistress and perhaps the strongest willed woman Tarifa had ever met, even with her half vampire genes Aihola was putty in Isra’s all powerful embrace. Isra had taken each of them dozens of times in the last week, sometimes alone but more often than not together because it was they who had initiated the encounter, so happy that they finally had the man they craved so deeply over the last year. The one man that filled their beings even though he had been millions of kilometers away on a different planet. 

The one man they could not chase from their dreams.
Tarifa’s worry that Isra might not be able to accept Aihola for who she was; half vampire and half elf, that worry had quickly been dashed aside that first night together. The first night he made them both scream his name to the moon. Something they had done several times that first night, and many more times since. They did not tire of him, exploring every single delicious millimeter of his Spartan hard body, and they had spent hours withering in delight under his own explorations. Dekton may have made Tarifa fully wolf, and imparted Aihola with the beginnings of wolf blood in her veins, but it had been Isra’s blood, so pure and powerful, that seared them to their cores. It was Isra’s huge veiny cock that they wanted filling them in every way; possessing them until they were exhausted and unable to move. 
He had possessed them in such a way that no male Lycavorian would even come near them now without respect in his eyes. They all knew who had claimed these two elf females, for his wild timber scent permeated their essence. They were bound to him now in a way that they cherished every day they woke up in his arms, and that bond was just as deep as Tarifa shared with her Drow Mistress.
Tarifa gasped loudly then as Isra leaned over her back, his steel hard abdomen and chest slick with sweat as it pressed to her lava hot skin. His will breaking cock was firmly seated inside her, his huge, hot pulsing balls pressed against the engorged lips of her supremely excited pussy. His head lowered and she felt his dirty blond hair caressed her shoulders just before his lips and nose firmly nuzzled the back of her elfin ear.

“Isra… no… not… not fair!” Tarifa gasped out in delighted words as her entire body shuddered in rapturous pre-orgasmic enchantment from his caress. He knew the backs of hers and Aihola’s elfin ears were so very sensitive, and he used this to his advantage all the time.
“I… I think my slave… I think she wants to explode my love!” Aihola’s raspy out of breath voice filled Tarifa’s ears and her sapphire eyes flew open as she felt Aihola’s moist pink tongue trace the underside of her exposed throat.

“Mistress!” Tarifa cried out. “Please… you…no… too much! Ohhhh please…”

Isra lowered his face to the opposite side of Tarifa’s head slowly; his violet colored eyes, eyes that she and Aihola could not stop staring into, wide and fully changed now. His long wolf fangs had extended as well now and he nibbled her shoulder, rotating his powerful hips making sure Tarifa felt every glorious inch of his buried cock.
“Do… do you want… want to explode, my luscious she-elf wolf mate?” He gasped into her elfin ear. “Explode while… while our Mistress tastes your blood!”

Aihola felt her heart sing at those words as her pink lips caressed the silky soft skin of Tarifa’s throat. Isra may have been a Spartan, and by his very nature dominant, but he knew what his Drow mate was and he willingly let her play that role whenever she desired. He had already taken her twice this night, leaving her legs quivering in the aftereffects of his assiduous performance, his seed warming her belly and his aura filling her with his love. Aihola laid beneath Tarifa’s sexually besieged body, their breasts and nipples rubbing together with every deep calculating drive of Isra’s enormous cock into her beloved’s depths.

Tarifa’s sapphire eyes exploded open, now fully changed into her wolf eyes and her fangs bursting from her gums.

“Yes!” She squealed. “Take me… fill me… taste me!”

Isra smiled and bit down lightly on her shoulder, eliciting a gasp of extreme pleasure from one of the two women that possessed his soul. He grabbed her hips once more, knowing he was just as close as she was to exploding. As he began to stroke into her delicious body once more with power and longing, Isra could only thank the spirit of King Leonidas for guiding his actions over these last two years. First for allowing him to discover the sapphire eyed, raven haired elfin beauty in his hands before his brother had taken her virtue; second for allowing him to experience the velvet feel of her fertile, lithe body wrapped around his; thirdly for bringing the just as insanely sensuous and succulent female Drow into his life and lastly for giving him the strength the break away from the life his father had given him, to find something far more precious and endearing.

Two female elves that filled his very soul, one full wolf the other half wolf and half vampire, both of them more than he could have ever hoped for. And they were both his. Two women who would share in all that he was for eternity. Two women who loved him just as completely as he loved them and who would give him many fine and strong children so that he could raise them to be everything he was not.

These thoughts quickly left his head as he felt Tarifa’s pussy muscles clamp down like a vise on his plunging cock. His violet eyes burst open as her screams of orgasmic ecstasy split the air. Isra slammed himself into her scorching depths one last time, feeling her hands grasp his wrists as his cock swelled and he erupted inside her, his scorching hot balls filling her with his seed. His howl matched Tarifa’s in every way. Her body shuddered almost violently in her own orgasm and he fell forward onto her back just as Aihola pierced Tarifa’s neck with her vampire fangs and sent both of them into a land he did not want to return from.

EDEN CITY

5000 FEET

Aelnala shook her head quickly to shake off the effects of Isra’s passionate tryst with Tarifa and Aihola. Her heart was extremely happy that her bonded brother had found them once more, but she would have to learn to block out the times they spent giving pleasure to each other. She had not expected the effect they had on him and surprisingly the effect he had on them. Aelnala heard Isheeni chuckle within Mindvoice.


You will become used to it Aelnala, and learn how to shield your thoughts from the intensity of it. Isheeni spoke within their connection.


Is it always so… so powerful Isheeni? Aelnala asked.


As deeply bonded as you and Isra are… as Aricia and I are… yes. It is even worse for me when Aricia comes into phase. She and Martin mate like dragons then, and for a Lycavorian the King has superior stamina. And when they bring For’mya to their bed… it drives Torma crazy with lust. Isheeni answered with a laugh. When we return from hunting I can teach you what I do to block the majority of it.


Aelnala turned her head as she glided along searching the ground below her with her keen eyes for a beast large enough to eat. The timber and fields here on Earth were filled to overflowing with prey of all kinds, and she never had to fly for more than an hour before she found something. Isheeni was above her a thousand meters enjoying the thermals produced by the warm night air and simply gliding along. Since she had been here they had been splitting the hunting duties so that one of them was always on guard against a surprise attack from the red dragon.

I’m sure you don’t complain. Aelnala said with a soft laugh of her own.


Isheeni chuckled. No… I don’t. He may be a big brute… but he is my big brute and he leaves my wings shivering in delight every time he takes me because of his size. Isheeni answered quickly. Aelnala you should present yourself at the next Harmony of Two Hearts Ceremony.


Isheeni you know I can not produce eggs. What would be the point? No male will choose to mate with me. Aelnala said casually.


You are young and beautiful Aelnala. Isheeni told her. And I know for a fact that Miath favors you.


Miath?


Surely you have noticed the way he gazes at your tail when we are all together at the Island Palace. You may not be able to produce eggs Aelnala but you are an attractive female. Surely you can smell his desire for you. Isheeni spoke.


Miath is a young fool! And reckless!


Isheeni laughed once more. He is not much younger than you or I. And his very nature matches that of Queen Anja. I do not believe any of the Queens is sedate. Martin would not be attracted to a sedate female. That is not in his nature. And who are you to talk about being reckless. Isn’t it you and Isra who whipped through the Lifter traffic of Apo Prime merely to win a bet?

Aelnala laughed. That was fun! I can see where that would be true in regards to the King as well. Aelnala spoke. 


You have to admit… for a younger male… Miath is very tasty to look at. His scales are so green and healthy. Not like my Torma’s… but I have always preferred his black scales. They are so powerful and smooth. Isheeni said.


He is… he is handsome. Aelnala said softly. But… he would never commit to me. He deserves a female that can give him children. He… a stag Isheeni! A large one too!

Go! I will drop and cover you!


Aelnala dipped her head, folded her wings and dove for the ground.


The huge mountain elk never saw its death descend silently from the skies above. Aelnala swooped above the large beast, snapping its neck instantly as she gathered it into her talons and bit down savagely on its head. As she climbed back into the clouds she saw Isheeni descending to join her. Her honey colored eyes blinked when she saw the large shadow far above Isheeni pass by in the clouds above her, but then Isheeni was beside her.


What is it? Isheeni asked.


Aelnala shook her large head as they climbed and headed back towards Eden City. I don’t know. I thought I saw a shadow in the clouds above you.


Isheeni turned her head as well, searching the clouds above them as they pulled away from their hunting area. I see nothing.


Perhaps it was just my eyes.


They were keen enough to catch dinner. Isheeni joked. And that is what matters. I will hunt tomorrow night.

Roluth dipped from the clouds once more, his rust colored eyes gazing at Isheeni’s sleek elegant dragon form as they flew back towards the elf city. He felt the desire surge within him as he watched the smooth motions of her wings and the delightful motions of her tail. Yes… she was beautiful as Syrilth said. Roluth had felt the tremors within Mindvoice of the two females speaking, and it surprised him that he could not discover the level they were on. It mattered not, once he plunged into her and she was his, the sapphire scaled dragon would talk with him. She would be his mate. She would have to talk with him.

Roluth tilted his wings minutely and he lifted back into the clouds.


Syrilth! I have found where they hunt! I will take her tomorrow night when they return! He projected to his sister.

Isra traced his finger down Tarifa’s tanned shoulder slowly, his other hand slowly caressing the satin like ebony thigh of Aihola on his other side. They were stretched out and pressed up against either side of his body, Tarifa’s face nestled into the crook of his shoulder, while Aihola’s head rested on his broad and leanly muscular chest. Her delicate fingers absently traced the muscles of his abdomen, to include the scars. Their combined scents of peach and cherry blossoms filled his senses and he couldn’t help but smile in contentment. He thought perhaps he felt like his King felt when lying with his Queens in his arms.

Tarifa’s musical voice laughed softly within his head. Is that what we are to you? She asked.


Isra smiled and nuzzled her forehead. He no longer shielded himself from these two women and they had free reign within his mind.


“You are my Queens.” He spoke softly and with great sincerity in his voice they noticed. “And you make me feel like a King… yes.”


“I can’t begin to describe what you make us feel.” Aihola spoke turning her head over and staring up at his face along his flat rippled abdomen and chest.


“I don’t think they make words for it Nya Istel.” Tarifa agreed.


“Well… I would hope that is a good thing.” Isra said with a grin.


Aihola kissed his abdomen softly. “Oh yes… a very good thing.”


Tarifa chuckled. “We need a bigger bed however.” She spoke as evenly as she could. “This one is just not up to the task.”


Isra and Aihola laughed at her words. “I will make it a priority for wherever we end up.” He said.


Tarifa pulled her face from the spot on his shoulder. “What do you mean? Wherever we end up?”


“It is nothing.” He spoke quickly. “A minor slip of the tongue.”


Aihola lifted her head up now and gazed at him with her amber eyes. “Your tongue does not slip Isra… and Tarifa and I should know as much as you have used it on us! Now what do you mean?”


“Speak Commander… or your Queens will make you speak!” Tarifa said.


Isra smiled. “That sounds inviting.” He said.


Tarifa punched him lightly on the shoulder. “Isra stop! What did you mean?”


“Ok… ok…” He said. “I heard Martin and Deia talking a few weeks back. Before all this began. They were talking about two things actually. Deia was very impressed with what the three of you have managed to do here on Earth with almost no guidance from Apo Prime. To impress Deia I have learned is quite a feat. She wanted to inquire of Martin if he knew whether one of you would be willing to take a position on Apo Prime as Ambassador for Earth. She knows if will be either Selene, or you and Aihola together. She knows there is not one of you without the other. I assumed he was going to ask you when they came to Sparta again in two months.”


“What does that have to do with you?” Aihola asked.


Isra looked at them. “General Vengal and General Vistr have formed and trained a new unit over the last year. Ever since the incident with my father. They are called Durcunusaan.”


“Wolves of the Blood.” Aihola said softly.


Isra nodded. “It is a group of Lycavorians known to have the purest of blood, and then elves and humans who have volunteered for the posting.” He explained. “Their only mission will be to safeguard all those who Martin and the Queens deem family. Since Martin regards the two of you and Selene as sisters, you will have your own detachment.”


“Isra… more security?” Tarifa exclaimed.


“It was not my doing Sadormacah!” He spoke quickly looking at Aihola. “Believe me Ceiricah. Truly.” (Sapphire Eyes. Amber eyes.)

“But you did not protest it.” Aihola said. “You know we have more than enough security as it is now Isra my love. We do not want more.”


Isra nodded. “Yes… and all of that will go away once this crisis is resolved. Except for the Durcunusaan. Each of you will have two… your father Tarifa… your Drow Elder Aihola. Martin… and Aricia both are adamant that nothing happens to those they care about. Not like what happened to her. It was actually Aricia who commissioned Vengal and Vistr in the first place I believe.”


“So what is so special about these Durcunusaan?” Tarifa asked. “That they will replace all the security we have now.”


“They are all Tier Six Mindvoicers for one.” Isra told them. “And as well as their usual training they have been trained to fight dragons among other things.”


“Why would they be trained to fight dragons?” Aihola asked.


“Because the King and Dragon Elder Mother Arzoal are not foolish enough to believe that the High Coven will not someday or somehow attempt to steal dragon eggs for their own purpose and succeed.” Isra replied. “That is why Aricia and I are going to devote all our time to finding the clutches of dragon eggs here on Earth once the Durcunusaan arrive tomorrow. With them protecting you both, it will free us to find this fool Kavalian who thinks he will lead his disgusting race here for conquest. While your father and Lynwe does that… Aricia and I will deal with these white skinned creatures and the dragons.”


“Admiral Joarl is giving us a briefing tomorrow correct?” Tarifa asked.


Isra nodded. “And you will meet your guards.”


“So what does all this have to do with you and us?” Tarifa asked.


“If you decide to remain here, I will be the representative of Mjolnir’s Hand in this sector of Lycavorian Union territory.” Isra told them. “If you make the decision to come to Apo Prime as Earth’s Ambassadors, there is a new position that will fall under purview of Mjolnir’s Hand, as overall security for Ambassadors on Apo Prime. Either way… we will be together.”

Isra saw the glint in both their eyes as they realized they would not have to suffer through weeks or months of separation once all of this was over. “So… you would not travel if we stayed here or moved there?” Tarifa asked.


Isra shook his head. “I would not be gone longer than three or four days at a time if that.” He said. “I would be detailed to maintain an area to yet be built for members of Mjolnir’s Hand to stay and train while they travel nearby within the system. Andreus would be happy with coming here or remaining on Apo Prime. Neither he nor Kmyla have a preference. Only that I let them know as soon as possible so they can plan to move if you come to Apo Prime.”

Tarifa looked at Aihola who was as equally wide eyed as she was. “Isra we…”

Isra put a finger to her lips silencing her words. “No Sadormacah. No decisions tonight.” He spoke softly. “Tonight we just enjoy each other. I want to sleep with my mates in my arms.”


Aihola snuggled closer. “I like the sound of that.” She said.


Tarifa did the same and let her head fall back to Isra’s shoulder. “As do I.”

ELEAR

WAINN

The streets were quiet as Dysea moved confidently along the walkway. The long cloak covered her entire body, the cowl drawn up over her head. Lexi moved along effortlessly next to her as the sun continued to drop below the towering buildings.


“Dysea?” Lexi asked as they walked. Dysea continued to walk, as if not hearing her Spartan Captain. Lexi reached out gently placing her hand on Dysea’s arm. “Milady Dysea?”


Dysea’s head snapped up and her emerald eyes turned to Lexi. “Huh?”


“Dysea are you alright?” Lexi asked.


She had been Dysea’s Captain for nearly two years now, since the first days she had come from Sparta and there was nothing she would not do for her Queen. Dysea treated her not as an underling, but as an equal. When her relationship with Isabella had become something serious, Lexi thought for sure she would be reassigned, but it was in fact Isabella who insisted she remain. She was as close to Dysea and Isabella as Andreus and Isra were with King Leonidas. 


“Yes Lexi. I’m sorry.” Dysea spoke.


“Milady we must do something.” Lexi said. “What… what we just witnessed. It was not right.”


Dysea met her eyes. “I agree Lexi. I do.” She spoke. “The question is… what? They have broken no laws.”


“Milady… they…” Lexi started.


Dysea nodded. “Yes I know… but what exactly did we witness Lexi? I can not explain it. Can you?”


“You felt it didn’t you? What the others felt? What I smelled?” Lexi asked.


Dysea nodded quickly. “Yes. Quite strongly in fact. I am still half elf remember.” Dysea looked up at the sky, the towering skyline filled with buildings and Lifter traffic above them. “I smelled it as well. Amber and pine. And the music.”

They had sat in the amphitheater as far back as the seating would allow, and they had done nothing but listen as the man spoke. There were several hundred male and female elves in the crowd, most of them just sitting and using the theater as a means to do other work. Dysea and Lexi did the same thing until the time the schedule said this speaker for this group would arrive according to his permit. He was a large elf, larger than any that either of them had seen. He was easily Nauta Melme’s height but not as muscular. His blond hair was the color of wheat and he had dirty brown eyes from what they could see from their seats. He had begun speaking without regard that none of the men and women in the theater were actually listening. A soft score of music began to filter through the theater as he spoke of the intense corruption of the Lycavorian Union. The corruption and oppression of its officials including its King. He did not raise his voice, but spoke clearly and firmly, his tone almost never changing. As the music continued to play both Dysea and Lexi detected the faint scents of amber and pine as it began to filter into the arena as well. It was after this scent had linger for several minutes that men and women began to take notice of the man as he walked back and forth on the stage.

Dysea watched him as he talked… his words lost on her really… her eyes focused on his movements and his eyes. She felt an almost surreal sensation as she looked at him. She felt drawn to him in a way that no man had ever drawn her. The sound of his voice echoed in her elfin ears smoothly, like that of a beating heart, a rhythmic vibration that tickled her elfin senses. As she watched him intently, entranced now like the other elves, she could have sworn that she saw his eyes begin to glow with a soft white background light. 

Unlike the other elves however, Dysea was also half Lycavorian now, Martin’s blood swirling in her veins. She was coming into cycle and the female wolf part of her was beginning to let her know that she wanted her wolf mate. Her blood was beginning to call out for Martin and it enhanced her wolf senses almost to the point of super sensitivity. It was these senses that detected the shadows of other cloaked figures moving among the many shadows of the arena, spraying something into the air all around the seated elves from hidden containers that expelled an almost hidden mist.

As quickly as it had begun it was over. Dysea and Lexi both had shaken their heads realizing that nearly two hours had passed since the man had entered. He was now gone, but dozens of the elves that were present were following him and the cloaked figures that retreated behind him. Dysea and Lexi had left quickly, Dysea feeling a sense of emptiness inside her she had never felt before.

Dysea it is just as For’mya’s father and the High Minister explained in their report. Iriral’s voice filled her conscious mind and Dysea breathed out as the strength and clarity of Iriral’s mind filled her. Just as the Elder Mother said.
I know Iriral. I felt it as well my bonded sister. The question I need to find an answer too… is what to do. Dysea spoke. They broke no laws that we could see. He… this man… he talked. That is all he did… and disagreeing with the government is not a crime in the Union.
Those that followed him. Iriral said. They were brought to a building not far from you Dysea. They went in… they have not come out yet. I followed them from high up above the Lifter traffic.

Dysea smiled and looked at Lexi. Are you sure?

Yes.

Lexi and I will move there now. Dysea spoke. “Iriral has discovered where some of those that followed this man went. We will go there and see what we can discover.” Dysea spoke as they began walking again. “Perhaps there is something…”

Dysea and Lexi stopped when they saw the three figures approaching. All of them wore long dark cloaks just like the ones in the theater and they had appeared out of the darkness of the alley.

Keep walking. Dysea spoke softly within Mindvoice.

They are elves. Lexi spoke as they began walking again. There is something different about them though. Their scent isn’t right.

Yes… it smells bitter. All of them. Dysea agreed as they continued down the street.

Dysea… three more have appeared from the darkness in front of you! Iriral’s excited voice broke in. They will meet the main street just as you cross in front of the alley!

Lexi? Dysea asked.

They must have followed us from the theater. Lexi spoke calmly.

Why pick us to follow? Dysea spoke. There were dozens of others who did not follow this man when he left. I can detect nothing from them except their scent. Iriral?

I sense nothing either. Iriral replied. That is not possible my sister. Every sentient being has a Mindvoice signature, whether they can use this skill or not.

Yes I know. And that means they are guarded against intrusion into their minds. Dysea spoke. Elves do not have the ability to Mindvoice unless it is passed to them as Nauta Melme did with me and For’mya. If they are guarding against Mindvoice intrusion they know that they are following two Lycavorians.

We did not reveal ourselves the entire time we were in the theater. Lexi spoke. How could they know that Dysea?

Martin’s blood. Iriral replied quickly. The King’s blood within Dysea will mark her as Lycavorian unless she reveals herself. It is just naturally more powerful.

The how is not important. Dysea said calmly. Their intentions however seem to be to at least stop us.

Then let’s confront them. Lexi spoke quickly. 

I do not think that wise. Iriral said again. Something is not right with them sister. It does not feel right.
I agree Iriral. Dysea spoke. But we will know nothing more than what we know now unless we act.

Use caution. Both of you. I will remain above you and make sure there are no surprises. Iriral said. And I will not show myself unless necessary.

Very well. Dysea said. Lexi are you ready?

Spartan’s are always ready. Lexi answer as her fingers curled around the shaft of her Nehtes under the long cloak.

Remember… we want at least one alive. Dysea spoke.

Only one? Lexi asked.

If their intent is hostile… one left alive will suffice. Dysea answered. Her normally calm and friendly voice was flint hard. Like Bella… I have developed a dislike for being hunted.
Dysea and Lexi came to abrupt halts just before the alley; Dysea whirling to face the three cloaked figures behind them as Lexi remained facing the ones who appeared from the alley like silent ghosts. Their sudden movement caught the three figures trailing them by surprise and they came to abrupt halts themselves.

“Perhaps you would like to explain why you are following us?” Dysea asked, her voice carrying to the three figures. They were definitely elves Dysea determined, but their scents were altered somehow, and they appeared taller than most elves.

“Do… do not be alarmed.” The male voice spoke as one of the three stepped forward. “I am called Unlec.”

“Your name… and the names of your companions are of no concern of mine.” Dysea spoke calmly. “I asked why you were following us.”

“The leader of our Order noticed you sitting in the crowd just now.” Unlec spoke evenly. 

“The leader of your Order?” Dysea asked maintaining her illusion of ignorance.

“Yes… The Order of Artre. The First Elfin King.” Unlec replied. “He is the one you heard speak today.”

“I wasn’t paying attention.” Dysea said quickly. 

“He would like to extend an invitation for you and your companion to attend a gathering. It is not far from here.” Unlec spoke. 

“We are not interested.” Dysea said.

“I’m quite sure you will find him a gracious host.” Unlec continued. “He was surprised to see two Lycavorian females within the crowd, but it made him very happy to see his message is being heard.”

“His message?” Dysea asked. “What message is that?”

“His message of the corruption of the Union. His message of peace and tranquility.” Unlec told her. He lifted his arms and pulled back his hood revealing an angular elfin face, his ears very prominent. His dark eyes however were what made the alarm bells within Dysea began to go off. His eyes were wild and fanatical.

Dysea shook her head. “We are not interested as I said.”

“Master Artre wanted me to insist that you attend.” Unlec spoke. “He knows that you will be pleased by what you discover about him.”

“Thank you… but I do not wish to discover anything of your Master… Unlec is it?” Dysea spoke as her hand removed the Nehtes from its thigh holster under her cloak. The folds of her cloak hid her action easily. 
Unlec nodded. “I am the Master’s Viceroy.”

“Yes well… I only wish to return home for the evening.” Dysea said. “Something you and your friends are preventing.”
Unlec motioned to the men on either side of him and in front of Lexi. “They are disciples of Master Artre. We willingly do his bidding.”

“We do our own bidding.” Lexi popped.

“Master Artre insisted that the two of you join him.” Unlec spoke his voice still smooth and calm. “He was quite adamant. He wishes to show you peace and happiness and pleasure. That is all he desires.”

“My desires are my own and not something your Master has any control over.” Dysea spoke sternly. “And we will find our pleasure of our own accord thank you. And both of us are quite happy with what we have.”

“Are you so sure?” Unlec said. “Master Artre said he felt a willingness to explore in you both. And there was sadness in your hearts.”

“Your Master was wrong.” Dysea spoke. “Please tell your friends to remove themselves from our path.”
Unlec smiled. “I’m afraid I can not do that.” He said just as calmly as if he was asking for the price of a piece of fruit in the market. “The Master insisted I return with you.”

“So this is where you force us to go with you?” Lexi asked as her body tensed for action.

“Master Artre was very specific.” Unlec replied.

“You do not want to do this.” Dysea spoke. “Trust me.”

“Oh… but I do.” Unlec replied. His face changed then and shifted into a vicious snarl. “Take them!”

The snik of two Nehtes extending was very loud on the street, and Unlec’s eyes grew wide in surprise. Dysea and Lexi were two dark blurs as both of them spun with eye popping speed in opposite directions, the long spears spinning effortlessly in motion.
Dysea slapped the flat side of her spearhead against Unlec’s jaw with a powerful flick of her wrist. Her emerald eyes went a little wider when all it did was snap his head around quickly and slice open his cheek. His head came back instantly to look at her, death in his dark eyes and Dysea knew then this was going to be a fight. No normal elf should have been still standing after that blow. When Martin took her and changed her, Dysea gained the strength, quickness and incredible endurance of a Lycavorian. While not on a scale as a full blooded Lycavorian, she was far superior to any normal elf.
“Lexi!” Dysea barked.

“I know!” Lexi snapped back as she ripped her Nehtes from the abdomen of one cloaked elf in front of her and he did nothing but glare at her as she jumped back.
“They are Spartans!” Unlec shouted. “Kill them now!”

Dysea rolled to her right just as she heard Iriral’s roar from above and a stream of flame shot by on her left side engulfing one of the cloaked figures as Iriral landed a few meters away. The screams of the elf were horrible to hear as he ran for perhaps ten meters before falling to the ground withering as he burned. Dysea lifted her left arm, throwing her cowl back as she called her Shi Viska and Iriral let loose with another trumpet of anger and slashed her thick tail forward. While her tail did not have the bony hammer like protrusion on its tip as the tails of Heavyhorns did, it was still a savage weapon that Iriral did not hesitate to use. The tip of her tail caught another of the cloaked figures, one who was lifting a weapon to fire on Lexi, directly in the chest. The sound of bones snapping was very audible in the night air and the figure was lifted into the air and went sailing.

Dysea rolled once more under Iriral’s slashing tail, complete faith in her bonded dragon sister not to crush her. She came up in a crouch and launched her Shi Viska at another cloaked attacker. He was in the process of turning towards the dragon to lift the hand blaster when the silver shield, razor’s extended along its edge in flight, bit deeply into his neck and continued on past his body. His finger flexed involuntarily on the trigger of his hand weapon, the thin beam striking Iriral’s psychic shield and bouncing harmlessly into the air. His head however landed with a thud on the ground at his feet as Iriral’s talons came down across his body and opened his chest cavity to the night air.

Dysea spun around as her Shi Viska returned, her emerald eyes seeking Unlec. She spotted him moving quickly across the street and lifted her Shi Viska to launch it when she heard the scream of pain.

She and Iriral spun towards the sound and saw Lexi staggering back, holding her hand to her chest, the large bladed weapon protruding from just above her breast.

“Lexi! No!” Dysea screamed lifting her Nehtes without thought and launching it with all of her combined elf and Lycavorian strength.   

One of the cloaked figures was on the ground at her feet, Lexi’s Nehtes protruding from his neck, blood pumping onto the ground from the wound. Dysea’s Nehtes struck the cloaked figure dead center of his chest with enough force to lift him off his feet and impale him completely to the wall behind him just as Iriral’s huge head leaned over like a lightning strike and her massive jaws clamped shut on the last of the cloaked figures still standing. His screams died within the grasp of her mouth as she bit him in half as easily as a twig, throwing the upper portion to the side as his legs and waist fell to the street.
Dysea scrambled to Lexi’s side, pulling her into her arms. Blood was pouring from the wound explosively, and Dysea yanked the blade free, mashing her hand down over the wound. “Lexi can you shift?” She cried.

“Can’t… I can’t focus!” Lexi gasped as blood spilled from her lips. “You must get to… safety my Queen!”

“I’m not leaving you!” Dysea barked as she pulled Lexi closer into her arms. She slammed her hand down on the small transmitter at her belt setting off the emergency beacon that Martin made all of them wear now. She returned her hand to the wound on Lexi’s chest, pushing down hard in an attempt to stop the bleeding. “I forbid you to die on me Captain! I forbid it!” Dysea screamed.

The last one escaped Dysea! Iriral exclaimed moving up protectively to stand near them. He blended into the darkness of the surrounding buildings.
“Lexi… four minutes! I’ve activated the beacon! Four minutes Captain! Stay with me!” Dysea cried pushing down on the wound. “They will be here in four minutes! You have to stay with me Spartan! Do you hear me? You are not allowed to die on me!”

Lexi’s hand came up and grabbed Dysea’s wrist tightly. She nodded her head slowly, her blue eyes unfocused, but very much open and Dysea saw the smile split her bloody lips. “I… I will not leave you… my Queen!”

EARTH
EDEN CITY COMMAND CENTER

“I had everything we have on the Kavalians sent to you my Queen.” Admiral Riall spoke from the huge monitor at the end of the room while Admiral Joarl handed out the data pads to everyone at the table. “It’s not much… but it’s more than what you have there I assume.”


Aricia, Isra, Tarifa, Aihola and Selene sat at the large conference table, while Lynwe and Layna stood behind Selene leaning against the wall. Tareif and Steven stood to the opposite side of the room near the doors. Joarl moved to the end of the table and sat in the only remaining chair when he finished handing out the pads. 

“I can tell you will absolute certainty that this Kavalian is still within the city limits some where.” Joarl spoke.


“How can we be so sure?” Selene asked.


“General Lynwe, the Queen and I have reviewed the security footage from all eight Eden City entrances for the last thirty-six hours personally.” Joarl spoke. “There is nothing to indicate he has left the city.”


Isra’s violet eyes went to where Aricia sat, her hands curled around the large mug of coffee. [Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia… I… He spoke quickly in Mindvoice. You didn’t tell me you had done this.

Aricia’s azure blue eyes fell on him quickly. [Mindvoice Shielded] Do not even think about apologizing Isra! You have only just re-discovered them and it was nothing to look at the security footage while Isheeni and Aelnala were out hunting. Trust me… when Martin and I are reunited… we will not be attending any events I will tell you that.

Isra smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] Thank you.

“My Queen if this Kavalian is still within the city, he must be found.” Riall spoke from the monitor.


Aricia turned back to the monitor now. “Riall do you see any Senators or politicians from Apo Prime in this room?” She asked.


“No.” He answered puzzled at the question.


“If you call me My Queen one more time, I will have a talk with Gorgo when I return.” Aricia said. “And I will tell my mother to not make you Satée pastries for a month.” 


Riall couldn’t help the grin on his face and everyone in the room smiled. All of them knew that Riall had a vicious sweet tooth and Aricia’s mother made him the most delicious Satée pastries at least three times a month. Much to Gorgo’s dismay. “Very well Aricia.” He spoke.


Tareif stepped forward. “We have eliminated half a dozen contacts that cater to those who wish to acquire secret accommodations.” He spoke turning to gaze at Steven with a stern look. “Steven and I will visit the last two this afternoon. If this dog has somehow gotten facilities in this city we will find him. I have discovered that my son in law to be has many contacts that he has not revealed to me.”


“Papa you must stop it!” Tarifa exclaimed from her chair. “You are embarrassing Steven.”


“Good!” Tareif spoke.


“I must press upon all of you,” Riall spoke. “This man is not to be taken lightly. You can read the information I sent at your leisure, but the war we had with the Kavalians, while short, was exceptionally brutal. He will not come peacefully and he will do his best to take as many with him as he can before he falls.”


Tareif’s face hardened. “He is suicidal?”


Riall nodded. “If cornered… yes.”


“Admiral why do you think he was part of the Zaleisian Delegation?” Selene asked.


Riall exhaled slowly. “Their war with the High Coven nearly destroyed them. We merely turned them aside and threw them back into their own space. While we could have gone in and hit them with a devastating attack, we did not. The High Coven on the other hand went so far as to bombard their worlds, killing billions of them.”


“Why didn’t we help them?” Lynwe asked. “The enemy of our enemy is our friend, isn’t that how the saying goes?”


“The reason the High Coven was able to strike so hard Lynwe, is because during our conflict with them we used a series of very coordinated surgical strikes that wiped out their command and control networks as well as many of their top leaders.” Joarl replied. “We are also responsible for killing their High Premier.”


“So Lycavorians are not real high on their list of friends then I take it?” Steven asked.


Riall shook his head. “Far from it. In fact I would put us at or near the bottom. They blame us for what the Coven did to them. And by extension of that… elves and humans will not be held in high regard either, though any vampire will be a priority for them if it came to removing someone. As for why he was part of the Zaleisian Delegation? My guess is that this Talco person took this position to gather intelligence on both the Coven and the Union both. The Zaleisians are known to be very tight with the High Coven. Their area of space while not very populated is quite large. Veldruk would like nothing more than to be able to build several bases within Zaleisian space. It puts him closer to us. Earth is new to the Union and he probably thought an easy target if the Kavalians decided to make a resurgence.”


“They attacked the Union though.” Aihola said. “How can they blame you for what the Coven did to them? That doesn’t make any sense?”


“I agree Aihola. I agree totally… however we have never really tried to understand the Kavalians. All those that we encountered were trying to kill us. We acted defensively to be honest.” Riall answered.

“So there are more of them?” Tarifa asked.


Riall nodded. “Unfortunately Tarifa… many more.”


Joarl leaned back in his chair. “We have never been able to get an accurate assessment. Not since their war with the Coven. Many of their planets are deserted… or at least they appear that way to our spy and sensor drones.” He spoke. “But our intelligence has detected signs that they are still very active and in very large numbers.”


“That was an excellent move Aricia.” Riall spoke. “Putting our system ships on alert for any unknown transports or warships that might be sneaking about.”


“Do you really believe they will try to attack us here Riall?” Selene asked.


Riall shook his head. “I don’t know. They know Earth is part of the Union… they know that Martin considers it his true home. It would be in their nature to attack for just that purpose alone; in what they would see as atonement for past sins.”


“I have issued several orders with the Queen’s approval.” Joarl told them now. “All ships entering Earth’s system will be stopped and searched regardless of what they carry. If they do not stop, they will be given one warning. If they do not listen to that warning then they will be disabled.” Joarl looked at them. “If they try to fight… they will be destroyed.” There were no protests or objections he saw and he continued. “I have ordered two Attack Wings to return to Earth and take up overwatch… at least until we are able to determine what this Kavalian is after. And all planet wide restoration that involves Spartans will temporarily cease and the troops will return to their staging areas.”

Aricia looked at the three of them. “I apologize for not consulting the three of you first, but we needed to act quickly.”


Selene nodded. “We have worked too long and too hard to allow this scum to affect it.” She spoke softly seeing Tarifa and Aihola nod their heads in agreement. “And as Riall said… Earth is just as much yours and Martin’s home as it is ours... perhaps more. We will do what we need to do to defend it.”


Aricia got up from her chair. “Isra and I will concentrate on dealing with these white skinned creatures and the dragons. All of you are aware of what we believe is going on there, and just so you are kept in the loop, the dragon Elder Mother agrees with our assessment.” Aricia spoke evenly. “Tareif… I will entrust you and Lynwe with finding this Kavalian and his cohorts. That includes this elf Anlain and this human Crescent. I want them found and dealt with. I don’t care how.”


“And a pleasure it will be.” Tareif spoke.


“Indeed.” Lynwe added.


Tarifa looked at Aricia for a long moment. “Aricia…”


“You, Aihola and Selene are the Administrators of Earth Tarifa.” Aricia spoke softly. “But Earth is my home as well. Martin’s home. You are who he… who we consider family… we will allow nothing to harm that. I’m sorry… but I speak with my Beloved’s voice in this matter Tarifa.”


“So you will kill them without hesitation?” Tarifa asked softly.


“If they choose to fight us… to attempt to take this planet by force… to harm any of the inhabitants of Earth… yes I will destroy them.” Aricia replied coldly. “Without question… without pause and with extreme prejudice.”


Tarifa held Aricia’s eyes for a long moment and then nodded her head. “Good.” She said.

“There is one other thing.” Riall spoke from the monitor. He waited until they all turned towards him. “I went over the transcripts of the meetings you had with the Zaleisians… and I spoke with several officers who fought with me in our conflict with them. They now work in our Intelligence division… but based on our experience with the Kavalians… we all came to the same conclusion.”


“And that is?” Aricia asked.


“If he has not left the city it is for only one reason.” Riall spoke. “Based on the intense hatred all Kavalians have for the Coven… if this Talco has not left the city then we feel his only purpose will be to come after the one person who made him look quite the fool.”


“What do you mean?” Aihola asked. “Who is he going to come after? We all made him look the fool.”


“But only I am a vampire.” Selene’s voice sounded softly. Her steel blue eyes lifted to gaze at Riall. “He’s going to come after me because I am a vampire isn’t he? Because I insulted him and his people?”


Riall nodded slowly. “We believe that will be his intent… yes.” He spoke.


Selene felt Lynwe and Layna step up on either side of her and she smiled. Her eyes glittered and changed to vampire cobalt blue and she looked back to the screen. “Then let him come.” She said.

ELEAR

“She was there today sire. With one of her half vampire Drow. Asking questions.” Conrol spoke.


Vonis turned from where he sat on the couch looking over the data pad of the off world assassins that had already arrived on Elear. “Where?”


“The IES offices.” Conrol said.


Vonis smiled as he lowered the pad. “Yuri said she was resourceful.” He said. “She wasn’t wrong.”


“What do you wish to do?” Conrol asked.


Vonis looked at him. “Nothing.”


“Isabella was at the main offices here on Elear sire.” Conrol spoke as he settled to the chair across from Vonis. “You wish to do nothing?”


“It is her company Conrol.” Vonis spoke seeing the look of surprise on his face. “You didn’t know that?”


“No… no Milord.”


Vonis nodded. “Isabella started IES with three or four others that supposedly defected with her. One of them never really was part of her plot and has been working with us all this time.”


“A front company? Inside Union territory?” Conrol spoke still stunned. “That’s… that’s incredible.”


Vonis nodded. “She’ll get the locations of all IES properties here on Elear, and they own several. None of which is this location… or the locations of the other safe houses that we control.” He said. “You can rest easy Conrol. Where is Haliur?”

“Insuring that our guests are comfortable. And that they do not do anything stupid.” Conrol answered.


“How many more do we wait for?”

“The last three will arrive in thirty-six hours.” Conrol answered.

Vonis nodded. “Then in thirty-seven hours we will have a meeting here to finalize the details.” He said. He held out the pad. “The plan I have devised.”

Conrol took it slowly, his eyes lowering to the pad and reading while Vonis leaned forward and poured himself some juice from the pitcher.

Conrol looked up after a moment. “You intend to hit her outside IES headquarters sire?”

Vonis nodded with a smile. “She is doing our back story for us Conrol.” He got to his feet and moved to the doorway into Va’nimia’s room. He passed his hand over the controls and slowly opened the door a few centimeters, peering in and seeing her deliciously naked body still on the bed sleeping soundly. Her dark hair was splayed across the pillows, one lean and supple thigh exposed for his eyes to roam over from under the sheet that covered the rest of her body. A body that Vonis had explored quite thoroughly over the last few days, far more thoroughly than he had spent with any female, even the attractive purebloods he had been with.
“She is doing our work sire?” Conrol asked. “I don’t understand.”

Vonis closed the door when Conrol’s voice caused Va’nimia to stir quite seductively on the bed. He had taken her half a dozen times the previous night, each time more incredible than the last. It seemed that the more time they spent together, the more passionate their encounters became and the more addicted he became to her body. Now Vonis willingly adorned her with kisses, passionate kisses that Va’nimia eagerly returned without question. Since that night when he had first kissed her, Va’nimia had grown bolder in their bed, urging him to do things he had never thought of. She served him without question, doing whatever he wished but now she also would draw his lips to different portions of her lithe body when Vonis was stroking into her deeply. Now he would willingly suckle the hard buds of her nipples, nibbling them with his vampire fangs because it caused her to feel surges of pleasure. And more than anything else he would firmly nuzzle the backs of her elfin ears, slowly adding the tip of his tongue for emphasis and listen to her hiss in utter enchantment.  

Vonis wanted her to feel pleasure he realized. 
And last night was the first sign for him that something was happening he could not explain.

Vonis had done something he had never done before, settling between her muscular thighs and actually using his tongue to explore the folds of her hairless pussy, all at her insistent urging. He had never done this even with the purebloods at the palace, yet seeing her pussy open like a Usu’Ozeib Flower Moth under his ministrations was fascinating. Her smell was extremely pleasant and not at all what he had expected. His anger had flashed quickly when her quivering thighs had locked around his head, her fingers entwining in his dark hair and she pressed his face tighter, flooding his mouth and tongue with her juices. In that flash of anger his fangs had pierced the flesh just above her erect and painfully hard clit sending her into a loud thrashing orgasm that caused her body to lift off the bed. Her sweet blood mixed with the even sweeter taste of her juices in orgasm and it had amazingly triggered an orgasm for him, and he had exploded all over his abdomen and thighs. He had been disgusted with himself when he rose, the aftermath of her incredible orgasm still making her shudder on the bed. Va’nimia hadn’t allowed him to go to the sonic shower however, stopping him from leaving her and instead dropping to her quivering knees before him and using only her tongue to clean him as a Limian Venomshade Tiger mother would clean her kittens. When she was finished, Vonis had fallen back onto the bed staring at her wide eyed as she lowered herself onto his rock hard cock, already drenched with her salvia from her leisurely tongue bath.

Vonis tore his thoughts from Va’nimia and turned back to fully face Conrol. “My father believes our agent within IES has become corrupted by his status and wealth here in the Union. We have reason to believe he is conducting some rather illegal practices that if exposed will possibly implicate us. My father does not want that to happen. Information will be discovered by Isabella that will lead her to the conclusion that he is a traitor to the Union. Which he is anyway. We will assassinate her in front of the IES offices and make it appear as if this agent perpetrated all of it trying to hide what she will undoubtedly find.”
“Won’t we lose IES then Milord?” Conrol spoke.

“It is of little matter.” Vonis answered. “We have other companies that belong to us. Several right here in the Union. And they are much larger than IES. We kill my half sister, the company she started will be ruined, and our agents and future projects will be safe. The added benefit will be that once this information comes to light… those who once called themselves members of the High Coven and defected will find it very hard to live and survive within the borders of the Union.”

Conrol smiled as he absorbed everything. “Incredible.” He said.

Vonis nodded with his own smile. “Yes. Even Yuri doesn’t know the entire scope of this particular operation. My father can be very secretive when he wants to be.”

“So it appears.” Conrol said. 

“I want you to go to the Wainn spaceport Conrol. Make sure our last three guests are on time and then purchase more supplies from the venders there.” Vonis tossed him the datapad. “Get what’s on this list and whatever else you deem necessary.”

Conrol looked at it as he got to his feet. His brow furrowed and he looked at his Prince. “Sire… this is…”

“Yes I know. I want to see how it looks on a woman.” Vonis spoke.

“She is an elf sire.” Conrol spoke sternly.

Vonis grinned and stepped forward. “The shape of her ears does not affect how it will look around the neck of the pureblood I have chosen to be my bride Conrol.” He spoke softly. “She will be my model.” 
Conrol met the eyes of his Prince. “Then…”

“Do you honestly think I would desire this elf female over my own kind?” Vonis said in a whisper. “I am practicing my skill on her… nothing more.”

Conrol couldn’t help his smile. “Forgive me sire… I was beginning to think you might actually care for the elf whore.”

“Better a willing slave than an unwilling one.” Vonis spoke the lie. He reached up and patted the man’s shoulder. “Now go. We don’t want these fools we are hiring to do anything they are not supposed to. Get moving… I need to contact my father since Yuri has gone to Lycavore to find that abomination she so desires to kill.”

Conrol nodded with an evil grin. “The markets will be opening soon, I will return in a few hours Milord.”

Vonis nodded and watched him move for the door into their apartment. When it closed and locked Vonis let out a long breath and turned to the window where the blazing sun was just beginning to make its way above the towering buildings in the background.

What was happening to him he wondered.

NORMYA’S LIGHT

Isabella came up behind Dysea as she stood beside Lexi’s bed in the medical bay. It had taken only three minutes for Admiral Visero to get the Spartan Ready Force to the surface once Dysea had hit the emergency beacon. Four STRIKER ATs had descended on Elear without pause and the medic in the SRF had Lexi stable enough to transport back in another six minutes. Now Dysea stood next to her bed on NORMYA’S LIGHT watching as she slept soundly.

Isabella took Dysea’s hand and saw her emerald eyes turn to look at her. “Come ussta she-elf, Admiral Visero and the doctor wish to speak with us.” She said softly.


Dysea nodded and allowed Isabella to pull her slowly from the room. They crossed the medical bay and into the corridor, Isabella feeling without question, the building anger in her lover. When they entered the large conference room Dysea erupted, much to the surprised looks of the Lycavorian Admiral and doctor. Her Shi Viska flared into existence, sensing her anger, and much like Martin had done over a year ago on Earth she brought it crashing down on one of the smaller tables near the door cleaving the steel table completely in half.

“I want the head of the scum who did this!” Dysea snarled. “I want his head in my hands so that I can gouge out his eyes with my fingers!”


Admiral Visero simply stood there in his uniform with his arms crossed over his burly chest silently and he watched with no small amount of pride. When the King had chosen him to command NORMYA’S LIGHT Visero had questioned his appointment. He would have preferred at the time to command Queen Anja’s LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser. He had never spent much time around elves before and he considered them weaker than Lycavorians. Added to this fact that he did not particularly care for Isabella and he thought for sure it was not going to be a good mixture. He came very close to refusing the appointment, and now watching his Queen, he was so very glad he hadn’t. 


These last fourteen months had given him an insight into elves and Isabella that he had never stopped to consider. Dysea was perhaps the most decisive woman he had ever met. When she made a decision, she never questioned it or regretted it. She was exceptionally intelligent, absorbing information like a sponge. She and Isabella had spent so much time watching him, learning from him about operations, ship combat, everything. And they had done so in a way that only cemented that he and not they were the ones in command of NORMYA’S LIGHT. Dysea and Isabella both had insisted he refer to them by their names when they were together, and Visero had learned over the months that as with King Leonidas, there were precious few who had that honor and distinction. Visero had reached a point now where there was nothing he would not do for the slim platinum blond Queen, or for Isabella.


Visero had seen Dysea angry only one other time, her patience and control masterful in his opinion, in almost all circumstances. The Limian Ambassador however had rubbed her the wrong way from the start seven months ago, and when it became too much for her to tolerate, he had watched in stunned humor as Dysea told him where to go, how to get there and what to do when he got there in some of the most colorful and descriptive uses of the Lycavorian ancient language Visero had ever heard.


“I do not wish to have to replace all the tables on our ship Dysea!” He barked out now.


Dysea whirled on him with those emerald eyes and Visero smiled at the intensity of her glare. Now he knew what his King saw in the elf female, and Visero could only imagine the pleasures they shared in their bed, especially considering the intensity of those emerald orbs right now. 


Dysea stared at him for a long moment, breathing deeply. Visero had been like a rock for her to lean on this last year and he had a way with words and tone of voice that could instantly make her anger bleed away. Dysea silently thanked her Nauta Melme for assigning this man to command her ship. 

She took a deep breath. “Forgive me Visero.” She spoke softly.


“There is nothing to forgive My Queen!” He answered. “I just do not wish to replace the furniture before its life expectancy is naturally up.”


Dysea looked at Bella and saw her smiling sheepishly. She turned to the senior Medical Officer on NORMYA’S LIGHT and saw his wide eyes watching with surprise. She took a deep breath once more and willed her Shi Viska away seeing everyone in the room relaxed then in a silver/white flash. “I must learn to control my temper more.” She said.

Visero chuckled. “Hardly. If you control it much more than you already do, no one but Isabella will be able to tell if you feel anything, or are merely acting. Please…” He motioned to the table.


Dysea looked at Isabella once more and smiled. While their relationship was well known within the Union, there were few who would comment it on it as casually as Visero had just done. He was a man that had earned their respect and trust, and had gone out of his way in the past to insure they were not disturbed by anyone when he detected they needed to just be together with each other.


Dysea held out her hand and felt Isabella slip hers into it and she let out the last tension relieving breath. “Very well.” She said as they moved up to the table and took the chairs. “What do we know? Doctor Sustaca?”


“Captain Lexi will be fine first off Milady.” The man reported. “She will need a few days rest… at least a week to fully recover… but she will be as good as new.”


Dysea looked at him. “She couldn’t shift!” Dysea said quickly, knowing that Lycavorians relied on their ability to shift to heal wounds. 


Sustaca nodded. “I’m not surprised… the blade she was stabbed with was coated with enough Oreznox to fell a Horned Goragg from Dunubis Nine.” He replied referring to the two ton herbivore behemoths that roamed the brown plains of that planet.


“Poison?” Isabella asked.


Sustaca nodded quickly sliding the pad across the table. “Poison specifically targeted to affect the Lycavorian ability to shift and heal wounds. It’s a fast acting and very powerful narcotic that causes loss of conscious ability.”


“Lexi said she couldn’t focus.” Dysea said looking at him.


Sustaca nodded. “The drug acts as an inhibitor of sorts and blocks the infected person from forming cohesive thoughts, thereby rendering us unable to concentrate enough to shift. You will also note that the blade was also dipped in Tilapim.”


Dysea looked up. “Wait… Tilapim? That’s an anticoagulant. I remember that from listening to Melyanna give a lecture for one of Gorgo’s classes at the university.”     

Sustaca smiled. “You have an excellent memory Milady… and you are very correct.” He leaned forward. “Whoever these men were… they knew exactly what they were doing. The King’s blood within your veins overpowers your elfin blood to extent Milady. It is the very first thing we as Lycavorians smell. We however can quickly determine the differences. These fools could not. They assumed you were completely Lycavorian like Lexi. And they made the fatal mistake of underestimating your skill. They did not realize until it was too late that you were both Spartans and your skill was far superior to most. Their weapons indicate however that they were prepared to fight you.”


“They… they smelled like elves… but they weren’t completely elves.” Dysea said. “There was a bitter tang to their scent.”


Sustaca nodded and got up moving to the monitor and activating it. The screen lit up with the picture of the lone surviving attacker aside from Unlec who escaped. He was secured to the medical bed with force field restraints as well as metal straps cuffs. “This is the one who you pinned to the side of a building with your Nehtes My Queen.” He spoke. “An excellent throw by the way.”


Dysea and Isabella both looked at the man’s obviously elfin ears, but his face was much more savage in nature, his skin pulled back against his cheekbones and his eyes wide and feral. “What is that? That is no elf.” Isabella asked.


“That…” Sustaca spoke turning back to face them but pointing at the screen. “That is the result of some very sophisticated biogenic tampering.” He answered. “And the reason you found them so hard to kill.”

“Biogenic?” Isabella gasped causing Dysea to look at her quickly.

Sustaca nodded as he returned to his chair. “Yes I know. I was surprised as well.”

“What is this Biogenics?” She asked.


“It’s a form of genetic warfare. Something that the High Coven dabbled in roughly a thousand years ago. They abandoned their program due to unsatisfactory results if I’m not mistaken. It was the precursor to their cloning program, but exceedingly more lethal. They attempted to combine the genetics of different species together to create superior soldiers. They gave it up after many of their test subjects did not turn out as they had hoped and they moved all of their assets into the cloning process.” Sustaca answered.   


“What do you mean did not turn out as they had hoped?” Dysea asked.

“They ended up being unable to control what they created.” Sustaca answered. “Our friend here appears to be such a creation. Not completely elf for sure, but we’ve detected signs of Lycavorian and Kavalian cells in his body and blood work.”


“Kavalian?” Visero spoke.


Sustaca nodded. “Yes… I was very surprised as well. Not much has been heard from the Kavalians since the Coven destroyed their planets.”


“We don’t know that their planets were destroyed.” Isabella spoke. “Our Intelligence drones detected no life signs… but drones are easy enough to defeat if you have the skills. And they had the skills.”


“The man… the man Lexi and I saw at the theater. The one who spoke.” Dysea spoke softly. Only Isabella detected the way her voice dropped in tone and her hazel green eyes gazed at her as she spoke. “He did not look like this. He looked completely elf, but he was the largest elf either of us had ever seen. Tall and muscular and deeply tanned. His skin was almost an umber color. And his scent was completely elf.”


Sustaca nodded quickly. “I would hazard a guess and say he is also a product of biogenic therapy. The body type of this man is not something that normal elves can obtain without some sort of massive dose of at the very least heavy stimulants.” He spoke. “I have a team moving to the theater now to test for what you said you and Lexi scented.”


“So what is he doing?” Dysea asked. “And what of these men and women that followed him when he left?”


“We searched the building that Iriral designated Dysea.” Visero said. “We found signs that they were there… but it was empty when we arrived.”


Dysea nodded. “This Unlec said his leader wanted Lexi and I. That his leader insisted on it. I want their compound watched Visero. And I want this leader brought in for questioning.”

“Here or on the surface?” Visero asked.


“In Wainn. Have elfin security pick him up immediately. Hold him for a few hours.” Dysea replied. “I will question him with L’tian about these followers of his that attacked us and why they have been the subjects of experiments.”


Sustaca nodded. “I concur. It’s obvious that someone… possibly this man you saw… is conducting illegal biogenic experiments here on Elear using elves as a template.”


“Why here on Elear? Why elves?” Dysea asked.


“That’s easy Milady.” Sustaca said. “Elf metabolism is much more adaptive to change. There are medical studies that have been done that indicate elfin cellular structure has already undergone two metabolic and evolutionary changes over the millennia. For instance the enzymes in Lycavorian blood react differently with elfin blood when mixed compared to Vampiric blood for instances. Your metabolisms and cells adapt and conform more easily at this stage in your evolutionary process to our blood. That is why a Lycavorian can turn an elf with a single bite, as the King did with you. Whereas a vampire would need to several. Your bodies are much more resistant to the enzymes in Vampiric blood than Lycavorian blood.”


Dysea looked at him. “How… how many of these changes have there been?” She asked.


“The studies were not conclusive… but I believe they said elves have gone through two stages of change to reach what you are now. Most experts agree that this is what your species was evolving towards. The forms you hold now. It is no different than Lycavorians. At one time we were simply wolves. We evolved as well.” Sustaca replied.


   Isabella looked at him then. “Sustaca… is it possible to use this biogenic research to revive dead cells? Cells that have been dead for thousands of years?”


Sustaca nodded slowly. “Theoretically it’s possible. Whoever is conducting these experiments has been able to successfully combine the DNA and cells of at least three species, hence our guest here. If the dead cells are still viable… yes I suppose it would be possible. Theoretically of course. The question is who would want too.”

Dysea looked at her. “You don’t think…”


Isabella nodded. “It would explain quite a bit.” She said.

“You would need equipment for this process wouldn’t you? Medical personnel?” Dysea asked looking back to him.


Sustaca nodded. “Without question. The procedures needed for something like what we are discussing require some very advanced medical equipment.”


“How many companies on Elear have this equipment?” Dysea asked.

“Three that I’m aware of. Including Queen Isabella’s company IES.” Sustaca answered. 


Isabella’s eyes snapped around to look at him. “IES?”


Sustaca nodded. “They have been involved in several breakthrough processes in the last two decades.”


“IES was never involved in medical areas of engineering.” Isabella spoke.


Sustaca nodded. “They have been for two decades now like I said.”

“I was at their offices today and nothing was said to me.” Isabella spoke. “Perhaps I will go back and discover why.”


“The facilities needed for this type of research are not small Lady Isabella. You would need beds… labs… computers… quarantine facilities. And that is just to begin with.” Sustaca spoke. “And they aren’t legal either. At least not in the Union.”


Isabella turned to Visero. “Admiral I want you to contact Armetus. I want a list of every purchase IES has made in the last fifty years. Every deal… no matter how small. Tell him I want it yesterday and it is to be done quietly.”


“What do you suspect Isabella?” Visero asked getting to his feet.


“I don’t know.” Isabella replied softly. “But I will find out. I promise you.”

Visero motioned with his head for Sustaca to follow him leaving Dysea and Isabella alone in the conference room.


“Bella?” Dysea spoke.


“I have a very bad feeling Dysea.” She answered softly.


“About what my love?”


“Twice now… in as many days the company that I founded and helped to build has been mentioned in questionable circumstances and events. That is too much of a coincidence.” Isabella spoke.


“You suspect something?” Dysea asked.


Isabella got to her feet pulling Dysea with her. “We are on our ship for the moment. Let us go to our quarters where I can enjoy you in more comfortable surroundings and then explain to you what I am thinking.”


“Bella… are you thinking inappropriate thoughts?” Dysea asked with an innocent voice.


“Come ussta she-elf. Let me show you what inappropriate thoughts I am thinking. I believe you will enjoy them.” Isabella said.


Dysea laughed. “I believe I will.”

EARTH

EDEN CITY

 “Steven my boy!” The older woman almost shouted as she came around the edge of the bar and embraced him. She pushed him to arms length and looked at him, her white hair cut short, but her blue eyes bright. “Where is that luscious little thing you have been sneaking around with all these months? She’s such a sweet young lady.”


Steven looked down quickly as he felt Tareif come up next to him. “You are referring to my daughter madam.” He spoke sternly.

“Mary… this is War Master Tareif.” Steven spoke. “He’s Zaala’s father.”


The woman’s eyes grew a little wider. “This beast is sweet little Zaala’s father? Thank god she and her Tarifa sister take after her mother then.”


Tareif’s eyes went a little wider at her. She was human no doubt, but she was tall and plump, her breasts quite large for a human. She was not fat, not in any overt way, but she was voluptuous for sure. Tareif let his eyes scan the dimly lit inside of the establishment. There was a large bar from which this Mary had come from behind, but there were also a dozen tables and chairs set up in the center of the huge room and several long tables against the wall. He saw could see Lycavorian Spartans, humans, elves and even some of the alien species that had come to Earth to help in the rebuilding projects. The place was immaculately clean, the few female waitresses, including two elf females were neatly dressed their hair tied into proper pony tails. The conversations were soft, no loud blaring music, though he detected the soft sounds of music being piped into the large room. There was also the distinct smell of home cooked food filtering through the large room.


“So when are the two of you coming for dinner again?” Mary asked looking at Steven once more. “You know old Frank loves when Zaala helps him in the kitchen.”


Tareif looked at Steven wide eyed. “You brought my daughter here?” He asked.


Mary’s blue eyes narrowed. “What’s wrong with my place buster?” She snapped. “I run the finest restaurant on the east side of Eden City!”

“This is… this is a brothel.” Tareif said.


“A brothel!” Mary hissed. “I do not run a brothel! Steven who is this fool to come in here and accuse me of that?”


Steven looked at Tareif. “I would never bring Zaala to a brothel Tareif!” He snapped. “I do have some class!” He stepped in front of him. “I’m sorry Mary! We need some information.”


The human woman slowly pulled her eyes from Tareif and turned to look at Steven. “What sort of information?”


“The kind you can’t get normally.” Steven said.


Mary stared at him for a long moment. “Follow me.” She said.


They turned to follow her and Tareif grabbed Steven’s arm. “You brought Zaala here?” He gasped again.


Steven glared at him. “War Master… I don’t pretend to know everything about elfin culture… Zaala is teaching me something new everyday. You however, you need to come down off that high horse you are on sir! Mary runs this place like you run the air base. You could eat off the fucking floors! And it has the best damn food you will find from here to the west coast! Zaala loves coming here! It’s her favorite place to meet! We’ve been coming here since we first started seeing each other, and that is not about to change!”

They followed Mary into a room that turned out to be an office. There were two couches and a large oak desk with a comfortable chair behind it. There were framed pictures of Mary and at least half a dozen very attractive females, elf and human alike, in a variety of poses that indicated a mother/daughter type relationship. They watched her settle into the large chair and look at them.


“Speak to me Steven.” She said finally.


“We should not be discussing matters of Security with her.” Tareif spoke.


“Tareif you said you would let me handle it!” Steven snapped.


“You see those pictures on the wall there big elf General?” Mary barked rising from the chair. “Those are my girls! Eight of them, six of them are elves as you can see! I got them out of New Richmond when the Coven assholes were in charge! I got them out and I protected them. Now… all eight of them are married, and three of them have children. Don’t you come into my place and talk to me about security!”

Steven shook his head. “Mary… you have contacts in the entire eastern section of the city. We’re looking for a man who doesn’t want to be found.”


“Lots of those Steven.” Mary said looking at him.


“This one doesn’t want to be found for two reasons.” Steven spoke. “We think he is an advanced scout for a group of some rather nasty individuals who want to come here and take what doesn’t belong to them.”


“They gonna take this fool?” Mary asked indicating Tareif.


Tareif opened his mouth to retort but Steven cut him off. “And we have reason to believe he wants to grab Administrator Selene.”


Mary’s eyes grew wide. “Little Selene?” She asked coming to her feet.


Steven nodded. “Yes.”


“How do you know Selene?” Tareif asked quickly.


Mary ignored him and kept eye contact with Steven. “I worked with Selene’s parents in New Memphis for a time. She’s in danger?”


Steven nodded. “Lynwe and Layna have doubled her security… but we are pretty sure this fellow will make some sort of attempt at her. She insulted him, and his species doesn’t take kindly to insults, especially from female vampires.”


“Well la di da for him!” Mary barked. “Tell him to grow thicker skin! Knowing Selene he probably pissed her off by saying something stupid. She should have let Lynwe kick his ass!”


Tareif stepped forward. “Wait a moment. You know abut Selene and Lynwe?”


“Of course I know about Selene and Lynwe!” Mary declared. “They come here two three times a week to eat! Steven is you sure this is Zaala’s father? I mean… Zaala is sharp as a whip. He’s not real quick on the uptake if you get my meaning.”


“Mary… you have to trust me on this. It…”


The door opened and the young woman came in with a tray in her hand. She saw Steven and her eyes lit up. “Steven!” She said setting the tray down and coming over to embrace him tightly. 


Tareif watched Steven return the embrace with a smile. “Sally… you are growing quicker than I can keep up.” He said.


The young woman looked around. “Where’s Zaala… is she with you? I have something I want to show her.”


Steven shook his head. “Not this time.” He answered. “I’m here on business. Why aren’t you in school?”


“Half day of classes.” Sally answered. “I decided to get some extra money so Mary let me work an extra shift. You’d better go say hello to old Frank. If he finds out you were here and didn’t say hello to him he’ll spike your next steak.”


Mary laughed. “Ain’t that the truth? Last time he did that Zaala said she was pumping your stomach for two days!” She exclaimed. “Go on! I’ll keep Mister War Master Chief here company.”

“Ok. Ok.” Steven spoke as he let Sally lead him out of the room.


Mary turned back to Tareif. “Now that is a good boy.” She said. “Zaala got real lucky with him, yes she did. They are good for each other.”


“I would think it was the other way around.” Tareif spoke. “And what do you know of them?”


Mary smiled and settled back into her chair. She pressed a button on the COM panel built into the top of her desk. “Tommy?”


“What’s up Mar?” The male voice echoed immediately.


“Tommy… find me those that don’t want to be found will you.” Mary said.


“How long I got?”


“Call it ten minutes! Steven will be back by then… And bring me the vid feed labeled nine six one too. It’s from five months ago.”


“Steven? He came for a visit? I’ll be there in seven!”


Mary smiled and looked at Tareif. “You don’t know your own pilot very well do you Tareif?” She asked.

Tareif looked at her detecting the change in her tone of voice as well as her attitude. “What do you mean?”


“Steven. You don’t know him very well do you?” Mary asked.

“He is my pilot. I see him every day.” Tareif answered.


“You know… once Tarifa, Selene and Aihola got the university open Zaala started coming here almost every day after to class to study. Steven came here too, to watch her.” Mary said.


“What? What do you mean? He stalked her?” Tareif said.


Mary chuckled. “He came here every day and watched her because he was too shy to talk with her. She’d come here with her friends and that fool of a Spartan that had his nose on her and Steven would sit at his table and just watch her. I knew the first moment I saw him that he was smitten. And I also knew that she had no interest in that idiot Spartan who flexed his muscles so much trying to impress her. He was nothing like Martin Leonidas. Now that man… he is a Spartan. The most unassuming man you’ll ever meet, and devoted to those ladies of his like I have never seen.”

“You… you know King Leonidas?” Tareif asked stunned.

“You don’t get out much do you?” Mary asked. “This is where they come to get away. All of them. If it wasn’t for me and my friend Gianna they would have starved long ago!” She laughed. “Your wife gave birth to two breathtaking young ladies War Master. I understand Tarifa and Aihola finally got their man.”


Tareif nodded slowly. “Isra… yes.”


“Good for them. They talked about him all the time when they came for dinner with Selene and Lynwe.” Mary spoke. “Steven’s got more balls than you give him credit for you know.”


Tareif looked at her. “I have seen him do things with a RAPTOR that only Admiral O’Conner has done.” Tareif said. “He is the reason I still stand here today.”


“And you don’t trust him with your daughter?” Mary asked.


“He saved our lives when…”


Mary smiled. “Yes… we heard about that little mishap with the anti-aircraft missile and getting shot down. Nasty business that is… but Steven is the best there is.”


“I don’t question his skill… only his commitment to my daughter. He is human like you… and I fear that…” Tareif said.


“You think he only wants her because she’s beautiful and an elf?” Mary asked but her voice carried to anger or malice in it.


“It is an old prejudice I know… but she is my youngest child and…” Tareif said.


The door opened one more time and the younger man walked in. “That was fast Tommy.” Mary said getting to her feet.


The man tossed her the small disc. “Not many of them out there right now, and if Steven’s the one asking it’s probably important.” He said. He looked at Tareif. “Who’s the Shooter?”


Mary grinned as he held up the second disc. “Zaala’s father.” She said taking the disc.


“No shit!” The young man looked at him. “Man she is the best! She helped me get through physics!” 


Mary walked up to Tareif and held up the disc. “This is what you seek.” She asked. “Don’t ask questions… just take it.” She held up the second. “This one I want back. It’s a wonderful view. This will show you what Zaala means to Steven.”

Tareif took the discs. “Thank you.”


“Now let me take you and introduce you to old Frank.” Mary said. “Once you taste his food… I’ll be hard pressed to keep you out of here.”

