CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
EARTH

EDEN CITY

Isra and Aelnala were positioned on the roof of the twenty story building looking down on the shopping square below them. The sun was beginning its journey downward over the horizon, and was at their backs as they gazed down into the square. It was full of men, women and children as they moved from shops to open aired cafés. Much of the fresh fruit and vegetables sold in Eden City and in Sparta, were sold in markets just like this. Eden City had four of them, though this one was by far the largest.

Isra reached up slowly and placed his hand on Aelnala’s neck. Do you see her?


Aelnala’s large head nodded slowly. She just came into the market from the north. She’s moving quite easily, waving to others and acting as if she is only shopping.


Ah… I see her now. Isra smiled and shook his head slowly. The woman has ice water in her veins to be so calm. 


She has faith in her friends and those who love her. Aelnala spoke in agreement. She has a Drow vampire and a Lycavorian wolf ready to shred all who intend her arm. That gives her much in the way of confidence. But she is naturally a strong woman Isra.

Yes she is. To have experienced what she has and come out stronger for it. Isra nodded. It is no wonder that Earth has prospered so under the care of the three of them. All of them have the backbone and laconic bravery of a Spartan. The King was wise in leaving them in charge.


I believe Earth… more specifically Sparta… I believe in the years to come it will become the unofficial capital of the Union. Aelnala spoke her eyes never leaving Selene’s figure even as she walked among the crowd. It is well known that the King and all of his Queens and his royal concubine prefer the much slower pace of Sparta. I believe that is why they continue to expand the villa.


You may be right my sister. Isra said. I hope Tarifa and Aihola decide to remain here. In the short time we have been here I have come to like it here.


As have I. Aelnala spoke. I…


The COM unit in Isra’s armor crackled softly. “Target is moving. He’s spotted Selene.” Steven’s voice spoke softly. “Tareif is moving now. I will maintain overwatch.”


Isra nodded in approval. Steven knew where his skills were, and they did not extend to the realm of physical combat to the extent it would allow him to go up against a Kavalian. He would remain prepared while Tareif and Aricia, both with considerably more skill and strength to take down the Kavalian.


Isra reached up and tapped his COM unit, activating the implants in his jaw and ear. “Lynwe?”


“We are in position.” Lynwe answered immediately. “Layna is a better shot and she is behind the scope.” Her voice was calm and deadly. She didn’t like doing this, but the military portion of her experience said it was an excellent option. She knew what Selene could do, and she knew what Aricia and Tareif could do. She also knew that if she gave the command, Layna would kill the Kavalian without a second’s pause for they both loved Selene dearly. “Do not miss Isra my friend.”

Isra nodded. “I don’t intend too Lynwe.” He replied confidently. “What is the target wearing?”


“Long cloak over his head.” Aricia’s voice replied instantly. “Dark blue. He’s moving into the sun from under the indoor café on the northern edge of the market.”


I see him. Aelnala spoke.


“Aelnala has him marked.” Isra said. 


“I’m trailing ten meters back.” Tareif’s voice broke in. “At the fruit stand with the yellow banner. Northwest corner.”


He’s moving quickly Isra. Aelnala spoke. Too quickly.

Isra focused his own wolf eyes and brought the square into clearer view. What do you mean?


“Aelnala’s right!” Aricia broke in quickly. “He’s making a straight line for Selene. No deviations.”


“Steven sweep across the market again!” Tareif ordered into his implant. “If he is as skilled as we have been led to believe, he would not act in such a manner!”

Steven used his powerful binoculars from the third floor room he was in to start a sweep from one side of the market to the other. He moved as quickly as he could, not wanting to miss anything. “I have nothing!” He spoke haltingly. His binos swept over the south west corner of the square now and stopped as they settled on the lone figure standing under the overhang shelter of one of the outdoor cafés. “Hold on!”

“Steven…?” Aricia spoke.


“Selene… increase the width of your steps my love.” Lynwe’s voice broke into the implants now.


Steven centered in on the lone figure, focusing intently. The figure wasn’t moving; simply standing with his arms crossed staring northward into the market. An older woman crossed in front of him and the figure turned his head slightly, revealing light colored fur on his face.


“He’s in the southwest corner! Tan cloak and hood. I just saw part of his face when he turned.” Steven directed excitedly. “It was like dirty blond hair.”


“That’s him.” Selene’s voice spoke for the first time even as she smiled at the fruit vender she stopped next to.


“Isra!” Aricia broke in. “Change of plans! You and Aelnala snag him, Tareif and I will cover Selene! Layna… if the Kavalian manages to get away… do not let him leave the square alive! Uncle Dymas… deploy the Durcunusaan to encircle the square!”


“Already done!” Walter’s voice echoed in their ears.


“Layna?” Aricia spoke.


“I have him.” Her voice spoke. “I won’t let him get away my Queen.” Layna finished.

Talco watched as the half elf vampire female moved closer to him. She must have sensed the fool thief he had paid to move on her from across the market. He would drive her towards him and then he would take her. He had not seen either dragon in over a day, the rumors floating out that the child Queen’s dragon had gone rogue and killed her, then disappearing. The gamboge colored dragon must have been out looking for her, hunting her. That suited Talco just fine. He really only truly feared one thing; and that was facing one of those dragons. Both of them, regardless of his experience and those he had killed, those dragons frightened him right down to his core. 

He would use this Selene for days, listen to her moan as he took her in every conceivable way and then he would watch as the craving for blood destroyed her mind and then killed her. He…

The trumpeting roar announced the violent shaking of the ground in front of him as the gamboge colored dragon landed not five meters from him, the male Lycavorian sitting tall on her back and glaring directly at him.


“Hello Kavalian!” Isra shouted. “Did you think we would not find you?”


Talco’s eyes went wide as Aelnala’s mace like tail whipped around faster than he could follow or react too. She was an expert in using her tail, knowing just when to use her full strength and when to adjust her power. The mace like tip slapped into Talco’s side like a hammer blow, sending him careening ten meters from under the café overhang. Isra was off Aelnala in a blink then, his Nehtes appearing in his hand almost instantly and extending to its full eight foot length. He moved quickly to where Talco lay withering in pain from the shattered ribs Aelnala’s tail had produced in him. The Kavalian’s eyes were wide in fear as Aelnala quickly followed her bonded brother, and Talco could see her just over his shoulder.

Selene meanwhile, threw back the cape she was wearing and whirled on the man coming up behind her. Her eyes changed quickly to vampire cobalt blue and she snarled, exposing her vampire fangs.


“I don’t like being followed!” Selene hissed as she stepped toward the mugger who Talco had hired.

The elf attacker staggered back as Selene stepped toward him, backing right up into Tareif’s broad chest. Tareif closed his hands around the elf tightly.


“You have some questions to answer.” Tareif growled.


Isra pressed the spearhead of his Nehtes into Talco’s chest applying enough pressure to pin him to the ground and make him hiss in pain as his broken ribs ground against one another. “You made a mistake remaining within the city to try and exact your revenge against Selene fool.” Isra spoke. “You did not honestly think we would allow you to harm her do you?”


“I will… I will tell you nothing!” Talco hissed as Aricia came up next to Isra, the hood covering her face completely.


Aricia pulled the hood back just enough to expose her face to Talco and she saw his eyes go wide.


“You… you are supposed to be dead!” Talco gasped. “They think…”


Aricia smiled. “Thank you for confirming your connection to Maruad Talco.” Aricia said pleasantly and seeing Talco’s eyes go even wider. “It will be very helpful in the future!”


“You… you will get nothing from me child Queen Bitch!” He snarled.


Aricia stepped closer to him a vicious smile splitting her face. “My mate has a saying Talco… and in this instance it applies to you quite well.” She spoke softly. “You will be singing like a bird in a short while, have no doubts of that.”


Talco’s eyes shifted as Selene walked up to them. She looked down on him with murder in her eyes.


“I told you we were not fools Talco.” She hissed. “It appears you were the fool for not listening to me! We will get every bit of information we want from you Talco… and then I will take great pleasure in having you executed for espionage on my planet.”


Aricia’s COM unit crackled. “Queen Aricia… Admiral Joarl needs you to meet him at the Command Center immediately.” The voice spoke.


Aricia touched her armor activating her unit. “I’m on my way.”

BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS
FORMERLY STATE OF MONTANA

TRUE PEOPLE’S MOUNTAIN BASE
Syrilth stared up through the opening of the hanger into the star filled sky a thousand things running through her mind. Her mother had taught her much in the time she could, first among that was to never trust Lycavorians. Yet what Isheeni had shown her? It was beyond paradise. They had homes, family and friends. The bonds with their Lycavorian riders were stronger than any she and Maruad could develop together. Syrilth was no fool… and she now knew that Isheeni was correct. She and her rider would have swatted her and Maruad from the sky. They were far more powerful than the Heavyhorn and her rider, though even they had a stronger Mindvoice link than she and Maruad. They…
I had to learn what you are trying to comprehend as well Syrilth. Isheeni’s voice reached out to her. Isheeni was unshielded but speaking on a level that Maruad and the white skins could never hope to reach. When Aricia first came to Enurrua. Our bond… it was a surprise to me. Your bond with Maruad is forced. It is not forged out of love and respect and friendship like mine with Aricia.
It is so… it is so hard to believe these things; that they actually do exist in this world Isheeni? Syrilth spoke.

Isheeni nodded as she settled to the floor of the hanger next to her. You will receive no argument from me in that regard. Even I did not believe it possible. My mate had left Enurrua to try and save the King. Chetak’s men were closing in around where we were hiding. I thought the bond Aricia and I shared was the only one of its kind. Until that day when I looked up that mountain and saw the King astride Torma’s back. And three hundred others lined up with him. The battle was glorious Syrilth. I saw Lycavorians stand and take weapons fire to protect their bonded brother or sister. I saw my kind do the same. Isheeni looked at her. That is what it was meant to be Syrilth. And that is what it is with the King and Torma, Aricia and I and all of Mjolnir’s Hand.
Syrilth turned her ochre colored eyes on Isheeni. He would have done what you said wouldn’t he?

The King is a Spartan Syrilth. As bonded pairs we do take on some of the traits of our sister or brother. Torma and Martin are no different. They balance each other perfectly actually. Just as Aricia and I do. Isheeni met her gaze evenly. I do not brag when I say if by some chance of fate you and Maruad fought and defeated Aricia and I… Martin and Torma would descend upon this planet and none of you would survive. They would not rest until every vile monster in this mountain was dead, and your un-hatched siblings would then be unprotected and uncared for and they would die.
Is that what I am to you? A monster?

Isheeni shook her head quickly. You are acting by instinct Syrilth. Everything you have done has been by instinct. That is something the King knows well. The elves… the females you are trying to kill? They are descended from our kind you know?

You jest! Syrilth exclaimed.
Isheeni shook her head quickly. No. Search among your deepest feelings. Do you not feel the draw to the elves of this planet? They do not fear our kind out of hand. Part of them knows they are part of us. As do we. Maruad is trying to make you help him kill a part of ourselves Syrilth.

This is why Roluth bonded so easily with these female elves? Syrilth asked.
Isheeni nodded. Not just anyone can bond with our kind… you know that. They must be strong within Mindvoice… and if you think what you feel with Aricia and I is powerful… when you meet my mate and the King, then you will feel power. Isheeni spoke proudly. They must be able to Mindvoice without our help at a level the Val’istar sets. Usually a Tier Six, which is the highest anyone can achieve… accept for Aricia and the King. They are at a level that can not be measured.

Syrilth nodded. She hit me with a psychic projection didn’t she? She saw Isheeni nod. Maruad is a fool… he thought it some sort of invisible weapon.

 There are only three hundred within Mjolnir’s Hand. That number is significant to the King because of his father. Barely a dozen more outside of those three hundred, including my three children from our first clutch of eggs. Isheeni told her. My son has bonded to the King’s daughter… my first born daughter to the King and Aricia’s son. My second daughter to the King’s Royal Elfin concubine. There will be more of his blood and that of his Queens… but none more than the three hundred of Mjolnir’s Hand. Our bond is not to be used as a weapon, he and the Elder mother… my mother made that very clear. We have spread out among the Union that you saw in my thoughts, showing that we do exist and that we exist for justice. 
How do I know I can trust what you say? Syrilth asked. Your Mindvoice powers are far beyond what I have obtained. How do I know this is not all some trick?

Do you truly believe you would still be here if it was? Isheeni asked softly. I have been here now how many hours Syrilth? If I was not telling you the truth, would not this mountain be under attack this very minute? Would I be trying to convince you otherwise? You are not stupid Syrilth.
My brothers and sisters? All I have done, I have done for them. To protect them. Syrilth said.

Isheeni nodded. As any Firespitter would Syrilth. There are many things that are different but there are many that remain the same for our kind. Chief among them is our desire… the inbred notion to protect our family at all costs. You might be surprised to know that notion… that desire is also among the Lycavorian Spartans of the King and Aricia.

Syrilth turned back to look once more at the stars. What… what must I do? She brought her head down and looked at Isheeni intently. Tell me Isheeni of Mjolnir’s Hand. Tell me what I must do to free my brothers and sisters and give them the freedom I was denied.

Everything you know about Maruad, this mountain. Join with my mind and through me pass it to my bonded sister Aricia and to Isra and Aelnala. Their first priority above all else is to find your un-hatched siblings and bring them to safety. Then… then she will allow you to take your revenge upon Maruad in any way you wish. Isheeni spoke. 
What must I do Isheeni? Syrilth asked.

Tell Maraud we need to hunt together. Tell him I need to learn how to hunt for more than myself and he will believe you. Isheeni spoke. Let me take you to meet Aricia… talk with her and Isra and Aelnala. Let me prove to you what I say is the truth.

How do you know you won’t just kill me if I go with you? Syrilth asked.

Isheeni looked at her. By my blood as a Firespitter… I will not allow that to happen. I did not kill Roluth when he plunged on me even though I would have been within my right to do so. My word is my bond to you Syrilth.
Syrilth stared at her for a long moment. Roluth?

Isheeni nodded. If Maraud will allow it… he can come as well. He needs more time with his bonded ones anyway. Can you convince him?

Syrilth snorted. I know of his secret plan to escape this planet. He will not refuse me or I will inform the white skinned creatures of his plans and they will carve the flesh from his bones while he screams in agony.

Isheeni nodded. Tonight. I will tell Aricia.

ELEAR
WAINN
OFFICE OF THE WAINN CONSTABLE

L’tian stood next to Dysea in the small room watching on the monitor as two elfin male interrogators were questioning the supposed cult leader. Dysea’s hip leaned against the table, her arms folded over the top of her firm breasts. She was fully wolf now, the changes long complete in her elfin body, and she had entered phase just yesterday. Her wolf blood was singing for Martin. She wanted to feel him within her, feel his huge cock filling her more completely than anything she had ever felt. She wanted to feel his powerful hands on her body, stroking, exploring. His lips and tongue dancing across her flesh as his powerful aura washed over her, permeating her being. 
Their last night together at the palace as she had laid in his arms, the cries of rapture from Isabella filling the night air as Anja, Aricia and For’mya had their way with her next to them on their huge bed, Martin had pulled her close to him. He had wrapped her lithe body within his powerful embrace, pulling her tightly and nuzzling her elfin ears ever so gently. Dysea had shivered in enchantment when he had done this. Martin had told her that night they had not seen enough of each other and he wanted her to stay at the palace more. He wanted her to stay closer to him, her and Isabella both for he missed them. Dysea’s mind and body had sung at his words, and she had pressed her face against his powerful chest breathing deeply of his wild mint scent. A tiny part of Dysea had thought perhaps that he was losing interest in her… that he no longer desired her as he had. Martin had proven her how wrong she was that night, and while Isabella was blissfully entertained by the others, Dysea had him all to herself for the entire evening. An evening that neither of them had wasted and an evening that left Dysea deliciously sore and her voice quite hoarse the next morning.

“Dysea?” L’tian’s voice echoed gently in her head and brought Dysea out of her carnal thoughts.


“Huh? Oh… I’m sorry L’tian, I was distracted.” Dysea spoke softly. “It’s very hot in this room.”


“Shall I open a window?” He asked.


Dysea shook her head. “No it’s not that.” She said. She pointed to the monitor. “It’s… him?”


L’tian looked confused. “I don’t follow?”


“The changes to my body are fully complete now L’tian.” Dysea said turning to look at him. “I am coming into phase.” She spoke without the least bit of shame.
They both turned when the door slid open and Isabella walked in followed by Nymtran. Dysea smiled and held out her hand which Isabella took without pause. They shared a soft lingering kiss and then Dysea turned back to L’tian.


“As I was saying… I’m coming into phase now.” Dysea spoke calmly and evenly. “It makes me…”


“I yavéa lumé.” L’tian spoke in the elfin language. “Yes… my wife has told me For’mya will experience this as well in time.” (The fruitful time)

Dysea nodded. “It makes me more attuned to the aura of my mate. To Nauta Melme. My body calls out for Nauta Melme… my blood calls out for him. No other male is able to affect me as he does. In this state I can sense Nauta Melme within Mindvoice, albeit faintly. He is very disturbed… something is happening where he is.” Dysea shook her head. “I will contact Aricia when we are done and see if she knows anything… but back to him.” Dysea pointed to the monitor. “I can feel our guest.”


Isabella looked at her wide eyed. “Ussta she-elf? You…”


Dysea looked at her and smiled. “It is nothing.” She said shaking her head. “Not even enough to make me pause… Nauta Melme is by far stronger. But for me to detect it in my state… the Lycavorian used in the experiment that created him was powerful. He would have to be. This fool knows I am watching him, he can smell me. He can smell that I have come into phase. He is radiating his full unshielded aura in an attempt to influence me, yet he doesn’t realize it has no affect on me. He must think I am withering on a bed somewhere and that all of you are keeping me from seeing him.” Dysea spoke with a grin. “What he is projecting however is not natural.” She looked at L’tian. “Have we gotten the results back from the lab?”

L’tian nodded. “He is like the others. A creation. Lycavorian, elfin and Kavalian.” He replied. “He did not resist when they took a blood sample after being brought here. According to your doctor on NORMYA’S LIGHT, the DNA and molecular absorption on this one is seventy percent higher than the one in your cell block.”

“He didn’t resist?” Isabella spoke surprised.


L’tian shook his head. “I was surprised as well. It seemed as if he knew it was all part of some plan he is following.”


“Or he is protecting something much greater with his feigned cooperation.” Dysea said. “Something that he doesn’t want us to find out.”


L’tian nodded. “Yes… that was my first thought as well.” 


“Why is he so perfect?” Dysea asked looking at the monitor. “He does not act as the others that attacked Lexi and I did. They were crazed and near insane. This one is calm and reserved, completely in control. His aura is an unnatural thing… elves do not have an aura but by all accounts he could pass for an elf easily at first glance, and no Lycavorian has an aura like this. It doesn’t even feel real.”

“Does Arzoal believe this still has to do with the first elfin King?” Isabella asked.

Dysea shook her head quickly and then moved to sit down at the small table. L’tian and Isabella joined her. “She has reviewed everything I have given to her. Everything that we have discovered. She realizes now that this man and his followers were using that only as a cover for this cult. He looks nothing like a Lycavorian or a Kavalian. I studied the history of that race the last few hours. They were savage and cruel.”

L’tian nodded. “They were indeed. But until now… nothing has been heard from them except in tiny amounts. The High Coven is said to have all but wiped them out.”

“The more I read the more I came to realize that the evil I feel comes from him.” Dysea said. “He is not like the outer demeanor that he projects. What he projects is death and decay.”


“We know he is using his gatherings to recruit followers.” L’tian said. “Those followers subsequently disappear for several days and then return fully converted. They sell all of their belongings and move to this compound where they live. We have spoken to the neighbors of some. They describe it as unnerving.”


Dysea nodded. “I’m not surprised. As I said he projects evil. The ones that attacked Lexi and I projected evil. Two days he has sat in that room now. He has never complained… never asked for a Defender. He has denied nothing and admitted to nothing.” Dysea spoke. She turned to her lover. “It is frightening. The wolf in me… the wolf in me wants to rend his flesh from his body, but the elf in me wants to run and hide. Bella has Mateau been able to provide you with any information?”


Isabella nodded. “He has been watching this Solomon. It appears he is the middle man so to speak. Mateau has informed me the fourth VBAE is missing, but that is no surprise really.” Isabella said. “Mateau has found a work order buried with other requisitions requesting that it be replaced due to faulty circuitry. It shows the VBAE as being shipped back and they are waiting for a new one.”


“More than likely it is within this compound they have built.” L’tian spoke.


Isabella nodded. “That is my guess as well.”


“And this Roland signed the order I take it?” Dysea said.


Isabella nodded. “Indeed he did.” She replied. “In fact Roland has also been the one to approve every purchase in the last thirty-five years pertaining in any way to the field of research and development within the medical field.”

“Then he is a High Coven agent?” Dysea said.


Isabella nodded. “Undoubtedly. The only questions that remain are… who he is working for now… and what information he has?”


“You trust him Bella? This Mateau?” Dysea asked.


Isabella nodded. “We… I watched him try to save the life of a child for three hours. He wouldn’t give up. And when that child finally died, he refused to allow anyone to touch the body. We… we wrapped him in soft satin sheets and Mateau and I gave his body to the stars.” Isabella looked at her elf lover. “He is loyal my love.”


“And this Roland is on Apo Prime?” Dysea asked.


Isabella shook her head. “He’s conveniently on his way here to meet with Mateau. It is a meeting that was scheduled some weeks ago, but it only lends credence to my theory of what is going on. Armetus agrees with me as well.”

L’tian looked at her. “What theory is this?” He asked. “I thought this all had to do with this cult centered on the first elfin King.”


Dysea shook her head. “L’tian other things have occurred that lead Bella and I to think otherwise. Arzoal now agrees with us as well.”


L’tian looked at them. “I’m listening.”

Isabella nodded slowly. “Armetus is aware of what we are doing here and I’m sure he will give you a more detailed briefing at a later time.” She spoke quickly. “Everything that is happening is tied together somehow to something larger. I have maintained close contact with Armetus over the past week Dysea.”

Dysea nodded. “You told me as much Bella. What is going on?”

“There are assassins on Apo Prime as well as here on Elear, and from what little Armetus was able to tell me, For’mya or this young female Sadi is the target.” 


“For’mya?” Dysea spoke. “Why?”


“This young Lycavorian female has apparently been used by the High Coven as a low level courier for many years.” Isabella explained. “It was she that got the first group of assassins to the island in the attempt on Anja’s sister. Armetus has been investigating her for some weeks and just a few days ago she confessed everything to them. They have placed her in protective custody on the island with For’mya. They believe she is merely a pawn and not a traitor, but they feel that either she or For’mya saw something they should not have seen. Six assassins have been contracted and appeared on Apo Prime. Four Bo’yak and two Unsaur. All of them very experienced and having papers that were forged by a man who does work for my father’s secret police.” Isabella moved to the small table. 
L’tian looked shocked. “Bo’yak?” He said. 
“Who are these Bo’yak?” Dysea demanded.

“They are far more skilled and expensive than the Kochab and Evolli who have come after us here.” Isabella spoke. “I have witnessed one Bo’yak assassin take out three Lycavorians Centurions by his self. They are not to be underestimated. And if they are now on Apo Prime… then their mission has been sanctioned by my father.”

“Your father?” L’tian gasped. “But that would be… that would only be a prelude to war.”

Isabella looked at him. “Or an act of desperation.” She said.

“What do you mean Bella?” Dysea asked.

“This young Lycavorian female had contacts within a safehouse here in Wainn. I sent Miai to retrieve that encrypted data from one of Armetus’s secure consoles at the palace. She will return shortly.”

“Bella what aren’t you telling us?” Dysea said.


“Armetus told me this morning before I came here. Armetus believes there is another High Coven agent within our inner circle Dysea.” She answered. “This one placed much higher than Aspon was.”

Dysea looked at L’tian and then back to her. “What leads him to this conclusion?”


“Small details more than anything?” Isabella spoke. “And how what we are dealing with here is tying back to what is happening on Apo Prime in small ways.”


“What details?” L’tian asked.


“Anja’s sister Sivana for one.” Isabella spoke. “The only reason we got to her first was out of sheer luck. We had been following her longer yes, but we had Yuriko helping us. Her knowledge of The Wilds was invaluable. Yuri had not been back from Earth long enough to re-establish herself within the High Guard. Once she did however, things happened very quickly. They had orders to capture or kill Sivana… but the priority was keeping her from falling into our hands. They discovered her at the exact same time as we did.”


Dysea nodded. “Sivana knew the location of Nauta Melme’s daughter. Of Lisisa.” She spoke. “She was the one who delivered her to Lycavore.”

Isabella nodded. “That is part of it yes… but Armetus seems to think there is another reason as well. Armetus is looking now into how the Coven found her so quickly with almost none of the intelligence we had. I also told Armetus of my half brother being here on Elear trying to kill me. It didn’t come to me until I was speaking with Mateau and Miai mentioned it as we were leaving.”


“Mentioned what?”


“How did my father discover that I was seriously considering finally taking a more active role as Martin’s Queen, as he has wanted me too? As all of you have wanted me too?” Isabella asked. “My father hates the fact that you and I are lovers Dysea. Not only lovers, but very much in love. With each other as well as Martin. Not to mention Aricia, Anja and For’mya. We have made no attempt to hide that and that alone is reason enough for him. But the men Roland assigned to Mateau as his assistant directors, at least one of them referred to me as Queen Isabella when he was talking with Mateau. Now how exactly would that information have gotten to Roland? I did not make that final decision until we were here, and we have talked of this before ussta she-elf. Yet within only a day or so of us arriving here to investigate this cult, the first attempt on my life was made. They knew before hand that I was considering it. And they had to already be here when we arrived.”


Dysea nodded quickly. “Yes… I remember. Bella… Armetus doesn’t believe the traitor is one of us?”


Isabella shook her head quickly. “No. As closely bound as we have become… that would be impossible and Armetus knows that.” She answered. “But he also knows I have not seen or spoken to anyone within IES in almost a century, yet an assistant director on Elear knew that I was considering this.”

L’tian sat down at the table. “I’m not following you Isabella. What does that have to do with this cult?”


Dysea’s emerald green eyes grew wide now. “Nothing.” She said softly. “Nothing at all.”


“Excuse me?” L’tian spoke.


“Veldruk did not sanction this Biogenics work.” Dysea spoke quickly. “This Roland has gone rogue on him hasn’t he?” She asked looking at Isabella.

Isabella nodded. “That is what Armetus believes.” Isabella smiled. “The man… that man frightens me sometimes with the way his mind is such a puzzle twister. My father sent my brother here to eliminate evidence of any High Coven ties to Roland, and also eliminate me in the process of turning every vampire who calls the Union home back into an enemy.”

“What?” L’tian gasped. “How… how is that even possible?” 

Isabella smiled. “Killing me was the secondary mission and the perfect cover for my brother. Kill me within IES headquarters while Roland is here, my father’s small time agents planted within the Netnews divisions start rumors of the Biogenics program and then my ties to IES and ultimately Roland, who conveniently arrives tomorrow to speak with Mateau about funding. Roland dies with me… the biogenics leaks and stories are told that we were doing all this behind Martin’s back?”


“It rapidly becomes a crisis for the King and every vampire within the Union becomes an enemy once more.” L’tian gasped as realization hit him.

Isabella smiled. “And my father achieves what he has been trying to achieve for centuries now. I would be dead and all that we have built here… it would be destroyed in a matter of days. Not to mention he would eliminate an agent that he no longer has control over.”


Dysea shook her head. “But if Roland is not working for your father…?”

“As much as I despise the man, as much as I would rejoice to bury a blade in his black heart, I agree with Armetus. He is not fool enough to sanction Biogenics research because he knows the results are very questionable at the least and very dangerous at the best.” Isabella spoke.


“Then we need to find out who Roland is working for.” Dysea said. “Before he discovers that his life is in danger. If he has not already figured that out.”


L’tian leaned forward. “What does all this have to do with another traitor within the King’s circle?” He asked. 


Isabella looked at him her hazel/green eyes unreadable. “That is what Miai brought to my attention. Aside from Martin, you, Anja, Aricia and For’mya, I have told only five others that I was finally comfortable enough with myself… with my relationship with Dysea… that I was finally comfortable enough with myself to assume the role Martin wants me to assume. As his Queen and his mate.”

Dysea’s emerald eyes grew wide in horror and she sat back in the chair. “Bella… you…”


Isabella nodded. “Yes…”


L’tian’s eyes moved quickly back and forth between them. “What? What are you two saying?” He demanded.


Dysea turned slowly to look at him. “The traitor is…” The door to the small room burst open and Miai rushed in with Sole’nar right behind her.


“Milady Isabella!” Miai gasped. She looked like she had just run the two kilometers from the Wainn landing pad.


Isabella and Dysea came to their feet quickly. “Miai… what is it?”


“The property here in Wainn… the one that Armetus sent to us?” Miai gasped out.


Isabella took her hands. “Miai… take a deep breath child. Calm down!”


Miai shook her head quickly. “It is not… it is not one of the ones that Mateau listed for us!” She took a deep breath. “I contacted Marci as soon as I knew this and she headed for this location.”


“And?”


“She contacted me back just as we were landing.” Miai spoke. “You and Dysea have your COM units turned off!”

Isabella turned and looked at Dysea and they shared a sheepish look as they grinned. “Yes we do.” Isabella spoke.


“Marci told me that she has seen three Kochab enter this house in the last thirty minutes alone! And there is definitely a member of the Venorik Elghinn unit there as well.” Miai gasped.

Isabella’s eyes were wide at this. Her head snapped to Dysea. “Ussta she-elf!”

“Go!” Dysea barked. “I will find out what I can from our guest here.”

LYCAVORE

“EVAC! Evac now!” Martin’s voice screamed in their COM units.


Yuriko leaned back in the chair she was sitting in as the consoles in front of her began to flicker. “What…?” She began working the consoles once more. “Shit! Daniel… someone is rerouting control of the security measures! I’m…” Yuriko’s eyes grew wide as she gazed at the screen. 

“What?” Danny screamed.


“It’s a fucking trap!” Yuriko barked. “The palace’s internal sensors are coming back online! Daniel… we got Immortals moving on us from the north stairwell! They knew we were coming!”


“Ah fuck me!” Danny barked. “You heard the boss! We’re out of here! Anuk… Nayeca, cover the corridor!” Danny slammed his hand down on his COM unit. “Marty… we got bad ju ju coming out of the woodwork! We’re pulling back to the barracks room!” Danny turned to Husen. “Watch the corridor! Yuriko… can you shut it down!”


“No!” Yuriko screamed back, her hands flying over the console. “They’ve got control from another location. It was rigged remotely!”


Danny reached into the small fanny pack he wore and slapped the box like device on the console next to her. “Blow the fucking thing then! Cut the power to the perimeter systems!”


Yuriko looked at him. “Daniel that…”


“Do it Yuriko… before they reprogrammed the palace defensives to target us again!” Danny barked just as Anuk let loose with a sustained burst down the corridor. 


“We have company!” Nayeca screamed a second before she too pulled the trigger.


“Do it Yuriko!” Danny barked. “Marty… Marty are you moving! Man… we got Immortals coming out of the fucking walls boss! Marty… it was a trap!”


“Yes!” Martin’s voice in his implant was soft and filled with unbridled rage. “I know! Evac now Danny! All of you!”


“Martin I’m not going to leave you here to…!”


“Tell him to shut up!” Donus’s voice filled their ear implants. “Tell him to shut up or I will kill all of you right now!”


“What are you doing?” Sivana’s voice barked “You…!”


The single shot thundered in the confines of the prison corridor and Belen’s voice filled their COM in a piercing scream of agony.


Danny’s head snapped around even as he lifted his 190. As he stepped into the corridor and Anuk and Nayeca turned around Husen was already gone down the corridor.


“Fuck!” Danny swore. “All of you… with me now!”

Martin glared at Donus as he cradled the Lycavorian female prisoner in his arms, Lisisa and Melita frozen in their spots as Belen caught Sivana’s falling body lowered her gently to the filthy floor of the prison corridor. The single round had caught her directly in the chest just above her left breast. At such close range it had punched clean through her chest and exited just beneath her unprotected shoulder blade. Blood spilled from her lips as she gripped Belen’s arms tightly.


“Bel… Belen?” She gasped out her eyes wide as pain wracked her body.

Belen shook his head back and forth. “Sivana… you didn’t wear your body armor!” He almost screamed.


“Too… too heavy!” Sivana croaked out the words, her fingers clenching and unclenching trying to grab onto his armored shoulders. “Belen… I’m… I’m cold!”


“I… Sivana… I…” He pulled her body closer to his as if his presence alone could keep her from dying.


Donus glared at them, holding the P190 with a steady grip. “Did you think I was just going to let you leave and ruin all that we have here?” He shouted out the words. “You have ruined everything! Everything!”


“Father!” Husen’s voice carried to them as his son scrambled down the stairs and stopped just behind his father. “Father… what are you doing? The Immortals are here! We have to go!”


“Securing our future!” Donus exclaimed. “Get their weapons! We will give them the King of the Lycavorian Union. They’ll give us whatever we want Husen! Anything we desire!”


“He is our King!” Husen hissed out, his eyes wide in shock.


“He is not our King!” Donus shouted. “We will be Kings! We will have anything we want! Now do as I tell you!”


“Yuri will gut you like the dog you are!” Martin hissed stepping forward.


“Don’t move! I will kill the wench you came here for if you move!” Donus barked.


“You… you knew she was here?” Lisisa gasped out in shock.


“We have known she was here for years!” Donus snapped. “Nanac and Onia are the ones who showed the Coven how to extract her scent glands without killing her and they told them how to keep them viable!”


“Her scent glands?” Melita spoke. “Why would you need her scent glands?”


“Nanac and Onia are dead.” Martin stated flatly. “As you will be very shortly.”


Donus laughed. “Are you going to kill me? You may be fast King Leonidas… but you aren’t that fast. I will give the Coven witch you… and she will give me all I have ever wanted. And I will be free of this hated planet. Husen… take their weapons damn it!”


“Father… why are you doing this?” Husen gasped. 


“We’ll have all that we ever wanted!” Donus shouted. “The Coven Princess will give us everything we ask of her for giving her Leonidas!”

“I already have what I want!” Husen exclaimed. “I have taken Relina as my mate! I want to leave this place and have a life!”


“Relina? That little wench! She will be your plaything Husen! You will have any female you want! Even vampire females! They…” Donus stopped talking when he felt the barrel of the K12 press to his forehead. “Husen… what are you doing? Put that away! You are my son and I lead our family!”


“I have discovered something you never bothered to feel father.” Husen spoke. “I will not allow you to take that from me! Not when we are so close to leaving this cursed planet!”


“Husen you will do…”

Husen caressed the trigger of the K12 and the single round took Donus just above his ear, blowing the majority of his brains over the wall and floor. “No father! I am done listening to you.” Husen spoke just before he turned and began vomiting.


Lisisa rushed forward and scooped up the fallen 190 as Danny and the others came rushing down the stairs. Martin glared at him.


“I told you to fucking evac!” Martin shouted.


“I did evac! I conducted an evac here you shit! Fucking court marital me later! The palace defenses are going to blow in about twenty seconds and there are Immortals flooding from the upper floors! This was a trap Skipper!” Danny shouted.


Martin moved forward and held out the prisoner’s limp form to him. “Take her.” He said.


Danny’s eyes went wide when he finally registered her scent and he looked at Martin, Anuk’s eyes growing wide now as well. “Martin…”


“Guard her brother! With your life!” Martin spoke.

Danny didn’t hesitate and nodded adjusting the fragile form in his arms. Martin turned to where Belen held Sivana in his arms, her blood pooling around her body, even as Anuk knelt next to her, tearing at her medial bag.

“Anuk!” Belen gasped. “You must save her! She is fading from me!”


Anuk’s hands were shaking as she held out the medical scanner and passed it quickly over Sivana’s body. “Gods…” She gasped. “Her lungs… her lungs are torn open; the round nicked her liver and heart! She’s got massive internal bleeding! I’m not Hadarian Belen… I can’t… I can’t do anything!”


“Bite… bit… bite me.” Sivana wheezed out the words, blood spilling from her lips. “Make… make… make me yours!” 


“Belen!” Martin shouted causing Belen’s head to snap up. “She is your woman! Do as she asks you! Bite her!”


“She… she is the Queen’s sister Mi… Milord!” Belen gasped.


“Damn it man!” Martin barked loudly. “You have already scented her! She wants you and no one else. She told Anja this! Now bite her and let Anuk stabilize her!”


“Sire…”


“If you let her die Belen… Anja will kill you!” Martin snapped. “And if she doesn’t… your father will! Now turn her Belen, before I lose my fucking temper Spartan and I kill you!”


Lisisa and Melita shared a look of shock at this as they helped Husen regain his feet, spitting the foul taste of vomit from his mouth. Belen looked at Sivana… her green eyes focused on him. 


“Sivana…” He whispered.


“I… I don’t… I want to stay with you Belen.” The words came out hoarse and barely audible, blood leaking from her lips as she grasped his arms tightly.


Belen pulled her tighter and didn’t hesitate, extending his fangs and biting deeply into her neck. Sivana convulsed several times as the virus in his salvia set her blood on fire, the pain unlike anything she had ever felt. The pain from her wounds was forgotten as her blood burned like acid for a few brief seconds and then became simply a painful throbbing. The gunshot wound became almost secondary to the heat she felt racing through her veins now. Her green eyes were wide and she gripped Belen so tightly, her nails left impressions in the body armor covering his shoulders.


The floor and walls suddenly shuddered as the massive explosion shook the entire building around them. Pieces of granite and dust fell from the ceiling as all of them staggered.

“That was the control room!” Yuriko exclaimed from the top of the stairs. “The defenses no longer have power… but now we are trapped here father! Immortals are swarming to the palace from two sides! And from the airfield!”


“All they have to do is throw plasma grenades down the stairs and we will all die!” Melita screamed.


“I ain’t gonna give them the chance!” Martin snapped. “Yuriko… Nayeca… down here!”


They didn’t hesitate and drew back down the stairs quickly as Martin stepped toward them. Melita, Lisisa, and Husen could only watch in awe as the shimmering silver psychic ball of power formed in Martin’s palms. He directed it up the stairs at the ceiling and shoved his arms forward; releasing the grapefruit sized psychic blast into the ceiling above the doorway at the top of the stairs just as the head of an Immortal looked into the room quickly.


It was as if an explosive charge went off in the ceiling, the room and floor all around them once more shuddering violently as huge chunks of granite and steel came crashing down, dust filling the entire corridor


“Ok… now I’m really fucking tired of this planet!” Martin screamed releasing another ball of silver psychic power almost immediately after the words came out of his mouth. Lisisa and Melita dragged a wide eyed Husen back from the bottom of the stairs.


“He’s trapped… he’s trapped us in here like animals!” Melita yelled out.


Martin spun around and looked at her. Melita eyes flew open further when she saw his eyes were now the yellow gold of his wolf persona like she had seen earlier. His fangs were also fully extended as well and he had a murderous smile on his face.


“Trapped?” Martin spoke. “Not even close Melita! Torma my brother!” He shouted.

All of them watched as the light blue psychic shield began to encompass Martin’s body instantly. 


Torma cranked his massive eighteen and a half meter body into a gut wrenching turn and dove for the earth before his bonded brother’s voice had finished echoing in his mind. He felt another presence within Mindvoice and knew immediately who it was.


I am coming to you my brother! Torma screamed out in Mindvoice, his heart pumping pure and strong.


Torma! Miath’s voice broke in and Torma saw his green body appear next to his as he dove for the ground. Anja sent me here! She said something was wrong?

Father! Jeth’s younger voice squeaked out, his blue/black body behind them, his wings folded tightly as he tried to keep up with the two larger dragons in their dive.


Miath… the vampire witch Yuri makes her way from the landing pad! Destroy their vehicles quickly! 
It will be done! Miath exclaimed before his large body peeled away.
Jeth my son… land with me near the south corner of the palace. Activate your shields Jeth! We have some Immortals to dispatch!


Father… I have never…


You are my son and a member of Mjolnir’s Hand now Jeth! Follow me in! Our bonded mates need our help!

Yuri was silent as she rode in the Lifter with the Regent and two Immortals. The High Coven driver was skillful as he maneuvered the Lifter easily along the road. Six other Y11 Transport Lifters carried the thirty member detachment of Immortals that had come down with her from BLOOD JUSTICE. Yuri’s rage had been building ever since Robert had taken her to his Ready Room. There he had played the transmission from a dead man to her.

“If you are viewing this Robert Moran, then I am dead.” Cha’talla’s face was calm and unreadable in the holoimager. “What I have done was only for the advancement of my people Robert. I was the one to purchase the half breed daughter of Leonidas. I have kept her hidden in the one place I did not think anyone would look. We have researchers among my people, and they have been trying to use her DNA and her cells to improve my people’s grim aesthetic appearance to others. I have not done this for any other purpose Robert Moran. The High Lord freed my people, stopped our warring ways between the tribes. I am as loyal to him and the Vampire Coven in death as I was in my life. I had hoped he would… I had hoped he would see my actions for what they were. An attempt by me to improve my people and make them more like him. I fear my actions have only angered him greatly. 


“Where I chose to hide this half breed is where the High Lord has imprisoned a very secret program. The prisoner in the Regent’s cell is a Lycavorian female. She is the original host of a clone agent that the High Lord was able to insinuate into the Union’s highest corridors of power. They have been using her to replenish the scent gland cells of their clone for fifteen years now. I knew of this… but I never thought Leonidas would venture so far from Union space in an attempt to rescue his half breed daughter and thereby jeopardize the location of this clone host. He will discover her there, of that there is little doubt. He has grown far more powerful than the High Lord imagined he would, especially since he has bonded with that huge beast. My son serves you Robert… and with my death the High Lord will undoubtedly order my immediate offspring and family executed. Fash’ka is my second oldest Robert Moran… and I ask you as a… as a friend… please attempt to see that he survives. I saw in you those first days on Earth what my people could become Robert Moran. You are not completely vampire, but know that you have the skills and power to become stronger than any pureblood I have ever seen outside of the High Lord’s own children. Yuri may be married to that pathetic pureblood out of convenience Robert, and she may even bear him a child sealing his support for her father, but do not dismiss her for this. Her vampire heart… her blood wishes only you. If such a child is born my friend… give him or her to the Immortals. We will train them to be true to the Coven. And then set about making your own children. 

“Something is happening Robert Moran. It began just after Veldruk met with the Zaleisian Ambassador a few weeks ago. He detected something from the man, but would tell no one what it was. He began ordering secret sweeps with our sensor drones into Zaleisian space. He became… he became worried about something Robert. I have never seen him worried about anything. Something is happening that he has no control over and he is trying to hide it as he has hidden so much through the millennia. You should know Robert Moran… it was Veldruk who ordered Xerxes to rape the Princess Yuri. Your wife and the woman you love so much. He wanted to harden her to emotion… to feeling. He had Xerxes rape her repeatedly to accomplish this task and he ordered me to say nothing upon death of my family. I tell you now because I want you to know the man. His actions with Yuri… it succeeded until you came into her life. I noticed that in the first hour after I came to Earth.


“I do not know what is going on Robert Moran… but I fear it will shake the High Coven to its core. And it has nothing to do with the wolf dogs. Be ready for anything Robert Moran… for if King Leonidas discovers the prisoner on Lycavore he will unleash a purge within the Union that will seek out and destroy every asset we have there and leave us blind to what they are doing.” Cha’talla stopped and took several deep breaths as if mulling something over in his mind before he continued. “Robert… you should know… Veldruk is the High Lord of the Vampire High Coven and its Empire, but it is not he who began us on this path of that I am certain. He wields absolute power… but his power is not absolute. He answers to someone else. I do not know who it is… he has never given me a hint of that… but I know it to be true. And whatever is happening he is attempting to hide it from whom he answers too. He thinks my death has buried many of his sins… but I am not as foolish and ignorant as he believed. Help my son to survive Robert… in any way you can… and these secrets will be yours when he is safe. I am no traitor to the Coven… and I would die to protect it… even after I am already dead. 

“Leave nothing to chance my friend… for the fate of the High Coven Empire may very well rest in your hands and the hands of Princess Yuri. It was an honor to know you Robert Moran…”

Yuri had controlled her rage then, and she was controlling it now, albeit tenuously. Her own father had ordered her brother Xerxes to rape her. Humiliate her. Crush her spirit and attempt to reshape her into something else. Now Yuri understood why he always relented with her, why he always finally gave in to her wishes. He did not want her to question him in any way. He did not want her to discover what he had done.


The very faint sounds of weapons fire made her look up just as the massive explosion on the horizon lit the night sky. The armored Lifters in front of and behind her own vehicle came to screeching stops on the path to the palace Immortals bailing from inside the vehicles to watch as the front windows of the palace, on every floor, blew outward in a flame lit fury, chunks of the front of the palace itself breaking off and falling to the ground from the force of the explosion.


Yuri exited her lifter just as an Immortal from her security detachment ran back to her with the Immortal Colonel who had greeted her at the pad.

“Princess… the regent’s palace has been breached!” Her officer spoke. “At least a dozen Lycavorians are inside! Half of them Spartans!”


“Leonidas?” Yuri gasped out.


Pa’cour nodded. “Yes Milady! He came for the prisoner! I assumed he would attempt this after speaking with you just before you departed your ship and I left a small detachment hidden in the palace when we came to get you.” Pa’cour held up the small data scanner.


“What is your name?” Yuri demanded. 


“Colonel Pa’cour Princess.” He answered immediately.


Secondary explosions shook the ground they were standing on causing Yuri to grab the side of the Lifter for support. “The beast?” She exclaimed. “His dragon! If Leonidas is here… that dragon will be here as well! Has anyone seen him?”


“No! My men inside are reporting that he has collapsed the ceiling around the entrance to the prison level with some sort of force field weapon!” Pa’cour barked out, canting his head to try and hear better. “They are attempting to dig through the rubble now!”


Yuri looked up into the night sky as she felt a large tremor within Mindvoice. A large unshielded tremor. “Get away from the vehicles now!” She screamed. “Everyone away from the vehicles!”

Yuri dove for the nearby ditch followed by her Immortal security detachment and Pa’cour without hesitation. The stream of superheated breath ripped from the sky above with no warning just as the Immortals and High Coven troops were reacting to her shouted warning.


Miath came in low and fired just as he came upon the first vehicle. His stream of superheated breath sizzled in the night sky as it melted four Immortals and the first vehicle in the first two seconds. As he swooped over the small convoy, his breath reached out for the next vehicles right down the line. Small explosions ripped the night air as the lifters exploded and tossed bodies to either side of the road, deadly superheated shrapnel whistling through the air and punching through flesh and metal alike. Yuri could barely suck in a breath at the weight of her Immortal Captain and Colonel Pa’cour, both of whom had thrown their bodies over the top of her to protect her. Screams of the dying filled the night air as with two powerful swipes of his wings Miath disappeared back into the night sky.


Yuri felt Pa’cour roll off her immediately; reaching for his leg as he screamed into the communications implant he wore. “I don’t care! The dog’s beast just attacked us!”


Yuri watched his eyes grow wide. “What is it?” She screamed.


“There… there is more than one dragon on the planet!” Pa’cour shouted. “The King’s monster is right now smashing at the rear corner of the palace with his tail. A smaller beast is burning my detachment if they come near. Their weapons are ineffective against the shields of either beast!”


“He’s not trapped!” Yuri screamed. “One of his whores must be with him! Probably that red haired bitch! It was her dragon that just attacked us! Move all your forces to that point! Move through the timber! Stay out of the open!” Yuri scrambled to her feet. “We need to overwhelm them before he uses his power to blast his way out of the lower level! That’s what the beast is doing! It’s trying to smash him an opening!”

Pa’cour began shouting orders even as he pulled the two of three large slivers of smoking metal from his leg with a grimace of pain. Yuri watched this for a moment before brushing his hand aside and kneeling next to Pa’cour and gripping the last piece herself. Pa’cour nodded and she yanked the sliver free of his flesh. The wounds were healing quickly and Pa’cour let two other Immortals assist him to his feet.


“The Princess says to attack in force!” Pa’cour screamed in rage. “I don’t care how many casualties you have suffered! Attack again!”


Yuri looked at Pa’cour. “Where is that scum Tonlar?” She barked.


“He dove for the other side of this roadway!” Her Commander barked in reply.


“Take me there now!” Yuri barked


“This way Princess!” Pa’cour spoke moving across the path between two burning Lifters and back into the high brush and thickets, leading her towards a small group on the edge of the nearby timber.  


Yuri touched the small box on her belt and activated her own COM unit. It was a single secure communications line directly to Moran.


“Robert he is here!” Yuri spoke. “The Immortals are attacking, but there is a good chance he will escape. I believe the red haired Hadarian whore is with him. Her dragon just swept over our Lifters and destroyed them!”


“Yuri… if Leonidas has found that prisoner then we have to follow your father’s orders!” Moran’s voice carried to her. 

“I am finding it very hard to follow or believe anything my father has told us in the last few hours Robert.” Yuri spoke as she walked her voice emotionless and cold.


“I know but…”


“I will contact you once we have the situation secure here.” Yuri snapped cutting off the transmission as she walked up on where she saw Tonlar huddled behind a large log that had been torn from the earth years ago. His face was ashen white, even in the darkness with only the flames from the burning Lifters lighting the surrounding area.


“Princess… you must take cover!” Tonlar gasped. “Did you see it? The beast came out of the sky breathing fire! It…”


“It wasn’t breathing fire you fool!” Yuri snapped. “It unleashed superheated air, not the flame from one of the fire breathers! The prisoner in the cell beneath your palace… who is it?” Yuri demanded.


Tonlar looked at her. “Prisoner?”


Yuri stepped closer and grabbed him by the front of his clothes, yanking him up and baring her fangs, her eyes changing to vampire cobalt blue. “The Lycavorian in your prison level?” Yuri screamed. “Who is it?”


“I… I don’t know!” Tonlar screamed back. “I was… I was never told!”


Yuri’s eyes flared and as quick as a striking viper her head snapped forward, her fangs biting deeply into Tonlar’s neck. His eyes grew wide for a moment, until Yuri bit deeper and pulled her head away tearing open his throat savagely. Blood fountained into the air as Tonlar withered on the ground, his hands trying to stem the flow of blood squirting form his neck. Yuri stepped back quickly, drawing her sleeve across her bloody lips before spitting on the ground.


“Foul tasting man!” She hissed. “Colonel Pa’cour…” She growled snatching the High Coven equivalent to the Spartan P190 from his grasp. 


The VHC41 was the standard assault rifle for the High Coven, firing a 13mm projectile round that could penetrate most types of body armor. The Spartan body armor was made of sterner material and at longer ranges the rifle became less effective.

“Princess!” Pa’cour barked out as he drew the two swords that were secured across his back.


Yuri met his eyes. “We will take back this palace Immortal!” Yuri declared. “Do I make myself clear?”


Pa’cour smiled a vicious smile. “And the regent’s corpse Princess?”


Yuri spit on the cooling body once more. “Leave him for the insects. They must eat too.”


Torma’s massive whip like tail smashed into the corner of the building for a fifth time, granite and stone dislodging and falling all around him. His talons dug into the soft dirt, his head spinning around at the adolescent trumpet from Jeth. Three Immortals had gotten close to his son, and as Torma moved to intervene, Jeth trumpeted madly in anger. His own mace like tail whipped around and crushing one Immortal square in the face, sending his body flying thirty meters away to smash on the rocks. Small flashes rippled across Jeth’s psychic shield indicating where he was taking hits from the Immortal VHC41s. Jeth snatched another Immortal within his jaws and bit down savagely. As the Immortal began screaming in agony, Jeth lifted him from the ground and flung his body away, his arm and shoulder tearing away with a sickening sound. As the Immortal’s body cleared his snout Jeth turned and unleashed a short blast of superheated air directly into the face of the third Immortal.


The Immortal’s weapon fell from suddenly loose fingers as he reached up to scream and try to stop the melting of his skin and flesh. His decision was made for him as Jeth flicked up with his left talon and slashed open his upper body to the night air. Torma’s eyes beamed with pride at his sons actions, until he saw the large contingent of Immortals forming to their side. 

Miath! To our east! There are… Torma needn’t have bothered as within seconds, Miath had dropped out of the dark sky and landed directly within the group of Immortals. His breath and tail and razor like talons began rending flesh from bone, opening massive wounds, and burning entire pieces of bodies to ash.


Torma… are you clear! Martin’s voice filled his head.


Torma turned back to the corner he had been smashing. Do what you must Martin!


Martin stepped around where Belen held Sivana’s limp form in his arms.


“Everyone cover your faces and eyes!” He yelled.


Martin’s yellow/gold eyes flared and he lifted his hands once more. Lisisa watched as the area in front of him shimmered with a silver/bluish color and then he shoved his hands forward. Lisisa watched in undisguised awe as that massive wave of power reached out from her father and struck the wall of the prison corridor. The ensuing roar was deafening as hundreds of tons of rock, granite and dirt were blown away from the corner of the palace, and suddenly Lisisa could see stars and smell fresh air.

Martin turned and moved up next to Anuk and Belen. He didn’t hesitate and pulled Sivana into his arms. “Danny! Take her to Torma! Melita… go with him! Nayeca… with me!”

Belen stood up with Martin, confusion in his eyes. “Milord… what are…?”


Martin didn’t pause and got back to his feet, plunging through the dust and dirt still hanging in the air.


Torma! He screamed out.


We are here! Torma’s voice replied immediately.


Torma’s massive eighteen and a half meter long body appeared in the dust cloud along with Miath’s dark green body.

Miath! Down! Martin barked and watched as Miath immediately lowered his body to the ground. “Melita… get in the saddle!” Martin barked.


Melita looked at him as if he was insane. “You are joking!” She gasped.


Melita had no opportunity to complain or protest as Belen came up behind her and physically lifted her up and directed her into the saddle. Melita had no choice but to allow her legs to slide down on either side of the saddle, just as Martin lowered Sivana’s limp form in front of her. Her dark brown eyes were wide in fear as she looked at Martin. “I… I do not know what to do!” She yelled.


“You have to do nothing but hold Sivana!” Martin shouted. “Miath will do it all Melita. You can’t shift… you must go with him. We can disappear into the hills and move where you can’t. Yuriko has more experience than you moving with us in wolf form!” Martin watched as her arms slid tightly around Sivana’s waist and then he grabbed her firm ass and pulled her closer to the front of the saddle, pushing her legs under the dragon armor shield guards. “Hold on to her Melita. Don’t let go until Anja is taking her from you.”


Melita nodded quickly. “I… I won’t!”


Martin jumped back down and looked into Miath’s deep gray eyes. You carry the sister of your bonded mate Miath! She has been bitten. Get her back to Anja and tell her that.

Miath nodded and scrambled to his feet. I will!


Now go!


Melita screamed out and locked her arms around Sivana tightly as Miath’s powerful legs launched them into the air. Martin dashed to where Nayeca was settling quickly into Torma’s saddle while Danny held the limp form of the prisoner. Torma lowered his massive head level with Martin.


My brother… she is…


Martin nodded. Fly swiftly my brother. Helen must not leave her side for anything. Sivana will survive… Anja must treat her as quickly as she can.


This can not be! We left her only a month ago! Torma declared.


This is happening Torma… and we must find out the truth quickly. Martin said. Take Jeth with you… the rest of us will shift and work our way north and then west. We’ll be back to you before morning!


They will attempt to follow you Martin. Torma spoke as he scrambled to his feet.


Let them try! Danny and I will shred them one by one if we have too. Go my brother. Look for us from the west in the morning. Martin turned quickly and looked at Nayeca. Nayeca…


I will remain at her side until you return Martin Leonidas. You have my word as a Drow! Nayeca spoke.


Martin nodded. Torma go!

Torma flexed his thick legs and propelled himself into the sky. Jeth my son! Come with me!


Lisisa nodded and stroked Jeth’s long neck. Go Jeth. I will see you soon!

Jeth nodded his large head and then flexed his own legs leaping into the night sky. 


Martin turned to Danny, Anuk, Belen, Husen and Lisisa and Yuriko. “Yuriko… blur out of here!” Martin growled. “Stop for nothing! We’ll shift and follow you in support!”

Yuriko didn’t pause and wrapped the shadows around her and blurred for the treeline. Martin turned to Belen and grabbed his shoulder. “Belen!”


Belen met his eyes, the fire back in them. “She lives Milord! That is all that matters! We must go before they recover! I have no desire to fight these scum Immortals this night!”


“Fucking ‘A’ Skipper!” Danny barked.


Martin nodded. “Let’s get the fuck out of here then!” Martin snapped. “Danny… you and Anuk lead us out! Belen you got the rear. Husen you’re with me.”


Six flashes of soft white light briefly lit the night sky and then the shapes of six wolves bounding through the thickets and tall grass and vanishing into the night was all that remained of the smoking battlefield on the outside of the regent’s palace.

Yuri’s cobalt blue eyes gazed on this picture as she stood on the small ridge above the rear field of the palace grounds.


“Do we follow them Princess?” Pa’cour asked.


“That’s what he wants you to do Colonel.” Yuri answered. “No… he has Simpson with him. Leonidas and Simpson alone could delay and shred your Immortals in the timber for days. Recall your Immortals Colonel. We have a general idea where they are correct?”

Pa’cour nodded. “Yes Princess… but those beasts have mangled my detachment here. Not many remain that are not injured or burned in some way.”


“I will have Commander Moran send down the remaining contingent of my Immortals and we will hunt them down and kill them all together.” Yuri snarled with a nod. “Take your remaining forces here and secure the palace. The regent’s wife… did you find her?”


“We are holding her inside Princess.” Pa’cour spoke.


“Give her to your men Colonel.” Yuri spoke. “She enjoys giving herself to other men… then she can give herself to those who are worthy of her attentions. Make sure everyone of your Immortals has their way with her. Fuck her until she goes insane. Then lock her in a dark room and let her die without nourishment.” Yuri looked at him her dark eyes savagely cruel. “And Pa’cour, make sure that any Lycavorian, man, woman or child that you still have control over is dead before dawn.”

Pa’cour nodded. “As you order Princess.” He spoke.

AUTUMN MOON-CLASS ATTACK FRIGATE

HAMMER OF THE GODS

TWENTY-EIGHT HOURS FROM EARTH

ALDEBARAB NEBULA

Commander Imror eased the connecting hatch open a millimeter at a time. Captain Daro had taken them in with extreme caution, closing the distance to the Mizarian transport with double his usual vigilance. He was well known for his patient nature, and now Imror was thankful for that. With excruciating skill Daro had guided them up under the transport and established a docking lock as lightly as a feather. No one on the HAMMER had even felt the minute nudge as they docked with the extended ring on the transport’s belly, and if no one of the warship felt it, no one of the much larger transport would have felt it.

It was dimly lit in the small anti-room of the transport’s cavernous cargo hold, the only light coming from several overhead fixtures. Imror could see half a dozen large computers within his cone of vision, but no scents came to him that he could detect. He lifted the hatch slowly, until it was all of the way open, the silenced K12 automatic held tightly in his hand. When the King had returned to the Union, many of the unique weapons he and those on Earth had been using were discovered to have excellent usefulness, none more than the powerful K12. They had never had a hand weapon that was accurate and powerful enough to drop a target in one shot, but with a little tinkering the Union’s weapons masters had made the 10mm K12 into a lethal weapon out to fifty meters. It had become the standard sidearm for most of the fleet and many of the Spartan Centurions.


Imror moved with exacting precision, his head turning slowly in all directions and still not detecting any scents that could be construed as a living creature. He leaned back against the inner hatch and released his grip on the ladder, motioning with his empty left hand to the three Centurions that were beneath him. Imror took a deep breath and pulled himself out of the hatch quickly, the three Centurions following him in blinding speed, each of them pulling themselves from the hatch and breaking to the left and right around the hatch. Imror allowed his K12 to sweep the area in front of him, leading his wolf eyes as he took in everything around him, the Centurions doing the same. He looked at the senior Centurion, the man’s wolf eyes meeting his as he shook his head indicating he smelled nothing either. Imror motioned to the door with his hand and held up one finger. The Centurion nodded and moved quickly and silently to the sealed door, one other Centurion following him. They had studied the specs of this type transport before coming over from the HAMMER, and directly outside this door opened into a short corridor that led to the massive cargo hold.


The two Centurions paused and then the senior one touched the door control. The door hissed open and the two of them paused before moving through the door. Imror and the fourth Centurion moved up to the door and followed the first pair out into the corridor and moved quickly to the first pair. The senior Centurion held his P190 in his right hand, leveled at the door into the massive cargo hold, his left hand holding a portable motion detector. He turned to look at Imror.


“No movement.” He spoke softly.


Imror looked at him confused. “This class transport has a crew of forty-six.” He stated. “There should be some movement.”


“The sensor is working perfectly Commander.” He replied. “I checked them before we came over. Three times.”


Imror nodded. “Continue into the cargo hold then. Move slowly Senior Lochagi… we will cover your rear.”


The Centurion nodded and motioned to the man moving with him. He touched the door control panel and it slid open into the massive cargo hold. The wave of heat hit them all at the same time as the Lochagi and his partner moved into the cavernous hold. It was also dimly lit, but not so that they couldn’t see the three even rows in the center of the bay with what appeared to be chambers of some sort. They were raised a meter off the floor, all of them connected together with cables and conduits. There were control consoles every third chamber and there appeared to be four chambers per row for a total of fifteen. Imror moved up behind his senior Lochagi as they crept into the bay, the ten meter high ceiling trailing conduit that was not standard for the cargo hold of a transport.

“Commander!” The Lochagi hissed.


Imror moved up to him quickly near the front of the chambers.


“Two signs forward of us. Thirty-seven meters forward, five meters above. Judging by the heat signatures I’m thinking Mizarian.” He spoke.


Imror nodded. “That would be the bridge. Normal complement for the bridge crew is seven however.” He said. 


“Those are the only signs we are detecting sir. Nothing else.” He said.


Imror let his eyes wander over the strange looking chambers. “They have turned this hold into some sort of medical facility. These are incubation chambers I think.”


“They aren’t big enough for adults.” The Lochagi spoke. “Children maybe?”


Imror shrugged. “Perhaps. But why would they need chambers for children?” He looked at the Lochagi. “Search the remainder of this deck. If there are only two on the bridge, then bring them to me here on your sweep back. I’m going to stay here and see if I can’t figure out what these chambers are for by searching the rest of this hold and the rear section. Contact me immediately if you detect any additional life signals.”


The Lochagi nodded and motioned with his head to his partner. Imror watched them move off and then he turned to his partner and he motioned to the rear portion of the transport behind the cargo hold. This section of the ship held engineering and crew quarters and as they moved to the door, Imror activated the motion sensor he carried. He held it up to the door quickly, waited for the sensor to do three sweeps of the area in front of them and them he signaled his team member to open the door.

The door slid open and they moved smoothly as a pair. Imror had taken great pride in the fact that he had completed the standard Centurion ground training, and since each AUTUMN MOON-Class Frigate had a small Enomotia of Spartans with advanced commando training, he had studied and worked with them for months. It took them only three minutes to sweep the crew quarters and move into the engineering section and discover why there were only two Mizarian crewmen.

Imror studied the mass of consoles and cables in the engineering section, his experienced eyes knowing immediately what they had come upon.


“They are operating on remote.” Imror stated so his partner could hear him. “All of these controls are slaved to the bridge. Just like the chambers in the cargo hold.”

“Why would you remotely power a transport this size?” The second Spartan asked.


Imror shook his head as his internal COM crackled. “Commander… we have taken the bridge.” The Lochagi spoke. “Just the two Mizarian pilots! They are quite horrified that we just happened to appear. The entire ship is being controlled remotely from one of the cruisers Commander. They are only here to monitor for problems that might come up.”

“Bring them to the cargo hold Lochagi! I have some questions for them.”


“Yes sir!”

Imror stared at the two Mizarian pilots, their skin turning a dark shade of purple due to the fear they both felt. The Mizarian species were a type of chameleons; their skin color changing to suit their mood or whatever emotions they were feeling at the time. Their orange colored eyes were wide as they gazed at him. They had very thin lips and abnormally larger eyes with no nose. Their skulls were oval in shape with thin strands of hair growing down and then braided tightly. They were bipedal, but their limbs were weak and thin.

“Perhaps gentlemen… one of you would be as kind enough to tell me why your ships are outside the normal travel corridors and skulking about.” Imror asked. “Why a ship with a crew complement of forty-six has only two… and why it appears as if this ship is remotely being controlled.” Imror smiled at them, trying to get them to calm down. “Anyone?”


“We are only here to make sure no problems occur with the computer systems!” One of the Mizarian blurted.


“Shut up! They’ll kill us!” The second Mizarian declared harshly.


Imror smiled once more. “I’ll kill you if you don’t.” Imror spoke.

“Kavalians!” The Mizarian almost shouted. “The two cruisers are all Kavalian! They contracted us to just sit here on our ships and make sure the remote connections remained stable and monitor the instruments! That’s all!”


Imror waved his hands around the cargo hold. “And the chambers?”


“All we know is that they are for eggs of some kind! Big ones! We were told not to ask questions and we’d be paid double for the trip!”


“The trip to where?”


“Earth!” The second Mizarian replied now. “We were told to time our entry into the system with the next influx of duty ships from Apo Prime. The ones bringing the replacement work crews! The Kavalians have something set up with someone on Earth.”


Imror looked at them. “Why are there not any Kavalians on the ship now?” He asked.


“Whatever we are picking up… these eggs… the Kavalians are terrified of them!” The first Mizarian spoke. “They contracted for ten Elgion scientists to take care of whatever we were picking up for the return trip.”


“Where is the final destination?” Imror asked.


The Mizarian didn’t reply quickly enough and Imror lifted his K12 and placed the barrel of the silenced sidearm to the purple skinned forehead. “The final destination my friend… or you will not live another ten seconds.”

“Risu Garune! It’s Risu Garune!” The Mizarian nearly screamed.


Imror’s eyes narrowed slightly and he withdrew the K12 slowly. The Lochagi looked at him oddly. “Commander… you know this planet?” He asked.


“You do not know your military history Lochagi?” Imror asked.


“I am only three hundred and nineteen Commander; my interests in the academy were more towards females and drinking. Not history.” The Lochagi answered with a grin. 


Imror chuckled. “Yes… well this part of our history is not something we want to relive.” Imror told him.


“Sir?”


“Risu Garune is the home world of the Kavalian people.” Imror answered. “The center of their empire at one point. Before their misguided attempt at conquering us and the High Coven in the span of a hundred years.” Imror shook his head. “Secure them tightly. I must contact Captain Daro. Touch nothing! We do not want to let those on the cruisers who are monitoring these ships to know we are here.”


Imror turned quickly and tapped the COM unit in his armor. “Captain Daro?”


“Go Imror! What have you found boy?” Daro’s voice was clear and crisp.


“Captain… the ship is empty except for two Mizarian pilots.” Imror reported. “The cruisers however are crewed by Kavalians. They are heading for Earth sir, just as we thought. They were told to enter the system with the next influx of replacement crews from the various companies for the reconstruction that is going on.”


Imror heard Daro issuing orders in a whisper and he waited while his Captain checked something. His voice returned in seconds. “Imror that is in twenty-eight hours almost exactly.”


Imror nodded. “The same amount of time it will take these ships to reach Earth.” He spoke. “The Mizarians say they are supposed to be picking up some kind of eggs. They have incubation chambers of some sort set up in the cargo hold of this transport. I can only assume it is the same in the rest of them.”


“Eggs?” Daro’s voice questioned. “What kind of eggs?”


“I don’t know sir… but these pilots here are contracted through the return voyage it seems. They are to pick up these eggs and return them to the point of origin where these ships left from apparently.” Imror spoke.


“Where is that?” Daro asked.


“Risu Garune Captain.” Imror spoke. “The Kavalian home world.”


“Anse!” Daro exclaimed. “Imror stand by at your location! I must contact Admiral Joarl with this information!”

EARTH

EDEN CITY AIRFIELD


It had been easy enough to convince Maruad to let them all leave together. He held Syrilth’s brothers and sisters and he knew she would do nothing to endanger them. He also thought it amusing that her brother Roluth had somehow managed to claim the azure blue scaled dragon as his mate when he was obviously much less intelligent than Syrilth. A situation that Roluth only made easier to believe by his actions, even though it was far from the truth. Syrilth had suppressed her fear at what she could be possibly walking into, certainly a trap perhaps, if what Isheeni was saying to her was a lie. It was so very hard to trust anyone but her siblings, and ultimately Roluth had been the one to convince her.


The flight to Eden City had been quiet and fast, the three of them tearing across the landscape at incredible speeds, ignoring the hundreds of animals that scurried beneath them in fear. It had been full dark when they arrived at the airfield and landed near the large hanger on the outskirts of the base. As they grew close to the hanger Syrilth could feel the anxiety increase, not knowing whether to believe or not. She truly had no choice. She had to trust Isheeni, for any misstep now would cost her the lives of her siblings.

These were the things that were racing through her mind now as she started at the azure eyes of the raven haired female in front of her. They had entered the darkened hanger, following Isheeni’s lead. Syrilth’s head had snapped around when she detected the two Lycavorians closing the large doors rapidly behind her. Her heart skipped several beats until that voice entered her mind as easily as a cool breeze, blowing past her Mindvoice shields as if they weren’t even there.


You have no reason to be frightened Syrilth. No harm will come to you here. You are among friends.


The lights had blinded her for a moment as they came on all at once, illuminating the inside of the massive hanger. Standing without fear no more than three meters in front of her were the raven haired female and the violet eyed male. Both of them Lycavorian, and both of them brimming with power. Her ochre colored eyes saw the dozen black and crimson dressed members of the Durcunusaan moving about the hanger bringing crates and tables out of the small offices, and the two female elves that she had been trying to kill standing to the side. She watched her brother snorted excitedly and move quickly to where they stood beside the gamboge colored female, and Syrilth watched as the raven haired elf female stepped up to Roluth on one side her face bright and beaming as her hands touched him. It was no different when the white haired female elf did the same, and she saw her brother’s wings twitch in happiness as he settled to the ground.

Syrilth felt Isheeni step up next to her. Syrilth… Isheeni spoke looking at Aricia. May I present my Bonded Sister, Queen Aricia of the Lycavorian people. Bound Soulmate to the Spartan King and mother to his first born son Androcles.


Aricia’s smile was genuine and wide. Syrilth reached out within Mindvoice and found she had no shields up, her mind completely open.


You are free to see for yourself that we mean you no harm Syrilth. If you wish to explore my thoughts… I will not stop you. Aricia spoke.


Syrilth stared at her azure eyes, the power she felt within this small female almost staggering in its intensity. But you could. She spoke.


Aricia nodded. If I chose to yes. But that is not our purpose here Syrilth. It is to show you that what Isheeni has told you is the truth.

You… she told you? Syrilth asked.

Aricia walked up to Isheeni and lifted her hands as Isheeni lowered her head. Isheeni’s eyes closed as her hands stroked her snout and Aricia kissed her scales gently. Isheeni and I are bonded sisters Syrilth. We share everything with each other without exception. She knows all that I know and I know all she knows. The way it was meant to be. The way it is with my mate and Isheeni’s mate. The way it is with Roluth and the females elves you see with him now. The way it is with every member of Mjolnir’s Hand. 


What this Maruad has done with you is hideous. Isra spoke now stepping closer to her without fear. It goes against everything we swore we would never do as Bonded Pairs. It violates the sacredness of the trust we hold with our bonded brother or sister.


You… you are Isra? Syrilth asked.


Isra nodded. Yes. 


You flew… you flew so high! Syrilth exclaimed.


That is only a small fraction of what our bonds allow us to do Syrilth. Aelnala spoke coming forward slowly now.


Isra lifted his right arm and Syrilth saw the small blinking green light of the strange glove like attachment he wore. This is a medical scanner Syrilth. Isheeni’s mother, the oldest of your kind, she helped Queen Anja develop it so that we can insure our bonded brothers and sisters remain healthy and strong. I would like to examine you.


Do it sister. Roluth spoke now. Syrilth looked up and saw him approach the small group with the two elf females on his back. Isra gave me medicine when I was here before. It has already made me stronger and more alert.


Syrilth watched him settle to the ground next to Aelnala and Tarifa and Aihola slid easily from his broad back. She looked at Isra and nodded her head. They… they smell of you. She said as Isra lifted his hand and began to scan Syrilth.

Isra nodded. They are my mates. He replied.


I attempted to kill them. Kill you. And still you help me. Syrilth asked.


Your actions were not your own. Tarifa voice filled her thoughts and she watched as the sapphire eyed female elf came up to her without fear. The dark skinned female elf beside her.


We can no more blame you for these actions then we can blame a storm that claims the life of someone we know. Aihola told her.


They turned and looked at Isra as he walked back to where Syrilth could see him, his violet eyes filled with anger.


Isra? Tarifa asked.


Isra looked at Aricia. She is seven hundred pounds lighter than she should be for her size and age! Her scales are forty-two percent drier than they should be! The burn Isheeni caused is nearly healed, but there are signs of broken wing joints as well as other fractures! When Martin sees this… if he is not already dead… he will shatter every bone in this Maruad’s body for his treatment of her!


Syrilth was taken aback by Isra’s reaction at what his instruments had told him in regards to her health. That… that machine told you all that? She asked amazed.


Aricia chuckled softly and stepped over to Isra squeezing his arm. As you can see Syrilth, Isra is very much like my mate. They are obsessed with the health and care of our bonded ones.


Syrilth watched Isra as he walked to a large metal container and opened it. From inside he withdrew two huge portions of dried beef. She watched as he turned to Roluth.

Roluth! Second dose! Isra called launching it in the air towards him.


Syrilth watched her brother snatch the slab of beef from the air and gulp it down quickly without question. Her ochre colored eyes turned back to Isra as he stepped in front of her.


This is a slab of dried beef from wild boars on Apo Prime. It is also filled with several different types of medicine that we have found will increase your resistance to infections. It is packed with vitamins that will increase your appetite and digestion. It works quickly and we have brought six containers of stag meat, rich with the same medicine and vitamins that you can carry back to your brothers and sisters that have already hatched. Make sure they eat it all. We have left it in its natural state so as not to raise suspicion. Aelnala caught them all last night and this morning as soon as Isheeni told Aricia you were coming. Isra told her. This Maruad has treated you and your siblings badly Syrilth, and we need to change that starting now.


Syrilth looked at Maruad for a long moment as Isra held the slab of beef up for her. She turned back to the violet eyed Spartan and leaned forward to take the meat. It tasted delicious and her mouth watered as she chewed and swallowed it down.


Aricia reached out her hand and placed it on Syrilth’s snout. Syrilth’s eyes closed as Aricia’s power coursed through her, a soothing wave of warmth and caring. She settled to the ground now, finally relaxing herself. This… what was happening now was more than she had ever dreamed. What she had desired for three thousand years was within her reach and now she would do anything to achieve that. She opened her eyes once more and looked at Aricia.


I will tell you whatever you want to know. She spoke softly. Everything about Maruad. The white skinned creatures. Everything I know.


Aricia smiled and shook her head. I’m more interested in your un-hatched siblings at the moment. Aricia spoke. What Isheeni passed to me earlier is already being acted on Syrilth. Our main purpose now is to discover your siblings and where Maruad is keeping them. Aricia turned and motioned to Thr’won who was walking over from the small offices area of the hanger. Syrilth this is Thr’won. She is the Chief Mage of Sparta.

Syrilth watched as the blond haired female elf walked up, her pale blue eyes bright and alert and completely without fear. Syrilth glanced at Aricia. She is… she is strong.


Thr’won’s soft laughter filled Syrilth’s mind as she came up to her. Well thank you for the compliment Syrilth.


Aricia smiled. With your permission Syrilth… one of Thr’won’s talents allows her to see everything you have seen. Everywhere you have been. I am hoping she will see something that will lead us to the eggs.


Syrilth looked at Aricia. Maruad will sense this Aricia! She spoke quickly.


Thr’won chuckled. Maruad is a child who thinks he is a powerful Mindvoicer. She spoke. He will no more detect what you and I do then he will detect the king before Martin Leonidas smashes him into oblivion. I intend to leave you stronger than you are now Syrilth, and you will be able to conceal your new clarity easily when I am through. And pass what I teach you to those of your siblings that have already hatched.

You… you can do this? Syrilth asked surprised.


I only need you to allow me. Thr’won spoke. The Elder Mother taught me a great deal in my time studying with the First Oracle and herself.


Syrilth didn’t hesitate for a second. If it helps me to discover my siblings yes!


Then we should begin right…


“My Queen!” Joarl’s voice echoed through the hanger.


They turned to see him and Tareif sprinting across the hanger. Aricia turned to him as he came to a stop, and once more Syrilth was amazed that these men and women had no fear of her, or her kind. It was almost as if dragons were a commonplace sight to them.


“Admiral… what is it?” Aricia asked.


Joarl held out the data pad. “We just received this from Captain Daro! The HAMMER OF THE GODS has been trailing that small group of ships that I told you about.”


Aricia took the pad. “Yes… so?”


“They were able to execute a rather insane maneuver and dock with one of the transports. Daro’s third officer led a small team into the transport. They found two Mizarian pilots and they found that.” Joarl pointed to the pad.

Aricia began to read and as she scrolled down the page her eyes grew wider. “By the gods of ancient Greece.” She gasped.


“Aricia… what is it?” Isra asked moving up next to her.


Aricia handed him the pad and turned to Syrilth. “Syrilth… it appears Maraud has been lying to you all along. He has no intention of returning your siblings to you.”


WHAT?!


Aricia nodded. “One of our ships has been tracking a small flight of transports heading here to Earth. These transports are apparently configured with incubation chambers for eggs. And the only eggs that I know of that Maruad or anyone would be interested in are the eggs of your brother and sisters.” She stepped up to Syrilth and placed her hand on Syrilth’s snout. 


I will peel the flesh from his bones with my talons! Syrilth screeched out in Mindvoice.


Aricia looked at Isra. “These ships must be his way off Earth Isra. That is why Talco is here. He is the contact Maruad has communicated with. He has to be. Is Lynwe interrogating him?” Aricia asked looking at Tareif.


Tareif nodded. “She just started.” He answered. 


“I want to know everything that pig has in his head.” Aricia growled. “Every scrap of information he has I want.”


Tareif chuckled. “I’m sure Lynwe would like nothing better than to give him a taste of Drow justice.” He said.


“No!” Aricia spoke. “Torture will not work with him… his mind is too strong for that. Anything he tells us will be questionable. Tell Selene I want drugs used on him. Pump him so full of truth serum that he will tell us anything we want to know.” Syrilth looked at her.


“Milady… that could very well… his mind could be destroyed by that.” Joarl spoke.


“He should have that about that before he started on this path.” Aricia stated immediately. “See to it Admiral. I will join you when we are finished here.”


Joarl nodded. “As you order.”


Syrilth watched the Lycavorian turn and start moving across the hanger at a trot. The older male elf stepped up to Tarifa and Aihola and she watched as he reached out and stroked Roluth’s scales again without a hint of fear in his actions.


He is their father. Aricia’s voice entered her thoughts.


Syrilth turned her head to look at Aricia and Isra once more. I did… I never believed… are there many of my kind left?


Isra nodded. Thousands… and more eggs hatch each month. The elves you will see… all of them are descended from your kind Syrilth. From dragons. That is why there is such an affinity between you and them.


But what I have done in the past Isra… Aricia. I… I can never be forgiven for that. Syrilth spoke.


Aricia nodded. I have already spoken with Isheeni’s mother Arzoal through a conduit. An elf that acts as her voice from these great distances. She knows full well what has taken place here on Earth, as well as your actions. She is a Firespitter like you. When we are done here, she has asked me to tell you that you will all be welcomed into a new world. Where you are safe and treated as the sentient beings that you are.

Maraud is the last of a dead breed of Lycavorian Syrilth. Thr’won spoke now. And if he does not die by the hand of Aricia or Isra or some other Spartan, he will not live long once the King comes here.


Syrilth met Aricia’s eyes. He will come?


Aricia nodded. He is finishing a task his grandfather left undone when he was killed. He will come.


I… I wish to meet this King Aricia. Syrilth looked at Isheeni. And… and I wish to meet Isheeni’s mate.


Aricia smiled as Isheeni butted Syrilth gently in the side. Let us get started so that we can be ready to do what we must. Aricia stated.

LYCAVORE

“Be still Sivana.” Anja’s voice filtered to her ears. “Don’t move quickly.”


Sivana opened her eyes slowly, the soft light of the DT filtering to her, but not bright enough to hurt her eyes. As her eyes came into focus she saw her sister’s tear streaked face only inches from her own.

“Anja?” She whispered.


Anja smiled as fresh tears flowed from her eyes. “You gave me… you scared the shit out of me sister.” She said grasping her hand tightly.


Sivana looked around, moving her head slowly, realizing she was back in the DT. “The ship? I’m back at the ship?”


Anja nodded. “Miath flew back with you and Melita.” She replied. 


Sivana closed her eyes. “I hear voices!” She said squeezing her eyes shut tightly.


“You have become like us now Sivana.” Helen’s words came from the side and Sivana turned to see her walk up to the bed. Her hand went to Anja’s shoulder with a smile and she squeezed reassuringly. “The voices you hear are the surface thoughts of the others. Belen is a powerful alpha, and he is a Tier Six Mindvoicer.”


Sivana’s eyes grew wide. “Belen… he is!”


Anja squeezed her hand tighter. “He is fine.” Anja declared. “They are only a few kilometers away now, returning here. He will be with you shortly.”


Sivana looked at her sister, then to Helen. “He… he bit me.” She said.


Anja nodded. “Not exactly the way he had wanted to ultimately claim you… but yes.” She answered. “You will be very weak for a few days… but you will be fine.”


“I was… I was shot.” Sivana spoke. “He… he saved me. He saved me again.”


Helen took her other hand now. “I have erected Mindvoice shields around your mind to block out the majority of the surface thoughts around you. With so many Lycavorians who are a Tier Three and higher nearby, it could very well have driven you mad. Atropos will help you to realize what you are experiencing.”

Sivana looked at her. “Atropos?”


Atropos stepped from the side now and into view, his usually stern face relaxed and actually appearing friendly. He walked up to the side of the bed as Anja placed a hand on his shoulder ushering him forward. Atropos took the hand Anja released and looked at her with the first smile she had seen from the man since meeting him.


“Usually Lilika my mate would welcome you to our family.” He spoke. “However since she is not here… and under the current circumstances I will have to suffice for now.”


“Family?” Sivana asked.


Atropos nodded. “Belen scented you on the trip here Sivana. You knew this.” He said.


Sivana nodded. “Yes.”


“Belen was hoping to have more time with you before he asked if he could turn you, make you his.” Atropos said. “I believe that… that is what you wanted as well isn’t it?”


Sivana nodded quickly, all thoughts of doubts or fear gone from her now. “Yes.”


Atropos nodded and inched his body onto the edge of the medical bed. “Then let me help you to discover this new world you have entered. At least until Belen returns and can be by your side.”


Anja smiled and looked at Helen, motioning with her head. They stepped close to one another at the foot of the bed.


“Helen?” Anja asked in a soft whisper.


“I don’t know.” She answered. “It was as much a shock to me as it was to you. Her scent is pure, unblemished.”


“How?” Anja hissed.


“Again… I don’t know… but I suggest we find out as much as we are able before Martin returns.” Helen said. “I can feel the tremors he is putting off, and if I can feel them, they must be battering your shields.”

“I’ve never felt him so twisted and confused.” Anja said.


“Nayeca is with her?” Helen asked.


Anja nodded. “I have her in the small quarters we found on the Mindvoice ship near the bridge. It’s isolated and smaller than most… but it will at least keep her from being completely overwhelmed. The sedation will wear off by the time Martin returns.”


“Then let us discover what we can until then.” Helen spoke.


Her eyes opened slowly, fluttering in the dimly lit room. She was not lying on the cold filthy floor; instead she was on a soft bunk with cool sheets that covered her body. She could detect hundreds of scents, thousands of them. All Lycavorian with only a few exceptions. As she turned her head she saw that one of them sat next to the bed watching her keenly with eyes the color of amber. An elf female… but unlike any elf she had ever seen, with shimmering white hair and chocolate colored skin. The room was small, with only the bunk she was on and a floor to ceiling cabinet. She was on some sort of ship, but not one she recognized. The body armor that the female elf wore was black and crimson, similar to what she knew Spartans wore, but different in many ways as well. She could hear voices, her memories clouded and broken. 
The plains of ancient Greece where she was born and raised. The whispering pines. The musky mint scent that wrapped around her then. She saw planets and gaseous clouds. Wonders that she had never imagined. She saw the ship, the smoke and fire so alive and real. The heavy damage to the ship, the fire around the room which held the chamber so thick, the smoke stinging her eyes. The strong arm pulling her back, screaming in her ear that they had to leave. Her painful soul wracking wail as she was pulled into the escape pod and the last remnants of the life she had coveted destroyed before her eyes. That life burning up and exploding in a single flash. She saw the handsome face of the man who had saved her, his dark eyes and warm rum like scent. The beginnings of her second life, one she had come to covet just as deeply. The feel of his arms around her, holding her. His deep strokes into her body, the love pouring from him as he wrapped her within his aura. The love she felt for him, the six children that love had produced. She could feel it all coming back to her again. Her mind was clearer now, clearer than it had been in years and she didn’t know why. 
The strange female elf made no move to speak with her, simply watching her. It had to be some sort of trick. The Coven would never allow an elf to come near her. They had changed tactics… it had to be. They were torturing her mind now as well as her body. The memories of the rapes flashed back to her, the screams of pain and humiliation real and burned into her memory. She had never broken… never submitted to them willingly. They had never asked her questions about anything, only poked and stabbed her with needles and medical tools.

She had been on her way to a symposium of Lycavorian and elfin history on Elear. There was a flash of bright light, an explosion, and then she had woken up in that filthy vile cell. And the torture had begun. She could hear the laughter of the Immortals and High Coven soldiers as they raped her, she could still feel the bite of their fangs as they fed on her blood. She released an almost violent shudder involuntarily at the memories. 
There were more voices now… a strange yet familiar scent filled her head now. The face… the eyes. She had felt the vibrations of explosions, heard the sounds of gunfire and the roars of something else. A huge black beast, speeding through the clouds, faces. So many faces. But one stood out above all the others. A face she knew intimately. A face she had long ago buried. The single word escaped her lips in a shout louder than any she had ever produced. 


“LEONIDAS!” She screamed as she sat up in the small bed.


“Anja!” She heard the dark skinned elf shout as she gripped her arm tightly, trying to support her.


The diminutive red haired female rushed in, her jade green eyes wide as she moved to the bed. Her honey scent was mingled with that strange musky mint scent that was so familiar to her, and mingled deeply. She was Hadarian, of that she was sure, but this one had been changed. Turned by a male of astounding power, her senses were telling her. She felt the woman’s hands grasp her arms.

“You are safe!” Anja spoke quickly. “You are safe now!”


“Where am I? Who are you?” she gasped. “I will not… you will not trick me! You will not trick me into betraying my people! Never!”


“Listen to me!” Anja spoke. “This is real! All of it! The Coven no longer has you! You are free! You are among friends!”


She stared at those jade green eyes, so confident and caring. She saw the shadow appear in the doorway, and her eyes grew wide as the face of the woman became clear and she stepped into the small room.


“Dustha?” She gasped.


“It is me.” Helen spoke moving closer. “Anja speaks the truth. You are back among friends now. Among family.”


She looked at the red haired woman with wide dark eyes. “Who are you? You are… you are Hadarian but you have… you have been turned.”


Anja nodded. “Yes. I’m Hadarian… my name is Anja.” She tried to sit up more but the woman’s grasp was strong and she held her tightly. “No. You need to rest… you have been through so much. You need to remain in bed.”


“Who… who are you?” She asked. “Dustha… you are… you are dead! You can’t be here!”


“But I am.” Helen spoke. “And as you can see I am far from dead.”


“Tell me what is going on damn you!” She shouted. “Who… who are you people?”


“My name is Anja…” Anja spoke softly. And she added something that would continue into the future and came as naturally to her as breathing. “My name is Anja… Anja Leonidas. I am one of your son’s mates.”


Her eyes were wide now, her heart racing faster than anything she had ever experienced. She shook her head almost viciously. “I… I know all my son’s mates. You… you are not one of them!”


Helen stepped forward. “Reach past what your eyes tell you. You can sense it… I know you can. You smelled him in that prison. You smell him all over Anja. You have smelled that scent before. A mother never forgets the scent of her children.”


She shook her head again. “Impossible! I… I watched his chamber burn! I watched his ship as it was destroyed! No!”


“He did not die!” Helen shouted. “He was brought to me on Earth! I named him! I gave him the name of his father! Reach beyond the unknown and the impossible! Leonidas told you that once! Do so now!”


“No! It can’t… it can’t be! This is all a trick!” She snapped.


“This is no dream or trick Gorgo!” Helen spoke sternly. “What is happening is all very real.”


Anja reached up with her hand, the soft white glow flashing quickly, and Gorgo’s eyes rolled up into her head as blackness claimed her once more.

“Her heart was racing out of control.” Anja spoke. “She is still extremely weak Helen. She needs rest.”


Helen placed her hand on Anja’s shoulder. “She will discover the truth soon enough. And we need to figure out what to do with what we have learned.”

Anja stood back up and looked at her. “This is Gorgo!” She exclaimed her jade green eyes flaring. “This woman is Martin’s mother! I know it… I can feel it in my blood! You know it as well! And you can damn well be assured Martin knows it! His instincts must be screaming within him!”

Helen nodded slowly. “Yes… just as they are within us… telling us exactly what you and your instruments are telling us. Now we must tell him and decide what do to as I said.”

“How… how can you be so calm?” Anja exclaimed.

“We must remain calm Anja. You and I. For when Martin discovers what you and I will tell him… what his blood is undoubtedly already telling him… he will want to lay waste to this entire planet and every possible infection of High Coven personnel or equipment on it for what they have done to his mother.”

“And what is wrong with that?” Anja demanded.

“There are almost thirty thousand men; women and children on this planet that he has sworn to take home. That takes priority over any acts of vengeance he will want to exact. And then we must discover how we tell our friends.” Helen spoke. “They are still as yet unaware that they have a traitor in their midst. A traitor they would never suspect.” 
Anja took a deep breath and nodded her head. “You are right.” She said.

“Come… Martin is entering the ship! And we are still almost a day from being able to leave this vile place.” Helen spoke taking her hand.  


Martin breathed deeply of her honey scent, his face buried in her hair as he held her suspended off the deck of the Mindvoice ship. Anja’s arms were wrapped around his broad shoulders, her legs curled along his hips, but this was an embrace of love not passion and Anja reveled in it.

Anja pulled back and looked at him, several scratches on his cheek and neck. She brought her hand across those scratches and the soft glowed flared gently, the scratches disappearing almost immediately. 


“More thickets?” She asked with a soft grin.


Martin chuckled. “At least I wasn’t chasing Dysea’s tail this time.” He spoke lowering her to the deck. “Anja… tell me how this is possible. Tell me that what my… tell me that what my blood… my instincts are telling me isn’t true.”

Anja leaned up on her tip toes and kissed him. “I can’t tell you that.” She said softly. “Because what you feel… what we all feel… it’s the truth. The woman in that room… that is Gorgo. That is your mother.”


Anja watched him closely, watching him as he turned slowly, his breathing deep and rumbling. She glanced at Helen who stood to the side and then back to Martin.

“How long has she been here?” Martin asked softly.


“Martin… we…”


He turned back to face her. “How long Anja?”


Anja took a deep breath. “Based on her physical condition…”


“Tell me Firecracker.” Martin said. “You and Helen think I’m going to go flying off the handle and that is why you are hesitating. You underestimate the influence my bond with Torma has. I’m not going to go crazy and start killing people. Now how long has she been here?”


“At least a decade.” Anja blurted. “Probably longer.”


“You’re sure?” Martin asked.


Anja nodded slowly. “Yes. Helen and I did as you asked while you were gone. We’ve been studying this ship and asking this Avatar 41 hundreds of questions.”


“We discovered quite a bit Martin.” Helen spoke moving closer to him.


“When Torma and Nayeca brought her back… I stabilized her immediately and then gave her a full examination.” Anja said. “Helen and I knew… we knew right away who she was without question.”

“Her scent was exactly as I remembered it from that last day in Sparta.” Helen spoke. “Pure… and clear.”


Martin shook his head. “Then how?” He asked. “If the woman here is my mother, as my instincts and my blood are screaming that she is… then who have I been calling mother for nearly the last two years? And why didn’t any of us detect it. Why didn’t Riall detect it?”


“She’s a clone.” Anja answered immediately.


Martin looked at her incredulously. “A clone! Impossible! Clones don’t have a scent we know that now. It is why that Brean fool used so much cologne!”


Anja stepped closer to him. “It’s not impossible lover. Not with what we discovered before you came back.”


“What do you mean?” Martin asked.


“They’ve been extracting Gorgo’s scent glands for the entire time.” Anja said. “I’ve detected multiply puncture wounds. Hundreds of them actually. They’ve been extracting tiny bits of her scent glands from the dermis layer of her skin when in human form. The eccrine, apocrine and sebaceous glands all produce scent in human form. They’ve also been forcing her to shift using drugs and then extracting her scent glands from between her toes, at the base of her tail, from her genitalia and her eyes as well as her skin and other places.”

“Why?” Martin asked.


“They are injecting her live scent glands into the clone.” Anja answered. “It would have to be done at least once a month, or else the cells begin to lose their viability. I’m guessing that is why she is still alive. They’ve been using her all this time so they could protect their clone.”


Martin sat down on the edge of the table. “That doesn’t make any sense.” He spoke. “If they had the technology to do what you say, why not do it with Brean or the clones they made from Dekton. We know that he was taken nearly three hundred years ago. And a clone would not have the Mindvoice ability of its host. My mother… this supposed clone is a Tier Six. You can’t transfer something they never had to begin with.”

“No. You can however give it to them.” Anja said.


“What?”


“It is similar to what you did for Dysea and me when you turned us.” Anja said. “The Mindvoice ability was there… it was untapped and unused… but it was there. When you turned us your blood flowing through us activated that untapped potential.”


“But that ability would not have been there is she is a clone!” Martin snapped. “Even I know that.”


“You’re right.” Helen said. “Unless… as Anja is trying to tell you… unless someone gave it to them. Someone just as powerful as you… if not more so.”


Martin looked at her. “Veldruk?” He asked.


Helen nodded. “It’s the only explanation.” She said. Gorgo is Riall’s mate. Riall is the senior officer within the Union military. He has knowledge of everything we are doing. Every program. Every ship movement. Everything. Stop and think for a moment. He and Gorgo had been together over two millennia. Who better to make a clone of than the mate of your enemy’s most senior military officer?”


“And Riall did not know this?” Martin said. “He spends two thousand years with my mother and he does not know that he is sleeping with a clone? How is that even possible?”


“Veldruk… he tasted… he tasted my blood.” The hoarse female voice spoke form the side.


They all turned quickly and saw Nayeca supporting Gorgo’s fragile form in the doorway.


“Gorgo… you should be in bed!” Anja barked moving towards her.


Gorgo’s hands gripped Nayeca tighter. “No!” She snapped her eyes never leaving Martin’s face.


“I could not stop her Anja.” Nayeca spoke softly. “She would have hurt herself if I did not help her.”


Anja looked at Gorgo as she struggled to maintain her balance in Nayeca’s arms. She was sniffing the air deeply, drawing breaths into her nose, tasting all the scents in the room. 


Gorgo stared at Martin intently, his musky mint scent stronger than the rest by a huge margin. It couldn’t be possible could it? She pushed Nayeca’s hands from around her waist and stepped away from her, towards where Martin was frozen in his spot. His own senses were ringing loud and clear, and far stronger than they had ever rang before in the presence of his mother. Every ounce of his blood was screaming out that this was his mother… yet his mind was holding him back from accepting that.


Gorgo stepped toward him slowly, haltingly. Gorgo’s senses were shouting out as well. Shouting out louder than she had ever felt them shout to her. The blood pulsing in her veins was shrieking within her. It was telling her what she had never once considered after so many years. He was the image of him. The image of the man she had loved so very long ago. The man and King who had given his life without ever knowing she was pregnant. It was as if she was looking into his face once more, marred only by the scar over his left eye. He was just as tall and heavily muscled as he had been. She could feel the power trembling within him; sense the Mindvoice abilities. He wasn’t shielding from her, and while it was so very familiar to her, it was also far more powerful than she remembered. His aura was definitely and without question that of his father. It was so dominating and fulfilling, so spectacularly commanding in its embrace.


As she took the next step her legs gave out and she started to fall. Gorgo gasped in captivation as his arms were there before she fell, and his hands grasped her tightly, holding her and pulling her to her feet against his broad chest. Her whole battered body was shuddering in astonishment and wonder at the sensations ripping through her. Her trembling hands moved up his chest, her fingertips touching the skin of his jaw and then his cheek.


“This… this is… this is a dream isn’t it?” She croaked out the words. “You… you are torturing me now. Making me see what… what my son would have looked like. The son… the son I watched torn from my grasp that day.”


Martin reached up quickly, engulfing her hand in his as she pressed it to his cheek. Gorgo gasped in surprise at the intensity of the touch. “Would a dream feel so real?” Martin asked softly.


“My… my son.” Gorgo spoke looking up into those dark brown pools of mystery.

Quite out of instinct Martin lowered his head and inhaled deeply of her soft vanilla scent, his head swirling as that scent rushed through his brain and his blood. His arms tightened on Gorgo, drawing her closer to him. He felt her shaking her head and she tried to pull away form him.

“This… this can not be.” She gasped.


“You can’t deny what is going through you Gorgo.” Helen spoke as she moved closer to them. “We can all sense it.”


Gorgo looked at her quickly and then back to look into Martin’s eyes. “My son… my son died on that ship.” Gorgo spoke softly.


“You son is standing in front of you.” Helen said. “The couple assigned to protect him… they got his chamber off the ship before it exploded. They brought him to me on Earth. I was able to protect him until he was given to the Guardian of the Line. Listen to what your own senses are telling you Gorgo.”


Gorgo looked at her. “Why should I believe you? You are the one who sent Leonidas to his death!” She barked out in anger.


“You should believe me because the man holding you in his arms is the son you have dreamed about for more than two thousand years!” Helen snapped. “Do not deny it! The First Oracle passed his power and memories to me Gorgo… I can feel it within you as surely as you can feel him holding you.”

Gorgo shook her head. “He had… my son had a birthmark!” She snapped. “Under his armpit! He…”


Martin’s eyes grew wider as she said this and his mind registered this information and knew immediately. He pushed Gorgo away from him, Nayeca moving closer to hold her once more as he began pulling at the body armor protecting his chest and back. Gorgo could only watch in stunned surprise as he peeled off the body armor, letting it drop to the floor, and then he proceeded to tear at the fatigue top, not even bothering with the buttons. She watched as he exposed his chiseled upper body, every muscle excruciatingly defined in detail. Gorgo saw the scars that dotted his body and she watched as he lifted his right arm up.


“You mean this mark?” He spoke as his fingers touched the much darker half dollar sized patch of skin partially hidden in the hair of his armpit.


Gorgo’s eyes went wide and her hands went to her mouth as she let out a wail not of sorrow or pain, but a wail of unadulterated joy. She gasped just as loudly as his arms swept her up once more, this time crushing her to him as he buried his face in her hair.


“Mother!” He wept into the crook of her shoulder and neck the shame of not knowing the truth washing over him. The shame of calling an imposter mother for so long. Of sharing with that imposter all that he should have shared with this woman.


“My… my son!” Gorgo cried as her arms flew around his broad shoulders and she too buried her face into his neck heedless of his damp sweaty hair. 


Anja looked at Helen in surprise at the sudden and complete acceptance that Martin was now displaying. They could feel the joy rushing through him, as well as the shame and the total surrender pouring from him.


“Martin…?” Anja asked softly her eyes moist as she stepped closer. “What…?”

Gorgo pulled her face from his shoulder and both of them could see that much of the color had returned to her cheeks and her dark eyes were brighter than either of them had ever seen before. Gorgo glanced into his eyes which had now changed to yellow/gold orbs and she couldn’t contain the laugh of elation that escaped her lips. “My… my son.” She gasped again, as Martin pulled her head to his chest and looked at Anja.


“On the LEONIDAS… as we were coming to Apo Prime for the first time.” Martin spoke as his large hand went to Gorgo’s head and pulled her close to him. “The… she saw the mark when I was changing my shirt in Riall’s office. She asked me where I had gotten it. She didn’t know. She didn’t know.” Martin spoke as he rubbed his cheek against Gorgo’s hair.

All eyes went to the doorway as Atropos burst into the room almost at a dead run from the connecting tunnel to the bridge. He saw Gorgo in Martin’s arms, and he had smelled her when he had helped Anja bring her into this ship. He had learned long ago to expect the unexpected if he was to be Anja’s Captain. And it didn’t get anymore unexpected than this.


“My King?” He barked.


Gorgo turned quickly and looked at Atropos. Her eyes went back to Martin just as quickly. “King?” She gasped.


Martin nodded slowly. “Yeah… that is sort of one of my titles.” He answered. 


“Then Deia… the Union…?” Gorgo asked wiping her hand across her tear streaked face.


“Milord… the avatar of this ship has reported that he has repaired the ship’s external sensors.” Atropos spoke quickly. “We have company. Lots of company. And they are getting closer.”


“Sibfla!” Martin swore seeing his mother’s eyes go wide at his use of the ancient language. “Mother… I… I have to go.”

Gorgo shook her head. “No! I… I have only just discovered you! No!” She barked gripping his arms tighter.


“Stay here with Anja and Helen.” Martin said gently. “I will be back soon. Anja is one of my mates. She’s a Healer. You need to stay with her. She and Helen can… they can answer any questions you have right now. I have to make sure we get off this nubous planet alive.”


Gorgo allowed him to gently push her into Anja’s arms and then he bent to scoop up his shredded shirt and body armor. He stepped up to her quickly and kissed her hard on her forehead. 


Atropos fell in beside his King as they began walking down the corridor and Martin pulled on his torn shirt.


“Milord… she is your mother?” Atropos asked.


Martin nodded. “Yes. Without question.”


“Then who…”


Martin looked at him as he pulled the body armor over his head and began to fasten it. “She is a clone.” Martin growled viciously. “A nubous walking around dead clone when I finally talk with Armetus. That I can guarantee you.” He looked at Atropos. “Belen is with Sivana?”

Atropos nodded quickly. “He came there immediately upon returning.”


“Sivana made a superior choice when she picked your son Atropos.” Martin told him.


Atropos’s chest swelled with pride and he nodded. “She will give him many strong children. And they will drive him as insane as he and his brother have driven me in the last two years.”


Martin laughed. He laughed a genuine laugh for the first time in many days.


“Let’s go see if we can figure out what our guests want. I wouldn’t want them crashing our party.” Martin spoke. “At least not before we kiss this sorry fucking planet good bye for good.” 

