CHAPTER NINETEEN
EARTH


It has to be someplace high Isheeni. Aricia spoke as she leaned back against Isheeni’s thick foreleg. A cave of some sort like your mother had on Enurrua.

It was an amazing sight really, an azure blue scaled dragon and a gamboge yellow scaled dragon resting comfortably on the tarmac of the airfield. Their hind legs were drawn up under their powerful bodies, ready to spring into the air if needed. And sitting casually next to them were a male and female Lycavorian, dwarfed in size by the dragons but both of them leaning up against their respective bond partners. They were speaking but no one’s lips moved which was rather disconcerting to those who could not Mindvoice. The buildings and hangers nearby had quite a bit of foot traffic in and around them, and no matter whom it was, heads always turned to look at where they sat. Many of them wanted to get a close up view of Isheeni and Aelnala since until just recently, dragons had been nothing more than a myth on Earth. 

Isheeni nodded her large head. Yes… I agree… but unlike Enurrua where the caves were all limited to one portion of the planet… Earth has many such places. And I have been told some of these caves are quite large. Easily as big as our dragon home at the Island.

And many more have been formed since what they call the Great Fire occurred. Aelnala interjected. The seismic shifts and shaking that struck this planet because of that comet caused many of the hot mountains to explode and reshape the surface.


I think we all agree that this cave… or whatever it is… it has to be somewhere here on the Northern Continent. Isra spoke now. The hatchlings I saw were not old enough for sustain flight over long distances. Based on the flame streams that I saw… I’d say none of them were over five years of age. Their flame streams will not become fully potent until they are almost ten. Isheeni is that correct?

Isheeni nodded. Yes. Our glands do not fully mature until we are at least a decade. I’m impressed Isra.

I spent quite a bit of time with your Mother whenever she came to Apo Prime. Isra answered with a smile. What I learned from her is invaluable. I estimate they would be able to go no more than three or four hundred kilometers at most before they had to land, rest and eat.


Could there be more than the seven you saw my brother? Aelnala asked softly.


Anything is possible… but I only saw the seven distinct flame streams that night. He answered. This Syrilth… she could not have been one of the ones I saw based on the strength of her flame stream sister. These were definitely hatchlings… I estimate no more than three to five years, though one burst was very weak and close to the ground. A newly hatched dragon perhaps… just testing his or her ability. It was very hard to tell to be honest, we were probably several kilometers away and as you know water can alter your perceptions of things. We should proceed carefully… but finding the eggs is a priority.

Then you believe as strongly as we do? Isheeni asked softly. That Syrilth does not serve this rider willingly?


Isra nodded quickly. Oh yes. That goes without saying. Her actions are not indicative of something evil. And certainly nothing like what your mother described of the dragons they were fighting during that conflict. He answered. Isra looked at Isheeni intently. She seems… she seems to have affected you in a way Isheeni. Why is that?

Aricia and I could sense her pain Isra. Feel it almost as if it was a palpable thing. Isheeni answered quickly. She carries a burden of not only care but sorrow.

Aricia nodded. There is conflict within her. She said softly. 

Isra nodded slowly as well. That’s not surprising seeing how this rider treats her. One of the first things your mother taught us Isheeni was that our bonded mates might have thin skin and not to call them names.


Aelnala’s tail flicked forward quickly, poised as it always was to strike, and she tapped him in the back of the shoulder with enough force to shove him forward slightly. He was laughing as she did this and Aricia and Isheeni joined in the laughter.

Be careful brother. I just might forget to warn you of the next bird fool enough to cross our path. Aelnala spoke.


Ouch! Aricia spoke with a grin while Isheeni’s voice echoed in soft laughter. That would hurt.


We should make a search grid. Isheeni spoke now. One of us always here… one of us always searching. There are only so many mountain ranges on the northern hemisphere that are conducive to hatching eggs. And now… with the heat as it is… the conditions are very nearly perfect.

That will involve long hours in the saddle and then returning every night. Isra warned. Are we prepared for that? 


There could be as many as a hundred eggs involved here Isra my brother. Aelnala spoke gently. I will endure. You and I have been the guardians of eggs before, and you did not pause then. We will endure.

Isra turned his head and reached up to place his hand on Aelnala’s jaw. And I will not hesitate now.


I will endure as well. Isheeni said.


Aricia nodded. I am game for it.


Isra nodded as they all agreed. I will put together an overlapping search grid that will allow us to target areas of the furthest mountain ranges first and we can work our way closer with each pass. It shouldn’t take more than a few hours to put this together and we can begin our searching tomorrow. Aelnala and I will go out first Aricia… so that you will have a full day to conduct any business as Queen.

Aricia nodded. We can carry small beacons that will allow Admiral Wallace to track us from EDEN while he is over this hemisphere and then cross deck it to a ship in orbit when they go to the dark side of the moon. Aricia spoke. I don’t want anyone out of contact for more than a few minutes especially now that this Kavalian fool is loose in the city.


Tareif will find him Aricia. Isra spoke. 


Oh… I don’t doubt that. But limiting his opportunities until Tareif does find him is just good practice. Aricia replied. Martin would punish me if I did not follow that basic principle of combat.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Like that would trouble you Aricia. Martin’s form of punishment with you is to lick you all over with his tongue. Isheeni echoed in her head. You are so easy sister. I’ve told you to make him work for it.

Aricia couldn’t hold back the smile and Isra swore he could see her blush under her tan. He and Aelnala could also feel the tremors within Mindvoice as they spoke shielded.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Then you won’t mind if I tell Torma of that little mishap you suffered as we left the DT the other day. Aricia said turning to look at Isheeni’s azure colored eyes.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What… that little thing? I was just happy to be off the ship. Isheeni spoke indignantly. I slipped, nothing more.

[Mindvoice Shielded] That’s not what I saw Isheeni. And do not tell me that when Torma gazes at you with those beautiful golden eyes of his and caresses the top of your neck that you simply do not melt? I’m not entirely stupid sister. Aricia said.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Well… Isheeni gave her best ‘I’m so innocent impression’, which for a dragon was quite impressive, though somewhat terrifying to look at from the perspective of someone who had never been close to a dragon before.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes… I thought so. Now who is easy? Aricia stated.


Are you two quite done comparing notes? Aelnala spoke sternly but with a touch of humor in her voice.


Aricia looked at Isra and then she did blush. I’m sorry… it’s an ongoing disagreement that we have.

So I gathered. Isra spoke with a smile. Anything I can help with?


NO! Aricia and Isheeni stated together.


Are the four of you quite through? The new female voice spoke.


Two Lycavorian and two dragon heads turned and saw the blond haired female elf walk around the side of the DT, her pale blue eyes bright and clear. Slightly behind her walked a male Lycavorian and another female elf, but these two wore the black body armor and crimson colored shoulder markings and crimson waist sash of the Durcunusaan. 

Aricia came to her feet with a smile. Thr’won!

Isra watched as the two women embraced warmly. He had heard of this particular she-elf. She had been the Chief Mage for Sparta for over two hundred years before the King returned. She was well respected and had grown quite powerful for an elf in her Mindvoice skills. It was said she had been the first to touch the King’s mind after he discovered his true heritage and this had imparted to her a unique understanding of how his mind worked as well as enhanced her own abilities, much as the First Oracle now had. After a year of intense training with the First Oracle, she had returned to Earth with Aricia and the Guardian to take up her position once more. Outside of the Royal family and the First Oracle herself, the Chief Mage of Sparta was said to be the most powerful Mindvoicer in the entire Lycavorian Union.


Well… I wouldn’t exactly go that far… but I do appreciate the compliment Commander Isra. Thr’won’s voice echoed once more as she and Aricia parted and finished walking up to him and Aelnala. Isra realized then that she had picked up his unshielded surface thoughts.

Isra saw her brilliant smile and the brightness of her pale blue eyes and he lowered his head in reverence to her. Chief Mage Thr’won… it is an honor to finally meet you.

Aelnala also lowered her head on her long neck next to Isra. For me as well Chief Mage Thr’won.


Oh please! Thr’won exclaimed. Stop it… both of you. She stepped right up to Aelnala without fear and reached up to lay her soft hand on Aelnala’s cheek. It is I who should be saying what an honor it is. I have never met the Section Leaders of Mjolnir’s Hand, Aelnala and Commander Isra. 


You know Andreus Chief Mage. Isra spoke confused. He is a Section Leader as well.


Bah! I’ve known him the majority of his life! He doesn’t count. Thr’won stated with a smile. You two however. Did you know that there is a plaque honoring the two of you in a very quaint elf eatery in the Western Merchant Quarter of Tuya? You are the ones who did that aren’t you?


It was Isra Chief Mage! Aelnala exclaimed quickly, her honey colored eyes full of mischief. It was his fault! He struck the officer!

Isra looked at her out of the corner of his eye. Thank you bonded sister.


Thr’won laughed heartily. Oh… Helen told me you two were… slick I believe the word she used is. Yes that was it… slick!


You have no idea Thr’won. Aricia said.


Thr’won chuckled and looked at Aricia. Yes… and I am sure you and Isheeni are just as innocent as could be Aricia.


Of course we are Chief Mage. Isheeni spoke.


As innocent as your two mates say they always are no doubt. Thr’won spoke shaking her head in feigned sternness.


Aricia and Isheeni couldn’t answer that one and Aricia decided to change the subject quickly before she and Isheeni embarrassed themselves. “Did Uncle Dymas come with you from Sparta Thr’won?”


Thr’won nodded with a smile. “He’s having a rather lively reunion with Tarifa and her father in his office right now. The Durcunusaan arrived in Sparta last night and we came over with them this morning. I needed to get out of Sparta. Panos was roaring to anyone who would listen how he did not need a bodyguard, and Dilios was skulking about as if someone had just stolen his favorite toy. You do realize Aricia that you and Martin have caused quite the stir with these Durcunusaan.” 

Aricia nodded slowly. “We suspected as much. You will grow used to it Thr’won. It is something we felt was need. There are advantages to being King and Queen you know.”
Thr’won chuckled. “Yes I’m sure.” She motioned to the two members of Durcunusaan who stood behind her. “This is Lieutenant Thomeo and Lieutenant Ionoia... the two that have been assigned to me.” She spoke loudly now in a feigned voice of disapproval.

The two officers bowed their heads slightly. “Milady Aricia.” Thomeo spoke formally. “Commander Isra. It is an honor for us to meet you.”

“For I as well.” Ionoia the female elf spoke.

Isheeni moved her bulk from where she sat on the tarmac and came over to stand in front of the two Durcunusaan. She lowered her head and gazed at them, the male’s dark eyes and the female elf’s eyes unchanged and gazing at her without fear.

Let me welcome you to Earth Durcunusaan. Isheeni spoke softly. It is a privilege to stand with you.

Thomeo and Ionoia looked at each other and then back to Isheeni. They had not expected this from Isheeni. It had been her mother who had instructed them how to fight dragons, how to fight dragons and win.

Ionoia let a small smile play across her thin lips. And it is our privilege to stand with two members of Mjolnir’s Hand. 

Isheeni saw Thomeo nod. Without question. He said.

Thr’won smiled and squeezed Aricia’s hand. “Your uncle wanted me to come and pull you and Isra off the tarmac so that he could sit with you for a while. Since these white skinned creatures appear to be using this continent as their home, I decided to come here as well to lend whatever skill I could. And to keep a leash on your Uncle. He still holds great anger and hatred at these beings for killing his brother.”

“As well he should.” Aricia spoke.

Thr’won nodded. “He brought Spartan wine.”


“Well… I can’t refuse that!” Isra spoke quickly.

You never refuse wine brother! Do not let Sadormacah or Ceiricah see you intoxicated brother! Aelnala called. They would not understand you! 

Thr’won smiled and stepped up to Aricia and Isheeni, watching as Isra headed across the tarmac, Aelnala’s honey colored eyes watching him intently. “They are a stitch the two of them. And so very powerful together.” She whispered.

Aricia nodded slowly. “Yes they are.” Aricia caressed Isheeni’s lower jaw. Be safe while you hunt sister. Both of you.
Isheeni nodded. We will be.
Aricia nodded and took Thr’won’s arm as they began to walk towards the office building. “I didn’t know you would be coming from Sparta Thr’won.”

“I am the Chief Mage of Sparta Aricia!” Thr’won stated firmly. “I don’t need to tell anyone where I’m going! Not even the youngest Queen of Sparta!”


Aricia chuckled. “I am glad you are here.” She asked.


Thr’won laughed as well. “Dymas thought it would be good to have some added power in case these creatures turn out to be more than we thought. I understand you and Isra are going to concentrate on finding the clutches of eggs so that you can free this dragon.”


Aricia nodded. “Yes.”


“You don’t believe she serves him of her own will then?” Thr’won asked.


Aricia shook her head. “No.”

“Fill me in as we walk Aricia.” Thr’won spoke. “I’ve been itching for something to do since I returned and this is the first chance I’ve had to do just that. Have you heard from Martin perhaps?”


Aricia shook her head. “I’ve been talking with For’mya almost nightly. I’m going to contact For’mya later this evening. He should have reported in to her by now.”


“You have felt nothing?” Thr’won asked looking at her.


Aricia shook her head slowly. “Brief flashes of great anger and great joy. Nothing more. I believe the enormous distance is all that allows for us right now.”


“It is amazing that you can still sense that Aricia. No one can explain it you know, the depth of the connection you and Martin have. Not even the most senior Mindvoice Mages on Apo Prime.” Thr’won said. “And they are some of the biggest windbags I have ever met. Far worse than the politicians in Sparta that I grew up with.”


“I’m not so sure we understand it half the time Thr’won.” Aricia spoke calmly as she gripped her arm tighter. “It is so much stronger than it was when we first discovered each other. We have lain in each other’s arms many a night and wondered about it.”


“And what have you discovered?” Thr’won asked softly.


“Part of it is our love for each other.” Aricia answered immediately. 


“You do realize he would destroy entire planets for you.” Thr’won spoke. She waved her hand. “Listen to me… he’s done that already.”


“I would do no less Thr’won.” Aricia said soberly. “Without hesitation. I believe our mutual love for For’mya, Anja, Dysea and Isabella is also part of our strength. The love of Androcles… of the children we will have in the future. All of us.”


“You have no idea what your decision… the others decision… to have all your children born in Sparta… you have no idea what that has done Aricia. To have him there six months of every year. There is a new life within Sparta child. To know what we all are now… to know that the son of the King they all so loved is with them… that he considers Sparta his true home. The feelings are indescribable. The people there walk with their heads held just a litter higher than before.”


Aricia nodded. “I know. I have felt it too.” She said softly. “And our children will feel it as well Thr’won. All of them. Sparta will always be our home… no matter where we are.”

Thr’won smiled. “Anja carries a girl you know? He passed that to us before they were out of range.”


Aricia smiled brilliantly. “I know… and Dysea comes into phase very soon. And then For’mya. And hopefully… one day Isabella as well.”


Thr’won looked at her. “You no longer care that Lisisa is his child?”


Aricia met her eyes. “Gorgo showed us long ago that we were acting instinctively in regards to Lisisa. No… she is of his blood Thr’won. And she will be a daughter to us just as surely as if one of us had given birth to her. And there is much she will be able to teach the young ones as they grow. To have touched us as she did… I believe she will come very close to matching Androcles someday in terms of her abilities.”


Thr’won laughed. “Oh that one will be a handful I’m sure. Bonding with Elynth as he is now… she speaks as if he is already aware of what is going on around him.” Thr’won looked at Aricia when she did not say anything, and she saw her azure colored eyes gazing at her intently with keen intelligence and unparalleled clarity and power. Her own pale blue eyes grew a little wider. “Aricia you can’t be…”


Aricia smiled at her. “Would you like to know our son Thr’won?” She asked softly. “Let me show you what we have shown Helen in regards to our son. She did not believe us at first either. After we greet my uncle we will find a quiet place and I will show you just how aware Androcles is of what goes on around him.”

APO PRIME
ISLAND PALACE


Sadi looked out over the surface of the lake from the balcony and sipped the steaming hot mug of coffee as she watched the Water Lifter docking in the small harbor by the water’s edge. It would be carrying Deia and Gorgo she knew for For’mya told her they would be coming. Gorgo to see her grandson and Dasha, and Deia to meet with her. The previous day and night was still pretty much of a blur for her, but she felt lifted somehow. She had answered all they had asked of her, Armetus asking most of the questions. The man was thorough Sadi thought, and he knew what he was doing. For’mya had remained quiet for the most part, watching with those dark eyes. Sadi had held nothing back; everything she knew was now in the hands of United Lycavorian Intelligence. Safe houses, High Coven agents that she knew of… all of it. She had watched amazed as For’mya had laughed and joked with her father as he departed with Admiral Riall late in the afternoon yesterday. He was in high spirits and didn’t question that Sadi was remaining behind to spend time with For’mya now that they had buried their past differences. They had finished only two hours before and For’mya had shown her to this room to rest. Sadi couldn’t rest however. She felt free for the first time in nearly thirty years. What she had desired when she went to the dinner that night was hers, and now she didn’t know what to do. 


Sadi knew one thing without hesitation though.


They would come for her.

[Mindvoice Shielded] That is why she asked you to remain here with us KertaGai. The voice of the dragon hatchling Elynth filled her head clearly now, as if she was speaking to her normally. You are safer here than any other place on the planet.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And my father? My real brothers?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Even now Armetus is moving to insure they remain safe as well. They will have heavy security… but it will be security they can not see.


Sadi sensed a presence behind her then and turned very quickly almost spilling her coffee and she saw the older woman in the doorway to the balcony she stood on, the small child in her arms and Elynth standing behind her. She had left the door to the room open she remembered, and the doorways and corridors in the Island Palace had been reconstructed to fit her father Torma, though he would never fit up the stairs now.


“Forgive me child… I didn’t mean to startle you. I’ve learned to walk rather softly thanks to my sons and son-in-law. They are excellent teachers.” Dasha spoke with a warm smile. “For’mya said that you might be hungry. The three of you were up all night and I came to see if you would like to join Androcles and I for breakfast before you go to sleep on an empty stomach.”


“I’m sorry you… you are…” Sadi asked.


“I am Aricia’s mother Dasha. And you are Sadi, Governor Vorilas’s daughter.” Dasha spoke her smile still in place. And it was a genuine smile of that Sadi had little doubt. She had learned to read people quite well over the years. “I understand you work for Armetus and will be staying with us until we get this distasteful business resolved.”


Sadi’s soft green eyes came to rest on Elynth. She had removed the blue contacts she wore sometime during the evening. Given what they had learned about her, it made no sense any longer to keep wearing them.

She doesn’t know who I am? Sadi asked looking at Elynth.

You might be surprised what the mother of the Queen knows. Dasha’s voice broke into the connection causing Sadi’s eyes to grow wide as she stared at her.  

Elynth moved further into the room to stand next to Dasha now and she settled to the floor. There is no need to fear KertaGai. She spoke.


Dasha shifted Androcles further back on her hip and stepped forward and it was then that Sadi noticed the boy child’s eyes. They caught and held her like a powerful magnet. They were the deepest and brightest azure blue eyes she had ever seen, and they stared at her with a level of understanding that Sadi had never seen from a child only eight months old let alone an adult.


“You and I have much in common child.” Dasha spoke softly. “We know what it is like to be used by the High Coven for their nefarious purposes.” Dasha reached out and took Sadi’s shaking hand. “You have nothing to fear Sadi. You are now among friends.”


“Friends?” Sadi gasped softly.


Dasha nodded slowly. “Child… if you were considered a threat in any way… and not a pawn of the High Coven and others that we know you have been forced to become… you would already be dead.” Dasha spoke calmly and with conviction in her voice. There was no hostility, no malice, just truth. “If For’mya or Elynth here had not done this, the moment you came to this island, I would have ended your life in the blink of an eye. Martin Leonidas… he destroyed an empire because of the love he holds for my daughter and the crimes they forced upon her. I would destroy an empire to safe guard his children. Any of them. Without question or pause.”

Sadi had no doubts she would do just that. She may have been nearing four thousand years of age, but as far as Dasha was concerned she was just entering her prime. Since coming to Apo Prime to start fresh after what had occurred in Sparta, Dasha had become a whirlwind of activity. She and Gorgo met at least three times a week to train and shop and study. She had become good friends with Helen the First Oracle and with her teachings and tutelage had increased her own Mindvoice powers to Tier Six levels. Her son Andreus had given her intensive training in personal combat and weapons. Dasha was no longer a demure female… she was just like her daughter and Gorgo. 
She was a supremely confident Spartan Alpha female who was completely devoted to her grandchildren and the others that would follow from all of her children.
“You have been up all night with Armetus and For’mya telling them all you know.” Dasha spoke. “You are probably very hungry and still overwhelmed. You are not alone in this anymore child. Let us show you that there is such a thing as trust.”

“And… and the King and Queen… your daughter?” Sadi stammered softly. “Will they be… will they be as forgiving as you?”

“I believe For’mya already told that is not something you need be concerned with.” Dasha said.

“As powerful as they are… you expect me to believe that?” Sadi asked.

“Two of those my daughter and Martin consider to be sisters are half vampire and full vampire respectively.” Dasha told her. “The person he has left in charge of Earth’s security is a Drow vampire. Half vampire Drow scouts fill the ranks of the Union military everywhere. An entire division of cloned vampire soldiers now calls Earth home and works towards the same goals as us all. Isabella is the pureblood daughter of Veldruk the High Coven leader and one of Martin’s Queens.” Dasha smiled. “You will come to know that if you are a friend to Martin Leonidas… he will be a friend to you no matter your past.” Dasha waved her hand dismissively. “Besides… For’mya told Aricia everything before you ever came here Sadi; those two keep nothing from each other. And it was Aricia’s idea for you to remain here for your protection. Like you and I… she knows what it feels like to be used by others.”

“This is all… this is all very hard to absorb.” Sadi spoke shaking her head slowly. “It’s all happening so fast.”

Dasha looked at Androcles in her arm as the eight month old boy, raven black hair like his parents, reached out with the short pudgy arm leaning towards Sadi. Her green eyes opened wide as the small child took her finger in the grip of his tiny hand. Sadi gasped at the power of his small grip, and she watched as he drew her finger close to his face and he leaned back in Dasha’s arms, making Sadi step forward. As close as she was to him now, Sadi was very nearly overwhelmed with the heavy scent of wild pines mixed with lavender. His scent Sadi realized, and it did more to sooth her than any words anyone had spoken before now.
“He likes you.” Dasha spoke with a smile. “He doesn’t reach out to anyone like that… except those that live here on the Island that is.”
Sadi calmed her racing heart, the pine and lavender scent coursing through her veins and burning into her mind. She gently pried her finger from Androcles’s grasp and looked at Dasha. “I… I am hungry.” She spoke suddenly.

Dasha smiled. “Good. Come with us to the kitchen. We do all our own cooking here… but I make a mean Boureki.” 

“Are you sure this is wise For’mya?” Deia asked as she settled into the comfortable chair in the small study.


For’mya nodded as she walked around and poured them both morning coffees. She knew how Deia liked it and added the proportions before turning and moving back handing it to her. She moved to the chair beside the desk and sat down.


“Deia you were the one who encouraged me to do this.” For’mya spoke.

“I know… but having her stay here on the Island with you?” Deia spoke as she lifted the coffee to her lips.

“That was Aricia’s idea… and I agreed with her.” For’mya answered. “This woman is not our enemy Deia… she has been used by the High Coven and that upaee of a step mother for over thirty years.” For’mya shook her head. “What she has had to do… being forced to lay with her own half brother Deia? The thought of that makes my blood boil… and not just my wolf blood either.”


Deia’s eyes were calm. “I haven’t begun to read Armetus’s full report. I didn’t know that part.” She spoke.


“I want Sadi’s father and her real brothers under continuous protection until this is over.” For’mya spoke. “I don’t care about the cost… I will pay for the extra accommodations out of my own funds if I have too.”

Deia shook her head. “That won’t be necessary.” She spoke. “I have a private force of Spartans in mind. I will assign them and funding them will not be an issue.” She replied with a grin. “Martin started a private account last year with profits he made off that fool Chetak for just this sort of operation. He and I are the only ones with access. I will use that to get them proper accommodations while they are assigned to Vorilas and her brothers, do not worry.”

“Thank you.” For’mya spoke.


“The question now is how do we proceed with the information she has given us?” Deia spoke.
“According to Sadi there were three individuals who controlled getting the assassins here to Apo Prime, set them up within safe houses and then led them to her to bring them here, to include her step mother.” For’mya spoke. “Those are the three I want most of all.”

Deia nodded. “I agree.” She said. “Does she know if another attempt was scheduled or planned?”

For’mya shook her head. “Since the first attack failed she has remained at a summer house owned by one of her full older brothers and avoided any contact with her step mother.”
“So let’s start from the bottom and work our way up!” Deia said. “It will need to happen quickly… within twelve hours of each other to avoid tipping the others off but Armetus shouldn’t have a problem with that.”

“I want the step mother brought here.” For’mya spoke. “I want to tell her myself about what her future holds for her.”

Deia smiled. “I believe that won’t be a problem. We can…”


The COM panel on the desk chirped and For’mya leaned over and tapped it. “Yes?”


“Lady For’mya…” The voice of the communications officer at the Main Estate came over the transmission. “Gamma Priority Encrypted message for you Milady. Shall I re-direct?”


For’mya looked at Deia quickly. “It’s Martin…” She spoke getting to her feet. “Yes… thank you Star Commander. Re-direct and then delete all notifications of the message’s arrival and dissemination.”


“As you order. Stand by… re-directing now.”

For’mya and Deia turned as the large monitor came up along the wall covering almost the entire painting. The screen fluttered and blinked in and out and then Martin’s slightly blurred face appeared. There were some small spots of white static on the screen but his face came into focus almost perfectly and For’mya smiled warmly when she saw his dark eyes light up as he saw her.


“Kinsoaurgai.” Martin spoke softly. (Voice of my Heart)

Deia saw For’mya’s eyes close ever so briefly when he said that and she smiled. For’mya gripped the back of the chair tightly and looked once more at his face. “Martin Leonidas.” She spoke softly, longingly. “Anja? Helen? The others?”


“Pendebrolfrinna.” Anja’s voice echoed from the background. “And if this big oaf would move I could tell you that without yelling!”


They watched as Anja punched Martin in the shoulder and he laughed as he moved over. Anja’s red hair filled the screen and she smiled brilliantly. “We are all fine For’mya.” She spoke quickly. “Andro?”


For’mya nodded. “He is well. Growing as fast as the hatchlings grow!”


“Good… I will let Mister inconsiderate here back on. I love you For’mya. We all do. Stay safe!” Anja spoke.

“And you Anja. You carry Androcles sister… you must stay safe.” For’mya said.


“Well… I don’t have much choice with him here.” Anja said with a grin jerking her thumb at Martin. “We’ll see you soon.”


For’mya smiled as she dipped back out of the screen and Martin returned. “Martin… did you…?”


Martin nodded. “We have her?” He spoke. “She’s with Helen right now… she and Jeth. We had a bit of trouble but…”


Deia stood up now and moved within viewing area of the screen. “What kind of trouble Martin?”


“Deia! Good to see you.” He spoke. “I didn’t realize you were there.”


“I’m sure… now what kind of trouble?” Deia asked quickly.


“Jen’dturvadatheolChetak.” Martin spoke causing Deia to hiss in anger. (Cursed be the name of Chetak)

“Joa!” She gasped.


“It is taken care of Deia. It was nothing like Enurrua.” Martin said softly. “There is however another problem that we have to address.”


“Why do I get the feeling I’m not going to like this?” Deia spoke.


“What do I do with the twenty-nine thousand four hundred and thirteen of our people that are still on this planet Deia?” Martin asked.


Deia and For’mya both were stunned into silence at this news and Deia moved back to the chair she was sitting in. For’mya adjusted the screen so Martin could see both of them and she sat down behind the desk. Martin’s desk.


“Martin, please tell me you are joking.” Deia said softly.


“I wish I was.” Martin said. “They apparently survived the purge by the Coven Deia. Or at least their ancestors did. They have lived on Lycavore since five hundred years after the Brutujur. They have been forced to work the Rubidium mines for the Coven ever since.”


Deia looked at him. “They… they told us the planet was dead Mandri. That nothing survived the poison missiles.” She gasped. (Nephew)


Martin nodded slowly. “Pen Pera Tenna.” He spoke. “They showed Canth images of the planet after their attack. The dead bodies and smoking ruin. Helen has been going through his memories of the event… trying to make sense of it and she can’t. She was just as stunned as we are.” (I know Aunt)


There were not many that knew Martin and Deia were related in such a way. Eliani had been Deia’s older sister, and it had been she who helped Resumar to take Eliani back using the Lunmai. There were not many who knew Eliani was Deia’s sister, and there were fewer still that knew she was Martin’s Great Aunt. For’mya was one of a handful that knew the connection they had ran much deeper than King and Prime Minister.


“Thirty-thousand Martin?” She gasped once more.


Martin nodded again. “There would be more Tenna, but the Coven has been killing off hundreds of them every few centuries to keep the numbers manageable.”

Deia’s face came up in her politician’s mask and she got to her feet.


“Leave now Mandri!”


“Deia?” For’mya gasped turning to look at her aghast. “How can you suggest such a thing?”


“You have Lisisa. You… have what you came for Mandri! You must leave the planet now!” Deia nearly shouted. “As… as Prime Minister of the United Lycavorian Union… I order you to leave now anse un!”


Martin simply stared at her in the transmission.

EARTH

“…can you beat two speeding bullets big man Spartan?” Steven’s voice played softly from the small monitor. “Cause if you can do that, man that would be something to see.” Steven jacked back the hammers of both K12 automatic pistols in his hands. “The lady said to leave her alone and never come near her again. You know who I am right?”


The large Spartan lifted his hand and wiped the blood that was leaking from his mouth. “I know who you are human.” He spat. “I will squash you like a bug little man and take her. Then what will you do? You know nothing of what I can do!”

“I know that unlike King Leonidas, who is a real Spartan, you have to lift your arm and aim your Shi Viska sport.” Steven spoke. “Now you may be fast enough to get your arm up and call your shield… but one of two things will happen.” Steven pressed the barrel of the K12 in his right hand to the young Spartan’s head. “Either I win or then you die. Or you win, kill me… but I blow your shriveled little cock off when my finger twitches.” Steven jammed the barrel of the second K12 none too gently into the Spartan’s groin. “It’s a win win scenario for me see… Zaala is mine… and you go away; or I die… but you’ll never fuck anything bigger than a gnat the rest of your life, in which case Zaala no longer has to tolerate you. It’s your choice there pal.”

“You would not dare shoot me.”


“You willing to bet your dick on that sport.” Steven spoke. “I’m a pilot you see… and we aren’t known for having all our marbles in the same basket if you get my drift.” Steven jacked back the hammer on both K12s. “What’s it going to be… because my arms are getting tired.”

 
The Spartan stared at Steven, thinking that his stern look would make the human back down. It bounced off Steven’s skin and he realized this human would do exactly as he said he would.


“You can have her fool!” He said finally. “She is not worth my attention.”


“Good… now I’m going to say this real slow in case your wolf ears are still full of shit.” Steven leaned forward slowly. “Come near Zaala again fuck nut… and wolf or no wolf… I’ll stuff your sorry ass and hang your balls on the nose of my RAPTOR. You copy that big boy? You don’t deserve her… you ain’t good enough for her! Now carry your sorry ass somewhere you’ll be welcome.”


Tareif lowered the hand held vid viewer, roaring in laughter even though it was the sixth time he had seen the security footage Mary had given him. He turned and looked at Walter and Isra who had been watching it with him.


Walter couldn’t help but smile and lift the short glass of Spartan wine he held in salute. “I do believe that has got to be the bravest or the stupidest human I have ever seen in my life.” He spoke.


Isra chuckled. “On that I have to agree.” He said. “Where did you get this Tareif? Tarifa told me Zaala said they met in the library.”


Tareif nodded. “The woman he took me too today to get the intelligence we needed? She gave it to me. Zaala has been going there since the University opened. After her classes she would go to this place. Steven would go there to watch her. He never approached her until this happened.” He tucked the vid viewer back onto the bookshelf he had taken it from and nodded taking a deep breath. “I could die tomorrow and be secure in the knowledge that my two daughters, and those I consider daughters have chosen well.” Tareif looked at Isra and lifted his own glass of wine.

“Well… you aren’t going to be lucky enough to die tomorrow.” Isra spoke. “Admiral Wallace sent back the surveillance photos of the sites this woman gave to you.”


Tareif perked up. “And?”


“Only one of the sites appears to have been active in the last few days.” Isra said. “And you’ll never guess where it is?”


Walter nodded. “The one closest to Selene’s residence.” He spoke.


Isra nodded with a grin. “You should buy Steven a very big house when he marries Zaala Tareif. This woman he knows just saved you and Lynwe a whole lot of work.” He spoke.


“I intend to do that.” He spoke. “So Riall was right? He will attempt to take Selene then?”


Isra nodded. “It appears that way.” He said.


“I’ve been reading the intelligence Riall sent on these Kavalians.” Walter spoke as they moved to the large table in Tareif’s office. “They are some nasty buggers.”


“Guardian… let me stop you there.” Isra spoke. “I need to get back to my DT and put this search grid together for the Queen and I.”


“Join us in the morning for breakfast Isra.” Tareif spoke.


Isra patted Tareif on his shoulder. “0730. I will be here.” He said.


Tareif watched Isra turn and leave his office before looking back to Walter. “It seems I have a habit of misjudging the men my daughters choose to spend their lives with my friend. Next to the King and a few others… Isra and Steven are some of the finest men I have ever served with. And they are as devoted to my daughters as I have ever seen men devoted to women. And I almost missed it on both of them.”

Walter grinned. “You are a father Tareif.” He spoke. “We all make that mistake where our daughters are concerned.”


Tareif nodded slowly. “Perhaps.” He said. “You have done this as well?”


Walter nodded. “Tareif my friend… I have four daughters. I’ve done it four times now my friend! And Dia carries my fifth daughter in her womb! So I’ll end up doing it five times I’m quite sure!”


“You old beast you!” Tareif laughed. 
Walter grinned. “I’m only following the instructions of my old King Tareif.”

Tareif laughed again and pounded his hand on Walter’s shoulder. “Let’s you and I put together a plan to catch this dog!”


The clouds were high this night, almost sixteen thousand meters, and they blocked out the light of the moon for the most part. It didn’t matter to Isheeni and Aelnala as they cruised on the thermals at thirteen thousand meters roughly half a kilometer apart, with their keen dragon eyes they could see the ground as clearly as if they were only fifty feet off it. They could see the lights of Eden City far on the horizon casting a glow into the night sky and it looked quite spectacular.

When were you going to tell him Isheeni? Aelnala asked excitedly. I could smell them clearly two days ago but I said nothing.

I wasn’t sure until after we had already left for Earth. Isheeni answered. I didn’t want to give the news to him through the King Aelnala. It is…

They are bonded Isheeni. Telling the King is like telling your mate. You know that silly. Aelnala spoke.

I know… it is just not as personal.


Aelnala laughed. You just didn’t want him celebrating without you. She said and heard Isheeni chuckle. Does Aricia know?


Isheeni laughed once more. She was almost as excited as I was. It is all she talked about for the first two days of our trip here.


How many little ones this time? Aelnala asked.


He has given me three eggs in this clutch, just as before. Not only is he my big brute… he is very consistent it seems. Isheeni answered in a wistful voice. 


Aelnala laughed as she drifted on the wind. Isheeni that is wonderful news! Truly! You know… you should…


Isheeni’s azure eyes drifted above her to the clouds and she filtered out Aelnala’s words as she saw the huge shadow pass quickly overhead. She tilted her wings slightly, adjusting her course by several degrees, but the shadow remained above her almost as if it was following her from above the clouds. Isheeni inhaled deeply through her nostrils, letting her head pass back and forth in front of her as she stretched her neck as far up as possible. She was searching for a certain scent… and as her sensitive nose searched for that scent Isheeni allowed her psychic shields to drop enough to detect other Mindvoicers in the area. Her azure eyes went just a little wider when she felt the excited tremor in Mindvoice. A strong tremor… but not the one that marked it as being Syrilth.

This one was male. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala! Isheeni barked out.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni what is wrong? It was her first question for she knew Isheeni would not have shielded the call without reason.


[Mindvoice Shielded] We are being hunted Aelnala. Isheeni spoke calmly.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What? Where? Is it Syrilth?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala it’s… it’s a male. Isheeni answered her voice carrying some surprise in it. I can’t pin point his position… but he is above the clouds and he is tracking me.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni are you sure?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh yes. I felt the tremors within Mindvoice. He is not shielding himself. He must not know how… or he doesn’t realize we can sense him. Reach out yourself Aelnala. 


Aelnala did just that, turning slowly towards where she knew Isheeni was and lifting her body slowly towards the clouds. She felt the excited tremors now, just as Isheeni had said, and they were very close.


[Mindvoice Shielded] He is young. Very young. Aelnala spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes he is. And I do believe he is preparing himself to plunge on me.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What? Impossible! How could he not scent the clutch of eggs within you? 


[Mindvoice Shielded] If he is as young as we suspect, then we are the first females that he has seen that are not his sisters! He intends… he intends to make me his mate! Isheeni said somewhat stunned at this revelation.

[Mindvoice Shielded] It must be one of the hatchlings Isra saw! Isheeni it has to be! 


Isheeni was just as deeply bonded with Aricia as Torma was with Martin. She and Aricia shared something that was much deeper than others of Mjolnir’s Hand. While they all could sense the emotions of their riders and dragons, Aricia and Isheeni actually could experience each other’s emotions. Isheeni had felt Aricia’s shame and anger and hurt at what Joric had done to her. She shared Aricia’s almost cruel hatred of men who took what was not theirs. And above all else she shared Aricia’s soul binding love of her mate. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Hatchling or not Aelnala! I will not allow him to touch me! Isheeni hissed savagely. Plunge on me will he? I’ll gouge out his eyes and shred his maleness with my talons!


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni… change course for the airfield and speed up! Aelnala announced. Keep shifting directions but be casual about it so he can not plunge upon you! Activate your shields as well and alert Aricia! I will do the same! I have an idea!


[Mindvoice Shielded] Knock him from the sky. Isheeni spoke an almost cruel intent in her voice.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes… but we want him alive Isheeni! You must keep control of your anger for this to work my dragon sister. You must allow him to grab you so that I can approach undetected and hit him.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I will grab him alright! Isheeni’s voice had lost some of its edge, but Aelnala knew she would have to be accurate and fast on the first pass if the hatchling was to survive. If she missed, Aelnala had no doubts Isheeni would disembowel the male without hesitation regardless of his age.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I won’t miss my dragon sister! Aelnala spoke. Trust in me.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Very well Aelnala. I’m heading back now!


Isra smelled them easily before they reached the end of the ramp and began to walk into the back of his DT. He turned his head and watched as the four Durcunusaan, three men and one woman, stopped at the end of the ramp while Tarifa and Aihola continued up holding hands and walking close to one another.

“We wondered where you were.” Tarifa’s voice filled the back of the DT and he turned on the table bench he sat on as they walked up to him.


“I’m just finishing this search grid pattern for Aricia and I to begin searching for the dragon eggs.” Isra said as they moved up on either side of the stool. He pulled Aihola to him with his left arm and Tarifa to him with his right and both of them leaned close and nuzzled his neck, inhaling deeply. He returned the action with both of them; planting a soft kiss on the lobes of both their ears and feeling them shiver slightly in happiness. “You should have gone to bed by now. It is late.”

“We have gotten used to having you between us.” Aihola told him within Mindvoice as she leaned up against his side.


Tarifa nodded as she did the same. “It is not the same anymore Isra. Before you came back into our lives… holding each other was enough.” Tarifa spoke softly as she took Aihola’s hand in hers. “When you are so close… that no longer is enough for us.”

“There will be times when I will be gone for short periods, no matter where we decide to live.” Isra spoke pulling them both close to him.


“We know that.” Aihola said with a smile. “And for those times… we are enough for each other. But when you are within Lifter distance, both of us call out for you. We want to be near you. You are our mate after all. Our… our husband.”

Tarifa and Isra both looked at her when her voice faltered. “Mistress… what is it?


Aihola’s amber eyes beamed in brilliance and she smiled. “I… I just never thought I would say that word with such conviction.” She looked at Tarifa. “I never thought I would hear both of us speak it so easily.”

Tarifa smiled now as well and squeezed her hand. “You see what you have done Isra. You’ve turned us both into babbling fools.”

Isra laughed and pulled them even closer to him. “I find it hard to believe that either of you are capable of babbling.” He spoke. “You are the most…”

Tarifa saw it first and then Aihola and both of them stepped away quickly as Isra’s psychic shield began to activate and envelope his entire body. “Isra!” Tarifa exclaimed as he came to his feet.


Aelnala had begun adding Tarifa and Aihola both in all of her private conversations with her bonded dragon brother. They were his most cherished mates and Aelnala had taken it upon herself while Isra had been on the island with Tareif and Steven to enhance their Mindvoice abilities to levels they had not had before. It was easy enough considering that Tarifa was full wolf and because she and Aihola had shared blood their connection was extremely powerful to begin with. They both knew that they needed to refine their new skills and had already reached out to Thr’won when she arrived to help them learn to better control and focus it.


However right now, their new Mindvoice skill allowed them to hear Aelnala quite clearly even shielded as she was.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isra my brother!

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala what is wrong? Isra exclaimed as he came to his feet holding their hands.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isra… Isheeni and I were hunting! A male hatchling appeared. A young one Isra! We think he is the brother to Syrilth! He is tracking and intends to plunge on Isheeni! We are drawing him towards the airfield my brother! We will knock him from the sky! You must be prepared!

Isra’s wide violet eyes turned to Tarifa. “Sadormacah… the rack against the wall. Grab the grappler! 


“Isra!” The new voice shouted from the ramp and they saw Aricia there with Thr’won. Her psychic shields were shimmering slightly around her lithe body. “The cables!” She called. “We need the cables! They are almost above the field!”


Isra scrambled to another cabinet. “Aihola… the panel on the table. Left console! Kill the lights outside the DTs!”


Tarifa ripped the large assault rifle looking grappler from the rack as Isra turned carrying two large bundles of flexible cables. Aihola’s fingers danced across the console she leaned over and suddenly the inside of the DT was plunged into darkness and the six spotlights on the outside were quickly diminished. Aricia’s pilot had already done the same and the area around where the two DTs were parked was very quickly bathed in blackness. 


Isra looked at them for a brief moment fighting his Alpha instinct to protect them at all costs. He knew however they were extremely capable women and his common sense won out. “Come with me… both of you! Do exactly as Aricia and I say!”

They looked at each other for an instant before they followed their mate and husband. Isra grabbed the nearest Durcunusaan as he got to the bottom of the ramp.


“Place yourself in the sniper turret on top!” He barked the order. “Load plasma rounds and if we do not subdue our guest I authorize you to kill him!”


The Durcunusaan nodded. “Yes sir!” He snapped before dashing up the ramp.


Isra moved quickly over to where Aricia and Thr’won were standing with five other Durcunusaan. One of them was already holding the grappler and it was loaded with the padded dart attached to the cable. Isra took the grappler from Tarifa and tossed it at one of the other Durcunusaan troops.


“Isheeni says this male is very young but almost as large as Syrilth.” Aricia started to speak in the darkness. “When he attempts to mate with her she will grab him and Aelnala will hit him with her tail. If she connects hard it enough it will stun him and then they will drive him to the ground. We must move quickly when that happens! We must secure him before he recovers. He will be in a mating frenzy and unpredictable. If we don’t get him secured within seconds he will go after Isheeni again! Then… then she will kill him!” Isra’s head snapped around to look at Aricia.

“I thought Torma is Isheeni’s mate!” Thr’won spoke.


“He is!” Isra snapped his eyes on Aricia. “Aricia she’s carrying another clutch isn’t she?” He gasped.


Aricia nodded. “We discovered it on the way here.”


“Wait!” Aihola exclaimed. “What do you mean?”


“This is part of the dragon mating ritual.” Aricia explained. “The females fly high and the males fly above them! When the males scent a willing female that stirs them, they plunge on them from above while the female executes a roll and faces up towards him indicating she accepts his advances. They come together in mid air and make love while they plummet to the ground. It’s actually a beautiful ritual to witness.”


“So what is different now?” Tarifa asked.


“Aelnala can not produce eggs because of an injury she experienced many years ago. She will not produce the scent a male dragon tracks. Isheeni however, does produce this scent. That scent changes when she is fertilized and is carrying eggs as she is now. It lets other males know she is already mated and to avoid her at all costs. This hatchling obviously does not know the differences in scents and he intends to plunge on her anyway.” Isra spoke now. 


“That’s not a good thing I take it.” Thr’won spoke.


Aricia looked at her. “Plunging on a mated dragon is paramount to rape for us Thr’won.” She hissed. “Isheeni will shred this hatchling to ribbons if we do not subdue him. It is instinct in the females Thr’won. They hold their unions even more sacred than we do.”

“And you are so agitated because you and Isheeni are so deeply bound.” Thr’won said softly. “You feel what she feels and vice versa. She knows everything you have experienced in your life.”


Aricia nodded slowly. “It makes… it makes the anger within her even stronger.”


“We don’t want that to happen. We won’t let that happen!” Isra spoke quickly reaching out to take Aricia’s arm. She turned to look at him. “This male hatchling is obviously a brother to Syrilth. It could lead us right to her and the other eggs. We will succeed Aricia.”


Aricia took a deep breath to calm her racing emotions and nodded. “Yes we will!” Aricia looked at the four member detachment of Durcunusaan assigned to her. “We must move with all speed the moment he hits the ground. Do not let him recover his footing and do your best to avoid causing serious harm to him. Is that understood?”


Isra’s head canted up. “They’re coming over the airfield.”


[Mindvoice Shielded] I am ready Aelnala! Isheeni spoke. We are over the airfield.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni…


[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia is helping me my dragon sister. I am in control. Isheeni answered. But don’t miss Aelnala.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t intend too sister. I am ready as well.


Isheeni took a deep breath and rolled over a hundred and eighty degrees exposing her underbody to the male above her but who she could not see. She cocked her legs and extended her talons.


I smell you male! She announced loudly in the most seductive voice she could. Come to me and take me! It has been so long!


[Mindvoice Shielded] Gods Isheeni… no wonder Torma will do anything you ask of him! Aelnala exclaimed. You are a vixen!


Roluth was in full mating mode, his sense in overdrive. The azure female had flown a criss crossed pattern for the last thirty minutes, never allowing him to line up properly. So engrossed in watching her fly and the smooth elegant motions of her beautiful form Roluth did not notice that she had led him directly over the airfield. His rust colored eyes didn’t noticed a large bright area on the ground suddenly become dark, and so engrossed with Isheeni’s enchanting form he never noticed Aelnala as she slowly had worked her way above him.


I smell you male! Roluth heard the sweet soft and seductive voice announce to him and his eyes grew wide when he saw the azure dragon roll over and offer herself to him far below. Come to me and take me! It has been so long!


Roluth didn’t hesitate and dipped his wings plunging downward. His male organ was fully engorged and prepared for this action. His rust colored eyes were wide as the seductive azure body of the female drew closer by the second. He let out a trumpeting roar of conquest and flared his wings slightly as he descended upon Isheeni. His front talons gripped her upper thorax and he drove his hips down intending to spear her womanhood.


Roluth’s eyes exploded open when her rear talons lifted and sank into his skin stopping his organ from slamming into her completely. He heard her trumpet loudly in undisguised rage and she wrenched his lower body away from her with greater strength than he anticipated her having. Roluth looked down quickly and saw her azure colored eyes filled not with passion and desire, but hatred and anger.


Boy! The new female voice echoed like a shout in his head.


Roluth’s head snapped up and he saw a flash of gamboge coloring and then the mace like tail of the Heavyhorn was hurtling at him with electrifying speed. Aelnala’s tail smashed into his head directly under his left eye with enough force to knock him completely off of Isheeni. Roluth felt a moment of excruciating pain and his rust colored eyes rolled back in his head as he plummeted to the ground four thousand meters below. Isheeni rolled back over instantly and dove.


Aelnala… you knocked him out sister! He won’t be able to break his fall!


I am with you!


Isheeni turned her head and saw Aelnala directly beside her in the dive. He had no shield Aelnala! He lowered it completely just before he tried to take me the fool! 

Isheeni he is no more than five years old! Aelnala spoke. He is still a child! He would not know these things!

Faster my sister! We must save him! Isheeni screamed out. Aricia and Isra wait on the ground, but we must stop his fall!

They closed on his falling body rapidly and one thousand meters above the ground both Isheeni and Aelnala got a talon on his unconscious body and flared their wings. Roluth’s added weight still pulled them down but they were slowing considerably. Fifty meters above the earth they released him.


Aricia my sister! Here he comes! Isheeni cried out.


Aricia my sister! Here he comes!


Aricia looked up into the dark sky. “Get ready!” She screamed.


All of them felt and heard the massive rush of air and then two metric tons of very large unconscious dragon struck the ground a hundred meters away. They felt the vibrations of it even form where they were standing and it made them stagger slightly.


“Now!” Isra screamed breaking into a run after the skidding dragon hatchling.


The Durcunusaan had been trained by Arzoal herself in fighting and securing dragons. Her experience in the war with Chetak had given her insight into many ways to defeat her kind and like Martin she knew that someday, someone would succeed in stealing an egg or a clutch of eggs for their own purposes. They both knew that after seeing what Mjolnir’s Hand could do, the Coven and others would do their best to get their hands on those of her kind. They had to be prepared for that day, and Arzoal had trained those of the Durcunusaan with just that intent.


The nine members of Durcunusaan immediately fell into the training she had provided. They carried the cables and spike guns that would secure this dragon and they raced up to the fallen body with no hesitation. They all knew the dragon could regain consciousness at any time and they needed to move quickly. The cables were made and forged from dragon armor, making them nearly unbreakable, and Isra was the first to reach Roluth. A male Durcunusaan fired a spike into the tarmac inches from Isra’s foot and he quickly secured one end of the cable there, while two others began to unravel it as they scrambled over the huge bulk of Roluth’s body.


Aricia and three others were doing the same with Roluth’s tail and lower body, the sounds of the spikes being fired into the ground almost deafening in the quiet night air. Isheeni and Aelnala landed then, moving as fast as they could to help in securing the hatchling.


His legs! Isheeni barked out knowing the Durcunusaan could hear her easily. Secure each leg separately! We must keep him from getting his rear legs under him!


Three of the Durcunusaan responded instantly to her direction, while Aelnala moved towards where Isra stood holding another end of the cable.


Tarifa, Aihola and Thr’won could only watch in awe as this action was performed. Tarifa and Aihola stood pressed tightly together, their eyes on Isra as they watched him move with grace and confidence. They drew closer as more cables were extended and anchored around the hatchling. Aihola saw it first… the half blinking of the rust colored eyes and she gasped… grabbing Tarifa tighter.


“He’s waking up!” She screamed. “He’s waking up!” Her words seemed to spur the Durcunusaan to move even faster.


Tarifa gasped a she felt the surge of panic and fear in Mindvoice, her eyes going to where Isra was bending over a spike working methodically. It wasn’t coming from their mate… it was different. Almost childlike in its fear. 


“Nya Istel?” Tarifa spoke.


Aihola gripped her hands tightly. “Yes… I feel it too. It’s not Isra my love! It’s…”


I… I do not… I do not want to die! My… my brothers and sisters! Syrilth! The voice was like that of a young boy in their minds.


Tarifa’s hands clamped down on Aihola’s arms as they both saw the rust colored eyes fly open and what they saw caused both of them to shudder in its intensity. The extreme despair and desperation was unlike anything either of them had ever felt as it rampaged through their minds unchecked.


“Stop it.” Tarifa spoke softly as she and Aihola stared at Roluth’s pleading eyes.


They will die! Please… they are all… they are all I have. The childlike voice resounded in their heads like thunder.


Tarifa and Aihola had moved quite unknowingly to within touching distance of the large carmine red dragon head. Those rust colored eyes stared at them in hopelessness and fear, unable to comprehend what was happening.


Aricia and Isheeni felt it first. The massive wave of despair mixed with compassion. Aricia’s head snapped around towards the front and her azure eyes flew open when she saw both Tarifa and Aihola reaching out to touch the huge head of the Firespitter.


“No!” She screamed.


Isra’s head snapped around and saw his mates about to touch the dragon and his violet eyes flew open. “Tarifa… Aihola… no! Get away!” He echoed Aricia’s scream as he came to his feet and began to run towards them just as Aricia did the same.


Roluth’s rust colored eyes flew completely open when he felt the soft warm hands touch his skin. He heard the decidedly female gasps and then suddenly images and sensations were rippling through him like a tidal wave and the tingling vibration began growing stronger by the second. His rust eyes found the sapphire and amber colored eyes so close to his snout and in them Roluth saw all that he was. All that he could become. Tarifa and Aihola were frozen in their spots and the same images and sensations swept through them. They felt the horror and despair and fear. They felt the love of siblings and protectiveness of an older brother. In those rust colored eyes they saw all that they were. All that they could become. The trembling vibrations became constant and three pairs of eyes grew even wider as the light blue psychic shield activated and began to expand outward encompassing not only Roluth but Tarifa and Aihola as well.


Aricia and Isra skidded to stops within grabbing distance of the two elf females their eyes wide in disbelief. Isheeni and Aelnala saw and sensed it next, and two more sets of eyes grew wide.


Release him! Isheeni screamed out.


Release him now! Aelnala echoed.


Two Shi Viskas flared into existence and the Durcunusaan stumbled back in shock as both Aricia and Isra launched their shields down the line of where the cables were anchored into the ground even before Aelnala finished her sentence.

Isra! Tarifa called out.


Roluth felt the cables snapping along the length of his body and with slow measured movements he lifted himself from the ground, never breaking contact with the two elf females as their hands rested on his snout. His rust colored eyes were still wide and the psychic shield was fully active on him as well as the two female elves before him. He felt massive waves of compassion and love directed towards him as images and feelings swept across his mind without pause. Images of hundreds of dragons and their riders… images of a great battle. Feelings of great sorrow and unmatchable joy. Joy that was centered on a single burning presence within their minds. The presence of the tall Lycavorian male with strange eyes who stood behind them, beside the gamboge colored female. 
It was no different for Tarifa and Aihola as they felt the pain and humiliation of what Roluth had endured in only five years of life, the unshakable love he had for his sisters and brothers, and the incredible will to live and live free. They felt his anger and rage at the white skinned creatures for the treatment of his siblings, and for the murder of two of his un-hatched sisters.

The senior Durcunusaan of Aricia’s attachment stepped up to her, even as her azure blue eyes were smiling at what she could feel happening.


“My Queen we need to secure…”


“No!” Aricia snapped and she saw Roluth’s head turn slowly to look at her as Tarifa and Aihola moved even closer to him. Their hands spread out, running further down his neck and chest and across his carmine red scales and feeling the surge of love and compassion. “This dragon is no threat to us!”


Roluth’s eyes were wide as he felt the staggering presence of the female within his mind, twice as powerful as the male. He saw the azure colored dragon move up behind her, the Lycavorian female with no fear in the least at what was happening around her. Roluth turned away and lowered his bulk to the ground, his rust eyes coming to rest on the two female elves in front of him. Tarifa and Aihola moved closer to him without fear now.

Who… who are you? He asked softly. What is… what is happening?

My name is… my name is Tarifa. This is… this is Aihola. You are… you are Roluth. Tarifa’s eyes were bright and full of life, Aihola’s amber orbs matching hers in every way.


I… I don’t understand.


Aricia stepped forward, Isheeni moving with her and a smile crossed her beautiful face. We will help you to understand Roluth. She said. 


Isra also moved forward, Aelnala behind him, until all of them were in a very close half circle in front of Roluth now. You are among friends now Roluth. Isra spoke as his own heart was singing with happiness at what his mates had discovered. He could feel the same joy flowing through them that flowed through him because of his bond with Aelnala.


Aelnala nudged Isra in the shoulder in a show of affection and she looked at Roluth. We will answer all your questions young one, for your life is about to change dramatically.


Isheeni lowered her head to look at him, any anger for his actions long since gone as she understood what had just taken place. He had never had anyone to school him, to show him right from wrong. He and his siblings had been here on Earth away from their own kind for so many millennia that they did not even know of the others.


There are more of us? Roluth asked. More like us?


Isheeni nodded her head as she brushed affectionately against Aricia. There are many young Roluth. Thousands of us.


Thousands? He gasped out.


There is much we need to tell you. Isheeni spoke. And then we must plan.


Plan? Roluth asked.


Aricia nodded. Yes. Now that we know you live young one, we have no intention of allowing any more harm come to you, Syrilth or your siblings.

I don’t understand.


We’ll help you Roluth. Tarifa spoke softly. Aihola and I will help you.


We all will. Isheeni agreed.
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“I believe he is lying to us One.” Duirt spoke softly as he and Hurcan sat in the large and very comfortable conference room.

“You have said this for many years Duirt.” Hurcan spoke as he chewed the food in his mouth. “You have not cared for Maruad since he came to us over a hundred years ago. Do you know something that you are not telling me? He has never betrayed us.”

“I know this… but… his actions have always left me puzzled and questioning. He disappears for months at a time while the Coven controls this planet and…” Duirt spoke.


“We know he was in Sparta during these times.” Hurcan said. “Fulfilling his carnal needs so he tells us. That is why he must kidnap his females and bring them here now. He no longer can do these things in Sparta.”


“Do we know that is all he did Hurcan?” Duirt asked. “That is what he told us… but we do not have the means to confirm this information. And to have these reports from the High Coven…” Duirt held up the data pad. “These are extremely sensitive reports Hurcan yet he says he stole them. We both know the vampire witch Yuri was very careful with these types of reports that came from off world yet he stole them. How is that possible?”


Hurcan leaned back in his chair. “What are you saying Duirt?”


“Forgive me Hurcan… I do not mean too…”


“Duirt… you have been my most trusted advisor since we began our journey.” Hurcan spoke. “I have never questioned you or your loyalty and I never will. What troubles you so about Maruad?”


“I believe he is getting ready to… to sacrifice us so that he may escape this world alone Hurcan.” Duirt spoke. “Without us. And I believe this… this Kavalian has something to do with it. As well as the dragon eggs we hold.”


“Tell me what you think is happening.” Hurcan spoke now very interested in what his advisor was saying.
EDEN CITY

“Sonvadacarians!” Layna cried out as her body arched off the rumpled sheets of the bed and her third orgasm of the night rippled through her sweaty heated body. Her fingers entwined tightly in the silky soft shimmering white hair as Lynwe’s tongue dragged gloriously over her painfully hard clit, lapping at her juices as they flooded from her, and feeding on her blood as her vampire fangs were sunk into the flesh just above her near bursting clit.


The night hadn’t begun like this. It had not even been planned. They had returned to Lynwe and Selene’s home with the intent of having dinner and then retiring so they could rise early in the morning and begin searching for the Kavalian who threatened the woman both of them loved. Layna admitted it freely now. The weeks and months she had been here, lived their lives with them, seen the way they treated her daughter. It had been so easy to fall in love with both of them. She denied it for as long as she could, but seeing Lynwe and Selene with her daughter together a few weeks ago had sealed what her heart was already telling her. Layna could not explain it… and after this night she would not attempt to try. She didn’t remember what had happened between them, a simple fiery look of desire perhaps, a simple kiss goodnight that became something more, but whatever it was Layna was so very happy it had occurred. 

Selene’s sweet juices covered her face, her musky orange scent so clear and powerful to her. She had feasted on Selene’s beautiful pussy like a starved kitten, stabbing her tongue deeply into her depths as her nose was buried in the soft auburn colored hair just above her clit. Selene had ridden her face for nearly an hour, shrieking as each of her four orgasms made her spasm powerfully, Layna’s hands extended up and gripping her full breasts firmly and pinching her nipples almost painfully. Layna could not believe how easy it was to set off her new vampire lover, something she worked diligently at doing, even while Lynwe’s incredible tongue and fingers brought Layna to her own crushing orgasms. This one was the most powerful yet, the muscles in her arms straining as she was able to scream out her pleasure now that Selene was collapsed next to her on the bed, shuddering in the aftermath of her own orgasm.

Layna felt Lynwe’s fangs withdraw from her flesh slowly, and then her wonderfully talented tongue quickly licked the two small puncture wounds sealing them completely. She shuddered in small mini orgasms as Lynwe’s lips and tongue flicked back and forth over her clit and the still engorged lips of her swollen pussy. The simple line of blond hair above her clit was drenched in Lynwe’s salvia and her own juices. Twice Lynwe had bitten her in the midst of her orgasm, feeding on her blood as well as her juices, triggering even more powerful waves of pleasure. Layna had never imagined it could be like this… the pleasure she had experienced to this point far outweighing anything she had experienced in her life before now.


“Do… do you care for us Layna?” Selene’s husky voice whispered into her ear. “Do… do you truly care for us?”


Layna turned her head to look into Selene’s steel blue eyes, her own soft green eyes filled with desire and love the likes of which she had never felt. “Oh… oh yes.” She gasped out. 

She turned her head quickly to see Lynwe lifting her upper body from between her wide spread thighs, her ebony cheeks slick with her passion, her lips glistening in the light and her enormous breasts with streaks of Layna’s come running down them. Lynwe lowered her head once more and stretched out her tongue to lick long and slowly up Layna’s powerfully defined abdomen.
“I… I have… I have wanted this for so long.” She whispered in passion.

“Do you wish to learn why… why I desire no man Layna?” Selene asked softly. “Do you wish to know why my Mistress is all I crave? All I will ever need?”

Layna nodded. “Oh yes.”

“She will be all you will ever need or desire as well Layna.” Selene spoke softly nuzzling Layna’s cheek and ear. “We… we want to have you in our lives Layna of the Spartans. So very much. No one but Tarifa and Aihola know what you will know if you are willing and open. If you truly desire to know love with those that want you as a mate, a companion and most of all as part of our beings.”

“It is what I want Selene. So very much.” Layna spoke softly.

“Our… our Mistress has a gift Layna.” Selene spoke with a delicious smile. She leaned over and kissed Layna furiously, her tongue pushing forcefully between Layna’s soft lips and tangling with her own. Layna groaned in renewed passion and reached up to grasp Selene’s head holding her in place. Layna groaned as Selene pulled away a moment later, flicking her tongue across her lips. “It is a gift she so desires to share with you… as she shares it with me.”

“What… what do you mean?” Layna asked staring into her eyes and feeling Lynwe gently stroke the outsides of her tanned thighs.
Layna’s eyes flew open in unabashed, seething pleasure as something incredibly long and hot and pulsing with life dragged delightfully slow across her still erect clit. The muscles in her neck bulged as she fought the surge of delicious pleasure that careened through her limbs, and her soft green eyes looking down between her thighs and opening wider in indescribable shock. Lynwe held herself still between Layna’s taut thighs, the entire length of her thick thirteen inch Drow cock now resting on Layna’s abdomen and thoroughly soaked in her juices after being dragged along her erect clit the entire length. Layna gaped at the massive ebony shaft that was attached to Lynwe. It was incredibly thick and adorned with pulsing veins, ending in the large bulbous head. She saw the large heavy balls hanging free between Lynwe’s thighs, the thick shaft coated in her juices from previous orgasms and dragging across her raging clit as it just had.

Selene’s face lowered beside hers as Layna pushed herself up on her elbows staring at the pulsing ebony rod. “This is Lynwe’s gift Layna. This is why I will never leave my Mistress.” Selene spoke softly. “You… you have affected us in a way that not even Tarifa and Aihola have done… and we want you in our lives.” Selene nuzzled her lips against Layna’s ear once more.

Layna looked at Lynwe. “Lynwe… Lynwe… is that… it is so big!” Layna gasped.

“The result of the High Coven experiments on me!” Lynwe spoke now her voice a harsh whisper as she fought the desire to just plunge her thick cock into Layna’s pussy. “They… they thought it funny! I thought… I thought it a curse… until others showed me that I was still desirable.” Lynwe leaned over her hands going to either side of Layna’s body and her huge breasts pressing into Layna’s own firm globes. “We want you Layna. Tell me you want us and I will make you feel what you have never felt in your life Spartan.”
Layna could not resist the desire that was flaming her body. It was the most incredible thing she had experienced before, the heat from that massive cock pulsing along the length of skin where it rested. Her abdomen convulsed involuntarily but she looked into Lynwe’s amber eyes and realized now why this Drow so enticed her. Why this ebony skinned female Drow elf vampire so captivated her. Her eyes wide Layna nodded her head slowly.

That was all the encouragement Lynwe needed and she pushed herself back up, her hands caressing down Layna’s legs until they gripped her ankles and she lifted those long tanned legs giving her better access. Lynwe looked down into Layna’s wide eyed face.

“I will break you now Spartan.” She spoke in her best Drow Mistress voice, just before dragging the entire length of her pulsing ebony shaft back down over Layna’s ragingly hard and stimulated clit. She watched as Layna’s head fell back on the bed, her back arching upwards and Lynwe smiled as it only provided better access to her sweet pussy.

With one practiced motion Lynwe gripped her thick cock in her hand, placed the huge head at the entrance to Layna’s beautiful and soaked pussy, and then she thrust her hips forward as hard as she could.

“Ahhhhhhh… Lynwe… ohhhhhhhh!” Layna screamed.

Layna screamed in rapturous bliss for the entire thirteen inch, soul robbing plunge into her exceptionally tight pussy. When she felt Lynwe’s huge come filled balls press against her upturned asscheeks her eyes flew open and she screamed even louder until Lynwe leaned forward, her huge breasts crushing against Layna’s firm melons, and covered her lips with her own. Layna’s arms flew around Lynwe’s muscular back, her powerful legs lifting to curl upward along her hips, as she held on for dear life. No one… no male had ever penetrated her so completely before. Her own now dead mate had never come close to reaching the depths that Lynwe had found so completely. 

Layna could feel every thick pulsing inch of Lynwe’s Drow cock buried in her belly and it sent lancing sensations of utter satisfaction ripping through her at break neck speed. Lynwe’s deep, tongue lashing kiss only served to increase the intensity of the feelings that shattered her Spartan will in a matter of seconds. Layna gasped for air when Lynwe pulled her lips away, her eyes wide. She sensed Selene’s wonderful orange scent nearby and it mingled deliciously with Lynwe’s raw spicy scent. She turned her head slowly; every single movement causing Lynwe’s massive cock to twitch within her depths where no one had ever been and batter what little remained of her Spartan control. She felt Selene’s soft hair caress her cheek and those ruby red lips brushed against her own. She noticed vaguely that Selene’s steel blue eyes had changed to the cobalt blue of her vampire persona.

“Make her ours Mistress!” Selene gasped with uncontrollable desire fanning her own body as she watched Lynwe stroke painfully slow within Layna. “Make her ours forever!”

Lynwe crushed her lips over Selene’s and Layna could only watched in rising passion as the two women kissed. Selene surrendered to her Mistress, as she always did, allowing Lynwe to dominate their kiss with her strong tongue. She could taste Layna on her mistress’s lips and it only served to increase her own passion. 
Lynwe pulled away and stared at the woman who so owned her very soul, Selene not breaking eye contact with her and smiling ever so beautifully. Layna’s pussy was incredibly tight, just like Selene’s, and it clung to her near bursting cock like a glove. She slowly turned her head to look into Layna’s passion filled eyes and she smiled.

“Now… now I will… I will break you Layna! Now… I will…” Lynwe groaned loudly, clenching her teeth and closing her eyes.

Layna shook her head back and forth. “No!” She gasped. “I… so big Lynwe… I can’t… I can’t lose…”

“We shall see!” Lynwe said lowering her head to tuck it into the crook of Layna’s shoulder and neck. Her shimmering white hair fell across Layna’s face and shoulders and Layna’s eyes rolled into the back of her head when Lynwe began to drive into her.

Layna could only hold on as tightly as her mind allowed her too as Lynwe began pile driving her with powerful thirteen inch strokes of her huge ebony Drow cock. Upon every devastating drive into her depths more of Layna’s control slipped, and upon every exquisitely wonderful withdraw she would hum out her blissful delight. As Lynwe sped up her dominating thrusts, Layna knew she could not win. She didn’t want to win, she wanted to surrender to the incredible feelings this Drow female was producing in her.

Lynwe sat back quickly, dragging Layna with her and holding her with four inches of her huge glistening cock outside her clutching pussy. Lynwe smiled into her eyes and Layna thought it was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. Lynwe tightened her grip on Layna’s hips and pulled her down with a powerful heave. As the beautiful blond Spartan dropped that last, four will breaking inches, she did surrender. She surrendered all that she was to these two women and she did it without hesitation. And then Lynwe was lifting her and pulling her back down, using her elf/vampire strength to totally dominate the female Spartan wolf that she and Selene so desired. She couldn’t last long, not with the spasming of Layna’s pussy muscles as she was shuddering in one raging orgasm after another. 
Layna couldn’t believe what was happening to her as her abdomen clenched and then unclenched in continuous rapid fire orgasms that were rocking her entire being. She felt something warm and soft press up against her strong back, felt the brush of lips against the back of her neck as Selene leaned over her shoulder.

“Now… now Layna!” Selene gasped into her ear. “Now you belong to us!”

Layna howled as Selene’s vampire fangs sank deeply into her supple neck and the fire erupted in her veins. Her howl increased another octave when she felt Lynwe’s equally long fangs bite deeply into the flesh on the other side of her neck. The white flashes of light skipped across her eyes as pleasure unlike anything she had ever imagined could exist cleaved through her very soul. She felt Lynwe’s immense Drow cock balloon nearly double in size so deeply buried in her belly, her huge balls pressed against the cheeks of her now red ass, and then the explosion came. When the first blast of Lynwe’s lava hot come erupted from her cock and splashed madly within her clutching pussy, Layna’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and nearly three hundred years of pent up emotions and desire came erupting out of her. Her orgasm was nearly triple in power because of the two sets of fangs buried in either side of her neck feeding off of her warm spicy blood, taking her up to that point and then leaping off with her without hesitation.

The Spartan warrior Layna had surrendered to her new vampire Drow Mistress and her red haired fellow vampire slave. They would serve their Drow Mistress together without question and with unabashed love.
And she only hoped the pleasure never ended.

Maruad killed our father’s rider after our mother laid her last clutch of eggs nearly eleven hundred years ago. Roluth was speaking softly. 

His rust colored eyes kept going to where Isra was evenly spreading an ointment of some kind on the edges of his wings, Tarifa helping him while Aihola was doing the same thing on his right front foreleg. All of these areas had been scraped considerably when he landed on the hard tarmac of the airfield. The ointment he soon discovered was cool to the touch and almost instantly the scrapes and cuts began to heal. The male Lycavorian and two female elves had moved almost immediately to do this, never questioning what they were doing. Roluth could not explain what had happened, but he felt like his mind had opened up a thousand fold as soon as the females had touched him. He felt filled with knowledge he did not have before and he noticed right away it had improved his knowledge of speech and the way he spoke the words. It was easy enough for him to determine the two females were the Lycavorian’s mates by the way they acted around him. Yet the male didn’t talk or act like Maruad in regards to them. He treated them with the utmost respect and Roluth could sense the deep abiding love they all had for each other, as well as the gamboge colored dragon Aelnala.
The azure blue female he had plunged upon had not spoken very much, yet Roluth could feel the depth of the bond she shared with the raven haired female. Roluth could feel the depth and the incredible untapped power within them both. It was harnessed and controlled, always lingering just beneath the surface.


Aricia sat directly in front of him, Isheeni sitting close to her on her right side, Aelnala on the left, as they listened to him in rapt attention. Thr’won sat near Aelnala’s left foreleg, mixing more of the ointment in a large bowl that Isra had gotten from his DT. The eight Durcunusaan soldiers all knelt or stood within several meters, half their attention on protecting those they were assigned to, the other half of their attention on Roluth.


My father and his rider had grown close over the years here according to what our mother told Syrilth. He changed once they came here and Maruad stayed the same. When our father’s rider refused to help Maruad kill someone who had anger him, Maruad struck down my father’s rider. My father went insane then and even our mother could not console him. He disappeared for many years only to reappear and attack Maruad and my mother. He was able to burn Maruad badly, but was struck down. When he died my mother, Liraie was her name; she too went insane and attacked Maruad. He killed her as well and he forced Syrilth to serve him by taking all of our siblings and hiding them from us. Somewhere he has hidden seventy-three of our siblings, and unless Syrilth serves him in any way he demands, he will destroy the eggs.

Roluth stopped speaking and Aricia saw his large chest rise and fall in a heavy sigh. You are here Roluth. How did this come to be?


Roluth nodded. Over the years Maruad and the white skinned creatures have forced seven of us to hatch. I was the first. Majeir is the youngest. She is only nine weeks old.


Isra stood up in front of Roluth’s massive head and tapped him on the snout. Open your mouth.


Why?


Isra held up the large chunk of cooked and dried brown meat. This is a medical kit for dragons. Isheeni’s mother told us how to develop it. It has several different medications within it and it will help the ointment to heal your scales quicker. It will also give you proteins and vitamins that you are lacking and will help to build your body. You are thin for a dragon your age and size, and we need to fix that. He explained. Now open.

Roluth did as Isra instructed and he tossed the large chunk of meat into the tooth filled maw without fear. He shook his head quickly in a grimace. We will have to work on your breath my dragon brother. He spoke.


Isra stop it! Tarifa snapped. You will hurt his feelings!

Why did you call me brother? Roluth asked. We… we are enemies. Don’t your dragons serve you?


We are bonded brothers and sisters Roluth. Aelnala spoke softly. We do not serve as your sister serves this Maruad. We have given of ourselves freely and become bound within Mindvoice to those that ride us. Just as you have now become bound to Tarifa and Aihola. Do you not feel it? The desire to protect and safeguard them?


Roluth nodded. It is very strong.


Aelnala nodded. That is what we are Roluth. We fight together as bonded brothers and sisters. We serve for the greater good. The Elder Mother trained all of us… and Isra would die for me just as willingly as I would die for him. Some of us are more powerful than others, but we all serve the same purpose. It is what the King and Dragon Elders have decided.

Roluth’s head turned to focus on Aricia and Isheeni. Like them? He asked.


Aricia is Queen Roluth. She and Isheeni have been bonded the longest. The King and Isheeni’s mate Torma only a few days less. They are the most powerful of all the Bonded Pairs. Aelnala answered.

Her mate? Roluth spoke. You have a mate already?


Isheeni’s azure eyes blinked as she nodded. And I carry his second clutch of children boy! 


Roluth’s eyes grew a little wider as Aricia reached up and placed her hand on Isheeni’s lower jaw. He does not know of your ways sister. Aricia spoke softly, her voice a soothing balm to Isheeni. That is not something we can blame on one so young.


Isheeni turned her head and looked at Aricia for a long moment. I… I am sorry Aricia my sister.


Aricia stood up and leaned over to gently kiss Isheeni’s snout just below her beautiful eye. She turned to look at Roluth. 


The war your parents fled on Enurrua ended long ago. Aricia spoke. Dragons won… but over the ensuing years they were still hunted by men like Isra and I. Lycavorians. That changed last year with…


The COM unit built into Aricia’s armor chimed and she reached up to tap it. “Yes.”


“My Queen… we are receiving an encrypted long range transmission from one of our ships.” Joarl’s voice spoke. “I thought you might want to be present. I’m in with Tareif and the Guardian right now.”


“Very well Admiral… I’ll be right there.” Aricia spoke. “It seems I am needed. Isra find out what we can and then we will discover what we need to do to help young Roluth and his siblings here.”


Isra nodded. “Of course.”


“Isheeni.” Aricia spoke as she turned and headed for the terminal building. Isheeni glanced at Roluth once more before turning and following her.


Roluth watched them for a moment then looked at Aelnala. What… what have I done? She is… she is beautiful and... I do not want her angry with me.

Roluth… Isheeni is already mated and has been for nearly three hundred of her years. Aelnala explained. Her mate is the Bonded Dragon Brother of King Leonidas… Aricia’s mate. Torma is… Torma is a hybrid… a combination of Firespitter and Heavyhorn. And he is considerably larger than either you or your sister. If you think you feel power from Aricia and Isheeni… what you feel when you meet the King and Torma will stagger you. What you tried to do before… plunging on Isheeni to take her as your mate. That is our way yes… but you… you tried to take a mated female by force. All dragons consider that a vile crime of the highest magnitude. To make matters worse she is carrying her mate’s eggs. If Torma discovers this… he will not be happy.


I am not afraid! Roluth boasted. I would fight him for her!


Isra tapped his snout again. Open. Roluth did so without question this time and Isra held out the bottle to Tarifa who reached up and poured a blue liquid into his mouth that he drank down quickly. 


What was that? Roluth asked.


Isra looked at him. That was something that will hopefully make you smarter. You are young Roluth… but do you wish to go on living?


I must help Syrilth save our brothers and sisters. Roluth spoke.


The best thing you can do my young dragon brother is offer your deepest apologies for what you have done to Isheeni. She is wise and knows what happens here. You did not know… and you have had no one to teach you the differences in scents of the females of your kind. I understand that… and since you are now bound to my mates Aelnala and I will do all we can to help you. But if you wish to go on living my sincere suggestion would be do not wish to fight Torma. He outweighs you by a good metric ton, he is better trained than any of Mjolnir’s Hand, his Mindvoice power is nearly equal to the King, and because they are bonded, he has the King’s temper when it comes to others harming his mate. It’s particularly vicious, and I guarantee you he will not be as forgiving as Isheeni.


You do not have to frighten him Isra my brother. Aelnala said.


Isra looked at her and then to Tarifa and Aihola who were glaring at him. He turned back to Roluth with a sigh. Come with me.

Roluth got to his feet immediately, Tarifa and Aihola with him.


“Isra… what are you going to do?” Tarifa demanded.


Isra leaned over and kissed her tenderly, an action which he repeated with Aihola. “It’s a male thing.” He spoke.


“Isra…”


Roluth… walk with me young one! Isra announced.


Tarifa and Aihola watched as the carmine colored dragon hatchling fell in beside Isra and they began to walk further away from the DTs into the still dark night. They turned as Aelnala came up behind them with Thr’won next to her.


Aelnala?


Do not fear… who better to teach young Roluth than the Spartan that swept you both away. Aelnala said with a hint of humor. He can help us… and we can help him and his all of his siblings. Including Syrilth. There are some things he needs to learn however, and Isra can teach him those things.
