CHAPTER TWO

NONUS IV


“…should not have contacted me Sangria.” Cyngi spoke.


“I need a job or something.” Sangria spoke urgently. She was using one of the public transmission terminals so that her own personal set would not be traced. The sun was going down on Nonus IV, lights coming on all over the resort, the sounds of gambling and music heavy in the air. “I’m almost out of funds Cyngi.”


“The Star’s Ghost is being watched girl!” The Unsaur barked. “Since you left I have had Spartans and High Coven agents in here asking questions. A lot of questions. All about you.”


“High Coven?” Sangria gasped. “Why would they be looking for me?”


Cyngi shook his head. “I do not know. The stinking Coven started coming in here about two weeks ago. That is what started all this. Somehow they are linking you to me, and I don’t like the attention. They are asking about my dealings with Chetak and his son, not to mention the fact that I used to sell dragon products. It’s bad for my business.”


“Cyngi… I don’t know what they want… I swear to you!”


“So you have said for the last ten months, yet the same group that found you here first, they still pursue you Sangria. Why is that?”


“I don’t know damn it!” She snapped. “And I lost them over a month ago!”


“You’ve lost them several times in the past months and they always seem to find you again Sangria. It appears you are losing your touch at remaining hidden.” Cyngi spoke. “I warned you they had your scent girl. I made some inquires of my own Sangria… do you know who you have chasing you?”


“I never stopped long enough to ask them their names!” Sangria popped. “What difference does it make?”

“The black skinned Spartan is considered by many to be a brother to the new Lycavorian King Sangria.” Cyngi spoke his voice holding no emotion in it. “His name is Daniel Simpson. The red haired female elf is his mate… and the vampire female appears to be the King’s adopted daughter! Sangria you are being chased by some exceptionally powerful people who represent the new Lycavorian King. Based on how he handled Chetak and his Republic… he is most definitely not someone I want making inquires about my activities.”


“Cyngi I…”


“No girl… now you will listen to me.” He snapped. “You have become a liability to me and many others that have done business with you in the past Sangria. It has been decided by the Five Overseers to terminate your contracts and employment.”


“You’re cutting me loose?” She almost shouted, looking around quickly to see if she had been heard. “Now… when I need you the most?”


“What you need to do girl, is start looking over your shoulder.” Cyngi’s voice was now tinged with hardness to it. “I did not favor this action but I was outvoted.”


“What are you saying Cyngi?” Sangria felt a cold pit begin forming in her stomach.


“A contract has been taken out on you Sangria.” Cyngi spoke calmly. “Terminate with extreme prejudice and it has been given a high priority. I suggest you remember all I taught you girl, for you will need it now.”


“Cyngi this is all…”


The Unsaur shook his head. “The time for explanations is long over Sangria. If you have anywhere left to go, I suggest you do so quickly.”


“You support this?” She asked astonished. “After what… after all I have done for you?”


“This is business Sangria.” Cyngi told her. “You have put all of us at risk with whatever it is you have done to anger the new Lycavorian King, and you know far more than any of us are comfortable with. I did not vote for it but I supported the decision yes, I’m sorry. This new King is far too unpredictable to risk all we have built in protecting you, and this involves him in some manner or the ones chasing you would not be so involved. I have my interests to think about Sangria.”


“I helped you build those interests!” She barked.


“And now you will help to protect them with your death.” Cyngi spoke evenly unfazed by her attempts at pleading and pointing out she helped him to build what he had. “I’m sorry Sangria but you knew this is the type of business we were in when you entered it.”


“You bastard! You’re just abandoning me then?” She exclaimed.


“I have transferred ten thousand credits into your personal account.” He spoke. “It is the only act of mercy you will receive Sangria.”


“Ten thousand credits won’t do me any good out here on my own!” She spat. “And you can trace wherever I am through that account!”


“I know you have others, I taught you better than that. Transfer the funds out… but that is all you will receive and that is only because of the friendship we once had.” Cyngi spoke. “This conversation is over.” He moved to end the transmission but stopped and looked at her. “One warning Sangria… the contract goes into effect today, but no one will pick it up for at least another day or so due to your reputation, but the amount that is being offered for your head is quite large and not easily dismissed. A High Coven ship is now in orbit of Nonus IV and they are there for you. I’m sorry… that is all I can do for you. Goodbye Sangria.”


“No Cyngi wait!” Sangria shouted as she reached for the transmitter, but it was too late and the signal was cut from the other end. Sangria cussed under her breath and looked around the terminal. Only two others were using the public terminals and both men appeared to be deep in conversation and had not heard anything.


They were abandoning her. Hanging her out to dry and that pissed her off. She had worked long and heard to gather the reputation she had and now it was all going down the tubes for something she had no idea she did. Cyngi said that there was a High Coven ship in orbit and that they were there for her. She had no desire to be taken captive by the High Coven for any reason. Most people who disappeared in their custody were never heard from again. She needed to get back to her room and gather her gear and then get off this planet quickly.


Filrian turned from the terminal he was at as Sangria moved away quickly. He watched casually for a moment, his eyes detecting the three individuals who fell in behind her from different directions and he lifted his wrist, activating his COM.


“Yuriko?”


“Go ahead.” The response was immediate, telling him they must already be on the planet.


“Yuriko she’s heading back to her room.” He spoke softly. “It appears her business partners have taken out a contract on her. They do not like the attention they are getting from both us and now the High Coven it appears.”


“That makes sense.” Yuriko answered. “It stands to reason they will want to protect whatever assets they have built.”


“It appears she was held in rather high regard and that is why it has taken the decision this long to come about. They did not want to liquidate her.” Filrian spoke. “Yuriko I have detected three men following her. Definitely High Coven vampires. Killers too if I had to guess. Most likely from their Venorik Elghinn Division.”


“We saw their ship arrive, though I am surprised it took Yuri and the Coven this long to finally begin to move.” Yuriko replied. 
“We have been searching for Lisisa far longer Yuriko.” Filrian spoke. “We have established contacts and clues as to her location. It took the vampire Princess longer to establish these when she got back to her planet.”

“Yes… but now they are on the same trail we are, which tells me their sources are much better.” Yuriko spoke. “We will need to be extra careful from now on.”

“I agree. What about this Sangria?”

“Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca are waiting for her in her room. I just got finished installing the remote system for our ship and I am moving to meet them.” Yuriko answered.

“There could be more than three.” Filrian spoke. “I will make my way to her room as well. Better we all stand together than get caught singly. The Venorik Elghinn Division and anyone associated with them is not something to simply dismiss, and they undoubtedly have more than just the three I saw already on the surface.”


“I agree Filrian… but we have never had Daniel and Anuk with us either.” Yuriko spoke calmly. “They would be difficult to defeat as a pair, and that is without Nayeca backing them up.”


“Perhaps… but better to be safe than sorry. I didn’t think we were going to risk Nayeca coming to the surface of any planet we were on?” He asked.


“Daniel and I both are tired of chasing this Sangria, and if what you say is true, and her own cohorts are targeting her, if she eludes us again, she will go so far underground we may never find her again.” Yuriko spoke. “She is very good at disappearing and that is not a risk I wish to take. And neither does Daniel.”


“I’m just saying we should be cautious.” Filrian spoke. “We are not the only ones searching for her it appears, and we could get caught in the middle.”

He could hear Yuriko chuckle. “Indeed my friend. I will meet you near the elevator lift to her floor.”


Filrian nodded. “I’m moving now.”

EARTH

EDEN CITY MEDICAL CENTER

Tarifa and Aihola greeted Lynwe, Selene and her father with hugs and soft kisses, both of them feeling refreshed and charged after their evening together. It had been one of their most intense nights alone together since returning to Earth, and they had enjoyed it until early in the morning hours. Their times with Selene and Lynwe were also extremely pleasurable, but what they had felt last night was between only them and they cherished that.


They stood outside in the corridor and both knew right away when they saw Tareif there something was wrong.


Tarifa was the first to speak. “Ok… now will you tell us why we had to sneak into the medical center the back way, and come down here to the morgue?”


“What’s going on Lynwe?” Aihola asked. 


“One of Colonel Nestor’s scout teams discovered this three days ago while they were patrolling the beach along New Miami.” Lynwe explained. “It was flown here and Olyne just finished his autopsy last night. We felt you and Aihola should be made aware of it.”


“Aware of what?” Aihola asked not liking the tone of voice Lynwe was using.


“It could very well be an isolated incident.” Selene spoke now. “But after speaking with your father… we thought it best to advise you both.”


Tarifa looked at them. “If you are looking to pique our interest you have. Now what is it we are talking about?”


Lynwe passed her hand over the panel on the wall and the door to the morgue opened. “This way.” She said.


Tarifa looked at Aihola quickly and they followed her into the small viewing room. It was encased in pressurized glass all around and the lights from the actual body holding room were bright and blazing. Tarifa and Aihola stopped in front of the glass their eyes on the body of the male elf stretched out on the table just on the other side of the glass partition. They could see the Doctor Olyne standing in the room wearing a clean suit. Tarifa looked at Lynwe quickly. 


“Why is he wearing a Clean Suit?” She asked quickly.


“Oh forgive me.” Olyne’s voice sounded through the intercom. They watched as he removed the rubberized helmet portion of the suit. “There is no danger of contamination… I just forgot to remove the helmet.”


“Selene… what is going on?” Aihola asked.


“Olyne… would you remove the sheet.” Selene spoke.


Tarifa and Aihola watched as the elf doctor did as Selene instructed and both of them winced slightly at the mass of swollen and puffy welts that were all over the man’s body. That he had been submerged in water for a long period of time was obvious, as was the cause of death. The left portion of his chest was burst outward as if from some sharp knife.


“This is not exactly the way I wanted to start my day.” Tarifa said. “Why exactly are we here?”


“The cause of death was a Nehtes thrust through his back, exiting out just below his left nipple.” Olyne spoke from inside the room. 

“A Nehtes?” Aihola gasped. “Are you sure?”


“Positive.” Olyne replied. “We confirmed it with Admiral Jamerl. Death would have been instantly as the thrust severed the spinal column completely as if passed through his body, cutting the heart in two and tearing apart the lungs. The Admiral said it was a precise thrust, very accurate and done with extreme strength.”


“Was he killed during the war?” Tarifa asked.


“He’s been dead for just under a week.” Lynwe answered. “Whoever killed him dumped him in the ocean.”


“The welts you see are from jelly fish.” Olyne spoke. “Specifically a Portuguese Man-of-War which are common in the waters around New Miami at this time of the year.”


“I’m still not seeing the reason we are here.” Aihola spoke. “This was obviously a murder committed by a Spartan. Why aren’t the normal authorities handling it?”


“They are investigating but there is something else. Olyne?” Selene spoke.


“Yes… of course.” Olyne spoke. Tarifa and Aihola watched him lift the body off the table exposing his back and the words carved into the now dead flesh were obvious extending from the base of his neck to the small of his back.

Death to Tarifa and her Drow whore

Tarifa looked at her father. “Who is this man?” She asked.

Tareif shrugged. “No one special.” He answered. “Not in terms of political statements. He was an elf collaborator in New Miami before your attack with FAEs during the war. He ran one of the more popular slave centers. No family that we know of. He’s been running a small fruit stand on the outskirts of the city while they have been rebuilding it.”


“Papa… it does not surprise me that Nya Istel and I… that we are not well liked by some.” Tarifa spoke. “Especially after what I did to New Miami. Why show me this? Why show us this? It is not going to change how we live our lives.”


“I have been hated before Tareif.” Aihola spoke looking at him. 


Tareif nodded slowly. He had been stunned to learn of the relationship his oldest daughter had with the Queen of the Drow, but now, after two years of them being together and seeing what his daughter meant to Aihola, the fact she was a woman did not even cause him to blink. And she was a masterful warrior as well.


“As have we all Aihola.” Tareif spoke. “This is different however. This act of violence directly mentions you and Tarifa. That does not give me happy thoughts.”


“What do the local authorities say?” Tarifa asked.


“They seem to think that this man cheated a Spartan in some way. Enough to make him angry and kill him in this fashion. The carving of the words was done after the man was already dead, and may well not even have been done by whoever killed him.” Olyne spoke.


“And again I ask as Tarifa did… why show this to us?” Aihola asked now. “This body came from thousands of miles away. And you have no proof of anything directly related against us besides some words. We will not change our lives for this.”


“Let the local authorities handle it.” Tarifa spoke. “And tell Olyne to dispose of the body if no one has claimed it.” Lynwe nodded and moved to open the adjoining door to step into the morgue room itself. She started speaking with Olyne immediately. “If the local authorities need assistance, have Admiral Jamerl give them a Spartan as an advisor. We have a meeting with Dilios and Arete in an hour and I want to eat breakfast before we see them.” She stopped next to Selene and took her hand. “Are we still on for dinner this evening? It is Lynwe’s birthing day.”


Selene’s steel blue eyes twinkled at her. “Of course.” She answered with a smile. “I’ve made her favorite. She thinks everyone has forgotten.”

Tarifa glanced at Aihola quickly and smiled as her Mistress’s own eyes glittered in anticipation. They waited as Tareif exited the room into the outer corridor, and then Tarifa looked at Selene. “What shall we bring for desert?” She asked.


Selene grinned. “Tarifa… you and Aihola are desert silly.” She said confidently.


Tarifa let out a small laugh and hugged Selene quickly. “Well I look forward to that.” She spoke taking Aihola’s hand.


“As do I.” Aihola said.


“Lynwe and I  are looking forward to it as well.” Selene answered.


Selene watched as they walked out after her father. She and Lynwe truly enjoyed their nights with Tarifa and Aihola. They were the only two who could actually keep up with them because of their genes, and like Tarifa, Selene thought it exceptionally erotic and intensely pleasurable to serve her Drow Mistress Lynwe. And when there were two of them, the pleasure for Tarifa and herself doubled.


She turned as the two meter tall female Drow came back out of the morgue and looked at her. “I told you and Tareif they would not care.” Selene said softly as she took Lynwe’s hand. “They have become far stronger Lynwe, in both body and mind. And far closer.”

“I know… but it was worth a shot.” Lynwe spoke. “They are still coming tonight yes?”


Selene nodded. “Oh yes.” She answered. “We should enjoy them as much as we can in the time we have left Mistress.”


Lynwe looked at her. “What do you mean?”


“You may let Tareif know I have done this… but I did it late last night and did not have a chance to tell him.” Selene spoke. “I contacted Martin before I left the office. They were just arriving in orbit from a diplomatic trip to the elf home world so I left a message. I asked Martin to send one of his Mjolnir’s Hand here to investigate this. I asked Martin in the message to send him, the one they both so desire and so need. His name is Isra I believe.”


Lynwe laughed softly. “I did the same thing early this morning.” She said pulling her half elf lover close to her.

Lynwe was a Drow… Selene half elf and half human… and both were now full vampires because of events that propelled them forward during the war. They had found each other over a year ago, in the midst of the chaos of that war, and they had not looked back since. They were as close as two lovers could be, almost as synonymous with one another as Tarifa and Aihola were. It had been Tarifa and Aihola that had shown Lynwe she could feel love and be loved after the High Coven experiments had made her into something she thought less of. Lynwe was better endowed than most men in that department, a curse from the High Coven experiments, and until Tarifa and Aihola and then Selene had come into her life, she regarded it as a curse. The three of them were the ones who taught her it was a gift. It was a gift that kept Selene from even looking at other men, though there were dozens who would do anything to get one of Eden City’s Chief Administrator’s in bed, especially because Selene was also drop dead beautiful. Selene paid them no mind in the least because she had the best of both worlds in her opinion. 


“We should probably speak to one another more often my love. We’ll drive Martin crazy with all these separate requests of ours.” Lynwe spoke. “If he gets our messages today, I would think he will dispatch this Isra immediately. You know how he views the both of them. He will not delay. Perhaps a week for this Isra to get here.”


“I hope he has not…” Selene asked quickly.


Lynwe shook her head just as fast. “When I spoke with Martin last month and asked about this man, Martin told me he does not even go out with the others of his unit. And there have been several females interested in him. I understand his eyes are quite fantastic.” She said. “He trains day in and day out with his dragon, many times with Martin and Aricia together. This Isra and Andreus have been to the palace often, and not just because they are the section leaders of Mjolnir’s Hand.”

“It will be good to see them happy once more. They deserve it most after all they have been through.” Selene said softly. “After tonight we should start looking for someone who can help me please you Mistress.” Selene said snuggling her body close to Lynwe.


“I do not need someone else Selene. I am quite content and extremely happy with only you.” Lynwe spoke.


“And I with you Mistress.” Selene spoke submissively. “But an extra set of soft lips is always welcome. You are wonderfully gifted you know. Perhaps Layna from my office?”


Lynwe looked at her with those beautiful amber eyes and shook her head. “You are so bad my slave.” She said with a smile.

“But you love me don’t you?”


Lynwe nodded. “That I do. With all my heart.” She bent over and kissed her tenderly. “Now tell me… who is this Layna? You have mentioned her several times.”
Selene laughed and took her hand. “She is a Lycavorian Spartan that Prime Minister Deia assigned to me as sort of a liaison slash protector. She is not interested in men in the least, which makes her just like us. Of course she doesn’t know about your special gift.” Selene squeezed Lynwe’s waist and seductively ran a delicate hand down the front of her pants. “And she does not know of the Drow disposition of dominance.”

“And what makes you think she would even be interested?” Lynwe spoke with a grin.

“Because I have heard her say you could feed on her anytime you wanted.” Selene answered with a glint in her eyes. “And she already made it obvious to me that she finds me attractive.”

Lynwe shook her head and they began walking out of the small room. “Only Tarifa and Aihola have shared our bed for a reason Selene. They know us… and we trust them. They have been through everything with us. Bringing another into our bed…”

Selene smiled. “It is only a thought Lynwe. I am quite content having you all to myself. Never doubt that. Think about it later my love; it is not important right now. For now let us join Tarifa and Aihola for breakfast, and then we will have them for desert tonight. You can inform Tareif when you return to the airfield.”


Sangria was stuffing items into her two bags, silently running over the options in her head as she moved between rooms in her suite. There was really only one place she could run. A place that the Coven wouldn’t come looking for her and the Union wouldn’t think to search. She could blend in there due to the large number of her people on the planet. The only problem would be getting there. The border patrols had increased significantly over the last year, and almost every ship was now checked. She entered the bedroom area of the suite and went to the bed, reaching for her spare hand blaster from the bed where she had left it before leaving this morning and she froze.


It was gone.


“Looking for this?” The female voice asked from the shadow by the window.


Sangria’s eyes snapped up and she saw the rust colored hair of the female elf from the Star’s Ghost, her cerulean blue eyes outlined in black, and the tips of her fangs extending from below her full lips. Sangria was a blinding draw when it came to getting her weapon out. It was mainly instincts anyway, and the moment Anuk moved to take her third step Sangria’s hand was dropping to her thigh holster. Her hand froze as it closed around the hilt of her custom made H24 Hand blaster, and she saw the red haired female smile wider, revealing almost completely her long set of wolf fangs. Sangria had never met an elf female that had been changed by a Lycavorian, but this female seemed to fit the mold perfectly, whatever that may be. She was of medium height and had curves on top of curves, all of them lean muscle. Sangria had stopped her motion when she felt the steel of the blade touch her cheek and her peripheral vision told her the blade of a Nehtes spear head was touching her skin.


“That would not be the most intelligent decision you’ve made in the last year.” Dan’s voice filled the room.


Sangria’s sea green eyes closed slowly, knowing her luck had run out. She lifted her hands slowly, and Anuk moved forward, her Nehtes in her hand and ready. She quickly disarmed Sangria of her weapon while Daniel reached forward to pat her down. Sangria looked at Anuk as Dan’s hand ran over her body in a very intimate fashion. He obviously knew what he was doing as he pulled an additional two blades from the collar of her shirt and from her right boot top. A thought flashed into her mind.


“You know… I could take care of you much better than this elf if you let me go.” Sangria spoke. “You can have me anyway you want.”


Danny rolled his eyes causing Anuk to grin. She pulled the Shakur fighting knife from her belt and held it up so Sangria could see it. She stepped up to Sangria and gently prodded her under her jaw with the point. Sangria’s eyes went wide when the Shakur slashed down in an instant and sliced open the shirt she was wearing, exposing the support she wore and bare skin.


“Hold still.” Anuk spoke softly. “If you move… I might accidentally cut you.” She said before slicing through the support and exposing Sangria’s firm breasts to the cool dusk air. “Then no one will want you.”

Sangria sucked in her breath when Danny’s hand passed between her thighs, purposely brushing tightly against her crotch, checking for weapons or unusual bumps. His hand stopped at the front of her pants and Sangria turned her head slightly. “Don’t…!” She growled. “If you do… I’ll kill you!”


Dan nodded. “Sure.” He moved his hand back up and plunged it down the front of her pants taking hold of the small metal hand laser. He yanked it back out and tossed it onto the bed before looking at her. “I’ll give you one chance to tell me the truth.” He spoke, his voice hard. “Do you have any weapons stashed in more private areas? I can have Anuk check, but I will give you the benefit of the doubt since all we want to do is ask some questions.”


“If I lie.” Sangria asked.


“You die very painfully… after we get the information we want.” Dan replied. “Tell me the truth and you will be set free after we have asked our questions.”


“Who are you people?” Sangria asked quickly.


“My question first lady.” Dan spoke. “Does Anuk have to bend you over and search you? She wouldn’t like that you know.”


Sangria met his dark eyes for a long moment before shaking her head. “No.” She said.


Anuk chuckled. “A pity Daniel… she does smell good.”


Dan grinned. “Yeah… sort of like a perfume I used to like. What was it called? Oh… man what it was… Rose Musk! That was it! Good stuff… expensive too.”


“Tie your shirt together.” Anuk spoke returning her Shakur to its sheath. “Do not attempt to run, you can not outrun us… do not attempt to fight us… for while you may get one of us… by some slim margin both of us… you will not get the third.”


Sangria looked at her. “Third?” She spoke. “I only see two of you.”


“Then you are not looking very well.” Anuk spoke.


Sangria’s eyes went wide when the shadow by the glass door onto her patio moved and took shape. Nayeca slipped into full view, the K12 clutched in her fist, her shimmering white hair and amber eyes very evident.


“By all that is…”


Nayeca smiled and lowered her K12. “We truly mean you no harm.” She spoke softly. “We only wish to ask some questions. You’ve led us on quite the chase for ten months, and now we will have our answers.”


“What is this all about?” Sangria barked. “I haven’t been in the Lycavorian Union in over a decade! I haven’t done anything wrong.”


“Daniel?” Yuriko’s voice filled the room over Danny’s COM channel.


“Go!”


“Do you have her?” Yuriko asked.


“We have her.” Dan replied detecting the change in her voice. “What’s wrong?”


“There are at least three Vampire High Coven agents moving on her room right now.” Yuriko spoke. “We will not get there in time to intercept them. It is as we discussed this morning Daniel. They will interrogate her and then kill her.”


Dan looked at Sangria’s sea green eyes as they grew wider. They reminded him of another pair of eyes and he couldn’t quite place them. As a matter of fact she looked very familiar in some way and that gnawed at his brain as it had this morning. “Yeah I’m thinking maybe she is seeing that now.” He spoke finally. “Will they blow the door?”


“Doubtful.” Yuriko answered. “They apparently are trying to keep this as low profile as we are.”


Dan nodded. “So we dance. Works for me.” He pushed Sangria toward Nayeca who caught her arm and stuck the barrel of the K12 into her ribcage. “Stay with her and don’t make a sound. She is what is called a Drow elf… and they ain’t known for their forgiving nature if you know what I mean. Don’t do anything stupid.” He looked at Anuk. “Shall we baby?”


Anuk grinned. “By all means.”


The edges of the door into Sangria’s suite sparked for a few seconds and then the door slid open, four High Coven vampires bursting into the room in a very professional manner, their hand weapons covering every portion of the room sweeping left to right. As the first two entered they ignored the sides by the door, moving straight into the suite for four meters. As the last two entered and split left and right they ran into Daniel and Anuk. 


Danny impaled one onto his Nehtes, the vampire’s eyes going wide as the spearhead sliced completely through his spine and exited between his shoulder blades. His weapon dropped from suddenly limp fingers just as Dan was spinning away from him, his Shi Viska flashing into existence as Dan brought his left arm around. The blades extended instantly and the full shield collided with the first vampire to enter the suite just below his right ear. Dan ripped his Nehtes free as he completed the spin, the first vampire’s head landing on the floor at his feet.


Anuk swept her Nehtes under the fourth vampire to enter the room, taking out his legs. As he lifted into the air, his weapon flying from his hands, Anuk stepped into a forward thrust. The second vampire watched with wide eyes as the spearhead of the Nehtes burst from his chest in a spray of blood as his heart was shredded instantly. Anuk turned back as the last vampire landed hard on his back. She whirled and brought her Shi Viska down onto the chest of the vampire on the ground, the blades also extended on her shield. The air left his lungs and blood flew from his lips as her shield nearly cleaved his body in half.    


Danny dragged the last vampire completely into the room and pounded the door panel, watching as it slid closed quickly. Nayeca dragged Sangria into the main room now, and her eyes flew open at the carnage. Blood was quickly pooling on the floor and she nearly lost her breakfast.


“Yuriko… I do believe it’s time we left.” Dan spoke touching his COM.


“I do believe you are right.” Yuriko spoke in reply. “We are twenty seconds from you. We’ll gather and then move to our ship. Our guest?”


Dan looked at Sangria. “Looking a little green… but very much alive.”


“We must move quickly Daniel.” Yuriko spoke. “When the Coven team does not report in, they will descend on her room in greater numbers.”


“I’m not going anywhere with you people!” Sangria screamed her eyes wide. Death was not something she was unaccustomed too, she had just never seen it so up close and personal. She could almost smell the blood in the air and she felt bile rising in her throat.


Nayeca took action immediately and brought her K12 down on Sangria’s head sharply. Her sea green eyes rolled up into her head and she fell to the floor in a heap. She holstered the K12 and un-slung the P190 from her back. “Daniel… if you would be so kind.” She spoke.


Dan couldn’t help but grin as he hauled Sangria to his shoulder just as Yuriko and Filrian entered the room. Yuriko’s eyes swept the room quickly and saw them ready to leave. “You didn’t hurt her too badly did you?” She asked.


Nayeca shook her head. “Not at all. She’s lucky considering the year we have spent chasing her.”


Yuriko knelt next to one of the bodies and nodded. “Just as Filrian and I feared. They are assassins from the Vampire’s Silent Death Division. Very well trained.”


“They don’t know how to clear a room.” Anuk spoke. 


Yuriko nodded. “Yes well… most of their skills reside in torture and interrogation.” She spoke getting to her feet.


Filrian nodded. “Quickly… let’s get back to the ship and depart as fast as we are able.” He spoke. “When the Coven discovers this, they will be all over us.”


“So let’s not stand here and talk about it.” Dan spoke. “Let’s get gone.”

APO PRIME

Anja couldn’t help but smile at what she saw on the bed in front of her. She had arrived on the SPIRIT OF HADARIA only an hour before, taken her STRIKER DT to the private landing field and then she and Seanna had flown on Miath to the palace. 
She had not wanted to be bonded to a dragon at first, but on her last trip to Elear with Dysea the green scaled male dragon had caught her eye immediately. He was young, only a few years younger than Isheeni, and he was a hybrid like Torma. He was larger than Isheeni but not by very much, but what caught her eye was his brashness. He strutted around like he owned the island that many of the dragons now called home. Anja had watched an older dragon put him in his place twice in the same visit but he kept coming back for more. Arzoal told Anja it was because he was fearless and foolish and young. She had warned against choosing him, but true to her rebellious nature, Anja fearlessly walked right up to him. In the first five minutes Anja knew he was the one.

They had spent the last six weeks together, learning about each other while they learned to fly. Their natures, both rebellious and restless, had tempered when they came together in the Mindvoice connection, and it seemed to calm them both. This had surprised Arzoal and she had been working furiously with them the last few weeks to get them to share everything, and not hold back. It was working… and the first thing that Arzoal noticed is that they had become very protective of each other. When they came to the palace here on Apo Prime, Miath spent most of the time with Torma… learning all he could about flying and fighting so that he could better protect his Queen. Miath had never expected to be chosen to serve any in Mjolnir’s Hand, he knew he was arrogant and brash, but when the red haired Queen choose him from the hundreds of others, he had vowed to himself never to let her down. He knew that Torma and Isheeni were the first and most powerful of the Bonded Pairs as they were now called, and he spent hours with Torma and Isheeni both, Iriral among them, learning to temper his brash nature and put Anja above all others. It wasn’t easy due to his age, but having the confidence and strength of Torma and Isheeni and by default Martin and Aricia, Miath was learning well.

Anja had been the busiest of Martin’s Queens in the last year, visiting more planets than even Martin. She had returned to Hadaria a month before her Ascension to complete her training and learn more of her people and her abilities. This had pleased Eurin greatly, and when it came time for her Ascension, Martin had been there on Hadaria. In a move that surprised even Zaniai, Martin had kissed Anja deeply and told her he needed to honor what his grandfather had begun. Anja had tears in her eyes at his words, for he sounded wiser and more confident than at any other time since she had known him, and at that moment she loved him even more than she already did. Anja had wanted him there to experience it all with her, but she understood his decision and nodded her head in agreement as pride swept through her.


Eurin and Zaniai had been touched by Martin’s gesture and his words, that gesture telling Eurin all she really needed to know about the young King who now led the Union. Eurin had stepped up to him and took his arm with a smile. Anja remembered her words like it had happened yesterday.


“Many have said you remind them of your grandfather King Leonidas. I can not make that comparison since I did not know King Resumar. I can say that what I have seen over these last months leads me to believe that if there is one person outside of our people who can keep this most sacred secret of our people, it is you. I would be honored if you and Queen Aricia would stand beside me as Anja Ascends.”

Anja shook her head. An entire year experiencing things and seeing places that her imagination could not begin to invent. She was a Queen of not only her own species, but of hundreds of species. One of four Queens that all loved the same man, a man who loved them all back in return, though Aricia would always be closest to him and his most favored. Anja didn’t care… nor did Dysea or Isabella. Surprisingly there was no competition between them in the least, as all of them knew their roles and their places in the greater scheme of things. And when they were all together, there was nothing but love for each other between them.


Anja’s jade green eyes fell on the figures in the bed and she felt desire and passion flame her body. Martin had made her what she was now, part wolf, and the wolf in her would always crave attention. The wolf in her would always crave attention from those she loved. 

Aricia, Dysea, and For’mya lay on the bed, the large sheet barely covering them. For’mya was sandwiched between the other two women, her face peaceful as she slept with her golden blond head against Aricia’s chest. Dysea was spooned against her from behind, also deep in sleep, her face buried in For’mya’s neck. Anja stepped closer, quietly setting down her gear and leaning over Aricia. Her azure blue eyes opened dreamily and she smiled, turning her head slightly.


You are late. She spoke softly within Mindvoice.


Anja smiled and kissed her softly. I’m sorry. Where is he?

He’s such a beast. Aricia said with a loving smile. He’s waiting for you Anja.

Anja kissed her again. I’ll see you in the morning.

Seanna?


She’s in her room. Anja answered.


Aricia turned her head more and looked at her. She does not have to sleep alone Anja.


Anja nodded with a smile. We are still discovering each other Little Wolf. She said her jade green eyes sparkling. Perhaps one day she will know she is welcome to share our warmth if not our love.


Go on. Aricia said her arms pulling For’mya tighter. He has worn us out.

Anja kissed her once more and headed out onto the balcony of the island palace. She could see the large estate three kilometers in the distance across the glass like lake. That was meant to originally be their home, but once Torma and Isheeni became part of their lives, Martin and Aricia had moved the entire private section and all sleeping quarters to this island.

It was originally intended as only a vacation home really, but once Martin had made his decision, and they all agreed with him, within a week it had become what it was now. It still retained its modest appearance from the outside, unlike the palace on the main estate which was more opulent than any of them were used too. That had been turned into a place to have gatherings and where many of the staff now worked and stayed. Helen lived with them here on the estate in a small apartment when she was not on Earth in Sparta. The island itself was larger than it looked from the mainland, nearly twenty square kilometers in size, and they had everything they could want here.  
Here Isheeni and Torma and their hatchlings had free reign to fly as they pleased, and it also provided all of them considerable privacy since no Lifter was allowed within the defensive perimeter of the palace itself, and flying over the palace was a sure way to get shot down. The only way to the private quarters was by Hover Lifter across the lake or by Dragon. Martin had destroyed the long pier that led to the main estate almost immediately after moving here. Very few people were allowed to come and go as they pleased, Gorgo obviously, and Aricia’s mother occupied a permanent apartment within the palace to look after Androcles and the hatchlings when they were away. Deia came and went when she needed, but she very rarely bothered them once they came to the island. All of Mjolnir’s Hand was allowed to come and go, but like Deia, unless it was necessary they kept to the estate on the mainland. 


Because of this Anja had no qualms about stripping out of her uniform as she walked, dropping clothes along the way as she moved along the patio. She hadn’t seen any of them in nearly six weeks, and right now she wanted to feel only one wrapped around her body. She was about to reach for the hand rail taking her up to the roof of the palace when her feet left the ground and she shot skyward with a yelp of surprise. She was almost completely naked and moving through the night air entirely under someone else’s control, and she crossed her arms over her breasts when she saw him lying on the thick blanket on the roof staring at the moon.


Are you having fun? She demanded.


Martin used his telekinetic power to slowly bring Anja until she was suspended over the top of him. All she had left on were her white cotton panties and a very stern look on her face.


Yes actually I am. Martin answered. You’re late.


I am not late. I’m never late. I’m exactly on time. I… Anja’s jade eyes closed in bliss when Martin hit her with his aura while holding her over the top of him and slowly lowering her closer towards him. 
Martin couldn’t unleash his full aura on anyone except Aricia. Due to the pureness of her blood, she was the only one who could actually still function when enveloped within that aura. Martin knew just how much of his aura to use to excite all of his Queens and to show them how much he desired and loved them. Aricia could take the full unshielded radiance of his aura, while Dysea needed very little nudging before she was melting into his arms. Anja was somewhere in the middle, and because of her Hadarian genes it varied how much she could take depending on how long it had been since she had been to her home world.

I missed you. And you won’t need these.  He Mindvoice while an invisible hand caressed her taut thighs pulling her very moist panties from her body while she was suspended in mid air.

You… you are so bad. Who do you think you are that you can just undress me whenever you like? Anja gasped as he lowered her even more, keeping her suspended above him by only inches as he reached up and caressed her large firm breasts, tracing small circles around her nipples watching as they grew harder.

Your mate. The wolf who loves you. 
God… god Marty please don’t fucking tease me! I’ve wanted you for days!

Martin sat up slowly, moving her body with him as he did, positioning her above him, as she extended her satiny legs to either side on his body. He could smell her pungent honey scent pouring from her in her excitement. It’s so much fun though.


You bas…


Martin covered her lips with his own, kissing her hard as he kept her suspended above him, his raging cock now at full mast. Anja groaned against his lips, reaching up to wrap her arms around his shoulders as he lowered her onto him, his powerful arms wrapping around her small waist. She tore her lips from his as he entered her and she screamed out her long denied pleasure as he speared her completely, dropping her onto him in one breath stealing twelve inch plunge. 


Isheeni circled above the island at twenty thousand feet, her keen eyes scanning the moon lit night for her mate.


Where are you husband? Why do you tease me? Do you grow tired of me?


Isheeni and Torma were not unaffected by the passions racing through their bond mates. The connection between the four of them was so deep that they could feel Martin and Aricia’s passion as surely as if it was their own because they too were mated. The night for them had been filled with much the same as Martin and Aricia. Their hatchlings were sleeping soundly, and they had taken to the air to satisfy their own needs. Four times Isheeni had ascended to this height, and four times Torma had found her by her scent and they had plunged towards the ground in a frantic mating session.


Aricia had long since exhausted herself, but Isheeni had enjoyed the sensations her pleasure had given her as Torma took her in their aerial plunges. Martin could last much longer, and this usually meant Torma could as well, adding to Isheeni’s delight. She could feel her King on the roof with Queen Anja, and she could sense her husband nearby.


Husband you disappoint me. Isheeni spoke playfully. The King continues still. Perhaps you do need to take lessons from him.


I need no lessons to desire you. Torma’s voice filled her head. And I already know what makes my mate sing my name.

Isheeni felt the minor turbulence in the air above her and immediately rolled onto her back. Her azure blue eyes were wide with delight as she saw the plunging obsidian body block out the moonlight. Torma was holding nothing back and he barreled into her quickly, his claws pulling her body to his as his wings held both of them up as he glided along. Isheeni felt him probing urgently, and she threw back her dragon head and trumpeted her pleasure to the stars as he found her moistness and plunged his huge organ deeply into her. She wrapped her talons around him as he folded his wings around her and they began their plummet to the ground below, Torma’s immense size driving into her with power and need, sending her to heights of pleasure that only he could.


And their trumpeting roars filled the night sky once more.

Anja’s screams filled the night air as well, as Martin sped up his strokes into her and she simply held onto him for dear life. He thrust upward with power, filling her with his dominating cock, stretching her as only he ever could. His lips were wrapped around her nipple, his hands never stopping, always gripping her, always moving against her tone tanned skin. Her pussy gripped him tightly, milking him for everything he had to offer her. She wanted it all and she let him know that by beginning to meet his powerful thrusts into her with strong downwards lunges of her hips. He smiled and rolled over quickly on the thick blanket, Anja still wrapped around him and he began to thrust into her with heart stopping, pile driving twelve inch strokes. Strokes that were quickly causing her to see stars and dig her nails into his shoulders. The pleasure ripped through her in waves, reaching every part of her body. She tried to hold back, but it had been too long since he had taken her last, and Anja’s need was burning. 
Martin for his part was rapidly losing all pretense of the controlled seduction he wanted to give Anja. When it came to his Queens, only Aricia brought out the true wildness in him. There were no boundaries between them in their bed, and they had even got For’mya to become less reserved and more vocal. Dysea he preferred to seduce and take his time with, driving her crazy by nuzzling her ears and throat. Anja, because of her Hadarian genes and the healing properties of her body, and the exquisite physical shape she was in, he enjoyed teasing her until he broke her considerable self control. Tonight it hadn’t taken much, and now they both were just reaching for the pinnacle of pleasure.

He felt his lower stomach clench in preparation and he thrust into her one final time and his own head tossed back as he roared into the night sky. Anja’s cries peaked as she felt his huge cock swell in size within her and erupt. A kaleidoscope of colors flashed in her mind as Martin’s jet like blasts of come smashed into her womb and increased her own orgasm three fold in intensity. The veins on her neck bulged out and her fangs burst through her gums and she joined his voice.


And their cries joined the trumpets of two others in the sky.


Inside their bedroom Aricia smiled as she felt their pleasure within her mind. They were finally all together, albeit for only a short time, but they had reaffirmed their love for each other. Soon it would be just her and For’mya again, sleeping beside him, and that thought made her pull For’mya tighter as sleep finally took her into its embrace.  
NONUS IV


They were just stepping through the entrance into the resort’s maintenance area when alarms began to go off all around them. It caused them to duck into the small storage room, and Danny to drop Sangria to the floor. The moment he did, she snapped up, kicking out with a vicious side kick to his head.


Sangria was a skilled fighter, the years of slavery and being raped and beaten forcing her to hone her skills as much as she was able. Yet Sangria had never faced off against a truly well trained individual however, and her eyes went wide as Danny caught her slim ankle in an iron like grip just before her foot connected with his jaw. She stood there for what seemed like an eternity, her left leg held high up in the air, until Yuriko kicked out her right leg and sent her crashing to the ground beneath her. Anuk and Nayeca simply smiled as their eyes kept watch on the door. Yuriko snatched Sangria by her thick head of reddish black hair, her eyes changing to cobalt blue and her fangs fully extending.


“Let me advise you of something quickly.” Yuriko spoke. “You have two choices. You either come with us willingly and you live, for we have no desire to kill you. Or we throw you out into the hallway here and you attempt to escape the High Coven assassins that are right now scouring this resort for you. When they find you, and they will find you, they will rape you with Immortal cock until you are begging them for death. Then they will kill you.” Yuriko brought her face close to Sangria’s. “Tell me wench… which do you prefer?” 

Sangria glared at the vampire female, the pain of her pulling on her hair fresh in her mind and making her senses alive. “Who are you people?” Sangria finally hissed out. “And what have I done to you to make you hunt me for so long?”


Yuriko laughed. “Hunt?” She said. “”We are not hunting you woman! If we were hunting you, make no mistake you would be dead already. We have saved your life three times already in your ten month long jaunt through the Wilds running from us. On Ruwo who do you think stopped the Kochab Bounty Hunters from taking your ship? On Decimus we are the ones that eliminated the clan of Myiej Hunters that you so brazenly angered with your words. They took up an Oath of Retribution in case you didn’t know. And just last month on Tertius we were the ones that stopped that pirate vessel from blasting you out of the stars! You are no good to us dead!”


“What do you want?” Sangria demanded.


“A name.” Yuriko answered as she pulled the data pad from her belt. She activated it and held it up for Sangria to see. “The name and location of the bastard who bought this girl! We know Hunal was the one who sold her. We know you delivered her to the buyer. What we do not know is the buyer’s name and location.”


“Hunal? You killed Hunal!” Sangria said.


“Yes, well he was being less than cooperative, and he made the mistake of trying to force himself on Nayeca there. My Spartan friend is very fond and very possessive of his mates, and he took exception to Hunal’s actions.” Yuriko explained. “All Hunal would tell us is that you delivered her to the buyer. I want that information.”


“Who is she?” Sangria asked.


“Who she is does not matter to you.” Yuriko spoke.


“It does if you want to find her.” Sangria retorted.


Danny knelt down next to her quickly. “Listen bitch!” Danny snapped. “We’ve spent the last ten months chasing you around from planet to planet, keeping you alive in some cases. Your buddies all want you dead. They’ve taken a hit out on you, and between the High Coven and them, you go out there, you’re dead in an hour!”

“You’ve destroyed my life over a slave whore and I want to know…” Sangria’s head rocked back as Yuriko slapped her viciously.


“Lisisa is no slave whore!” She barked savagely, baring her fangs as if she was going to tear Sangria’s throat out.


“You call smuggling slaves a life?” Anuk spoke from the door where she stood. “I was a slave once, and in my opinion that makes you no better than those who traffic in slaves.”


“I have done what I needed to do to stay alive!” Sangria spat. “Who the hell are you to judge me?”


Filrian shook his head. “We don’t have time for this.” He hissed. He moved up next to Sangria and his hand was filled with an injector which he stabbed into her neck. She felt the bite of pain and pulled away quickly, reaching for her neck and glaring at him.


“What did you do?” She screamed.


“That was a single dose of Nonlor Venom.” Filrian told her seeing her eyes go wide. “We have the antidote on our ship. You have perhaps an hour before the venom seizes your nervous system. You will then bite through your tongue during the ensuing convulsions, more than likely break a few bones as well, and when the venom reaches your heart you will die an excruciatingly painful death. We will continue our search, and no one will have the information you hold in your head.”

Sangria’s eyes were wide and she looked at Yuriko and Daniel as if they were insane. “You’re crazy! All of you!”


“You have a decision to make.” Dan said calmly. “Come with us and live. Tell us what we want to know and we’ll put you down wherever you want to go with enough credits to live out your years.”


Yuriko looked at him. “Daniel no!”


Dan held up his hand silencing anymore words from her. “Or don’t tell us, and either the poison kills you or the bloodsuckers kill you. Your choice. Decide now! We’re leaving.” He got to his feet and headed for the door.


It was really quite simple for Sangria. She was a survivor and she had no desire to die. “Wait!” She snapped getting to her feet rubbing her neck and glaring at Filrian. “Anywhere I want to go?”


Daniel nodded. “That’s what I said.”


“I need to get to my ship.” She spoke. “There are some things I need there.”


Yuriko shook her head. “Not possible.”


“Look! You gave me this poison and I have no desire to die! I need some things from my ship! Nav charts, LSD routes!”


“We have all that!” Yuriko snapped.


“Not these you don’t!” Sangria barked.


“Her ship is only two pads down from ours.” Filrian spoke. “If we move quickly we can be back to the Runner before the Coven finishes their search here.”


“Will the docking authorities let us leave with the lock down?” Anuk asked.


Yuriko smiled. “I have something that will convince them.”
APO PRIME

It’s a mission! A real mission! Aelnala announced through their Mindvoice connection as she tore through the air towards the palace as fast as her wings would carry her and her Bond Mate.


Isra laughed within their minds and hunkered lowered in the saddle as they sped across the cityscape below them from the main Mjolnir’s Hand barracks. His dirty blond hair was shorter now, just above his shoulders, his skin more weathered and deeply tanned, but his violet eyes were even brighter than they had been a year ago, and it was due to the new life he had found.


The moment Aelnala had come into his life it had changed. 


The female Heavyhorn dragon and he had stood side-by-side defending dragon eggs that did not belong to either of them, and in doing so Isra had entered into a world quite unlike anything he had ever dreamt of. 

His father was long dead, killed by a strip mining transport as it was landing on Enurrua, a passing that Isra did not even blink twice at. His brother Rommna had died by his hand and his brother Joric had died under Spartan law for what he had done to Queen Aricia. Joric had died at the King’s hand. None of that mattered to Isra then, or now. All that mattered was that he was now what he had only dreamed of as a boy. He was a Spartan. His Shi Viska branded to his arm, his Nehtes strapped to his right leg. And he was not just any Spartan… he was a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. The elite Spartans that rode dragons into combat. There were only three hundred of them, never one less, never one more. He was a section leader of Mjolnir’s Hand, the bond he had with Aelnala stronger than any except for the King and Queens with their dragons and that of his fellow section leader Andreus.

His mother and sister were here on Apo Prime, and finally living the life that was denied them, his sister with three Lycavorian males chasing after her scent while she studied at the University. His mother had opened a vendor stand in the main merchant square of Tuya and discovered that her old way of cooking became an instant hit, so much so that she had to purchase a small shop and turn it into an eatery to cope with the hundreds who were visiting her every day for true Lycavorian dishes from the old days. Among her many and most frequent customers were most of Mjolnir’s Hand as well as the King whenever he was on the planet.
Isra could not complain about his life now. He was stronger, faster and wiser after a year with Aelnala. They could do things that only the King and Torma would even attempt, though it was well known that Queen Aricia and Isheeni were a little wild on occasion when flying over the city. Their Mindvoice bond had grown to the point that they were one mind in almost everything they did. Their Psychokinesis powers when together made them one of the strongest of the Bonded Pairs, and even when they were apart it still set them far above others. There was only one thing that Isra lacked that would make his life complete, two things actually. One had eyes of sapphire, the other eyes of amber. He felt a momentary lapse of sadness when he thought of them. He hadn’t seen or talked to them in a year, most of his time filled with his training and Aelnala. However… the nights were filled with thoughts of them, his moments of pleasure with Tarifa while she was in his arms, and the moments he could have had with the Drow Queen Aihola. Isra had no interest in courting or dating, though many young Lycavorian females had expressed interest in him over the months. He wanted only two; they were all his blood and heart called for. There were times when he wondered if they had found another to replace them. He had inquired of Admiral Jamerl about them, found out that they too had gone on with their lives and now appeared happy. A part of Isra was saddened by that, yet a larger part was happy that they had found someone else to give them the happiness they deserved.
Stop thinking like that! Aelnala’s voice interrupted his deeper thoughts. You do not know that Isra! You do not know what they feel.

Aelnala they are both beautiful and refined and accomplished. Everything I am not. Isra answered. It does not surprise me that they have found someone who fills their hearts.

You are beautiful to me. Aelnala spoke cheerfully. And you become more refined and accomplished every day! We have a mission now Isra! You should be happy!

We do not know what it is Aelnala. Why do you assume it is a mission?

It came from the King’s office, the summons did. What else could it be?

Isra saw the palace loom in the distance and he grinned. They will be at the estate on the island this early! Let us find out what it is my Bond Mate. Go!

Aelnala let out a roar of approval and increased her speed as she dove for the ground far below.


Aelnala flared her wings over the wide expanse behind the private palace that was now the dragon landing zone and she saw Torma and Isheeni coming out to greet them as they landed on the soft, packed earth. 

Isra jumped off Aelnala’s back and looked at Torma and Isheeni. He bowed his head slightly out of respect for their positions as Bond Mates to the King and Queen.


Torma. Isheeni. It’s very good to see you again.


Isheeni moved up next to Aelnala and they nudged each other in greeting as Torma moved his massive body up to Torma. You are looking well Isra. He spoke. What brings you here?


We received a summons from the King’s office. Aelnala interjected quickly before Isra could answer the excitement in her voice very noticeable.


Isra looked at her with a smile. We are hoping it is a mission. He said. We…

Look out below! The child’s voice, no more than four or five years old, sounded in their heads. None of them moved, Isra and Aelnala having experienced it before. There was a radical disturbance in the wind above them and then the small bluish black dragon Hatchling plowed into Aelnala’s muscular side followed by the sound of rushing air from lungs.


Jeth! Isheeni’s voice exclaimed.


Isra smiled as he leaned over and gently scooped up the forty-five pound dragon hatchling by his belly. All of them had begun to learn to fly, but only Jeth ventured out of the dragon cavern.

Jeth I have told you about diving from the top of the palace at guests! Torma’s stern voice sounded out.


Isra laughed and looked at the blue eyes of the male dragon hatchling. He was the middle of Isheeni’s eggs to have hatched and it appeared he was also the most fearless. You are getting better Jeth. Isra spoke.


The young dragon snapped his wings out, even now an impressive meter and a half long. King Martin says I will be as big as my father someday!

Isra nodded. Perhaps little one. However diving from the top of the palace into full grown dragons like Aelnala will stunt your growth.


It will? The hatchling blinked rapidly.


Isra nodded. Try it from the balcony instead. You won’t fall as far.


Isra! Isheeni and Aelnala both echoed at once in indignation. Aelnala swung her tail forward and tapped her Bond Mate on the back gently, giving him a little shove forward while Torma’s laughter echoed in their minds.


Come Aelnala. Isheeni said. Aurith and Elynth are much better behaved than their brother. I will leave you to discipline your son Torma.

Of course my mate.


Huh uh.

Isra and Torma laughed as the two female dragons turned and headed for the specially built facility that was their home. The dragon cavern as it was called. The domed building was enormous, built with steel and concrete and looked like any other facility from the outside with the exception of the massive hole in the ceiling that opened to the sky, but inside it was exactly as Arzoal’s massive cavern had been on Enurrua. The cavern both Isheeni and Torma had grown up in. It was large enough for even Torma to fly in circles on the inside.

Torma looked at his son. Climb up on my back boy! And Isra is right! Start small and then go big! Now trumpet Isra and Aelnala’s arrival boy and make it loud!

 Torma felt Isheeni gently admonish him in their private connection, but she did it with love. Neither of them would deny their hatchlings anything and they both knew it. And secretly Isheeni adored that Jeth was so personable and fearless. And hearing her hatchling squeak out the terribly irritating noise at the direction of his father caused even Aelnala to chuckle.


Martin cringed as he walked down the winding staircase from the bedrooms, the mug of coffee in one hand, the data pad in the other. He wore only his usual loose fitting black pants and no shirt, the flame tattoos spreading out from his abdomen and looping up his chest under his armpits and up the back of his shoulders. Jeth’s attempt at trumpeting the call was hideous but it caused him to smile as he cringed regardless. The hatchling was fearless, and Martin had no doubts he would match or exceed his father in size, something Arzoal agreed with him on. As he reached the bottom of the stairs he saw Torma walking in through the back entrance with Jeth perched happily on his back and Isra walking beside him.


We have company. Torma spoke.


“Isra!” Martin spoke, shifting the data pad into his other hand where he balanced the mug of coffee and he grasped Isra’s forearm tightly, as Isra did the same. It was something that Andreus started, a symbol of the bond uniting them all, and now it came naturally to all the members of Mjolnir’s Hand. “How are you? I haven’t…”


“Martin Leonidas!” The female voice bellowed from above. It was Aricia’s voice and it caused Martin to cringe once again.


Martin looked up slowly and saw Aricia looking down at him with an angry expression, her hands on her hips. He wore the guiltiest expression on his face that Isra had ever seen from the King and he glanced at Torma quickly. Torma’s gold eyes blinked and his humorous voice spoke within a private connection. 


Watch this. He always gets caught doing this. It’s almost as if Aricia Blue Eyes sees through walls.


“I’m so busted.” Martin muttered and he looked up fully and forced a smile as he looked at Aricia. “I didn’t do it.” He exclaimed.


“Martin… where is our son?” Aricia demanded. “Where is Androcles?”


“Ummm…”


Aricia shook her head. “Give me our son Martin.” She spoke holding out her hands. “You have to stop doing that.”


Isra forced himself to keep from laughing as the five month old Androcles lowered from far up towards the top of the cathedral type foyer, cooing happily as his arms and legs kicked back and forth almost as if he was flying. With exacting control Martin lowered his son into his mother’s arms while she watched carefully, prepared to reach out and snatch him if Martin dropped him. Aricia knew that would never happen, but she was a mother after all, and she would always be protective of her children now. Once Aricia had full control of her son, who cooed ever more happily in his mother’s arms, she glared at him as For’mya walked behind her and headed down the stairs.

“He likes it.” Martin said with a shrug.


“He is still a baby Beloved.” Aricia spoke. “You can’t do this every morning. It makes me crazy when I wake and he is gone from his bed! Promise me!”


“Ok. Ok.” Martin said sheepishly. “I won’t do it anymore.”


“Liar! I will punish you if you do it again!” Aricia snapped turning to head back to the bedrooms.


Promise! Martin called out to her in Mindvoice.


He didn’t see Aricia smile as she walked, and he didn’t see Androcles lift into the air next to her shoulder as Aricia used her own power and heard her son giggle in happiness.


Martin glanced at For’mya as she reached the bottom of the stairs clad only in the long floor length robe and she leaned up to kiss him, her hand slapping his washboard hard abdomen.

“She’s always going to catch you Martin Leonidas, you do know that don’t you?” She spoke with a smile.  
Martin grinned. “You could help me run interference you know.”

For’mya laughed. “And risk losing her attentions to me? You must be joking!” She spoke with a laugh as she headed into the large room where they always ate. There was a massive table in the room that could seat twelve, and another portion of the room near the front windows held four long comfortable couches and chairs with several shin high tables.

“Ok… I think she’s done yelling at me.” He said with a smile as he turned back to Isra. He looked at Jeth. Excellent work Jeth. A little deeper next time.

Torma’s son bounced on his father’s back, his chest swelling out as he flapped his wings. Thank you King Martin.

Martin chuckled and looked at Isra. “You got the summons I take it?”

Isra nodded. “Yes sire, first thing this morning. Aelnala is very excited. She is hoping it is a mission.”


Martin held out the data pad. “It is.” He said. “Walk with me.”


Isra began reading as he fell in beside his King, and the more he read the more his heart began to race. He tried to keep his pulse rate even so Aelnala wouldn’t come running to him, but just thinking about them caused that to happen. He looked up at Martin finally and found they were on the rear patio balcony overlooking the lake and the main estate in the distance.


“Milord… I… am I the right member of Mjolnir’s Hand for this mission?” He asked finally.


Martin looked at him. “You tell me.” Martin said as he sipped his coffee.

“I can still smell her sometimes on calm nights.” Isra spoke softly.


“She’s in your blood Isra, and by virtue of that so is Aihola.” Martin told him. “You know there is not one without the other.”


Isra nodded. “I do.” He said. 


“Selene requested you personally.” Martin spoke. “Of the three of them, Selene is the more reflective Isra. Tarifa and Aihola are the two most head strong and obstinate woman I have ever come across. With the exception of two of my Queens.” He added with a smile thinking of Anja and Aricia. “But for Selene to request this… and then Lynwe… that tells me two things. Selene and Lynwe are full vampires now, and if they think it is important, I will usually listen to them without question. That they both requested you specifically also tells me that Tarifa and Aihola have not gone on with their lives. That won’t happen until you are with them.”


“But why?” Isra asked. “They are both beautiful beyond measure. They could have any man they wanted.”


Martin nodded. “Yep! But there are very few who could tame them as you have.” He said with a smile. “I did some checking this morning on my own before you came. Together they have nineteen invitations to dinner or lunch or some other event. They’ve turned them all down. You got an ally already Isra… and you don’t know it.”


Isra’s eyes narrowed. “An ally?”


Martin nodded. “Tarifa’s mother and I have grown very close. We talk to each other once a month when my schedule permits. Tarifa doesn’t know that, so don’t let it slip out. She asked me why her daughter still seemed distant and unhappy even after all this time. I told her about you. They inquired of you when Helen was in Sparta for the birth of Androcles. It was our decision not to tell you for fear you might abandon your training before it was complete. Before you truly found your calling. Which you now have. I apologize for that.”

Isra shook his head after a moment. “It was the right thing to do sire. I probably would have gone to them at that point.”


“You and Aelnala, Andreus and Doranthe, you are the strongest behind Aricia and I. That is why you are the section leaders of Mjolnir’s Hand. Helen knew that almost immediately and so did Arzoal. I saw it after the battle on Enurrua.” Martin finished downing his coffee. “That is why we have had the two of you here so often to train with us. That is why only the two of you come and go here in our home freely. Earth will always be home to us, Tarifa and Aihola, Selene, Lynwe, they are all my extended family. I will not tolerate any threat to them or the existence of such a threat. You love them Isra… I can still smell that in your blood. That is why you are perfect for this mission. Like Dekton… you can love them and still protect them without question.”


“Sire… I am not like Dekton.” Isra spoke quickly. “He was… he was so much more than…”


Martin shook his head. “Dekton was a Spartan first! They don’t love you because you are a Spartan Isra… Tarifa didn’t fall in love with a Spartan; she fell in love with the wildness in you. The part of our people that only me, you, and a few others still allow to roam free inside our hearts. Our people are getting that back, but to us it was always natural. That is what she fell in love with Isra, and Aihola as well because of what she and Tarifa share.” Martin smiled. “That is why the bonds we share with our dragons are so strong Isra. That wildness in us, it is naturally tempered by our Bond Mates and their benevolent nature, but as they temper our wildness, they take part of it as well. You have felt it with Aelnala, just as I have with Torma, as Aricia has with Isheeni. The sense of being one completely.”

Isra nodded quickly. “She senses my emotions… as I sense hers.”


Martin nodded. “I’m sending Mjolnir’s Hand out all over beginning today.” He said. “It is time we started letting people know we really do exist Isra. You will actually be the only one so far that has a definitive mission. Andreus will remain here on Apo Prime to coordinate. Kmyla is pregnant again if you can believe it, so he doesn’t want to leave.”

Isra nodded with a laugh. “He told me.” He said. “He is working fast sire. Kmyla is strong and his son was strong too.”


Martin nodded. “Coordinate with him. Have your pilot load up your DT with whatever you think you will need, but I want you leaving before nightfall.”


Isra took a deep breath and they both turned as Aelnala’s bulk moved around the corner with a burst of speed. She had felt Isra’s exuberance and pride and knew that they had been given a mission. She dug her talons into the earth to stop when she saw Martin and walked over to them more sedately. 


Milord. She spoke bowing her head, which was something considering her neck was so long.


Martin smiled and scratched her scales. Take care of him Aelnala.


I will sire.


“Isra… send me weekly reports until you find out what is happening and deal with it. If you need anything… you have my personal channel.” Martin said.


“As you order Milord.” Isra answered. All of Mjolnir’s Hand had a personal and direct communications link to the King.


Martin nodded. “I get to go meet with the Folcani ambassador now.” He said with a smile. “Joy… joy.” They grasped forearms and then Isra watched him walk back into the private palace.


I told you! Aelnala spoke. I told you!

Isra stepped closer to her and put his hand on her head. Yes you did.


We will go to Earth. We will find out what is happening. And you will fill the hole in your heart that only they can fill. Aelnala said. Then we will be complete my Bond Mate.


Isra moved around and climbed onto her back. Then let’s get started. 

