CHAPTER TWENTY
LYCAVORE

“The grandson of Resumar?” Condar spoke softly looking at where Martin sat on the floor of the cavern. The Persian red haired female sat casually between his legs, one of his arms wrapped around her waist protectively and quite possessively. Lisisa sat an arm’s reach away on his right side with Melita next to her. The second dark haired Hadarian female sat very close to Martin’s right leg, her arm leaning across his knee, her fingers touching Anja’s shoulder. The massive black Spartan sat to his left with the two female elves leaning up against his sides. The monstrous obsidian dragon that had almost caused Condar to lose complete control of his bodily functions sat behind Lisisa, the small blue/black dragon situated between those hugely thick front forelegs that were equipped with wicked looking silver/black talons. He kept rubbing his snout against Lisisa’s back and shoulder causing her to smile in contentment. The green scaled dragon beast sat just behind Martin and Anja, occasionally its head dipping close so that she could rub under its huge jaw. “Who… who would have ever possibly imagined this day would come?”


Helen followed where his eyes were looking and she smiled gently. “Who indeed?”


“Those… those are dragons?” Condar asked her with awe in his voice. “They are always… always with them?”


Helen nodded once more. “There are many wondrous things you will discover.” She spoke. “And many things that will alter your perceptions of the world around you. Torma and his kind are part of our lives now. Their Mindvoice powers surpass even that of the strongest Mages. Stronger than any of you or those here. They are bonded to Martin and the others in a way that is not easily explainable. It has something to do with the chemistry within each individual body we know that. Not anyone can bond with a dragon. In fact it is a very rare thing and there are less than three hundred and fifty within the entire Union. And it appears as if Torma’s son Jeth has now bonded with Lisisa as well.”


It had been an eventful last twelve hours. Danny and Visam had led the Lycavorians from the settlement to this cavernous maw unnaturally formed under the ground of Lycavore. Endith had flown the rest of their group aboard the STRIKER DT, and using the advanced sensors on the ship she and Sivana had found a natural entrance to this cave several kilometers away. With unmatched skill and precision she and Sivana had stopped quickly to pick up Melita and Yuriko since they could not be exposed to the Rubidium Ore radiation in the tunnel and survive, and then they flew the three kilometers from this new entrance into the cave to park the DT where it now rested a hundred meters further up the tunnel. The cavern itself was well over seven kilometers long and six hundred meters tall at its highest point. The strange vessel suspended above the ground, which they all now knew was a ship of some sort, provided the twenty-nine thousand plus Lycavorians shelter and many of them had established homes within the confines of the ship, while others preferred to build their homes along the length of the ship instead. There were dozens of ramshackle buildings set up on either side of the suspended ship, with at least a dozen cooking fires that could be seen just from where they were sitting. 
Three entrances had been found over the years across the 1.2 kilometer long ship, two of them open now to the ground of the cavern to allow entry through the long two meter wide ramps. The moment Endith and Sivana had seen the enormous ship, all else was forgotten and along with Tina and several of the engineer trained Durcunusaan they plunged into the interior of the ship with half a dozen excited Lycavorians as their guides. The Lycavorian male who had first removed Tina’s equipment and used the opportunity to cop a quick feel of her lush body remained with them, doing his level best to apologize for his actions at every turn. Especially when he witnessed Endith walk boldly up to Tina after leaving the STRIKER and give her a blistering kiss full on the lips, pulling Tina’s body tightly against her own.

Many of the Lycavorian people within the tunnel had scrambled to come forward and see the man who was their King, as well as the three massive dragons that fought beside him without question. It was like a wonder to all of them and the word was quickly passing through the throngs of men, women and children that their King… the blood of Resumar was among them. Many were still filtering by where Martin and the others were sitting just to get a peek at him and the dragons.

Condar looked back to Helen where they sat in their small group. Garpa and Noreu sat with them as well as Nanac, Donus, Visam and Onia. The most senior Alphas and Elders of the Lycavorian people were once more reunited with the First Oracle of the Lycavorian people, something none of them had ever imagined. That it was a woman in front of them and not a man mattered not to them. All of them could sense the memories and wisdom of Canth within Helen, mixed perfectly with her own personality and temperament.

“Is… is he much like King Resumar Feravomir?” Condar asked her his voice full of interest.


“If the memories of Resumar that Canth passed to me are any indication… he is far too much like his grandfather.” Helen answered with a small smile. “There is much of his father in him though, and I knew his father very well. And then there is just Martin Leonidas. There are times when I believe he has taken the best from both Resumar and his own father and blended those traits into himself. Resumar’s wisdom and compassion, his strength of conviction and clarity of purpose, his father’s dedication and commitment, his incredible military genius and strength of body, Martin’s own devotion to his mates, especially Aricia, and those he considers family. He is the best of all three in one man.”


“His scent is over three thousand years old...” Noreu spoke. “Yet he does not act as a wolf with those years would.”


“He spent most of those years in suspended animation.” Helen replied with a nod. “While his scent and body are technically that old, he has only been truly alive for thirty-three years. And only aware of whom he really was for the last two.”


“How… how is that even possible?” Nanac asked.


“Much has changed in the time you have been here.” Helen told them. “There have been advances in science and technology that have made many things possible. You have seen some of it with the High Coven butchers here, but they have purposely limited your exposure in what you see to keep you docile.”


“Yet he mingles with vampire scum freely. The one calls him father...” Onia hissed softly. “Lisisa… who he claims is his own daughter… she has the blood of vampires in her if what you say is true Feravomir. The blood of the very High Coven Princess who is on her way here now!”


“How can you question what Lisisa says now Onia?” Noreu spoke up. “You can smell the King’s blood within her just as surely as I can. All she has told us these past years is true.”


“She is still half vampire!” Onia snapped. “Half of our hated enemies Noreu!”


Helen nodded slowly and looked at her. “Yes… that is true. There is a long story behind that however, and part of that story is Yuriko there and what grew between them. One of his four Queens is a pureblood vampire... though she has only just coming to see what she means to him. Isabella is the daughter of Veldruk and his pureblood consort.” Helen could see the look of horror in Onia’s eyes, as well as Nanac. “There is also a full division of highly trained, cloned vampire soldiers that call Earth home and follow Martin Leonidas without question. There are half vampire Drow elf scouts across the Union military, subjected to experiments and tortures by the High Coven that you can’t begin to imagine. They follow Martin Leonidas without question and they fought beside him with untold bravery in the Battle for Earth, and every day since. Nearly ten million vampires, purebloods and turned vampires, reside within Lycavorian Union space. They fight beside us, live beside us and we call them friend. As I said… much has changed. Resumar started our people on a course of change, acceptance and tolerance… and that course has come full circle with his grandson. If you are a true friend, an ally to Martin Leonidas, he will do everything within his power to help you. If you wish to be an enemy, well he can be that too. Many have discovered in the last year or so it is not wise to have him as an enemy for you will usually end up very dead.” Helen stated matter-of-factly.

“His aura… it is staggering in its power. So pure and… and wild.” Condar spoke softly. “His Mindvoice powers must be…”


“They can not be charted…” Helen finished the statement and saw their eyes go wide. “And we have tried to do just that in the last two years. The normal measuring apparatus we have used for millennia are not able to even read what his abilities are. Or the abilities of Aricia, his Lycavorian Queen of pure blood.”

“So it is true what the black skinned Spartan said.” Visam spoke. “He has four Queens, one of which is this pureblood vampire you speak of… Isabella?”

Helen nodded as her eyes looked over them. “Yes. Aricia is on the planet Earth at the moment with her dragon Isheeni. Earth is the planet that many you see around you call home. It is where they were raised… in the city of Sparta. The story behind that is long and arduous, and I encourage all of you to read the history of it. Aricia is Martin’s youngest, most beautiful and his most beloved Queen, at least in my opinion and that of many others. They claimed each other as Anomes before leaving Earth, conducting the ritual of Gravinolfgreksaan very much by instinct alone.” Helen smiled when she saw their looks of surprise at this information. “The pureness of his blood and that of Aricia, it is the highest level to have been measured since that practice began, and since we do not know how pure Resumar’s blood was there really is no way to gauge how powerful the two of them will become. Their power only increased when they became bonded with their dragons. Anja… Anja is Hadarian…” Helen motioned to the diminutive red haired female sitting between Martin’s legs. “…she and Martin’s elfin Queen Dysea, Martin turned them, claimed all of them under the Assirina Cormunn in fact; and while they are exceptionally powerful and also bound to different dragons, we can at least chart their power and abilities as we know it using the old ways. The drop in abilities from Aricia is quite large, but in terms of Mindvoice skills combined with physical skills, Anja is closest to Martin and Aricia in her abilities. 
“She is also Hadarian as is the young woman next to her. Anja is the Hadarian Queen, fully recognized by her people and the entire Union. They are Healers… able to heal almost any minor or major wound and disease by virtue of their touch upon that person. The planet they come from is surrounded by a nebula that emits a unique radiation that bombards their planet and gives them this gift. His elfin Queen Dysea, while physically extremely lethal in her own right, her Mindvoice abilities have manifested themselves differently. It’s almost as if her latent talent in the political arena increased more than anything. Her ability to sense things, a person’s intent or emotions, has increased to incredible levels.” Helen looked at Visam. “And Isabella… his pureblood vampire Queen… while her Mindvoice skills are not on the same level as the others, she is extremely capable and just as honored as the others. His elf concubine has only just been turned. Martin did this because assassins tried to kill her and turning her was the only way to save her life. We will not know what effect his blood will have on her for some time. His Queens and concubine… they love Martin and he loves them all in return, though only Aricia will have the distinction of being the one who he loves most of all. They share everything without question, including Martin and each other.” Helen saw the look of surprise in their eyes once more and she smiled before slowly turning her dark eyes on Onia. “And you threatened to take Anja’s child from her? The King’s child?” Helen shook her head. “What were you thinking woman? You had to have felt the power radiating from her and still you threatened to do this?”

“We… we did not believe what she was telling us!” Onia protested. “Claiming to be a Queen… that the King himself was here on Lycavore! What were we suppose to believe?”


“Your instincts for one.” Helen spoke sarcastically as if she was scolding her. “Or have you all forgotten how to do that. Anja’s aura is more powerful than any of you sitting here now. That fact alone should have given you pause in your actions.” Helen shook her head slowly and looked at her. “You are very lucky you still stand there able to speak.” She told Onia. “She may be the smallest of his Queens in physical stature, but she has the most volatile tophorh of all of them. You are exceptionally lucky she did not kill you outright for even speaking such a threat, and make no mistake… she could have done it quite easily had she so desired.” Helen looked around their small group letting that information sink into their heads and then she motioned with her hand to those Spartans she could see. (Temper)

“The other Spartans with him are the Durcunusaan. Wolves of the Blood. They are his Hippies Sedla… his Royal Guard in the ancient language once used in Sparta on Earth; all of them with some of the purest Lycavorian blood in the Union. They are the finest trained force in the galaxy. I should know… I helped to train all of them in their Mindvoice skills.” Helen spoke with a proud smile. “I have instituted the same levels of Mindvoice abilities in the Union as I developed while in hiding on Earth. It is based on a six tier ascending level. The Durcunusaan you see around you, as well as those within the Union that protect others, they all have Mindvoice skills at Tier Six… the highest level. Condar… you and the other Elders would be considered a mid-level Tier Four on that same scale. The members of Mjolnir’s Hand… the three hundred Lycavorians bonded to dragons as Martin and Anja are; they would be considered the highest echelon of Tier Six. The Durcunusaan would have swept through this cavern like vada aeverbruth had any harm come to Anja, and her dragon Miath would have quite possibly gone into a rage none of us would have been able to control. I won’t begin to relate to you what Martin would have done.” (The Plague) 


“The same way… the same way he… and they destroyed my ancestor Chetak.” Nanac snarled softly not looking at Helen.


Helen’s eyes narrowed and she looked at him. “You should learn of your ancestors before you defend them Nanac. Chetak was one of the vilest men I have ever known in the over four thousand years of life I have and he was a disgrace to our race!” She growled back viciously. “I was there Nanac! I saw what he had built. Lycavorian women… our women used like animals! Brutalized and raped against their will by our very own kind! Chetak’s very name has become a curse among our people now! He and his son took Martin’s Queen of pure blood… they took Aricia… they took her and they raped her for days! When Resumar took power he made that practice outlaw! He made it a Casilanjar! It was one of the reasons Chetak was exiled you fool! When Resumar exiled Chetak and those that followed him, they continued that practice and swore a Blood Oath against Resumar for exiling them. Chetak thought to exact that Blood Oath against Resumar’s blood… against Martin Leonidas. Your ancestor was committing genocide against Torma and Miath’s kind! Against Dragons! Selling parts of their bodies for profit! I will not begin to relate to you what other atrocities he committed that we did not discover until after he was dead! Do not sit there and defend that man to me! You may be far older than me… all of you except Donus there… but I carry Canth’s memories inside me. The memories of the First Oracle! I know what it was like in the beginning, and I know what happened between them! Martin Leonidas freed over three hundred and fifty million of our people from Chetak’s vile oppression the day he butchered that fool and his son! And then he brought them all back to Apo Prime where our people have called home for over three millennia. He gave them homes… he gave them work… he gave them hope for the future. Not because he had too… he could have just taken Aricia back and left them there living under Chetak’s heel. He did it because they were his people!” Helen shook her head and took a deep breath. 
“You had better tread very carefully when you speak openly of your ancestor Nanac, for there are few who would want to be associated with that name. Even his youngest son Isra holds the name of his father in scorn. His own blood hates the very thought of his father. It was Martin Leonidas who cursed the name of Chetak in the ancient language, condemned him for all eternity because of his actions. If you defend that man Nanac and he hears you… you will see just how angry he can become. I have seen it with my own eyes! What you witnessed this day when he came for his Queen…” Helen waved her hand dismissively. “That was nothing compared to the true wrath he has unleashed in the past. I witnessed it the day he slaughtered Prince Xerxes without an ounce of mercy or pity for killing his father and brother, for taking his mother from him! What he did to Xerxes that day still makes many shudder in horror. I saw the full extent of the fury he commands the day he beat Chetak’s son Joric to death with his bare hands for violating his most beloved and cherished Queen. The power he used on you earlier… bah… that was child’s play for him now. He has… he is able to extend a psychic knife if that is what it can be called, from his fist. He can fling psychic bolts from his hands that do devastating damage. He drove… he stabbed that psychic knife into Chetak’s head and drove him mad by just touching his mind. No…you don’t want to open that door Nanac… what you will see in there will turn your blood cold with its ferocity.”


There was a long moment of silence before any of them could speak, their eyes moving to where Martin was sitting. Condar finally broke that silence. “Feravomir… we have… we have practiced this way of mating… to keep our people strong. To keep us alive.” Condar spoke softly looking at her. “Out of necessity… not out of any sick desire to do this.”


Helen nodded slowly and turned to look at him. “And that… that is the only reason any of you still live.” She spoke seeing their eyes go wide in shock. “You must understand… after Resumar’s death… the Lycavorian Union had not been formed yet. It wasn’t until Martin’s father was killed by Xerxes that we became united as a Union. When that happened they took the law that Martin’s father had forged and followed while on Earth as the King of Sparta and they made much of it their own. Spartan law is very different from anything you know. In some ways it was and it still is savage and brutal and unforgiving… but many of those parts have been discarded over the millennia until now all that remains is law that can still be very harsh at times but it is equal and fair to everyone. The laws in the Union are few my friends, but they are adhered to without question with no regard to one’s station or position. It is a different form of the Spartan law that Martin’s father followed, but the crime of rape is still foremost among those crimes considered taboo by all of us. It carries with it the most severe and unyielding of consequences. It is not tolerated in any sector of Union territory in any form or shape by any species of the Union.” Helen let her eyes linger on them. “What you have done here… it helped you to survive. To make our people strong here. I know that… Martin Leonidas knows that. What you must understand now… it is over. It will not happen anymore for any reason.”


“And what of those that are already mated?” Onia asked. “Those that are bound in union for eternity because of children that have been conceived? Will he just dismiss them out of hand?”


Helen looked at her. “As with the woman we rescued from Chetak’s empire, he will more than likely leave it up to them to make that decision. If they wish that union dissolved… it will be dissolved in the eyes of our people and our laws… instantly and without question. If they chose to remain in that union… it will be their decision alone, and no one else’s. As I said… many things have changed.”


“And us?” Garpa asked. “What of us?”


“What of you?” Helen spoke. “You will be treated with the respect and dignity due you… again without question. With the exception of perhaps several hundred men and women, you will be the oldest among our people, the very connection to our past that Martin is trying so hard to return to our people. You can give him that connection, and be honored among trillions for it. And you might be surprised at the wisdom the young ones within the Union come seeking from others like yourself. To include the King. Eliani’s sister Deia is Prime Minister of the Union my friends… and Martin spends hours with her learning of the old ways, of government, anything he can learn from her. As do his Queens. He will be the first to tell you that knowledge is the key to everything.”

“Deia? Deia still lives?” Noreu gasped.


“She survived… as did many like I said.” Helen spoke with a nod. “And she continues what Resumar started even now.”


“So he does not plan to leave us here then?” Condar asked innocently. “He will not take his daughter, you and the others and just go and leave us to our fates?”


Helen looked at them her eyes wide. “Is that what you fear? That Martin will leave you behind?”


“We were left behind once Feravomir.” Garpa spoke his voice neutral.


“That action was perpetrated by the High Coven. They told us the planet was dead. We saw what they missiles had done… and Resumar wept for weeks afterwards. He had no idea any survived hidden in the tunnels and caves.” Helen looked at them. “I have touched Martin Leonidas’s mind in a way that few outside of his Queens have touched him my friends.” Helen spoke softly. “There is one constant that has never changed in his life… not in the years before he discovered who he was, and not in the time since. One thing that has always been the same in his mind… in his heart.”


“What is that Feravomir?” Condar asked.


Helen stood up with a small smile on her face. “Martin Leonidas will never leave anyone behind! Ever. I would not be a bit surprised if he is right now devising some malda igord scheme to accomplish that goal. You can tell our people that as well… and insure they are ready to leave at a moment’s notice.” She bowed her head and began to walk away towards where the ANVIL was parked.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Atropos? Helen reached out within Mindvoice as she walked with measured steps.


Atropos sat with Thomeo and Jobel a meter from his beloved Queen and the others. To his well trained credit he did not flinch or turn when the Oracle’s voice entered his thoughts heavily shielded.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Feravomir? He spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Atropos, detail someone to watch Onia and Nanac. I want whoever you choose to be discrete… but I do not trust those two, or their intentions. They have grown to like the authority they wield far too much and they are hiding something. They are far too accepting of the status quo. And we certainly do not need them fouling up whatever scheme the King is devising to get us all home.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Will we get home Feravomir?


[Mindvoice Shielded] In the time you have been with him Atropos… when have you ever known Martin Leonidas to not succeed when he puts his mind to something?


Atropos thought about that for only a moment. [Mindvoice Shielded] Never.

Helen chuckled within the connection. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then you can be assured Atropos that he will do everything within his power to get us home. All of us. And he will not stop or rest until he succeeds. He trusts you with the life of one of his Queens and the child within her womb does he not?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I believe the King trusts only three completely Feravomir. Queen Aricia, Daniel and Torma. I believe only they truly know what goes on within his thoughts all of the time.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you now? Who do you think chose you to be Anja’s Captain Atropos?

Atropos’s eyes grew a little wider at that. [Mindvoice Shielded] I… I always thought… I was told Queen Anja chose me Feravomir. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] That is what he told Panos to tell you so it would not appear he was favoring your family because Aricia was his Anome. Helen said. When Panos first asked him who he wanted as Anja’s Captain, your name was the only one that escaped his lips. See to my instructions if you would Captain. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Consider it done Feravomir. Atropos replied instantly, his eyes going to where his King sat, a new sense of loyalty blooming within him.

“…secure Milord.” Komirri spoke from the holoimager disc on the ground in the center of the small circle. “We are quite invisible in the shadows of this wonderful crater we have discovered on the moon. And we don’t even need to use our Shroud due to the ion particles in the moon’s atmosphere. We will appear as a very medium sized rock. I must say sire… I believe I’m developing quite a flare for these special missions of yours.”

Martin chuckled at Komirri’s calm demeanor. “Just make sure you let us know when Yuri shows up Komirri. I don’t know how many ships will be with her, but you have to believe quite a few. I figure we have eighteen hours until she arrives in system.”


Komirri nodded calmly. “As soon as we detect them entering the system I will contact you Milord. If they follow standard High Coven System Entry Protocols it will take those ships eleven point five hours from point of Gate Debarkation to reach us here. And our passive long range scans have shown only one Gate into this system. We will move to drop you additional troops as you requested as soon as the moon peaks in two hours and then return here.”

“Very well… you have the coordinates. Silent drop Komirri, however many you can spare without shorting yourself. Let the others know. And keep me advised.” Martin spoke. “Leonidas out.” 


Yuriko leaned forward as the holo image faded. “Father… if what Melita says is accurate, and it is Yuri coming here, she will come with her personal Strike Group at the very least, her entire Fleet Group at the most.”


Martin turned to the blond haired vampire female that had come with them. “You are sure about what was said?” He asked.


Melita nodded quickly. “Yes.” She answered. She saw Martin lower his head and she slowly got her knees under her. “Sir… Lisisa… Lisisa has protected me for over two decades. She has raised me when my own parents would not. She has been my friend… my… my sister through everything, no matter what was done to her. I have loved her since I was old enough to understand what she was doing for me.” Melita saw him look at her again. “I… I can not help what I am sir… but that does not make me who I am.”

“I know that.” Martin spoke meeting her dark brown eyes with his own. Anja’s jade green eyes also rested on her from her position between Martin’s legs. “I wasn’t questioning your motives Melita.”


“You… you weren’t?” Melita spoke confused.


Anja shook her head as well now. “No we weren’t.” She said softly.

Danny chortled from where he sat and Melita looked at him. Anuk was leaning against one side of him, Nayeca against the other. “Sister… if we questioned your motives… whether you were Lisisa’s friend or not… you would have been dead a long time ago.” Dan spoke casually biting off the piece of protein bar and handing it to Nayeca.


Melita glanced at Anuk quickly and remembered how easily the red haired female elf had subdued her in the settlement gathering hall. She saw those cerulean blue eyes settle on her and Anuk smiled.

“The question you have to answer now Melita…” Anja said leaning forward. “Do you go all the way with this, or do you turn back now? Lisisa considers you a friend… and the decision you have to make right now, is that friendship worth more to you than the life you have here?”


Melita looked at Lisisa, saw her forest green eyes come to rest on her and her decision was easy. “I will not leave her.” She spoke.


Martin nodded. “Then I will make a concerted attempt to keep you from having to kill anyone that you know.” He said.


Melita took Lisisa’s hand within hers at his words. “Lisisa is the only one I know or am concerned with on this world. Certainly no one else of my kind.”


“Not even your parents?” Seanna asked.


“My mother is a whore and my father is a weak fool.” Melita snapped. “I have no desire for conquest or power. I would rather find a man who will care for me for who I am inside. Not what I am.”


Yuriko smiled. “I’m quite sure that once we return there will be many young male wolves willing to prove themselves up to that task.” She said.


“Sort of like you have found.” Martin said with a grin.


Yuriko looked at him aghast. “You… you know?” She gasped.


“You didn’t think that as my daughter, adopted vampire or not, that you could hide that from me did you?” Martin spoke. “Bella found out within a week of you beginning to see him… and she told me the next day.”

“Father… you won’t…” Yuriko protested.


Anja laughed. “Don’t worry… Aricia and I already put the brakes on that.” She spoke. She looked at Lisisa. “See what Yuriko, you and your sister have to look forward too.” She spoke dropping her hand to her abdomen.


Lisisa beamed a smile at her and reached out to place her hand on Anja’s abdomen, able to sense the strong presence of life. “I believe I will look forward to perhaps not the actions, but the intent, for it is something I have never had.” She said softly.


“Ok… back to business. Let’s say she goes on the low end and comes with just her Strike Group Yuriko.” Martin spoke once more. “How many ships are we talking?”


“A REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought will be her flagship without question.” Yuriko answered immediately. “And a standard High Coven Strike Group is made up of twenty-nine ships, seven of which will be ORIC-Class Heavy Cruisers. The rest will be a mixture of medium cruisers and frigates.” 


“No troop ships?” Danny asked surprised.


Yuriko shook her head. “The REVERENCE-Class has a standing complement of eight thousand troops and a thousand Immortals. The other ships have a complement of from three to eight hundred troops. They would come down in smaller troop transports from within the individual ships.”


“Lisisa how many troops and Immortals are stationed here on Lycavore?” Martin asked as he lowered his head and nuzzled the back of Anja’s neck inhaling her warm honey scent deeply.


“There is a standing garrison of a thousand, but only the officers have any real combat experience. Many of them are troops fresh from their training barracks as you noted before father.” She replied immediately, watching as Anja pushed back against him, drawing his arm into her hands and pulling it tightly to her chest as she eyes closed dreamily from his caress. “There is another… another force of perhaps a one hundred Immortals.” She finished.


“Why don’t we just load everyone into this thing and take off.” Danny asked jerking his thumb towards the end of the strange ship that hung ten meters off the floor of the cavern.


The mass of rock that the ship was sitting on did not begin on the floor for another five hundred meters further down the tunnel so it appeared as if the end was suspended in mid air. The halfway point of the strange vessel saw it stretching some two hundred meters into the air above them and it was safe to determine that the mountain above it was very hollow.


“We don’t know what that thing is.” Martin said. “And I’d rather not trust our lives to something that we don’t even know will work.”


“They’ve been living in it for a pretty long time now skipper.” Danny said. “Something on it has to work.”

The COM unit on Anja’s armor chirped and she reached up to touch it. “Go ahead.”


“My Queen… there are several people gathering here at the DT where you told them to bring their children for medical treatment.” Filrian’s voice spoke.


“Thank you Filrian. I’ll be right there.” Anja spoke as she sat forward and got to her feet. She turned and leaned over to give Martin a long, slow kiss with her four inch tongue dancing with his in concert. She pulled away after a long moment and saw him shudder slightly, his dark brown eyes gazing at her with desire and want. “Stay out of trouble ok.” She said.


“Me? Get in trouble?” Martin protested.


Anja chuckled. “Miath, Seanna, let’s get out of here before the shit gets so deep we have to put our boots on.” Anja spoke. She took Seanna’s hand in hers and they started moving for where the DT was, Miath’s body lifting off the ground with ease and following. Anja felt Martin’s eyes on her as she walked and she grinned, putting extra movement into the sway of her hips.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Watch it there woman! Keep walking like that and you’ll have all sorts of males watching that tail. Martin exclaimed.


Anja laughed. [Mindvoice Shielded] Let them look all they want! There’s only one male that gets this tail!


[Mindvoice Shielded] And a delicious tail it is!

[Mindvoice Shielded] Pervert!

“Tina said it was some sort of bio-degradable material.” Martin spoke with a smile as he was turning his head back from watching Anja walk away.


“What are you… deaf?” Tina’s voice came from behind Torma’s long mace like tail. They all turned and watched as she and Endith moved quickly around the tail and walked up to them. “I said bio-mechanical… not bio-degradable… you dope!”


Martin looked at her as she and Endith settled to the ground. Lisisa and Melita had surprised expressions on their faces at the way Tina talked to him. Tina was closest to Lisisa and she looked at the young woman. No doubt about it, she was Marty’s daughter without question. The facial features were nearly identical and if not for her stunning forest green eyes she could be his sister. She smiled at her surprised expression. “I hope you got the brains that seem to be lacking with him.” She spoke holding out her hand. “I’m Tina.”

Lisisa took the offered hand. “I am Lisisa.” She spoke softly.


Endith leaned over and looked at her for a long moment. “Well… can we start flying her around Skipper?” Endith asked. “She’s much better on the eyes than your ugly mug.”


Martin and the others laughed and he threw the protein bar wrapper at Endith as she sat back down next to Tina. Very close to Tina Lisisa saw. “Don’t mind these two.” He said. “They have been corrupted by powers beyond my control.”


“You got that right.” Tina agreed.


Lisisa smiled at the banter between the men and women that followed her father. She watched as he leaned forward.


“So tell me what you got.” Martin asked.


“We’ve only been to a couple of areas.” Tina answered. “This thing is a kilometer long you know.”

“Yeah… I got that part.” Martin said. “Tell me something I don’t know.”

“The entire hull is essentially a big shell and much of the inside is made up of this bio-mechanical material Marty.” Tina replied. “It’s really something. We ran some minor tests… subjected it to hot and cold streams… it hardens when subjected to extremes of both. It’s almost like dragon armor really. There is power inside… they are trying to find the source.”

“Can it fly?” Martin asked.


“If I knew that I’d be a frigging genius!” Tina snapped. “We’re trying… but so far we haven’t even found what could be construed as the bridge or engineering. We did however find this.” Tina held out the data pad.


“What’s this?”


“It’s a hologram of some sort.” Endith spoke. “We discovered it in what appeared to be a lab; at least we think it was a lab. It came on when we entered, but apparently there either wasn’t enough power for it to play fully or some sort of security protocol is needed. The guides that were with us said this has happened since they first started living inside. All we got was this recurring loop.”

PLANETARY REGENT ESTATE
LYCAVORE

“Why haven’t you found my daughter Pa’cour?” Tonlar raged at the Immortal Colonel as he came into Pa’cour’s small office in the anti-chamber of the estate’s main entrance.


The experienced Immortal Colonel looked up from his desk with a blank expression. “We are searching Regent.” He spoke calmly. “Things like this do take time.”


“You’ve had nearly a full day!” Tonlar barked. “You’ve called out the entire garrison as well as your force of Immortals. Are you telling me you can not find one pureblood vampire female on this forsaken planet?”


“I’m telling you we are still searching Regent.” Pa’cour answered. “I have troops spread out over a four hundred square kilometer area around the Lycavorian settlement. However, as you know Regent, there are areas of this planet that we can not go. We do not have enough protective equipment to send troops into the mines in force, and that is most likely where they have gone.”


“They’ve taken my daughter into one of those mines?” Tonlar snapped his eyes going wide. “She would never survive!”


“It is only one option Regent.” Pa’cour said calmly. “We have no evidence that this is the case. They could very well have gotten out of the area we are currently searching. If they have traveled in their wolf forms, they can cover thirty or forty kilometers an hour. And they had at least a fifteen hour head start judging from the condition of the bodies we found.”


“So why are we not using the drones to search further away?” Tonlar roared.


“We are not using the drones Regent, because while they can detect lifesigns even in the deep timber, the wildlife on this planet has tripled in the last two decades alone.” Pa’cour spoke. “They are mining drones, not the more advanced military drones and they can not determine what the lifesign is. I will not send my men on wild chases through the timber. Chases that will more than likely get them killed.”

“Your men!” Tonlar roared. “They are my men you fool! I am the Regent here… which means I am in control of everything on this planet. To include your Immortals detachment! I don’t care what the drones pick up… you will send men to investigate! Is that clear Colonel?”


Pa’cour fought down the urge to rip out the man’s heart and nodded his head. “As you order Regent.”


“My wife is even now worried beyond measure over Melita’s safety!” Tonlar barked. “You will find my daughter and I don’t care what you have to do!”


“As you order Regent Tonlar.” Pa’cour spoke again.


“Princess Yuri will be here in less than twenty four hours and I want my daughter safely back within these walls before that!” Tonlar snapped. He took a deep breath as the second Immortal officer appeared in the doorway. “Now… I will leave you to your duties Colonel! Report back to me immediately when you have found my daughter.”


“Of course Regent.” Pa’cour spoke as Tonlar turned and left the small office. He waited a moment to regain control of his rising anger and turned to the officer. “His wife is more than likely lying under one of her aides getting her brains vithus doeb and allowing that aide to feed on her blood and acting as his come bucket. She no mores cares for her daughter than I do.” Pa’cour hissed. “She beds her aides because that wael is no larger than a Rik Worm and could not please a teenage revi’n ssindossa!” (Fucked out. Fool. Street Whore) Immortal Lieutenant Yi’zourte could only smile at his commander hearing him swear fluently in the ancient vampire language. “What do you have to report Yi’zourte?”

“Colonel… our outer perimeter teams are requesting permission to expand their searches another twenty kilometers.” He spoke. “And Senior Rith’tar T’lolt has found something he felt you should see if you have the time sir.” (Sentinel) He handed the pad to Pa’cour. “The Lifter is standing by Colonel.”


“Oh very well. Sitting in here waiting for that fool to rant more is bad enough.” Pa’cour spoke. “Soon I will just kill him and be done with it.”


Pa’cour followed his now senior Lieutenant to the estate’s landing pad where the Lifter waited. It took them twenty minutes to fly directly to the large field which was some twenty kilometers north of the settlement. As Pa’cour and Yi’zourte made their way from the Lifter across the large field they saw the Immortal Senior Rith’tar make his way towards his Colonel. He saluted smartly with his weapon as Pa’cour stopped in front of him.

“Rith’tar T’lolt…” Pa’cour spoke staring into the Immortal’s eyes. “You have something that I needed to see?”


“I felt you should see it before the fool Troop Commander was told Colonel… yes!” The battle hardened Immortal spoke.


“Why is that?” Pa’cour asked. “I am very busy Rith’tar.”


“My apologies Colonel… I have never seen this before! I thought perhaps you had and would know what it is.” T’lolt said quickly.


Pa’cour nodded. “None needed Rith’tar T’lolt… the Regent has succeeded in making me angry. You are doing your duty. Show me this… whatever it is.”


“This way sir. There are several large ones and a number of smaller ones.” T’lolt spoke as he turned and began walking.


“Smaller what T’lolt?” Pa’cour asked.


They had moved only several meters and stopped once more on the edge of the tree line. T’lolt looked at the ground. “Those Colonel.” He said.


Pa’cour looked down and his dark eyes grew wider as he saw the huge footprints in the dirt of the field. Huge clawed footprints nearly a hundred and twenty centimeters long and at least sixty centimeters wide. He squatted down and held out his hand over the print, seeing the identical opposite print almost a meter away. There were four digits facing the front and spread out evenly, with a fifth digit extending to the side. 

“Xal l'Obok Senger Dumo Uns'aa.” Pa’cour muttered. (May the High Lord bless me) His eyes drifted up and he now saw several more of the prints nearby as well. “You say the troop Commander has not seen these?”


T’lolt shook his head. “No Colonel. He is lagging behind our patrol, always stopping to inspect this or that. I believe he is a coward who does not want to be near the front if something should happen.”


Pa’cour looked at the senior Sentinel. “That is a strong accusation Rith’tar.” He spoke to the Immortal.


“Yes sir… but I believe it to be true.” The Immortal replied.


Pa’cour looked at the print once more. “You said there were smaller ones as well?”


T’lolt nodded. “Just to your left Colonel.”


Pa’cour turned and then he saw the smaller print. This was not as deep in the dirt and that is why he did not see it at first, but the pattern of the digits was the same. He turned back to the larger print. “Based on the depth of the imprint, whatever made this mark is easily four metric tons, if not more.” He spoke. “The smaller one appears much less, perhaps several hundred kilos.”

“That was my estimation as well Colonel.” The Rith’tar spoke.


“Rith’tar T’lolt you have been on this forsaken rock of a planet longer than me.” Pa’cour spoke. “To your knowledge is there any beast that you have seen that could have made these prints?”

The Immortal Rith’tar shook his head immediately. “None that I have ever seen Colonel. There are large beasts on the plains of the western continent… but nothing matching the size that this print foretells. Nor the size or shape of the print either Colonel. It almost appears reptilian in nature with the hooked talons and shape of the toes.”


Pa’cour looked at the Immortal. “You are Tracker trained Rith’tar?” He asked surprised.


T’lolt nodded. “Nineteen years Colonel.” He answered proudly. “Szithuelar Elggs Dek'za Colonel.” (Fifteenth Destroyer Legion)


Pa’cour nodded slowly with respect it seemed to T’lolt. “Lil vlos silinrai.” (The Blood Hunters) He quickly returned to a standing position. “I am impressed Rith’tar. I did not know I had a member of the Lil vlos silinrai in my command.”

“There are actually three of us sir!” He spoke calmly. “Myself and my two oldest sons.”


“Indeed.” Pa’cour said. “Excellent… inform your sons that they have been promoted and to join you at the Regent’s Estate in one hour. I have something I need for you to do.”


T’lolt nodded quickly. “Of course Colonel!”


Pa’cour nodded. “Have your men scrape these prints over so the Troop Commander does not see them. Use the leaves to smooth out the dirt. Yi’zourte let’s get back to the Estate. I must now let you in on what my earlier transmission was in regards too.”


Yi’zourte hurried to keep up with his Colonel as he turned and headed back to the Lifter.


“…But how does it work Anja?” Sivana persisted.


Anja looked at the little girl sitting on the DT’s map chart table. Filrian had thrown several blankets over the table so it could serve as a make shift examining table for the small children. Anja let her hands drop slowly down the side of the child’s head, the soft white pulses from her palms bathing her skin for another few seconds before Anja smiled and pulled her hands away. 


“All done.” She said with a happy voice.


“Am… am I better?” The little girl asked.


Anja grinned. “You were never sick little one.” She said helping her off the table. “Why don’t you go down there and pet the big dragon. He won’t hurt you. I promise.”


Anja motioned the woman forward as the large man followed the small girl down to the bottom of the ramp with a distinct limp. She turned and got a small bottle from her medical pack and then turned back to the woman. The short dark haired female looked young, while the male looked much older.


“My… my Queen.” She spoke softly with no small amount of awe in her voice.


Anja glanced at the man at the bottom of the ramp and saw him looking back up into the ramp worriedly. “Is that your mate?” Anja asked.


The young female turned back to look at him and looked back to Anja. “He is Milady.” She replied. “Donory claimed me three decades ago Milady.”

“You mean he took you.” Anja said distastefully. 


“Milady… word is spreading quickly that… it is said the King and yourself… you disapprove of what we have had to do to survive. The strongest Alphas claiming the females.” The girl spoke.


Anja nodded. “Yes… that’s very true. It is not something we practice in the Union. And when we all leave here it will no longer be practiced among those that come with us. What is your name?”


“Nares Milady.” She stepped closer to Anja. “Milady… I love Donory.” She whispered. “Yes… it took my several years to finally come to that realization… but he is strong and kind and he gives us strong children. He has four mates my Queen… I am the youngest… and we all share in his warmth and caring. He has been offered others but has refused since he claimed me. He is a fine man… and he loves all of his children. Asylima is his only daughter and he… he cherishes her like any father would. He did not want to bring her here because he fears you and the King will take her from him. I convinced him you would not do this.”


“What is wrong with his leg?” Anja asked.


“An Immortal soldier shot him when he would not allow them to have me last year.” Nares answered. “He waited too long to shift so that I could get away. It did not heal properly when he finally was able to shift.”

Anja saw him looking back up the ramp and she stepped to the side. “Donory!” She barked. “Come here please!”


“My Queen please… do not…” Nares pleaded. 


Anja held up her hand to silence her as the large Lycavorian limped slowly up the ramp with a stern expression on his face. An expression of determination and intent. He walked up to where she stood and bowed his head.


“Majesty?” He spoke in a low voice.


“You have other children Donory?” Anja asked him. “How many are there?”


“I have seven boys!” He spoke firmly but Anja could detect the nervousness in his voice.


Anja nodded. “Do you get spots under your arms? They itch and break open causing yellow pus to come out? They come once or twice a year?”


He looked at her wide eyed. “How do you… yes.” He answered.


Anja nodded. “You have what is called Amuperic Syndrome. It’s a disorder of your blood that causes these welts to keep recurring.” Anja said. “It is a rare disease within the…”


“Disease?” Donory gasped. He looked quickly to Nares and then back to Anja. “I… I have passed this to my children?”


Anja nodded and held up the bottle. “This is a medicine. It’s called Fanatel. I want you and Nares to give one of these red pills to your children every day for two weeks. It will correct the imbalance in your blood so this does not happen again. Donory… you need to take two per day for a month. Your body will naturally resist the medication so you need to take a stronger dose for a longer period of time. There is enough in there for all of you. Start it today. Now get on the table.” She ordered him.


“Milady… there is nothing you can do. I was not able…”


“Cery venn!” Anja told him firmly motioning to the table. (Sit down) She looked over at where Seanna was examining a small boy. “Erranyaenyla help me for a moment will you?” Seanna looked up and nodded moving over to the makeshift table. Anja laid her hands along Donory’s thigh and knee area, the soft white light glowing from her hands. “The ligament damage is severe, and one of the tendons was severed and never became reattached when he shifted.”


Seanna nodded as she stretched out her own hands along his leg. “The tendon is more important at the moment.”


Anja nodded as the glow from both her hands and Seanna’s intensified slightly. “Donory… we are repairing the tendon and you will feel a slight…” She saw him jerk at the sudden pain. “A slight pull…” She said with a smile. “…as the two ends are reattached.”


Donory’s eyes grew wider as Seanna flexed his leg up and for the first time in months he did not feel any pain.


Anja drew her hands down over his kneecap and then the glow from both sets of their hands was gone. “That’s all we can do here.” She spoke. “You will need to see me when we return to Apo Prime so I can replace the ligament. Tell them who you are… I will remember you.”


Donory got up from the table slowly, the limp in his walk all but gone. He looked at Anja again and bowed his head deeply. “Thank you my Queen.”


“You can thank me by continuing to be the good father that Nares has told me you are.” Anja spoke. 

Donory looked at his youngest mate with a gleam in his eye and he turned back to Anja. “That is not something I will fail in Milady. Nor in providing for my mates.”


“Then remember to take the medicine and give it to your children.” Anja said with a smile. 


Donory turned as the small child ran up to him and he lifted her into his arms as Nares slipped her hand into his as they walked down the ramp and walked away.


Anja smiled and turned back to the table to see Sivana sitting on it. “Sivana!” She exclaimed.


“Will I be able to do that?” She asked softly.


“You can do it now.” Anja spoke. “Just not to the extent that Seanna and I can. At least not until you return to Hadaria and Ascend.”


“Can we… can we work as a team?” Sivana asked. “Once I do this?”


Anja smiled. “If that is what you would like.”


“Anja… tell me how it works please?” Sivana asked. 


“Do you want to know because of Belen?” Anja asked her seeing her eyes go a little wider.


“You… you know about Belen?” She asked.


Anja moved closer to her as Seanna smiled, kissed her softly and turned to head down the ramp of ANVIL. “Yes I know about Belen. Sivana… I’m wolf now. Did you think I wouldn’t notice something like that?”


“I… I wasn’t exactly thinking about that at the time.” Sivana answered.


Anja chuckled and leaned up against the table next to her sister. “It’s a chemical reaction for the most part.” She said. “And it’s controlled by the females with only two exceptions, and they only apply to pure blood Lycavorians. A chemical is released in our brain that reacts within our body when we know the man we are sleeping with is the one we want to stay with. It only applies to Lycavorians or females turned by Lycavorians. It’s something we can sense based on emotions and physical reactions. That chemical basically absorbs the male’s...”


Sivana saw the look on her face and rolled her eyes. “Anja I’m your sister. Aren’t we supposed to talk about these things?”


Anja laughed and shoved her lightly. “The chemical absorbs the man’s semen and carries it into our bloodstream. It saturates our blood with the scent of the male… basically saying this woman is taken, don’t mess with her. It’s a similar process in the males but it takes longer to saturate their blood.”


“I’m not wolf though.” Sivana said softly. “Anja… I’ve never… I’ve never felt anything like what Belen makes me feel. I don’t want to mess that up like I have so many other things in my life. I don’t want the attention from other men. I just want Belen.”


Anja nodded. “You won’t get the attention from others don’t worry. The more you sleep with him, the more your body will change slightly. You’ll begin to take on some of the more basic abilities of a wolf. The sense of smell, increased strength and reflexes, things like that. Belen is one of the stronger Alphas among wolves… just like his father. He has Cadon Forn. Scented you it’s called. Marked you in a way. Sort of like a male perfume really. As your abilities grow you may detect it… but no male will come near you now… at least not any Lycavorian male… not if they have any sense, because they will smell Belen’s scent all over you.”

“But not in my blood?” Sivana asked.


Anja shook her head. “That will not happen unless he bites you and transfers the virus in his blood stream to yours. Then you will become just like me. You will become wolf.” She explained. “And that is a step you need to be absolutely sure you want to make sister.” She said softly. “Belen is a very traditional Lycavorian… a Spartan like his father. He will not do that unless you ask him to. If that is a decision you feel you want to make… then I will support it one hundred percent. Just make sure you make that decision for all the right reasons.”

“What about our Aunt and Uncle?” Sivana asked. “And grandfather? Won’t they be angry?”


“Grandfather won’t care a wit. Not as long as he can still be part of our lives. His only concern is our happiness.” Anja replied. “As for our Aunt and Uncle… fuck them!”


Sivana laughed and as Anja stepped closer and hugged her, Sivana wrapped her arms around her sister and hugged her back. Maybe this life with her sister would not be so bad after all. Any goodness in her life now is more than Sivana had ever had, and as far as she was concerned, Belen was all good.


In far more ways than her Aunt and Uncle would ever possibly understand or appreciate. Anja understood… and Sivana felt a warm sensation wash over her as she finally realized that Anja only wanted her to be happy. Anja only wanted to know her as a sister and not as some political tool.

That was the best part of all. Anja didn’t want to use her.

APO PRIME

“They are already on the planet.” Armetus spoke causing For’mya and Deia to come forward in their chairs, while Sadi remained sitting on the couch quietly her green eyes going a little wider.


“You know this for sure Armetus?” Deia asked. “So quickly? How?”


Armetus smiled. “Deia… you know I can’t reveal all my sources.” He said placing the pad on the desk. He watched For’mya reach for it but Deia beat her to it and snatched it up. “There are only six this time… but it appears whoever hired them went only for the best. Four Bo’yak and two Unsaur. More could come, so I have increased surveillance at the spaceports.”


“Bo’yak… those pig dogs?” For’mya hissed. 


Armetus nodded slowly. “Yes… that’s what I said as well. Gaylne feddis coramma!” Armetus took a deep breath to calm his anger. “Unfortunately… they happen to be some of the finest assassins in the galaxy’ far more skilled and vicious than Kochab or even Evolli scum. They are all using falsified credentials, superior pieces of work if I do say so myself.” (Disgusting vermin assassins.)

Deia looked at him. “I thought you picked up the first two pillars in the link that Sadi pointed out.”


Armetus nodded. “We did… quite easily.” He replied. “However… the second link did not know the identity of the third person. That is the person we want. That is the person that is controlling everything. Whoever this third person is… they are far more than a petty High Coven contact and control agent.”

“It’s not my step-mother?” Sadi asked leaning forward now.


Armetus looked at her from his seat and shook his head. “No… that is who we thought as well since she is a member of Arryadyveluat. She has the influence and access to large sums of credits… not to mention the training… but it is not her.”


“How can you be so sure?” For’mya asked.


“The man who manufactured their credentials is also someone we use as well.” Armetus spoke. “I would know his work anywhere. Their credentials are less than a week old, and Sadi’s step-mother has been otherwise involved with her vampire lover for the past five days. There have been no transmissions from the officer’s home for that time period, and none before from either your home Sadi, or anywhere on Apo Prime that we have control of, encrypted or otherwise. I checked. We have left her free for now in case she leads us to others.”


“Armetus… why hire more assassins?” Deia asked. “We released information publicly that Anja’s newly discovered sister had departed with her aboard SPIRIT OF HADARIA. There would be no reason to attempt another assault on the island. It would be suicide now. They wouldn’t get anywhere close to the island.”


Armetus nodded. “I concur… which can only mean that Sivana is not the intended target. At least not now.”


For’mya’s eyes went to Sadi instantly. “Sadi? But why? If she was only acting as a low level transport agent for all these years why risk sending these assassins after her?”


Armetus looked at Sadi. “She obviously knows something they do not want us to find out.” He said.


Sadi looked at him her green eyes going wide as she came to her feet. “I have told you everything I know! Everything I have ever done! I give you my word!”


Armetus nodded his head. “I believe you have child… you can rest easy. What I’m more interested in now is what you have in your subconscious, something that you may have seen in passing and did not realize what it was. Something that was not considered important. And you as well For’mya.” He spoke turning to look at her.


“Me?” For’mya declared.


Armetus nodded. “Sadi’s home with her father is not heavily guarded… and it would be a priority for them to take her there since it is secluded and quiet. Unfortunately… they were contacted within an hour of arriving and told Sadi was here on the island with you.”


“My father!” Sadi gasped.


Armetus lifted his hand. “I have already assured your father’s safety Sadi. He is currently under the protection of four of my finest operatives and staying in an undisclosed location with your real brothers. Your step-mother believes he has gone to the southern city of Suunna for the annual festivities there.”


“You should have gotten approval for that Armetus.” Deia spoke looking at him. “Your men are operating inside Union territory. That is against their charter.”


“They are there advising the six Durcunusaan that are currently involved in the operation Deia.” Armetus answered meeting her gaze.


“The Durcunusaan are involved as well?” She spoke seeing him nod. “Good… that covers us with the Senate if any of this should leak out. I’m sorry… you know what the King said about operations within Union territory. We just have to be careful.”


For’mya nodded. “Deia is right Armetus. Martin Leonidas was very specific.”


“I am remaining well within the boundaries that the King set for my organization trust me. And I insure that your father knows every step we take For’mya.” He told them. “I understand your hesitation… but these steps were necessary. L’tian agreed.”


For’mya got to her feet and walked slowly to where Sadi was still standing. She took her hands and stared at her for a long moment as if speaking within Mindvoice with her and then she turned and looked back to Armetus. “Why would the Coven want us dead Armetus? What are we to them? And why would they risk coming after us here on the island?”


Armetus stood up as well now and turned to fully face them. “My only reason is simple and straightforward. Sivana may have been the target of the original assassins and you because of Sadi’s desperation ploy… but now… something is different now.” He spoke softly as he got to his feet. “Somewhere we are getting too close to something the High Coven does not want us to know. Somewhere… somehow… one of you saw something you were not supposed to see. It is the only logical premise to formulate at this time.”


“But why now?” For’mya asked. “If we did… if we did see something… it is obviously not something we remember, nor has it taken place recently or else other attempts would have been made. I was only within their control for a month… and I can’t even remember most of what happened to me. Why come after us now?”


“I don’t know.” He spoke. “Sadi… did you ever meet contacts within The Wilds?”

Sadi shook her head. “No. My contacts always took place here or on Elear.” She replied quickly.


“Elear?” Armetus spoke looking at her.


Sadi nodded. “There was a safe house within the city of Wainn. I met my contact there… got whatever assignment they were giving me and then returned to Apo Prime the next day.”


Deia got to her feet as well now. “What are you thinking Armetus?”

“Isabella recently questioned me in regards to IES.” He said.

“The company she owns?” Deia asked. “Why?”

“Apparently whatever she and Queen Dysea are doing on Elear is somehow tied to the company she helped to found.” Armetus replied.

“In what way?” For’mya asked.

Armetus shook his head. “I’m not entirely sure.”

“Armetus if what you say is true, that would mean whoever is helping these assassins is a very high placed High Coven agent that does not want to be found. Someone within our inner circle, someone higher than even Aspon.”


Armetus nodded. “Yes… it does appear that way. And it makes our ease in rolling up the assets we did very clear now. They sacrificed them to keep their main agent hidden.”


“Nubou!” Deia barked viciously. “I thought we were through with this type of thing!” She growled.


“So did I.” Armetus spoke. “You know what this means don’t you Deia?”


She turned and looked at him. “All too well old friend. We are back to square one.”


“What… what does it mean?” Sadi asked looking at For’mya.


“It means everyone outside this room has now become suspect.” Armetus spoke softly. “And you two are the key. Whatever it is one of you hold in your head… it seems the Vampire Coven and the High Lord Veldruk has decided that it is worth the risk to kill you rather than let us discover what it is. And unfortunately for us… the only two who might be able to help us get this information are no longer on Apo Prime.”

“Yes… how convenient is that?” Deia snapped. 


“That… that would mean open war!” For’mya gasped.


Sadi looked back and forth between them. “I… I thought we were already at war? I thought we’ve always been at war.”


Armetus nodded. “Technically that is true… but since the return of King Leonidas there has been an unofficial cease fire. His first order from Earth after discovering who he was; it pulled all of our forces back into staging areas, and aside from Ukwav and assorted small skirmishes we have not had a full fledged battle in over a year. We have not gone after them… they have not come after us. At least not blatantly.”


Deia moved closer. “But to attempt to kill For’mya? Here at the Island Palace? She is the recognized Concubine to the King Armetus. Just as loved as his Queens. Martin… he would let loose the hounds of hell if that were to happen.”


Armetus looked at her. “Yes I know. But have we stopped to consider that perhaps that is what Veldruk wishes him to do.”

BLOOD JUSTICE

VHC REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

HIGH GUARD STRIKE GROUP FALCHION 
COMMAND SHIP OF PRINCESS YURI

This was the epitome of excellence.

VHC High Guard Commander Robert Moran. He had the hottest job, the hottest ship and for damn sure the hottest woman in the universe as far as he was concerned. He had never once imagined all this that night he let Yuri feed on him, draining him dry of all his genome blood and giving birth to the vampire he was now. Moran had never pictured himself in the chair he now sat in. He had worked hard to prove to everyone he was just as good as any of those pureblood fools and he had done just that. This ship was his reward… this ship and the long lithe legs and large breasts of the woman that now occupied his bed. The sheet barely covered her round muscular ass; her tanned legs stretched out and slightly parted. Her black hair was splayed across the pillows, the skin of her back and shoulders smooth and delicious looking. Moran grinned as he finished the tea in the mug he held. They had really gone at each other last night, fucking like possessed people until only two hours before, and for the first time in their relationship as vampire husband and wife, Moran tried to imagine what a child of theirs would look like.
He quickly dismissed these thoughts as he turned and headed for the door to their large quarters. He left the mug of tea on the table just inside the door as it slid open. He was fully dressed in his uniform as he exited the door and stepped into the corridor, feeling powerful and refreshed. He looked at the two Immortals that were Yuri’s Guards.

“Make sure no one disturbs her for any reason.” Moran spoke.

The Immortal nearest him nodded. “'Zil dos quarth Malla Zil.” He spoke. He looked at his fellow Immortal when the Commander turned away and the amused look passed between them. They had been on duty all night and they had heard every squealing sound the Princess had made. They surmised that the turned genome vampire commander had fucked their Princess to death. Something both of them had fantasies about. (As you order Honored Consort)

Moran turned when the third Immortal approached him. This was his own personal aide and bodyguard assigned to him by Cha’talla. He was walking quickly and fell in beside Moran as he too began to walk.

“Vel'bol zhah ol Fash’ka?” Moran asked as he didn’t break stride. (What is it Fash’ka?)

“Udos ph'pholor draeval lu'orn raq'tar wun szithla klew'kinnen.” (We are on schedule and will arrive in thirteen hours.)
Moran smiled. “Precision.” He spoke. “That’s what I love about this job. Precision.”

The six and a half foot tall Immortal smiled as well. He liked this genome vampire. He had questioned his father at first, but now he was happy he had taken the position. Moran was not one to screw around as other officers Fashka had known. He spoke calmly and evenly, and the tone of his voice could tell you if he was angry or satisfied.

“My father… my father asked if you would receive a transmission from him on a secure channel as soon as you are able.” Fashka spoke.

Moran stopped in the corridor quickly and turned to face his Immortal bodyguard. “Ok… now I know something is going on Fashka. Why would your father want to do that?”

“He has a favor to ask Malla Zil.” Fashka spoke softly.

“And I suppose this favor is not something that can be discussed on an unsecured channel?” Moran spoke.

Fashka shook his head slowly. “No.”

“Why do I get the feeling that even Yuri’s father doesn’t know what we are going to discuss?” Moran spoke.

“He does not. At least not yet.” Fashka spoke. “He is meeting with the High Lord within the hour and then he would like to speak with you. If… if he still lives.”

Moran’s eyes went wide. “Excuse me?”

“It is complicated Robert Moran.” Fashka spoke. “Events my father manipulated long ago are coming unraveled. We have served the High Coven for many millennia. The High Lord has given us all we desired. My father believes he may have violated that trust with his actions and that is why he will go before the High Lord himself. If he lives he will contact you… if he does not survive… a message will be transmitted to your personal account and he asks you view it as soon as you are able. We will know in a few hours which of these have occurred and I have already planned for either event. My father calls you a friend Robert Moran. That is a great honor to my people you know this? He hopes that your friendship will be enough.”
Moran stared into the much taller Immortal’s eyes and nodded. “Fashka… your father had faith in me when no one else did. Let me grab something to eat and I’ll wait for that transmission in my ready room.”

USU’OZEIB 7

Cha’talla moved down the corridor of the High Lord’s massive offices with dread filling his chest. He held the report from Colonel Pa’cour in his hand, his dark eyes giving no emotion away. His actions over the past years could now give away something the High Coven had worked very hard to obtain, and Cha’talla had no doubts that Veldruk with kill him at the very least if he was lucky. If he was unlucky, his entire family would be executed and his tribe branded traitors. The Immortals had served the High Coven for well past his six millennia of life, ever since Veldruk had conquered their world nearly thirteen thousand years ago. His actions had halted the ethnic cleansing among the different Akruxian tribes and brought peace to Cu’Akrux II. The Akruxian High Priest had sworn their people to eternal servitude to Veldruk, but that action had started his people on the road to a new beginning. The Akruxian were no longer a handful of backward tribes. They had cities on their world, schools for their young, every modern amenity they could desire just like all of the High Coven Empire worlds. 


Cha’talla led one of the nine ruling tribes and was considered an honored statesman among his people. He had been part of the High Coven Royal Guard for four millennia now, the last thirteen hundred years as Veldruk’s personal Captain. He could not help but see all that coming apart because he alone had made a decision forty years ago to try and improve his people.


He entered the large office, nodding at the two Immortals who guarded the door. “We are not to be disturbed no matter what you hear. Is that understood?”


The two Immortals nodded without question though Cha’talla could see the confusion in their eyes. He continued into the office area, his dark eyes focused on where Veldruk sat. The High Lord looked up from the data scroll he was reading.


“Cha’talla… to what do I owe this visit from my Immortal Captain?” He asked as he sat back in the high backed chair.


Cha’talla moved to within a meter of Veldruk’s desk and dropped to one knee. “Milord… I… I must bring you information of my actions. Actions that… action that I began of my own accord without your knowledge and now those actions may have unfavorable results.”

Veldruk got to his feet slowly and moved around his desk. “Get on your feet Captain!” Veldruk barked as he moved to the counter bar and began pouring himself a glass of bright red blood.


“Milord… I am not worthy to stand before you after what I have done.” Cha’talla spoke.


Veldruk turned as he brought the glass to his lips and drank a long pull. He walked slowly to stand beside the kneeling Immortal. “I know all about your actions Cha’talla.” Veldruk spoke. “Tal’nel was kind enough to inform me.” 


Cha’talla looked up quickly. “Tal’nel?” He spoke. “I…” His head turned and he saw the Immortal officer appear from the shadows along the wall wearing a cruel smug smile on his face.


“Good morning Cha’talla.” Tal’nel spoke. “I will finally get my revenge now.”


Cha’talla rose to his feet slowly as Tal’nel walked up and stood beside Veldruk. 


“I reward loyalty Cha’talla.” Veldruk continued. “Tal’nel has told me all about your plan with the abomination Yuri goes to capture even now. He has been watching you for some time it appears… waiting for the moment to bring this information to me so that I could act on it.”

“Milord Veldruk… I only wished to… to better our people in your service.” Cha’talla spoke. “I did not know… I did not suspect that this could possibly happen.”


Veldruk nodded. “To better your people?” Veldruk asked. “By using genetic samples of the abomination to make your people more pleasing to the eye. So that in some wildly imagined future you would be accepted enough to perhaps breed with purebloods? Is that what you mean?”


“Yes Milord.” Cha’talla spoke straightening to his full height.


“Why?” Veldruk asked.


“Milord?”


“Why Cha’talla? Why would you want this?”


“Milord… to be like you is what I aspire for all my tribe. All my people.” Cha’talla answered. “It was you who ended the warring among the tribes. It was you who united our people, given us what we now have. Who would not want to be more like the Lord who saved us? If you consider it to be a crime to aspire to be more like you Milord, then I am guilty of it yes. As are millions of my people.”


“Yet your actions now put at risk something that I worked very hard to put in place.” Veldruk spoke calmly. “Something that will more than likely mean the loss of that asset within that dog Leonidas’s inner circle.”


“That is why I have come here Milord!” Cha’talla spoke. “Not to beg for forgiveness for myself… but to inform you of what I have done and to accept whatever punishment you deem necessary. I have served you faithfully for thirteen centuries Milord Veldruk; my actions… my decisions should not put shame upon my tribe or my people. That is what I beg of you. I offer you my own blood as proof of my loyalty to you.”


Veldruk stared at him for a long moment and Cha’talla could feel his heart racing as he watched Tal’nel stand there with that cruel smile.


“Yes Cha’talla… you have served me for thirteen centuries.” Veldruk finally spoke. “And now with my blessing… you will serve me even more, because with your death, my secrets will die with you.”


Veldruk lifted his hand and Cha’talla’s eyes bugged out of his head as he felt the constriction of his chest and the pain that was caused. He felt his body sail across the expanse of the High Lord’s office crashing through the thick windows and then he was falling. The moment of his life flashed before his eyes as he plunged the thirty story drop to the black waters of the lake below. He closed his dark eyes as he hit the surface of the water, the pain unlike anything he had ever felt, and then the blackness took him into its dark embrace.


Veldruk leaned back from the smashed window sipping the crystal of blood. He felt remorse at what he had done, for Cha’talla had served him well. But this was an opportunity he could not pass up. Cha’talla had known more than any other Immortal Captain before him, and though he had never used this knowledge against him, Veldruk could not leave him alive with that opportunity. He turned slowly and looked at Tal’nel.


“I want his children singled out and butchered immediately, but nothing is to happen to the remainder of his tribe Tal’nel.” Veldruk spoke. 

“As you order Milord.” Tal’nel spoke subserviently.


“Pass the word that any reprisals from this action will be dealt with extremely fast. He over stepped his bounds and allowed an important intelligence asset to be all but completely compromised because of personal desire.” Veldruk spoke. “We will most likely lose that asset now… no matter how quickly we move.” He turned from the shattered window and moved for his desk. “You have just been promoted Tal’nel. Inform my War Council I want a meeting in one hour! Right now get me a secure connection to my daughter!”

Tal’nel bowed his head and turned to execute his first instructions as the High Lord’s new Captain.

