CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
APO PRIME

ISLAND PALACE ESTATE

The attack had been meticulously timed and planned. 

The High Coven agent had gotten them onto the island hidden deep in her personal Lifter. No one thought to search her Lifter when she had arrived because of who she was and they had slipped over the side of the water craft at full dark. The clone agent had set the dozen explosives charges in perfect unison and synchronicity while they remained hidden on the far side of the island inside an old cave. The clone agent had told them when to initiate the attack, and that they had to blow the barracks and then kill the elfin concubine For’mya first and foremost. Their plan had been utterly perfect and the results all but guaranteed. They had discussed it over and over, every detail down to the last second. 

That was until the Unsaur that was to blow the barracks and initiate the ambush did so exactly thirty seconds before the rest of them were in position. The water of the lake had seeped into his timepiece and altered the display enough he could not see it correctly in the night sky. The explosions had been perfect however, all but twelve of the one hundred and thirty of the sleeping Spartans that normally guarded the island caught within the confines of the barracks and command center when the bombs went off. The explosions brought the entire structure down on the Spartans within, effectively burying alive that were in the command center. The remaining twelve were eliminated easily as they were within the concussive wave that followed the explosions and rendered helpless almost from the start.
Ultimately it was those thirty seconds that would be most costly in the end, for it was the elfin concubine For’mya who was intended to die in those thirty seconds; as it was determined she would be the most dangerous.
It was a testament to For’mya’s elfin speed and reflexes that she came out of the large bed even as the first shattering wave of the explosion blew out almost every window and door facing the barracks and Lifter Docks. The bedrooms were on the back side of the palace itself and therefore safe from the flying glass and debris of the explosion. Without Martin Leonidas or Aricia in the bed with her, and considering what was obviously going on, For’mya had taken to going to bed fully clothed. 
This night it would save her life. 

She was stuffing her feet into her boots when the balcony door smashed open and the bulk of the seven foot tall Unsaur assassin filled the doorway, bursting into the place where she, Martin Leonidas and Aricia found the most peace and happiness, his rifle sweeping across the expanse of the royal bedroom and spitting death as it moved. As an elf For’mya was fast, as an elf that was now wolf, she was even faster and considerably stronger. She leaped from the floor, allowing her new found wolf strength to propel her up and over the massive circular bed, and moving in front of the wave of projectile death tearing into the furniture and walls as the Unsaur attempted to track her. She landed precisely where she intended and sprinted toward the Unsaur from the side even as he tried to bring his weapon to bear on the speedy female elf that was his primary target. Their first mistake had been triggering the ambush too soon. Their second was that the clone agent never informed them the female elf was also now a wolf. His beady eyes grew wider as she closed on him and he realized what she had become. While she may have been newly turned, For’mya had been receiving instruction from Dasha, Deia and even the clone who called herself Gorgo.
No one would ever know why the clone failed to give this information to the assassins. No one ever cared long enough to find out. The Unsaur did the only thing he could think of.
“Wolf! She is a wolf!” He announced in his implanted communications unit.

Since she had been going to bed fully clothed, For’mya had also been going to bed with the gift she had received several months ago from Dysea. It had been For’mya’s birthing day and after the thunderous party Martin, Aricia and the others had given her, it was also the first night that she found herself intimate with Martin’s elfin Queen. While For’mya would never choose Dysea over Aricia, she most definitely relished the time she spent exploring Dysea’s powerful and deliciously tattooed body and the time Dysea spent exploring hers. They had brought each other to several passionate orgasms while Martin Leonidas played with Aricia and Anja, and then they had cuddled in each other’s arms talking of Isabella, many different things and the future as sleep took them. For’mya had changed in so many ways since surrendering to her feelings for Martin Leonidas, and her relationship with him had opened her dark brown eyes to pleasures she had only dreamed about. The most intense times were with Aricia and Anja without a doubt, but there was no denying the strong connection between her and Dysea. And now since that last night together in this very bedroom, the connection between her and Isabella as well.

The gift Dysea had given her now filled her hand, and six inches of perfectly weighted Shukur fighting knife, balanced for For’mya alone, slashed in the moonlight with every bit of elfin and wolf strength For’mya could bring to bear. 

The Unsaur assassin felt For’mya flash behind him even as the excruciating pain lanced through his huge body starting at his neck. His eyes were wide as his hands dropped the rifle and reached up to his thick neck which was now spitting his dark green blood in huge fountains across the room. The moment his rifle hit the floor, the elfin female stepped in close and slashed out viciously again, her dark brown eyes now changed to that of a wolf and her long wolf fangs clearly visible in the light of the room. The Unsaur assassin didn’t feel the bite of the blade this time, didn’t feel the peeling of his thick skin as the blade sliced through it like paper, and he didn’t feel the razor sharp blade sever the single large artery providing his smallish brain with much needed and vital blood. He did however see For’mya strike out with her empty hand in an open heel palm blow. Considering how much taller he was than For’mya’s five foot seven frame, the blow normally would not have even affected him regardless of her elfin strength. Yet now, combined with the crushing power of the wolf within her, the blow struck just above the middle of his abdomen and fractured the thick bony plate that protected his internal organs. He may not have felt the actual blow, but he could not deny the lancing pain that rushed through his upper body internally as she hit him. His wide eyes grew even wider as his now trembling body went sailing backwards, even as he tried to stem the flow of blood from his neck. It wouldn’t save him in the least as he impacted against the far wall and fell to a sitting position, his huge heart pumping the blood out of his body faster than he could attempt to stop it. 
Aurith! For’mya screamed out in Mindvoice. Where are you?
I am coming from the Dragon Cave! Elynth is already with Androcles and Dasha! For’mya… what is happening? Where are you?

They are making their move Aurith! I am moving from our bed chambers! Meet me near the south entrance!

I will be there my bonded sister! Aurith exclaimed.

For’mya didn’t pause and turned to the balcony which the Unsaur had entered through and using her new wolf abilities she leaped gracefully from the balcony in a single purpose. 

Protect Androcles and Dasha.

The Unsaur would be found later in a thick pool of his own blood very much dead.


Sadi had a little more time to react. 


Like For’mya, she had been sleeping with her clothes on, and as the first explosions were echoing across the palace grounds Sadi was out of the bed and pulling on her boots. Quite surprisingly to her mind, Sadi’s first thoughts were not of herself or escape, they were of the boy Prince Androcles and the dragon hatchling that had so quickly and without question befriended her. Armetus had given her a smaller hand blaster that was considerably more powerful than it appeared. She had fired it twice on the island range to get a feel for the weapon and discovered that it was a laser based weapon, and the single piercing beam was hideously powerful. The only downside to the weapon is that the power cell would give her only two or three shots before being depleted.


Sadi was not helpless. She was in excellent physical condition and had received combat training from some of the best High Coven trainers available in The Wilds once she had been forced into her role as courier and low level Coven agent. She had absorbed the training like a sponge, intent on using her skills to never be caught so that her actions would never harm her father. As she grabbed the small weapon from the table she could hear the firing on the second level where she was. The deep throated sound of the heavy weapon hammered in her head and she knew instantly it was coming from For’mya’s room. As she moved to the door that opened onto the promenade of rooms in the palace she clutched the blaster tightly in her hands. Where were the Spartan guards she thought to herself? The explosions had come from that direction, but surely all of them could not be dead. The firing in the room she knew to be For’mya’s ceased and it was deathly quiet now. The explosions had blown out the windows and doors on the northwest side of the palace, and as she reached up to manually slid the door open a crack, the scent of burning fabric reached her sensitive nose. Through the small crack she could see many of the satin drapes and some of the furniture in the main greeting room burning and casting off an eerie glow.


Sadi’s head snapped around in the darkness as her wolf ears picked up the soft scraping on the balcony of her room. Her jungle green eyes changed now to her wolf persona and they focused on the balcony door. Sadi shifted her body slightly away from the inner doorway and further into the darkness just as the double doors smashed inward under the force of a booted foot. Sadi’s eyes closed in gut wrenching fear as the Bo’yak assassin burst into the room, his assault rifle laying down a blazing trail of projectiles as he swept his weapon across the room. Sadi shuddered as she felt several rounds punch into the wall above her and she tried to push herself further into the shadows and hide.


The Bo’yak finished sweeping the room with his weapon and allowed his red eyes to cover the room quickly looking for the female that was his target. The bed was empty, the sheets rumpled and now filled with half a dozen smoking holes. As he stepped fully into the room he stopped and made to change to a full magazine of lethal projectiles. The Bo’yak people were a violent species with pinkish colored skin and blunt facial features. Their noses were overly large and appeared pushed back into their skulls. Considering the size of their noses most seemed to think that they had a very good sense of smell. That was not the case at all because the shape and bluntness did not allow scent glands to be housed in their nasal cavities. Their eyes however were very clear and acute. Their species was not overly large in size, most of them living several hundred years naturally, and spread across three planets in The Wilds. Their sight and exceptional stealth skills were what made them perhaps the most dangerous assassins in the universe. 


However… until this night they had never gone after targets within Lycavorian Union space. The wolf dogs were far too strong and hard to kill in their opinion, and you had to pay a Bo’yak four times his normal fee to accept a contract against a single Lycavorian. This assassin was receiving double that amount now for this attack against the King’s island estate. None of them would have taken the contract knowing the big wolf bastard King was here. They had planned it perfectly and with the traitor’s help were now easily sweeping through the royal grounds uncontested because they had wiped out the Spartan garrison. The Bo’yak’s eyes darted to the side of the room as he detected the shadow huddled in the corner. He could hear soft whimpering from the shadow and he smiled as his victim cowered before him. Perhaps he had overestimated the courage and backbone of these Lycavorians. The attack had been triggered sooner than he had suspected and he was still making his way to his target’s room when the explosions had shaken the ground. This only spurred him along faster and he had heard the firing from where he knew the main room was as he scrambled faster and got to his assigned balcony only seconds after the concussion wave of the explosions had passed by. His red eyes grew a little wider as he was seating the fresh magazine.

The whimpering had stopped and he heard a low growl escape from the shadow as it rose to a medium height. His hands worked faster as the shadow came into view and he saw the blond hair and the glowering green wolf eyes. He watched as if what happened was now in slow motion. He watched that female bring up her hand and in her hand was some type of hand weapon. His red eyes saw a bluish flash and the thin beam of blue light erupted from the barrel of the weapon. He could almost predict where that thin beam of light would strike even as it reached across the room and punched through his chest in a blink, burning a fist sized opening clean through his body and fusing two of his three lungs permanently closed. His hands suddenly wouldn’t work and his red eyes watched as the young female wolf step closer still, lifted the strange weapon a little higher and fired once more. 

Sadi had stepped from the shadows swathed in fear as she lifted the hand blaster. She had practiced enough and knew enough of weapons to at least aim towards the thickest part of a target, and that is what she did when she fired the first time. The moment she saw the blue beam pierce the chest of the Bo’yak, her demeanor changed from one of fear to one of anger. Anger for what the High Coven had done to her, what they had forced her to become. What her step mother had forced her to do. Anger that these animals were here to kill a woman who had become a friend to her in her time of need and a boy child and dragon that had touched her in a way she never thought possible.


Sadi lifted the hand blaster a second time, her aim perfect and her finger convulsed on the trigger, sending another beam of bright blue laser fire burning through the Bo’yak’s head just above his pig looking nose. His body went rigid, the rifle dropping from his hands and as Sadi watched his body slumped to the floor with a smoking hole where his face had once been. Sadi pulled the trigger again anger pulsing through her, but nothing happened. This fact snapped her out of her state and she looked at the weapon. The power cell had been depleted because of the power of her two shots. Sadi looked around the room quickly and tossed the hand blaster to the floor. She bent down and retrieved the assault rifle from the dead Bo’yak’s hands before moving for the door into the eerily lit interior of the island palace.
“I don’t care what you have to do!” Bren screamed out savagely. “You get me a line of communication to the Island Palace!” He tapped the COM unit on his armor. “Famus… what is your status?”


“We’re loading the last of our detachment now!” The Durcunusaan’s voice echoed in reply. “We’ll be moving across in three minutes!”


“You will be going in blindly Famus!” Bren snapped. “Our spotters report that the barracks building on the island is destroyed and burning! They must have taken out the secondary command post for we have no communications either!”


“Understood!” Famus shouted from where he was motioning frantically at Durcunusaan and normal Spartan troops.


“Come in on the west side! The explosions have decimated the north face of the palace. No window or door remains! There are sounds of weapons fire from within the palace!” Bren was beside himself as General Vengal burst into the main palace with Vistr hot on his heels. “The Generals are here! They will be assuming command! Get your men loaded and moving across Famus!”


“What of Mjolnir’s Hand Bren!” Famus screamed out. “Why have they not responded?”


“The King dispatched them several weeks ago to begin to let people see them!” Bren replied moving to the shattered doorway of the balcony and looking across the lake. “We are on our own Famus… we…”


Thud!


Thud!


Bren winced from the concussive force so close to the ground and then the immense shadow blotted out the moonlight for a single moment. His eyes grew wide and a vicious smile crossed his face.


“Famus… the King’s Captain Andreus is inbound to the island on his dragon Doranthe!” Bren screamed out. “Leave now Famus! Forget who is not loaded! Leave now man! With Andreus supporting you… hit them full on! Take no prisoners for the King would not!”


“As you order Commander!”


The explosions had shaken Andreus from his bed instantly. He was pulling himself from Kmyla’s warmth before the echo of the explosions had faded. One look out the window of his home to the east and he knew what was happening. Kmyla was rolling her pregnant body from the bed even as Andreus reached for his uniform.

Doranthe my brother!


I will be there in thirty seconds Andreus! The reply was instantaneous.


Andreus had never moved so fast in his entire life. Martin had never removed the title that Andreus carried as the King’s Captain of the Guard, even after Torma came into his life. He had given Andreus the choice to become a member of Mjolnir’s Hand, and the day he had bonded with Doranthe was the finest of his still young life, second only to the birth of his first born son with his elfin mate. He owed all that he was to Martin Leonidas… including his very life and that of his mate. Andreus had sworn a private oath to himself that while he lived and breathed nothing bad would ever befall his beloved sister Aricia again. When she had given her Soulmate his first born son Androcles, that oath extended without question to the boy.


“Kmyla!” Andreus barked as he stuffed his feet into his boots. He looked up and saw her burst back into the bedroom carrying his Nehtes and his P190.


Andreus finished lacing up his boots and stood up looking at her. “My elfin beauty.” He spoke softly moving to where she stood.


Kmyla smiled. “Go my husband.” She spoke. “Your mother and nephew need you now! As does your King’s concubine and his mother! Go! I will tend our son and contact General Vengal or whoever is monitoring from the main palace. Go!”


Andreus kissed her hard before turning and moving for the small patio at the back of his home. He watched as Doranthe’s huge brownish red bulk settled to the patio just as he was coming out.


Andreus what is happening?


The cowards are attacking my family Doranthe! Andreus spat. They are attacking my family when they think they are helpless! I will now teach them never to attack the family of a Spartan!


Doranthe let out a trumpet of rage and nodded his head as Andreus climbed easily onto his back even without a saddle. Then we go! He bellowed as he flexed his thick legs and propelled them into the night sky.


“I don’t care what Fleet Command says!” Armetus screamed. “You contact Admiral Ceneu Major and you tell him Armetus says to lock down the nubous planet! I don’t want so much as an escape pod to leave this planet until I say it is clear!”

“Understood sir!”


“Activate every anse garrison we have! I want them blanketing every spaceport on this planet! If they do not have proper authorization and travel papers I want them arrested! Do it Major! Do it now! And where the hell is Admiral Riall? He was supposed to meet me an hour ago!”


“I don’t know sir! He isn’t answering his COM unit. We’ve been trying for the past two hours!”


Armetus’s eyes went wide. “Send a detachment to his quarters! Now! Full load!” He cursed under his breath. “No one that even looks remotely like Lady Gorgo is allowed to leave the surface! Tell Ceneu I don’t care what he has to do! Mobilize the entire nubous planet if he has too!”


“Lady Gorgo sir?” The man gasped.


“Just do it, Major! And have Admiral Ceneu contact me the moment Riall is found!” Armetus didn’t let the man reply and cut off the transmission turning to Vengal and Vistr as they approached.


“She must have got to Riall somehow.” Armetus spoke. “It’s the only explanation.”


“Bren has spotted Andreus flying with Doranthe and heading for the island!” Vistr barked. “Famus is leading eighty Durcunusaan and Spartans across in four Lifters! They will be there in eighteen minutes! Andreus in nine!”


Armetus’s eyes glittered with savageness and helplessness both. “In nine minutes this will be over with. For’mya and the others will win, or they will be dead. If that is the case gentlemen you had better prepare the entire Union army, because I can guarantee you King Leonidas will take them all the way to the High Coven home world if they kill his son and concubine.”


Vistr and Vengal looked at each other.


For’mya had her arm poised to strike out with the Shakur blade as she hugged the corner of the palace entrance into the main foyer. Her nose twitched and her new wolf ears detected the softest scrap of talons on the granite and she turned slowly.


Aurith?


For’mya felt an overwhelming sense of relief when she spotted the meter and a half tall hatchling appear from the large row of bushes to her right. Aurith’s eyes were bright as she darted across the small opening to the wall and For’mya dropped to one knee. Aurith closed her soft yellow eyes as For’mya’s hands found her snout and they both felt the light blue psychic shield activate suddenly. 


Oh my sister… I am so happy you are safe. For’mya spoke.


Aurith nodded her head up and down, her wings twitching softly at For’mya’s touch. There was no denying their bond to anyone now, not as the psychic shield finished extending around them both encasing them in the protective field. It would not be as strong as those who had been bonded for any length of time, but it would have to do.


And I you For’mya.


Dasha? Gorgo? Sadi?


Aurith opened her eyes. Dasha has Androcles and Elynth with her in the armored room. I have not seen King Martin’s mother or Sadi.

I heard firing coming from her room above me. For’mya spoke. By the gods I hope she is not hurt. She…


For’mya! Sadi’s voice screamed out with Mindvoice causing both Aurith and For’mya to cringe in pain and surprise.


Sadi? Do not shout child! For’mya barked out wincing slightly at Sadi’s less than stellar control within Mindvoice. Where are you? Are you hurt?

No! A Bo’yak smashed his way into my room and tried to kill me but he was too slow and I was angry! Sadi answered firmly.


For’mya couldn’t help but grin cruelly at the steel in Sadi’s words and she pressed back against the wall trying to get her racing heart under control. Where are you child?


I don’t know. I came down the west stairs and slipped into what appears to be an office. I’m hiding behind some furniture. I am frightened For’mya! Sadi spoke. I have… I have never killed anyone before.


Stay where you are child! For’mya spoke calmly. Remain hidden… I will attempt to find you and we will make our way to the panic room. We will be safe there until help comes.


Why isn’t the garrison responding? Sadi asked.


The explosions must have killed or injured most of them. For’mya replied. It is the only explanation, or else they would be swarming over the palace by now.


For’mya! Elynth’s voice burst into the conversation now, loud, clear and powerful. I will bring Sadi to the room.


Elynth no… you must stay with Androcles and Dasha! For’mya spoke. They must be protected at all costs.

It is Androcles who is telling me to find Sadi. Elynth answered. She is not far… he can feel her only a few dozen meters from us. We have activated our shield and Dasha will guard the door and I will return with Sadi. I have not seen the King’s mother!


Elynth… Androcles is only eight months old! He can not possibly be able to extend a psychic shield. For’mya echoed in disbelief.
Would you like to come see it For’mya? Dasha’s voice stated in stunned tones. I’m looking at it clear as day.

For’mya shook her head. Elynth… there have to be more of them! For’mya declared. You must be careful!


Androcles and I will not fail! Elynth declared. Sadi… I am coming for you Kerta Gai.

Elynth please be careful. Sadi spoke.

For’mya looked at Aurith. We must find Gorgo! She spoke. 


I am ready sister! 

Gorgo! Gorgo where are you? For’mya called out within Mindvoice. 

The Clone/Gorgo stabbed down viciously with the long bladed knife into the chest of the wide eyed Spartan beneath her, his half burned body unwilling to respond to his commands and his brain asking why the King’s mother was killing him.
The Clone/Gorgo turned quickly wrenching the knife free at the sounds of approaching feet and she saw the two Bo’yak dart from the cover of the trees to her position.
“Damn you!” She hissed at them. “You triggered the attack too soon! Not everyone was in position!”

“The Unsaur did that!” One of the Bo’yak exclaimed. “I can not reach our commander on the internal implants! He shouted something that she was a wolf now!” He leveled his weapon at Clone/Gorgo. “You have betrayed us!”
Clone/Gorgo knocked the barrel of the weapon away without fear. “I warned you this needed to be perfect!” Clone/Gorgo stated. “Your commander is most likely dead. He is the one who went after the elf bitch. Had you not triggered the attack early it would not matter that she is now wolf and he would not be dead!”

“What do we do? We can still complete the mission!”

“There is firing on the second floor of the palace where the sleeping rooms are, but not for several moments now.” Clone/Gorgo spoke. “This is the last of the Spartans that survived the blasts. I have killed the others! Where is your other team?”

“Converging inside the palace!” The apparent leader of this two person team replied. “They believe they have cornered the blond Lycavorian in one of the lower offices!”

“If she is there then she killed the one sent to remove her!” Clone/Gorgo spoke. “You two move to the south and approach the palace from the dragon cave. We must kill them before they reach the panic room he installed when they first began living here. If they reach that room we will never complete this mission!”

“What will you do?”

Clone/Gorgo lifted the bloody knife. “I will play the part I have played for so many years. Loving mother to the King.”

CITY SHIP 41

THREE POINT FOUR HOURS FROM APO PRIME 
  

The STRIKER DT was securely attached to the side of City Ship 41, the enormous five plus kilometer monstrosity cutting through the stars smoothly even though the ship was easily thirty thousand years old if not more. Since this was Martin’s personal DT, the equipment was state of the art, to include the medical equipment aboard which Anja was currently using to give Lisisa a full exam in the privacy of the partially converted rear section. While she had grown in power by leaps and bounds since discovering her abilities, there were some things she trusted to the advanced medical equipment they had more than her own skill. Yuriko stood next to the bed Lisisa sat on; holding her hand and staring at the young woman whom she had called sister and searched for so many years for.

“Where… where is my father?” Lisisa asked softly.


Anja looked at her and smiled as she lowered the powerful body scanner. “He’s coming Lisisa. He went to get Gorgo.”

Lisisa looked at Anja and then Yuriko. She let out a deep sigh and shook her head. “I am sorry. I think I am still trying to process that we are no longer on Lycavore. That I am… that I am actually free. That…”


Anja looked at her. “That your father has finally found you?” She asked.


Lisisa nodded with a small smile. “Yes.” She looked at Anja. “How long have you… how long have you been his mate?”


Anja met her eyes. “Officially or unofficially?” She asked.


Lisisa looked confused. “What?”


“It’s a very long story… not all of it good.” Anja spoke in reply. “In my heart I believe I fell in the love with Martin the first time I saw him. It just took me a while to figure that out. If you mean together without hesitation or regret… two years now… with many more to come I’m sure.”


Lisisa reached out to touch Anja’s abdomen and stopped as she looked at her. “May… may I?”


Anja placed her hand over Lisisa’s. “Of course Lisisa. She is your sister after all.” Anja spoke.


Lisisa placed her hand gently on Anja’s firm, muscular abdomen. Even through the fleet uniform that she now wore Lisisa could tell Anja was in superb physical condition. She smiled brightly as she felt the small sense of life within Anja’s womb and she looked up. “It’s almost as if I can… as if I can feel her.” She said.

Anja nodded. “Your Mindvoice abilities were substantial before we found you Lisisa.” Anja said. “Now that you have bonded with Jeth and have begun to fully realize your potential, they will only grow. We will help you to harness this. You will never be alone again Lisisa, I promise you that.”


The small beeping caused Anja to turn her head and she moved to the medical monitor as Lisisa and Yuriko watched. She reached out to touch the screen gently and then looked at Lisisa. “Lisisa… did they ever do any kind of surgery on you while you were on Lycavore?” She asked.


Lisisa met her eyes. “Surgery? No… never. They took blood from me many times, not that I had much choice.”


“What about before you came to be there?” Anja asked. “Nothing?”


“No… they always left me to heal on my own by shifting or taking blood they gave me. Most of it always very foul tasting to begin with.” Lisisa answered. “Why?”


“Yes Firecracker… why?” Martin’s voice came from behind them.


Anja turned and saw Martin standing there with Gorgo holding tightly to his hand. She turned back to the monitor and turned it slightly so that they could all see it. She pointed to the small dark object which appeared to be lodged between Lisisa’s ribs. Martin’s eyes narrowed as he looked at the monitor. He tilted his slightly. 

“Ok… what exactly am I looking at?” He asked.


“What is that?” Lisisa asked. “Next to my fifth rib?” Anja looked at her surprise in her eyes. Lisisa smiled shyly and shrugged. “I… over the years I have learned quite a bit about my body. It has come in handy.”


“It’s metallic in nature.” Anja spoke with a smile as she turned back to the monitor and adjusted the controls. “It appears to be fused directly to her fifth rib as she said. It’s…”


“It’s a Hyper Resonant Capsule.” Yuriko’s voice gasped out.


They all turned to look at her. “A Hyper who?” Martin asked.


Yuriko moved around the table Lisisa sat on. “The High Coven used them on Earth in the first batches of elf clones. They are… they are Hyper Resonant Capsules. When triggered they will release different items into the blood stream of their victims.”


“Victims?” Anja asked.


Yuriko nodded. “They were used to execute clones that might have escaped the holding pens on Earth or gotten out of hand.” Yuriko spoke. “With the elves they released a toxic poison into their bloodstream that killed them almost instantly. You must take it out Anja! Quickly! If it activates…”


Lisisa eyes were wide in fear now. “Take it out!” She barked. “Take it out!” Martin stepped over to her quickly, pulling her into his arms. 

“Calm down Lisisa.” He said softly. “Nothing is going to hurt you. I promise you.”


“What a minute!” Anja said quickly. “Lisisa is part Lycavorian… and part vampire. Her Lycavorian DNA is by far the more dominant of the two. There isn’t a known poison in the universe that their immune system will not defeat. This capsule appears to be fused directly into her bone. If we were on Apo Prime I could take it out easily… but the STRIKER isn’t equipped with the advanced equipment needed for that lover.”


“You can take it out though right?” Martin asked.


Anja nodded. “It’s a simple procedure yes… but even with my healing properties it won’t be painless.”


“What do you mean?” Yuriko asked.


“I’ll need to use a laser scalpel.” Anja spoke. “A very small incision… but there will be some blood until I get this thing out. It won’t be terribly painful… I can give you something for that… but you will feel it somewhat when I pull it off your bone.”


Lisisa looked at her. “I have dealt with pain all of my life.” She spoke. “A little more will not bother me. I have not survived this long in order to have my bitch mother take everything from me before I have a chance to live!” She spat. “Take it out… please.”


Anja looked at Martin and saw him nod his head. “Then let’s do it right now. It will only take a few moments. Lover, go around behind Lisisa and give her some support to lean back against. And keep your eyes closed.”


“Blood doesn’t exactly bother me Firecracker.” Martin said. 


“It’s not blood I’m talking about you oaf! She has to remove her top and I don’t want your daughter exposed to her father’s eyes.” Anja barked.


Martin grinned sheepishly and stepped around the table to lean against the back side so Lisisa could lean back.


“Anja… what can I do?” Gorgo asked stepping closer. She reached out and ran her hand across Lisisa’s cheek. “She is… Lisisa is my granddaughter it seems. I want to help.”


Anja looked at Lisisa. “Can she…?”


Lisisa nodded quickly as she unbuttoned the top and began pulling it off. “Yes… of course.”


Anja nodded. “Gorgo… she’ll hold her arms up and I need you to hold her breast out of the way.”


Gorgo looked at Lisisa. “Child?”


“This is where… this is where I belong.” She spoke softly. “Among… among my family. Who can I trust if not my family?”


Gorgo nodded and stepped closer. “Be strong child.”


“Yuriko… come on this side of me and hand me the scalpel when I tell you. I’m going to try and deaden the area first.” Anja spoke leaning over Lisisa’s side as Gorgo gently reached out and lifted Lisisa’s large breast out of the way. Anja’s hand glowed softly as she ran her fingers over the area of Lisisa’s ribcage. Her ribs were showing, which indicated a malnourished diet Anja mentally took notice, but that was nothing they couldn’t fix in a few days. She circled the area over the capsule with her fingers several times and then held her hand out. “Scalpel Yuriko.”


Martin leaned forward as Lisisa leaned back and with his eyes tightly shut her lean next to her ear. You are free now Lisisa Leonidas. Now your life begins. Leave the past behind Lisisa and join me in the future. Never fear the unknown daughter… for often times it brings with it the most wonderful of treasures. 
His voice reached out within her mind and Gorgo saw her face relax even more. She could easily hear her son’s voice in her own head, and she barely held in the gasp at the staggering power she felt within him.
Lisisa’s face had become peaceful in repose and she titled her head to the side reveling in the gentle nuzzle against her cheek of a father for his daughter. Father. Lisisa gasped softly even as a single tear rolled down her cheek.

“I’m in.” Anja spoke. “A few more seconds.”

Both Gorgo and Anja snapped their heads up when Martin let out a harsh raspy sound from his throat. His eyes were wide open as if staring into some hidden spot, completely changed and shining in their yellow brilliance. His lips curled back revealing his unique dual main incisor wolf fangs and their inch and a quarter lengths as he snarled almost madly. Lisisa’s eyes burst open at the sound.

“Martin?” Anja asked with worry in her voice.

Martin’s face changed instantly and he looked at her, his yellow eyes fading and his fangs receding. “Are you done?” He asked far more calmly than Anja expected after what they had just witnessed.

“Almost.” She answered.

Anja looked at Gorgo quickly before returning to her task. Lisisa turned her head slowly. “Father?” She asked in an innocent voice, her forest green eyes looking at him.

Martin met her gaze reaching up to place a hand on Lisisa’s chin, keeping her head turned to gaze at him. Gorgo watched as his face became peaceful once more and he smiled at her with those deep brown eyes. “Welcome Lisisa Leonidas.” Martin said softly, almost whispering to her. “Welcome to the first day of the rest of your life.” Martin spoke. 

Gorgo looked quickly at Anja at this display, not able to understand what had just happened. 


Gorgo walked slowly up to Martin as he stood in the corridor gazing out the large view window at the stars as they streaked by. “Martin Leonidas.” She spoke softly as she reached up to touch his face.


Martin’s eyes closed as her palm pressed to his cheek. “Lisisa?” He asked.


“She is resting.” Gorgo spoke. She held up the small capsule like container. “Anja… Anja scanned it thoroughly. It was not a poison... but you… you knew that didn’t you? It is a very powerful mind controlling drug. If this… if this had been activated… she would have become a ticking time bomb Martin. Her only… her only purpose would have been to kill you undoubtedly.”

Martin nodded and took the capsule from her hand. “Yes. And with her combined skills… she may have been able to accomplish that.” A cruel grin split his face. “Another gift from one of the people who have been trying to kill me for so many years. It sounds like something Yuri would do in the event I ever found Lisisa. An insurance policy we used to call it in The Teams. I bet you she has been conditioned at the sub conscious level to attack me when and if this compound was released into her bloodstream. Very neat… very efficient.”
“Yet you didn’t hesitate.” Gorgo spoke. “I have known only one man in my life with a sense of smell so acute that he could detect this is someone’s blood.”


Martin turned to look at her. “My father?”


Gorgo nodded as she looked at him. “Yet what I saw in your eyes… what else did you smell that made you react so Martin?”


“That doesn’t matter now.” Martin turned to face her fully and leaned over, inhaling as deeply as he could next to her neck and cheek. The sensations that coursed through him made his blood cry out in joy and he pulled back slowly even as Gorgo’s hands came up to grasp his broad shoulders trembling as she squeezed him.

“I have called… I have called another… a monster… I have called her my mother for almost two years. While you wallowed in agony.” He spoke softly. “Everything that I have experienced since discovering who I am mother… everything that you should have experienced with me… she has taken from you. From me. How… how do I forgive myself for allowing that to happen? How can you forgive me?”


Gorgo shook her head quickly, her hands clenching into fists on his shoulders. “NO!” She gasped. “I should never have listened to them!” She grasped his face tightly in her hands. “I should never have put you in that infernal machine! I let them take you away from me my son! I let them take me away from you! They wanted to hide you! Protect you. I was… I missed your father so much! I was distraught… weak!”

“You did what my father asked you to do mother.” Martin spoke. “And you are not weak.”
“Only after abandoning you!” Gorgo almost screamed. “I left your brother to die on that planet! I let them put you in a machine my son!”

“You survived... that is what matters.” Martin said calmly at her words. 

“This… none of this is your fault! You… you have done so much… Dustha has told me so much, allowed me to see into her mind and shown me what you have done!” Gorgo spoke. “You had no one Martin! No one to teach you! Yet you have come this far!” Gorgo gripped his uniform shirt. “I thought… I thought it was a dream when I first saw you! When you first touched me! You… you look so much like your father. I did not want to believe it! I have watched you these last days… it… it was like watching your father all over again. These men and women that follow you… without question. Without regard. They would die for you my son… all you need do is ask them and they would die for you! You have done this! No one else! Because of whom you are!” Gorgo wrapped her arms around his shoulders and pressed her face to his long hair inhaling more deeply than she had ever breathed before. 

“Fifteen years those monsters had me… and every day I wished for deaths touch and was not granted it.” She whispered next to his ear. “You are the reason why! The gods knew… the gods knew you still lived! They knew you would come for me one day!” Gorgo shook her head. “I… I bless every pain I have endured Martin. Every humiliation. I bless it because it has given me my son back! It has given me you back!” Gorgo felt his arms crush her body to him and the tears flowed freely from her eyes. She pulled her head back and he lowered her to the deck staring into her eyes, his own dark brown orbs moist. 

Gorgo looked at him. “This monster that has taken from me what is mine Martin! Her blood belongs to me! Swear this to me!”

“I swear mother.” He spoke without hesitation.

“I will reclaim what she has taken… and I will revisit my pain upon her ten fold for what she has done.” Gorgo spoke firmly.
“I will allow no one to manipulate me any longer mother.” Martin spoke pulling her into his embrace once more and holding her head to his chest. “I will allow no one to manipulate you… harm you. I swear this to you with everything that I am.”
“You… you are more like him than you can even imagine my son.” Gorgo said softly. “And that… that is what makes my heart sing so loudly now.”

Martin chuckled pulling her tighter. “Well… I certainly have his taste in women. They are as strong and proud as they are beautiful. Like my mother.”

Gorgo’s eyes closed at his words and as her arms wrapped around his waist she knew her future had only just begun.

ROLTAR SIX

“How many of our tribe made it?” Cha’talla asked as they sat in the suite now. Esther was in the bed chambers gathering and packing what they brought from the Runner.

Fash’ka watched from the couch, watched as the pureblood vampire female moved quickly and efficiently in the large room meticulously returning items to the bags resting on the bed. A bed that had seen considerable use if the rumpled sheets and blankets were any indication.


“Most of them made it off Akruxia. Many should have already reached the agreed upon location. They will wait three weeks for the signal as agreed and then scatter to the winds if they hear nothing.” T’lolt answered. “Your mate died insuring this brother. I know it was a joining of political necessity only Cha’talla, but she died with pride and honor.”


“Honor?” Cha’talla spoke softly sitting back in his chair. “The purebloods of the Coven know not the meaning of that word.”

Fash’ka turned to look at his father now. “I came in little more than an escape pod father. T’lolt in a short range Runner. How will we reach the rendezvous?”


“Esther and I have a Long Range Runner.” Cha’talla spoke. “We will have no trouble reaching the rendezvous son.”


“Father… she is a pureblood.” Fash’ka spoke softly. “How… how do you know you can…?”


“Esther saved my life Fash’ka.” Cha’talla spoke quickly. “She…”


Esther came out of the bed chambers with the bags and set them by the door. “That is everything.” She said quickly. She had finished dressing while in the room, and her High Coven matte black uniform clung to her curves like a second skin. She also now wore the small hand blaster on her hip. Her long dark brown almost black hair was wrapped tightly with several strands of satin she had torn from the bed sheets. She looked at the three Immortals on the two couches and suddenly felt very uncomfortable. She had a moment of worry and fear ripple through her until Cha’talla held out his hand for her.


“Esther…” He spoke.


Esther moved quickly to where Cha’talla sat; his son and brother making her very uncomfortable and she settled to the wide arm of the chair, Cha’talla holding her small hand within his. He scooped her within his powerful arms and swept her around in front of him, pushing himself deeper into the chair and allowing her to settle between his legs. As he draped one arm over her shoulder and pulled her closer to him, Esther relished in those feelings and grasped his single arm with both her hands tightly.


“She did not have to save my life Fash’ka.” Cha’talla continued looking at his son. “She did not have to do anything. Lady Aikiro killed her mother and father when she was days old, and then tried to poisoned her slowly with radiation when we left Nuwaroa. You do not need to know the details of how things came to be between us, only that they are my son. I trust her with my life, as she trusts me with hers. You will find that Esther’s hatred of the Coven runs just as deep as ours now does. I will crush any who try to harm her, whether they are High Coven or our own people. Esther is part of my future… our future.”

“She is a pureblood father.” Fash’ka spoke. “A female. She is not… she is not trained as we are.”


“I’m trained well enough to put you down Immortal.” Esther stated confidently before thinking about it. She expected anger and hate to come out from Cha’talla’s son after her statement and it was silent for a long moment before she saw a smile break across his face and that of T’lolt’s.


“That is not something you can deny Fash’ka.” T’lolt spoke with a grin.


Fash’ka’s fangs were exposed as he smiled and nodded his head. “True enough.” He spoke.


“I have a degree in Bio-Engineering.” Esther said quickly. “I’m a rather good pilot; I speak eight languages, including the ancient Lycavorian tongue. There are only a few hundred within the entire Coven who can say that. I know what your father has been attempting to do… I can help.”


“As a female you…” Fash’ka started.


Esther leaned forward, unzipping her uniform several inches and exposing her neck where Cha’talla’s fang marks were still visible. They would fade into nothing over the next few hours and her skin would once more be flawless. “Do I need to vith your father in front of you to prove I am not the enemy? I will… I love the flavor of your father’s blood.”


“Esther!” Cha’talla gasped.


She saw the looks of stunned surprise from T’lolt and Fash’ka. “Show him Cha’talla. Show them what we mean to each other so that we can get past this distrust of me.” Esther spoke firmly. Cha’talla didn’t hesitate and pulled the tight shirt he wore aside so that they could see the puncture marks in three places from where Esther’s teeth had pierced his own skin along his shoulder and neck. “I… I have tasted your father’s blood… and I… I want no other.” She spoke pulling his arm tighter to her body as she sat back against him.

T’lolt and Fash’ka both knew that there was no greater show of affection and devotion among purebloods than to feed on each other’s blood. The visual evidence could not be denied now, no matter what their High Coven trained minds told them. It was T’lolt who finally broke the long silence. 


“She is very spirited brother.” He spoke. “Are you sure you can handle her?”


That comment broke days of looking over their shoulders. Days of the pain of loss and devastation that had befallen them. Esther’s eyes were wide now as she looked at T’lolt. In all her years she had never seen an Immortal make a joke. She felt Cha’talla’s chest rumble in laughter and then all of them were laughing as they leaned back in chairs and allowed the momentary break in the pressure of what was happening all around them to slip away. Esther felt Cha’talla’s arm tighten around her and his cheek rubbed her dark hair.


“I believe I am up to the task.” He spoke finally feeling Esther’s hands clutch his arm tighter to her chest.


T’lolt nodded. “We must begin to make battle plans to…” 


“No brother.” Cha’talla interrupted him softly. “We can no longer follow the old ways. The old ways are what brought us to this. We can not seek revenge or retribution. Our tribe was one of the largest… and now we need to look to protecting them. We must act differently now T’lolt. We must forge ahead in a new life for ourselves and our tribe.”

“They will hunt us always.” Fash’ka spoke softly.


Esther shook her head. “No… I don’t believe they will.” She said softly. “Something is happening within the High Coven. Those of us who served Lady Aikiro could sense it. She was not happy with how the High Lord was conducting himself. I think she intends to… I think she intends to take power from him.”

“Take power?” T’lolt gasped. “He is the High Lord!”


“Lady Aikiro is the one who gave him the power he wields.” Esther spoke. “If she wishes to take it back I doubt there will be anything he can do to stop her.”


“Esther speaks the truth brother.” Cha’talla spoke. “I have seen a small fraction of what she can do. And what I felt from her overshadowed what I ever felt from Veldruk.”


“Where will we go father?” Fash’ka asked.


“I know a planet.” T’lolt spoke quickly looking at them. “We can go to Kranek.”


Fash’ka’s eyes grew wide. “Kranek?” He gasped. 


T’lolt nodded. “It is far from any High Coven border. Harsh and sparsely populated yes, but there are several mountain ranges where we can establish our tribe and begin again.”


“It is also only three light years from the Lycavorian border.” Fash’ka spoke. “Their King would never allow us to remain there even if it is in The Wilds.”


T’lolt reached to his leg where he carried the Nehtes and he withdrew it from the sheath there. He looked at the weapon, so perfect in its construction and simplicity. 


“I remember this King’s words to me Fash’ka. I will remember them until I enter the next life. He told me… he told me he did not hate our people Fash’ka. He said he hated what we stood for. All these years we have stood for what the High Coven has told us to stand for. Not for what we ourselves believe.” T’lolt spoke. He looked at Cha’talla. “We were there brother. We fought this man’s father and those that followed him. It was and remains the most horrific battle I have ever experienced, even to this day.”


Cha’talla nodded slowly. “For me as well.”


“Had not he been betrayed by his own people, he would have destroyed us all. And that fool Xerxes’s actions afterwards only condemned us to another three thousand years of servitude. He is like his father in many ways Cha’talla. And he is not.” T’lolt shook his head. “He believes in honor brother… and if we live an honorable life… no matter where it may be… he will not interfere. And perhaps one day he… perhaps one day he will call us friend.” T’lolt got to his feet. “I am willing to try Cha’talla. I am willing to try and hopefully succeed.”


Fash’ka stood up as well now and nodded. “As am I father.”


Cha’talla looked at all that remained of his family standing before him. Slowly he got to his feet, pulling Esther with him. His small dark eyes moved between his brother and his son and then settled on Esther. She gazed up at him with love and support, and Cha’talla saw the future in her eyes then.


He nodded and pulled her lithe body into his embrace. “Then our future begins now.” He spoke.

BLOOD JUSTICE

VHC REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

HIGH GUARD STRIKE GROUP FALCHION 

THIRD DAY ALONG ZALEISIAN BORDER

Moran looked up when the door to his Ready Room opened and his second in command walked in. He was the one man that would dare do such a thing on the entire ship for he had been one of the few that had stood behind Moran since the beginning. A pureblood he may have been, but he was one of the ones who did not consider himself above others just by his blood. He knew a superior officer when he saw one in action and he considered Moran to be superior to almost all he had ever seen in his near thousand years of life.

Moran watched him wait until the door was closed behind him before moving to the small counter and pouring himself a glass of Blood Wine. Moran waited patiently. He knew this officer and trusted him completely. 


“I take it the sensor sweeps revealed nothing more than what they have for the last thirty-six hours Visar?” Moran asked as the officer finally took a deep breath and moved to the chair across from the desk.


“It is the most frustrating thing being out here and not knowing what we are looking for.” Visar spoke. 


Moran nodded. “Well… whatever it is, it destroyed all the probes along the border in a ten light year corridor.” He said. “That is not the sign of a friendly neighbor.”


“The Zaleisians are cowards Robert Moran.” Visar spat. “They would never stand against us alone. We would destroy them.”


Moran leaned back in his chair. “I’ve been studying the star charts of this sector. This Hyperion Particle Emission Nebula extends the entire length of our border with Zaleisia.” He spoke. “It begins one light year after crossing the border and extends for another two light years across after that.”


Visar nodded. “Yes.”


“Visar… what if what we are looking for is on the other side of this nebula?” Moran asked.


Visar sat forward. “That is a big if.” He spoke. 

“Our long range sensors won’t penetrate this nebula due to the reflective nature of the nebula cloud itself. It makes the signals bounce all around right?” Moran spoke.


Visar nodded. “That is correct. The high concentration of Hyperion particles makes only short range sensors possible. Anything else is lost within the nebula clouds themselves.”


“Veldruk sent us out here for a reason.” Moran spoke as he got to his feet. “He may be many things Visar… but he is not a fool. He was worried about something out here.”


“I deduced that when you showed me his transmission to you and Princess Yuri.” Visar spoke. “I have never seen him so agitated.”


Moran nodded. “I know I’ve only been among you for little more than two years, but if there is one thing I have learned, it is that Veldruk never appears worried. He’s worried about something. Big time.”


“Are you suggesting we send a ship across the border and into the nebula?” Visar asked.


“I know it violates the border treaty we have with them.” Moran spoke. “But if they are involved in whatever Veldruk thinks they are involved in, they are going to come running to squash us like bugs.”


“I am following you.” Visar spoke.


“This is supposed to be one of the most well used transit corridors into High Coven space from Zaleisian space, yet we’ve been out here now three days and seen not one ship. Not one freighter or transport. What does that tell you?” Moran spoke.


“That they have a hand in whatever is coming.” Visar said softly. “Our Shroud generator will not work in the nebula Robert. We will be exposed.”


Moran nodded. “But invisible to the long range sensors of anyone hiding in the nebula or on the other side of it. How close would they have to be to see us on short range grids?”

Visar got to his feet as well. “The only ships capable of meeting our sensor technology are the Lycavorian LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers they have been building the last two years. If we were inside the nebula… they would need to be within forty thousand kilometers to detect us. At least.”


“You’re sure?” Moran asked.


“I can run the numbers again… but it will not vary much as long as we remain within the densest concentrations of the nebula.” Visar answered.


“Do it.” Moran ordered.


“What ship do we send Robert?” Visar asked. “A BLOODLETTER perhaps. They are the smallest we have in the Group.”


Moran shook his head. “This one is on us… if we get caught it will be my head, no one else’s. BLOOD JUSTICE goes.”


Visar smiled faintly. “I’ll begin preparations.” He spoke. 


“Nothing from Lycavore?” Moran asked.


Visar shook his head. “No response from the garrison or the Regent’s Palace. Not since that monstrosity lifted off the surface and jumped to light speed. And no word from the ship we left behind other than the fact it left the system several hours before.”


Moran nodded. “Thank you Visar.”


“You… you have shared blood with her haven’t you. The Princess I mean.” Visar asked knowing he was taking a big risk in even approaching the subject.


“Is it that obvious?” Moran asked meeting his eyes.


Visar stepped forward. “We have been conditioned to show no emotion but loyalty to the High Coven.” He spoke softly. “That does not mean that those of us who have wives do not know what you are going through now. You will be back with her soon Robert Moran.”

Moran looked at him. “That remains to be seen.” He said softly. “Her anger at what her father has done to her is overriding her good sense. If she doesn’t get rid of that we will never have anything.”


“You must have…”


Moran looked at him and he nodded. “Thank you Visar. It’s in her hands now… and we have a job to do. Let’s get started shall we.”


Visar nodded. “I will advise you when the computations are perfect and we can start.”

REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

POISON BLADE

COMMAND SHIP FOR HIGH LADY OF THE COVEN AIKIRO

He had told her he would feast on her body. He had not lied to her.


Eighteen thousand five hundred and forty-three years. That was how long she had waited to feel what she was feeling now. Her face was pressed into the sheets of his bed, her raven hair splashed wildly about, and her cobalt blue eyes wide in unmitigated pleasure. Veldruk had been a satisfactory lover, but he had never made her feel what was ripping through her at this very moment. 


She had come to his quarters intending to fulfill what she had told him. She had come to his quarters to allow him to take her to bed. She had come to his quarters intending all this and suddenly found her eyes open to something she had never experienced before. He hadn’t feasted on her body, he had devoured it completely. Tesand was taller than Veldruk by several inches, and his life as a fleet officer, fighting in countless battles in space and on the ground had forged his body into something Aikiro rarely saw in a pureblood male of his age of eight thousand seven hundred years. She found a lean and muscularly defined pureblood vampire that actually took pride in how he appeared. 

Tesand also had something that Veldruk had lost long ago. A lust for her flesh that drove her mad.
Aikiro had come to his quarters intending to dictate to him how he was to act with her, where to touch her, what to do. She quickly found that was not going to be the case. When he had grabbed her head forcefully and kissed her as if she was some sort of pureblood slut, Aikiro’s famous temper had flared. She had lifted her hand to strike at him with her psychic power, only to stare in stunned shock as she could not call her power. Tesand apparently was far more intelligent than she had first contemplated. As he stared at her with lust in his cobalt eyes, Aikiro realized he had installed psychic dampeners in his quarters. Very powerful psychic dampeners and as he stepped closer to her, Aikiro realized this man was going to take her in the way he desired and no other. She had attempted to leave, turning to walk out of his quarters, for she had lost the advantage. Tesand had not let her.

Once more he had grabbed her hair and crushed her lips with his own, pulling her body against his as his tongue plunged into her mouth and took what he wanted. He plundered and tasted and dominated, and Aikiro found herself weakening in his embrace. His hands had pawed her supple body, tearing at her dress like she was some common tramp, tearing it from her body in pieces.

And Aikiro loved it.

He yanked her head back, small lances of pain shooting through her as her hair was twisted within the grasp of his fingers and she had gasped at something she had never felt before. Her body was igniting, a slow burn starting in her belly, and beginning to crawl outward from there. His strength matched his size and he had almost thrown her to the bed, tearing at his own clothes as he approached her. Tesand also had something that Veldruk did not.

A much larger and more dominating cock than Aikiro had ever seen. At least nine inches of hardness and as she watched him pull his clothes off she suddenly realized he was intending to put that in her. She ordered him to stop but still he came. She commanded him to stop and then he was on the bed with her. She attempted to scramble off, but he was faster, pinning her body beneath him. She tried to throw him off, but he was much larger and the burning in her belly was growing, making her weaker.
“Now I am going to feast on you Empress!” He had hissed in her ear.

The dominating way he said it had Aikiro immediately wet between her thighs, and she cursed how she was suddenly acting like some inferior female with no control. She was the Empress of the Coven… she was… all thought left her the moment Tesand shoved her thighs apart and impaled her with that thick shaft. Aikiro howled as she felt every hard, thick inch spear her completely until his large balls banged against her upturned ass cheeks. Explosions went off in her head as Tesand reached places Veldruk had never reached, stretched her in a way her fool husband never had. Her smooth pussy contracted mightily on his thick pole and the veins in her neck strained outward as the most powerful orgasm she had experienced in over eighteen thousand years of life ripped through her with power unlike any she had ever felt.

That had only begun the next four hours.

Now Tesand held her hips tightly in his strong hands, the whole of his nine inch cock buried within the bowels of her ass, stretching her in a way she had not yet felt this night. Aikiro had been helpless these past hours as he had controlled everything from that first moment. He had forced her to suck his massive cock, and when she refused, he had simply grabbed her head and forced half of his thick shaft into her gagging mouth. She had made ready to bite his disgusting cock clean off until she felt his lips fasten over her pussy and suck hard. He had already made her erupt more times than she could remember, filling her at least three times with his blistering hot come, yet the moment his lips and tongue danced across her spasming pussy she lost yet again. As she opened her mouth to scream around his shaft in blissful abandon, he simply buried the rest of his pulsing cock within her throat until her nose was crushed against his warm sack. Aikiro had gagged even more, her belly heaving and gasping for air, even as her arms wrapped around his powerful ass and held him there while he brought her to another crushing orgasm. When the warmth and tightness of her throat became too much for him, Aikiro had gleefully drank his searing come into her belly, finding that it was very much to her liking.
His strokes into her now had lost none of their power, and his hands reached under her to grab her large breasts as he pulled her body against his. His hips were slapping away at her firm ass cheeks, and her eyes were delirious with pleasure, her mouth hanging open in glorious delight. She could feel every blistering inch of his cock within her ass, every throbbing vein, and every time he pummeled her deeper the head of his cock made her gasp. He pulled her body back tightly against his hard chest, one hand dropping to her dripping pussy and his other hand holding her to his chest by her enormous breasts, pinching the nipples hard. Aikiro’s eyes flew open when he took her tender but exceedingly erect clit between his strong fingers and he stroked it back and forth. Her body bucked against his, her back arching and driving his huge cock even deeper into her ass.

Tesand brought his sweaty face next to her ear, his breathing increasing as he felt his impending explosion building within him. Aikiro was a goddess to him, her body perfection in every sense of the word. He had known immediately what she was here for the moment she entered his quarters and Tesand vowed to make her feel what the High Lord never could. He had teased her, tasted her, drank her passion and fucked her in every way his mind could think to do. That he was fucking his Empress did more to keep him hard than anything else, and he had worshiped her body as it should have been worshiped.

He kept ramming his hips forward, driving his cock into her incredibly tight hot ass and he pulled her even closer to him.

“If… if I am… going to die for… my actions this night.” He gasped into Aikiro’s ear. “I will die after… after tasting the blood of my Empress!”

Aikiro’s eyes grew wide at this statement just as she felt his fangs bite into her smooth flawless neck and Tesand began to feed. If she thought the orgasmic bliss she had felt this night was incredible, Aikiro was completely unprepared for what she had never shared with Veldruk in all their years together. Her body stiffened as her blood burned and the most delicious orgasm she had yet experienced this night smashed aside all that she had ever known, even as she clenched down with her ass muscles and felt Tesand blasting his scorching hot come deeply into her bowels.
Aikiro, Empress of the High Coven, howled like a Lycavorian in heat.


“Tell me Tesand…” Aikiro asked as she turned from the mirror in his quarters after gazing at the two small puncture marks in her skin. They would be gone in a few hours, but there was no denying what they had made her feel. She looked at him on the bed, the sheet covering his lower body but leaving his muscular chest and shoulders for her eyes. “Exactly how long have you planned this?”


“Before this night… it was only a dream.” He spoke as he drank in her naked beauty. Her skin was pinkish in some spots where he had slapped her skin in a fit of passion, but the flare of her hips and the firmness of her large breasts he could not keep his gaze from. His eyes never left her face as she settled onto the edge of the bed.


“How long?” Aikiro asked.


“I have wanted you since I was first assigned to your command. Four thousand nine hundred and twenty-three years ago.” He replied throwing aside the sheet and getting to his feet. Aikiro watched with intense desire in her dark eyes as he began to pull on his pants over his powerful legs and ass.


“This is why you have never taken a bride?” Aikiro asked.


“I will hand myself over to my second in command for execution.” He spoke in a soft defeated tone of voice. “My actions were inexcusable.”

“An’yui ussta erg’les!” Aikiro hissed out. (Answer my Question.)

“Siyo.” He said softly. (Yes)


“Never speak of this night to anyone Tesand. Allow others to comment and whisper all they want behind our backs.” Aikiro said softly watching as he turned to face her. “Never speak of this night to anyone.” Aikiro got up and moved around the side of the bed to stand in front of him. She looked up into his face. “Do that Tesand… do that and I will share your bed without hesitation. I have found something I have sought for many years, something that fool husband of mine could never give me and it has been right in front of me all this time. I am not as perceptive as I first thought I was.”


“Milady Aikiro…”


Aikiro reached up and put a finger to his lips. “You will not die Tesand. I order you not to die no matter what happens. I intend for us to spend many more nights like this together. You have proven something to me.”


Tesand looked at her confused. “Milady…”


“No… when it is just us Tesand… to you I am Aikiro.” She spoke shaking her head. “I will not have the man I intend to share my future with refer to me as Milady. If Veldruk has not destroyed whatever future that could be.” She looked at him. “I am evil Tesand… I am cruel and I am what the Lycavorian dogs would call upaee. I will not hesitate to send others to their death, or to kill them myself. I am all of these things I know, but I am also a woman. I will never show you love Tesand, or caring or affection. It is not in my nature except for with my children. I will not hesitate to kill you if you fail me or betray me regardless of what we may share. Can you tolerate these things Tesand? Truly tolerate and accept them?”

Tesand stared at her for a long moment before replying. “And within these walls?” He asked softly. 
Aikiro smiled seductively. “Within these walls Tesand… I am yours to do with as you wish.” She reached up to run a perfectly manicured fingernail across his chest. “I will be your whore within these walls, or whatever walls you sleep within. I will do whatever it is you desire Tesand, for I have found I like the way you make me feel. As long as what you have made me feel this night continues, no other will I take into my bed.”

Tesand stared at her and for a moment Aikiro thought he was going to refuse and she would have to kill him. “I accept.” He spoke softly.
Aikiro met his steely gaze and a small smile creased the corners of her soft lips. “Good… that pleases me.” She said in reply.

“Within these walls Aikiro… I will do more than please you.” Tesand spoke confidently. “I will possess you.” Aikiro felt a shiver of desire race through her at the tone of his voice and the way he spoke those words. She watched as he turned and retrieved his uniform shirt. “Princess Yuri is arriving and you will want to meet with her immediately.”

Aikiro nodded quickly. “Of course.”


“I will escort her to my private lounge and insure that your handmaidens have brought you proper attire.” Tesand spoke.


“And Tesand…” Aikiro met his eyes and gave him a seductive smile. “Remove the psychic dampeners Tesand. You will no longer need them. When I am here it will be quite willingly.”


“As you order.” He said with a bow of his head.


“You have unlocked a door within me Tesand. I hope you are up to the challenges that will bring.” Aikiro said.


“If it concerns you Mi… Aikiro… I will always be up to the challenge.” He spoke.


“Indeed. We shall see.” Aikiro spoke. 


Aikiro held Yuri in her arms tightly thirty minutes later, actually relishing in the feelings this gave her. She pushed her back and held her at arms length and looked at her. Yuri’s face was drawn and she looked tired, but Aikiro could see the strength in her eyes and she smiled warmly.

“Thank you daughter.” She spoke sincerely.


“I will never dismiss you mother.” Yuri spoke. “It seems you have been the only one who has been honest with me with the exception of Robert. What is going on mother?”


Aikiro pulled her towards the table. “I will tell you what I know… but first… have you heard from your Robert Moran?”


Yuri glanced up and saw the tall High Coven Commander standing just inside the door. There were no Immortals… no High Coven security… just the man who had escorted her here and remained with her. Aikiro followed her eyes and turned back to her.


“You need not worry… Comman… Admiral Tesand serves only me.” Aikiro spoke.

Yuri shook her head as they sat at they table and Yuri saw the newly promoted Admiral move to the small counter and begin to pour two glasses of Blood Wine. “No. As I told you… I acted harshly with Robert when he wanted to continue with father’s orders. I all but dismissed him mother. I called him weak and…”


Aikiro put her hand on Yuri’s cheek. “You must reign in your anger and hatred daughter. Your father will answer to me… I promise you… but Narice and I need you now more than ever.”



“Where is Narice?” Yuri asked quickly.


“She is safe.” Aikiro spoke. “Admiral Tesand has assigned an entire fleet group to her protection as well as a squad of Immortals. They will not fail him.”


“Mother… what is happening?” Yuri asked. “I had Leonidas trapped! I could have killed him!”


Aikiro shook her head. “You would have died at the end of his spear daughter. I told you this. He is too powerful for you to face… at least right now. He has grown far faster in ability than I had first factored. No doubt due to his bond with this dragon beast and his actions on Ukwav that freed Canth. Once he realized it was Gorgo that your father held on Lycavore, if you had cornered him in any way he would have slaughtered every last one of you. As it is… he destroyed the Immortal Garrison there just before lifting off in the Mindvoice ship.”


“Mindvoice ship?” Yuri asked.


“You must have detected it on your sensors… the ship that left Lycavore?” Aikiro spoke seeing Yuri nod. “It is a Mindvoice Ship. Similar to the derelict on Nuwaroa. He discovered one that appears to be completely intact however and that is what he used to escape your grasp on that foul planet.” Aikiro squeezed her hands. “These Mindvoice ships crashed many thousands of years ago. From what I have been able to study and learn, the crews of these ships were explorers of a sort. They were also exceptionally powerful Mindvoicers. This is how we began to obtain this power. These people began to blend in with our people, being turned, having children.”

“But there are so few among our people who can Mindvoice mother?” Yuri said. 


“That is something I began when… when I took over the Coven my father started twenty-five thousand years ago.”

“You?” Yuri gasped. “I thought… father said...”
Aikiro nodded. “Your father has told you many lies daughter. I however do not need lies to give you the information you desire. Yes… I took my father’s place as leader of the Coven and then I took your father as my husband. I was young still and wanted nothing to do with ruling a Coven. Your father did not have the power he does now Yuri. I gave it to him when he became my husband so that he could rule for me. I continued the rule my father put in place about Mindvoicers and it is something your fool father continued and expanded on even more. We limited the exposure to those who could Mindvoice, keeping this power among only a handful that we controlled.” Aikiro spoke. “I can tell you much more… but right now we need to discover what it is that has your father so frightened and why he sent your Robert Moran to the Zaleisian border. It has something to do with what your brother Vonis was doing on Elear doesn’t it?”


Yuri looked at her oddly. “Why would killing Isabella have something to do with sending Robert to the Zaleisian border?” Yuri asked.


Aikiro glanced quickly at where Tesand stood holding the glasses of Blood Wine. She took the glasses from him and set one on the table in front of Yuri. “Yuri… Vonis’s mission was two fold.” Aikiro spoke. “Yes… killing that wench Isabella before she could become a queen of the Union was part of it, but the second and most important part was to eliminate a High Coven agent we have had in place in IES since Isabella defected. This agent apparently got greedy and began to dabble in Biogenics.”


“Biogenics!” Yuri gasped.


Aikiro nodded. “Yes. And he began selling his work and his skills to the highest bidder. That bidder just happened to be a Lycavorian working with the Kavalians. Your father ordered this man terminated before he was exposed as a High Coven agent. He sent Vonis to Elear to accomplish this and at the same time kill Isabella. They were trying to make it appear as if she was working with this agent, so that he could destabilize the Union. Having it come out she was still an agent of ours even while becoming a Queen of the Union would have destroyed any creditability Leonidas had.”


“Mother… where did… how do you know all this?” Yuri asked stunned.


“Cha’talla.” Aikiro replied immediately. “He has given me every dirty little secret that your father has kept hidden for the last four thousand years.” She spoke with venom in her voice. “Including what he had Xerxes do to you. It is why he tried to kill Cha’talla. Whatever his plans have been these last years have gone array and he is trying his hardest to keep things together. Cha’talla has escaped my eyes on him…”

“For now.” Tesand spoke confidently.

Aikiro looked at him and nodded her head. “For now. When Vonis failed to kill Isabella twice and then allowed himself to forget his training and become enraptured with this elf female your father flew into a rage and issued a Kill Order on him. Everything was falling apart on Elear and Isabella and her elf lover were getting too close to discovering what was actually happening and discovering your father’s rogue agent.” Aikiro spoke getting to her feet and moving around the table. 

“In order to try and protect his Gorgo clone he issued a Kill Order on the elfin concubine of that animal; For’mya I believe her name is. The one you captured after leaving Earth… for she alone unknowingly had seen the Gorgo clone meeting with a lower level High Coven agent several years ago to receive her scent treatments. He was taking no chances. It is part of why he sent you to Lycavore and then to the Zaleisian border. It is all very much unraveling on him Yuri and he is attempting to keep it under a tight lid. His agent within IES knew of the Gorgo clone… and if he was captured she would be exposed and years of intelligence gathering would be lost. He was trying to wrap everything up at one time. He underestimated the skills of Isabella and her elf lover and overestimated the skills of your brother. Then when he discovered Leonidas was actually on Lycavore and had found Lisisa he attempted to kill Cha’talla for hiding her there.”

“He said… he said Cha’talla had been keeping her there.” Yuri spoke.

Aikiro nodded. “Cha’talla has had her all these years you know. Hiding her on Lycavore and hoping that he could use her DNA to devise some fool scheme to make his people more pleasing to the eye. When Leonidas arrived on Lycavore for her, somehow he discovered his mother was there as well. Naturally that would expose the clone of Gorgo that he put in place many years ago. They have been keeping the real Gorgo alive, using her scent glands to pass to the clone so she would not be discovered.

“Your father knew if Leonidas found his mother there everything would be lost. That is when he decided to send you and Robert Moran to Lycavore to remove the real Gorgo in the hopes you would succeed before she was found.” 

“Vonis did not succeed I take it?” Yuri asked.

Aikiro shook her head. “He was captured according to my sources and the IES agent was also taken into custody. One day later Isabella and her elf lover tore from Elear like frightened animals.”

“They had discovered this Gorgo clone.” Yuri spoke looking at her. “And Vonis?”
Aikiro nodded. “That is what I believe as well. We will try to save your brother Yuri, but before I reach out to those animals in regards to him I need to find out fully what is happening.” She said. “My contacts on Apo Prime were able to get off one message not long ago before the planet went into some sort of lock down. An attack had begun on the island palace of Leonidas that much they knew. Then all transmissions were cut off.”
“But if they succeed mother…” Yuri spoke.

Aikiro shook her head. “It does not matter if they succeed Yuri. Leonidas we can handle unless there are surprises there your father ha sot revealed. I am much more concerned about why your father gave you orders to go to the Zaleisian border.” Aikiro said. “He gave you no idea as to why?”

Yuri shook her head. “No… none. Only to go there and patrol the border. Wait…” Yuri got to her feet. “On Lycavore… just before he left… Robert told me we had no contact with our sensor drones along the border. Nine of them in the sector we were to go to... and none of them were transmitting.”

“This is odd Tesand?” Aikiro asked looking now to where Tesand stood. 

Tesand’s brow furrowed. “You plan to lose telemetry from one drone, perhaps two over an extended period of time… but not all nine along one border sector. And certainly not at the same time.” He spoke. “That is not an accident.”

“The Zaleisian are not fools enough to stage something against us. We would crush them like bugs.” Aikiro spoke quickly.

“Mother… you said this agent was selling his biogenic skills to the highest bidder?” Yuri spoke.

Aikiro nodded. “Yes. A Lycavorian in the company of two Kavalian females approached him according to what Cha’talla knew through your father. They wanted the fourth phase of the biogenics work he was conducting.”

Yuri looked at her. “Fourth Phase?” Yuri asked. “Are you certain?”

“Cha’talla seemed certain.” Aikiro spoke. “I promised him the means to continue living Yuri, he would not give me false information. Not after what I showed I could do to him at my whim. And we abandoned Biogenics millennia ago.” Aikiro spoke. “It was not at all reliable and the end results were crazed killers for the most part. Uncontrollable.”

“Mother… Fourth Phase Biogenics work is only used when putting the finishing touches on Biogenic clones.” Yuri said looking at her. “I do know something of making clones.” She said. 

“What are you saying Yuri?” Aikiro asked her. “Are you saying the Lycavorians are making clones? Impossible… that goes against everything they hold so sacred, especially now with that man in charge of things. He follows so closely to the ideals of his precious father and grandfather it makes me sick.”

Yuri shook her head. “Not the Lycavorians mother. The Kavalians.”

“The Kavalians Princess?” Tesand gasped now. “We nearly wiped out their entire species in their misguided war against us.” He said.

Yuri looked at him. “Did we Admiral?” She asked obviously detecting that this man was more than just a simple fleet officer based on her mother’s actions with him. Or lack of actions really. “Or did we just sow the seeds for our own doom.”

“But they hate the wolf dogs almost as much as they hate us.” Tesand spoke continuing, his military mind already factoring and figuring, which is why Aikiro was giving him the opportunity to speak. She had read Tesand’s file many times over the years, and it was one of the reasons she had selected him to command her personal ship. His mind was like a trap… and he was supremely confident in his skills, which were many Aikiro had learned. As she watched him out of the corner of her eye Aikiro knew that they would have many more nights like the previous one. She rather liked acting as his pureblood slut. “Why would they be working together?”

Yuri nodded. “Why indeed.”

“But then why send you to the Zaleisian border?” Aikiro asked now. “What do they have to do with all this?”
Yuri met her eyes. “Only father could answer that.” She spoke.

Aikiro’s dark eyes narrowed and grew angry. “Then let us go ask your father before I gut him like the coward he is!”

NORMYA’S LIGHT

ORBITING APO PRIME 

“What do you mean you can’t find him?” Dysea screamed at the monitor.


General Vengal’s face didn’t flinch at the harshness of Dysea’s tone. They had far too much going on for him to be concerned with something he knew only stemmed from her worry about what was happening. Vengal had served Dysea for as long as he could remember her as Queen, dating back over a hundred years to when she was the recognized Wood Elf Queen on Earth.

“Director Armetus has locked down the planet Dysea!” He told her. “There is an attack currently underway on the island palace by half a dozen assassins, perhaps more!”

“An attack!” Isabella gasped stepping into the transmission’s view. “By assassins? Vengal… how is that even possible?”


Vengal nodded. “The barracks on the island as well as the command center have been destroyed. We do not know how many of the security force remain alive, if any.” He replied. “There has been some weapons fire detected from inside the palace itself. The King’s Captain Andreus was spotted headed for the island on his dragon only moments ago, and there are four Lochi deploying from the docks in Tuya. Admiral Riall has not been heard from since the attack began, and Director Armetus has ordered a detachment to his quarters to ascertain why. We believe… Director Armetus believes that Lady Gorgo is…”

“Gorgo is a clone!” Isabella almost screamed.

Vengal nodded quickly. “Yes Lady Isabella… we are now aware of that. Director Armetus believes she is behind thwarting most of our efforts to reach the island. Only she would stand to gain and only she has the knowledge of the island defenses that For’mya and Dasha have.”


“The panic room?” Dysea asked.


“It has been activated… but not sealed.” Vengal answered. “We suspect the Aricia’s mother has taken the Prince into the room but not sealed it as she is waiting for Lady For’mya and the young woman Sadi. Communications has not been reestablished yet so all of this is guess work on our part.”


“MJOLNIR’S HAND has returned with me.” Dysea spoke hurriedly. “We have two Mora ready to deploy Vengal. Tell me where!”


“My Queens…” Vengal was remaining far calmer than either of the women he was speaking too and they both knew it. Isabella even looked surprised at how he addressed her. “Yes… we know of your intentions Lady Isabella. Vistr and I are rather well informed. We have troops converging on the island from every direction Dysea… any more and they would only add to the confusion.”


“Bella and I will leave now then!” Dysea snapped.


Vengal shook his head. “NO!” He barked. “We do not need two additional Queens of our Union exposing themselves to danger in an unknown situation! I forbid it! I will issue orders that will not allow you to leave your ship if I need too Dysea! If you must return to the surface Dysea… come to the main estate. Stay away from the island palace! There could be far more assassins there than we are aware of, and it could very well be a trap to lure more of you there. Andreus is moving there now as I said… and what he can not handle the Durcunusaan and regular Spartans will. We have set up our command past here at the main estate! Please… please… Dysea… King Martin would not want more of those he loves exposed. As you listened to my council once… listen to me now.”

Dysea nodded slowly. “Very well Vengal.” Dysea spoke taking Isabella’s hand in hers. “We will see you at the main estate in fifteen minutes then. I expect a complete briefing as to what is happening and why Riall has suddenly disappeared.”


Vengal nodded. “As you order.”


Vengal turned to the Durcunusaan officer next to him as the transmission faded. “We have fifteen minutes to settle this.” He barked. “Tell Armetus I do not know how long I will be able to hold her back if she arrives and this is still going on!” Vengal barked.


“Yes sir!” The Durcunusaan officer spoke.


Vengal lifted his hand and tapped the COM unit on his body armor. “Vistr… we have fifteen minutes before Dysea and Isabella arrive! You, Andreus and Famus must secure the island palace!”


“Understood Vengal! We are nine hundred meters from the western beach now. Andreus and Doranthe are only seconds from landing.” Vistr’s voice echoed in the transmission. “What about Riall?”


“Nothing yet.” Vengal answered.

TUYA

HOME OF GORGO AND RIALL


The explosion was small but deafening in the quiet night air and it managed to wake up those already standing on their roofs and in their yards staring into the night sky as military ships whipped backed and forth and Netnews channels were coming alive with news of the attack.


They were called Zero Squads. 

Five teams of men and women, mainly Lycavorian with a handful of humans and elves in the mix, who would act when they had absolutely zero intelligence on a given situation. The very best of the Durcunusaan and the ones who would not hesitate to enter into a firestorm to provide information and intelligence. 


The door to Gorgo and Riall’s home blew inward with barely a pause sending dozens of metal and wood slivers whistling through the air as the frame was cracked inward. In precise formation and moving with blinding speed three Lycavorians, two elves and two humans rushed into the home, their P190s at the ready and searching for targets. They were one of five teams among the Durcunusaan whose sole purpose was not the protection of the royal family, but the elimination of threats to the royal family. They would shoot first and ask questions later, and with the news that assassins had already struck the island palace and killed their comrades, and were even now still hunting the King’s concubine and son, these men and women were in no mood for games.


At exactly the same instant, the rear windows and doorway in what passed for Riall’s office shattered into a hail of glass shards and an additional team of seven entered through the now ruined doorway. They wore the heaviest body armor Union Engineers could devise that still allowed for the most freedom of movement. This team consisted of four humans, two Lycavorians and one female elf.


The two Evolli in the room had their attention drawn to the first explosion and were completely unprepared for the second right behind them. The one closest to the explosion was shredded by shards of glass that sliced through his body like a hot knife through butter. The second was turning when the first two human men both fired their 190s from barely twenty feet away. Nine projectile rounds punched through the Evolli’s chest, lifting him off the floor and sending his body dancing back to slam into the wall with half a dozen holo images shattering onto the floor as he struck the wall.


“Two down!” The voice called out within their implants. “First team moving to second floor!”


“Sweep left and up! Find the Admiral!” Another voice echoed. “Second team moving across main foyer! No prisoner order in effect people!”


The seven members of the second team moved with one purpose and mind, weapons tracking across rooms even as dozens of men and women were filling the area and streets all along the outside of the home.


“Bingo! Bingo!” The man’s voice called out. “We have him! We have him!”


The Second team ceased their movement instantly and the human leader tapped his COM. “Condition report?”


“Nubous! They worked him over bad lead!”


“Condition report damn it!”


The voice of the female elf spoke now. “He’s alive!” She announced. “Barely. They beat him pretty badly lead. Multiple fractures and lacerations! Get me an evac Lifter in here now! I’ll stabilize him!”


“Understood! Leave two with the Admiral! Nothing gets close to him! The rest of you finish your sweep!” The man tapped his COM unit. “Durcunusaan Two from Zero One! We have the Admiral General Vengal! Request immediate Lifter extraction our location. He’s hurt bad.”

“Already on the way! Stay with him Zero One. Both your teams. You are not to leave him for any purpose!” Vengal’s voice ordered.


“Zero One copies!” He turned to the others in his team. “Finish our sweep. Kill anything that moves.”

ISLAND PALACE


Sadi huddled behind the massive wood and steel desk, clutching the Bo’yak assassin’s discarded weapon in her hands. Sweat was pouring from her face, stinging her eyes and her heart was racing uncontrollably. No matter what she did she could not block out the paralyzing fear that was humming through her blood.


She was alive however. The now dead Bo’yak in her room was testimony to how much Sadi wanted to live. She had not thought about it when she fired the weapon and erased the assassin’s life. He had been trying to hurt her; kill her for some perceived reason that was probably untrue anyway. The moment she had come to this island Sadi knew her life would be different. She knew that she would tell them everything, and all she had hoped for was to not involve her beloved father.


Sadi had been given so much more. A lease on a new life and a chance at a future she had thought gone astray. Her only goal now was to live out the night to see that future before her. A task that was not going exceedingly well at the moment. Dozens of things were racing through her thoughts; paramount among them were the words of a dragon hatchling that even now was over two meters tall and five hundred pounds. She was chosen. Sadi hoped that she wasn’t chosen to die this night for within her jumble of thoughts was the overwhelming desire to see the azure blue eyes of the infant Androcles on the body of a man.

You will not die this night KertaGai. Elynth’s voice burst into her head causing Sadi to jump slightly.


Elynth! Where are you? I thought you were coming to get me!


And I have KertaGai. Elynth replied with some humor in her voice. Sadi found this to be outrageous considering the circumstances they were in. Turn to your left Sadi.


Sadi’s head snapped around and she immediately found the golden eyes of Elynth not three meters away looking at her from behind an overturned couch. Sadi felt a rush of relief and quickly got her legs under her. I will come to you. She said quickly.


Elynth nodded and watched as Sadi executed a quick dash, covering the distance between them in two heartbeats. As she settled to the ground next to her, Elynth looked at her with warm smiling eyes. Your heart races KertaGai. 

Sadi looked at her open mouthed. Elynth they are trying to kill us! She exclaimed.


They will not succeed KertaGai. Elynth replied. Even now Androcles watches over us. And his uncle Andreus is almost here.


Elynth… Androcles is a baby! Sadi retorted. He can not…


Elynth my sister! Return quickly… two of the assassins make their way towards you and KertaGai from the west. Grandmother grows worried.

Elynth’s eyes were smiling as Sadi’s eyes grew enormously wide. The voice that had just spoken within her mind was so deep and soothing and confident and most definitely not the voice of an eight month old infant. Sadi looked at Elynth, staring at the obsidian scaled snout of the fourteen month old dragon hatchling.

Elynth… Elynth was… was that…?

Elynth’s golden eyes held some humor in them. Come KertaGai! We must go!


Sadi didn’t hesitate and she got to her feet, hunched low to the ground as she followed Elynth’s mace like tail. Sadi watched as Elynth deftly moved around several overturned pieces of furniture, moving cat like across the office. Sadi however was not as coordinated as the hatchling it appeared and she stumbled and fell on the piece of broken chair. The noise was like a beacon across the quiet night echoing loudly in the abandoned halls. 

Elynth’s head snapped around as the large window to her left shattered and the enormous body of the Unsaur assassin came smashing his way through the glass. Sadi screamed as the Unsaur lifted his weapon.


Burn him! Burn him now sister! The voice of her bonded brother erupted in Elynth’s head like a shot from a ground based cannon. Elynth’s head reared back, she inhaled deeply and then she let fly with a blistering stream of flame tinged breath.

Elynth was unique compared to her brother Jeth and sister Aurith. While they had their father’s superheated breath, Elynth had a distinctive signature. Her breath was superheated to nearly four thousand degrees yes, but along the edges of that stream of molten air was a yellow orange tinge of flame. Though only slightly over a year in age, Elynth and her brother and sister were learning far faster how to use their unique skills. With constant training and instruction from their parents, they were light years ahead of normal dragons their age, and their Mindvoice abilities were exceptional.

The Unsaur had only three seconds to look out over the barrel of his weapon before his eyes detected the movement and his gaze shifted from where Sadi lay on the ground. Those eyes grew suddenly very wide as he saw the jet of molten, flame tinged breath leap from the maw of the small dragon. He could do nothing but die, for nothing he carried could protect him from four thousand degree heat and flame. The powerful jet of Elynth’s breath engulfed him and his body ignited like a celebration sparkler. His screams filled the night air as the melting rifle fell from burning hands and he turned to become a flaming apparition as he ran from the palace through the very hole in the large window he had just made. His arms flayed madly as he tried to put out the flame that had engulfed and melted more than half his exposed flesh already. He could feel his uniform melting into his remaining skin, and no matter what he tried, the flames would not go out.


Elynth and Sadi watched with emotionless eyes as the Unsaur finally fell to the ground a hundred meters away and became still. His body would burn until only ash remained.


Elynth turned slowly as Sadi got back to her feet and they both turned to look at the doorway when they heard the metallic clicking sound. The face of the Bo’yak assassin was a savage smile as he held his rifle on them from the corridor. 


“Time to die.” He growled at them as his finger began to squeeze on the trigger.


You poor fool! Elynth’s voice echoed in Sadi’s head. You made a mistake coming here this night.


Sadi heard the loud snort and her jungle green eyes grew wide when the brownish red head of the fully grown dragon leaned in close to the Bo’yak assassin, almost touching his pig like face. The dragon’s flame red eyes glowed in the night and they held no mirth in them, only the promise of death in a horrible way. The Bo’yak froze in his spot as he felt the warm breath on the side of his face, and then Sadi heard the male voice speak out loud.


“You have invaded the palace of the Spartan King scum! You have killed fellow Spartans this night. As the King’s Captain I pass sentence on you now!” There was a momentary pause. “Doranthe my brother!”


Sadi blinked quickly when she heard the trumpeting roar of anger explode from the dragon and his tooth filled jaws parted and crunched down on the head and shoulder of the Bo’yak assassin. As the Bo’yak was dragged screaming from sight and lifted into the air the handsome Spartan appeared in the doorway and reached out to place his hand on Elynth’s snout.


“Well done Elynth! Well done! You have made my nephew proud this night.” Andreus spoke. He looked at Sadi and held out his hand. “Come… I will get you to the panic room while Doranthe deals with this problem. You will be safe there.”


“I… I won’t leave Elynth!” Sadi barked.


Andreus smiled. “My nephew has already made that clear to me young Sadi. Come… quickly. I do not know how many more of these assassins there are and I need to find For’mya and Gorgo.”


Elynth stiffened quickly, snorting loudly as her eyes went wide and Andreus looked at her with worry. “Elynth… what is wrong?” He barked.


Elynth’s golden eyes fell to Andreus. Andro… he says…

“What?” Andreus asked. “What does Andro say?”

He says our fathers have come home. And they are very angry. Elynth spoke with the closest thing to a smile that a dragon could make.

