CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
EARTH

EDEN CITY

Aricia stood next to Thr’won and Selene as they watched Talco pace the secure room restlessly like a caged animal, which fit with his feline nature and that of his species. Admiral Joarl stood just behind them, his dark eyes watching Talco’s every move through the reinforced one way glass.


“He has recovered far quicker than we had anticipated and the drugs had no real lasting effects on him. Unfortunately.” Selene spoke with a cruel grin as she looked at Aricia, her steel blue eyes bright. “Apparently they have something similar to the Lycavorian healing ability. He just doesn’t have to shape shift to use it.”


“You don’t like this man Selene.” Aricia spoke detecting the almost vile tone of her voice when Selene spoke of him. It was not something normally seen or heard from Selene and it had Aricia wondering.

“I’m usually very tolerant Aricia, you know that. For some reason however, this man… this Kavalian… I despise him with every ounce of my being.” Selene replied. She turned to Thr’won. “Is it possible I am experiencing some sort of residual effect of Deval’s influence Thr’won? His feelings towards these people? Because he is the one who actually turned me… is it possible I am feeling what he would feel? That Lynwe is feeling it as well? She does not show it as openly as I do, but she doesn’t like this man either. And I’m the one who made her a full vampire.”


Thr’won nodded slowly. “It’s possible. We do know that Deval was a Pureblood vampire and not someone turned. It stands to reason that those here got the reports from the High Coven when the Kavalians invaded their territory. Perhaps it is lingering affects for you both Selene, but I recommend not dwelling on it. You and Lynwe are far above and beyond anything we know of Deval and his actions. Do not bring yourself down to his level with doubt of your personality.” 


Joarl nodded from behind them, his dark eyes alert. “I agree Selene.” He spoke. “They were formidable foes on the battlefield.” He spoke calmly. “Not very bright or well trained… but they were hard to bring down, and they were ruthlessly savage. We learned quickly that if we took out their officers, unit cohesion fell apart. It may be what you say… but perhaps you just don’t like this man. As I don’t like him. Don’t read more into it than is truly there.”


Selene turned and met his eyes with a soft smile. “Thank you Admiral Joarl.” She spoke. “Your words mean quite a bit to me.”


“What were you able to get from him?” Aricia asked.


“He is supposed to meet the group that’s on its way here just outside what used to be called Wichita, Kansas. It’s in the Wastes.” Selene answered turning back to her. “Maraud was supposed to meet him there with the eggs and the young dragons that had already hatched. Apparently they were going to be sedated. The meeting is supposed to take place in roughly twenty-one hours.”


Aricia looked at her. “Syrilth?”


Thr’won shook her head. “Everything we saw leads me to believe that Maraud was going to kill Syrilth before he left the planet, or at the very least injure her enough so that she would not be able to defend herself.”


Aricia’s eyes narrowed. “And make her watch as he left Earth with her siblings.” She said softly. “That would have driven her completely insane.”


Joarl stepped forward. “Milady… they can’t be planning to come to the surface with that many men.” He spoke. “The Limian cruisers that are escorting the transports do not have a large enough troop carrying capacity to land overwhelming forces. They could have perhaps a few hundred between the two ships.”


Aricia nodded. “Have Panos dispatch an additional Mora from Sparta to this Wichita immediately and secure the area around it.” She spoke. “Have them remain well hidden, for Maraud will no doubt search the area from the sky before landing.”


“The cruisers and transports?” Joarl asked.


Aricia looked at him. “Can the NIGHTMOON handle these two cruisers with HAMMER OF THE GODS assisting?” She asked.


Joarl looked almost insulted and he snorted openly in disgust as he looked at her. “Two Limian cruisers against the NIGHTMOON and the HAMMER? Please my Queen… you injure my feelings.” He replied.


Aricia chuckled and reached out to squeeze his shoulder. “My apologies Joarl.” She spoke. “I am not as proficient with ship classes and their abilities as Martin.”

Joarl nodded. “Something we will have to change in the future my Queen.” He spoke. “It will be no contest.”


“Good… then we don’t have to draw any other ships back to Earth.” Aricia said.


Selene nodded. “And combined with the defensive platforms and Admiral Wallace’s new detection grid, which is now online and working quite well according to him, we will have no trouble. I want them captured Aricia… not destroyed. Is that possible?” She looked from Aricia to Joarl.


“You wish to make an example of them?” Aricia asked.


Selene nodded. “Tarifa, Aihola and I have talked about this.” She spoke. “It would go a long way to letting others know that while we may be a new member to the Union, we are by no means stupid and incapable.”


Aricia nodded. “Admiral?”


Joarl nodded. “We can do this.” He said. “Just so long as I can tell my people if they attempt to do something insane like ram our ships or a platform, we can direct our full power against them?”


Selene nodded. “That is without question Joarl.” She said. “I will leave that in your hands and not try to tell you how to do it. If it can be done… fine… but our people are not to be put at risk.”


Joarl nodded in approval. He truly enjoyed working with Selene, Tarifa and Aihola. They always seemed to be of one mind, and they were decisive and blunt. He would make it a point to speak with the King about being assigned here permanently and moving his home here to Earth. She may have been a vampire now… but Selene intrigued him, as did Lynwe and now Layna and the relationship they all shared.

Aricia looked at Thr’won. “What you learned from Syrilth and then from this fool, can you determine anything of value?”

Thr’won nodded. “Wherever this Maraud is hiding the eggs it is near the ocean.” She answered. “The white skinned ones killed two of her siblings by smashing their eggs on rocks far below where they were being kept. I saw large waves and huge rocks. It was an image that Maraud passed to her when she defied him several years ago. She does not know where this location is however. He has never taken her there.”


“Well it has to be on this continent.” Aricia spoke. “Twenty-one hours from now puts us well into the evening local time. If he is keeping the eggs along the coast somewhere he would need a means to transport them to the meeting place.”


“And it would need to be done discretely.” Thr’won said. “So it did not look suspicious in any way.”


“How long would it take for a Transport Lifter to get from either coast to this location in Kansas?” Aricia asked.


Selene shrugged. “Many of the Lifter trails have been improved and expanded as part of the Reconstruction program.” She said. “A few hours from the east coast easily… perhaps a little longer from the west coast because of the mountainous terrain. Tarifa spent quite a bit of time in the northwest portion of this continent when she was growing up. Perhaps she or Tareif knows of a place similar to what Thr’won is describing. I don’t recall such places along the eastern seaboard from my time in the Coven Ministry, and I traveled extensively along the east coast.”

Thr’won nodded. “I will go ask them.” She said. She looked at Aricia taking her hand. “You have felt nothing?”


Aricia shook her head. “Not for the last few hours. Not since that last major spike.”


“Are you worried?” Thr’won asked.


Aricia smiled. “I would like to say no… but I think all of us are worried whenever he is not within our embrace.” She answered. “He does have a tendency to find trouble wherever he goes, especially when Daniel travels with him. The two of them have always been able to end up in the storm no matter how much they try to avoid it. Anja has told me of many things the two of them were involved in, some by choice… some not.”

Thr’won smiled. “Yes… I’ve heard Walter say that a number of times.”


“Well he would know.” Aricia answered with a soft laugh “He has known them longer than anyone.”


“What do you think it is?” Thr’won asked.


Aricia shook her head. “It wasn’t like the first spike. This second one was much more intense and focused. Almost as if he… almost as if he had discovered something horrible or something wondrous. It’s hard to tell really. He is so very good at shielding his mind from us when he really wants to… and at this great distance… even I can’t penetrate them. I know that if I felt it… Dysea must have felt it as well. She has come into phase now… and her developing abilities will make her more attuned to Martin within Mindvoice.”

“Perhaps you should contact her on Elear and talk with her or Isabella.” Thr’won spoke. “While Isabella will not have the same sensitivity to Martin, she is very much attuned to Dysea because of what they share. Their connection is strong because they have shared blood.”


Aricia nodded. “Bella has tasted the blood of us all Thr’won. Except for Martin of course.” She stated evenly and seeing that Thr’won did not blink an eye at this news.


“You are lovers and a family… if you think this surprises me you are mistaken Aricia.” Thr’won spoke taking her hand and squeezing it tightly. “It is one of the very things that make the six of you so powerful together. Never deny that.” 


Aricia smiled and nodded at her words. “You are right.” She said with a smile. “Then again… it could be that this is the longest we have been apart from him and Torma and Isheeni and I are just missing them.”


Thr’won grinned. “Then when he returns, insure you make up for it.”


Aricia matched her smile. “I intend to.”


Joarl rolled his eyes and Selene laughed at his expression. “What do we do with our guest?” Joarl asked.


“Well… we can’t let him go because he has seen you Aricia.” Selene spoke. “The equipment we found where he was hiding was mainly communications gear he had somehow managed to either steal or purchase. We were able to discover two messages he was going to send already programmed into the transmitter.” She looked at Aricia when she said that.


Aricia met her eyes. “I assume you were able to read them?”


Selene smiled. “One was to this Maraud character… the other to the ships. Basically that everything was all set and the meeting was on.” 


Aricia grinned. “Then let’s send those messages.” She spoke. “And have Lynwe join us Selene. I want to talk with Talco here, and he doesn’t seem to like Lynwe any more than he likes you. Thr’won if you are going to Tarifa’s home please ask Isra to send Aelnala here to me. It appears Talco was very frightened of her if what Isra said was true. Perhaps we can use that to our advantage in some way.”


Thr’won nodded. “I’ll head over right now.” She said kissing her cheek softly and then heading down the corridor.


“My Queen… I’m going to set up our plans on board the NIGHTMOON. I will advise you when we are ready.” Joarl spoke.


“Let slip that you are departing for the edge of the system because one of our freighters is experiencing some sort of problem and you are the only ship in the area.” Aricia spoke.


Joarl nodded and bowed his head. “I will speak with you both later.” He said before also turning and heading down the corridor.


Aricia waited for Joarl to be out of ear shot before turning back to Selene who was looking at her oddly.


“Aricia… I think I know you well enough to know you have something going through that beautiful head of yours.” Selene spoke softly.


Aricia nodded slowly. “I did not want to speak of it with anyone else. We have too much going on as it is right now. It is something you need to pass on to Tarifa and Aihola, as well as those that share your bed.”


Selene stepped closer to her. “What?” She asked detecting the seriousness of the tone in Aricia’s voice.


“I spoke with Armetus yesterday.” She said. “The man Martin chose to run the Krypteria. Our new Intelligence Organization?”


Selene nodded. “Yes… I’ve spoken with him once or twice. He seems a very capable man.” She said.


“He is far more than just capable. Selene there is a possibility of a very high level Coven agent within our inner circle on Apo Prime.” Aricia spoke. “Someone very close to us.”


“How close?” Selene asked.


Aricia met her steel blue eyes. “Too close. He wouldn’t give me much information… there wasn’t much to give really. He and his people were still gathering intelligence. He did pass on to me to let you know he would like to send several people here to Earth, with your permission of course. And he wants you, Tarifa and Aihola to begin a systematic review of everyone within your inner circle here and in Sparta.”


“Sparta?” Selene gasped. “Shouldn’t Panos…”


Aricia nodded. “He has already begun. He will contact you later this evening on a secure channel to better coordinate your efforts. I wanted to be the one to tell you what was happening. It is not something you should hear through a report.”


“Aricia… what’s going on?” Selene asked.


“It appears that wherever Martin has gone… he has succeeded in stirring up a hornet’s nest of trouble.” She said. “Lisisa… his… our daughter, she was being held on Lycavore. It is the old home world of my people so I understand.” Aricia saw her confusion and smiled. “Of the Lycavorians not born here in Sparta.  Apo Prime is where our people settled when the rebellion against the High Coven began. It did not include those of us here on Earth living in Sparta. This Lycavore… it is very deep in High Coven space…” She saw Selene’s eyes grow wider. “Yes… that was my first reaction as well. Martin… he apparently has found Lisisa there, but he has found something else as well. Something far more important it seems and this is what is causing the spikes that Isheeni and I are feeling.”

“Then these are the spikes you and Thr’won were talking about then? They are within Mindvoice?” Selene asked.


Aricia nodded. “Yes. Whatever he has found has caused him to react rather strongly, stronger than I have ever seen him react with the exception of on Enurrua. It also seems that the High Coven is beginning to shift forces around subtly. Whether it is because of Martin or something else, we do not know. Something is happening and we really do not have any idea what it is. Since we do not have any real well placed agents within the High Coven, Armetus believes it is better for us to be safe than sorry and I agree with him.”


Selene looked at her evenly. “Lynwe, Layna and I can speak within Mindvoice with each other because we’ve shared blood. It brings us closer together really, but our ability there is limited. You, Martin, Thr’won even Tarifa and Aihola now that they are bound to Roluth, we can not hope to obtain that level or understand the significance it brings. This is not something I will ever question you on Aricia. Or Armetus. Tell me what you want us to do.”


BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS
TRUE PEOPLE’S BASE OF OPERATION


Maruad and Hurcan burst through the thick steel to see Syrilth smash into the steel wall of the ancient helicopter hanger. They watched as the azure blue dragon moved forward towards where she was recovering her feet, the marks from the beating she had been getting by the slightly smaller female very evident.


Maraud lifted his rifle and fired several shots into the ceiling of the metal hanger, the clang of the bullet strikes causing Isheeni and Syrilth to snap their heads around and look at him.

“Enough!” He bellowed.


Stay out of this man! Isheeni snarled in Mindvoice. She will not cause harm to the eggs I carry! I will kill her now!


You will try! Syrilth exclaimed back with a similar snarl of anger and rage. You will not turn my siblings against me! I won’t let you put them at risk!


Isheeni lifted her whip like tail for another strike at Syrilth but Maraud sent a single shot into the floor between them. He lifted the rifle and leveled it at Isheeni.


“One more step or twitch and you won’t need to worry about eggs!” He growled at her, advancing almost fearlessly. “These rounds are specially made to penetrate your scales dragon! And they are laced with a unique poison that will render you incapacitated in seconds. Now back up quickly!”


Isheeni glared at him for several moments before doing as he ordered her. Maruad eyed Isheeni warily unsure of what to make of this obviously confident and fearless female. He knew carrying eggs made any dragon female touchy and exceedingly dangerous, and it only seemed more so with this azure blue scaled dragon. Maruad watched as Isheeni backed up and returned to where Roluth was resting on the floor of the hanger seemingly unconcerned. Isheeni was his mate and he apparently was going to remain out of any dispute she had with Syrilth. Maruad looked at Syrilth as her ochre colored eyes glared daggers at where Isheeni settled to the floor next to Roluth and he stroked her wings with his snout.

Syrilth? Maruad spoke sternly.


When are we departing for this meeting Maraud? She demanded. I want this over with and my siblings back so that I do not have to remain with that smug arrogant female. She thinks because she carries my brother’s eggs I will not burn her!


Hah! Isheeni’s voice exclaimed. You could no more burn me than you could beat me! Your master is better off riding me and leaving you here to suffer with these annoying little ones you have coddled so!


Silence! Syrilth screamed out.


Maruad looked at the small scrapes and injuries Syrilth had on her scales due to her confrontation with Isheeni. She injured you. He stated. I need you healthy Syrilth, not torn up fighting this female.

I am fine! Syrilth spat as she settled to the floor of the hanger.


Maruad turned and looked at Isheeni. You have injured her!


Isheeni snorted. Not permanently! She is old and slow! I could take Roluth and be gone from here whenever I wish. And you could not stop me man! Isheeni glared at him with azure eyes as if daring him to stop her.

Maraud looked at her. You are either very confident or very stupid. He spoke. You think highly of your skills.


I may have been forced to serve that Lycavorian wench… but I was smart enough to learn all I could. How do you think Roluth and I defeated her so easily? Isheeni proclaimed. If she can not fly then I will take you where you need to go so that we can be done with you and your kind and start living as dragons should!


Maraud looked at her. You would carry me? He asked surprised.


If it causes you to leave this place sooner so that Roluth and I can begin our lives free of your stench… yes. If the old bag is not up to it! Isheeni snapped.


Maraud turned back to see Syrilth moving her wing, trying to make it extend out fully. She gasped in pain and retracted it quickly. You have damaged my wing! I…


Syrilth… you will remain here tomorrow! Maraud declared.


Syrilth’s ochre colored eyes glared menacingly at him. You will not keep me from my siblings! She hissed out. Not this time Maruad!


You can not carry me! He spoke.


I will not allow it!


Cease your ranting! Isheeni barked. I will insure he returns your eggs to you Syrilth! If only so that it shuts you up! My first priority is to my own eggs, but if insuring this man keeps his word gets me away from you faster then so be it.


No! I will not allow it! Syrilth exclaimed.


You have no choice Syrilth! Maruad snapped.


I will burn you now then! Syrilth howled out.


I will go with my mate and Maruad to insure he keeps his word Syrilth. Roluth declared off handedly. I care only for my children now… but if it allows Isheeni and I to escape quicker then I will go.


Maraud nodded. I will accept that.


Syrilth looked between Maraud and Roluth. If you betray me Maruad I will find you wherever you may go!


Yes I’m sure. He spoke. Maruad shook his head, Mindvoicing always gave him a headache and one was coming on now because they were speaking on a level of Mindvoice so that Hurcan and his people could not detect. “Enough!” He spoke openly now. “We have our plan!” He turned to Hurcan. “Tomorrow the blue scaled dragon and Roluth will go with me. We will kill the elf females and the male rider and then Hurcan you can begin your assault.”


Hurcan looked between the dragons and Maruad. “My… my people are already in place.” He spoke finally. “My mages are hiding their presence as they filter through the tunnels beneath Eden City.”


Maraud nodded. “When I begin my attack on the elf females they should strike.” He spoke moving up to stand beside Hurcan and then drawing him away where he thought the others would not hear him. “And you may kill Syrilth and the others at your leisure when we have departed.” He hissed in a soft whisper that only Hurcan could hear.


Hurcan nodded. “Something I will take great pleasure in doing.” He answered.

Maruad turned back to Isheeni. “Be ready to leave at first light dragon.” He called out before turning and taking Hurcan’s arm. “Let us put the finishing touches on our plans my friend.”

Syrilth gingerly walked over to where Tharua and her other siblings sat away from Isheeni and Roluth. As she settled to the floor Tharua and Majeir nuzzled up against her in a show of inspecting her injuries.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you think he suspects Isheeni?


[Mindvoice Shielded]  I don’t believe so. He actually seemed rather anxious to leave. Isheeni replied. Syrilth I did not hurt you badly did I?


Syrilth chuckled within the shielded connection. [Mindvoice Shielded] I have felt far worse from him, and he is very anxious Isheeni. Perhaps these white skinned creatures are pressuring him.

[Mindvoice Shielded] We are close sister. Isheeni spoke confidently. Be prepared for anything. I don’t believe he will just leave you here.

[Mindvoice Shielded] What do you mean?

[Mindvoice Shielded] When we depart this place I believe the white skinned ones will attempt to kill you. Aricia and Isra felt this as well when we last saw them. You must be on guard Syrilth.

[Mindvoice Shielded] We won’t allow anything to happen to her Isheeni. Tharua spoke now as she made it a point to nuzzle her sister and seem to lick her wounds.


[Mindvoice Shielded] We must have faith in Isra and Aricia and my bonded ones, Tarifa and Aihola. Roluth spoke now. They will not allow harm to come to our siblings Syrilth. You have carried this burden yourself for too long. Now we will all help and we will succeed.

Syrilth nodded her head slowly as she leaned her snout over to nudge Majeir. [Mindvoice Shielded] I have spent so many years serving that vile man I have had my judgment clouded when it comes to others. I can not do this alone and I must allow others to help me.


[Mindvoice Shielded] And we will Syrilth. Isheeni spoke. We will. Come… we must merge our thoughts and pass what we have learned to Aricia and Isra. They must prepare for this force that is infiltrating beneath the city.

Esther did as she was told, executing standard defensive maneuvers to throw off ground based turrets as they left the atmosphere. As she did this, she was calculating the LSD jump to get them out of the system as quickly as possible, something she did immediately upon gaining orbit and limited distance from the gravitational well of the planet. Her sensors showed no signs of ships in the area, but if they found the explosive charge meant to kill them, they could very well have two or three shrouded ships waiting in orbit. She executed two quick defensive turns, as well as a complete course change before engaging the LSD drive. She jumped three times in quick succession, never remaining in one location for more than twenty seconds before jumping once more. There was no way anyone could track them once she exited from the last jump, not unless they were reading her mind and doing the calculations right beside her. She sat back in the seat after setting course for Roltar Six and let out a deep sigh.


She was free now.


Free of Lady Aikiro and her oppressive control and the woman who had killed her parents when she was only days old. 


Now all she had to do was convince Cha’talla she was not the enemy. She looked at the stars out the cockpit view window as she finished plotting the course that would take them to Roltar Six. Yes she had fed him her blood for three days, the first two by order of Lady Aikiro because it was her blood that had pulled him back from the abyss of death, and only her blood could keep him alive until his system regenerated enough to take other blood. The morning of the third day however had opened a whole new world Esther had secretly wondered about but never dared voice to anyone. 


Esther had seen many Immortals throughout her three hundred and seven years of life, yet Cha’talla was the most pleasing to her eyes. He may have looked like an Immortal, but his body was chiseled stone and he had strong, confident look to his face and jaw. Unlike other purebloods, Esther never thought of herself as superior to others simply by her blood, and this had always been a contention with her instructors in school. It had also earned her the respect of the few Immortals in the base, and they had secretly taught her many different types of fighting that she would not have normally learned. She hated Lady Aikiro for taking her parents from her, and she believed Lady Aikiro knew that. She held no illusions about being able to defeat her in battle, she had seen Lady Aikiro defeat three Immortals at one time in a training bout, so she played the part of the good student and servant, biding her time until she could escape into the unknown.


Cha’talla’s presence had given that to her.


Esther had not intended for him to grab her as he had done. She had never intended for him to tear her clothes from her and force himself upon her in his delirium, and she had never intended on feeling what he had made her experience. It was true he had forced himself upon her the first time, bulling his massive cock into her with little fanfare. He had ignored her pleas and gasps of pain as his fifteen inch cock stretched her as no man ever had in her life. He had stroked into her deeper than any man who she had ever bedded, the thickness and length of his will shattering cock causing indescribable pain at first. Pain that had quickly been tossed aside as he thrust into her and she began to respond to him as she never had to any man before. When he bit into her breast as his cock erupted into her depths, his fangs feeding on her blood, Esther had quivered in the most divinely powerful orgasm of her young life, her arms and legs locked around his powerful body, pinned beneath him as she was. She would not have been whipped if it had stopped there.


It hadn’t stopped there however.


Esther was beside herself in the aftermath of her orgasm, and when he had finally rolled off her, she had pounced like a lioness, taking his drooping cock into her small hands and lavishing it with licks and kisses, tasting her own juices mixed with his tangy come. She had sucked his huge cock for what seemed like hours, taking him deeply into her throat, allowing his large hands to entwine in her hair as he forced his cock as deep as it would go. She drank his come like a thirsty kitten when he had erupted, holding her head tightly to his groin, her lips stretched and anchored around the base of his pulsing hot shaft. She drank his juices greedily, her small hands fondling his large balls for every drop, until finally she began to extract his glistening shaft from her within her throat. Amazingly, by the time she held only the bulbous head left in her mouth, he was hard again. Esther had climbed onto his hugely muscular body then and lowered her sore, bald pussy onto his dominating Immortal cock. She couldn’t remember how many times he had made her come that day; for they had spent so many hours together the pleasure seemed to blend collectively. Esther had known she was his the moment he had kissed her. It was not something she had ever heard of Immortals doing and he was no expert at it since it was all new to him as well, but something in his delirious mind must have told him to kiss her, and she had responded to his kiss without question. It was strange at first for Immortals had very thin lips, but his thick tongue never seemed to tire, and with delighted moans from her telling him he was doing it just right, he had become very good at curling her toes with his kisses. Not to mentioning flexing his massive cock buried in her belly in ways that caused small orgasms to quake through her unchecked.

Cha’talla had fucked her senseless, and that is exactly how Lady Aikiro found her. She was passed out on his broad chest with his half erect cock still buried within her depths. Esther remembered a brief moment of pain as she was torn from Cha’talla’s warm embrace and thrown across the room. The rest of it happened so quickly she barely had time to register what was happening. Lady Aikiro had hissed that she was a whore to have bed an Immortal willingly, and she would be treated like a whore. Esther didn’t know how many men had raped her after that, dazed and confused as she was. The pain brought her mind out of it though, the pain of the lash and the laughing of the male vampire who was whipping her with glee.


Esther shook her head quickly, gaining control of her emotions as she had been taught. “No!” She gasped. “I am free… and I will not do this.”


She got to her feet, grasping the back of the pilot’s seat for a moment to steady herself as she took deep breaths. She was still not fully recovered from the rapes and beatings, and she suspected there was more to it than what she knew. She took a final deep breath and moved into the rear section of the Runner, heading for where she knew Cha’talla told her he would be.


Esther found him in the small cargo hold kneeling on the deck, several items spread out around him. His eyes were closed and his weapons were to one side of his figure. She stepped fully into the cargo hold never taking her eyes off him.


“Cha’talla?” She spoke softly.


His small dark eyes opened quickly and Esther felt a flutter in her lower belly as they were the same eyes that he had gazed at her with while making her scream out in rapture. “Sit in front of me.” He ordered her.


Esther didn’t move and only stared at him. “I only came to tell you that I executed three LSD jumps combined with some evasive maneuvers to throw off anyone who may have tried to track us. I have set course for Roltar Six and enabled the computer to warn us if any ships come within half a light year of our course. I won’t bother you anymore.”


“Sit down and face the door Pureblood.” Cha’talla spoke again.


Esther felt a twinge of fear now as she looked at him. “Why?” She stammered.


“Do as I ask of you.” Cha’talla spoke softly but firmly. “I am not going to hurt you little one.”


It was the tone of his voice that convinced Esther of that, and slowly she moved in front of him and knelt down turning to face the door. “Cha’talla… what are you…?”


“Unfasten your uniform.” Cha’talla spoke firmly. “Pull it down to your waist.”


Esther turned her head and looked back at him, his fearsome features and eyes incredibly handsome to her. “What are you going to do?” She asked.


“You have been poisoned Esther Suira.” He spoke calmly. “Whoever gave this whipping to you coated the barbs of the whip with Tarcax. It is a lethal component of beta radiation that if left untreated will eventually kill you. Now pulled down your uniform.”


“How… how do you know that?” She asked quickly as she unfastened the front of her uniform and began to pull it off her shoulders, wincing at the pain that small motion caused. “I scanned myself with a medical sensor. Nothing came up.”


Cha’talla nodded as he gingerly helped her lower the leather and body armor. “In small doses like those on the whip barbs it would not be detected.” He told her.


“Then how did…”


“I have been alive for nearly seven thousand years little one.” He spoke evenly as he bent to take something from the small bag by his right leg. “I have learned some things in that time.” Cha’talla turned back as she pulled it down all the way, keeping her arms tightly to her side in a show of modesty. His dark eyes grew a little wider when he saw the swollen and puffy whip barb lacerations on her flawless flesh. He felt a surge of anger inside him, anger at anyone who would deface such perfection in this manner. He took a deep breath, calming his nerves. “If I ever happen to come across the man who did this to you Little One, I swear to you he will die a very long and painful death.”

Esther smiled at his words. “Hopefully we will never see him again.” She said. “He was a pompous fool.”


Cha’talla reached around the side of her body and showed her what he was holding. “This is an ointment the healers of my people developed many centuries ago. Every Immortal carries a small packet of it in their personal kit. The High Lord dismissed its use even after it saved the life of Xerxes his son. It will neutralize the radiation in your wounds and speed the healing. It will also sting slightly when I apply it.” Esther nodded slowly and he drew his hand back to begin applying the ointment. She winced initially when he began to apply the cool salve, the stinging barely registering after the pain of the whipping itself. His large hands caressed her flesh in a way that had goose bumps forming on her skin as he spread the salve carefully over each open welt. As he did this with one hand, he held out the two orange pills in his other palm to her front. “A dose of Cirled. We will get more when we arrive on Roltar Six.”


“I thought you said I would not fit in where you were going.” She spoke as she popped the two pills in to her mouth.


Cha’talla shook his head. “Esther… you are a pureblood. Why would she do this to you if I took you against your will?”


Esther chortled. “She had me raped too.” She spoke matter of factly. 


Cha’talla’s hands stopped applying the ointment. “But why?”


Esther turned her head and looked at him over her bare shoulder. “You may have taken me against my will the first time Cha’talla.” She said softly. “But not the second, third, fourth or fifth time. I did that completely of my own free will. And it was the most divine experience of my life.”


Cha’talla’s eyes grew wide as his head snapped up to look at her. “What?”


Esther chuckled at the expression on his face, her dark eyes alluring and seductive. “She found me sprawled on your chest Cha’talla, your arms around me, your cock buried inside me and my face cradled against your neck.” She spoke evenly. “You literally fucked me senseless Cha’talla. And I adored every single second of it.”

“You jest.” He exclaimed. “You are… you are a pureblood! You are… you are the most beautiful…!” He stammered now unable to finish his words.


Esther chuckled once more. “A speechless Immortal.” She spoke with some small humor. “Now that is something I have never seen.” She commented. “Do you think so little of yourself Cha’talla that you don’t believe it is possible for a woman to love you for who you are inside and not out? Even a pureblood like myself.”


“You don’t know me Esther! My people are… we are not pleasant to the eye!” He spoke quickly. 
“That depends on who is doing the looking.” Esther said evenly. “How many species are within the Lycavorian Union that looks different? They are all accepted and looked at no differently then those who appear as I do. It is one of the reasons they have prospered so when the High Coven has become stagnant.”

Cha’talla looked at her wide eyed. “You…”

Esther smiled. “I know many things Cha’talla… and I also know how to get very pirated communications and broadcasts from within Lycavorian space without being caught.”

“I betrayed the High Coven! I…”


“You betrayed nothing!” Esther spat out. “I knew who you were Cha’talla… on that lake beach. Your name is spoken with great honor among your people.”


“Not anymore.” He barked.


“Don’t fool yourself Cha’talla.” Esther said. “If your people didn’t look upon you in a different way, your tribe would never have left your home planet after they thought you were dead. If they did not think like you Cha’talla, they would have remained behind and continued to follow the High Coven. Even if it killed them in the end.”


“My actions brought all this upon my people!” Cha’talla exclaimed.


“Do you think that King Leonidas would not have discovered his mother on that planet even if the bitch Princess’s daughter was not there?” Esther said. “I’ve listened to broadcasts about him from those very same pirated transmissions Cha’talla. They say he is a warrior unequaled yes, but they also say he is extremely intelligent and very open minded.”

Cha’talla looked at her wide eyed. “His mother?”


Esther nodded. “You didn’t know?”


Cha’talla shook his head. “Only that she was someone very close to Admiral Riall and then the King himself. I assumed… I assumed it was the Prime Minister Deia.”


Esther shook her head. “It was Gorgo. His mother.” She spoke softly. “He would have eventually figured it out. King Leonidas is not the fool everyone in the High Coven corridors of power take him for as I said.” She spoke. “And when he did discover it, he would have come after her. And when Veldruk killed her to save his sorry skin, King Martin Leonidas of the Lycavorians would have gone completely off the deep end and invaded the High Coven with every ship and Spartan at his command. And though outnumbered they would have won.” Esther looked at Cha’talla. “And nothing you or the Immortals could have done would have stopped him. It would not have stopped until every member of the Coven and the High Lord’s family was but ashes. It is better this way Cha’talla.”


“Better?” Cha’talla asked. “How could it be better?”

“Because something else is happening now.” Esther spoke softly. “Why do you think she wanted to keep you alive? She wanted what only you knew Cha’talla. She told you as much. She knows something is happening. And it is not going to be good for the High Coven. That is why she is planning to take back the power she gave to that fool Veldruk. You want to improve your people Cha’talla… better that you don’t die fighting whatever is going to come. I… I would not like that very much. Especially not after we have shared blood.”


Cha’talla’s eyes grew even wider. “Shared blood?”


“Did you think in the midst of all that you made me feel I would not take your blood as well Immortal?” Esther spoke with a smile. “It is tangy you know. Your blood. I like the taste very much.”


Cha’talla reached down and picked up the towel, wiping his hands as Esther turned to face him more, watching as his eyes wandered over her bare flesh. She still kept her arms over her large breasts, retaining at least some of her modesty even though she wanted nothing more than to throw him to the deck of the Runner and ride him until she screamed his name once more.

“I… I should have requested to return to service.” He spoke finally, turning away from her gaze. “To fight. Even if only as a lowly warrior.”


“Why didn’t you?” Esther asked.


Cha’talla met her eyes. “I don’t know.”


“Yes you do.” She spoke. “For all your years of service to the High Coven, the High Lord tried to kill you with barely a thought. All for simply wanting to improve your people Cha’talla. He betrayed you… not the other way around. Lady Aikiro killed my parents when I was only days old because they made the mistake of falling in love and conceiving me.” She saw his eyes meet hers. “She betrayed me… I didn’t betray her. I heard her talking before she met with you. She doesn’t know where your tribe escaped to. She was incensed by this… that they would dare stand up to the High Coven. It is another reason she did not leave you to die. She was hoping to discover where they had gone.”


“That is not something I would ever reveal.” He spoke quickly.


“She has discovered much these last few days, and that is why she has dismissed your tribe and let you leave. She is far more worried about what the High Lord has done.” Esther spoke. “You can start over Cha’talla.”


“Start over?” He gasped. “My sons… my brothers… my family is all dead! What would I have to gain?”


“Me.” Esther spoke noticing that he did not mention his mate.


“I am an Immortal!” He bellowed getting to his feet. “You are a pureblood!”


“Yes. I am also a woman and you are a man.” Esther spoke calmly. “A man who has made me experience and feel things I never thought possible. A man who has taken my blood… and a man whose blood I willingly took during a moment of passion. You know what that means to my people Cha’talla. If what has happened these last days did not change you from who you once were why are we even having this discussion? The Immortal Captain Cha’talla would have killed me the moment he set foot on this ship. You are different now because your eyes have been opened to what you could have, as opposed to what you once had. For yourself and your people.” 
Esther pulled her uniform back up over her shoulders and refastened the straps as she got to her feet. She came up behind him slowly as he stared at the bulkhead. “Cha’talla?”


He turned to look at her. “I do not know…”


Esther turned him to face her and grasped his face in her hands and pulled his head down to hers, kissing him as deeply and passionately as she knew how. As they had kissed during those hours together, both of them experiencing it for the very first time. Cha’talla’s eyes went wide but he didn’t pull away. The sensations and feelings were something which he had never experienced before in his millennia old life, and he found himself not wanting to pull away. Esther ran her warm tongue over his thin lips slowly and enticingly before pulling away slowly and seeing him watching her.

“We will reach Roltar Six in eleven hours.” She spoke softly. “Know that I will do whatever it is you ask of me when we get there. Just think about what I said Cha’talla. I… I would much rather go into the future by your side as your wife than as opposed to by myself. Alone.”


Cha’talla watched as she smiled warmly and then turned to leave the small cargo hold leaving him there with his jumbled thoughts and divided loyalties.


Yuri heard the loud pop of the plasma mortars as they began to launch at the mouth of the cavern. She turned quickly to see two complete batteries set up and beginning to fire. Twenty-four plasma mortars would make short work of the shield protecting the cavern entrance, and her Immortals moving from the west into the actual mining tunnel would hit the Lycavorian digs unaware.

She looked at Pa’cour. “This is the heaviest weapon you have here Pa’cour?” She asked.


Pa’cour nodded. “I requested heavier cannons when I was first assigned Princess but I was refused.”


Yuri gripped the side of the mobile armored Lifter that was serving as the command post. “It will have to do.” She spoke. “Insure that a steady bombardment continues Colonel, and make contact with your detachment entering the tunnel.”


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


Yuri climbed into the command post and looked at the three High Coven officers from her ground division and the single Immortal. “Where is the communication?” She demanded.

The senior officer, a Major motioned to the small rear office. “We routed it to the office Princess. Lady Aikiro is standing by.”


“Inform me if anything out of the ordinary happens.” Yuri spoke as she moved back towards the office. “And erect a level six dampening field around the office Major.”


“Yes Princess.” He barked out as the door closed.


Yuri turned and moved around the cramped office to the front of the desk and settled into the chair as she activated the monitor. Her mother’s beautiful face shimmered into existence on the monitor and Yuri smiled. She had not seen her enough since she had been back, and suddenly at this moment she wanted to embrace her.


“Mother… I am very busy.” She spoke quickly. 


“Yuri… where have you been? I’ve been waiting for you on this channel for nearly thirty minutes!” Aikiro demanded.


“I am the High Guard Commander mother.” Yuri replied quickly, tired and frustrated over the occurrences of the last few hours. “I’m conducting my duties.”


“You are on Lycavore yes?” Aikiro asked.


Yuri looked surprised and sat back in the chair. “Yes… mother how did you know that?”


“Listen to me very carefully daughter.” Aikiro said. “I need you to leave your Immortals in charge and return to Usu’Ozeib 7 immediately.”


Yuri chuckled. “Mother I am at this moment beginning an assault against a heavily armed and fortified enemy personally led by the King of the Lycavorian Union. I can’t possibly leave right now.”


“Yuri!” Aikiro snapped. “Daughter… do you trust me Yuri?”


Yuri did not need to think about that question. Right now the only two people she trusted completely were her mother and Robert. Unfortunately… she realized she may have lost Robert by her own actions and words and that was something she did not want to even contemplate at the moment. “Mother… I don’t think that is something you need to ask me. Now more than ever I trust you.”


“Yuri I know the Spartan animal Leonidas is on Lycavore.” Aikiro spoke seeing Yuri’s surprised expression. “I know he came there for his half breed daughter. The daughter you bore him in an agreement with your father. I know he has discovered a prisoner there as well.”


Yuri nodded. “Yes… that is all true mother… how did you…”


“Yuri… does he have the prisoner?” Aikiro asked.


Yuri nodded without question. “Yes… he rescued her from the regent’s palace almost two days ago. We have him trapped in a large cavern with her and those he brought with him. I was about to initiate an attack that will either capture or kill all of them when you contacted me.”


“Yuri… that prisoner was his mother.” Aikiro spoke as Yuri’s eyes went wide in stunned shock.


Yuri stared at the monitor. “Are you telling me the agent father is trying to protect is a clone of Gorgo?” She gasped.


Aikiro nodded quickly. “I know what your father has done to you daughter. I recently had a very long talk with Cha’talla.”


“Cha’talla!” Yuri gasped. “Father killed Cha’talla!”


Aikiro nodded. “He thought he did, but like most everything he has been doing these last years he failed to confirm that. I brought Cha’talla here… tended to his wounds and then I questioned him for five hours. I gave him his freedom for the information he provided to me. All of it about what your father has done these last centuries. To include what he had Xerxes do to you daughter.”


“Mother… mother I do not wish to discuss what you have been told.” Yuri spoke. “My anger over what he has done may have already cost me the reason for why I sit here today. I need to concentrate on what is happening here now, or I will lose myself.”

“No… Yuri! What were your father’s orders to you?” Aikiro demanded. “Tell me and hold nothing back!”

“To come here and take custody of the prisoner.” Yuri gasped. “If we failed in that we were to execute the Regent and his family and then proceed to the Zaleisian border. He said there was something there that we needed to confirm. Robert… Robert has gone there alone.”


“Again I hear about the Zaleisians.” Aikiro spoke quickly. “Cha’talla told me Veldruk suspected something from them. He never revealed what it was… but your father was very concerned about it.”


“Commander… Commander Moran left me a ship here and continued on to the Zaleisian border.” Yuri said her mother detecting the pain in her words even through the transmission. “I was… I was very angry with him for wanting to do this after what father has done. I…”


“Yuri… you must leave your Immortals to conduct the attack. You must trust in the skills of your husband. You…”

“He is not my husband and that is part of the fucking problem!” Yuri shouted.

“Listen to me carefully Yuri. Our fates may depend on it. I have taken in everything while remaining in the shadows. I know your Robert Moran is as skilled as any pureblood vampire. Perhaps more skilled than most. Trust in his leadership and skills now. I am going to take back what I gave to your father, and your Robert Moran may be the catalyst to succeeding. I don’t care what your father has declared him Yuri… in my eyes and the eyes of many he is your husband. Trust in him now… you must take your ship and meet me back on Usu’Ozeib 7.” Aikiro spoke. “I beg you daughter.” 


Yuri had never heard her mother plead for anything in her long life and she shook her head slowly. “Leonidas is here mother!” Yuri exclaimed vehemently. “I can kill him! Or capture him! I can…”


“You have never learned to respect that man Yuri, and that is your major flaw in all that took place on Earth.” Aikiro spoke calmly looking at her in the transmission. “An animal he may be Yuri, but he commands more power now than you could hope to wield now, almost as much as me.”


Yuri looked at her. “You?”


“Who do you think gave your father the power he manipulates like he is god?” Aikiro spoke harshly. “I gave him that power… and like your brother Xerxes it has caused him to think he is above things. I fear he has brought ruin to our Coven and I need to stop him before it is… before everything is lost.”


“Mother… mother I don’t understand.” Yuri said.


“Yes child… I know. I have not spent enough time with you Yuri. Not like I have with your sister. I have devoted all these last months to caring for Narice and neglecting you. I… I see now that allowing your father to raise you almost completely by himself was perhaps the biggest mistake I have made behind giving him his power to begin with and allowing him to rule in my stead.” Aikiro spoke softly. Yuri saw her look at her directly in the monitor. “Return to Usu’Ozeib 7 and I will explain it to you Yuri. Your brother Vonis is lost to us now… and though I will try and save him… you are the only one I can trust now. Tell no one you are returning.”


“And Leonidas?” Yuri asked.


“That man is just like his father and grandfather.” Aikiro said. “He will never surrender and he will die before he allows you to capture him or anyone with him. They all will. If you remain there Yuri he will succeed in killing you before he dies, of that I have no doubt. I need you here with me… at my side! You and I must attempt to stop what I fear is coming.”


“Mother… what… what is coming?” Yuri asked.


Aikiro shook her head slowly. “I don’t know exactly. But whatever it is… it comes from Zaleisian space.”


Martin staggered against the vibrations of the ground as another barrage of plasma mortars crashed into the mouth of the cavern. He saw the dust and falling chunks of rock ahead of him and he burst through it and fell on the ground next to Danny and Yuriko. Anuk and Nayeca lay on his other side, all of their weapons trained at the opening of the cavern. Lisisa and Jeth lay a short distance away, Melita and several Durcunusaan scattered around them. They had no intention of allowing harm to come to the reason they had come to this world whether she was now bonded to a dragon or not.


“Gee… I’m guessing they don’t like us much!” Martin barked above the loud noise of exploding mortars and falling rocks.


“What was your first clue boss?” Danny shouted back. Martin saw Anuk look at Nayeca and shake her head at the exchange of the two men. Just moments before Danny had nuzzled their elfin ears and was telling them what he intended to do to them when they got back to Earth. 

Nothing ever fazed them.

“Will the cavern hold?” Martin asked.

Danny motioned to the ceiling of the immense cavern. “We’ve had to move back twice since they started shelling. Sivana is in the STRIKER modifying the shield as they chip away at the rock. She’s maintaining the power and always keeping it at least fifty meters in front of us.” Dan explained. “Sooner or later boss we are going to run out of power or rock ceiling and they’ll be all over us. They must be using like thirty or forty of those plasma mortars against the shield, and she keeps having to draw power away from the main LSD coils.”

Martin nodded. “One more hour Danny!” Martin barked. “We have to hold for one more hour and then the Mindvoice ship can lift off.”

“I don’t know if we got an hour Marty.” Danny spoke honestly. “The further back they drive us… the thinner the top of the cavern becomes because of that ship!”
Martin let his eyes gaze at the cavern top far above and then back to where the tail end of the one and a half kilometer long Mindvoice ship started two hundred meters inside the cavern. His keen wolf ears picked up the sounds of muffled explosions in the adjoining tunnel, and he looked back to Danny.

“The minute you think it won’t hold any more Danny, you pull them back to the ship.” Martin ordered. “Sivana can lay waste to anything coming down the tunnel with her weapons load on the STRIKER. Don’t do anything stupid!”

Danny nodded. “Will do. Now go make sure that boy Husen doesn’t get himself killed.” He barked. “He’s got balls that one does!”

Martin laughed and pounded Danny on his back as he turned and moved off through the dust and falling pebbles from above. 


“The mining shields won’t hold against that kind of concentrated fire for long!” Husen screamed over across the tunnel to where Atropos and several others lay behind huge boulders and rocks. “They are not meant for that!”

Husen and the Lycavorians who had worked the mining tunnels had spread an even two dozen of the small, man portable mining shields across the tunnel, effectively protecting them from shrapnel and explosions, but they were meant to protect against rock cave ins and minor laser drills, not concentrated rocket and grenade fire.


Atropos nodded. “When they begin to fall, direct your fire in the locations they go down! With any luck we can take out many of the rocket bearers or any fool close enough to throw grenades!”


“And when they all go down?” Husen screamed.


Atropos smile was positively insane. “Then the fun begins!”


The Immortal Commander in charge of the attack on the tunnel stood near his mobile command post directing the two hundred Immortals under his command. They kept moving their rocket teams into the tunnel to unleash their payloads on the mining shields that had been set up. The others were lined up along either side of the opening to the tunnel waiting for the shields to be brought down so they could begin their assault. His mobile command post was actually an older heavily armored anti-air ground base turret mounted to a heavy transport Lifter. The quad barrels of the 90mm projectile chain turret were pointing skyward right now. Though they were fully loaded, he knew there was no need for the turret to be manned by any of his Immortals. 


Just as he was lifting the communications holo disc to contact Colonel Pa’cour and tell him they were well on their way to bringing down the mining shields, he felt an excruciating pain lance through his back and saw the spearhead tip of the Spartan Nehtes burst from his chest nearly a meter.

“For my tribe!” The voice hissed in his small ear as the Nehtes was twisted savagely inside his chest cavity, and then ripped back out with incredible strength. The Major didn’t feel anything at that moment for his spinal column had been severed. His dark eyes fluttered quickly and his brain couldn’t understand why his body was now fighting a losing battle to heal his cleanly sliced heart and shredded lungs.


The tall hooded figure wore the cloak and cowl of a Spartan as he let the Immortal Commander’s body fall to the cool ground and turned to go to the rear of the mobile command post. There were four targets inside the command post, and only one was an Immortal. The three technicians and Immortal turned with surprised looks on their faces as the cloaked figure launched the bloody Nehtes through the air with vicious power and unerring accuracy. The eight and a half foot spear impaled the Immortal through the chest cleanly, the force of the strike sending him across the inside of the interior of the command post, the Nehtes spearing through the side of the vehicle easily. The Spartan P190 came out from under the cloak and the figure held the trigger back on the silenced weapon. The 10mm Teflon coated explosive tips rounds favored by the Durcunusaan made short work of the three vampire officers, chopping their bodies to bloody rags in mere seconds, their blood showering their instrument panels with bits of flesh and copious amounts of their blood.


The figure emptied the entire one hundred rounds from the magazine into the three men, until what was left of their bodies was barely discernible from shredded meat. He moved forward as he quickly and efficiently changed magazines and he stopped in front of the dying Immortal who was hopelessly pinned against the side of the vehicle. He drew back his hood and saw the dying Immortal’s eyes grow wide.


“We… we killed you!” He gasped, blood spilling from between his thin lips.


T’lolt smiled a savage grin and gripped the Nehtes tightly. “You should have been more thorough in your duty fool!” He hissed as he twisted the Nehtes savagely once more and yanked it free of the side of the armored Lifter, allowing the Immortal’s body to fall to the steel deck.


T’lolt held the bloody weapon up in front of his face, letting the blood from the two members of his people he had killed run down over his hand. Now he knew why his people feared this weapon in the hands of a skilled Spartan. It was near invulnerable to harm, and in the right hands, it was devastating. 


He had found the small pack, hidden under less than twelve inches of loose dirt in exactly the location the Lycavorian King had told him it would be. He had also noticed the massive prints of the dragon, which told T’lolt that those beasts were far more intelligent than anyone had given them credit for. The blood in the kit he had expected… the weapons and rations he had not. T’lolt realized Leonidas had left him a small survival kit of sorts, with the weapons and enough Riyal credits to buy himself passage almost anywhere. Apparently the King had decided they no longer needed the Coven credits since the pouch contained a small fortune. T’lolt had taken three days to drink the blood and heal his wounds, all the while becoming intimately familiar with the weapons left to him. He had never considered using the Spartan weapon, though he had seen it kill and maim countless of his people. What the Lycavorian King had told him that day was still a bright light within his mind.


“What is your name?” Martin asked him.

“T’lolt… my name is T’lolt.”

“The bodies of your sons will be safe for a few hours T’lolt. It should be enough time.” Martin said softly. 


“Time… time for what?” T’lolt asked.

Martin lifted the four white foil bags. “I don’t hate you T’lolt. I hate what you stand for.” Martin spoke softly. “This should be enough for you to heal yourself. It is Lycavorian blood but it will do for your purposes. I’ll have more hidden ten kilometers north of here on a sixty degree azimuth. Away from where I will be. You’ll find it. Heal yourself… bury your sons… and then find your way off this world if you can. Or take your revenge I don’t care. If we meet again T’lolt… may it be on the field of battle and not like this.” Martin lowered the foil bags to his chest.


“Why?” T’lolt asked softly.

Martin looked at him. “Honor.” He said. “Bwael ap'zen Rinovdro.” Martin spoke in the ancient Vampire language. (Good Luck Immortal.)

They were words T’lolt would remember for the rest of his days. His life had been saved by the King of the mortal enemies of his people. This King… their most vile and hated enemy, had placed the bodies of his sons reverently on the ground, their weapons still across their chests and then while in his wolf form he had sprayed a urine trail all around the bodies to keep other animals away. The small predators of Lycavore knew well the smell of a Lycavorian in wolf form, and by all accounts this King was the largest of his species when they shifted form, and they would go no where near the bodies of his sons. Based on the bloody prints he had seen in the settlement’s gathering room among the bodies of the dead High Coven troops, T’lolt did not doubt his size. At first T’lolt had wondered why the man had done this, and it was only on the second day when he realized the answer to that. Like his father before him, this Lycavorian had honor. All those years ago fighting his father on that backwater planet Earth, they had fought viciously and without remorse. They had been fighting for a purpose… and that was the main reason they had almost won. Had not his own people betrayed them, T’lolt didn’t doubt they would never have breached the Spartan defenses in that rocky pass.

His son fought with the same type of honor and loyalty of others T’lolt now saw. He left you alone unless you wanted to take from him what he had. This King did not judge on looks or mentality, only on actions, and that is why the United Lycavorian Union was so diverse and so wealthy. It was also the reason that T’lolt fully supported his brother’s desire to improve their people. To allow them to be welcome anywhere and not strike fear into the hearts of others by just their appearance. The High Lord and some of his own people apparently did not desire this as well, and they had killed Cha’talla and T’lolt’s own sons as well as attempted to kill him. He did not know who among his family survived… but he would travel to Roltar Six and try and discover this before moving to the secret location. This was a chance he would not waste.


A chance given to him by a man who was his enemy.


Or so he had been raised to believe all these years.


T’lolt looked around the inside of the command post and saw the small hatch just forward of where he stood. He stepped up to it and unsealed the hatch that allowed him to enter the chain turret. He turned back quickly and slammed his hand against the command panel on the console, bringing the rear ramp of the mobile vehicle up and locking himself in. He set his weapons on the bloody console and moved easily into the turret, securing himself into the shoulder mounts and activating the computer targeting. The entrance to the tunnel was barely two hundred meters away and well within the range of the weapon.

Now he would begin to pay back the debt of honor he could not pay back.

Martin stood next to Atropos as they listened to the chain gun sounds of a heavy weapon and the screams of dying Immortals on the opposite side of the mining shields. All fire directed against the mining shields had stopped, though an occasional stray burst or explosion rocked against the shields. Martin and Atropos knew well what the sounds were, they had heard heavy chain cannons at work before, but it appeared as if whoever was behind that weapon was making short work of the Immortals that had been assaulting their position.
The firing continued unabated for what seemed like minutes, when in reality it was only two and a half minutes. When the chain gun fell silent, Atropos looked at his King.

“I was not aware of any of our people outside those in the cavern Milord.” He spoke.

Martin shook his head. “Neither am I.” He turned to look at Husen who was watching them with wide eyes and amazed that they could be so calm in the midst of what was happening all around them.

Husen shook his head quickly. “All of our people were moved here.” He spoke. “The only ones not living within the cavern here were those designated to stay in the settlement to maintain our illusion of numbers.”

Martin hefted his P190. “Atropos… you and Husen with me. The rest stand ready to repel an attack, or haul ass back down the tunnel.”

They moved quickly and efficiently up to the line of mining shields, all but two still humming with silver like glows. They had been placed along the floor and ceiling, anchored with heavy spikes and wires to keep from being blasted away. Martin and Atropos moved right up next to the shields while Husen hung back just a small distance. He had found bravery these last few days, yet he was not yet up to the casual disregard that he had seen his King and the others of the Durcunusaan display. It looked casual, but Husen had learned quickly it was anything but.

Martin reached out with his senses, trying to determine what was on the other side of the shields, and he turned to Husen. “The far right one.” He spoke. “Turn it off.”

Husen looked at him. “We are going on the other side?” He exclaimed.

“You have a better idea?” Atropos asked.

“That is… that is crazy.” Husen almost shouted.

Martin grinned. “Well… no one has ever accused us of being normal.” He spoke.

Atropos met his King’s smile and checked the action of his P190. “The spirits of your father and grandfather go with us Milord.” He spoke softly.

Martin met his gaze and nodded his head with a grin. “Either that… or they think we are some seriously stupid individuals.”

Atropos laughed heartily as Husen shook his head and moved to lower the shield.

APO PRIME
ISLAND PALACE


For’mya was next to Sadi as they walked the grounds of the palace estate with Dasha. Aurith and Elynth were scampering ahead of and all around them, the flapping of their wings very evident in the calm still air. Dasha held Androcles in her arms, the little eight month old very content to simply play with the small toy in his chubby hands. As they walked among the many paths and flower beds, Sadi thought for sure she could feel his eyes on her almost all the time now, and while it should be disconcerting to her it actually made her feel very comfortable and welcome. Walking next to Dasha, the small baby’s wild pines and lavender scent was very clear to her, and she found the scent soothing.


“I have gone over in my head everything that I could possibly remember at least a dozen times.” For’mya was speaking. “No matter what I remember, it does not warrant such a blatant attempt by the High Coven to kill me.”

Sadi looked at her. “I honestly can think of nothing.” She said calmly. “All of my contacts were very low level and nothing out of the ordinary happened during any of them.”


“I wish Helen or Anja were here…” For’mya spoke. “One of them could probe gently enough and see my memories from an objective standpoint.”


Dasha smiled as she grabbed her grandson’s finger. “You are beating yourself up over this For’mya. Both of you are, and you need to stop.” She spoke. “We were supposed to use this walk to clear our heads and senses and attempt to forget all that is going on. This fact alone could help you to remember something you would not think of.”


For’mya looked at her with a gentle smile. “Were you always this way with Aricia?” She asked.


Dasha laughed. “I was worse with her.” She answered. Her face sobered somewhat. “After what happened with Atropos I drove and pushed her all the time.” She explained. “As if I was trying to insure it did not happen with any of my other children. Little did I know that Atropos had never done anything more wrong then love a she wolf that had not yet Come of Age. I was overbearing and allowed my mate to direct practically everything that happened. I only thought to be the good female wolf and Spartan, and it almost cost me my children.” Dasha waved her free hand. “Bah! That is ancient history… and I have moved on. My daughter is happier than I have ever seen her in her life…” She looked at For’mya. “And part of that is due to what you and she share For’mya. She loves Martin with all that she is yes… but you have a piece of her that none of the others will have except for Martin.”

For’mya smiled and nodded her head. “I assure you the feeling is very mutual.” She spoke softly. 


Sadi looked at For’mya. “Queen… Queen Anja can read memories?” She asked with a little surprise in her voice.


For’mya nodded. “Not on as large a scale as Helen… but her Mindvoice abilities have manifested themselves in a way where she can touch memories within you. Just as Dysea has developed a sort of Precognition skill. It is due to their connection with Martin Leonidas and his power, and it has naturally evolved within them from what he passed to them in making them wolf and loving them as he does.”


“Will this happen for you now that he has changed you?” Sadi asked.


For’mya smiled and shrugged. “I do not know.” She answered softly. “I do know my Mindvoice abilities have nearly doubled in the last week since he turned me. You will also begin to experience things as well Sadi.”


“Me?” She asked. “I am only a Tier Two For’mya.” She spoke. “I could never hope to obtain the level of power of you or the others.”


For’mya chuckled. “That may have been the case before Elynth and Androcles touched you Sadi. It isn’t the case anymore.” She spoke.


“What do you mean?” Sadi asked.


“We can feel you easily now.” For’mya spoke motioning to Dasha. “You have naturally strong shields, more so than average. Your ability is increasing and you don’t even know it. Haven’t you noticed the clarity and focus when you speak with Elynth?”


Sadi stopped suddenly and looked at her. “The pain in my temples is gone.” She spoke quickly. “Whenever… whenever I tried before… I would get this pain in my temples. It is why I never tried to advance my skill past Tier Two! It is not there anymore. Not since I came here!”


For’mya nodded. “So you see… those of us who can speak with dragons would be considered upper echelon Tier Six Mindvoicers Sadi.” She told her. “A group of maybe a million within the entire Union. You have joined elite company Sadi… and you will have to learn how to harness that ability.”


“I understand Helen will be starting up her School of the Mages when she returns.” Dasha said. “Perhaps you can enroll there.”


“Study with the Feravomir?” Sadi gasped… her green eyes going wide and her hands going to her mouth as she uttered the word in the ancient Lycavorian language.


For’mya and Dasha laughed at the expression on her face. “You see… it is beginning already.” For’mya stepped up to her and took her hands. “Elynth chose you for a reason Sadi. And we have tried to explain to you about Andro and how he was born…”


“Yes… born aware of everything around him.” Sadi spoke softly. “Something that simply amazes me to no end. How is that even possible?”


For’mya shook her head. “We don’t know… not even Helen has a clue… and she has Canth’s memories and wisdom to draw from. She believes… and this is only her opinion as she constantly states… she believes it happened because of the duress that his parents had been under up until the point he was conceived. It made him almost immediately aware because for those three days in that cave, Martin and Aricia held nothing back from each other. Their minds were joined in such a way that it can not even be explained really. They passed that to him in a way. Their combined memories and knowledge. Elynth bonded with him while Aricia still carried him in her womb and she has not left his side since he was born. She has been his voice really… his projection into this realm until he can speak for himself.”


Sadi smiled and looked at Androcles. “It’s all so very mysterious.” She spoke.


“And completely strange.” Dasha exclaimed.


Sadi and For’mya laughed at this and Sadi nodded her head. “Yes… very strange.” She reached up to grasp the chubby finger on the boy in Dasha’s arms and she was once more surprised at the strength with which he squeezed her finger. And the almost complete focus and clarity with which those eyes gazed upon her. It almost made Said think… she shook her head completely. It couldn’t be that.

Dasha nodded slowly as she looked at For’mya quickly. “Just remember you are now part of that strange for good or ill.” Dasha spoke softly. “They chose you for a reason Sadi… and one day you’ll know why.”


They all turned when Aurith and Elynth snorted loudly and they saw Gorgo moving up the path from the Spartan barracks and Lifter dock.


“Gorgo!” For’mya spoke brightly. “We didn’t know you were out here.”


Gorgo looked just as surprised to see them and she stammered for a moment before smiling and walking right up to them. “Deia was going to lie down and I decided to go for a walk and clear my head.” She spoke quickly. “I thought I was alone on the grounds.”


“We just came out to do the same thing.” Dasha said hoisting Androcles a little higher on her hip.


Gorgo smiled. “Then we should walk together.” She spoke falling in next to Sadi. “And make our way back to the palace itself.”

Sadi smiled and looked at her. “Tell me of Sparta when you were Queen Lady Gorgo.” Sadi asked. “I have heard many things about it.”


Gorgo took her arm. “Well… I should start with the cathedral.” Gorgo spoke as she pulled Sadi along.


She didn’t notice Dasha stop and look at Gorgo as she walked with Sadi. For’mya however did notice and she stepped up to Dasha. “Dasha what is wrong?” She asked. “You are suddenly very tense.”


Dasha looked at her. “For’mya… the cathedral that Gorgo speaks of was not built until a thousand years ago.” Dasha spoke. “It did not exist when she was Queen.”


For’mya looked at her oddly. “Perhaps she misspoke Dasha.” She said quickly. “Or perhaps she saw it at some point since we rediscovered Martin Leonidas?”


Dasha took a deep breath and let it out. “Yes… that must be it.” She spoke. “She has been there several times.”


For’mya took her free arm. “We are all stressed out Dasha. Perhaps a good night’s sleep will do us all good.”


Aricia’s mother nodded her head and smiled. “You are right of course.” She said. “I should take Andro here and get him to bed. Tomorrow I will make a breakfast fit for a King. Even though only we are here to enjoy it.”


For’mya laughed. “That is Martin Leonidas’s loss then I would imagine.” She spoke softly.

EARTH
EDEN CITY

EDEN CITY COMMAND CENTER

“These are the only locations that are even remotely close to what Syrilth was able to describe.” Tarifa spoke as she looked at the holo graphic map chart.


Thr’won had come to their home directly from the command center and found the three of them resting in the large apartment after what was obviously a very active first part of the evening. It had taken them all of three minutes to change into presentable clothes and return with her to the Command Center over her protests that it was not what Aricia had requested. It mattered not to them, their friends and bonded dragons could very well be going into harm’s way and they did not feel right staying out of it. 


Tarifa and Aihola were still feeling the effects of what Isra could do to them, yet he could also sense that they were concerned for Roluth. After they enjoyed a frantic session, all of them screaming out their passion, he had drawn them into his embrace and began to impart to them what it meant to be bonded to a dragon. What had occurred with the two of them and Roluth was not something that had ever occurred before according to Arzoal, and even though dragons had only been bonding with Lycavorians in the last year with the exception of Anja and Dysea, what had happened with Tarifa and Aihola was a sign that it could happen to anyone.


Isra handed her the large mug of coffee as he walked up and pointed to the map. “This location is out of the question.” He spoke. “It is too far north to be of any use to Maruad. He would never be able to get the eggs to the rendezvous in enough time to meet the deadline. Carting around over seventy dragon eggs is no small task I assure you.”


Aihola took the mug from Tarifa. “It can not be the point furthest south.” She spoke now. “If what Syrilth was told is accurate and what Maraud allowed her to see is the truth, the climate on the southern point is not conducive to what we are looking for.”


Isra nodded. “Then it has to be here… this location just south of the Puget Sound in what used to be Washington State.” He spoke.


“Is there any way to be sure?” Thr’won asked.


Tarifa looked at the time piece over the huge monitor in the command center. “Yes there is.” She spoke getting to her feet. She crossed to the communications console nearby and stabbed the button.


“EDEN Base Command. Colonel Wilson.” The male voice spoke.


“Colonel it is Administrator Tarifa.” She spoke. “I need to ask a favor.”


“Name it Tarifa.” Wilson replied instantly.


“The satellites that you have managed to put back up in orbit at least temporarily. Can you move them without anyone knowing about it?” Tarifa asked.


“Yes ma’am. The sensors on the fleet ships and station are not tuned for that frequency.” Wilson answered. 


“How soon can you have them looking down over southern Washington state all the way to the city of Wichita Kansas?” Tarifa asked.


“We’ll burn up all the fuel we have left in them… but I can have them in position in thirty minutes.” Wilson answered. “Is this related to the search for the dragon eggs Tarifa?”


“Yes… we are trying to determine if we can pinpoint how Maruad is transporting the eggs.” Tarifa answered. “He must be using an abnormally large Lifter Transport, or several normal ones, all traveling together. We think we have the location where he was keeping them narrowed down pretty close, and the sweeps from the satellites might be able to actually spot the vehicles he is using.”


Wilson didn’t hesitate. “I’m moving them now. I’ll maintain an open COM with the Command Center there and inform Admiral Wallace.”


“Thank you Colonel.” Tarifa turned to look at Isra, Aihola and Thr’won. “Now we wait.” She spoke.


“Isra… what exactly did Aricia have in mind when she requested Aelnala accompany her?” Thr’won asked.


Isra looked at her, glancing quickly to his two mates once before moving his eyes back to Thr’won. “Do you really wish to know Thr’won?”


Thr’won caught the inflection in his voice and she paled just a little. “Perhaps not.” She spoke. “Perhaps not.” 

LYCAVORE


They stepped gingerly among the numerous dead bodies strew about the entrance to the mining tunnel. The bodies of the dead Immortals were piled and heaped upon one another and it was easy enough to see they had been caught completely unaware. Their bodies had been struck with heavy caliber projectile weapons, which explained the sound of the chain turret they had heard pounding away for nearly two minutes. Torma remained near the entrance to the mining tunnel as Martin, Atropos and Husen moved quickly among the bodies of the dead, their wolf senses alert for any scent or sound that would tell them others were coming.


Martin squatted next to the body of the Immortal Commander as Atropos moved up to him. He looked up at Anja’s Captain as he too squatted next to the body.


“A Nehtes.” Martin spoke motioning to the massive wound in the Immortal’s chest and back.


Atropos looked at him. “Milord… I don’t understand. How could that be?”


Martin turned his head quickly and settled his eyes on Torma. His bonded dragon brother was looking directly at him. [Mindvoice Shielded] Are you thinking what I’m thinking Torma?


[Mindvoice Shielded] What other explanation could there be?


[Mindvoice Shielded] I’ve never heard of something like this… let alone seen it Torma. Not among the Immortals. And I’ve read quite a bit on them since the Battle for Earth.


[Mindvoice Shielded] This act was done out of rage Martin. Torma answered. He was taking revenge for what they did to his sons.


[Mindvoice Shielded] And in the process he was helping us. Do you think he knew that? Martin asked.


Torma nodded his massive head. [Mindvoice Shielded] You know as well as I that the Immortals are not just brainless vampire soldiers my brother. They are bound by a strict code of conduct, even if it is not one that you or I would follow. I believe he knew exactly what he was doing when he did this.


Martin nodded and turned back to gaze at the field of dead bodies. [Mindvoice Shielded] Well I ain’t one to look a gift horse in the mouth. Martin said. He turned to Atropos. “Tell everyone to pull back to the main cavern Atropos. I’m going to seal this tunnel as we move back down.”

Atropos looked at him. “If you seal it Milord… there will be no other way out for us if the Mindvoice ship is not able to lift off.”


Martin met his eyes. “That’s a chance we’ll have to take.”


The COM unit built into his armor cackled to life. “Marty… the roof of the cavern is starting to give way!” Dan’s voice almost shouted. “We have to pull back now!”


Martin came to his feet. “Do it Danny! Tell Sivana anything that comes down that tunnel is free game for her! We’re on our way back now! Meet us at the entrance to the Mindvoice ship!”


Atropos and Husen needed no further urging and both of them broke into fast trots back toward the mining tunnel.


Anja finished passing her hand over Gorgo’s chest area, the soft glow of white light from her palm subsiding as she pulled her hand away. Gorgo watched her nod and look at her with those jade green eyes. They both could hear the low booming of the mortars slamming into the cavern mouth, sometimes sending vibrations through the entire ship. Gorgo was impressed with how Anja seemed to not let the constant noise distract her from her duties. This was a strong woman, and unlike any Hadarian she had ever met. Most of those she knew were arrogant for the most part, considering themselves superior for what their skills allowed them to do.


“The infection is gone.” Anja spoke approvingly. “Your Lycavorian system is starting to reassert itself quickly now that the drugs they were using are finally filtering out of your body.” Anja looked at her. “Once we return… I recommend a protein rich diet for at least a week to start regaining the weight you have lost. Once we start to get the malnutrition out of you, your system will fully repair itself. I’m sorry… but the rations we have really don’t cut it… and the food our people have been eating here is not very conducive to restoring your system back to what it was before they took you.”


“You refer to them as our people.” Gorgo spoke. “You are Hadarian.”


Anja looked at her. “Yes… I’m Hadarian… however I consider myself more wolf than Hadarian. It is something that drives the Hadarian Parliament crazy actually. That and the fact that I won’t spend more time on Hadaria directing policy with Eurin.”


Gorgo looked at her oddly. “Directing policy?” She asked. “Why would the Hadarian Parliament want my son’s mate to assist in directing their policy?”


Anja looked at her surprised. “You don’t know?” She said softly. 


“Know what?” Gorgo asked. “I haven’t actually been in the loop these last years if you remember.” Gorgo said with a slight grin.


Anja berated herself and took Gorgo’s hands. “Forgive me…” She spoke. “My father… my father was King Yelu.”


Gorgo’s eyes went a little wider. “You are the daughter of Yelu?” She gasped. “That… that would mean you are the Queen of Hadaria!”


Anja nodded and chuckled. “Imagine that.” She said with a grin. “You can probably predict what the Hadarian Parliament’s reaction was when they discovered I was still alive and Martin had made me his mate… as well as a wolf. They weren’t real happy.”


“What…” Gorgo looked at her. “Prefect Zaniai must have been beside himself! There… there has never been a Lycavorian/Hadarian Healer. Especially not one so high up within their government.”
Anja smiled and nodded her head. “Beside himself is an understatement.” She said. “He about had a cow.”

Gorgo’s face crinkled in confusion. “Had a cow?” She asked.

Anja laughed. “It’s slang from Earth. It means basically gone crazy.”
“What… what did you do?” Gorgo asked.

“I told him and the Parliament that they could stick their Queen ship up their collective asses if they thought I was going to leave Martin.” Anja replied. “Martin… Martin is my life… he has always been my life. And I will never do anything that takes him away from me. I’d die first.” Anja said. “I told them they could deal with it or find someone else to be Queen.”

Gorgo chortled. “Oh my… that must have gone over well.” She said suddenly liking this young woman very much. She was blunt but well spoken, and her beauty more than matched her intelligence it seemed. 

Anja laughed. “They got over it when Eurin told them to either change with the times or be left behind in the past.” She said. “They still don’t like that I spend more time with Martin and the others on Apo Prime and in Sparta than on Hadaria, but they’ve grown used to it. Once they discover that Sivana is now wolf… they’re really going to blow gaskets. I can’t wait to see that.”

“Sivana… that is the young woman who treated me in the cell?” Gorgo asked. “The one who was injured?”

Anja nodded. “She’s my fraternal twin sister it seems. Another fact that we discovered as we were searching for Lisisa.” She said. “It’s definitely been an eventful few weeks with all that we have found.” Anja grinned. “Of course… life around Martin is never dull.”

“He… he treats you well?” Gorgo asked softly meeting her eyes.

Anja nodded with a shy smile. “He treats all of us very well.” She replied knowingly. “Especially when he hits us with that damn aura of his. He turns us to putty.”

Gorgo squeezed her hands and smiled. “His father was… his father was no different. He was built like a bull… and he… I screamed his name to the heavens more times that I can remember.”

Anja nodded. “Well… Martin inherited that part of his father for sure. Aricia is teaching us how to use our female auras back at him though.” She said with a grin. “It’s hysterical to watch him fidget in his chair during a state dinner when one of us is teasing him.” Anja spoke with a wide smile. “Sometimes I think he is just going to throw us on the table right there in front of everyone.”

Gorgo felt the joy wash over her at Anja’s words. To know these things… to see that her son’s mates coveted his attentions as she once coveted Leonidas’s touch upon her made Gorgo sing with happiness. “Our… our people… they…”

Anja’s eyes twinkled in the light of the room. “They adore him Gorgo.” She spoke with sincere warmth in her words. “He hates it… the attention and reverence they give to him. They would do anything he asked of them, especially since he broke Ukwav the way he did.”

Gorgo’s eyes went wide. “Ukwav? What do you mean?”

Anja looked at her. “He shattered the defenses of Ukwav with one Fleet Group and twenty thousand Spartans. That is how he freed Canth’s mind so that he could pass on his knowledge and wisdom to Helen. He has done so much since assuming his role as King. And he continually drives his advisors insane with worry because he takes too many risks. Especially when he and Danny are together.”

“Danny… that large black Spartan?”

Anja nodded. “They have been together since they were small boys… as close as brothers could be… and they would do anything for each other. It was Walter… who you know as Dymas who brought them together. Danny’s father is the first born of one who fell with Leonidas at Thermopylae. He requested a pureblood Spartan to be with Martin almost from the time Marty came into his care. Danny was one of those chosen. There was a female… Julie who was with him also, but she died during the Battle for Earth.” Anja stated.

“Does he… does he go to Sparta often?” Gorgo asked softly.

Anja smiled. “Andro was born in Sparta. All of his children will be born in Sparta. Aricia and I and the others have already decided that. We spend as much time there as we can. It has grown in to a beautiful city. We all love it there. There is a memorial to his father at Thermopylae. He goes there whenever he is on Earth. Sometimes for hours… just to sit and listen to the wind.”

Gorgo felt warmth spread through her at Anja’s words and the knowledge of what she was telling her. They felt the ground vibrate quite heavily this time and Anja chuckled. 

“Unfortunately… it seems trouble follows them whenever they are together. Though they always seem to manage to get out of it somehow.” Anja spoke.

The COM unit built into her armor cackled to life startling Gorgo as Danny’s voice burst out loud and clear.

“Marty… the roof of the cavern is starting to give way!” Dan’s voice almost shouted. “We have to pull back now!”


Martin’s response was immediate. “Do it Danny! Tell Sivana anything that comes down that tunnel is free game for her! We’re on our way back now! Meet us at the entrance to the Mindvoice ship!”

Anja squeezed her hands. “I think things are going to start to get very interesting now. Martin and Danny don’t like to lose.”
Gorgo came to her feet and nodded. “True Spartans never like to lose.” She stated.

Anja smiled and tapped her COM unit. “Endy… Danny and the others are pulling back!” She barked. “I really think it’s time for us to leave this damn place!”

“Avi says ten minutes!” Endith answered immediately. “Ten minutes Anja and we’ll blow this joint!”

Anja nodded. “I’ll start passing the word.” Anja tapped the COM unit once more. “Seanna?”


“I’ve already begun moving those last men and women into the ship my love.” Seanna answered immediately.

Seanna was ushering men, women and children up the huge ramp of the Mindvoice ship and Anja flinched when she heard the chain cannon on the STRIKER DT echoed with the cavern. “I can see Daniel’s people coming now!” Seanna shouted. “They… no!”

Anja’s eyes went wide and she looked at Gorgo. “Seanna! What is wrong?”

“Daniel is down!” Seanna shouted. “Daniel is down!”

Anja was moving before the first words were out of Seanna’s mouth and Gorgo was on her heels.

ROLTAR SIX

THE WILDS

2.7 LIGHT YEARS FROM HIGH COVEN BORDER


Cha’talla had been gone for a little over an hour now… and Esther was worried that he wouldn’t be coming back. Cha’talla hadn’t spoken much in the remaining hours of their journey here, and once they had landed his only instructions were to remain on the ship and wait for him. He may have been an Immortal… and a fearsome visage to others… but Esther was just beginning to realize how much she was in love with him. Yes… he made her feel things she’d never felt before for he was without a doubt the largest male who had ever had her, all others paling in comparison. Yet it wasn’t just that… for when they had shared blood, Esther had seen inside the man’s heart and mind. An Immortal he may have been… fiercely loyal and totally committed to his people and their future; far more than he was willing to admit to anyone Esther felt. He was also compassionate… though that emotion had been very deep within him, and Esther had felt that emotion for her. Compassion and a fierce desire for more of her. A desire that Esther felt just as equally for him. 

These thoughts were going through her mind when the ramp activated. She jumped to her feet, her hands bringing up the assault rifle and pointing it at the entrance.


Cha’talla’s bulk filled the ramp as he walked up it confidently a small package under his arm. He reached out and activated the ramp, bringing it back up as he drew back the hood of the cloak he wore. His small eyes turned to look at her as he continued further into the Runner and saw her waiting for him.


Esther lowered the rifle slowly as she gazed at him. “I… I thought you had… I thought you had left me.” She spoke in a haunting voice.


Cha’talla moved up to stand in front of her, towering over her lean supple frame. His eyes were bright as Cha’talla heard the tone of worry in her voice. He shook his head slowly. 


“I will not leave you Esther Suira.” He spoke softly. “Our fates… our fates are intimately intertwined now.”


“Where… where have you been?” She stammered.


“Scouting.” Cha’talla replied holding out the small package. “And buying this for you.”


Esther looked at the package and set aside the rifle to take it. She tore it open and took the shoulders of the exquisite dark green dress as it dropped almost all of the way to the deck. “You… you bought me a dress?” She gasped.


Cha’talla nodded. “I believe I have gotten the right size. You can not be seen walking about in a High Coven uniform Esther… and I doubt you have much in the way of normal clothing.”


Esther looked at him. “Only what we were allowed to wear at the temple ship.” She spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “Yes… those transparent wraps will not do here.” He spoke. “We must use your beauty… but not flaunt it.”


Esther looked at him. “I… I don’t understand.” She spoke.


“Roltar Six is a haven for the misbegotten and slime of the galaxy.” Cha’talla spoke. “It is also where many purebloods come to exercise their… their more unusual physical desires. The ones not allowed within High Coven space.”


Esther met his eyes. “Such as?”


“You will see for yourself.” Cha’talla spoke. “I will need you to secure a room for us at the facility where those of my tribe who survived are supposed to meet.” He held out the data pad. “You will use this name and these riyal credits for the transaction. They are other code signs that we are here.”


“How… how long do we need to stay here?” Esther asked. 


“Two days.” Cha’talla replied. “After that… they will need to find their own way to our final destination.”


“Where is our final destination Cha’talla?” Esther asked. “Or are you going to leave me here when it’s time for you to go.”


Cha’talla stared at her beautiful features for a long moment. He didn’t understand what he felt for this pureblood vampire female and he certainly didn’t understand how she could feel anything for him, but he had decided before they had landed that she was part of his life now. What part she would play was not something he had yet been able to figure out… but his Immortal heart beat for her in a way it never had for any other.


Cha’talla stepped closer to her. “We are bound together now Esther Suira.” He spoke. “What the future holds for us I do not know… but we will face it together. On that I give you my word. Those of my tribe that survive have instructions to gather on Ebal Four. It is there where we will make new lives for ourselves.” Cha’talla saw the surprise and the joy his words elicited in her eyes and it made his own heart begin to beat more rapidly.


Esther smiled. “I… I will go change.” She spoke softly.

