CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
LYCAVORE

He felt the pain lance through his lower back and right leg as they scampered along the dusty cavern floor, the sounds of the STRIKER DT’s huge chain cannon ripping above them down the cavern. Danny was a large man, standing six foot five and nearly two hundred and sixty pounds, and he had also been hit enough times to know when something was bad. He didn’t see the two projectile rounds tear out the front of his body armor, cleanly snapping the large femur in his thigh, and punching through his lower abdomen. There wasn’t much that could drop a man of his size and skill with a single bullet, but breaking his femur would do it easily. The others scrambled past him even as he began to fall, and only Anuk and Nayeca noticed he had gone down, most likely because his right hand involuntarily flinched on Anuk’s shoulder and brought her down with him as if he was tackling her.


Her cerulean blue eyes and Nayeca’s amber orbs were wide in horror as she and Nayeca scrambled back to him.


“Daniel!” Anuk screamed.


“Get out of here!” He yelled at them rolling onto his back and dragging his P190 back towards him.


“No! We won’t leave you!” Nayeca screamed trying to get her arms under his muscular bulk and hoist him to his feet. “Anuk… help me my love!”


Danny paid them no heed as he lifted the P190 and let loose with a long sustained burst back through the dust cloud, his yellow wolf eyes now fully changed and seeing the advancing Immortals through the cloud of shattered rock and dust. “Leave me!” He screamed again as he began to change magazines.


Anuk shook her head viciously. “Never!” She snapped moving to where his injured leg was now pumping out blood at an alarming rate. She tore at her medical bag as Sivana let fly with half a dozen missiles over their heads, the explosions following seconds later further down the tunnel, to include the screams of Immortals who were tossed like rag dolls across the cavern. “I have to stop the bleeding!” Anuk shouted stabbing a syringe into his muscular leg near the exit wound and shoving down on the plunger. It was a fast acting coagulant and would rapidly move to the areas he had been hit and begin clotting. “Daniel you must get up! You…”

Anuk’s body shuddered as two nearly spent rounds impacted against her body armor and sent her flying backwards.


“No!” Danny screamed lifting the P190 and mashing down on his trigger in the direction that the fire came from. He was rewarded with seeing the top portion of an Immortal’s head and neck explode apart like a melon as his rounds walked up his body. “Anuk! Baby!”


Anuk rolled over with a groan of pain and crawled back to her Soulmate, her single most important purpose for going on. Stars and white spots were whirling in her head and she could not focus her eyes. The body armor had stopped the rounds from penetrating, but they had knocked her silly. “Daniel!”


“I’m busted up bad baby!” Danny shouted reaching for her even as he fired the 190 one handed. “My leg is broke! Leave me! Please!”


“No… we won’t!” Nayeca screamed still trying to pull his body up and not winning the battle even with her elfin strength. She had no leverage to try and get her feet under her, and Anuk was staggering dazed as she got back to her knees next to him.


“Leave me damn it!” Daniel screamed looking at her with those eyes. “Nubian you have to take Anuk and go! Don’t let my son die!”


“Daniel… no… we…”


“Go now Nubian!” He shouted feeling a tingle in his head. “Help is coming… but take Anuk now! Please! My son… my son is more important than me! Go!” Danny heard the inhuman scream over the roar of the STRIKER’S chain gun and without thinking he lifted his left arm, his Shi Viska flaring into existence and he launched his shield.

The Shi Viska’s razor edges extended before the shield was a meter away from him and they struck the Immortal forty meters away as he was screaming and climbing over the fallen mounds of dirt and rock. His head plopped to the dirty cavern floor even as dozens of other Immortals all around him dropped back to the floor of the cavern trying to avoid the deadly flying shield as it curled back around and began returning to its master.


Danny glared at Nayeca as he caught his shield on his arm. “Go Nubian! Go now damn you!” He screamed as he launched his shield again and brought the P190 up one handed once more and held back the trigger.


Nayeca was about to open her mouth to reply she would stay and die with him when the powerful force seemed to lift her off the floor of the cavern and yank her back along with Anuk. She let out a loud yelp of surprised pain as she landed a dozen meters from the rear of the huge Mindvoice ship where the din of battle was somewhat muted. She scrambled catlike to her feet reaching for Anuk and saw Anja standing beside Martin’s mother and Miath. Anja lowered her hand and Nayeca watched her open her eyes. It had been her Mindvoice power that had pulled her and Anuk away. Pulled them away nearly two hundred meters down the cavern from the man they both so loved and adored. 


“What have you done?” Nayeca screamed at her as she moved to get Anuk’s dazed form close to her so she could help her move. “Daniel… Daniel will die! He is… he is alone now! Our mate will die!”

Anja moved closer to them quickly and shook her head as she went to Anuk’s other side and slid her arm around her waist. “Danny is never alone!” She spoke loudly. “Not while his brother Martin lives.”


As if on cue… the entrance to the mining tunnel blew apart even more so then it already was. Many of those gathered ducked and moved to cover their faces as thousands of shards of rock and dirt blew outward. Even Gorgo ducked behind Anja in an attempt to cover herself, even while Anja and Miath simply stood there. Those gathered near the ramp watched in stunned amazement as the collection of shards of rock and dust didn’t even come near them. They could only watch in unmitigated awe as the thousands of rock and dust shards made a sharp ninety degree turn and then screamed down the cavern tunnel directly at the advancing Immortals. Following that wave of natural death Martin Leonidas burst from the mining tunnel at a dead run, Torma’s massive bulk moving behind him with measured rumblings of his chest. Their psychic shield was activated and humming at the full extent of the power they could bring to bear, and Torma’s near eight metric tons made the ground beneath their feet tremble as he let out a trumpeting roar of anger.


Nayeca gripping Anuk to her tightly, her amber eyes open wide in disbelief as that first cloud of rock and dust shards hit the incoming tidal wave of Immortal troops that were almost upon Danny. She watched with wide amber orbs as their skin began to peel from their bodies, even as thousands of lethal shards became millions of lethal shards. Martin applied his unique and far from fully tested Mindvoice abilities in a different way now, pulverizing the shards into tiny missiles and darts. Nayeca and the others could only watch in terrified wonder as almost two hundred Immortals were being shredded alive as they came over the mounds of rock and granite that had been laid to hinder their path. They could easily see Danny lying on the floor of the cavern, his Shi Viska launching and returning, launching and returning even as the wave passed over his head and joined the chain cannon that Sivana was directly with unerring accuracy effectively encompassing the advancing Immortals in a thick cloud of dust and rock shards that they could not even see through.


Danny looked up from the floor of the cavern when he felt the staggering presence next to him and he saw Martin lift his left arm and the silver Shi Viska erupted into existence. It launched down the cavern at the same moment Torma unleashed a blast of superheated breath in a widening arc that melted dozens of screaming Immortals in an instant.


Martin bent over and grabbed Danny’s body armor, hauling him to his feet even as Danny caught his own Shi Viska on his arm and it vanished in an instant. The moment Martin touched him, the psychic shield he shared with Torma extended around Danny’s entire body and he gripped Martin’s shoulder tightly.


“I told you to haul ass! Not get shot you clumsy black bastard!” Martin yelled at him as he got his shoulder under Danny’s right armpit effectively becoming his right leg.


“Bout fucking time you showed up!” Danny yelled back even as he grimaced in pain. “I thought I was going to have to kill them all myself!”


Martin grinned at him. “You know I would never let you have all the fun to yourself! You are too fucking ugly!” Martin shouted back.


Martin’s right hand came up quickly, Danny moving with him in thoughtless concert. Martin’s Nehtes appeared in his hand and extended in a single blink of an eye. With a heave of incredible power he launched the eight and a half foot spear down the tunnel even as Danny once more called his Shi Viska and it launched on another mission of death. The Nehtes was thrown with such power it impaled not one or two Immortals, but plunged completely through the thick upper bodies of three Immortals and ended up protruding from the body of a fourth.

“Ah… I think it’s time to go brother!” Martin screamed.


“You’ll get no argument from me on that!” Danny barked as projectiles were bouncing off the psychic shield that encompassed all of them now. “You got to give them credit though! They’re persistent fuckers!”


Martin laughed as he turned and they began hobbling back towards the Mindvoice ship. Torma… bring it down my bonded brother!

It is a risk Martin!


Life is a risk brother! Martin answered even as he and Danny began to hobble as fast as they could back towards the Mindvoice ship.

Torma chuckled within their connection. Ah… you are so right.

Torma needed no further encouraging and he looked up at the ceiling far above them. He closed his golden eyes and drew from deep within himself, feeling both his own enormous power and control mingle easily with Martin’s equally staggering Mindvoice command filtering through him. The deadly projectiles that bounced off his psychic shield caused him no pause and with a mighty heave of the combined power of Martin and himself he ripped a section of the cavern ceiling from its place hundreds of meters above them. There was a massive groan of protest and then a two hundred meter long, six meter thick slab of rock and dirt broke free and began its crushing plummet to the cavern floor below. Bright sunlight burst in from the now gaping hole in the top of the mountain they were inside, even as the massive chunk of death came hurtling down from above at devastating speeds as Torma turned without hesitation and began following his bonded brother back towards the Mindvoice ship. Dozens of Immortals looked up for only a moment and then they were crushed into oblivion as that slab of rock and dirt impacted the cavern floor effectively obliterating nearly two hundred more High Coven Immortals who had bunched together in a single instant.

Anja touched Nayeca’s arm around Anuk’s waist seeing those amber orbs turn to look at her. “Never doubt his love for his brother Nayeca. Martin will never leave him. He would die with him first.” Anja spoke with a smile even as she pulled at Anuk. “Hurry… we must get inside the ship! It’s time we got off this forsaken rock of a world and went home.”


Nayeca turned once more and saw Martin and Danny hobbling toward them as quickly as they could move, Torma’s huge bulk moving right behind them. Martin had Danny under his right armpit and they were running so easily in that position it was as if they had done this sort of thing before. She didn’t pause and with Anuk between them, she and Anja headed for the large ramp.

-Activating main power nodes-


-Powering Quantum Nacelles-


Avi stood in front of the massive control console his expression blank while Endith and several other engineers sat in chairs in front of others.


-Detecting power surge in conduit three nine. Repair drones moving to compensate-


-Main power is coming online. Sixty-six percent and rising quickly-


-External sensors now operating at seventy-three percent efficiency. Detecting five hundred thirteen Akruxian species closing on our position-


“Those are the fucking bad guys!” Endith screamed out. “Doesn’t this damn crate have any weapons on it Avi?”


-City Ship is not designed with offensive weaponry female elf Endith-


-Activating navigational shields. Bringing main shields online. Routing power to Magnetic Accelerator Coils. Computer interface now operating at ninety-seven point six Protonic Nano Cells of power-


-Detecting minor fluctuation in starboard Accelerator Coil. Correcting power flow to coil. All decks now at full power. Quantum Spanner Nacelles powering to seventy-nine percent-


-Preparing to initiate atmospheric entry-


-Stand by. Activating maneuvering thrusters nineteen through thirty-five-


Endith whirled to face him. “Wait Avi! The mountain above us!”


-Scanning. Six point two meters of limestone and bedrock. This will not hinder City Ship 41 from obtaining orbit-

-Continuing with pre-orbital division-

Endith looked at him wide eyed. “Not hinder? That’s eighteen feet of rock and dirt up there!”


-Eighteen point six nine to be precise. City Ship 41 is designed to penetrate up to forty-nine point eight meters of similar combinations of material-

Endith looked at him stunned. “Oh.”

-Activating Spatial Navigational Systems. Activating Quantitative Thermodynamic Acceleration modules. Internal Sensors indicate all exterior approaches have been sealed. Preparing to initiate firing of Sequential Thrusters. Stand by-

“Wait!” Endith shouted. “You mean we’re going straight up?”

Avi’s dinosaur like features turned to look at her. 
-Obtaining orbit is the directive of the descendant of the Chief Pralor. We can not do that by going down female elf Endith. Please secure your physical person so that I may initiate firing of the thrusters. Injury to your physical body would not be considered a successful launch completion-

“Shit!” Endith barked almost leaping back to her chair and scrambling to pull the straps over her shoulders.

-Attention in City Ship 41. We are initiating engine activation for atmospheric entry. In five… four… three…


Martin lay on the deck where he had tossed Danny as the massive ramp was closing behind them. Anuk was scrambling around Danny’s legs; her cerulean eyes clear once more as she treated Danny, Nayeca holding his head in her lap rubbing his bald sweaty head. Anja was moving her hands over Danny’s abdomen, the glow of soft white light very evident in the palm of her hand. Dozens of Lycavorians filled the corridor, as they had been the last to board the ship, and they huddled on the floor, holding weapons across their heaving chests, Husen among them. He turned quickly as Relina found him and threw herself into his arms even as he lay on the deck. He crushed her lithe frame to his body and buried his face in her thick dark hair as he realized they had made it. All their dreams and hopes of leaving this world one day were finally being achieved.


Gorgo pushed herself from the strange metal floor where Anja had gently tossed her upon entering the lower deck of the ship. She looked up to see Martin lying a meter away, the back of his head resting up against the massive talon equipped foot of his dragon. Gorgo saw the smaller blue/black dragon nuzzling close to his father as Lisisa dropped quickly to Martin’s side, throwing her arms around his chest and hugging him tightly. Amazingly she saw her long lost son begin to laugh. Softly at first… then with more power. Her eyes grew wide as the black Spartan beside him began to laugh as well, his face grimacing against the pain of his wounds and the pain that his laughing was causing.

“Damn Martin… that’s eleven I owe you now!” Danny almost shouted as he continued to laugh.


Martin pushed himself to his butt, his arm holding Lisisa tightly and he turned his face to look at her. He reached out quickly and snatched his mother’s arm, pulling her to him and crushing her head to his chest even as Gorgo wrapped her arms around Martin’s waist and fresh tears burst from her eyes.


Martin rubbed his cheek against his mother’s dirty hair, heedless of the grime and dirt and he could feel her body wracked with sobs. He then did the same to Lisisa as they both clung to him tightly, their hands clasped tightly at the small of his back.


“No Danny…” He said softly turning to look at Danny’s face as his dark brown eyes met his when he heard the tone of Martin’s voice. “We’re going to call it even brother. Now I owe you two.”


Danny nodded his head slowly when he saw Martin holding his mother and daughter and he smiled. He cut his eyes to where Anja was treating him; her hands moving over his body where she had peeled the armor away form his skin. “So what’s the verdict red? Everything still working?”


Anja looked up from where her hand was slowly moving over the wound in his abdomen, the flesh knotting back together even as she held her hand near his skin. “You know… between you and Martin… treating the two of you is starting to become a full time job!” She snapped at him.


Danny laughed. “We’re too ugly and ornery to die!” He announced.


Nayeca squeezed his head. “You are a fool!” She nearly shouted. “You could have been killed!”

“And I told you to leave!” Danny said.


Anuk moved up quickly next to him and took his face in her hands. “We will never leave you Daniel Simpson!” She hissed at him. “Not while there is breathe in our bodies. We will never leave you alone! You could have died.”


Danny breathed her sweet cinnamon scent and then inhaled Nayeca sweet apple scent and he smiled. “I was never alone.” He said softly turning his head to look at Martin. He lifted his hand and arm and saw Martin release Lisisa to reach out and take his hand in a grip that no force of nature could have ever torn asunder. “How can you die looking at something that ugly with a side kick that has gold eyes?” Danny spoke with a grin motioning to Martin and Torma. “No god is that cruel.”


Torma chuckled within Mindvoice and extended his massive head out on his long neck until Danny could reach up and touch his cool snout. You are welcome Daniel Simpson.
-Attention in City Ship 41. We are initiating engine activation for atmospheric entry. In five… four… three…
“Shit!” Martin barked suddenly realizing what was still happening around him. “He’s taking off! Fuck!” Martin slammed his hand down on the COM unit built into his body armor. “Sivana… that robot thing is lifting off! He’ll bring the entire cavern down on you! Get out!”

Martin heard Sivana chuckle and he turned his head quickly to see her standing in the corridor, Belen with his arm around her waist and holding her tightly against him. She held up the small control console. “I was operating the STRIKER by remote.” She said. “A little trick that For’mya told me it was capable of. Right now it is slaved to Avi’s control and docked alongside the City Ship within its own shield grid.”

-Two… one. Initiating flight mode and engaging thrusters-

Yuri looked up quickly from the table she occupied. The hot tea had long gone cold in the mug and the small lounge was silent except for the dull din of the LSD coils operating. The chime on the table sounded and she looked up slowly. She slid her hand across the table.


“Captain I asked that I not be disturbed!” She barked. “What part of that did you not understand?”


“Princess! Long range sensors are detecting a ship of some sort lifting off the surface of Lycavore!” The ship’s captain declared sounding excited. “It matches no known ships in our database.”

“A ship?” Yuri asked stupefied. “How is that even possible? There were no ships on Lycavore!”


“We are receiving the images now Princess!”


“Very well I’ll be right there.” Yuri spoke coming to her feet. She moved quickly across the lounge floor and through two adjoining offices before she passed through the last door that opened into the bridge. She saw the nearly two dozen men and women staring at the holo screen and she followed their gaze.


Yuri’s dark eyes nearly erupted from her head as she saw what was lifting off the surface of the planet on the screen.


“It’s getting bigger as it rises through the atmosphere!” A Coven tech shouted from his console. “Now its reached two point six kilometers long Captain!”


“Record this!” The captain screamed. “Record this!”


Yuri stepped up to the man seeing Pa’cour move up just behind her. “What is it?”


The Coven Captain shook his head. “I have no idea Princess. I’ve never… I’ve never seen anything like it.”


“Three point four kilometers in length now!” The tech shouted. “It will achieve orbit in twenty-eight seconds!” He barked. “Lycavore planetary batteries are coming to bear! They will…”


Yuri and the others could only watch as what appeared to be thousands of small lasers began blasting from the unknown ship in concentrated and coordinated bursts. They could only stand and watch as all twenty-four of the planetary batteries around Lycavore were instantly obliterated from space.


“Captain… long range sensors are detecting massive Quantum particle surges!” The tech announced. “I’ve… I’ve never seen anything like it. It’s almost as if…”


“What?” The captain barked.


The tech looked at him. “Captain that ship is using some sort of Quantum Drive.” The man spoke.


Yuri whirled on the man. “Quantum Drives are only theoretical!” She barked. “They don’t exist!”  


“Princess… I’m only speaking to what our sensors are telling us.” The man spoke quickly. 


Yuri turned back to the holo transmission. “It’s Leonidas.” She said suddenly. “It has to be! Can you contact the Immortal detachment on the surface! The one that was attacking his position?”


“We have been able to raise no one on the surface Princess.” The captain stated quickly. “A High Coven Runner departed only moments before our sensors detected this ship rising from the surface. It was running dark and not broadcasting.”


“The ship is obtaining orbit of Lycavore! Five point three kilometers in length now Captain!” The Coven tech almost shouted out now.


“Captain we’re being scanned!” Another officer exclaimed.


“Go dark! Activate the Shroud! Initiate Evasive pattern Theta Three one!” He barked immediately.


-Long range sensors are detecting one heavy cruiser type ship one point six light year from current location-


-Quantum Drive Nacelles are locking into position. We have achieved optimal orbital rotation. All sections signal cruising transformation complete-


Endith began unbuckling her straps as the entire top section of the bridge compartment began to retract in a counterclockwise pattern. She watched with glee in her eyes as the stars became more and more exposed and her head turned as Komirri came darting in from where he had been monitoring the engineering section of the ship. He hadn’t had much to do as the repair drones apparently acted as crew members also, and they dashed across the expanse of the engineering section faster than he or any of his crew members could.


“I never thought I would see them again.” Endith spoke softly as Komirri came up next to her.


-Initiating long ranger sensor sweep of surrounding systems. Activating and receiving the tracking beacons of three additional City Ships-


Endith and Komirri turned as Martin strode into the bridge, Gorgo clinging to one hand, Anja the other. Lisisa was holding tightly to Anja’s arm even as Tina moved quickly around them and dashed to where Endith stood.


“Look at that Tina.” Endith spoke. “Isn’t it the most wonderful thing you have ever seen in your life?”


-Detecting tracking beacon of City Ship 39, City Ship 27 and City Ship 19. Signals are weak. Damage to transmitting array eighty-four point two percent probable. Detecting no corresponding activation of tracking beacons. Ninety-one point seven percent chance that entire complement of sister City Ships have been terminated likely cause of negative response-


-Detecting no active Quantum signatures. This indicates complete shutdown of Quantum Drive or destruction of computer function to active drives-


“Can you tell where these ships are?” Martin asked moving up next to the avatar.


-Processing… scanning. Scanning complete. City Ship 39 beacons are transmitting from Cenolau Minor. Estimate two point three years before City Ship 39 loses all power and beacons discontinue-

-City Ship 27 transmitting from third moon of unknown planet thirty-five point four light years from current location. Detecting massive structural failure to City Ship 27 and beacons are transmitting on damaged alternate power cells. Estimate seven point six months before power cells are full exhausted-


-City Ship 19 beacons transmitting on solar cells from sixth planet of Rotarb System. Planet’s designation is Nuwaroa. Detecting heavy structural damage to aft third of ship. No Quantum signatures detected. Hypothesis… Quantum Nacelles were not fully retracted before beginning control reentry. They were destroyed upon reentry into Nuwaroa’s upper transition atmosphere. I estimate forty-three point one percent of City Ship 19 intact-

“All of these places are within High Coven territory boss.” Endith spoke softly as she looked at the star chart on another console.


“What is the probability that any of these ships can be restored like you did this one?” Martin asked the avatar.


-Processing. Analysis complete. Probability of restoration nine point seven percent. City Ship 39 indicates overwhelming exposure to corrosive salt fluid. Only twenty-four percent of City Ship 27 remains intact. City Ship 19 would need one thousand four hundred and three years of refit before being able to fully function once more. No indication is detected that the knowledge and materials needed to conduct repairs to City Ship 19 are available within seventy thousand light years-

-Estimate City Ship 19 will lose all remaining power nodes within this decade and cease to operate even at the low levels it is using now-


“Wait… someone is using this ship?” Martin asked.


-Affirmative. Detailed sensor scans are not possible due to high levels of Tronic Gas between our location and City Ship 19. Preliminary scans indicate medical sections and part of bridge command module remain intact-


“What parts of the medical sections?” Anja asked.


-Sections forty-three through sixty nine. These sections contain bio and genetic research laboratories-


“Avi… is it possible that there were survivors from City Ship 19?” Endith asked.


-Processing. Analysis complete. Probability that there were survivors is eighty-eight point two percent. Remaining sections are the most heavily fortified-


Martin looked at Endith. “What’s going through your brain Endy?” He asked. “I know that look.”


Endith looked at him. “Skipper… based on what we know happened here… isn’t it safe to assume that the same thing could have happened with the High Coven?”


“Explain.” Martin barked out.


Anja’s eyes grew wide now. “I understand where she’s going lover.” She spoke. “These Pralors… they blended into the population on Nuwaroa the same as those that survived on this ship did with the men and women of Lycavore.”


“And… so…?” Martin spoke.


“If that is what happened… it might explain how the High Coven came to be like it is.” Anja spoke.


“What… you mean bloodsucking sonsofbitches?” Martin snapped. “Well… most of them anyway.”


“It’s obvious these Pralors used Mindvoice exclusively.” Helen spoke now coming into the large bridge. “How much do we know of the High Coven and its origins?”


“I’ll worry about their origins when I don’t have my ass hanging out in their space!” Martin said.


“It could go a long way to explain why Resumar… your father and now you are so attuned within Mindvoice.” Helen spoke. “Why you are so powerful. If one of these ships crashed within High Coven space it could explain how Veldruk came to power.”


“If their medical sections survived… it could also explain how the High Coven cloning techniques are so far advanced than anyone else.” Anja spoke.


Martin shook his head. “Ok… thinking about this shit really gives me a headache.” He spoke. “All I truly want to know is how long it will take us to get home. This deep stuff is for you guys to figure out and then explain to me in terms I can understand! Jeez!”

Anja looked at him and smiled gently. She pressed her body up against his, using her female aura to reach out to him and sooth his stormy emotions. “You are cranky lover.” She spoke. “Take a deep breath and listen to me.”


Martin met her jade green eyes and saw them twinkle. He couldn’t help the grin that split his face and he felt the adrenalin rush of combat bleeding off slowly as her female aura washed over him. Aricia must have been teaching them how to use their auras, because they were becoming quite good at using their auras to elicit responses from him. Martin slid his arm around her waist and pulled her tighter against him. He leaned over and kissed her deeply, inhaling her honey scent and feeling the press of her body against his. He reached out with his senses and found her heartbeat… smooth, calm and refined. He reached further and found Eliani’s faster heartbeat within Anja’s womb, strong and pure just like Androcles’s heartbeat had been while still within Aricia’s womb. 


It was easy enough for everyone around them to see him relax, the tenseness leaving his face and his shoulders losing their stiffness. Gorgo felt a sense of peace fill him and she couldn’t help but smile at the effect Anja had on her son and this was not even his Soulmate Helen had told her. All of them could do this to him Helen had told her, so deeply in love were they.


“Ok…” Martin finally spoke. He looked at the avatar. “Av… A…”


“Avi.” Anja told him with a smile.


“Yeah… Avi. I have a date with a walking around dead clone. How many days will it take you to get us to Apo Prime?” Martin asked.


-Processing. I will need one point two hours to program the coordinates and reflective binary computations into the Quantum Drive Nacelles-

“How long to Apo Prime?” Martin asked again.


-Quantum Drive Nacelles have thirty-one point six Protonic Cells remaining. This will enable two uses of the Quantum Drive. Processing… distance to Apo Prime will require sixteen point three Protonic Cells. City Ship 41 will need eleven hours and nineteen minutes to make the journey-


Martin’s eyes grew wide. “Eleven… eleven hours?” He gasped. “That’s all?”


-My computations have no variance for error Descendant of Chief Elder Pralor-


“No variance for error.” Martin said with a grin. He looked at Endith. “I like your friend here Endy.” He spoke. “Komirri… you agree with him?”


Komirri chuckled. “Milord… my knowledge of the drive units on this ship is non-existent.” Komirri spoke.


Martin looked at him. “So you don’t know whether these Quantum thingies will kill us or not?”


Komirri smiled. “Sire… my best guess is no.”


Martin nodded slowly. “Ok… I trust your guesses. Endith… have your… your friend here do his thing.”


Endith stepped up to Avi and took his thick arm. “C’mon Avi… tell me what I can do to help you.” 


Gorgo stepped up to her son. “Martin… you must… I need…”


Martin met his mother’s hard gaze with his dark brown eyes. “Don’t worry mother.” He spoke confidently. “She is yours.”

REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

POISON BLADE
COMMAND SHIP FOR HIGH LADY OF THE COVEN AIKIRO

Aikiro looked up when the Commander of her flagship entered the large, comfortable lounge area. His green eyes darted to where the year old Narice was sitting on the floor, her small hands filled with some sort of mind twister cube.


“Milady Aikiro…” He spoke looking at her exotic beauty. “Forgive me for interrupting.”


Aikiro detected the small show of intense desire in the man’s eyes and smiled as she came to her feet. The dress she wore exposed more skin than it covered it seemed, and Aikiro liked the reactions she got from the many purebloods that saw her. None of them would ever dare show any sort of interest in her eighteen thousand year old but still lush and supple body, and that sometimes angered her to some extent. The Commander of her personal ship however was not one of those purebloods, and it actually made Aikiro flush when she saw the flash of intense desire in his eyes before it was gone. She had never stepped outside her relationship with Veldruk, finding him quite satisfactory in their bed. It was not something he adhered to and the wench Isabella had been the result, but perhaps as things progressed Aikiro would have to start rethinking that. She was a woman after all, and she enjoyed the physical touch of a male just as much as the next. Perhaps she would begin with this man who had served her so loyally over the last centuries.


“It is alright Commander.” Aikiro spoke stepping towards the wet bar and pouring herself a crystal glass of fresh Blood Wine. She lifted a glass and looked at him. “Would you care for some Tesand?” She asked.


The man shook his head. “Thank you Milady… but I would be remiss in my duties to you if I accepted while I was on duty.”

Aikiro looked at him as she sipped the Blood Wine, impressed that he had refused. Yes… maybe there was more to this man then she had ever thought to consider. “What can I do for you them Commander?”


Tesand held up the data scroll. “You asked to be informed of the search for the Runner that left Nuwaroa with Cha’talla.”


“Yes… I did.” She spoke.


“We lost contact with the ship after the second of three LSD jumps it conducted Milady.” He spoke. “We have not been able to reacquire it as of yet. I took it upon myself with your directives to have several detachments of our Venorik Elghinn Division scatter among the known gathering places for unwanted scum in The Wilds.”

Aikiro nodded. “Esther Suira is proving to be more adept at hiding things from me than I first thought.” She spoke with some amusement in her voice as she moved back to the table.


“Milady?” He asked.


“Yes?”


“Milady is it true that she willingly gave herself to… to the Immortal Cha’talla?” Tesand asked with some surprise.


Aikiro nodded slowly. “Indeed.” She answered. “I see now that her diligence and false enthusiasm over the years was nothing more than an act. She has apparently hated me all these years for killing her parents if the journals we found in her private quarters are any indication.”


“But… but to give herself freely to a… to an Immortal.” Tesand said with obvious disgust in his voice.


Aikiro chuckled. “There is no guessing at some people’s attractions Tesand.” She spoke. “Her dubious infatuation with Cha’talla will not last. He will more than likely kill her if he has not done so already. He will undoubtedly think she is some sort of plant by me to discover where his tribe has escaped too. He will never trust her… and he will most certainly never find her as attractive as Esther’s misguided beliefs seem to think.” She looked at him. “What do you need from me Tesand?”


“A directive for our Venorik Elghinn when they find them. I have no doubts they will… but I thought it best to ask what you would like done with them.” Tesand spoke.

“I do not particularly care for those who betray me.” Aikiro spoke. “Especially after all the time and energy that went into training her ungrateful person. Let our Venorik Elghinn operatives know she is more than likely already dead, but if for some reason she is not, they should terminate her without pause. When they find Cha’talla they are only to follow him wherever he might go. I want him to lead us to where his tribe is so that I can make an example out of them for betraying and deceiving the High Coven.”


Tesand nodded. “As you order Milady.” He spoke.


“Any word from my daughter Tesand?” Aikiro asked.


“The captain of the ORIC-Class Heavy Cruiser that was bringing her to Usu’Ozeib 7 reported they will arrive on the far side of the third moon tomorrow morning as you instructed.” Tesand answered.

Aikiro nodded. “Excellent.”


“He also reported that a ship has escaped Lycavore Milady. A ship that grew to over five kilometers in length as it lifted off the surface and obtained orbit.” Tesand spoke as Aikiro looked at him.


“What kind of ship?” Aikiro asked.


“It is a ship that is not in our database… or anyone’s database for that matter.” Tesand spoke.


Aikiro stood up once more. “It couldn’t be?” She said softly.


“Milady?” Tesand asked.


“Tesand you know of the derelict ship on Nuwaroa don’t you?” Aikiro asked.


Tesand nodded. “Of course Milady. It is where much of our cloning technology has been invented.” He replied.


“Do we have images of this ship?” Aikiro asked.


Tesand nodded. “Yes Milady… the captain was going to have them available to us when we met with him.”


“I must see these images first… but it’s quite possible that Leonidas found an actual working Mindvoice ship Tesand.” Aikiro said.


Tesand’s eyes grew a little wider. “You mean similar to the one on Nuwaroa Milady?”


Aikiro nodded quickly. “What little information I was able to obtain outside of the cloning technology indicated that five of these ships were affected by the same storm and crashed somewhere within High Coven space.” She explained. “It would explain quite a bit if one of them crashed upon Lycavore Tesand. It would explain how those dogs became so powerful. The same thing that happened to our people happened to them.”


“I don’t follow Milady.” He answered.


Aikiro looked at him and suddenly she wanted this pureblood in her bed. She moved closer to him. “Tell me something Tesand?”


“Anything Milady.”


“Do you find me desirable?” Aikiro asked.


To his credit Aikiro noticed his eyes showed only a small amount of surprise in them. “Milady… Milady it would be highly inappropriate for me to answer that question.” He replied quickly. “The High Lord would…”


“Tesand… Veldruk will be dead in a matter of days by my own hand if I have my way.” Aikiro spoke firmly. “Now answer my question and think not of my foolish husband. Do you find me desirable?”


Tesand met her steely gaze. “May I answer that question without fear of reprisal Milady?” He spoke.

Aikiro smiled. “There will be no reprisal against you Tesand. You have commanded my ship for two millennia… I am not a fool.”


“Milady Aikiro… if ever given the opportunity I…” He took a deep breath. “Milady I would feast on your body for days and damned the consequences.”


Aikiro smiled when she found she liked the sound of that. “Indeed Tesand.” She said softly. “You may just get the opportunity to do just that one day soon.” She said. 


“If that day ever came Milady… I would relish it for eternity.” He replied.


“Well… it is certainly nice to hear that I can illicit such a response in men who are confident enough with themselves to admit that to me.” Aikiro spoke with a smile as she lifted her hand and drew her long nails across Tesand’s neck. “Yes… I do believe I may give you that opportunity Tesand.”


Tesand bowed his head slightly. “I will leave you now to finish my duties Milady Aikiro. I will pass on your instructions to our Venorik Elghinn operatives as well.”


Aikiro nodded. “Thank you Commander.” She spoke sounding very pleased with herself. Aikiro watched as he turned and moved out of the conference lounge, standing a little taller than he had been when he entered Aikiro saw. It pleased her to no end that she could still make men do such things and perhaps the future without Veldruk would not be as lonely as she first thought.

RALOR SIX


The tavern was no less smoky and crowded than it was the day before Esther took notice. Their table was near the back away from the main entrance, and as they had for the previous four hours they say quietly and simply watched the dozens of species coming and going from the tavern. Some Esther had seen before, heard about in reports, and others she had never seen before in her life. They had sat here for three hours after bringing some small cargo to the grand suite that Cha’talla had secured in the finest lodging in the large smuggler and pirate city. She hadn’t expected to find a facility with such modern and plush furnishings, and to say she had been surprised was an understatement. Today Esther wore an identical dress as she did the previous day, only this one was white and unblemished in any way. She didn’t know how, but Cha’talla had guessed her size almost exactly. The dress was nearly floor length, and wrapped around her supple body like a glove, accenting her large breasts and small waist. The material had felt wonderful against her skin, and today she had forgone any undergarments beneath the dress. It seemed silly… for Cha’talla had not even looked at her with anything like desire in his dark eyes since she had told them what had happened between them during his delirium. As the hours passed by, Esther had begun to wonder if perhaps he did not have something else planned for her. A huge part of her wanted him so very badly, for while he may have been an Immortal, and by most standards she was used to completely unacceptable to any pureblood vampire female, Esther found him almost overpoweringly handsome. While his skin was dark gray in color, it was pulled tightly over a hugely muscular body. A body she had quite willingly explored during those hours together. She had been thrilled with the power she had over his body, holding his enormous throbbing cock in her small hands and watching as his face contorted in agonizing pleasure. His face was stern… the skin pocked by small scars from battles he had been fighting all of his life. The Akruxian people had almost no lips, just thin soft strips where their mouths were really. It had been unusual to kiss him at first, but the more she had done it and adjusted her own lips upon his, Esther found his lips warm and inviting. She knew almost any pureblood vampire would look at her as something from the streets had they known she was madly in love with the ancient Immortal Captain. That fact did not daze her in the least. She had always been one to follow her own set of guidelines, and her feelings for Cha’talla were completely her own. She had never felt more safe, secure and wanted than she had those few hours wrapped in his muscular arms. He may have not been fully aware of his actions due to the blood fever, but Esther knew what she felt. And she accepted it fully a long time ago.


Esther knew far more of Cha’talla than he did of her. She was correct when she said that he was considered the most honored Immortal among his people. His list of accomplishments and battles was longer than her arm, and his status only increased when he became the High Lord’s Immortal Captain. He had never been defeated in single combat against any opponent. It was also rumored that he had once faced down two Unsaur alone and killed one while crippling the other. She knew him to be exceptionally intelligent, for what he had put together in an attempt to improve the physical appearance of his people and make them more pleasing to the eye was not something done by an amateur or someone who had no clue what he was doing.


Esther let her eyes filter over the inside of the tavern. 


There were perhaps three dozen tables set up within the tavern, loud music blaring in the background. The huge bar was being tended to by several Evolli, and the countless females would move back and forth between the bar and the tables easily and quickly. They were obviously slaves, several elfin females among them. Many of the species occupying the tables and chairs she knew were pirates and mercenaries and they would just as well kill you as befriend you. Roltar Six was well known within The Wilds as being a haven for the scum and murderous, and only the bravest would venture here on their own. It appeared also that sexual activity was common here among all the species, for she had witnessed half a dozen males and females of different species coupling rather heavily right out in the open. It was apparently accepted and allowed and she had watched an elfin female squirming and withering upon the glistening cock of a Kochab Bounty Hunter as he pounded her right in his chair.  She had also noticed that there were many pureblood vampires in the tavern. The High Coven was not immune to the call of riches and glory, and many of the High Coven officers answered that call and deserted from their posts to become mercenaries and hunters. Many of them were exceedingly cruel and she had detected the looks of several of them as she walked next to Cha’talla to their table. Their looks had made her stomach turn in something akin to fear, though she knew that while his cloak and cowl covered his body and head, Cha’talla’s sheer size alone would dissuade many from even attempting anything.


Esther lifted the small glass of Blood Wine to her lips and turned to look at Cha’talla in the dim light. 


“How much longer will we wait Cha’talla?” She asked softly.


“Have you not noticed it Esther Suira?” He replied just as softly. 


“Noticed what?”


Cha’talla’s head turned to look at her from under the cloak, and Esther squirmed a little in her chair when those beautiful dark eyes fell on her. Well… they were beautiful to her.


“They know something is about to happen.” Cha’talla spoke softly. “I have been here on nine different occasions in my lifetime, and I have never seen it so crowded. Roltar Six is the closest resort moon to the High Coven border. It usually has many active High Coven Fleet officers here for they come here to act out what they are not allowed to do inside High Coven space.”

“Act out?” Esther asked. “How so?”

“Sexually Esther.” Cha’talla answered. “They come here to fulfill their twisted desires. Whether it be coupling with members of the same sex, or different species it matters not. This is where they can come to fulfill those wants. The only vampires I have seen since arriving are scum and deserters.”

Esther leaned closer to him, her own dark eyes alluring. “What do you desire Cha’talla?” She asked in a voice dripping with desire.

Cha’talla looked away slowly. “Esther we…”

The loud chime rang out within the tavern signifying that more patrons were entering, and they both turned to watch as four stern looking vampires entered, all of them wearing long cloaks, but their fleet uniforms very evident under those cloaks. Esther stiffened slightly in her chair and this was something Cha’talla detected right away.
Cha’talla stared at her for a long moment. 

Cha’talla had seen thousands of beautiful pureblood females in his time with the High Lord and among the citizens of Usu’Ozeib 7. He had often wondered what it might be like to bed one or many of them. These were thoughts that he had kept hidden behind his own very strong natural Mindvoice shields, for it was not something that he would ever admit to anyone. To do so might cost him his life. 

Yet now… knowing that the dreams he had experienced over the last few days, mainly of Esther’s supple and divine body in his arms, knowing that they had been real confused him. There was something far more than just a simple physical attraction to this pureblood vampire female. She was exquisitely intelligent and an exceptional pilot based on what he had already seen. Her hatred for the Coven in general and Lady Aikiro in particular seemed very genuine indeed, and the look in her dark eyes when she gazed at him caused his abdomen to contract and flutter as nothing in his life ever had. Cha’talla feared nothing in this life… yet this small petite pureblood female frightened him in a way nothing ever could. And it was a fear that he could not comprehend for she had professed a desire and depth of feeling for him that Cha’talla was not familiar with. When she looked at him it was not with eyes that spoke of the natural unpleasantness of his people’s appearance. When Esther looked at him, it was with eyes of powerful craving and want. Cha’talla knew that look well… he had just never had that look directed at him in any way and certainly not by a pureblood vampire female as ravishingly striking as the one sitting next to him at the table. 
“What is wrong?” He asked softly.

“Venorik Elghinn!” Esther hissed quietly. “The ones who just entered. They are Venorik Elghinn.”

Cha’talla turned his head back slowly to watch the four men as they moved slowly into the dim light of the tavern, their eyes searching. “How do you know?” He asked.

Esther’s eyes never left the four men. “I have seen enough of those killers come to Nuwaroa to know what they are.” She spoke. “They… they must be looking for us.”

“They could not have tracked us here.” Cha’talla spoke calmly. “Your maneuvers and coordinated jumps could not be tracked. They must have generic orders to search for and discover where we have gone.”

“They will not recognize me.” Esther spoke quickly. “But they will recognize you!”

“Esther… Immortals coming to Roltar Six are not uncommon.” Cha’talla spoke.

Esther turned her head. “How many of them are the former Captain to the High Lord?” She demanded softly. “How many of them is Lady Aikiro looking for? Only one Cha’talla. Only you.”

“Your concern is more than likely unwarranted Esther.” Cha’talla spoke. “You…” He stopped talking when he turned back to the bar and saw one of the Kochab Bar patrons point in his general direction. Esther followed his eyes and her own eyes grew a little wider. “Perhaps I was mistaken.” He said softly.

Esther’s head darted around quickly searching the interior of the tavern. Her dark eyes came to rest on the Kochab female having her body rocked by two Evolli as they fucked her silly. Esther turned back to Cha’talla quickly. “Move your chair back a little.” She spoke.
Cha’talla looked at her. “What?”

“Don’t ask questions! Move your chair back.” She spoke hurriedly.

Cha’talla did what she asked and his eyes grew wide when she rose from her own chair and moved to straddle his lap, lifting her dress and spreading it out over his lap as she settled into it. Esther looked at him with a teasing smile as her hands rapidly began working the fasteners of his pants under the dress. “What… what are you doing?” He gasped out softly.

“Saving our lives.” She spoke in reply.

“This is insane woman!” Cha’talla hissed at her. “You are putting us at risk with such actions. Get off me now or I will…” His lips clamped shut and his teeth clenched as her extremely warm hands found his rapidly growing cock and she stroked its fifteen inch length delicately.

Esther’s breath was now coming in short gasps as the combination of desire and danger was making her blood race. “I… I have no undergarments on Cha’talla.” She said with a seductive smile.

That was a fact that Cha’talla found to be completely accurate as she lifted her hips slightly and her hands guided his now throbbing fifteen inch Immortal cock to between her thighs. Esther felt his hands close around her hips as she rubbed the throbbing head of his enormous cock against her now dripping pussy lips and her lips parted in a soft moan of delight, her eyes closing as she lowered herself onto his scorching hot towering shaft. Cha’talla’s body was rigid now, his hands digging almost painfully into her hips and his eyes wide.
“Es… Esther… this is… this is not wise.” He moaned out between clenched teeth as searing pleasure raced through his veins.

Esther ignored him as she raised and lowered her hips on his immense cock several times, thoroughly coating the first six inches of his devastatingly thick shaft with her sweet juices which were pouring from her endlessly it seemed. Cha’talla was doing all he could to maintain his sanity even as he felt her velvety warmth engulf the head and first few inches of his cock. Her could feel her passion rolling down the remaining length of his throbbing pole making his cock slick and only making the throbbing that much more painfully obvious. 

“Where… where are… where are they Cha’talla?” Esther gasped out as her hands went to either side of his hooded head and she leaned her face close to his, her breathe warm against his skin. This action and feeling her delicate breath on his skin caused his massive shaft to twitch inside her eliciting a blissful groan from soft sweet lips. Her lean taut thighs were quivering in enchantment as she used all of her willpower to hold herself above him with only six inches of his mammoth pole spreading her. Nine inches of his Immortal cock remained outside her stretched pussy, and it already felt as if she was utterly stuffed. It had only been a few days, but Esther had forgotten how colossal his cock truly was. She had him buried completely inside her for hours when he was in the grips of the Blood Fever, and her tight pussy had lovingly grown accustomed to his size during that time. She felt no pain now… only a riveting desire to have him pound himself into her completely and take her as hard as he could. The danger that they were in only heightened her sense of passion, and though a vampire she may have been, the desire for Cha’talla washed from her body in passionate waves. The nipples of her large breasts were crushed against his broad chest, but even through the fabric of her dress and his shirt Cha’talla could feel the rock hard nubs pressing into him. Her hands gripped his head tightly, as if she never wanted to let go, and she was staring at him with cobalt blue vampire eyes now as her passion was increasing as every second passed.

“Four… four…” Cha’talla’s body tensed when he felt Esther push herself down on his painfully throbbing cock even more, accepting another three inches of his will crushing shaft inside her. “Four… meters!” He gasped out now… bringing his head forward and closing his eyes as he pressed his head to her breasts.

His hands were easy enough to see squeezing her hips on the outside of her dress, and there was no mistaking the small pointed bony protrusions that many Immortals sharpened even further to use as weapons. Esther’s body was trembling in his grasp now, her long dark hair spilling all around his shoulders and head, effectively covering not only her face but his as well. Somewhere in his now sexually energized brain Cha’talla realized what she had done, and he could only be amazed at how quickly she had acted and with no hesitation at all. Cha’talla could smell her stimulation easily now, the aroma of her excitement causing his chest to heave in gratification he had never felt racing through him before. He did not need to be a Lycavorian with their enhanced sense of smell to know that Esther’s level of sexual energy was not something she was having to force. Her juices were soaking his lap and cascading over his huge blistering hot balls on a plane he didn’t think possible. It was at that very moment when Cha’talla fully came to realize everything she had told him in regards to her feelings for him was true.

Cha’talla pressed his forehead tighter to her breasts, feeling their fullness and heat through his skin. “Esther… Esther I…”


The four members of the Venorik Elghinn Division stood only three meters away and watched with disgusted looks on their faces as the pureblood female quivered in the grasp of the Immortal in the chair. They could not see either of their faces, her flowing dark hair hiding their expressions, but the four men did not need to see their faces any longer.

“The High Lord’s former Captain would never put himself at risk by coupling in public like this.” The most senior of the four men spoke softly.


“The reports said he more than likely killed the pureblood female too.” Another spoke.


“I do not need to watch this any longer to know it is not him! It disgusts me to see this.” The third man spoke. “We should kill them both and be done with it.”


“We do not have that authority in The Wilds.” The fourth spoke. “Even though I agree.”


“Come… we have three more holes like this to visit before we return to the ship.” The first one spoke again. “I feel like I am going to be sick and I do not wish to see this any longer.”


The four men turned and began making their way towards the entrance.


“They… they are leaving!” Cha’talla gasped between clenched teeth, the nerves in his body only moments away from pleasure overload.


Esther gripped his head and pulled his face from her breasts. Her face was a mask of unabashed satisfaction, her cobalt blue vampire eyes wide in glittering passion. “Now… now Cha’talla!” She gasped out. “I… I am yours Immortal! Take me… take me and make me…”


Cha’talla did not let her finish her request and his powerful hands pulled her hips down, and in one soul stealing plunge he buried the remaining nine inches of his throbbing Immortal cock into the belly of his pureblood vampire female. As his eyes watched her face twist up in euphoric bliss, her entire body stiffened in his grasp and her orgasm slammed through her without warning. The powerful inner muscles of her tight pussy clamped down on his thick pulsing cock the moment her engorged pussy lips came to rest on his white hot balls, nearly tearing his cock from its roots. Two squeezes was all it took and Cha’talla stiffen as well, his lava hot come racing up the length of his cock causing it to swell even larger, and then he was erupting into her depths with what felt like the force of a High Coven Runner’s maneuvering thruster.


As if by instinct, two sets of vampire teeth flashed out and bit down. The rush of blood into mouths caused the pleasure to increase ten fold as they both fed with zealous glee on the blood of each other.


As her sweet juices flowed out of Esther and over his erupting cock and her deliciously sweet blood flooded his throat, Cha’talla made the decision that would alter his life and the life of his people from this day forward. It was a decision that came easily to him now, and it was a decision that came even easier to Esther as Cha’talla’s tangy blood filled her mouth and she fed with blissful abandon.
EARTH
BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS


“Maruad has taken the blue scaled dragon and Roluth and left Hurcan.” The man reported as Hurcan looked up from the table.


“And what of Syrilth?” Hurcan asked.


“She seems much calmer now. She is content to make her siblings eat the meat they caught the other night.” He replied. “Perhaps she is calmer now because she thinks Maruad will return the eggs to her.”


Hurcan sat back in his chair. “Maruad thinks us fools Duirt.” He spoke. “He is planning to take those eggs and use them to make his way off this foul planet.”


Duirt stepped closer. “I don’t understand Hurcan. How could he make his way off the planet? The wolf dogs will not provide his a ship, and the elves would certainly hang him before helping him.”


Hurcan nodded. “He says he is going to kill the elf females… yet our people within the tunnels of Eden City report that their security has come down several levels since his last attack. In fact… it appears as if their troops are not even on a high state of alert considering what has happened in the last few weeks.”


“This troubles you Hurcan?” Duirt asked.


Hurcan nodded now as he got to his feet and moved to the window in the room. “Black hair is no fool Duirt. The elf females he left in charge for a reason when he left. They are loyal to him without question, and they are not as stupid as Maruad always tells us they are. He thinks any female is beneath him.”


“What do you believe is happening Hurcan?” Duirt asked.


“Do you remember when he advised us to not reach out to this one he calls a Kavalian?” Hurcan spoke.


“Yes.”


“This Kavalian came here aboard a ship Duirt.” Hurcan spoke. “I believe Maruad intends to use these eggs of his to barter with this Kavalian or whoever he represents to make his way off the planet.” Hurcan turned to Duirt. “Our people guarding the eggs? They are from the First Brigade?”


Duirt nodded. “Yes.” 


“When we are finished here Duirt, contact them and insure that those eggs do not leave the castle they are in.” Hurcan spoke. “We will give Maruad a few more hours to make his attempt to kill the elf females as he promised. I may just be misjudging the man.”


“He did leave Syrilth here with almost no question Hurcan.” Duirt spoke.


“Yes… and ordinarily I would question that, except I know he had plans to kill her within a few months regardless of our successes. She was becoming bolder and resisting him more and more and he was growing tired of it.” Hurcan spoke. “This is the reason we followed his instructions in how to force those additional eggs to hatch. So that he could replace her. He was hoping to begin with this Tharua as he was very pleased with her intelligence and physical proportions.”


“Why not Roluth?” Duirt asked.


Hurcan shook his head. “He said Roluth was not intelligent enough.” He answered. “He was sure he could get this Tharua to serve him willingly due to her wilder and unrestrained nature.”


“We should have killed him when we had the opportunity Hurcan.” Duirt spoke. “I have never trusted him… and that has only grown stronger since he told us he learned of these Kavalians from stolen High Coven reports while the vampire witch was in charge here on Earth.”


Hurcan looked at him. “You don’t believe him?”


Duirt shook his head. “I believe Maruad was working for her.” He replied. “I did some checking on my own One… there are two instances where attacks against Black Hair and those he called friend coincided with times when Maruad was not among us.”


“You think Maruad arranged these attacks against Black Hair?” Hurcan asked.


Duirt nodded. “I believe he did it while he was working for the vampire witch. The first attack was while she still ruled… and the second attack I believe she left orders for him to execute once they were thrown from power.”


“That is interesting Duirt.” Hurcan spoke. “An avenue even I did not consider.” 


“It would have come to you eventually Hurcan.” Duirt spoke. “You are The One after all.”


“It would explain why he has never fully confronted those of his own kind.” Hurcan spoke. “If they were to discover who he truly is, and that he was working for the vampire witch, I doubt very much they would consider him a friend.”


“I also think he knows who this female rider of the blue scaled dragon is… or was.” Duirt said. “He brushed that question aside rather quickly… so I expanded my investigation to include that as well.”


“And what did you discover?”


“Black hair took a mate of his people from the city we know as Sparta.” Duirt said.


“Yes… that is well known.” Hurcan said.


Duirt held out the data pad. “I was able to obtain this image of her from two years ago. Shortly before they departed off this planet.” He watched as Hurcan studied the image on the pad.


“Her thighs look like they would be rather tasty don’t you think?” Hurcan said with a chuckle.


Duirt didn’t smile as he held out the second data pad. “This image was taken by one of our elf supporters they day he attacked the elf females in Eden City.”


Hurcan looked at the picture and the smile on his face slowly melted away. He lifted the first pad and held them side by side. “They are the same woman.” He spoke finally.


Duirt nodded. “Yes… this means that this female is the mate of Black Hair. She is also the same one that all the commotion was made about last year. You remember… a kidnapping and rape charged against others of Maruad’s kind. Others that he worked for long before he came to Earth.”


“Yes…” Hurcan spoke turning to face him fully. “I also remember it being said that she was almost as powerful as Black Hair. And that she too was very deeply connected with a blue scaled dragon that they discovered on this other planet.”


Duirt nodded. “Yes. If this beast is the dragon of Black Hair’s mate… are we to believe that her dragon simply killed her out of spite to become Roluth’s mate Hurcan? If Roluth is as unintelligent as Maruad makes him out to be…”


Hurcan looked at Duirt. “It is a trap!” He hissed. “And Maruad is walking right into it blindly.”


“That is my belief as well One.” Duirt spoke. 


Hurcan thought quickly before meeting Duirt’s eyes. “Duirt… contact our guards over the eggs! Destroy them quickly! All of them! And order our forces in the sewers of Eden City to begin their attack immediately! If their attention is focused on Maraud we can act with near impunity!”


Duirt nodded quickly. “And Syrilth?”


Hurcan nodded. “As soon as you have insured my orders are being followed you may kill her and all the hatchlings with her. Leave none alive.”


Syrilth of the Dragons and friend to Isheeni and Aelnala? The male voice erupted into her head as clearly as if the person was next to her.


Syrilth immediately sprang to her feet as this voice was speaking within Mindvoice on a level that only she could hear. Her large head snapped back and forth staring at all the entrances into the mountain hanger but seeing no one. Tharua came to her feet as well looking at her sister oddly

Who are you? Where are you? Syrilth demanded.


The male voice sounded amused but in no way hostile. Rest easy Syrilth. My name is Walter… or Dymas… and I am referred to as the Guardian of the Line of Leonidas.


Syrilth’s ochre colored eyes grew a little wider. I have heard of you! Isheeni has told me of you! I have seen you in her mind’s eye. She exclaimed. You are Aricia’s un…unc…

I am Aricia’s Uncle… yes. She is the daughter of my sister… and one of the finest Queens I have ever had the pleasure of knowing in my three thousand plus years of life. She told me to contact you when the time was near. Walter’s voice spoke.


Are you within the Mountain Guardian? Syrilth asked.


I have a personal score to settle with these white skinned creatures Syrilth. They are responsible for the death of my brother and I intend to exact my vengeance on them for that. However I am also acting as Senior Polemarch of the entire Lycavorian army… and our first priority is to get you and your siblings out of the mountain unharmed so that you may be rejoined with your family.


My brothers and sisters! Syrilth nearly shouted. They are free!


Aricia has asked me to tell you that those who held your un-hatched siblings are now dead. Walter’s voice spoke. Isra and Aelnala saw to this fact themselves. The transports that are carrying them to meet with Maraud are being allowed to continue on their journey, but they are being watched by a dozen pair of eyes Syrilth. In the sky and on the ground. Isheeni carries Maruad to his doom, for my niece will greet him in the proper Spartan fashion when he arrives in the city he thinks will be his exit. There your siblings will be freed and cared for. Even now Syrilth a ship is coming from the elf home world of Elear. The home world of your kind. On that ship are four hundred of the strongest of your kind, including the Elder Mother herself. They have broken many speed records it seems and they will arrive tomorrow evening.

Four hundred? Syrilth gasped out. So many!


Walter chuckled gently within the connection. The moment the Elder Mother discovered what was happening here Syrilth… she dropped everything she was doing and departed within an hour of receiving word that you and your siblings existed. Aricia also discovered this morning from the connection she shares with her Soulmate the King that he will be here on Earth within days. So you see Syrilth… you are no longer alone.


Syrilth did not reply immediately for she knew her words would be too choked up. What do you require of me Guardian? My siblings and I have been eating the meat Isra gave us. Are you close by?

I have eight hundred Spartans preparing to breach the entrances you told us about Syrilth. Our task will not be easy or without loss of life… but we will be victorious have no doubts. As I understand it… you and your siblings are in the hanger near the top of the mountain. Is that correct? Walter spoke.


Yes.


Thr’won has told me she has shown you how to increase your psychic abilities enough to shield yourselves from the weapons these creatures have. Walter spoke. You have passed this to your siblings with you?

I have. I will keep my youngest hatched sister Majeir with me for she is still not strong enough to generate a psychic shield but the others have the ability and I have shown them. Syrilth answered.


Excellent. Walter told her. I have two dozen what we call Tier Six Mindvoicers among my people Syrilth. They are among the strongest Mindvoicers within the Spartan ranks. They have been instructed to leave themselves open to you and your siblings should you need to draw any additional power from them. Tell your siblings this… and make sure they do not fear to do this.


I will do this Guardian! Syrilth answered. When are you coming Guardian? I do not know how long they will allow me to live. I believe they have figured out what Maruad’s plan is and they will begin acting soon.



Then Syrilth I believe we should act right away. Walter’s voice replied laconically. Are there any guards within the hanger with you?

There is usually only one or two watching over us… but five more entered a short time ago. There are seven now.

Then I will leave those seven for you and your siblings Syrilth. Walter told her. Burn anyone who attempts to come into your hanger Syrilth. We have ships in the air that will provide support, and my people will know to contact you before they attempt to enter the hanger.


Yes I understand! Syrilth exclaimed. When Guardian? When are you coming?


As my King is so fond of saying Syrilth, how bout we start this party right now?


Syrilth and Tharua bolted upward even further when the deafening explosions made the whole mountain shudder violently.

Tharua! The Guards! Syrilth screamed out.


For the first time in her three thousand years of life Syrilth reared her head back and let out a mighty roar of anger as she unleashed a stream of flame from her maw that was filled not with despair and frustration.


But hope and freedom.


Tharua paused for only a second before adding her own stream of lethal, searing flame next to her sister’s and seven of the True people began screaming in unimaginable agony as the flesh peeled from their bones in barely ten seconds flat. 

The battle for their freedom had begun.

APO PRIME
MAIN PALACE ESTATE


Armetus entered the Main Palace Estate in almost a dead run. The alert had gone out quietly, and he could see the numerous Durcunusaan and other troops moving quickly about the Estate. Armetus watched as the Durcunusaan Commander moved up to him from the King’s office.


“I am Commander Bren Director.” The Durcunusaan reported. “We have secured the grounds of the Main Estate here Director.”


Armetus nodded. “The Island Palace?”


“I spoke with the detachment commander there four hours ago. I revealed nothing to him but he reports the grounds were quiet.” Bren answered.


“And… and Gorgo is there?” Armetus asked.


Bren nodded. “Yes. Director… may I ask why this alert has been called. The only individuals on the Island Palace are members of the King’s family.”


Armetus took the Commander’s arm and pulled him into the King’s office quickly. Armetus touched the panel and waited until the door had closed before turning fully back to him. “Commander… there is a High Coven agent on that Island. A High Coven agent posing as a member of the King’s family. We have reason to believe it is Gorgo.” He saw Bren’s eyes widen.


“Gorgo… but… but how?” Bren gasped.


“We believe the woman posing as Gorgo is a clone.” Armetus spoke. “How she has been able to survive this long without detection is something we will leave for another time to discover. Right now… we need to figure out a way to get her off that island. The assassins that came to Apo Prime two weeks ago have dropped off the grid… we can not find them. I believe this clone of Gorgo is now directing them.”


“What… what is their purpose?” Bren asked.


“We believe that either For’mya or the young woman Sadi is the ultimate target, but for the High Coven to attempt something like this now, and so openly, it stands to reason they will kill anyone they come across.” Armetus spoke. “Including the King’s son… and Queen Aricia’s mother. We must prevent that… for if that happens no one will be able to stop the King from declaring total war against the High Coven. And I fear… I fear even the Senate would back him in such a course of action.”


“What… what do you require of me Director?” Bren asked. “My men stand ready.”


“We must…”


The COM unit built into Bren’s armor beeped and he reached up to touch it. “Go ahead.”


“Commander… we’ve lost contact with those on the island.” The voice spoke.


“Try another frequency!” Bren demanded.


“That’s just it Commander… the signal is there… but all channels are being jammed.” The voice replied.


“Jammed?” Bren demanded. “Who could jam our transmissions?”

“They are making their move!” Armetus declared. “We must get to…”


The night sky lit up in a flash of yellow orange and the echo of the massive explosion rolled across the lake until it hit the main palace and shattered every window in the building, including the large windows in the King’s office. Bren and Armetus both ducked and turned as glass pieces whizzed by their heads showering them with shards. Armetus and Bren recovered quickly and could only stare across the lake as the explosion shook even the ground they were standing on.


Armetus’s eyes were wide. “It’s begun!” He gasped.

ROLTAR SIX


Cha’talla squatted alongside the bed in the suite they had been staying in, his small dark eyes gazing upon Esther’s sleeping form. Her face was calm and at peace and her soft lips were slightly parted. Soft red lips that Cha’talla had kissed for hours the previous evening. The silk like sheet barely covered her lush figure, the remaining sheets and blankets on the bed tossed wildly about.


They had returned to the suite after their fierce coupling in the tavern, and incredibly Cha’talla found that Esther had not lost any of the lust they had shared in that dangerous moment. Almost immediately upon entering the suite, Esther had begun pulling at his clothes, and Cha’talla could only lean against the wall closest to the door as Esther enveloped him within her velvety throat. That had begun a full night of exploration and intense passion and desire. Desire that Cha’talla had never felt coursing through him. Esther was a pureblood vampire female, and her body was divine in every way as far as he was concerned, and this may have played some part in the excitement he had felt. However… he had done things with Esther that he had never considered before, even with his own mate who was now dead, and a female of his species that was more of an arranged mating than anything else. 
Cha’talla had taken great relish in exploring her supple body, teasing the nipples of her large breasts with his own vampire fangs, even as his large hands stroked her flesh in places he had only ever dreamed about touching a pureblood female before. Esther had not been idle either. He had watched as she discovered his body in intimate detail, exploring his gray flesh with her lips and tongue in a way he never thought would happen, and making tingles of desire ripple through him wherever she placed her small delicate hands. He had taken her in more ways than he thought was possible, Esther not at all shy or reserved when it came to what she wanted. And what she wanted was him, her some whispers of love and devotion filling his small ears even as he stroked into her lush body. She had accepted him fully, all fifteen inches of his cock buried within her body. Even as Esther clutched wildly at his body, Cha’talla had lavished her flesh with kisses and nibbles of his own as he drove into her fertile depths. Her pussy had clutched at him constantly, driving him to heights of pleasure he had not known could exist, until he would finally swell within her and explode.
Nine times Cha’talla had erupted into her depths, twice more while buried with the velvety depths of her throat. They had shared blood on five of those occasions, until the last time had left them both broken and exhausted, and she had curled up on his chest, his arms wrapping around her protectively until they both drifted into a content sleep.

Now Cha’talla could only stare at her breathtaking face as she slept with a look of supreme satisfaction on her elegant features. He reached up slowly and used two of his fingers to caress her flawless skin. Esther’s face crinkled up into a smile and her hands reached up to take his large hand in hers and bring his fingers to her lips where she kissed them softly. She held his hand then, bringing it to her chest and holding it tight.
“We… we must talk Esther.” Cha’talla spoke softly.

“Are you going to tell me that after last night I will not be going with you?” She spoke. “That I would not fit in where you are going? Are you going to try and convince me I would be better off on my own?” Esther rolled onto her side, keeping his hand in its place on the skin of her breasts and met his eyes. “Is that what we need to talk about Cha’talla?”

“No… that is not what I was going to say.” He spoke confidently now. “You will go with me Esther Suira. No matter where that might be. I just want you to know that things will not be easy.”

“Most good things never are easy Immortal.” Esther spoke softly. “If I am with you Cha’talla… I can face anything. I’m quite capable of taking care of myself.”

Cha’talla couldn’t help the grin that split his face. “Yes… I have seen that over these past days. I do not know what the… what the future holds for us Esther.” He spoke. “But I am willing to go into that future with you at my side if you will have me.”

Esther sat up slowly, holding the sheet around her body as she scooted to the edge of the bed and used her long legs to pull him closer to her. She allowed the sheet to fall as she pressed her chest to his upper body and took his face in her hands.

“You have no idea how your words make me sing Cha’talla.” She spoke softly. “I will do whatever you ask of me. I will…”

Cha’talla shook his head. “No.” He spoke quickly looking at her. “This… this will not be… I must be different Esther. I can not live my life in the old way. I must find a new path… and I believe I have found that with you.”
Esther smiled brilliantly. “Then we will take that path together Cha’talla.” She spoke. We…”

The chime on the door to the suite interrupted her and they both turned to look out into the living area of the suite. Esther saw Cha’talla tense immediately.

“Would they know… would they know what suite we are in?” Esther asked him. “Those of your people who would come here?”

Cha’talla nodded slowly. “They would not ring the chime however.” He spoke coming to his feet. He watched Esther roll nimbly to the other side of the bed and drop the sheet, exposing her lush body to his eyes without regard as she began to pull on her High Coven uniform. He moved to the small table and picked up the assault rifle, turning to gently toss the hand blaster to Esther as she stuffed her feet into boots.

Esther checked the charge of the weapon and then looked at him. “I’m ready.” She spoke.

“I will open the door… blur past whoever is there and knock their weapons aside if you see any. Do not stop in the doorway, and continue to the opposite side of the door.” Cha’talla spoke.

“I can fight Cha’talla!” She hissed at him.

“Of that I have no doubts Esther.” He replied. “But I will not lose you to something foolish so soon after discovering you. Do as I ask. It will be enough for me to act.”

Esther took a deep breath and nodded.


“Are you sure this is the correct suite?” The cloaked figure asked.


The second cloaked figure nodded his head quickly. “This is the one the plan called for.” He replied. “I confirmed it with the manager. They have been here for three days now.”


“Why would he have a pureblood with him?” The second voice asked. “And a female no less.”


“I do not know.” The first one spoke as he lifted his hand to ring the door chime again. 


He looked up suddenly when the door slid aside before he touched the panel. He saw a blur of motion which could only be a pureblood blurring in motion and he reached for his weapon. The female stopped in the doorway, and he had a flash of intense beauty before her booted foot snapped out and impacted the barrel of his weapon and sent it flying. As he reached for her, she blurred out of his reach and two very large hands clamped onto his wrist and dragged him physically into the room, tossing him across the room as easily as if he was a ragdoll.


Cha’talla took two steps into the corridor as the second hooded Immortal assailant was reaching for his weapon and hit him with a straight right hand finger jab into the throat area. It wasn’t enough to kill the attacker, but it was enough to bring him up short gasping for air and allowing Cha’talla to grasp his arm and launch him through the air into the suite. His keen eyes detected Esther blurring again even as the first Immortal scrambled to get to his feet. Cha’talla watched impressed as her blow struck his jaw and sent hi reeling around in a circle, dropping him to the floor once more.


Cha’talla drew his assault rifle and slammed his booted foot onto the chest of the second Immortal while jabbing the barrel of the weapon into the Immortal’s throat.


“I have had enough of people trying to kill me.” Cha’talla snapped. “Now… my own people resort to such treachery! Show me your face before I kill you Immortal!”


“Cha’talla… they… they said you were… they said you were dead!” The cloaked Immortal gasped out, reaching up to pull back the cloak.


Cha’talla’s eyes grew a little wider. “T’lolt!” He spoke in a stunned voice.


The second Immortal dared not move for the pureblood vampire female was perched on his chest with her hand blaster tucked neatly against the side of his neck. He glared at her beautiful face and saw nothing but hatred and anger directed at him. Almost as if she was angry for what she thought they were going to do to his father.


“Father!” Fash’ka blurted out seeing the female’s expression change only slightly.


Cha’talla would recognize that voice anywhere and he looked up quickly and saw Esther sitting on his son’s chest, her weapon in a very uncomfortable spot. “Fash’ka?” He gasped out once more.


“Father!” Fash’ka spat. “Tell this pureblood to get off my chest before I hurt her!”

Esther smiled and jammed the hand blaster tighter into his throat. “Are you so sure you could accomplish that Immortal?” She asked.


Cha’talla stepped over to her quickly and placed his hand upon her shoulder. “He is my son Fash’ka Esther.” He spoke gently. “And the other is my brother T’lolt.”


Esther looked up at him quickly, and slowly withdrew the hand blaster. She got to her feet and immediately pressed her body close to Cha’talla, feeling his arm loop around her waist possessively. She watched as the two Immortals got to their feet gazing at her and Cha’talla with looks of stunned shock.


“Father is it…” Fash’ka asked.


“It is I son.” Cha’talla spoke watching as T’lolt stepped over to stand close to them.


“They said… they said the High Lord killed you!” T’lolt spoke. “That he tossed you from his office Cha’talla. How is this possible?”


“It is possible because of Esther.” He answered pulling her even closer to him and feeling her hand press to his chest in a show of affection. “They told me all of you were dead.” He spoke. “Lady Aikiro said all of you were dead.”


“Moran helped me to escape father.” Fash’ka spoke. “Just as you asked him.”


Cha’talla turned to T’lolt. “You were on Lycavore brother.”


T’lolt nodded. “Three of our own people attacked me and my sons.” He replied. “They killed my sons and left me for dead.”


Cha’talla shook his head. “Then how?”


T’lolt reached under his cloak and withdrew the Spartan Nehtes slowly. He extended it completely causing Esther and Cha’talla to jump in surprise. “I owe my life and a debt to the Lycavorian King my brother. It is he who gave me the blood I needed to survive. He also gave me weapons and Riyal to make my way off Lycavore. I owe… I owe my continued existence to a man who was our enemy.”


“Was?” Esther asked quickly.


T’lolt nodded. “I have had much time to reflect on what has occurred over the years. I believe our loyalties have been given to the wrong people these millennia brother, no matter what they may have done for us.”


Fash’ka nodded. “I believe this as well father.” He spoke. “Moran did as you asked him, but he is no friend to us. Not anymore.”


Cha’talla nodded slowly. “I have come to this conclusion as well.” He spoke.


Fash’ka looked at Esther. “Father why do you travel with a pureblood?” He asked. “They are the reason we have been… they…”


Cha’talla shook his head quickly. “Not Esther Fash’ka.” He said quickly.


“How can you say that?” Fash’ka demanded.


Cha’talla met his son’s eyes. “I can say that because Esther is the one who saved my life.” He replied. “And I have taken her as my mate.”

